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Chapter |. THE TOTTERI NG MAN
IT was spring. Spring, with sunlight soft and warm wi th birds nest-building in Central Park, and
an occasional colored butterfly astray anong the skyscrapers of New York City. Flowers were never
brighter in Bryant Park, adjacent to the griny old tonb that was the public library. And if the air
was ever wine for man to breathe, it was w ne this day.
Per haps that was why the cop was gentle with the old codger. The cop’s nane was Finnigan. He was
Irish, bigger than nen usually get; and he had a tongue |like a bl acksnake. He handled traffic at
Forty-second and Fifth, a spot that would make any nman tough. He was tough. He was very tough
He cane over to the old codger and said, "Look, Pop, you want to get run over?"
The ol d codger had been gandering al ong rather feebly.

"I + can’t see very well, officer,"” he said
It was pretty obvious that he couldn’t see very well.
"Pop, this is no place for you," said the policenman. "I'm gonna put you on the sidewal k, and sure

you' d better stay onit."

The old fell ow wore overalls which were that very pale hue that comes from nuch scrubbi ng. One

knee of the overalls bore a patch. Over the denins the elderly man wore a clean but rather shabby
coat of coarse stuff, and it becane alnost certain after a close |look at the coat that its vintage
was anci ent enough that the pants which originally went with it were of the peg-top style

Hi s shoes were ol d-fashi oned buttoned brogans, cracked under their polish; his tie was a shoe

string that went out of style before the Wirld War, and his hat was a genui ne beaver, what there was
left of it. He was thanking the officer

"Thank—thank you, officer," he wavered. "I—+ don’t get down to town nmuch any nore. It—t’'s
changed a | ot these days. And | can hardly find ny way around. | wonder—oul d you—€oul d you—hel p
me?"

"Hel p you how?"

"Il 4"mtrying to find a man."

"Well, Pop, there are a lot of nen in New York. What does this nan do? Where does he work?"
"l—enly know-the man’s nane." The old fellow had a way of hesitating two or three tinmes in each
sentence. It added greatly to his inpression of feebleness. "Doc Savage," went on the ol d codger
"i s—the man’ s—ane. "

The name canme within an ace of doing bodily danage to the traffic cop. That is, it surprised him
and caused himto step back and a passing notor car just shaved him He jerked the nenaced part of
his anatony to safety, threw a profane opinion after the car, and then wheel ed on the old man
"What’ s wong, Pop?"

"Why—ef fi cer—not hing."

"Don’t kid ne, Pop. People who |ook for this Doc Savage have usually got trouble. Bad trouble
Because ot her persons’ troubles happen to be Doc Savage’'s business."

The ol d codger fumbled uncertainly at the buttons of his worn coat

"There is—not hi ng—warong," he insisted

"Yeah; | bet." The traffic policeman frowed at him "OK , Pop. It's your funeral. Forget it
You want to know where you can find Doc Savage, eh?" He slanted an armup, as though pointing out
the sun at ten o’ clock. "See the top of that building? The eighty-sixth floor? They tell me Doc
hangs out in a kind of special place he's got up there."

The ol d man thanked the | awran kindly and shuffled on toward the skyscraper which had been

desi gnat ed



AND across the street, a discreet-looking |inmousine, which had been loitering at the curb, pulled
out into the traffic, rolled down into the next block, and again |oitered

The ol d codger nmade sl ow and waveri ng progress

And the linousine loitering across the street noved on to keep abreast with him while on the

si dewal k near where the machine had tarried, a few pedestrians stared after the car in a surprised
fashion. For, on chancing to look into the car, they had seen, alone in the rear seat, a Eurasian
woman with a beauty that was al nost breath-taking

But no one noticed that the linousine was trailing the old codger

The feebl e ancient had his head down now, plodding purposefully for the skyscraper. Reaching the
portals of the giant building, he entered and found hinmself on the glassy floor of a great, arching
nmoderni stic | obby where there were shops and el evators and el evator starters in striking uniforns.
The nunber of elevators seemed to confuse the old man. There were nearly a hundred el evators in the
bui | di ng

Just as he had approached the cop for information, the ol d codger accosted a uniformed el evator
starter. And as soon as he had asked for Doc Savage, he was shown to an el evator which stood apart
fromthe others. Apparently a private elevator. The door closed and the cage went up—but only one
floor.

The el evator door opened, and stepping out, the old fellow found hinself in a |ong, narrow
hal | way. He stood at one end of this hallway, and at his right hand, arranged along the wall, were
confortabl e chairs occupi ed by nunmerous types of people

At the far end of the long roomwas a desk. In front of the desk was a |arge, solid-Iooking

chair. Behind the desk sat a remarkable fell ow who | ooked |ike a pleasant ape. Seated on the floor
beside the desk was a pig—a pig with remarkably large ears and four long legs. And with one of the
l egs, the pig was industriously kicking a spot behind one of its huge ears

The ol d codger was shown to one of the chairs arranged along the wall.

The man who escorted the elderly fellow to the chair was a slenderish man with a | ean waist, a
sharply featured but not unhandsone face, and a | arge nobile nouth peculiar to orators—the type of
mouth frequently found on congressmen, senators and carnival barkers. At various tines he was
addressed by people in the roomas Brigadier General Theodore Marl ey Brooks, and once he was called
"Ham " The honely fellow was called either Lieutenant Col onel Andrew Bl odgett Mayfair, or "Mnk," a
ni ckname which certainly fitted him

The ol d codger sat in the chair where he had been placed and watched the scene with his faded
eyes. |t becane evident that this long roomwas in the nature of a receiving chanber. In fact, every
occupant of the chairs was here to see Doc Savage about sonething, and these two unusual nmen, Mnk
and Ham were interview ng the visitors

Some of the visitors wanted gifts of nobney. These got rather short treatment, which included

bei ng handed a slip bearing an address where they could get a job of hard work with a |living wage.
O hers seened to have an illness they wanted Doc Savage to treat, and these were al so sent away
with slips of paper bearing addresses where they coul d get treatnent

The interview ng proceeded, and finally cane the old codger’s turn

The el derly man was escorted to the large chair in front of the desk, planted therein, and before
he knew it, his sleeve was rolled up, and around his armwas placed a contrivance whi ch somewhat
resenbl ed the device which doctors use to take a patient’s blood pressure. The ol d nan gaped at
this. He didn’t seemto know what it was

The device was part of a "lie detector,” and every other person who sat in that chair to be
interviewed had sat with the contrivance strapped to his or her arm

Monk gl anced at the front of a drawer on his side of the desk. He was interested in a snall neter

| ocated here. The needle of this stood at a point only a shade from zero, which neant the old fellow
had netal buckles on his overalls, and possibly a little silver in his pockets

If there had been any large piece of netal on his person, a gun or a knife, the needle would have
regi stered well over on the dial

"So you cane to see Doc Savage?" Monk inquired

"Yes—yes; that's right," said the old fellow

"What do you want w th hin?" Mnk asked

And as the old gentleman responded, Monk kept an eye cocked on the jiggling needl e of another
neter, attached to the lie detector

The codger answered the other questions, slowy and haltingly, and Monk watched the |lie detector
but the needl e noved only slightly, only to the extent that was normal. Any undue activity on the
part of the indicator when a question was put neant that, if a lie was being told, nervous
excitement was generating mnute electrical currents in the subject’s body.

The device, an adaptation of the conventional type in use by some police centers, was, as Mnk
wel | knew, not entirely infallible; but it offered an excellent guide. And finally, Mnk |eaned
back.

"Now, " he said, "that you' ve told your story, Mster—

"Weaver," said the old man. "Tobias Weaver. | am Teddy’'s grandfather."

"Yeah; sure," Mnk said. "What | started to say, Mster Weaver, is that it’'s very sel dom any one



gets to see Doc. Very seldom"

The el derly man quavered. "But |+ so wanted to see Mster Savage. Teddy—

"You're going to see Doc," Monk said. "And you're the first man in three days we’' ve thought worth
while to send on up to Doc." Mnk rose. "Follow ne."

Chapter |I. DEATH AND THE BOY
THEY took an el evator of breathless speed to the eighty-sixth floor, and stepped out into a plain
corridor, then approached a bronze-hued door which bore sinply a small-lettered | egend

CLARK SAVAGE, JR

Monk opened the door, which gave into a reception roomfloored with a deep rug, containing no
furniture but an inlaid table of unusual size, and a | arge and strong-| ooki ng safe

Crossing this, Monk and Weaver entered a vast library, filled alnpbst to capacity w th bookcases
cont ai ni ng ponderous scientific tones. Continuing on, they cane to a | aboratory which plainly
occupi ed the renmai nder of the floor of the skyscraper—and the building, at its base, occupied an
entire block, and was only slightly smaller up here. The |aboratory was a | abyrinth of conplicated
scientific apparatus

There was a figure at the far end of the great room

Monk st opped. No doubt he had seen that figure at the opposite end of the |aboratory thousands of
tines, yet for a noment a touch of sonething like awe seenmed to hold himin a spell. A new respect
seened to come into his rather uncouth, boisterous nanner

"Doc," he said. "A man to see you."

The distant figure turned. It was a man whose figure seenmed to be remarkably well proportioned. A
man who was quietly attired in dark clothing. A man who seened to be working at a table that was
rather small; it appeared that if the table was a little smaller, it would be a toy piece

Then the nman cane toward them and it was evident why the table seened snall. The table had

normal proportions. It was the man who was big. A giant of bronze. Tropical suns had darkened his
skin. His hair, of a bronze hue only slightly darker than his skin, was straight and snoboth as a
met al skullcap. The sinews in his neck and on the backs of his hands indicated strength beyond the
usual

"Doc Savage," Monk said

Then he |eft

TOBI AS WEAVER, the ol d codger, was shown to a confortable chair in the library. He, too, seened

in awe of the bronze giant, which was understandabl e because, beginning with the surprise of the
traffic cop, the inmportance of the man had been indicated. The people downstairs, some of them
plainly big shots. The inpressive size of this library and | aboratory. And the stature of Doc Savage
himself. Al contributed to the certainty that this man was out of the ordinary

"I <thank you for-seeing ne," said Tobi as Waver rather nervously.

"You are entirely welcone," replied the bronze man. "Just take your tine and tell your story."

Doc Savage's voice was quiet, but there was a quality in it that suggested great power and

facility under full control

Tobi as Weaver’s hands were shod in cheap gl oves. He clasped them around his cane

"Teddy—TFeddy"—he paused and | ooked at the floor, and his face | ooked m serabl e—Teddy is eight
years old. He was a splendid little boy, and he has been with ne four years, since his—his nana and
papa were killed in an autonobile accident. | used to take himcanping. He's small, but he liked to
canp out, and we used to go into the woods and cook our dinners."

Doc Savage asked, "And what happened?"

"You know how little boys play," Tobias Waver said. "They—they play at imtating famus figures

I remenber in ny day we played at imtating CGeneral G ant and Abraham Lincol n. Teddy's father,
remenber, used to play like he was Buffalo Bill." Tobias Waver’s voice, with steady tal king, becane
less hesitant, like a rusty piece of nachinery that worked better after it was used a few tinmes
"Poor little Teddy," he nurnured. "He was injured while at play. It was his back. He cannot be

cur ed—and—he cannot live much longer. He just lies there, on his little cot—ust lies there—=
Tobi as Waver stared at the floor, his hands clenched and his |ips conpressed, and Doc Savage, in

a voi ce that sonehow seenmed to convey confort and strength, said, "Is there something | can do?"
Tobi as Weaver nodded slowy. "I have seen enough to-day to show nme that you deal —n | arge

affairs. My little request is so insignificant in conparison. It concerns only an old man and a
little boy who will not be in this world much longer. It may seema snall request. But to the little
tike it would nean a lot. You see, he has read about you, and heard of you, young as he is."

The elderly man hesitated, staring at his hands, then added, "You see, Teddy was playing he was

Doc Savage, and was clinbing on the house as he heard you can clinb; and he wasn't careful enough
and got his injury while inmagining he was you."

Doc Savage's netallic features showed sincere regret, and a troubled expression came into his
eyes—the eyes that were probably the nost remarkabl e of the bronze man's features. They were like
pool s of flake gold, always stirred by tiny, invisible winds. At tinmes the eyes seened to have a
power, sonething conpelling that was al nbst hypnotic



"Woul d you visit Teddy?" asked Tobias Waver. "It woul d nake—hi s end—-as happy as such

a—thi ng—oul d be nmade."

"Of course," the bronze man said sinply.

Tobi as Waver bowed his head, and for a nonent bent his efforts toward controlling hinself

"Thank you," he said. "I know now that you are a truly great man. Poor Teddy will be delighted."
Doc Savage, obviously to get the old gentleman’'s mnd out of its norbid channel, asked, "Were do
you live?"

"In the little town of Storm ngton. You—you drive through town on the main street, turn—urn

right—and it is a large gray house on top of the hill. There—there is an iron deer in the yard
But —but coul d—ef course—you are too busy to go with ne now?"

Doc Savage arose. "No. We'll |eave at once."

Tobi as Weaver arose fromthe deep library chair. And in the | aboratory, the great room beyond, a
small indicator light in a large instrument panel went dark

Down the street, the bronze man and Weaver entered a dark coupé, one of several cars which the
bronze man owned, and drove away.

There was a |inousine parked across the street, a large discreet car, the rear seat occupi ed by
an exotically exquisite woman with a slightly Asiatic cast to her features. The |inopusine did not
foll ow Doc Savage’s coupé—but it did take another route for the same destination

STORM NGTON was a bit of the old world set down close to New York City. An antique asleep in the
hills. The streets were narrow, and sone of the houses dated back to the Revolution. One main street
ran through the center of the town, continued on, and passed around various hills, and atop one of
these hills sprawl ed the house where Doc Savage stopped the coupé

A winding lane led up fromthe road to the house, which was surrounded by a | ow stone fence. In

the awn, not too well tended, stood an iron deer

"l —want to apol ogi ze—or ny house," quavered Tobias Weaver. "It has been—n ny famly for
centuries—and | do not have the—finances—to keep it in repair."
The house was of gray stone, outwardly ornate after the old way, which frescoes, tall, arching

wi ndows of stained glass, and a sharply gabl ed roof. The door creaked on its hinges and |l et them
into an atnosphere of nmuseum antiquity, uncarpeted floors and plain, stark old walls stanped
infrequently with ancient oil paintings and prints

In the vestibule stood a rickety table, on this an aged silver holder for four candles; and

Tobi as Weaver applied a match to the candles, then handed themto Doc Savage. It was gloony in the
ol d house

"This is a—gueer old house," he said shakily. "It was built—by an ancestor who was—eccentric
Teddy—Feddy will enjoy telling you about it, if you care to listen. And later, | will show you-the
strange pl ace."

He advanced toward a door, and the door opened before he reached it, naking a strange, |ow sigh

as it did so

"Teddy will be asleep,” Tobias Waver said, pointing through the portal, "and it would be

wonderful if you would go to him al one and awaken him Teddy—w |l think it is—a dream" He pointed
again. "You just go straight ahead, through the doors."

Doc Savage nodded and passed through the door, |eaving old Tobias Waver behind. The bronze man's
tread was easy for one of such physical build, and silent except for an occasional creak of old
flooring underfoot. The flanes of the four candl es | eaned backward slightly in the air as he noved
forward and the tips of the flanmes gave off little yarns of snoke.

The first roomthrough which Doc passed was narrow and | ong, made dark as a vault w th drawn
shades, and furnished only with a carved table at which stood two fragile chairs. There was no sign
of the party who had caused the opening of the first door, and as the bronze man approached the door
on the far side of the bare chanber, that al so opened, making as it did so a | ow sound that was

bet ween si gh and groan

And, stepping through that aperture, the bronze man lifted the candl es; but there was no trace of
human presence, except his own Gargantuan shadow | eapi ng al ong the aged wal | s when he nobved. Here
al so, there was no furniture, but only plain floors, plainer walls, and antiquity everywhere

Doc went on. The air was not dank, for dankness is noisture, humidity; and this air had the
dryness of something shut up for a long tinme. The kind of air that woul d be expected in a desert
tonmb, where they find the mumm es that have been there a half dozen thousand of years, and which
collapse the instant there is a freshening of the air

Even the wails of the boards underfoot were dry whinnies. And then the flooring changed to stone
and the walls, too, and there was another door which opened in the same uncanny fashion as the
others, with no one to be seen; apparently no human agency was behi nd the phenonenon

The gi ant bronze man, silent now, stepped through the opening, holding his candles out to one

side, where the light would not get in his eyes. It was inevitable that the eerie, |abyrinthine old
house woul d create an effect on his nmind, but his netallic features had not changed expression. But
he cane to a stop now, hol ding the four candl es high

This roomwas smaller. O stone, too—eiling, walls and floor, all gray, flinty rock; while the



door —the one through which he had cone was the only door—was of wood on one side, and sheeted with
steel on the inside.

The sheeting had the appearance of ancient doing. The stone walls here were marred with strange
carvings; initials and hearts pierced with arrows, and one or two funny faces. There were dates on
the walls, all old—+773, 1780, 1761. In another place, "Down with the Kind!" was cut in the stone.
Al'l which indicated this had been sonme kind of prison, probably, back in Revolutionary days.

It was a strange place for a boy to be.

THE little fellowlay on a bed directly in the center of the roomin a great four-poster bed, the
four | egs extending up and neeting crossbars of an awning support. The awning was of old |lace, and
the sheets on the bed were heavy, very white, and al nost as substantial in appearance as canvas.
Swat hed as it was under the sheets, not a great deal could be told about the boy's figure. There
was a sl eeping stocking, a kind of dunce cap, drawn over the small head al nost to the brows; and the
face, wasted until it |ooked aged, and very pale, was a sall ow spot above the sheet.

The fixed eyes were open, dark pools, and Doc Savage went over to the bed, which was the only
article of furniture in the room

The dark eyes followed him grow ng wi der, and the wan |ips parted, then warped up at the ends in
an incredul ous grin which spread over the whole of the tiny face.

"You—you are Doc Savage!" chortled the figure on the bed, weak-voiced.

The bronze man was silent for a nmonent, as though enbarrassed by the incredul ous admration of
the wan form Then the figure on the bed spoke.

" Coul d—oul d+ touch you?" the little formasked with pitiful eagerness.

The bronze man showed by his unease that he was in a situation with which his remarkable training
had not prepared himto cope. Doc was a scientific product, in a sense; but science had failed to do
one thing: it had failed to put a shell around his heart.

And so Doc brought a hand down to touch the little figure on the bed. And a hand that was not as
tiny as it should have been, and certainly not as wasted, cane darting out fromunder the covers
with the speed of a rattl esnake.

The fangs it hel d—ene fang, really, and that the drooling nozzle of a hypoderm c needl e—hit the
bronze man’s arm accurately near the veins and enptied its contents into his |life stream

The hypoderm c needl e stabbed again. Doc shifted backward, evading it.

Qut of the bed cane the "boy." No boy at all. A grown man, with a tiny face which artful disguise
had nade into the visage of a dying tike. Wiere his body had lain in the bed, the mattress was
hol | owed out; and the formthat had shown under the covers was only a dummy of the type which
ventriloquists use. The nan sprang away fromthe bed.

The trickster was fast on his feet. Even then, he had no need of the needl e again, for Doc
Savage, a strange expression on his features, seened to conprehend that the stuff which had gone
into his armwas qui ck-acting. He whipped toward the door.

That door closed, with an abrupt groan, and there were the nuffled sounds of other doors closing,
wi th groani ng sounds—noi ses made, it was now evident, by electrical mechani sm which operated the
doors.

The big bronze nan bent at the knees and sank, swayed a little and upset on his side, and
thereafter did not nove.

It was three o' clock in the afternoon, and the day was Tuesday.

Chapter 111. TWD MEN AND A TRAIL

IT was three o' clock in the afternoon, and the day was not Tuesday, but Wednesday. There were

nore visitors than ever in the office. Monk was paying no attention to them As a matter of fact,
Monk was busy. He was doing a crossword puzzle.

Ri ght now he was stuck. Only one word was needed to conplete the puzzle. And Mnk, in vain it
seened, was scratching his furry head for the answer. Then, suddenly, he gave a |oud "Woop!" that
startled every one and grinned as he put down the answer.

Monk | ooked as if he didn't even know the answer to what two and two added up to. Not that Mnk
didn't possess any brains. The fact was that Mnk, whose | ow, apish forehead did not appear to hold
room for a spoonful of brains, was one of the world s greatest chem sts.

H s | aboratory was a penthouse affair down near Wall Street, and such was his ability that

spending only a short time there at wide intervals, he was able to make all the noney he needed. And
having a great liking for excitement, Mnk therefore spent nost of his time as one of Doc Savage’'s
smal | group of five assistants.

Monk had two other enjoynents of life: One was a great delight in pursuing every pretty girl that
met his eye, an avocation at which he had remarkably good | uck considering that he was as honely as
the proverbial nmud fence. H's other joy was a never-ending battle, verbal and otherwi se, with the
dapper | awyer, Ham

Monk pressed an interoffice comunicating system which was connected with Doc’s eighty-sixth

fl oor headquarters, and got no answer. A worried expression cane over his honely face, and he fell
to frowing at the pig with the large ears and |long | egs, which sat beside the desk.



"Wonder what's happened to Doc, Habeas Corpus?" Mnk asked the pig seriously

"I ain't studied mnd-reading, Mnk," the pig, Habeas Corpus apparently said

Monk was a strange fellow He liked to use a certain ability as a ventriloquist which he
possessed to hold facetious discussions with his pet pig

Abruptly, Mnk announced that receptions were over for the day and shooed the aspirants out and

| ocked up

At this point, Ham the dapper |awer, put in an appearance. He wore this afternoon a conpletely
new outfit which, if possible, was nore i mmacul ate than his sartorial splendor of the previous day.
"Task, task," Mnk said sarcastically. "CGosh, but you're pretty this afternoon.”

"It wouldn’t hurt you to spruce up a little!" Ham snapped

"But |1've got nme a suit of clothes for every day in the week," Mnk snorted

"And where are they?"

"This is it |I've got on," Mnk expl ai ned

Ham scowl ed. He could scowl with a great deal of browbeating dignity, an art he had learned in
becom ng one of the nost astute |lawers in the |and

"Here, Chemistry, old top," Hamcalled

Chemi stry appeared. Chenistry was Hanis pet anthropoid. Haminsisted Chenmstry was a

pur e- bl ooded, bl ue-bl ooded nmenber of, the strain anthropopithecus troglodyte. Mnk’'s claimwas that
Chemistry was an ordi nary mangy runt of a baboon. But regardl ess of who was right, Chemistry, the
pet ape, bore a resenblance to the honely Mnk that was distressing to the chem st

Monk did not care for Chemistry. Hamdid not care for Habeas Corpus. Monk did not care for Ham

It was a conbi nati on which never gave any one any peace

"Doc," Monk said thoughtfully, "has been missing since yesterday."

"Yes," Ham said soberly, "he has."

It was a strange aninpbsity these two had. They could drop it instantly if anything serious cane
up

"W better go up and see what we can |l earn," Mnk suggested

MONK and Ham entered the great establishnent on the eighty-sixth floor. There was no sign of Doc
Savage. They went through the mail, and there was no note fromthe bronze man

"The | ast seen of Doc, he went away with that ol d codger yesterday," Mnk rem nded. "Let's see
what they tal ked about before they left."

Anbling into the | aboratory, Mnk opened a section of the wall which | ooked quite solid, and
wor ked over a conplicated piece of apparatus contained in the niche thus reveal ed

The apparatus, anong other things, consisted of two large reels of fine steel wire. The reels
were geared so that the wire passed slowy between the poles of a powerful electromagnet. The
contrivance, in fact, was a device for magnetically recording sound on wire

By running the wire through a playback, Mnk reproduced through a | oudspeaker all that had been
sai d between Doc Savage and Tobi as Weaver

This apparatus, wired to hidden supersensitive m crophones, reproduced all that was said in the
bronze man’s headquarters. The device, far from being an unnecessary crack pot scientific gadget
had done val uabl e service in the past

Finally the tal k between Doc and Tobi as Weaver, as repeated by the wire recordi ng, ended

"Huh," Monk muttered, "nothing suspicious about that. The old fellow just came to get Doc to
visit alittle boy who was dying."

Ham snapped his fingers suddenly, "Mnk! Do you know soret hi ng?"

"Not to hear you tell it," Mnk said suspiciously. "Wat you getting at, shyster?"

"Suppose sone one wanted to trap Doc—what kind of bait would be sure to get hinP"

"There's been |lots of baits tried."

"Exactly. That's what | nean."

"Expl ain," Mnk requested, "exactly what do you nean."

"You and | know," Hamsaid grimy, "that Doc Savage, who strikes sone people as being a
scientific product who isn’t exactly human, has a heart as big as a red sofa pillow, and as soft
This story about a dying kid is exactly the kind of thing he would fall for."

Monk squinted at Ham "You know, nuch as | hate to admit you ever had a sensible idea, that
sounds reasonable."”

"The | ocation of Tobias Waver’'s house is given on that wire," Hamsaid. "I think we should go
there and have a | ook around.”

"Sure," Monk agreed. "And not because you suggested it, either. It’s ny idea, too."

THE two quarrel some fell ows went down to the street, and each took his own car for the drive to
Stormngton. The reason for this was that Ham had a new roadster, very expensive, very classy.

Monk, insisting at every opportunity that nobody but a snob could feel at hone in such a chariot
insisted on taking his dilapidated old flivver, which rattled a great noi se when noving, and for
which he had paid a hundred dollars. Ham on the other hand, had paid an even seven thousand dollars
for his snappy job



They drove north, Monk deliberately nmenacing Hamis shiny fenders with his crunbled old ears of
tin at intervals. Each man had his pet, and each gave voice to such insults as he could think of
"Great grief, Mnk," Hamyelled, draw ng al ongside Mnk's old weck, "what part of that car of
yours nakes such an awful noise?"

"That ?" Monk grinned at Hamis seven-thousand-dol |l ar vehicle. "Wy, that’s the six thousand nine
hundred dollars jingling in ny pocket!"

In their usual glaring fashion, the two arrived at a hill beyond Storm ngton. Alighting, they
gazed at a | ow stone fence

"There's the iron deer in the yard," Mnk offered

And so it was. An ol d-fashioned iron deer standing on the |awn

The house beyond was a bungal ow, snall, neat, white, nodern

Monk and Ham strode up the sidewal k, casting glances about themas a nmatter of keeping a
precautionary outl ook for danger. But they saw nothing nore alarmng than the fact that the sun was
setting behind a bank of clouds in the west, indicating it would soon be rather dark

And, stepping upon the porch of the little bungal ow, they naturally had no suspicion that this
house was nothing |ike the one which Doc Savage had entered yesterday.

Monk rested a large, hairy forefinger on an electric bell-button. The door opened. Mnk stepped
back. His nouth fell open

NO doubt the woman who opened the door had caused many gentlenen to let their nouths fall open
She was al nost hypnotically beautiful. She was not tall, but rather gemike in her exquisite

shapi ng. She had large, liquid, fascinating eyes that were as dark as sloes; her |ips were warm and
inviting; and every other feature was calculated to upset male equilibrium

The worman was a Eurasi an—the exotically beautiful type that sometines results fromthe mingling

of Asiatic and European.

She floored Monk, figuratively. He was speechless. To his disgust, Hamgot off to a head start
conversational ly.

"l am Maj or General Theodore Marley Brooks," Ham expl ained. He jerked a thunb, half

apol ogetically, at Mnk, at whose heels was trailing the pig, Habeas Corpus. "This sw neherd," Ham
added, "is a fell ow who does odd jobs for ne."

Monk coul d not have turned nore purple had he putrified on the spot. Before he was certain Mnk
was not going to drop dead of rage, Ham was inquiring about Doc Savage

"l am Lo Lar," the stunning Eurasian woman smled at Ham "Tobias Weaver is ny uncl e-Ay—y
father’'s brother. And Doc Savage was i ndeed here yesterday; although, of course, he has now gone."
"Where' d he go to?" Monk asked

"Doc Savage is a wonderful man," murmured the Eurasian woman. "He believed that, with facilities
obtai nable in Europe, little Teddy woul d be saved. So Doc Savage and Tobi as Weaver took little Teddy
away yesterday. | think they intended to sail on a liner which departed at m dnight."

This explanation, given smlingly by the exquisite Lo Lar, sounded quite reasonable to Mk and
Ham That was the kind of thing Doc Savage might be expected to do, for the bronze man’s |ifework
was hel pi ng others; and while he nore often found hinself in violence and trickery, fighting
evildoers, he still found tine to performacts such as the one Lo Lar had just described

What neither Monk nor Ham woul d have adnmitted was that Lo Lar was such a knock-out, and had such
a disturbing smle, that she could have told themthe world was a flat table held up by a green
goblin, and they would al nost believe it

Ham happened to be as susceptible to fem ninity as Monk. They were usually great rivals, and this
case proved no exception. Imediately they began outdoing each other to show attentions to the
divine little Eurasian

Lo Lar was surprisingly nice to the pair, showi ng themabout the trim nodernistic little

cottage, explaining things. Instead of treating themas a couple of fresh pups, which they
undoubtedly were, she laughed at their witticisnms and smled at each inpartially, but in such an
exciting manner that it would be remarkable if there was not blood shed later as a result

Monk nade one faux pas. He noted a photograph of a wi zened, honely gentleman standing on a pi ano
"What an ugly bird that is," Mnk remarked thoughtlessly.

"Isn’t he?" said Lo Lar dryly. "That is nmy father."

"CGosh," said Monk quickly, "isn't it remarkabl e how the honely nen al ways have the prettiest
daught er s?"

Monk was nothing if not quick in clinmbing out of a hole

The two Doc Savage ai des were conpletely sidetracked by the Eurasian worman’s | oveliness

Moreover, they were convinced that Doc Savage had cone here and departed for Europe with the dying
boy. It all seened perfectly logical. Their heads were swinmng in an anorous haze

I T was al nost an hour before they reluctantly departed. Both had tried unsuccessfully to date Lo
Lar, but they had her tel ephone nunber. Bow ng thensel ves out, they stal ked down the sidewal k toward
the iron deer and the gate, each, in a scowing silence as he tried to think of sonmething that would
bl i ster the other



Monk had the greatest grievance. Hamhad told the vision that Monk was a swi neherd and Hami s

| ackey, and Monk was afraid he hadn’t been able to dispel the inpression. So, w thout the slightest
war ni ng, Monk hauled off and tried to belt Ham one on one ear by way of a |esson.

Ham evi dently knew about what to expect. He was ready, dodged, and all Mnk succeeded in doing
was to knock Hamis natty pearl-gray derby over beside the iron deer.

"Listen, ny scullion,”" Hamsaid. "There is a strong possibility of your springing a |leak."

And Ham twi tched at the handl e of his neat cane, thereby nmaking it evident that the stick,

instead of being a foppish affectation, was a sword cane.

"Cone on down the road a piece where she can't see us," Mnk invited, "and I'Il tie a conplicated
Turks’ head knot in each of your two |egs, you over-dressed viper!"

"That's perfectly agreeabl e!" Ham snapped.

Ham st epped over to get his hat, which had fallen beside the iron deer. He did not |locate it at
first in the darkness, so he struck a match. And he was reaching for the hat when he saw somnet hi ng
interesting.

"Monk!" he breat hed.

"You polecat in ermne regalia!'" Mnk gritted. "Cone on and—

"Sh-h-h, stupid!" Ham breathed. "There's sonething phony about this set-up!"

" Huh?"

"Cone here! Look!"

Monk cane over about the tine Hamis match burned out. "I don't see nothin'," the honely chem st
remar ked.

Ham said, "Wait until | get a match—No, wait! W better get away fromthis place."

"What —

"If that wonan sees us acting suspicious around this deer, it will put her wi se. Cone on, Mnk.
We don’t want her to know we found anything."

"And just what did you find, shyster?"

"Tell you later!" Ham snapped.

Monk, strangely enough, was not for an instant suspicious that Ham m ght be fram ng a practical
joke on him They frequently did pull practical jokes on each other. But there was a tone which
apprai sed hi mnow that Ham had di scovered sonething, that Hamwas in earnest.

They understood each other, did these two strange fellows. And remarkably enough, in view of
their frequently avowed intention to rid humanity of each other, each had on past occasions risked
his life to save the other. In their queer way, they were the best of friends.

So Monk followed Hamsilently in the direction of their cars. They covered in excess of a score
of yards, then Monk expl oded a grunt and stopped.

"Ugh!" he said.

"What’'s wrong?" Ham whi sper ed.

"Feel s |ike sonebody threw a base, cowardly egg at ne," Mnk nuttered.

"What —

"A base, cowardly egg," Mnk nuttered, "is one that hits you and then runs." He shook his

cl ot hing. "Phooey! Pho-o-o0—+

He went silent.

Ham sai d, "Mnk! Wat is it?"

No answer.

"l say, Monk! Mnk!"

Words gave no response, but there was a slunping sound, and sonething |arge and slack rolled

agai nst Hanmi s ankl es; and, reaching down with exploring hands, Ham discovered it was Mnk, quite
i mp.

Ham opened his nmouth and took in breath to cry out a demand as to what was wong, but there was a
burning sensation in his lungs—a burning that he knew was gas of sonme ki nd—and he hel d his breath,
maki ng no sound.

He tried to bend over to shoulder Monk’s linp form then, realizing he could not make it with
Monk, he tried to flee hinself, but could do neither, because the vapor he had inhal ed seened to
have struck with a sleepy paralysis that preceded unconsci ousness.

For unconsci ousness did cone shortly, and Ham piled down on top of Mnk, cutting one hand
slightly on fragments of the thin bottle which stuck to Monk’s clothing—the bottle which, when it
struck him Monk had thought was an egg breaking.

That is, Hamthought it was a bottle. Wat he did not know was that it was an old-time electric
light bulb which had been inserted in |iquefied gas, and the nib then pinched off, so that the
vacuumwi thin drew in the liquid, after which a bit of adhesive tape was placed over the pinched-of f
ni b.

SHORTLY afterward, Lo Lar, the Eurasian wonman, cane and stood pointing a flashlight beam down at
them She was joined by several men, shadowy figures who stood in silence awaiting her word.

"They di scovered what was wong at the last minute," Lo Lar said. "At |least, the one called Ham

di scovered that something was am ss. What a break! Just because one of them knocked the hat of the



other over by that iron deer. Those m crophones hidden in the grass to pick up sounds was a clever

i dea."

"A happening may be small, |ike a nouse, but it is said that the nobuse has al ways stanpeded the

el ephant, " murnured one of the bystanders.

Lo Lar seenmed to be considering. Once her flashlight beamdrifted across the faces of the waiting
men. Sonme of themwere Orientals, sone white nmen, and one or two were strapping physical specinens
of the Polynesian race inhabiting some islands of the South Seas.

Among the bystanders was Tobi as Weaver. Only he did not | ook the feeble, old Tobias Waver now,

for his hair had becone dark, and his carriage upright and wiry. He was just a nman, aged thirty-five
or so, who had a very winkled countenance, and also a great facility with acting.

Lo Lar pointed at the sensel ess nen.

"Take them away," she directed. "Four of you are enough for that. The rest of you come with nme to

H gh Lar." She turned, then paused. "No, we nust dispose of those cars. Take them and pl ace them
with the machine used by Doc Savage."

Two nmen departed to do this.

"There are three nore nenbers of Doc Savage’'s group,” Lo Lar said. "That is, three nen. There is
the cousin, Pat Savage, who sonetinmes hel ps the bronze man. But she spends her time running a beauty

shop on Park Avenue, and we'll not worry about her for the tine being. It is only the three
remai ni ng nen who hel p Doc Savage that we nust take care of."
The strange group standing in the night on the hill nmelted away on their respective jobs.

Chapter 1V. THREE MEN AND A BLANK

THE remar kabl e group assenbl ed by Doc Savage at the inception of his career was uni que in many
respects.

Col onel John Renwick was tops in his line. "Renny" was a civil engineer, bridge-builder,

mechani cal genius. Atail, wide frame of bones and nuscle, Renny had a long, puritanical face which
had the peculiar habit of |ooking saddest when its owner was feeling his best.

Renny al so had a pair of enornous, incredible fists, alnost a quart of bone and gristle, which he
liked to enploy in a pleasant little pastime of knocking wooden panels out of doors. He had a voice
like a political canpaign |oudspeaker.

Wl liam Harper Littlejohn was another nman who was tops in his way. He was also pretty tall, and
with it, thinner than it seemed any human could be and still go on living. "Johnny's" profession was
ar chaeol ogy and geol ogy. H's hobby, to the amazenent of all who knew him was his big words. Hi's
clothes never fitted him He carried a nonocle which was a magnifier that he frequently needed in
hi s busi ness.

Maj or Thomas J. Roberts, the renmining nenber of Doc’s group of five male aides, was not nmuch to
look at. In fact, his appearance rated himas a liability. Undertakers often brightened when they
saw "Long Tom" Major Roberts had acquired the name Long Tom after an unfortunate adventure with a
cannon by the same name. He had acquired his ability as an electrical expert through years of study
and experinent.

These three nmen, each strikingly successful in his line, were on a vacation. C osing a vacation,
rather. They had been to Bimni, the tiny island fifty nmles or so off the Florida coast, across the
GQulf Stream fishing for marlin. For giant blue marlin weigh often up into the hundreds of pounds,
gun-netal gamesters of the salty deep, which drew sportsmen fromall over the world.

A PLANE dropped down toward the Hudson River, nade a splash, taxied to a | arge hangar which was
ostensi bly a warehouse, and was ensconced inside.

Twenty mnutes |ater, Renny, Long Tom and Johnny, |aden with fishing gear and dark-skinned with
tropi cal sunburn, and al so bursting to tell lies about the big ones that got away—all ruddy with
heal th and eagerness—entered Doc’ s skyscraper headquarters.

The day was Thursday. On Tuesday, Doc had di sappeared. On Wednesday, Mnk and Ham vani shed. And
this was Thursday.

"Holy cow " Renny runbl ed. "Wonder where everybody is?"

That expression, "Holy cowm" was Renny's trademark, through the frequency with which he used it.
"An enigmatical nullibiety," remarked tall, gaunt Johnny, who never used a small word when he had
time to think of a |arge one.

Long Tom the electrical wi zard, tossed his fishing tackle asi de-he was never an enthusi astic
sportsman—and went to a cabinet in which Doc Savage usually filed data on his late electrical
experiments.

Doc’s customwas to give Long Tomthe results of all electrical experinents. For the bronze man
was probably nore skilled in electrical research than Long Tom who was wi dely noted—ust as the
bronze man was a greater engineer than Renny and the possessor of a w der fund of know edge
concer ni ng archaeol ogy and geol ogy than the bi g-wrded Johnny.

"Doc has not been here since Tuesday," Long Tom deci ded after noting the entries.

"That’s kind of unexpected," Renny remarked, examning his big fists thoughtfully. "Seens |ike he
woul d have left sone word around here."



The three aides were not particularly alarned. They washed, then went down a few floors to a
restaurant, ate a hot neal, then canme back up. And by that time Renny had thought of sonething.
"Holy cowl " he boonmed. "W might ask Iron Mary what has been going on around here!"

"Sure, ask lron Mary," Long Tom agreed.

“"lron Mary" was the nicknanme they had applied to the mechani cal device which recorded all
conversation, stenographer fashion, on the wire. So they retired to the laboratory, still not at all
concerned, and switched on the device.

They heard the recording through, including the voices of Mink and Ham as they deci ded sonet hi ng
m ght be wong with Doc.

"Holy cow " Renny thunped.

"“I"1l be superamal gamated!" said Johnny.

"It | ooks |ike something fishy is going on, or Monk and Ham woul d have cone back," Long Tom

decl ar ed.

They stood there considering for a while.

"We know where they all went," Renny runbled at last. "Wiat are we waiting for?"

TEN minutes later they were in one of Doc’s cars, a |ong sedan, headed for Storm ngton. The
sedan, outwardly notable for nothing except unusual size, had such hidden features as arnor plate
and bul | et proof gl ass construction, oxygen apparatus so it could renain sealed for hours with nen
inside, if needed, as well as gas equipnment of its own, including a formof gas which woul d choke
and stall the motor of any pursuing machine.

Approxi mately two hours before sunset saw the three aides in Storm ngton. A quiet, pleasant

afternoon, warm still beautiful spring. And Storm ngton, unlike its name, was the kind of peaceful
pl ace where chickens scratched in the road.
Through the town, and up a hill, then Renny pointed and booned, "There’'s a lawn with an iron

deer. That's the place, on top of the hill."

They drove up, got out, and stood |ooking. They | ooked past the iron deer for sone tine, then
they | ooked at each other.

"But where’'s the house?" Long Tomwanted to know.

A fitting question. For there seemed to be no house.

There was a | ow stone fence, an iron gate, ancient and rusty. Inside that stood the iron deer,
head up as if startled by visitors to the quiet scene.

Renny vaulted over the | ow fence, wal ked across grass which needed triming. H s interest
centered in a spot where it seened a house might have stood. He reached the area and | ooked around.
He kicked at the grass. He picked up a stick and poked around a npbss-covered stone or two.
Finally he went back to the others.

"Been thirty years or so since there was any house here," he decl ared.

"That's kinda queer," Long Tomremarked. "This is the place that was described."

But it was Johnny, the gaunt archaeol ogi st, who strode around the iron deer, eying it curiously,
as though it were a relic of antiquity instead of a day only fifty or so years past, when iron deers
on the lawn were the |atest thing.

He picked up a natty pearl-gray derby fromthe opposite side of the iron deer. After a gl ance

i nside the headgear, he remarked, "An unanticipated eventuation."

"Yes, | think so, too," Long Tom agreed. "Looks a little like rain, though."

" Eh?"

"Put it in English. What’'d you say?"

"This," said Johnny, "is Ham's hat."

"How do you know?"

"Quite sinple. Elementary. It says, ‘Made expressly for Brigadier CGeneral Theodore Marl ey Brooks’
in the crown of the hat."

The ai des | ooked over the scene at sonme |ength, even making another visit to the spot where a
house had stood once upon a tine. But no dwelling, no structure of any kind, had bul ked there for
many years—f appearances were any indication.

Ri di ng back to the city, they were puzzl ed.

SOME one had been in the skyscraper headquarters since the three aides’ previous visit. They
noted that in the | aboratory, where things were changed around a little. Long Tom nmade an
exam nation and canme up with some information.

"The portable chemical |aboratory belonging to Mk is gone,
equi prent Doc usual ly takes when he goes on a trip."

"Holy cow, let’'s see what Iron Mary says!" Renny booned.
Iron Mary, when turned on, registered the opening of a door, then a snall, squeaking voice.
"Looks |ike Renny, Long Tom and Johnny have gotten back," said the small, childlike voice.
"That’'s Monk’s voice," Renny renarked.

Iron Mary, continuing to reproduce voices, said, "Pipe down, you accident that nature nade! GCet
the stuff that Doc wants!"

he said. "And al so sone of the



"Don’t order me around, you over-dressed shyster!"

"Go on about your business, lumox! I'Il type out a note and leave it in the mail box for Johnny,
Long Tom and Renny."

There were other sounds fromlron Mary, noises indicating two nen had assenbl ed sone equi prent.
"Ham you | ook funny w thout a hat," remarked one of the voices, the snmall one.

"That pig of yours carried nmy gray derby off," conplained the other voice. "I know he did."
The pair evidently departed.

"That was Monk and Ham quarreling as usual," Long Tomdeclared. "Let's see what Hanis note
said."

The note, typewitten, even to the signature, said:

DOC IS MAKING A TRIP TO HI'S FORTRESS OF SOLI TUDE TO CONDUCT SOMVE EXPERI MENTS, AND MONK AND MYSELF
ARE GO NG ALONG WE' LL BE BACK IN A FEW WEEKS. DON T BOTHER ABOUT US.

I NCI DENTALLY, DOC HAD A FUNNY ONE HAPPEN TO H M YESTERDAY. AN OLD MAN CAME TO GET DOC TO SEE A

DYI NG BOY, BUT IT TURNED OUT THERE WASN T ANY DYI NG BOY AND NO HOUSE WHERE THE OLD MAN TOOK DOC. THE
OLD MAN, TOBI AS WEAVER BY NAME, WAS WACKY. STARK | NSANE.

HAM

Renny let out a long breath of relief. "Well, that explains it,"
goose chase for nothing."

Bot h Renny and Long Tom knew that at tines it was Doc Savage's habit to di sappear w thout a word

of explanation. Sometinmes the bronze man was gone for nmonths, conpletely shut off fromthe world in
a far-off spot which he called his "Fortress of Solitude." There Doc Savage went to study and
experiment.

Even the bronze man’s five aides did not know where the exact location of this Fortress of

Sol i tude was, though they presuned it was sonewhere within the Arctic Crcle. But the bronze man had
many enemes, and it was always possi bl e that sonme one had slipped over sonething. However, lron
Mary hadn’t lied. Both Monk and Ham had been in the office. It |ooked as if Doc was, for the first
tine, revealing his Fortress of Solitude to others than hinmself. Doing so he nust have a reason.
Bot h ai des wondered what it was.

Long Tom spoke soberly. "You know, a |ot of queer things happen to Doc, don’'t they? Sonetines

it’s nuts who wite fool letters or try to pull stuff. And sonetines it’s a lot nore sinister, sone
fellow with a diabolic schene trying to acconplish an end in the nost indirect manner."

There was a knock on the door.

"1"11 get it," said Renny.

he remarked. "W took a wild

THE visitor was a portly gentleman, anple around the mddle, and he wore eyegl asses attached to a
ribbon. He had the self-inportant air of a rooster pigeon.

"For several days | have been endeavoring to see Doc Savage," said this gentleman. "I amS.

Port snmout h Upstainbridge. The ‘S is for Shaughnessy. | denmand to see Doc Savage."

"What about?" Renny asked.

"That will be private business between Doc Savage and nyself," retorted the inportant man.

Renny took a quick dislike to the fellow He runbled, "Brother, Doc’s business is all our

busi ness, and you can either give a civil answer to nmy question or get out. It's inmmterial to ne, |
can tell you."

The newconer purpled. "Such inpertinence!"

"What' s your business?"

"I wish to interest Doc Savage in becom ng a nmenber of our corporation," said the other grandly.
"So you can unload a |l ot of stock on the public?" Renny inquired, and added: "On the strength of
Doc’s nane?"

"Where is Doc Savage?" the other yelled.

"He's out of town and will be for weeks!" Renny thundered. "And don’t yell at me!"

At this the visitor whirled in a grand dudgeon and stal ked out, |eading Renny to grin and nuse
that, "I probably hit the nail on the head about his having a stock pronotion scheme, at that."
Long Tom rubbed his pale jaw. "Wiit a minute! Did you notice sonething?"

" Eh?"

"That guy wasn’t at all disappointed at not seeing Doc," Long Tomsaid. "I was watching him He

seenmed to expect to |learn exactly what he | earned."

"Yeah? Wi ch adds up to what?"

"l don’t know," Long Tom said. "But suppose we give that guy a little attention just to keep in
practice at finding out things."

Chapter V. THE VO CES

THE portly, self-inmportant man, once he had stal ked out of Doc Savage’'s headquarters and the
presence of Doc’s three aides, becane as busy as a diplomat on the eve of a war. He scanpered to the
el evator, was whi pped down to the street, and plunged into traffic.

The man went directly to a tall hotel uptown. The doornman bowed and said, "Good evening, M.

Gundy. "



The el evator boy said, "Good evening, M. Gundy," and | et himout on one of the nore richly
decorated floors which was devoted to the expensive suites. Gundy went directly to a door, rapped a
signal, and was adm tted.

The fell ow who opened the door was a Pol ynesian. He gave a greeting in his |anguage and ended it

by calling the man M. Qundy.

GQundy asked, "Anything requiring nmy attention?"

"Fella make talk all sane wait ‘long-side front roomlong tinme," said the Pol ynesian.

Gundy nodded inpatiently.

"Any comuni cation fromH gh Lar?" he asked.

"No-no. "

"Or Lo Lar?"

"No-no."

@undy gave a short nod and slipped out of his street coat, drew on a dressing gown, and entered
what woul d probably be called the Iiving roomof the suite.

"Good work, boys," he said.

Anong the nmen waiting in the roomwere three nen of m xed Asiatic and European bl ood, two

Pol ynesi ans, and the man who had pl ayed the part of feeble old Tobias Waver.

"Yes," continued Gundy, "l took advantage of the fact that | have been haunting the vicinity of

Doc Savage's headquarters for sone days, ostensibly to interest the bronze man in a business
venture. | went up to his headquarters again to-day. H s renmai ning three nen are unsuspi ci ous. They
do not dream that anything unusual is happening. So we can dismss themas a nenace."

The assenbl ed nen | ooked rather relieved, relaxing in their chairs. But there still renained
around them an air of being out of place, the manner of men in a strange el enent.

Most of themwere darkly tanned, as if they spent nuch of their time under tropical sun. And they
wore their clothing as though unused to the garnents.

Only one of the group, in fact, did not have an outdoor |ook. He was well-grooned, of past mniddle
age, and with sonewhat shifty eyes. An observer well posted in the theatrical profession would have
recogni zed this man as a character actor specializing in voice parts on the radi o and stage.

The fellow had the reputati on of being very clever in his work, but of such |ow noral character

and unreliability that no one who knew hi mwoul d give hima job.

They cal | ed hi m " Shakespeare. "

"Shakespeare," said Gundy, "that was a very good job you did of imtating the voices wiile we

made the recordings." Gundy nodded, blow ng out his lips with satisfaction. "Yes, fromthe very
first, it was good. That first one was the imtating of Doc Savage’'s voice, wasn't it? That was when
we nade the recording with the fake address, the one which ed Monk and Hamto the little bungal ow

on the hill near Storm ngton, instead of the spot where Doc had really gone."
Shakespeare said, "I was prom sed two hundred and fifty bucks for this job."
"And you'll get it. Yes, Shakespeare, you'll not only get it, but you rate a bonus. That second

recordi ng, the one which sent Johnny, Long Tom and Renny to a vacant |lot, was extra work. And the
third one, the conversation between Monk and Ham |eading Doc’s three nmen to believe they had gone
away to the Fortress of Solitude—that also was extra work."

Shakespeare’s shifty eyes were wi de and greedy.

"Say, that's swell!" he said. He imtated Monk’s snmall voice. It was so realistic that Gundy gave
a nervous | eap.

"Heh, heh!" munbl ed Gundy, sonmewhat sheepishly. "You re sure good at your racket, Shakespeare.
Wthout you, we might have had trouble in throwing Doc’s nen off the trail. W couldn’t have faked
the recording on that nachine they call Iron Mary without a |ot of trouble.”

Gundy began to dip into his pockets in search of sonething.

"How d you | earn so nmuch about Doc Savage?" Shakespeare asked.

@Gundy shrugged. "Been watching himfor nonths froma distance. You can't, or couldn’t, watch Doc
Savage at too close range. But we've been checking on himand finally we had all the informati on we
want ed, and we’'re going ahead."

"Goi ng ahead at what?" Shakespeare asked.

" Eh?"

"What are you doi ng next?" asked Shakespeare.

Gundy frowned at him "That's kind of a delicate question."

"Way so?"

"Because of what we know about you."

"This talk don’t nake sense to ne," Shakespeare conpl ai ned.

"Tal k," said Gundy. "That’s it. Talk. You drink, and you tal k when you get drunk. You' re very
unreliabl e, Shakespeare. That is unfortunate, because you happened to be the only man who coul d do
our job for us. So we had to use you. And now we are forced to take the only neasure possible."
Shakespeare’s eyes w dened and popped |ike skinned grapes. The tal k nade sense to hi mnow. Very
suddenly it was clear. He had no gun. H's eyes jerked, seeking a weapon. Nothing. Unless a chair
woul d hel p. He whipped for the chair.

Shakespeare m ght have saved the effort. Two nmen got between himand the chair. A radio was



playing softly in one corner. A man gave the volune knob a tw st and syncopation crashed through the
pl ace | oud enough to cover any shouts Shakespeare mght enit.

Hands fell on Shakespeare’s arns, fastened there. He yelled. Sone one picked up a heavy gl ass ash
tray and struck himin the nouth with it. He nmade bl ubbering noi ses, and sone teeth cane out of his
mout h, along with scarlet.

"Get a rubber shower curtain out of the bathroom and sone towels," QGundy ordered.

An Eurasian glided to obey.

Gundy drew a knife, a creese with a blade as crooked as a snake crawling in a briar patch.

"You won't feel it," Qundy told Shakespeare. He flashed the knife. "Wth one of these, you either
feel it or you don't. It depends on the way it’'s done."

When the man was com ng out of the bathroomw th shower curtain and big absorbent towels,

knuckl es rattled on the door.

SHAKESPEARE tried to shout. They crushed one of the towels over his nmouth. And the knock
clattered on the door again.

"Yes?" called Gundy.

"Tel egram " said a voi ce.

A man started to open the door.

"Wait, you sucker!" Gundy snapped. "In hotels like this, they don't deliver tel egrans w thout
first calling up fromthe desk."

He was as calmas the knife in his hand, except that his nouth twitched a little.

Wil e the knock was rattling again, Gundy went over and called, "Shove it under the door."
Silence outside. Slightly tense. Gundy’'s hands flew around in a quick gesture to his nmen. They
began acting in a way which showed rehearsal of what they were to do.

Al put away their guns. Two whi pped to suitcases, drew out netal devices about the size of
condensed m |k cans. Gas bonbs and snoke grenades, these were.

Shakespeare was dragged into a bedroom slugged, left to lie senseless with one man watching him
The other nmen arrayed thenselves in chairs, reading newspapers, snoking, |ooking at ease.

Gundy opened the door.

Not hi ng happened. He | ooked out. No one there.

"Damm! " he said. "Nobody in sight."

He stepped out into the hall, rubbed his jaw, considered, then turned to enter the room

"They must’ve left," he said. "Maybe it was a telegramafter all."

The door across the hall popped open. Big-fisted Renny pitched out. Gundy | eaped. He got inside
his suite, banged the door shut. Renny hit the door. It grunted. It was a wooden sound, but heavy.
Renny used trenmendous fists to dash out the panel as if he had been w elding an iron sledge. He
reached in, opened the door. Sone one stanped a foot against Renny’'s huge hand. Renny runbl ed,

gri maci ng.

Long Tom and Johnny piled into the roomafter Renny. The charge was unafraid. Not as reckless as
it seemed, for they wore bulletproof arnmor of chain mesh under their garments. A defensive nmeasure
devel oped by Doc Savage in the past.

A gun burst out with nuch noise, firing three tines. A chair bow ed the gunner over. Gundy began
scream ng not to use guns, that the noise would arouse the hotel. And a snoke bonb fell, disgorged
an infinitely black worm whi ch began darkening the place. Gas mxed with the snmoke. Men coughed,
gagged. Sonme of them seenmed to have masks avail abl e.

The nél ée turned into nad, dark violence. The gun whooped again, in spite of Gundy's orders.

Fur ni ture skidded around, crashed together, upset.

Then men began diving out through the door. They went silently, for the nost part, and they were
terrified. Luck was with them too, and an el evator answered their ring al nost at once. They piled
into the cage, coughing, angry, nenacing the el evator boy w th guns.

And down on the street level, they tore across the | obby, waving their weapons, and were in two

| arge sedans, parked outside for such an energency, before any one could do nuch except gape. The
cars left in much haste.

Chapter VI. BUY ORDERS

RENNY and Johnny, reaching the street a full two minutes after the cars had departed,
commandeered taxi-cabs, but it did no good, for they could find no trace of the fleeing Gundy and
his strange crew of mi xed Asiatics and whites.

Before returning to the hotel, big-fisted Renny and long, thin Johnny got in touch with the
police by tel ephone, asking their assistance in apprehending Gundy's crew, a matter on which they
were proni sed speedy colperation, since Doc Savage had | ong been a power on the side of the |aw,
and, in fact, held honorary comm ssions of high rank on the |ocal police force.

Long Tom the electrical wi zard, net themwhen they got back to the hotel. He had just succeeded,
with persuasion, in getting that floor isolated so they could investigate. That was another tribute
to Doc's reputation.

"They got away slick," Renny conplained. "That’'s a dickens of a note. Holy cow | hoped we'd find



out some inkling of what this is about."

Long Tomgrinned. "W didn’'t do so bad."

"How coul d we have done worse? Who' d have thought those fellows were all primed with gas bonbs
and snoke grenades and the |ike?"

"We got Shakespeare," Long Tom advi sed.

"Who?"

“I"1l show you."

Shakespeare, his wists and ankles tied, lay in a bathtub full of cold water, where Long Tom had
dunped him The cold water had revived the man, and he scow ed at them

"Who are you?" Shakespeare denanded.

Renny said, "Brother, you know everything you need to know. Wat you do now is answer questions."
Shakespeare stuck out his lower lip. "Try and get any answers!"

Renny | ooked surprised, then shook his |ong-faced head slowy. "Holy cow" he runbled. "I guess
you don’t know all you need to know, either. You don’t, for instance, seemto get the point that Doc
Savage is mixed up in this, and we're his nmen, and when we ask questions, we nore often than not get
answers. It nmakes no difference what you want or don’t want, or whether you think you will or won't
answer. We've got ways."

"Modestly speaking," interposed Long Tom "I should say those are the facts, a trifle

under st at ed, perhaps."

"Nuts to you nonkeys," said Shakespeare.

The man | ost some of his insol ence when Renny's bi g hand whanged hi m al ongsi de the head. He | ost
his defiance as well when he was dragged into the other room flung across a table, and Long Tom
produced a phial and a hypoderm c needl e.

"What' s that?" Shakespeare yell ed.

"Truth serum " Long Tom expl ai ned.

"We dose you with that," added Renny, "and you becone a conbinati on of George Washington and a
phonogr aph. "

Strangely enough, that struck Shakespeare with a great terror. He squirned and tw sted and
changed colors, getting a lighter shade each tine, then made croaki ng noi ses.

"Whuh-what you wuh-want to know?" he groaned.

"Nunbers of things," Renny responded grimy.

"I 4+ amjust an actor who was hired to inpersonate voices on that recordi ng nachine in Doc
Savage’' s office," Shakespeare wail ed.

"So! You faked the voices?"

"Y-yes."

"y 2"

"I+ was hired."

"By who?"

"Gundy. "

Renny nodded sourly. "He's got a gang with him too, eh?"

"Yes. @undy has quite an organization."

"Any one behind Gundy?"

"I + think there is sone one el se. Sone one called H gh Lar, whom | have never seen."

"H gh Lar—who is he?"

"The | eader. Beyond that, | do not know. "
"Know where we can grab any of these nugs?"
"No. "

"What," asked Renny omi nously, "are they up to?"

"The idea," said Shakespeare, "was sinply to kidnap Doc Savage and hold himfor ransom"

"A snatch?"

"Yes—a snatch." The man | ooked at themearnestly. "That is all—really."

Renny peered at Long Tom then nade a skeptical noise with his puritanical nmouth. "Wat we’'ve
been hearing," he said, "is known in the lingo as the old oil."

"That’s what | think," Long Tomsaid. "He turned | oose his words too quick."

Renny pi cked up the hypoderm ¢ needl e.

"We'll have to use this tune-changer," he runbl ed.

They fell upon frightened Shakespeare and gave hima strong shot of the serumwhile he withed
and fl oundered and woul d have screaned bl oody nurder had they not held a wadded wi ndow curtain over
hi s nout h.

The man continued to twist and squirmuntil the prelimnary effects of the truth serumtook hold
and put himin a species of stupor. Then his speech becane thick, distorted, sonething |ike the
nmout hi ng of a drunk.

The serumnerely rel axed the man’s conscious control over what he said. Naturally, what was
uppernost in his mnd cane out.

"H gh Lar—erdered nme killed?" he nmuttered wldly.

Renny | eaned forward, runbled, "Wy?"



"Too nmuch at stake," the man nunbled thickly, "for himto take chances, | guess."

"What is this H gh Lar after?" Renny denanded. "Mney?"

"He's going to kill Doc Savage." The man | eaned back and gurgled foolishly. "There's mllions of
dollars involved init."

The man went on nout hi ng—+n sonme kind of sem consci ous nonent over the act of his boss, H gh Lar,
for ordering himkilled. He nunbl ed and swore and repeated agai n and again that he had al ways hel d
his tongue—except for a few tines when very drunk.

The man was afraid of Hi gh Lar, alnost supernaturally afraid. He was so scared, Renny and Long
Tom observed, that he did not even blame Hi gh Lar for ordering himdisposed of. It was as though
H gh Lar were an all-powerful jinn whose wi shes could not be opposed.

Such an attitude in a white man was startling.

Shakespeare, however, swore roundly at Gundy, and Renny and Long Tom gat hered that Gundy was
merely a lieutenant. They becane tired of |istening to neaningless curses directed at Gundy, and
Long Tom shook Shakespeare.

"Who is this H gh Lar?" Long Tom denanded.

Shakespeare fell suddenly silent. He woul d not answer.

"G ve himsonme nore of the serum" Long Tomdirected. "He's so awed by this High Lar that he
freezes up when the nane is put into a question."”

Renny adm ni stered nore serum

"Shakespeare," Long Tomsaid firmy, "who is this H gh Lar?"

The drugged man tightened visibly.

"He is the Feathered Cctopus,” nunbl ed Shakespeare. "The whole Oient knows of him"

Renny shook their prisoner. "What’'s this High Lar’s name? | don’t care if he is called a
Feathered Cctopus or a ring-tailed canary. Wiat | want is his nane. |s he Chinese, Anerican, or
what ?"

"No one can tell you that," the drugged man responded.

They questioned the man repeatedly, and that was all they got out of himconcerning H gh Lar.
That, and the increasing inpression that the man was convinced that H gh Lar was not nuch short of a
supernatural fiend.

Renny and Long Tom swapped | ooks.

"This begins to seemkinda bad," Renny runbled. He yelled in Shakespeare's ear. "Were can we
find H gh Lar?"

Shakespeare didn't know.

"Where is Doc Savage?" Renny booned.

"At the spot where—he is to be killed," the man nmunbl ed.

He did not know where that was.

"Listen," Renny said patiently, "haven't you heard any nanmes nentioned? Don’t you know anyt hi ng
that mght give a clue to the whereabouts of this H gh Lar, Gundy, or Doc Savage?"

"I —+ remenber Benbow," gasped the voice imtator.

"Benbow? Who is Benbow?"

"Some one naned Burke Benbow, who |ives at the Ninetieth Avenue Hotel ."

"What about this Benbow?"

"l never saw him | don’t know what connection he has with—them | just renmenber GQundy saying he
woul d have to see Benbow, or sonething |like that."

Renny and Long Tom got nothing nore out of Shakespeare. Not that they didn't continue to work on
him They did—for al nost an hour.

"I"'mworried," Long Tomadmtted gloomly. "They've got Doc, and they're going to kill him-after
pul ling whatever they're up to." He scow ed darkly. "I wonder just what they are doing, anyhow "
"About all we know," added Renny, "is that there’s a fewmllion dollars mixed up init,

according to what this Shakespeare said. And we’ve only got one clue—that Benbow, at the N netieth
Avenue Hotel ."
"We'll look into that," Long Tom agr eed.

THEY visited the Ninetieth Avenue Hotel, |eaving Shakespeare behind, bound and gagged securely.
"M. Benbowis out," they were told at the Ninetieth Avenue Hotel.

"Recent|y?"

"No. Three or four hours ago," The Ninetieth Avenue Hotel clerk had recogni zed Doc’s aide, and
was free with information. No, the clerk had no i dea what Burke Benbow s busi ness m ght be, who he
was, or where he had gone. He had been there about three weeks, and had | ed a discreet existence.
Doc’s nen went up to the Benbow suite—+iving roomand bedroom Johnny picked the | ock. Johnny was
an excel l ent | ock-picker for such a scholarly |ooking gentlenan.

Bur ke Benbow was about five feet ten inches, weight around a hundred and seventy-five. He had a
light, honey-colored growth of beard on his cheeks. His hair was an even |ighter hue, al nost bl ond.
He was a little bow | egged, and he had a waxed nustache.

Al this Doc’s nmen |earned by consulting, respectively, Benbow s suits, dried shave lather in the
bat hr oom washbowl , the man’s hairbrush, his slightly runover shoes, and a tube of nustache wax in



t he bat hr oom cabi net

The man had come fromthe South Seas, via Tahiti, Honolulu and San Francisco, a nmonth previously.
The | abel s on his baggage showed that

An envel ope was tucked in one of the bags. Addressed to Burke Benbow, Tahiti, the note inside
read:

ADVI SE AGAI NST THREATS OR ANY MOVE TOMRD REVENGE ON YOUR PART.

H GH LAR

"Looks |ike this Benbow m ght be an eneny of High Lar," Long Tom renarked

"At least he may give us a line on who High Lar is," Renny agreed

They conferred, and it was decided that Long Tomwas to remain at the hotel, keeping a | ookout
for Burke Benbow.

Johnny and Renny |l eft the hotel, taking Shakespeare. The crooked actor and voice mmc had served
all the useful purpose he could, so they were consigning himto his fate. This was not the |aw, and

jail, as Shakespeare apparently expected. It was Doc Savage's "college." A strange institution, this
col | ege

Situated in upstate New York, naintained by Doc, operated by specialists trained by the bronze

man’s skill, crimnals went there, had their brains operated on in such a manner that all nenory of

the past was w ped out; and then they underwent a course of training which turned theminto upright
| aw abi ding citizens. An anbul ance carried Shakespeare off to the institution—an anbul ance driven by
an intern fromthe strange pl ace

JOHNNY and Renny then returned to Doc Savage's skyscraper headquarters, where they expected to
receive reports fromthe police. But the reports, when they did conme in, were not encouraging, for
Gundy and his crew of mxed breeds had vani shed successful ly.

Their abandoned cars, found on the |ower East Side, proved of no value, for they were rented

machi nes, and there were no fingerprints

Nor, for that matter, were any fingerprints found in the hotel roomwhere Gundy and his men had
escaped Doc’s three aides. Gundy, as far as could be ascertained, had no police record. At |east, he
was not in the rogues’ gallery.

As the night passed, and nothing nore devel oped—frequent calls from Long Tom expl ai ned that Burke
Benbow had not put in an appearance at the N netieth Avenue Hotel the nystery seened to deepen. It
seenmed to set, |like concrete

The bronze man’s ai des were accustoned to strange nysteries, through their |ong association with
Doc Savage, but usually they had sone head or sone tail, sonme rhyne or reason. It was unique for
some one to conme along and carefully lay plans and seize Doc Savage—they were sure by now that High
Lar had planned carefully over a period of weeks in order to get the bronze man

H gh Lar had taken an unusual approach to the problem of snatching the nan of bronze. He—er she

if H gh Lar was a wonan—had studi ed Doc’ s psychol ogi cal nake-up, thereby hitting on the only thing
that would allay his suspicions—an appeal to himto visit the dying boy.

Dawn canme up like a prairie fire out of the east, and Johnny and Renny roused thensel ves fromthe
chairs in which they had dozed, and made a nunber of tel ephone calls to police and other agencies
endeavoring to get information. They received none

Long Tom advi sed that Burke Benbow had not put in his appearance as yet

So Renny and Johnny entered a car and drove back to Stormington. They nmade a careful search of

the vicinity and by noon they had | earned some stuff that was of no val ue

First, there were three hills on the road beyond Storm ngton. There were nmany hills, for that
matter, but three of them were surrounded by stone fences, and behind each fence was an iron deer
One hill, the one they had visited the night before, was unoccupi ed by any house. The second hil
was topped with a neat little bungal ow. There was no one hone there. The third hill had a ranbling
anci ent stone house; and nobody was hone there, either

The bronze man’s aides did note, in the yard around the bungal ow, that the iron deer had
apparently been freshly placed there. But they had no neans of knowing that Ham a few nights
previ ously, had observed the freshly planted deer, and had thereby becone so suspicious that High
Lar’s nen had seized him at the behest of the beautiful Eurasian wonan, Lo Lar

In truth, Johnny and Renny had nothing to cast suspicion on either of the two hilltops which had
houses, so they drove back to town in a blue hunor, their trip fruitless

A passenger pl ane droned overhead as they drove al ong

Renny gl anced up. "That’'s a World-Air ship,” he remarked. "One of the new ones."

RENNY’ S remar k about World-Air cane near being a stroke of extrasensory perception, or at |east

an eerie foresight of the future. For, on arriving back on the eighty-sixth floor of the tal
headquarters building, Renny opened the norning paper, and since he was noderately weal thy hinself
he had a natural interest in the financial pages; and he turned to this section of the paper

"Holy cow " he roared

Renny poi nt ed

CONTROL OF WORLD- Al R GCES



TO DOC SAVAGE AGENT

Heavy buying of Wrld-Air Air Lines stock featured the market for the past two days. Wrld-Air is
one of the largest air lines, and hitherto it has been al nost inpossible to buy its stock on the
open market, since those who had it held on, figuring the stock was good on a |long pull.

Buyers of the stock are understood to be representatives of Doc Savage, the rather nysterious
figure who is such a financial power, and well known as the miracle man of industrial devel oprments.
The Savage plan, according to reliable information, is to buy up World-Air control at a nom nal
price, then performone of his expansion mracles. And |later selling the stock back to the forner
owners for what they were paid for it. Wrld-Air will not be the first concern which has felt the
magi ¢ touch of the man of nystery.

Johnny scrutinized this newspaper itemover Renny’'s shoulders. At first the itempuzzled him
because he was of a scholarly nature which neglected keeping posted on financial nethods.
Gradual Iy, however, he understood. Doc Savage, who possessed a source of linmtless wealth in a
valley in the Central Anmerican wilds, frequently dabbled with high finance and industry. Oten he
had taken over decrepit steanship lines, factories, once even a railroad, and reorgani zed the
systens, inaugurated higher wages, put the loafers to work, trinmred the deadwood, increased

enpl oyment and profits together.

To work with freedom Doc had found it necessary to buy controlling amounts of the stock before
begi nni ng operations. He usually paid market price for the stock, and sold it back to the forner
owner s—those whom the bronze man felt were entitled to it—at what he had paid for it originally. O
course, the stock was worth much nore when Doc resold it.

It was this fact—+the greatly increased value of the stock of a concern after Doc had worked on it
for a while—that made stockhol ders so eager to sell to the bronze man. It was thus sinple to see
what had noved the World-Air stockholders to turn their holdings over to a "representative of Doc
Savage. "

They had visioned greatly increased value of their stock. But on the other hand, World-Ar was
far froma decrepit concern to start with. In fact, it was quite popular, profitable, and generally
credited with a great future.

"That ‘representatives of Doc Savage’ thing kinda sticks in nmy craw," Renny runbl ed.

The big-fisted engi neer reached for the tel ephone. And shortly he was in touch wth various
brokers and observers of the Wall Street scene. Wat he | earned confirned the newspaper item but
did not add rmuch informati on. Then he began asking questi ons.

"How nmuch noney is involved in this?" Renny wanted to know first.

"Several million dollars,"” the informant replied. "I can't give you the exact sum"
Renny consi dered. "Answer ne this: |If whoever bought this stock had bought it to keep, and had no
connection with Doc Savage at all, would it be profitable?"

"Not Doc Savage—you nean—

"I"mnot sure what | nmean. It’'s just an idea. Granting that sone one did use Doc’s reputation for
taki ng over conpani es and then turning themback to their former owners worth a |l ot nore, woul d
there be anything to be made by it?"

"Just control of one of the best air lines on earth, is all."

"Much noney?"

"At least two million."

"That," runbl ed Renny thoughtfully, "is a stake worth finagling for."

"Great Scott!" yelled the informant. "Do you nmean to say some one has doubl e-crossed the

st ockhol der s?"

"I don't know," said Renny. "Suppose you tell nme who these ‘representatives’ are who bought the
stock for Doc."

Some del ay ensued while the other | ooked up the information.

"It seens to be a conpany,"” he explained. "A little concern which operates an air line down in
the South Pacific, anong the islands. But, of course, that is just a blind to prevent a | ot of
publicity going to Doc Savage in the matter, and people knowing that Doc is behind it."

"What makes them so sure Doc is behind it?"

"Wy, the buy orders for Wrld-Air stock were signed by Doc Savage."

"Si gned— Renny was puzzled. "OF course."

"Not forged?"

"No chance of forgery of Doc's signature, you know. "

Renny remarked that on the other hand it would be the sinplest thing in the world to forge Doc’s
signature, since the bronze nman used, not a witten nane, but a thunbprint. Wax inprints would
easily be made. Then Renny thought for a nonent.

"Who was the buyer of the stock?" he asked. "You didn't give me the nane."

"The Benbow Inter-lsland Air Lines," said the other.

"Holy cowl "
"A man nanmed Burke Benbow founded the air line, | understand. Doc Savage nmust be working with him
now. "

"Bur ke Benbow," Renny remarked. "Well, thanks." Hanging up, he called Long Tomat the Ninetieth



Avenue Hotel, but the electrical wi zard reported no trace of Burke Benbow. The fell ow had not cone

back to his hotel.

Renny voi ced the personal opinion that Benbow woul d never show up at the hotel, because he nust

be certain they were wise to him However, Long Tom concluded to remain on the | ookout for the nan.

And, advising Renny of this intention, he hung up.

Long Tom conducted his end of the call froma tel ephone booth. At the finish, he backed out of

t he booth. Sonething touched his side. He glanced down and found hinself |ooking at the wong end of
a smal | bl ue gun.

Chapter VII. TROUBLE FOR LONG TOM

LONG TOM continued to stare at the gun for a nonent. He concluded that it was nothing to take
chances with. An automatic, thick, short, large of bore, the kind of weapon that woul d make a
tunnel .

Long Tomlifted his eyes to the gun w el der.

"Gosh!" he said.

She was a tall blond Viking of a girl, lithe and sturdy. Her eyes were as blue as a sea, and
there was about her sonehow the air of brash reckl essness that sailors seemto have, and perhaps get
fromthe sea.

"Great Danes!" Long Tom expl oded.

She was a head taller than Long Tom She was the picture of health in contrast to his rather puny
appearance. Her clothes, not too expensive, fitted her wonderfully, while Long Tonmis garnments never
fitted himtoo well, nor were they kept unnecessarily inpeccable.

"Whew! " said Long Tom

The girl studied him Her |lips were nice, both as to shape and color. Her chin was squarish and
firm and there was nothing affected about the sweep of her hair, or the set of the headpi ece she
wore. Her air was conpetence. But back of that there was sonething el se that | ooked |ike worry.
"Ch, boy!" said Long Tom

Long Tom was usually very sparing of his superlatives. But for sone reason this girl had hit him
"You have a strange kind of vocabulary," the girl remarked.

"Swel | !'" gasped Long Tom

"What is?"

"Your voice," said Long Tom

The electrical wizard s circle of friends woul d have been astoni shed at what was happening, for
Long Tom had never been susceptible to femnine wiles, and certainly he had never been a courteous
gentl eman given to gallant remarks.

As for Long Tom hinmself, if he was conscious of incongruity about his ogling admiration for a
young wonman who was gouging his lower right rib with a gun, he gave no sign.

"You' ve been watching for nmy brother," the girl said gravely.

"Huh?" Astoni shment brought Long Tom back to earth.

"My brother. You' ve been waiting for him The bell boy told ne."

"Bel | boy?"

"The bell boy," said the girl grimy, "that | have been paying to report ny brother’'s com ngs and
goings to ne. You didn't think of that, did you?"

Long Tomwasn’t quite sure what to think. He felt slightly confused.

"Brother?" he said vacantly.

"l am Lam Benbow, " the girl supplied.

Her tone indicated the nane m ght nean sonmething to Long Tom but it didn't; except that if this
was the girl’s nane, he was glad to knowit. And if she was naned Lam Benbow, it followed reasonably
that she was Burke Benbow s sister.

If she had been paying a bell boy to report her brother’s com ngs and goi ngs, that woul d nean—
"Been spying on your brother?" Long Tom asked.

"Get your hands up," said the girl, "while | search you."

Long Tom hoi sted his hands, and her deft fingers went through his clothing. Froman arm hol ster
beneath his coat, padded so that its presence was hardly noticeable, she took a weapon sonethi ng
like an oversized autonatic pistol—-a supernmachine pistol, in fact, another remarkabl e gadget

devel oped by Doc Savage.

Lam Benbow stared at this, winkling her forehead, and finally dropped it into a pocket of the

dark gray spring coat which she wore. But the pocket was too small, and she finally conprom sed by
hol ding it under her coat.

She did not examine Long Tomis bill fold, which would have given her his name. She did not ask
him his nane, nor did Long Tom volunteer it.

"Get going," the girl said, "I'mtaking you to a place."

" But =

"You're one of the men nenacing ny brother!" the girl said grimy. "I don’t know what you have
done to him But | intend to find out,”

" How—"



"Don’t ask questions!" snapped the tall young Norse woman. "You didn't know | was trying to help
ny brother, did you? You didn't know | was aware anything was wong, did you?"

"Uh—what is wong?" Long Tom asked hopeful ly.

"l don’t know," retorted Lam Benbow. "And you were probably aware of that."

"You're giving me too much credit," Long Tom advi sed.

"Wl k," directed the girl, "and if you act suspicious, I'Il call a cop. You wouldn't like that,
woul d you?"
Up until that nonent, Long Tom woul d have |iked nothing better. But if the girl was willing to

summon an officer herself, that put an entirely different conplexion on the matter. She could not be
so bad. Long Tom as he realized that, felt a marked lift in spirit.

THE capabl e, bl ond young worman had an old car waiting outside. It was neat, and bore the sticker
of an agency which made a business of renting cars. She made Long Tom get in behind the wheel.
"You'll drive where | tell you," she remarked calmy. "And no nonkey business, either, if you
know what's good for you."

To Long Toni s astoni shnent, the girl nmade himpark the car near Doc Savage’'s headquarters. She

got out first, covering the electrician with the supermachi ne pistol. Long Tom came out from behind
t he wheel .

"I'"ma good shot," Lam Benbow said, as though stating a fact. "1'Il shoot a leg off you if you
try running." And that sounded |like a statement of fact, too.

Long Tom sniled pleasantly at her. This was sonething that he found very easy to do, and,
nmoreover, the source of various little tickling sensations which he felt here and there, to his

pl easant surprise.

She took himto Doc’s headquarters.

Johnny and Renny gaped in anmazenent as Long Tom was marched into the reception roomby a tall and
striking blond girl who held a gun as though she knew how to use it.

They grinned at Long Tom who | ooked somewhat enbarrassed and woul d probably be a long tine
living down the fact that a young wonan had brought himin at the point of a gun.

"CGood norning," runbled Renny, his long face | ooking sad as could be, a proof that he was tickled
at the situation. "What can we do for you, young |ady?"

"Yes, elucidate prerequirenments,” added Johnny.

The blond girl stared at Johnny for a nonent as though trying to figure out what on earth he had
sai d.

"You are Doc Savage's nmen?" she asked.

Johnny and Renny agreed that they were, and gave their names. The bl ond young woman was

suspi cious still, but nore satisfied when they showed her various pictures of Doc’s little group.
Long Tom to his disgust, noted that Renny held a nonstrous thunb over the electrical w zard' s
visage as it appeared in the pictures, thus keeping the girl in ignorance about his being a nenber
of Doc’s crowd. Ooviously she did not yet realize that.

"Where did you pick up this?" Renny asked, pointing a derogatory thunmb at Long Tom

"I found it watching nmy brother’s hotel," the young worman repli ed.

Long Tom | ooked i nj ured.

"Your brother?" Renny expl oded.

"l am Lam Benbow. Burke Benbow is ny brother. He fornmerly owned an air line in the South Seas.
Four nonths ago he lost his air line. | went to visit himabout that tine. | noticed sonething queer
about his actions. He was sullen. He did not seemto want me around. And he di sappeared for |ong
periods and would not tell where he had been. And he was worried."

She gave these facts with crisp precision, waited just |ong enough for themto sink into her
listeners, and then she went on:

"Three weeks ago ny brother cane to the United States, to New York City. | saw himagain. He was
even nore worried. He refuses to tell nme what is wong. But | amvery concerned over him | started
checking up on him If he would not tell ne what his trouble was, | intended to find out, anyway.
Al | have been able to learn so far is that this fell ow has been watching ny brother’s hotel ."
She nudged Long Tomw th the nuzzle of her gun, urging himto step forward.

"l caught him and brought himhere," she finished.

Renny frowned at Long Tom as though he were a dangerous culprit.

"What do you want us to do with hin?" asked Renny seriously.

"Make himtell the truth.”

Renny scow ed at Long Tom "Fella, you tell the truth for the lady."

"Yes, confabulate,” Johnny requested.

Long Tom who hadn’t been enjoying the affair, stuck out his jaw and said, "If you two ninnies
don’t want your ears knocked down, you'd better cut this out!"

Renny and Johnny sobered pronptly. Long Tomwas a peculiarly serious-mnded runt, and it was not
al ways good to rib himtoo nuch. A fact not to be overlooked was that Long Tom who did not |ook a
fit opponent for a fifteen-year-old boy, was a wild cat in a fight. Neither Johnny nor Renny cared
to take himon. So they grinned sheepishly.



"Ah, we were just having a little fun," Renny expl ai ned.

"Yes, " Johnny added.

The tall, blond girl stared at dimnutive Long Tomw th nore respect, demanding, "Wo on earth
are you?"

"One of Doc Savage’'s five assistants,” Long Tom expl ai ned.

The surprise silenced her for a time. Then she thought of something that made her lips part with
shock.

"l came—to get you to hel p—ny brother," she said, jerking the words out in bunches of three or
four. "I have heard—ef the work—that Doc Savage does. But—but you are already after nmy brother."
Suddenly she lunged forward and seized Long Tonmis coat |apels. "Wat has Burke done?" she cried.
"Tell me! Way do you want hin? What has he done?"

She shook Long Tom and she was surprisingly strong. Long Tomreached up and got her gun with the
expertness of a magician getting a half dollar out of an onlooker’s ear. He did not fancy an
hysterical girl waving a gun around.

"What has ny brother done?" the girl was crying. "Wuat have you got agai nst Burke Benbow? \Were
is he? Were is he?"

Astoni shing all of them and knocking themfromtheir feet as well, came a terrific explosion.
The door of the reception roomjunped inward, pursued by a gush of snoke and a sheet of flane.

Chapter VIII. THE OCTOPUS

THE i npact of the blast was as though hands had smashed agai nst their ears. They staggered back.
Snmoke envel oped them It was an incredible thing to happen on the top floor of one of the city's
nmost i nposi ng bui | di ngs.

Long Tom keeping his feet with considerable agility, got the girl’'s arm swng her, and sent her
diving into the safety of the library. He continued on through the library, into the |aboratory, and
across that, reached a panel, and began jerking swtches.

As the switches were jerked, various whirrings came from machi nery, and there were |oud, hissing
noi ses fromthe direction of the hall.

Long Tom | ooked pl eased. He straightened his clothing, which had been disarranged in his haste,
gave a glance at hinself in the mrror over the workbench—+the mrror was there largely as a |ight
reflector—and carefully restored a | ock of his hair, which was plentiful, although a pale color.
Thus spruced up, he went back and rejoi ned Lam Benbow.

Renny and Johnny stood beside the young wonman, just inside the library. The recepti on room was
closed of f by a bulletproof glass panel which Long Tom had caused to slide across the door. Inside
the reception room the snoke was boiling, being drawn away by the air-conditioning system

M xed with the snoke, yellow sh traces here and there, was a gas, a vapor capable of producing
unconsci ousness, and which had the virtue of taking effect through the pores of the skin. No nask
was def ense agai nst the stuff.

Renny and Johnny nodded at Long Tom "Good work," Renny runbled. And they waited patiently.

The girl cried, "But why don’'t you do sonething?"

"Whoever started that has been taken care of," Renny assured her. "Wen Long Tom here, threw
sone sw tches, he closed off this whole part of the building with steel panels. You see, this place
is literally a fortress."

Five minutes or so later, Long Tom went back and threw the switches again, and the panels opened
quietly. The ventilating system had di spersed the gas. They wal ked out.

The door of the reception roomhad been bl own | oose, and the framng around it ripped and

twi sted. The whole affair was of steel, so the blast force had been terrific.

Lam Benbow stared at the man who lay in the hallway.

"My brother!" she choked.

BURKE BENBOW nust have made the assault alone, and failed to anticipate the sliding panels and
the gas. One of the panels had closed the route to the stairs; another closed the bottom of the
stair flight, for that matter.

Benbow | ay agai nst that panel. He had knocked hide off his knuckles and torn his finger nails
trying to get through.

Renny gat hered hi mup and carried himback into the reception room now clear of gas, and laid
himon the inlaid table, which had been damaged a little by flying steel.

"He's dead!" the girl wailed.

"No." Long Tom put a hand on her arm "He'll come out of it shortly."

Bur ke Benbow was exactly like the three aides had pictured himfrom exam ning the man’'s room

bef ore.

Bur ke Benbow was about two inches under six feet, of good weight for his size. He was blond, I|ike
his sister, alittle bowlegged, and he had a waxed nustache, quite light in hue. He was probably
forty, |ooked younger until one got very close to him

Johnny got a stimulant fromthe | aboratory, admnistered it to the man who had been overcone by
the vapor, and stood back.



Bur ke Benbow opened his eyes. He kept them open for sonme tinme. Then he cl osed them and rel axed.

He seened to stop breathing, as though sonmething had happened to his heart.

Renny, anxious, stepped forward. Instantly, Benbow s two feet hit himin the mdriff. Renny was
as tough as iron. But he went "Qo-o-f!" and doubl ed.

Benbow canme up. Johnny reached over and swung at Benbow. The man ducked. Johnny m ssed. He got a
whack from Benbow s fist that sent himrolling.

Long Tom cane i n—tong Tom whose harmnl ess appearance caused himto be el bowed about by al nbst any
one on the street. Benbow drove a fist.

Long Tom weaved, let it go past. He hit Benbow and Benbow | ay down, and Long Tom got on top of
him then they went over and over on the floor, neking noises somewhat |ike a matched cat and dog.
Renny strai ghtened up. Johnny got off the floor. They | ooked at the fight, glanced at each other,
and grinned wyly.

"Stop it!" the girl cried. "Burke will hurt your friend!'"

"Sh-h-h!" Renny said. "Watch!"

There was a good deal of blurred notion on the floor, punctuated with neaty fist smacks, the

ri pping noises of clothing being torn; and then Burke Benbow flew out of the mess, hit the wall, net
Long Tomis fist when he bounced, went down with the deceptive-looking electrical w zard on top of
hi m

And Lam Benbow was yelling, "Stop it! You' re hurting Burke!"

BURKE BENBOW when they sat himin a chair, nade no effort to arise, but stared in popeyed

unbel i ef at his undersized Nemesis, Then he seenmed to remenber what he had come for.

"Dam you!" he yelled hoarsely. "You won't get away with this! The police will get you!"

"Pol i ce?" Renny asked sourly, surprised. "Wat do you think the police would want us for?"

You devils!"

"Who? Us?"

"You're High Lar’'s nmen!" Benbow grated. "Don't think | don't knowit!"

Doc Savage’'s three aides |ooked at the nan intently, and he seened earnest enough. Then the girl
| eaped forward and grasped her brother’s arns.

"Burke!" she breathed. "These are Doc Savage' s nen!"

"Sure! | saw that on the door. So what? Who the hell is Doc Savage but one of H gh Lar’s tool s?"
Renny went over to the inlaid table, close to Burke Benbow s chair, and hung a | eg over the
corner of the table. Hi s long, puritanical face was curious.

"How d you get here?" he asked.

"Devil with you!"

"Burke, please answer himl" Lam said earnestly.

The brother stared at her. "Al right, then. | got back to nmy hotel and saw you |eaving with
this—this wild cat in lanb’s wool ."

He pointed at Long Tom Then he yelled, "And don’t think I didn’t know he was taking you away, a
prisoner! You two wal ked cl ose together and acted queer!"

Lam said, "Burke, it was the other way around. | had a gun in Long Tonis back."

"Huh?"

Renny said, "What gave you the idea Doc Savage was working for Hi gh Lar?"

Bur ke Benbow glared at him then said, "Maybe | haven't been able to read what’'s been happeni ng
down in Wall Street!”

" Eh?"

"Hi gh Lar has taken over Wirld-Air Air Lines with the aid of Doc Savage, and using ny old conpany
as a blind!" Benbow shout ed.

BENBOW angry and suspicious, proved a difficult subject for questioning. But his sister hel ped.
And gradually they got the truth to him so that he sat back in his chair and | ooked disconfitted.
He apol ogi zed, then, for crashing the place with the use of a hand grenade. And after that a
strange story cane out. It was, he said, the story of his life, and a tale of hardship and
pioneering in aérial transport in the Far East.

By years of saving, careful work, and honest dealing, he had nanaged to establish the Benbow
Inter-1sland Air Lines. Not a terribly successful venture, but a sound one, and grow ng steadily,
and with a future.

Bur ke Benbow suddenly broke his recital and swore deeply and angrily.

"But Hi gh Lar got ny conpany away fromme," he said mserably. "It started with a series of
accidents. Too late, | found out they were not natural accidents. But by that tine | was broke; and
| had to sell out, at a loss. This H gh Lar bought ny line, through go-betweens, for a song." And he
swor e agai n.

"Just who is this H gh Lar?" Long Tom i nquired.

Bur ke Benbow | ooked at them

"l don’t know," he said.



"Make that a little clearer, Benbow "

"Ch, | can tell you plenty about H gh Lar!" snapped Benbow. "The creature is beconming a legend in
the islands. He's supposed to be incredibly wealthy and powerful. There is one story that H gh Lar
is an island rajah with a thirst for power.

"There's another story that the creature wears a robe woven fromthe feathers of rare birds, and
another that the fellowis deformed, having two extra arms. And there’'s the tale about the thing
having feathers instead of hair. That’'s crazy island talk, of course. H gh Lar is supposed to live
on a renote island somewhere in the South Seas."

"Sounds kind of goofy," Long Tom renarked.

"Of course. It's just runors, I'mtelling you. But nmake no m stake about this: H gh Lar is a

hol der of nore power than you think any one individual could have. His influence stretches
everywhere. Oh, yes, |’ve heard Hi gh Lar called the Feathered Cctopus."

" Feat hered COct opus, eh?"

They di scussed High Lar, the ethereal man of nystery, for a tine, but brought out only one other
fact:

"A man naned Gundy is High Lar’s lieutenant," Benbow advi sed.

"@undy? We know him" Long Tom renar ked.

Chapter | X. THE CAPTI VES

THE sun next norning brought up with it a veil of fog and a few clouds, dark, frowning a rain
threat. Later there was a flurry or two of rain, not extensive, but only thin curtains which
switched across the city slowy, dragging skirts of a Titan hag of m st.

Up the Hudson River, between the tall apartments of Manhattan to the right and the Palisades of
Jersey to the left, ran these thin, wide brooms of rain. It was a dull day, dreary, and even the sun
| ooked sodden.

A boat lay at anchor in the Hudson, well north of the George Washi ngton Bridge. She was a | ong
boat, a ketch with one tall mast and a short one. She was perhaps ninety feet |ong, had a steel
hull, hollow masts, and was obviously the toy of sonme rich man, although she could have stood polish
on her brass, the stone on her decks, and paint on her hull.

Gundy stood in a cabin of the ketch.

"They know nme!" He said that angrily, then stanped over to a porthole and | ooked out. In front of
the porthole was a vista of squirm ng waves, rather snmall waves, and beyond reared the Palisades,
green and solid as all eternity. "lI’ve got to keep out of sight," Gundy added.

He was speaking to Lo Lar. The exquisite Eurasian wonan stood at the table, |ooking down at a
newspaper .

"There is still nothing in print about the di sappearance of Doc Savage," Lo Lar said.

She had a voice as liquid as olive oil, and each accent and tone fitted together to nmake each
sentence as perfect a gem of vocal construction as a fine watch is flaw ess nechanically.

"There won't be, either," muttered Gundy. "Savage is no politician. He doesn't work out in the
newspapers. So those three nmen of his won’t make any publicity."

Lo Lar turned fromthe newspaper. Her novenents had the grace of a lioness. She smiled slightly
at the nervously pacing Gundy.

"W have them conpl etely deceived," she said. "You are uneasy. Surely you are not |osing
confidence in H gh Lar?"

Gundy frowned. "I don’t know. It’s hard to put faith in some one you've never nmet. To me, you
know, High Lar is only a nanme."

"You never have liked that, have you, Gundy?"

"Why should 1? He might not even exist."

Lo Lar smled queerly.

"H gh Lar exists," she said. "He is ny husband."

Gundy nodded. "But, dam it, why the secrecy? Way all this nelodramatic nystery? It’s childish,
if you ask ne."

Lo Lar’s lids veiled her expressive al nond-shaped eyes.

"Time is only a nane, and there is no other difference between man and child," she remarked, with
t he vagueness of the Orient. "Man is born with ten fingers, ten toes, two eyes, and he never gets
nmore. When nan a baby is born, he is frightened of the unknown. Take himinto a dark room and he
cries. He is wise who knows that man’s enotions are as fixed in himas his fingers and toes are
fixed on him"

"Eh?" Qundy said.

"The nystery surrounding Hi gh Lar enables himto work with greater ease," said Lo Lar. "It is

al so a conveni ence, because his enem es do not know whomto fight."

Having inparted that bit of wisdomto the uneasy Gundy, Lo Lar nopved to a near-by cabin, where
Monk and Ham were confi ned.

MONK was confined by sinple but effective neans: A large chain was padl ocked around his right
ankl e, while the other end of the chain was padl ocked around the m zzen mast, which ran down through



this particular cabin. There was nothing whatever in Mnk's reach. He had even torn up the carpet
and hurled it at his captors.

Ham was renarking, "You're certainly a picture of a boat-footed ape."

Monk began taking off a shoe, evidently with the idea of throwing it at Ham But he stopped when
he saw Lo Lar.

"Where's ny pi g?" he denanded.

Monk had been separated from his pet upon being brought aboard the boat, and he was concerned.
"The cook," remarked Lo Lar, "is keeping himin the galley, and feeding himvery well. Yes—very
well."

Monk didn't like the way she said that. The inplication seened to be that Habeas Corpus, the
shote, was being fattened for the breakfast skillet.

"You touch that hog and |I'Il wing your neck!" Mnk yell ed.
"Yes," Ham shouted, "and I'II help!"
"Shut up," Mnk roared at him "Keep your help to yourself! | can take care of nmy own troubles!"

"You don’t look it," Ham assured him "The way you | ook now, if they were to use you for a
scarecrow, the crows would bring back the corn they stole a year ago."

Monk how ed and hopped out at the Iength of his chain, unable to quite reach Ham who was chai ned
to a wall.

Lo Lar passed a hand, supple and brilliant with jewels, over her brow, as if unable to conprehend
two such fell ows.

THEN she noved on toward the main cabin, at the door of which stood two nmen wth sawed- of f
shotguns. Inside the roomwere two nore guards, one of thembeing the man with the tiny face who had
pl ayed the part of a dying boy when Doc Savage was first trapped.

This man was just w thdrawi ng from Doc Savage, and he held in his right hand a needl e which he

had just been using on the bronze man.

Doc Savage lay on the floor. H's ankles were confined by chains, fastened to a beam under the

fl oor which they reached through holes freshly bored in the planking. Above the hips, he was
confined in a strange garment, a parka-like affair, but with very |long sl eeves which came down over
the hands and were tied at the ends with stout cords.

The jacket itself was nade of |eather, in which were sewn stout steel chains, binding the chest
and confining the arms. And the hood had only one small hole, for breathing and sonme slight vision.
As a whole, it was an unusually effective strait-jacket. And it hel ped none that the bronze nman’'s

l egs were rendered tenporarily useless by injections of a |local anaesthetic.

Lo Lar went over and | ooked down at the bronze nman. The guards becane nore alert with their guns.
Hel pl ess as the bronze man was, the glinpse of one of his flake-gold eyes through the hole in the
hood seermed to worry them And even Lo Lar took a changed attitude.

Wth Monk and Ham she had been carel ess, haughty. Wth the bronze nman she was reserved,
deferential, apparently a little awed.

"You are sure," she asked the guards uneasily, "that the drug has his |egs hel pl ess?"

They said they were sure. They sounded as though they weren’t taking any chances on that point.

"Do not take any chances!" Lo Lar warned. "We will use himonly a short time |longer, after which
measures will be taken to dispose of himand the other two."

Doc Savage, on the floor, nade no sound; but his one flake-gold eye that was visible through the
hole in the mask grew i ntense.

Lo Lar called sharply. A Polynesian entered the room a snallish specinen of that stalwart race,
and evidently one who did clerical work, for he carried a sheaf of papers.

"There is only one docunent necessary to conplete the present operations," he remarked. "W have
control of World-Air Air Lines. But there is another concern in no way connected with Wrld-Air
which we need. It is the Patrick Mdtor Wirks, and they control patents to types of Diesel engines
whi ch we shoul d have."

"Yes," Lo Lar agreed, "I have been considering that, and we mght as well proceed."

"There is a chance that Doc Savage's three nmen will be watching for us to nmake another nove in

the stock market," said the Pol ynesian, who could speak perfect English.

"Of course," Lo Lar said. "But they have no way of tracing us, and the nore alert they becone,

the nmore certain we are of leading theminto a trap if they becone too troubl esone."

Two of the guards now di scarded all weapons which m ght be snatched fromthemby the bronze man
and approached Doc Savage. They were very careful, wal king around, and pouncing on Doc with dramatic
suddenness. No one seened to think such precaution with the man in a strait-jacket was funny.

OQovi ously they had had a bad experience with the bronze nan.

The sleeve at the end of Doc’s right armwas now unbound and pull ed back to expose the corded,
nmetal lic hand. The fingers of the hand, |ong and proportioned, showed sone indication of their great
strength only when they noved.

The Pol ynesi an clerk produced an ink pad, and placed a sheet of paper on the floor beside Doc’s
hand. This docunment was a typewitten statenent that the author intended to utilize and expand the
Patrick Motor Works in an industrial operation which he contenplated; and the author desired to



purchase a controlling interest of the stock, as was his custom although the stock would | ater be
transferred back to the original owners at the price for which they sold it to the bronze man

This was typed with the signature of Doc Savage, and there was a spot for a fingerprint, the
bronze man's real signature

The Pol ynesian started to ink Doc’s right thumb for the printing operator

Canme a flash of speed. The Pol ynesi an yi pped and flew through the air. The two guards went

ski ddi ng across the floor. One sprung hel pl essly against Lo Lar and she sat down, |ooking strangely
girlish and disconfitted all of a sudden

And the paper disappeared up Doc Savage’'s long straitjacket sleeve

There was a startled recess of a nonent or two while Lo Lar and her nen got thensel ves back on
their feet and got their mnds recorded as to what had happened

"Seize him" Lo Lar said angrily.

Doc Savage's eye, the one flake-gold orb visible through the mask hol e, regarded the men with a
pronmi se of violence. So they canme in warily

Al though the bronze nan’s |inbs were capable of only slight novenent inside the garment, he still
seened to be able to acconplish remarkable violence. If they noticed that the paper was still out of
sight up Doc’s sleeve, they failed to attach inportance to that

The men fell upon the bronze man. There was sone resistance; not as much as they had expected

t hough, and shortly they had himflattened out

"Where is the paper?" Lo Lar asked

"Under him probably," said the Polynesian

It was. They noved him found it, picked it up, never imagining it had not been there all the

tinme

And they inked Doc’s thunb, jamed it down in the place for a signature, and backed away, well

pl eased wi th thensel ves

LATER a messenger |eft the boat in the di nghy—the yacht was anchored about twoscore yards

of fshore—and | anded on the river bank. Half an hour |later he came out of a subway station in the
financial district and entered a brokerage office

The messenger was a white man, suave, prosperous-|looking. The broker was honest. His firmwas not
large, and he was rather beside hinself at the idea of getting an account from Doc Savage, the nan
who was a nystery and still a financial figure of |egendary power.

In his excited condition, it never occurred to the broker to | ook for anything phony. For there
was the signed announcenent from Doc Savage, and the nessenger, froma belt under his clothing
calMy renmoved an enornous amount of cash in bills of |arge denom nation. This, he explained, was
money with which to purchase Patrick Mdtor Wirks stock

After the nmessenger departed, the broker did take one precaution: He hinself went to the bank

whi ch he knew handl ed one of Doc Savage’'s l|larger accounts, and had the signature checked with the
bronze man’s fingerprint. O course, the print was genuine, and that satisfied the broker

He i medi ately began buying Patrick Mtor Wrks voting stock, going at it quietly, for he did not
want the price jacked too nuch on him

This broker’s firmhad not bandi ed acquisition of the controlling shares of Wrld-Air Air Lines
but he had heard about the operation, although he did not dreamthere was anythi ng phony about it
In fact, he'd envied, the other brokerage firmthe job

So, by way of boosting his own prestige, he now let it be known around the Street that he was
handling an operation for Doc Savage, a credit that was not to be overl ooked, because the man of
bronze dealt only with concerns of scrupul ous honesty and considerable ability.

The broker was well pleased with hinmself the rest of that day and along until the mddle of the
af t ernoon, when he had a visitor

"l am Patricia Savage," the newconer expl ai ned

THE broker had, of course, heard of Patricia Savage, who was Doc's cousin. He studied her with
great interest. He saw a remarkably beautiful young woman, the kind of girl who causes nmen to bunp
into tel ephone poles and fall over fire hydrants when she wal ks down the street

She had bronze hair and strange flake-gold eyes, two of the peculiar characteristics of Doc

Savage hinsel f. She was indeed snappy-I| ooking, because it was her business to be so; she ran the
nost expensive beauty salon in the city, a place near Park Avenue where the rich went to be prettied
and have cocktail and caviar poundage whacked and pumel ed of f them

Pat smiled. Wen she snmiled, any man’s toes felt an absurd desire to curl.

"1’ve been keeping in close touch with Wall Street to-day," Patricia said sweetly. "I notice that
your firmis buying Patrick Mdtor Wrks stock for Doc Savage, who is nmy cousin."

"Ch, yes, Mss Savage!" said the broker excitedly. "We're delighted to get the account, and we're
going to do a very good job."

"Yes; I'msure you will," Pat assured him "And | wonder if you would do nme a favor?"

The broker woul d have junped through hoops, but he just said he would do a favor for her

"Let me see whatever docunents you received fromDoc," Pat requested



She saw them After exam ning themclosely, she seemed to consider, then gave the broker another
of her best smles. Pat, when she turned it on, could make them swoon.

"Could | take this with me?" she asked in honey tones. "Of course, |'Il returnit."

Coul d she? No need to ask. Tucking the paper into her purse, Pat entered a subway, rode uptown to
the tall building which was Doc’ s headquarters, and since she was a frequent visitor, was pronptly
escorted to the eighty-sixth floor.

SOMVE nmen were repairing the door which the hand grenade used by Burke Benbow had denolished. Pat
st epped around them and met big-fisted Renny in the reception room

"Holy cow " Renny said.

Renny then peered at her. He knew Pat very well, and he could read, froma certain glint in her
eyes, a disquieting fact. Patricia Savage | oved adventure. That was the great trouble with her.
She was not technically a menber of their wong-righting, trouble-hunting crew of adventurers. In
fact, Doc had nmany a tinme cleverly outargued or tricked her into renaining behind. For Pat |oved
adventure and kept mxing into their Scrapes.

"Holy cow " Renny said, nuch |ouder. "Now you' ve got mxed up in this ness!"

"CGoodness!" said Pat. "Renw ck, the mind reader!"

"Renwi ck, the gleamin-the-eyes reader," Renny corrected, wearing a smle. Renny invariably
smiled slightly when things were not going just to suit him "Wat is it this tine?"

"l think |'ve got a clue as to Doc’s whereabouts," Pat said.

Renny’s smile vani shed. He | ooked very gloony. This neant, contrarily as his enotions registered,
that he was nuch pl eased.

"Yes?" he said.

"I’ ve been keeping ny eyes open since | called and you told me Doc was missing. You remenber you
did tell ne that this norning? Well, | found sonething."

Pat exhi bited her docunent, secured fromthe broker. Renny seized it, ran with it into the

| aboratory, and put it under an ultra-violet |lantern. He darkened that part of the |aboratory
slightly, then turned on the ultra-violet rays.

Doc Savage had | ong enpl oyed, in conmunicating with his men, and they in turn with him a chal k
of chem cal conposition, invisible when deposited in |lines on al nost any substance; but it had the
peculiarity of glow ng, or phosphorescing, when subjected to ultra-violet rays, a property which it
had in comon with such ordinary materials as vaseline and aspirin.

There was writing on the docunent.

Renny | et out a whoop. Long Tomcane tearing in, his eyes wide and a nmachine pistol in his hands,
for Renny’s whoop was a thing only approxi mated by the foghorn on the Queen Mary. Johnny, the other
menber of Doc’s gang, did not appear, because Johnny had slipped off with Burke Benbow and his
attractive sister, Lam to have a late afternoon snack of food, an action which Long Tom resent ed.
Long Tom had a suspicion that Johnny was also snmitten with Lanmis charnms. Being of a volatile
nature, and al so jealous at the nonment, he was in a tenper.

He frowned at Pat.

"You get out of here!" Long Tomyelled. "Wen you show up, trouble always gets worse! Doc knows
that. And hasn’t he given you orders lots of times to quit nonkeying around us? You'll get killed!"
"Gracious!" Pat nurnmured. "What’'s happened to our dry battery?"

"Who?" Long Tom demanded, puzzl ed.

"You," Pat said. "You're usually a dry battery. Didn’t you know that? Somethi ng seens to have put
sone life into you."

"Qur Long Tomis in love," Renny runbled disgustedly. He could afford to sound di sgusted, because
pretty Lam hadn't upset hi mnmuch as yet.

Pat threw up her hands. She | ooked utterly astounded.

"Ch—eh—eh-h-h!" she said. "Long Tomin |love! To-norrow the world will get flat! | just know it
will! The age of niracles is here!l"

Long Tom scowl ed and his ears got red, the first tine incidentally that any one had ever seen him
bl ush.

PO NTING to the invisible chalk witing on the note, Renny said, "Cut out the horseplay and | ook
at this, will you?"

They read:
HELD I N BLACK SCHOONER DAVY JONES ON HUDSON RI VER
DOC

"Great day!" Pat said.

"Yeo-0-0-wW " Renny how ed, and pigeons flew off roofs for blocks around. "W’ ve got Doc |ocated!"
he added nore quietly.

"Let’s go!" Pat said.

Renny grimaced, went over and took her by an arm

"Patricia," he said in a fatherly way, "you' re a lovely, invaluable girl, but Park Avenue needs
you to beautify its rich fenales. And | wouldn't rob the hotsy-totsy set of your services for



anything, so you will now act as though nothing had happened and go back to your nud packs and
rowi ng nmachines and electric vibrators."

"Yes, | will," Pat said, "when the Sphinx turns a handspring."

Renny tightened his grip on her arm He |ooked at Long Tom "Thonas," he said, "get ne a ball of
Doc’ s anaesthetic gas."

Long Tom bobbed away.

"You woul dn’t!" Pat yel ped. "You—you vipers! After what | just did, you wouldn't dare! Wiy—you—
Long Tom cane back with a little glass globule, which he broke under her nose

"Don’ t! Why—bl ast your infernal black, neasly hides!"

Pat then tried to hold her breath. She knew how the gas worked. If you breathed, it woul d knock
you out; if you held your breath it becane safe to breathe in about half a mnute

But Renny squeezed her, and she had to breathe. As she went to sleep, she was kicking desperately
at them trying to make them breathe the stuff, too. Pat went to sleep

"What else could you do with a girl like that?" Renny conplained. "A ways wanting to mx in
trouble with us."

They took her down to the street

"Reckon we better call Johnny?" Renny asked

"Let himmss it—the woman-chaser!" snapped Long Tom "Sonmebody has to watch Burke Benbow and his
sister, anyway."

They put Pat in the rear seat of a cab piloted by an honest fellow they knew, a chap who woul d
see her safely to her Park Avenue nménage

"Cosh!" said the taxi driver, staring at Pat. "lIs she—er, did she have one too many to drink?"
"She’'s positively polluted," said Renny

And the hack rolled away across town w th Pat

Renny and Long Tom got sone equi pnent; then they took the opposite direction

Chapter X. PRI SONER FOR EXCHANGE

The sun had swung enough now so that its rays slanted on bright chromumletters on the stern of
the long iron ketch which lay anchored in the Hudson River, with Doc Savage a prisoner aboard

DAVY JONES

The chromium |l etters spelled this name. The craft, with her peeling paint, mght have vaguely
suggested that name, the common appellation applied by sailors to the watery grave which now and
then one of themfinds; but the vessel still had speedy lines and a certain trimrake to her nasts
whi ch noved old salts and an occasi onal yachtsman, nen who knew the sea and what belonged on it, to
gl ance at the sheer and freeboard of the ketch and remark that "there's a real vessel." Than which
there is no higher tribute paid by sailor to a ship, large or small

The passing of tugs was a frequent matter. New York Harbor is supposed to be the busiest in the
world, and this part of the Hudson was only an armof the Harbor, and the activity reached that far
The tugs, for the nost part, were black, stubby things, |ike dark hogs that rooted up the water
with their blunt bows. And one of these tugs that passed was outwardly little different fromany of
the others. The only difference—and there was a slight one—was that this work boat kept pulling an
unusual anmount of bl ack snoke

The breeze, not especially strong now, had swing to the north, so that it came sweepi ng down the
Hudson. The tug was churning along in the teeth of the zephyr, and after it had passed the Davy
Jones, the workboat turned inshore

This was a perfectly natural thing for the craft to do, because the tide was going out, and the
tug would naturally take advantage of the sl ower-noving water close inshore

But the bl ack worm of snoke squirming out of the old ark’s funnels rolled back and over the big

ket ch—and kept rolling over it

In fact, the tug cane to a dead stop, lay there chuggi ng, and continued to pour out snoke

Inside the tug, Renny and Long Tom kept opening the firebox door—this was a steam tug—and

pitching in gallon-sized cans of chemical. A chemical mxture, rather, which formed a gas m xi ng
with the snoke—a vapor that would put any one so unfortunate as to stand in it to sleep. They didn't
even need to breathe it. Unless they were wearing an air-tight suit, they would go to sleep. Not
seriously injured. Just asleep

"Well," Long Tomremarked finally, "if that didn't do the job, nothing will."

After five mnutes nore of it, just for good nmeasure, Renny and Long Tom turned the tug
around—they had rented the old hooker on short notice froman acquai ntance—and st eaned back to the
ket ch. They kept under cover, but no one shot at them

Doc’ s aides tossed a grappling hook—odern craft still carry grappling hooks to pick up dropped
anchor |ines and such—and caught the ketch rail. Soon they were | ashed al ongside. And a minute |later
they were aboard

They | ooked around

"This," Renny said proudly, "is a clean sweep."

"Yes," Long Tomrenmarked happily. "Pat didn't mss a thing."

Pat m ght not have missed anything, but no one would have guessed it when she cane out from under



the effects of her dose of anaesthetic. She felt no disconfort, except fromher rage. That was about
to make her bl ow up.

PAT | ooked around. She was in the sunptuous |ounge of her beautifying establishnment, which was

not on Park Avenue proper, but just off it on a side street, which was even nore fashi onable. Sone
of the very beautiful and conpetent young wonen who worked for Pat were gathered around.

"Where am | ?" Pat asked before she thought.

"You shouldn’t drink so much next time," remarked one of the girls.

"Who said that?"

"The taxi driver who brought you."

" Oh,

Pat thought. It was exactly like awakening froma deep sleep, and in a few nonents it was all
perfectly clear in her mnd. She got off the divan where she had been |ying, straightened her frock,
and blew into the pal mof her other hand and nmade that into a fist, also.

"Where are you going?" a girl asked anxiously.

"To skin a man!" Pat said grimy. "I don't know for sure yet, but | think that | shall present

his fists to a nuseum™

Renny’ s huge fists m ght not be nuseum pi eces, but they would certainly be a wonder in sone

coll ection of anthropol ogi cal nmenbers in any nedical college. And a recording of the innocence in
his great voice, when he answered the tel ephone at Doc’s headquarters, would have been interesting
as wel | .

"All right," Pat said. "I just wanted to know if you were there. In exactly eleven mnutes, plus
the time it takes a taxi to nake the trip, 1'lIl be over."

"What’'s the el even minutes for?" Renny wanted to know.

"To sharpen ny knife."

"Listen, Pat—

"Don’t Pat me, you clown!"

"But, Pat, we got Doc!" Renny runbl ed.

"And | mssed the excitenent, you nonstrosity, you fisted freak, you—~

"You sound |ike Hamturning | oose on Monk!" Renny |aughed. "Listen, Pat, they' re all here. Mnk,
Ham Doc, everybody. W even got a Eurasian woman. W don’t know who she is or what she is except
she’s not hard to l ook at. And we got sone other fellows. They look |ike Asiatics and Eurasians, and
there’s two white nmen."

"Don’t count yourself anong the white nen," Pat advised.

"Ha, hah!" Renny said. "You know that Doc has told you time and again to stay out of our affairs,

where you' Il be safe. And, if you come over here, Doc will be recovering fromthe effects of that
gas, which he got along with the rest of them and he'll fan you right back where you canme from"
"Maybe," Pat said, "but you'll be among the m ssing before he does. G ve ne anaesthetic will you,

you— Pat couldn’t think of anything that would blister big Renny properly, so she banged the
recei ver down on the hook with such violence that the tel ephone bounced across the room

She rushed out and flung into a taxicab. As a second thought, Pat peered at the driver, but it
wasn’'t the fell ow who had brought her. True, she didn't know who had brought her, but it would, of
course, be some one Renny knew, because he wouldn't trust her to a stranger. Renny was thoughtful,
of course.

This driver was a |lean fell ow who | ooked rather young and characterl ess.

No, Pat thought as the taxi got in notion, Renny wouldn't take any chances with her. To tell the
truth, she wouldn’t do anything violent to Renny, except with her tongue.

She was not, when it cane right down to it, surprised at what he had done. No one knew better
than Pat how Doc Savage disliked having her take part in their adventures. And no one was nore
determ ned than Pat to go right ahead and enjoy the excitenent.

The cab stopped for a traffic |light.

Pat stanped her foot. She'd join themin this, or know the reason why! It was nore than a nonth
since she had been in any kind of adventure, and she had gotten a great kick out of the |ast one.
Yes, she’d insist—

The cab door opened. Rather, both doors opened. A man got in from each side. Rather husky men
with slant eyes. Asiatics.

"Say, who—

Pat never got farther than that, because the nen knew what they were doing, and proceeded to do
it. They seized her, clapped sonething over her nmouth, westled her down on the cab floor, kept her
out of sight, and the hack rolled away as if nothing had happened.

And no one had noticed the incident.

The cab did not go toward Doc’s headquarters.

THE gas whi ch Long Tom and Renny had used did not have as mld an effect as the anaesthetic which
Renny had used on Pat. In fact, after two hours, Doc Savage and the others showed few signs of
reviving.



This did not al arm Johnny, Long Tom and Renny. They knew the properties of the stuff, and felt

sure consci ousness would shortly return to the victins.

Johnny, -he was present with Lam and Burke Benbow-did not feel kindly over being |eft out of the
rescue. They had gone off and left him and he didn't like it; furthernore, he suspected Long Tom of
authoring the idea in the first place.

Johnny had said as much.

"A perfidious artifice," he renarked.

"Huh?" Long Tom asked.

Johnny merely put his thin nose in the air.

Long Tom who had no idea what the last word of the remark neant, walked into the library and
consulted a dictionary. He found that Johnny had accused him of perpetrating a | ow deceit. A

rascal ly trick.

And Long Tom was about to take the bony Johnny aside and tell him anong other things, to quit

maki ng goo-goo eyes at pretty Lam Benbow, when Doc sighed and turned over. The advent of the bronze
man’ s consci ousness shoved everything el se aside.

DOC, with physical powers scientifically cultivated since childhood by a daily two-hour routine

of exercises which he never neglected, cane out of it far ahead of his men.

He reacted calmy, saying nothing for sone nonents, then inquiring about how they had managed to
locate him Renny explained that Pat had the brilliant idea of watching Wall Street happenings, and
fromthat faint clue, had brought about the result.

"That was excellent work on Pat’s part,"” Doc said quietly. "But | do hope she has not joined in
this mess."

"She's trying to," Renny grinned, "But we outsmarted her the first tine. However, though, she
talked to nme on the tel ephone a while ago, and said she was coming over. | guess she’'ll be here
soon. "

Doc Savage, they discovered, knew that he had been seized in order that his nane m ght be

enpl oyed in securing financial control of Wrld-Air Air Lines.

Renny, Long Tom and Johnny | earned, also, that the bronze nan knew there was a nysterious power,

Hi gh Lar by nane, behind the rather incredible procession of events.

But if Doc Savage knew what Hi gh Lar’s main purpose was, he did not nmention the fact, nor hint in
any way that he mght have the explanation. The bronze man sinply went into the | aboratory and got a
drink of water, then stood |ooking at the unusual view which the w ndows afforded.

Once, however, he did betray sone sign of activity; not with novenent, however, but with a sound,
a tiny, weird, trilling note that rose and fell. This sound had utter strangeness of quality, and
m ght have been the note of sone exotic tropical bird. It was the small, unconscious thing which Doc
Savage did in nmonents of stress, nmental and physical.

Bur ke Benbow and his sister, Lam sat silent in the library. This was their first contact with
the giant man of bronze, the being of nystery, as much of the world knew him There was expression
enough on their faces to show that their first opinions were undergoing a marked change.

When they had conme into this, Doc Savage was already a prisoner of the nysterious H gh Lar, and
this had created the inpression that he might not be, along with his little group, what he was
cracked up to be.

But that idea had faded, as Lam and Burke Benbow s faces showed, and they were experiencing the
wonder, the awe, that invariably came to those who had first contact with Doc Savage. They had
nothing to say.

Monk, when he awakened, had plenty to say.

"WHERE' S ny hog?" he yell ed.

"He's over in the corner," Renny expl ai ned.

Ham reviving then, nuttered, "I was in hopes |I'd never see that hog again. But where’'s
Chemi stry?"

"“In the corner, too."

Monk groaned. Then he turned his head and stared at Ham

"Every time | look around," Mnk said, "I think I'’mhaving a bad dream because |'mstartled by
the apparition of a jackass."
"Well," Ham canme back, "it's perfectly natural for a man to see his shadow "

Monk wi nced, glared, and tried unsuccessfully to think of something wthering.

Long Tom | aughing, remarked that, "Well, you two eggs are right in form | see."

Then they tied the other prisoners securely. These nunbered nine, four pure Asiatics, three

Pol ynesi ans, and two whites. Lashed securely, they were arrayed in the | aboratory where, in their
awakeni ng, they woul d be presented with a view of the vast quantity of gleam ng, intricate chem cal
and scientific apparatus.

As Renny remarked, "Holy cow, there’'s no place quite the equal of this for an inpressive

awakeni ng! It gives you a conplex of science over matter. | know, because | went to sleep in here
once and woke up, and that's how | felt."



Lo Lar, the exotic and ravishing Eurasian wonan, they did not bind with cords. They decorated her
wrists and ankles with shiny handcuffs and sat her in the privacy of the library where Renny, who
was not susceptible to fem nine beauty to-day, apparently, placed a nedical skeleton in front of

her, where she could see it when first awakening.

"The shock may do her good," he decl ared.

"l don't like that trick," Mnk decl ared.

"l don't, either!" Ham snapped, for once agreeing with the honely chem st.

Renny squinted at them "I1'Il bet her good | ooks had sonething to do with you getting into a jam
Di d that happen?”

Monk and Ham subsi ded.

The hour was six o’clock in the evening.

AT nine o' clock, three hours later, Doc and his aides were exactly where they had been at six.
Excepting that all the prisoners had awakened. They were very nmuch alive. And al so enthusiastically
imtating clans.

No word of information had they divul ged.

Doc Savage’'s netallic features showed no inpatience at the lack of results, nor any other
enotion. The bronze man had a remarkabl e coordi nati on of nerves and nuscul ature which enabled himto
confine within hinself, as far as appearances went, what he was thinking or feeling.

Yet he was intensely anxious to |l earn who H gh Lar was, what he was, what he was trying to
acconplish. They had, of course, such information as Burke Benbow had given them which was little
beyond generality.

What Doc Savage wanted to know, and his questions had shown it, was the other name of H gh Lar,
if any, and where he could be found here in New York. For they had reason to know the nystery foe
was in CGotham

Doc had overhead Lo Lar, the fellow s wife, say as nuch while he had been her prisoner. They
knew, also, |ikewi se fromwhat Doc had overheard, that H gh Lar contenpl ated somethi ng beyond the
mere acquisition of World-Air Air Lines and a notor conpany. But what that further ai mwas, they
found thensel ves bl ocked at | earning.

Bi g-fisted Renny | ooked at Doc Savage.

"The truth serum” he runbled. "W haven't tried that."

Doc said, "Cet it."

But before they could administer the truth serum the tel ephone rang, and that seened to rem nd
Doc of sonething, which was in itself an indication of how he had been concentrating on the
prisoners, and how concerned over what they might reveal he had been.

For he had forgotten Renny’s renmark that Pat Savage had been en route to headquarters. And he
rarely forgot things, or overlooked them

"It may be Pat," the bronze man said, and went to the tel ephone.

It was not Pat.

I't was about Pat.

"She will be killed unless you release Lo Lar," a grinding voice assured him "Think it over and
we will turn Pat |oose when Lo Lar joins us."

The speaker pronptly hung up.

Chapter Xl. THE SPARRI NG

DOC SAVAGE did not hang up. To do so woul d have caused the nechani cal connectors of the dialing
systemto break the circuit. He placed the receiver on the inlaid table beside the instrunment, got
on anot her tel ephone and had the call traced.

A pay booth in Gand Central station. Enpty, of course. Doc hinself went and searched, and found
not hi ng. He came back.

"The truth serum" he said grimy.

Monk, Ham and the others did not ask himif he was going to release Lo Lar. They knew that woul d
acconplish little, it being hardly likely that Pat woul d be turned | oose. Men with their future at
stake, men of the character of this Hi gh Lar, did not endanger thenselves. And Pat m ght have
informati on that would give themtrouble if they turned her |oose. Pat was clever.

Pat was al so the cousin of Doc Savage, and his one living relative, as far as the bronze nan

knew. Beyond hinsel f, she was the one survivor of the remarkabl e Savage strain, and he wanted it to
go on. That was why Doc always tried to protect Pat from danger. He did not belittle her ability to
aid himand his strange group of aides. The contrary.

Pat was invaluable in her way. But Doc did not want her to face the dangers which threatened
hinmself and his nen. He did not want her life to end. And now, when Pat was in undoubted danger, he
was taking the course which seened best to guarantee her safety.

The Eurasian woman was not the first on whomthe truth serumdid not work. Doc did not explain

why, but Monk, the chem st who knew nmuch about the peculiarities of the serum had a suspicion of
the reason.

People with extrene will power sonetines do not react to the stuff. That had happened before. And



Lo Lar seermed to be a wonman of great control, along with her other msdirected abilities.

But the other prisoners—the three Polynesians, the two whites, the four Asiatics—were a

di sappoi ntent. Not that they didn't talk. They did. Freely. But they had come fromthe China branch
of Hi gh Lar’s organization.

Doc’ s nen, hearing them munbl e neani ngl ess snatches, began to realize fully the vast power of

this H gh Lar, the scope of the creature’s sway and operations.

They listened to things; awful, chilling recitals which for conplex cruelty and heartl essness

they had not heard an equal; but nothing that told them what they wanted to know. These nen did not
know H gh Lar, except as a power. The being m ght not have existed, for all they could tell.

"Vell," Renny runbled grimy at last, "there’'s just the wonman left."

Monk, entering the chem cal |aboratory, redoubled the potency of the truth serum And even then
they worked in vain, getting only an incoherent nmutter fromthe woman, until Monk groaned, "If we
make it stronger, it'll kill her!"

As though his worried tone had penetrated sone inner door, wedging it open a crack, a few broken
words came from the Eurasian wonan.

"Lar—get way—from-the Cahu," she said.

It was a warning, it seened, from her subconscious self, directed in her sensel essness at her
spouse, High Lar.

"We'll have a |l ook at the Cahu," Doc stated quietly.

"But what on earth is the Gahu?" Mnk gasped.

DOC SAVAGE found that out by glancing through the back files of the newspapers at the shipping
news.

The OGahu, white, nmeasured about half the length of the Queen Mary. She was still a sizeabl e boat,
for a freighter. Her funnels were striped, her brass shone, and fromher flagstaff trailed gaudily
the colors of an Asiatic nation. The fact that she flew such col ors neant nothing as regards that
nation; there have been crooked ships under the United States flag.

A closed truck drove out on the wharf against which the Cahu lay. It was a closed truck, but the
rear door gaped open. The pier was situated, fittingly enough, in the black nmoon shadows cast by the
noverments of Vll Street.

The truck noved out on the pier, which was |arge and solid, turned, backed up to the gangpl ank of
the freighter, and stood there a nonent.

Not hi ng happened for a few nonents. Then there was a faint noise, as though an egg had broken.

Two guards, nmen with revolvers, standing inside the freighter at the end of the gangpl ank, fell

on their faces, meking, however, no sound.

Qut of the truck came nen, five of them Doc Savage first, then Mnk, Ham Johnny and Renny. Long
Tom the electrical w zard, had renmi ned back at headquarters to watch the prisoners and | eep an eye
on Lam and Burke Benbow. Not that the Benbows had done anything to nake them seem other than they
claimed to be, but it was Doc’s policy, that of his men, also, to take no chances.

Giding up the gangpl ank into the Cahu, Doc and his men were bulky of figure. For they were
incased in body arnor, including hel nets which protected even their heads. Nothing | ess than

hi gh-powered rifle bullets would damage them

And slung over their shoul ders were canvas sacks containing gas and expl osive grenades, while in
their hands were machine pistols, the ammo drums charged with so-called "mercy" bullets which woul d
produce unconsci ousness instead of death.

THE freighter lay silent, the crew asl eep apparently, although on each wi ng of the bridge,

| ookouts stood. There was another in the bow, one in the stern. The one on the pier side of the
bridge | eaned over, staring at the truck.

He had seen the nmen leave it and cone aboard the boat, but for sone nmonents he di d nothing,
because he knew there were two | ookouts at the gangplank. And it did not occur to himthat they
m ght have been gassed without really knowi ng what had happened to them

But abruptly the bridge | ookout was worried. He ran to the wheel house, picked up the ship

t el ephone and spoke quickly into it.

Shortly, as Monk and Ham crept down a corridor, there was a loud report ahead. Flane |icked. Mnk
whopped, sat down. A heavy bullet froma revolver packs a wallop. Mnk's chest arnor stopped the
slug, but the shock floored him And Ham | evel ed his machi ne pistol.

It sounded—an ear-splitting, bullfiddl e noan. The man who fired on themwas hit, he turned and
ran a few paces, then bundled hinself up on the floor and becane sensel ess.

After that, shooting becane general.

Doc Savage took one route to the deck house. Johnny and Renny took another. The cabins would be
in the deck house; they always were on freighters. And if Pat was aboard, she might be there, it
seened | ogi cal to think.

Doc’ s ai des dropped gas grenades as they went. These opened and filled the corridors wth vapor
fromwhich they were protected by nasks.

Doc lifted silently up a conpani onway. The rungs were iron, rubber-treaded, the rail of brass,



and there was another shiny brass rail around the top. A man | eaned over this. He had a sawed-off
shotgun. It threw a great noise, a charge of shot. Another.

Doc’s clothing turned ragged in strips. The nesh arnor, with a covering of protective scales,
showed shiny, netallic, where the shot scraped. He kept going up.

The man cl ubbed the shotgun. Doc got close, set hinself. The gun swung. Doc junped, and a

metal lic hand grasped the gun before it got great nomentum The nman of bronze jerked. The other nan
was strong. He had the brass rail to anchor hinself to.

They fought, the fell ow was dragged half over the rail. He let go of the gun, turned, ran half a
dozen paces and the gun, thrown by the bronze man, knocked hi m down.

The fellow squirned to get up, and Doc reached him hamered once with a nailed fist, after which
the man pushed his face against the steel floor-plates and was still.

More shots crashed. Men yelled. There was nuch running. Sailors cane out of the forecastle. Their
shouts indicated they had no idea what it was all about. A few of themran down the deck,
encountered sone of the gas, and coll apsed.

The others pronptly raced for the bow springline—a six-inch hawser—and began nonkeying down it to
the deck. They were innocent and wanted none of this strange conbat.

DOC, in the neantine, was finding fire doors closed. They were of steel, alnost vault strong. The
bronze man had to withdraw, roll an expl osive grenade agai nst each door, set hinself against the
bl ast. Sonetinmes it took nore than one grenade. He was not pleased. They were losing tine.

The |l oss of time accounted for what happened, he realized |later. There was shooting near the
stern. Doc listened. A fight. He suddenly changed his course, racing out on deck.

Near the stern, men were going over the side, sliding down the rope.

On the dock, Patricia Savage struggled in the grip of two nmen. She was bound hand and foot,
gagged, and not nmaki ng nuch headway with her resistance.

Nearer, on the Oahu’'s deck, was the fight which Doc had heard. Renny and Johnny. Men nust have
cone upon them suddenly. Several nen, and they had Renny and Johnny down in a dogfight.

Doc ran to them and on past them but in passing, he let a single gas grenade roll and burst on
the deck, and it broke up that nélée.

Then, whipping al ong beside the rail, the bronze man threw another grenade with all his great
strength, and it bounced to a stop beside Pat’s captors. One of themkicked it into the Harbor
water, where it sizzled and sank, nmaki ng many bubbl es.

The men ran with Pat. There was a conpact group of them and they worked together. Reaching the
end of the dock, they turned right.

Doc vaulted the Oahu rail, hooked an armover the stern springline, slid. He hit the dock. The
men who had Pat were out of sight in the darkness.

Johnny and Renny started down the springline, arrived safely on the pier. Then Monk and Ham
appeared. Ham got down all right. Mnk slipped, lost his grip, went plumeting between ship and
piling; water shot up and Monk shot out of sight.

Ham wr enched of f his hel net.

"Let himdrown, the clunsy hooligan," Ham rapped.

Then, contrarily, Hamwas the maddest in a search for a heavy wire hawser which coul d be | owered
into the water, at least thirty feet deep there, for Monk to grasp. Mnk's heavy arnor woul d, of
course, keep himon the bottom

Doc flung back his own hel net.

"Renny, Johnny—help Ham " he ordered.

The other aides pitched into the job of saving Mk before he drowned. Doc Savage raced after
Pat’s captors.

It was very dark near the end of the pier and on shore. The bronze man noved silently, pausing to
listen. H s quarry was using silence.

Then a plane notor started. Loudly, it banged and backfired, and echoes cane rolling back from
t he skyscraper windows, only a few of which were |ighted.

DOC made instantly for the noise. He knew its source. There was, had been for years, an airport

in the shadow of Wall Street. Wealthy financiers used it for the planes in which they coommuted from
Long Island and Connecticut estates.

The plane, a large cabin job, was standing out in the open water before the airdronme, noving

sl owl y, when Doc distinguished it. But the craft was gathering speed.

The di stance was too great. The man of bronze had no chance whatever of overhauling it. He tried.
And was | eft standing on the dock.

The plane lifted off the river and droned away, but as that happened, a white searchlight beam

| eaped fromthe Cahu and inpaled the aircraft. The |light was powerful, and it enabled the bronze man
to distinguish the features of the craft, even to the registration nunbers painted on it.

He discerned the latter with the aid of a powerful nopnocul ar which he always carried in his
clothing. And he committed the nunber, the distinguishing characteristics of the plane, to nenory.
It was Monk who had turned on the searchlight, thus redeem ng his clunsiness to an extent. The



ai des had haul ed Monk out, and he had shucked off his weighty arnor, and being in an agitated frane
of mind, his brain nmust have worked nore quickly than the others.

Then police arrived, drawn by the uproar, and a Harbor patrol boat. The confusion took order,
with all personnel of the freighter being herded together in the [ arge dining room

Doc, ranging his eyes over them saw that none were nen whom he had seen before. Al, exanination
of the ship’' s papers devel oped, were signed on as crew, and had been for sone tine.

Those who had been gassed revived, nore than a little dazed by their experience. No one had been
killed. There were a few broken bones.

The Gahu’s skipper, a red-faced hi ppopotanus naned Tanzas, was at first raging angry, then
anenabl e, realizing he was in a tight place. Finally he gave an explanati on of why Hi gh Lar’s nen
coul d hide out aboard his ship.

High Lar, it seened, owned the Oahu. Omned the stock of the conpany to which she bel onged. But
Captai n Tanzas insisted he had not known there was a ki dnapped worman aboard.

The police bundled himand his officers off to jail, along with such crew nenbers as didn't | ook
right.

"So now we're back where they started,"” Renny runbled. "They' ve still got Pat."

But it was even worse.

LONG TOM net them when they entered the establishment on the eighty-sixth floor of the high

bui | di ng.

"1"mkinda worried," Long Tom sai d.

"Eh?" Monk squinted at him

"lIt’s Burke Benbow. "

"What about hinP"

"He went out to get sone coffee and sandw ches, and hasn’'t cone back," explained the electrical

w zard.

Johnny said, "I thought you were supposed to keep an eye on hin®"

Doc Savage, interposing quietly, said, "W all have work to do. Get on the tel ephones and start
spreading an alarmfor that plane."

The bronze man, w thout saying so in as many words, gave the idea that he did not want Johnny and
Long Tom exchangi ng sharp words. Wth Monk and Hamit was different. They al ways quarrel ed—and
didn’t mean a bit of it.

But Johnny and Long Tom were of different types, and if they got to exchanging digs, irked at

each ot her because both had an eye on the entranci ng Lam Benbow, sonething difficult m ght devel op.
The associ ation of these five nen and their bronze chief was not one that would stand di ssension.
As the next few hours passed, however, it devel oped that Johnny and Long Tom if they were
concerned over Lam Benbow s affections, would have to worry about Doc Savage. Not that the bronze
man gave the girl any particular attention.

The opposite, rather, because it was his policy to eschew fem nine entangl ements whi ch m ght

cranp the alert freedomof his own nmind, and al so give his enem es a nedi umthrough which they m ght
strike at him But the young woman herself, fromtinme to tinme, could be observed watching the bronze
man.

Lam Benbow was reserved, as well-nmannered as she was beautiful; and, of course, she nmade nothing
in the nature of advances. But Johnny and Long Tom observing certain small things about her
actions, exchanged gl um | ooks.

Doc Savage was very busy. On the tel ephone he connected the broadcasting systens. Not only the

two | arge networks, but a smaller one that covered the Eastern coast, one which was prom nent in the
M dwest, and a Pacific coast auxiliary hook-up.

At eight o' clock the next norning the bronze nan, speaking froma velocity m crophone standing on
the inlaid table in the reception room addressed a hook-up which conprised al nost every mgjor
station in the country.

He expl ai ned that Pat Savage was mi ssing. He described Pat. He offered twenty-five thousand
dollars’ reward for any information | eading to her whereabouts. Doc offered to pay for any collect
messages containing any kind of clue which any one might care to send him

He described the plane which had taken Pat away, gave the nunber, repeated it several tinmes; and
he tal ked about the historical source of each nunber—n order to fix it in the mnds of his

|'i steners.

Downstairs, in the roonms which were usually enployed to interview those who had troubles for Doc
Savage’' s attention, Mnk and Ham assenbl ed a corps of experienced policenmen, private detectives and
Federal agents to sift clues.

Chapter X I. THE | SLAND

THERE had been no word whatever from Burke Benbow. |nquiry disclosed nothing to indicate what had
happened. He had sinply di sappeared. H s sister plainly | ooked nore worried, and al so | ooked to Doc
Savage for confort.

At noon, Doc Savage went on the air again. He was on for five mnutes, repeating substantially



what he had said at the norning broadcast.

Downstairs, the first wave of a flood of telegrans had arrived. Many were inquiries for nore
informati on. Some were obviously inpossible—+the wonen seen did not |ook |ike Pat, or the planes were
different kind of planes. But if the renptest possibility was attached to a nessage, it was

i mredi ately checked by | ong distance. A corps of tel ephone operators were at work.

So far the afternoon had brought no word of Burke Benbow, and no devel opment of any other kind.
Renny, Johnny and Long Tomtried the truth serumonce nore on Lo Lar, but had no results. She
sinply sat nmute, refusing to talk. Evidently some stoical power of her mnd, essentially Oiental
like herself, kept her silent under the effects of the serum

H gh Lar’s nen, the fellows fromthe China branch of his organization, were dispatched to Doc
Savage’' s strange hospital upstate.

AT five o' clock that afternoon, the tel ephone rang, Mnk answered, then | ooked startled and
handed the instrunent to Doc.
Bur ke Benbow s voice said, "Doc Savage?"

"Yes."

"Say, | went out last night to get sonme coffee and sandw ches, and | saw a fellow | recogni zed as
bel onging to Hi gh Lar’s gang."

"You di d?"

"Yes; | was sure lucky. | followed the fellow |’'ve got Hi gh Lar’s hideout spotted. The nan |ed
me toit. | think Hgh Lar is there."

" Good. "

"Get down here in a hurry, Savage. W can grab ‘em Another thing—+ think I’'ve found out H gh
Lar’s notive. | think | know what he's trying to acconplish with all this crooked work. It’s an
infernal thing."

"What is it?"

"It’s quite a story. | can’t tell it over the tel ephone, because | don't dare talk fromhere for
too long. They nmay spot nme. I'mtalking froma filling station near a farnhouse on the Boston Post
Road. There’'s a milepost in front of the filling station that is nunbered 64. The farnhouse is out

on the road a piece. Ayellow building. You can’t mss it. Conme on out, and hurry."

Bur ke Benbow had been speaking in a | evel voice, as though he were holding his tone down, keeping
excitement out, only with great effort.

"What about the farmhouse?" Doc asked.

"That’'s where H gh Lar is hiding."

"o,
Bur ke Benbow said, in a tone even nore strained. "Bring only a few nmen. This farmnmhouse comands a
view of the surrounding country, and they can see a crowd conming. | think they have an airpl ane

ready to make a get-away."

"Anyt hing el se?"

There was a | ong pause. So tense that the wire seenmed to strain. Then a verbal explosion cane
fromthe other end.

"Don't!" Benbow screaned. "It’'s all lies!"

After that there cane struggling noises, but over them Benbow was shrieking, "They' re nmaking ne
tell you that! It's a trap! Don’t conme! Don’t get—

And sonet hi ng happened to the tel ephone at the other end.

DOC SAVAGE, when he dropped his gyro, one of the several he used, down toward a filling station
on the Boston Post Road not much nmore than half an hour later, wore an expression of Sphinx
inmperturbability. Beyond the filling station was a yell ow farmhouse such as Burke Benbow had
descri bed,

"And this is about sixty-four mles out on the Post Road," Renny runbl ed soberly.

The gyro was a craft nmade for |anding on a handkerchief. It hit in a small pasture back of the
filling station, bounced, rolled a few feet, and stopped.

Doc and the four w th hi mMnk, Ham and Johnny, in addition to big-fisted Renny—did not | eave the
craft imediately. The cabin was arnored, and it m ght be an anbush, even yet. Long Tom was not wth
the group, had remai ned behind to watch over Lam Benbow and to answer any calls.

The bronze man and his aides found only a filling station attendant |ying sensel ess across his

col d-drink cooler inside the station building when they investigated. He was a knobby young man w th
freckles. Arent in his scalp | eaked sl ow crinson.

"Dead!" Monk breathed.

Monk, junping at conclusions, was wong. But it required fifteen mnutes to bring the attendant

out of it, and in the nmeantime they | ooked around and found, anmong other things, that the tel ephone
had been torn off the wall. Al so, several cans of grease were scattered around, and two were

spl ashed over the walls, while one wi ndow was broken.

"Benbow put up quite a fight!" Renny booned.

"I ndubi tably manifested," Johnny agreed.



"Ch-h-h-h!" said the attendant when he awakened.

"Where' s Benbow?" Ham asked him

"Where' s OO ouch-—who?" The attendant felt of his head. "If you nean the little slant-eyed guy who
came in here and cracked ne, how the hell would I know?"

That was all the filling station attendant knew. Benbow obvi ously had not hit him for Benbow was
not alittle slant-eyed guy.
The bronze man and his aides left the filling station flunky to nurse his headache and wonder

what on earth had happened, and also to stare in growi ng wonder at Doc Savage, of whom he apparently
had heard. There was a | ot of brass went with his knobs and freckles, for the flunky tried to

enbel lish his first story and nmunbl e sonet hi ng about a girl held prisoner by the slant-eyed

assail ant.

And when he saw that wasn’t sticking, he added a few assailants, claimng his mnd was clearing.

OQovi ously, he' d heard the broadcast.

"You scanp!" Mnk told him "W ought to send you to a place where we cure |lads |ike you of
crookedness. You're a potential crook."

DOC SAVAGE approached the yell ow farnmhouse. He did so warily, carrying a sensitive device,
brought fromthe gyro, which would detect the presence of any wire carrying even a mnute electrical
char ge.

Doc used this to spot wires of burglar-alarmsystens. In this case he was | ooking for any wires
that m ght be connected to a death-dealing charge of explosives. But there was no expl osive.
There was only an old farmhouse, the haunt of rats and spiders. Plaster was | oose on the floor,
and ol d newspapers, enpty tin cans and bottles were scattered around; in corners were piles of
straw, put there by tranps who had used the place for a shelter. Yet there had been recent visitors.
Cigarette stubs on the floor were still wet. The dusty planks were freshly tracked.

Renny delved into the piles of straw in the corners.

"Holy cow " he expl oded, and cane erect.

He held a slipper, fem nine, expensively made. This he turned in his hands; then, with an
enornous finger, he indicated a | abel inside:

MADE EXPRESSLY FOR

PATRI Cl A SAVAGE

"They were hol ding her here!" Mnk yelled. "Dam that Benbow for a fool!"

"Why damm Benbow?" Johnny demanded i ndi gnantly, using snall words.

"If he'd have kept his nouth shut, they m ght have been here when we arrived."

"But he got hinmself in a jamwarning us of a trap," Ham reni nded.

"More the sucker he is," Mnk grunbled. "W’ d have taken our chances on a trap to get this close
to Pat."

Whi ch was true. But Johnny frowned.

"Lay off Benbow," he suggested. "He did his best. He's all right."

Monk opened his nmouth to say that it was probably Benbow s sister who Johnny really thought was
all right, but he reconsidered and held his peace. Johnny did not fall in Iove very often, and it
was not safe to kid inexperienced fellows, especially Iong professorial know edge tanks Iike Johnny,
about their affections.

In the rear of the farnmhouse the bronze man’s aides found car tracks, and fromthem Doc Savage
determ ned the nake of the tires, the probable size of the car, including its wheel base—erdi nary
detective work which might or mght not help them

After there was nothing el se that could be done, they wal ked back to the plane, opened the cabin
door, and clinbed inside.

Bur ke Benbow sprawl ed in one of the cabin seats. And he was sonething of a ness.

"l BEGAN to think you' d never conme back." He shifted slightly, grimaced, and added: "I saw this
pl ane | and, and cane here. After a look inside, | could tell it was yours. | saw sone of the
equi prent from your headquarters in it."

Benbow was dirty. He was also a little bloody, with torn clothing, bruises, a fought-out | ook.
"You see," he said, "I got away fromthem"

Doc Savage and the others stared at him Doc apparently did not see fit to say anything, and the
rest were too astonished to remark. This was about the last thing they had expected.

"l got away," Benbow repeated. "I was lucky." He rubbed his knuckles, which were skinned, and
felt of his arns, which were nuscular. "Those little runts can't fight, if they haven’t got a knife
in their hands." He sighed and grinned thinly. "Is ny sister all right?"

"She's all right," Johnny said. "Wy?"

"Well, | was afraid. They' re dangerous, High Lar’s nmen are. Make no mistake. That fellowis nore
powerful than we ever dreaned."

"Did you see hin?" Ham asked.

"No. He's probably in San Francisco by now "

"What ?"



"Wth your friend, Pat."

"“\Mhat 2"
"Fact." Benbow nodded. "I heard themtal king. High Lar left only a few of his nmen here, to keep
Doc occupi ed and make himthink the big action was still around here. But it isnt."

"But we found Pat’s slipper back in that house," Johnny cut in, using small words in his
excitement. "And cigarette stubs so wet that they could only have been snoked an hour or so ago."

"Gag. "
"Eh?"

"Trickery. Hocus-pocus. Flinflamto fool you." Benbow scow ed darkly. "You see, they wanted you
to think Pat was still around here. It's like | said. H gh Lar has skipped with her."

" Ski pped, eh?" Johnny seened to have trouble digesting that.

"Scared." Benbow | aughed. Violently and in an ugly tone. "The chief devil is scared. H s nmessing

around with Doc Savage got himin bad, and he knows it. So he’'s flown for his hangout on the
island."

"What island?" Mnk demanded.

"l don't know," Benbow shook his head. "I told you once before that this H gh Lar is supposed to
have his lair on an island in the South Seas. | don't know where."

AN air of dejection, of up-against-the-blank-wall-again feeling seemed to settle over Doc’s five
men as they clinbed into the gyro.

The bronze man hinsel f was expressionless, but that was his usual manner, except under the nost
terrific strain; or, of course, when he wanted to show enotion. Doc started the silenced notor.

"Didn't you find any of H gh Lar’s nen unconscious in that filling station?" Benbow asked the nan
of bronze.

"No. "

"Aw, hell," Benbow muttered. "I thought | knocked at |east two of those lads into the mddle of

next week." He frowned at his fists, as though they had failed him

Doc Savage put the gyro in the air and flew back to New York, dropped the craft on the Hudson—t
was fitted with retractable wheels, and the cabin had a fat stomach so that it could |land on earth
or water—and taxied to his private hangar, the great buil ding which masqueraded as a warehouse. The
ai des hel ped put the gyro inside, and went to the headquarters |ayout.

Long Tom said, "Progress, Doc."

A faint flicker leaped into the bronze nman’s pal e-gold eyes. "Yes?"

"The Hi gh Lar plane was found near San Francisco. Boy com ng hone from school ran across it,

jammed into sone trees at the side of a pasture. Nobody around. W have private detectives checking
it for fingerprints, also checking for some trace of the fell ows who brought it there."

"They sure nade a quick cross-country trip," Renny runbl ed.

"It was a fast plane," Hamrecall ed.

"That bears out what | said," Burke Benbow rem nded. "They' re headed for that South Seas island."
"And there’'s only a few dozen thousands of islands in the South Seas!" Mnk groaned.

Bur ke Benbow cl asped his sister, Lam in his arnms at their reunion, and the girl sobbed once,
deeply, then got control of her enotions. She had courage, admiring the lithe blond lines of the
girl. And when Lam | ooked around for Doc Savage, probably w th sone idea of thanking himfor hel ping
her brother, the bronze man was not in sight.

Doc had gone down to the tel ephone roomto | ook over any new nessages fromthe Pacific coast.

There was one—a tel ephone report fromthe San Francisco sheriff's office, stating that spectators
had clinbed around and over the plane, covering it with their fingerprints before the officers
arrived, so nothing of value had been found.

There were four telegrans claimng the twenty-five thousand for finding the plane. None of them
honest, of course. A boy had found the craft. Doc turned the nmessages over to Ham who sent them
down to the legal departnment of a law firmwith which he was affiliated, with instructions to throw
a scare into the chiselers, so that they mght learn the m stake of trying such tactics.

"Makes a man think every one is crooked, by Jove!" Ham conplained. "And to make it worse, Mnk is
up there maki ng goo-goo eyes at that Lo Lar."

"How i s she?" Doc asked.

"Quite safe in handcuffs,” Ham said. "But you' d think that Monk woul d know a she-cobra when he
sees one. That ignoranus certainly nmakes nme mad."

A tel ephone operator |ooked up, saying, "Frisco on the wire."

"I"ll take it. Probably fromthe sheriff." Hamlifted the receiver. "Hello, sheriff . . . Onh,
it’s not? W is it, then? . . . You won't eh? . . . Yes, he's here. But you'll have to give your
name. . . Wiat? OCh! Oh!'" Ham | ooked at Doc. H s face was startled as he said. "High Lar!"

THE ugly, rushing voice that came to Doc Savage over the mles of wire was one that he had heard
once before. And the gist of its first remark was about the same as what had been said to himon the
ot her occasi on.

"Hi gh Lar speaking. Don't interrupt. This is your last chance to turn ny wife |oose. O herw se we



are going to dispose of Pat Savage."

Doc said pronptly. "Turn Pat |oose. Wen she tel ephones ne from San Franci sco police
headquarters, and the police chief verifies her presence, Lo Lar will be rel eased."

"Do you think I'’mcrazy?"

"Meani ng you won’'t trust me?"

"Naturally."

"Then there is nothing you can do," Doc Savage said quietly.

Around the bronze man there was intense activity as Ham got the San Franci sco police on another
wire in a frantic effort to have the call traced.

H gh Lar’s voice said, "You are m staken about there being nothing | can do. | have Pat Savage
here with me and—
"You touch her and you will not see your wife, Lo Lar again," the bronze man interrupted. "Do not

make the m stake of doubting nme. You have ny word on that."
A brittle arrogance which the distant voice had carried now col |l apsed sonewhat .

"l know enough about you, Savage," Hi gh Lar said, "to know you would not kill a wonan."
"Who said anything about killing? Lo Lar will undergo a brain operation which will w pe out every
menory of you. Then she will be taught to hate you and everything you represent."”

There was a | ong sil ence.
"Then we shall have to see what devel ops," the voice said.
The receiver went down at the other end.

TVENTY minutes |ater, dapper Ham put down the tel ephone and swore. It was not often that Ham
swore, but lack of practice plainly did not cranp his vocabul ary.

"Call wasn't even made froma regular instrument," he conplained. "Line was tapped outside San
Franci sco sonewhere. They can’t |ocate the exact spot."

By that tine Doc Savage’'s big plane, a huge tri-notored job, was ready for the air. And every one
was aboard—boc’s five men, Lo Lar, and the two Benbows. Burke Benbow had asked to go, and Doc had
not demurred; the sister, Lam had pl eaded to acconpany them and again Doc had not dissented.
They were all involved in this, the Benbows apparently only because H gh Lar had taken Burke
Benbow s air line in the South Seas fromhim and Lam because she had been trying to learn from her
brot her what was wong with him why he was worrying.

The great plane droned out of the water-front hangar under its own power, and the hangar doors,
radi o-control |l ed, were closed behind it. The craft lunged forward. Its hull was as |large as sone of
the yachts lying in the river, but amazingly streanmined, and the wi ngspread was in proportion.

The ship, designed by Doc Savage hinsel f, was capabl e of exceeding by scores of mles an hour the
very fast transcontinental airliners, and its fuel capacity exceeded that of the Cipper ships on
the Pacific run. Mechanical aids, a robot pilot of special design, sinplified the handling of the
craft.

And once Doc put it upon the radio beanms of the overland routes and set the robot, little in the
line of navigation remained to be done. Renny, who served as nechanic, could reach the big notors
t hrough passages in the w ngs.

When the plane had flown for a while, Burke Benbow abruptly explained why he had not told his
sister, long before, that H gh Lar had robbed himof his air line in the South Seas. It was sinple,
but Benbow seened reluctant to confess it.

He had nerely been afraid that, since he had been determned to fight H gh Lar, his sister would
be in danger. He had thought, if he tried to make her think nothing was wong that she woul d | eave
him thus be clear of danger. O course, she hadn't.

Dawn caught up with the plane as it dropped down beyond the Rockies. The group had not stopped

for fuel; there was no need.

LANDI NG on San Francisco Harbor, with the great span of the Golden Gate bridge off one w ngtip,

Doc taxied the craft to a steanship pier. He swing the plane in the mddle of a liner slip by
springlines, watched by a crowd which gathered to observe their arrival. The newspapers had carried
word of their com ng.

When Doc and his group set foot on the pier, the crowds surged around them Newsreel caneras
ground, and the canmeranen swore at everybody, denmanding a cl ear scene to photograph, as though they
had some divine right to it.

Reporters scrambl ed around. People tried to reach the bronze man, to introduce thensel ves. Sone
seened to want no nore than touch him Things to be autographed—envel opes, books, cards, hats, shirt
cuffs, the lining of wonen’s purses—were as thick as leaves in a fall forest.

A nut or two shouted that they had located Pat. It was nmad confusion, silly in a way, hardly

under st andabl e of a race that called itself civilized.

"A sanpl e of the reason Lindbergh left the country,” Mnk nuttered.

And finally they reached the police station, the main one, where they ran a barrage of nore
reporters. Doc Savage rarely gave out press interviews, but he was maki ng an exception on the
present occasion; and the nmen of the press were taking advantage of it.



The bronze man spent nearly thirty mnutes answering questions, many of themnot at all sensible,
before he got into the police station.

The qui et behind | ocked doors seened al nost tonblike in comparison to what they had been through.
"A gentleman waiting to see you," explained a police officer. "W’ ve had a |ot of nuts, but I
don’t think this one is. He's in the next room"

They went in to see him

Gundy, whomthey knew as the lieutenant of Hi gh Lar, cane uneasily to neet them

Chapter XII1. GU DE

GUNDY had the jitters. Hi s ponpous air, the attitude he had worn while playing the part of a rich
man trying to see Doc Savage—they knew he had nerely been spying on Doc at the tine—was gone.

He | ooked nuch I ess plunp. His clothing was winkled. His celluloid collar had been sweated down
and was as winkled as a tea |leaf. The ruddy tint was gone fromhis jows. And as he stared at them
his fat fingers twitched with his spectacles, which were attached to a black ribbon that was tw sted
and awy around his neck.

"| -uh—ah—good norning," Gundy sai d uncertainly.

"That depends," Mnk nmuttered. Then, before Gundy said a thing, Mnk turned around and addressed
Doc Savage. "This | ooks |ike the beginning of something queer, Doc."

Gundy swal | owed, then stood shaking his head and staring at the bronze man in fascination.

"Well," Ham said, "what's up."

"Not me—not—e," Qundy said shakily. "I amdown. Very nmuch so. Frankly, the events of the |ast
day or two have-have terrified me. |1've lost ny nerve."

"Mean you’re giving yourself up?" Renny booned.

"That is it."

The police chief, who was an accommpdati ng soul, and a personal acquai ntance of Doc Savage as
wel |, herded his nen out of the roomand | eft Doc Savage and his group al one with Gundy.

Gundy drew a handkerchi ef and wi ped prodigi ous quantities of perspiration fromhis fat face.
"Believe nme, this is a trying decision on ny part," he groaned. "If Hi gh Lar gets hold of ne, ny
life insurance conpanies will certainly get a nasty shock!" He stared at Doc Savage. "I had all
pl anned an el aborate speech about throw ng nyself on your nmercy. After |ooking at you, | do not
believe it would have any effect at all on what you will do to—se."

Doc Savage sai d not hi ng.

GQundy muttered, "I want protection. | do not want to die. | becanme convinced that if | remained
with High Lar, it was only a question of tinme until | net a violent end. So | quit him | am
appealing to you for protection. In return, | can tell you what | know "

"Wich is?" Doc asked quietly.

"That High Lar and the surviving nmenbers of his gang have taken off across the Pacific in a large
pl ane. They have Pat with them They are headed for High Lar’s island in the South Seas. | can give
you the location of that island."

Monk grunted, "Wew "

"Holy cow " Renny said. "This is a break!"

TALL, bony Johnny was di spatched to the nearest ship chandlers, and he returned in time with
detail ed charts of the region of the Pacific known as the South Seas.

Wthout hesitation, Gundy indicated an island. It was a renpte spot, with a short nane—Ral. Turn
the name around, as they did instantly in their mnds, and it becane Lar. And w t hout gl ancing at
the meridians on the side of the chart, Gundy gave the latitude and | ongitude. Wen checked with the
chart, these figures proved correct. The man did not seemto be lying, so far.

"Who is High Lar?" Doc asked.

Bur ke Benbow crowded cl ose to hear that, and glared at Gundy. Benbow s fists were hard and his
jaw was out, and he nuttered, "l've been trying to find this out for nonths."

Gundy | ooked at them steadily.

"Hi gh Lar is—High Lar," he said. "There is no nystery about that. His famly name is Lar. He was
once a pirate. Got his start in the Bias Bay pirate hang-out on the China Coast. He devel oped, and
when the British warships nade piracy difficult, he shifted to this island. The nanme of the place
was really Ral. The backward spelling of his name probably attracted Lar to the island."

"What does High Lar |ook Iike?"

@undy shrugged. "Like an Oriental, as much as all Oientals |ook alike. He's old. Thin. Hideous.
You know how Orientals get when they grow old and have led a hard life. He's just a skinny old
devil, with a nonster’s brain. Likes weird stuff.

"He has a robe woven out of brightly colored feathers of jungle birds. Gorgeous thing. And he
goes in for queer things, such as an enornous pet octopus. That is, the thing is not a pet. He just
keeps it." Gundy stopped, seened to think of the past, and shuddered.

Doc and his aides talked with Gundy for some tinme, but the only additional bit of information was
the name of the spot fromwhich H gh Lar’s plane had taken off—a tiny fishing village down the
coast. They checked and found that true.



"It looks like Gundy had really doubl e-crossed H gh Lar," Long Tomsaid in satisfaction.

The group went back to their big plane, all of them Doc Savage opened an equi pnent case and got
out the truth serum

Sei zi ng Gundy suddenly, the bronze man admi ni stered the serumby force, not telling the nan what
it was—for Gundy, if he knew, m ght in some subconscious fashion prevent his mnd giving up, in
comm, its secrets.

Wi | e Gundy groaned and struggled in grow ng drowsi ness, Doc herded the others out of the plane.
His five nen, Burke Benbow, his sister Lam and their prisoner, Lo Lar.

Doc’s five aides did not seemas astonished at the sudden act as did the others. Burke Benbow
remarked grunpily that it didn't appear that Doc trusted any of them to which Mnk expl ai ned that
the bronze man had his own way of doing things; and, anyhow the truth serum had been a flop on Lo
Lar, which m ght be because too nany of themhad tried to question her.

The serum was tenperanental stuff at best, relying on the ability of chenmicals to suspend the
subj ect’s conscious control over speech—a reaction which, as they had denonstrated in the present
affair, varied with different people.

"All right," Doc called.

They went back aboard the plane, Renny asking, "Wat |uck, Doc?"

The bronze man’s head bent slightly in the direction of Lo Lar.

"Al nost as stubborn a subject as that woman," he replied. "But a few facts came out. First, QGundy
did not doubl e-cross High Lar."

A bark of astonishment came from Burke Benbow, and bl ank | ooks overspread the faces of the

ot hers.

"H gh Lar has gone to the island with Pat," Doc continued. "Lar is retreating to his hide-out.
W’ ve whi pped himout here in the States. He wants us on his own ground for the finish scrap. It’'s
an old trick. It has happened to us before, you know. "

Ham nuttered, "But | do not see why Gundy—

"Hi gh Lar wants us to be sure to find the island,"” Doc said. "Gundy was to guide us."

Monk’ s big mouth warped. His small, squeaky voice cane expl osively, asking, "Then what in blazes
are we going to do?"

"Go right ahead to the island, as though we didn't know that it was intended to be a trap."

Bur ke Benbow, whose nouth was w de open, stared at Doc Savage and the five assistants as though
he suddenly doubted that they had much comopn sense.

Doc went forward, opened the control conpartnent hatch and swung out on the wings to inspect the
final |oading of gasoline froma fuel boat which they had signalled al ongside.

He nade, as a nmatter of course, a short chenmical test of the gasoline, not only to ascertain that
it was of a quality to serve best in the notors, but to nake sure there was nothing in it that would
give themtrouble far at sea.

I'n the neantine, Benbow cornered Monk. Benbow s face was fl ushed.

"This is the craziest thing | ever heard of," he grow ed. "Haven't you fellows any brains at all?
This H gh Lar is dangerous, | tell you. And you're doing exactly what he expects you to do!"
Monk, who was never particularly nodest, said, "Brother, you' re doing sone underestinating
yoursel f. You underestinate us. W're kind of dangerous ourselves. Listen, you haven't really seen
Doc in action yet. This won't be the first tine we’'ve walked into a trap and nade it back-fire on
the guy who set it."

Benbow snort ed.

"I"'mnot sure | want to take part in such insanity," he grow ed.

But he did not broach the idea of backing out to Doc Savage, nor did he suggest it might be safer
to leave his sister behind. And Doc Savage hinself did not mention | eaving Lam but assigned her,
instead, the task of caring for Lo Lar; she was to see that the remarkabl e Eurasi an woman di d not
suffer, and did not get an opportunity to damage the pl ane.

FOOD supplies and equi prent were al ready aboard—boc had | oaded necessities in New York. And when
the fuel tanks were brimmng, the aids cast off the springlines and the craft was maneuvered out
into the harbor. The plane sat with idling notors for a while, until tw ferryboats and a string of
fishing craft no longer barred the take-off lane; then Doc sent the air giant off the water.

Renny and Johnny stationed thenselves at the port wi ndows, Long Tom Mnk, and Ham at the
starboard wi ndows, for planes were circling Doc’s big craft. Newsreel ships, apparently, but there
was no telling. These craft were | eft behind wi thout anything happeni ng, however.

Gundy came out of the coma which was a part of the truth serumafter-effects. Peculiarly enough,
and conveniently, he did not know what had happened to him H's mnd held no recollection of being
questioned by the bronze man. That, too, was a characteristic of the truth serum

"Sorry," Monk took it on hinself to tell Gundy. "You see, Doc made you unconsci ous while we took
off, just to play safe. We didn't want anybody tipped about the route we were going to take."

Whet her Gundy believed this, he did not say. But he seened reconciled to his fate, whatever it

was to be. He was even noderately cheerful, a npbod which was comon to the others as well, since
they felt they were finally making progress. That feeling was probably produced by the physical



nmotion over the Pacific, but nevertheless it was appreciable.

Monk, taking it on hinself to keep an eye on Gundy, got the man in a poker gane in the rear of

the cabin. They tried to inveigle Haminto the game, but failed, Ham sensing a frame-up of some kind
to relieve himof his cash. Monk cane forward finally, |ooking w ser.

"That Qundy is sure a card sharp," he nmuttered. "The guy cl eaned ne."

"How nmuch did he clean you of ?" Ham asked.

"Forty-two cents."

"You weren't very dirty, were you?" Haminquired.

"This is Sunday," Mnk said grimy, "which is all that keeps ne from knocking you | oose from your
teeth."

Chapter XlIV. YELLOW PARADI SE

MONDAY saw t he airship beyond Honolulu, still on the route followed by the Cipper ships, and
utilizing the radio facilities of that transpacific concern. Alittle better than twenty-four
hundred mles was the junp to Honolulu, and fromthere to Mdway Island a little |less than fourteen
hundr ed.

A stormcenter was beyond M dway, and the harbor at M dway was rough, gave the group a trenmendous
shaki ng up when the plane | anded. They were all rather quiet while gasoline was being put aboard,
wondering if they woul d make the take-off again. The waves seened a dozen feet high, and not nuch
nore than that apart. But the plane made it.

Long Tom the electrical wi zard, turned radioman on trips such as these, and he had been checking
with ships, with commercial stations, with amateurs. And he had sifted out one bit of valuable
informati on: the big plane which was carrying Pat Savage to Ral was ahead of them Mre than a dozen
hours, Doc judged.

For the craft had landed in the | agoon of an island, where it had been net and refueled by a boat
obvi ously summoned there by radio. It had gone on. Long Tomgot this report froma fishing craft

whi ch happened to witness the | andi ng of the ship.

Twel ve hundred and fifty mles to Wake Island. Fifteen hundred and sixty to Guam And at Guamthe

pl ane took on the final |oad of fuel, full tanks, and left the transpacific radi o navigational aids,
striking out on the long hop for the chart dot that was Ral.

Li fe aboard the big plane was not much different than that on a small yacht sailing a cal msea.
Water, sky and cl ouds becane deadly nonotonous after a while. There was never anything el se.

Monk, by way of breaking the nonotony, indulged in Iong conversations with Lo Lar, the Eurasian
woman. She seened to fascinate the honmely chemi st. He discovered she was highly educated, clever,
but with practically no ability to distinguish between right and wong. She had, she expl ai ned, been
born among the China pirates, and reared there.

Monk clai med Lo Lar was an interesting psychol ogi cal case and worthy of study. Ham nai ntai ned
belittlingly that it was a fact that Monk found any pretty wonan an interesting psychol ogi cal study.
But it was noticed that Hamdid as nuch talking to Lo Lar as Mnk.

Renny remarked grimy that if Lo Lar bit either Monk or Ham he’d give odds that they would have
hydrophobia. As far as Renny was concerned this trip, all wormen had the evil eye. He even distrusted
Lam Benbow, and was heard expressing hinself feelingly about the way Johnny and Long Tom were
conpeting for that young lady's favors.

"You' d think," Renny runbled to Doc, "that those two would know better. Look at Johnny, skinny as

a fence rail and using such words that the girl don’'t know half the tine what he's tal ki ng about.
And Long Toml Al ongside Long Tom for health, a mushroomwould |look like a red apple."

Doc Savage said nothing. He had, throughout the trip, said little. He disconnected the controls
fromthe robot and flew hinsel f whenever the air was rough, to increase their speed. He slept |ess
than the others.

And once each twenty-four hours he took the two-hour routine of exercises which, with scientific
living, were responsible for the renmarkabl e nental and physical abilities which he possessed.

RENNY, drawing a red line on the chart to mark their progress, watched the line get closer to the
island destination. They were going to arrive, if they were fortunate, not nore than an hour before
dawn.

Drawing close to the island, the craft ran into rain.

Clouds piled up first on the horizon, a long line fromeast to west, rolling along |ike snoke
froma burning crude-oil tank on a day when the snoke remained close to the earth. The cloud strata
extended al nost to ten thousand feet, an unusual depth. Lightning junped raggedly anong the nasses
of vapor.

Doc flew over the storm and it seened to stretch onward around the gl obe. He watched the flying
instruments, and kept glancing downward. So did his aides. They were experienced fliers and so had a
good idea of the stormviol ence bel ow

Renny’s red line reached the island.

Ral Island, according to the charts and to Gundy, was atoll-shaped, like coral islands, simlar

to aletter "C." Ral, however, was not coral formation, but volcanic, the tip of a submerged cone.



"The stormwi |l help us avoid discovery," Doc suggested

Bur ke Benbow dashed forward. He was pale, frightened

"You're not going to try to |and?" he gasped. "It's suicide! I'ma flier. | know"

Doc Savage indicated a device on the highly conplex instrunent panel. Briefly he expl ai ned what

it was—a soni ¢ hei ght - above-the-earth recorder, working on the same principle as the soundi ng
devi ces used on seagoi ng ships. A sound was sent to the bottom was reflected back, and the interval
measured el ectrically.

"But no sound will penetrate that storm" Benbow grow ed. "And if one did, it would be heard down
there on the island.”

Doc enlightened himon that point. The sound used was one outside the frequency to which the
human ear is sensitive. Sonme animals mght hear it, but no human ear, as far as science could
determ ne, would register it

THE bi g pl ane dropped down into the storm Great hands covered with rasping claws seened to take
hold of the craft, tunble it about, strive to rend it to bits. Lightning gushed and ri pped

Long Tom scranbl ed away from his radi o equi pnent. The cabin was supposedly not only rainproof

but airtight, yet rain began to string in through unexpected cracks

Doc flew a north-and-south |ine, watching the recorder, while Renny traced the performance of the
needl e on a graph. He got two distinct highs in the line which indicated the ring-shaped island
Doc guided the plane in a quarter circle and cut an east to west line; again the line recorded
two hunmps. Wth the | agoon | ocated, the plane slanted down in the blinding storm

It was a beautiful job of instrunent flying. The airship was on the water before the aides ever
saw it. The shock knocked them about. Doc lifted up in the control seat, fighting the wheel
Traveling into the teeth of the wind, the plane soon bal ked, swng slightly and rocked madly on the
short waves, dipping each wingtip beneath the surface

"CGet anchors out," Doc directed.

Monk and Ham handi est to the anchor |ocker, sprang to seize the fol ding kedge anchors. Each wth
an anchor, they scranbled out on the pitching snout of the aircraft

"Be careful!" Doc warned. "If you go overboard, there may be sharks."

Monk and Ham heaved their anchors. The anchor lines paid out to the bitter ends, which they nade
fast to cleats. But nothing happened

"Holy cow " Renny runbl ed inside the ship. "No bottom Reckon we hit the |agoon after all?"

It was inpossible to tell about that. Only at long intervals, when |ightning gushed its
brightest, was it possible to see even as far as the ends of the w de wings

Monk and Hamtested the anchor lines fromtine to tine. Slack, except for anchor weight. "No
bottont was right. Mnk braced hinsel f beside Ham and both wondered what they could do

THE storm | ashed the ship. Spray picked up in sheets and went tw sting past. There was a shock
the anchor lines canme taut; the nose of the plane dipped, and a great wave broke over it

Ham was caught unawares. The water smashed him | oose fromhis grip. Going overboard, he clutched
wildly at the only thing handy—Mnk. Result was that they both went overboard

In an instant they were swept beyond the plane. Waves broke steadily, deluging them The wi nd had
stirred a froth up over the surface which nade it al nost inpossible to breathe, and certainly

i mpossi bl e to shout

Once, Monk did manage to tread water, but could see no sign of the plane. O all the inferna
breaks, he thought. And all Hanmis fault for grabbing him too

Monk was beginning to entertain visions of drowning when he was rolled up on a sharply sl oping
coral beach

Gai ning his feet, Mnk turned and di scovered Ham being tunbled in behind him Deliberately, Mnk
stuck out a foot and shoved Ham back under the surface

"Be careful who you grab next tinme, you overdressed shyster!" he grunbl ed

Ham despite the long trip, had been dapperly clad when they |anded. Since the flight had been
across the sea, he wore a natty yachtsman’s outfit. Ham always dressed to fit the occasion. But he
had | ost the yachting cap, and the water had pushed his coat up over his head; his shirt tail was
out, and his aspect generally was that of a wet hen

The two waded up the sharply slanting beach. Water ran ankl e deep, and the rain roared down. In
the fitful flashing of lightning they saw pal ns, and, crowding under these, nmade the discovery that
a palmtree furnished practically no shelter fromthe rain

"So this is the sunny South Seas," Ham muttered. "A pox on it."

"Look, fancy and witty," Mnk said bitingly, "it mght be a good idea for us to keep quiet. You
woul dn’t realize that, of course.”

Both stood there listening. But there was only the hosing of the rain and the heavy | athering of
waves on the sand beach. They noved a few nore paces, and Mnk, spying a brownish mass in a
lightning flash, |eaped backward warily, but it was only a mass of hard | ava

"Danged if | ain't jittery," Mnk conplai ned

"Quiet, ignorant," Ham advi sed



They found a stick and went back and thrust it in the beach sand, deeply enough that it woul d not
wash out. They slanted it in the direction of the plane, as nearly as they could guess. This was to
enable themto find the craft.

"We' || scout around before we swimback to the plane,” Ham deci ded. "We couldn’t make it in the
face of this storm anyway. The tide must be rushing out of the lagoon to carry us away fromthe
plane like it did, too."

Monk had thought of that while swinmmng, had feared it would carry themout to sea. He thought of
remarking on the fact, just by way of rem nding Ham he was not the first one the presence of a tide
had occurred to, but there was enough el se on his mnd to keep him quiet.

For one thing, he was wondering if it was the wise thing for himto prow around the island.
Suppose Hi gh Lar had guards posted? Still, the storm noise was such that the | anding of the plane
surely had not been heard. What better time would there be to scout the place?

Monk nentioned that to Ham who snorted and said it was so obvious that he hadn't thought it

worth nentioning, which meant that he believed they might as well reconnoiter.

So they went forward.

Jungl e covered the island, Monk and Ham di scovered. Jungle so thick that travel was practically

i mpossi ble for them They returned to the beach, and noved al ong, close to the undergrow h,
straining eyes, |istening.

Monk went to his knees close to the jungle.

"Psst!" he hissed. "Wat’'s this?"

Ham dr opped beside him It was inpossible to see anything, Hanmis hands expl ored.

"Stone, or concrete,” he nuttered. "Feels |like a sidewal k, or a narrow, paved road."

They were silent for a nmonment, considering; then, as though by nutual consent, they crept al ong
the sidewal k. For that was what it proved to be. O at |least a walk, there being nothing on either
side but jungle.

Shortly, the two aides canme to steps, and nounted these, noting that they were new, as if built

not long ago. There were only about half a score of steps, then the wal k was | evel again.

Monk, by now, had concluded that they nust be noving toward some kind of habitation. An idea
occurred to him and he stopped close to the undergrowth and waited for a lightning flash. It cane.
Right! This foliage | ooked as though it had been trinmed.

"Haml " he called softly. "W'd better be careful. We’re getting close to sonething."

There was no response; but there was al so no special reason for Hamto reply, and Mnk stood
listening to the rain and hoping |ightning would flash. Then he thought it queer Ham had not touched
him or said sonething.

" Han

No answer.

Monk opened his nmouth to call nmore loudly. The Iightning cane, very bright, with a great roar of

t hunder. Mnk’s nouth remai ned open. And his eyes protruded.

Ham a few feet away on the walk, was twi sting and groveling, lying on his side. There was no one
el se in sight.

" Ham

Monk sprang forward. The honely chem st reached the | awyer, started to stoop—and jerked up

rigidly straight. A ghastly twi st seized his big nouth. H's knees buckl ed. But as he sank down he
threw back his head and di d what Ham had not succeeded in doing. He sent out an ear-splitting yell.
"Keep away fromthis place!" he squaw ed.

Monk hal f turned his head toward the plane, as if hoping his agonized bellow would carry to the
craft.

Chapter XV. THE VICTI M5

THE wind blew a little less violently, but the rain still cane down with a Niagara rush, while

t hunder ran back and forth in the sky |ike square packing cases tunbling in an enpty warehouse.
Monk’s voice, ordinarily small and childlike, could attain a bellow of extraordinary violence. It
did so now, and the baw, with some of the qualities of a trunpeting el ephant, drove through the
wind and rain. But there was no possibility of its reaching the plane, for that was agai nst the

wi nd, such as still blew.

But the cry did reach Doc Savage, who was not aboard the plane, but was on the beach. The bronze
man, w thout knowing it, was sone di stance from Monk and Ham at the nonent. In fact, Doc as yet had
no i dea of what had become of Mnk and Ham

He had flung life preservers after the chem st and | awyer when they had first disappeared; the
life rings had long |lines attached, and he had hoped the two would find them They hadn’'t. Doc
himsel f had then gone overboard.

Swi nmi ng powerfully and searching, he had been carried out through the mouth of the |agoon and a
short distance to sea by the rushing tide. Thus he had | earned what Mnk and Ham di d not know that
their escape had been narrower than they had thought.

Fi nding no sign of Monk or Hamin the water, Doc had plowed ashore. The turbul ence of the water,
the stinging spray driven by the wind, seemed to affect himvery little.



Monk’s cry cane to Doc very faintly; it mght have been the plaint of a tropical bird beaten down
by the storm But Doc recognized a human quality in it. Unfortunately, the direction defeated him
for, contrary to belief, it is alnost inpossible to tell with accuracy the source of sound unless
the agent causing it is in plain sight

Doc listened. The cry did not cone again. So the bronze man noved rapidly along the beach, at the
sane tinme opening a water-tight container which was slung to his chest, life-preserver fashion. Mst
of the container space was occupi ed by a device, an invention of the bronze man for seeing in the
dark with the aid of infra-rays invisible to the unai ded eye

The apparatus was in tw parts. First, a lantern to project the infra beamw thout giving any
visible illum nation. Second, a conplicated nechani cal goggle, utilizing the theory of conversion
rather than filteration, which rendered outlines of objects visible

The image seen was harsh, and the rain caused nuch di sturbance, but Doc coul d see about as
effectively as a man can see in a daytime rainstorm

Soon he found the stick which Monk and Ham had thrust in the sand. The fact that it was sl anted
toward the plane told the bronze man its purpose. Fromthat point he followed the trail of his two
nmen.

It was not difficult, because he was able to see their footprints in the sand, close to the wall

of jungle where the downpour had not yet erased them

DCC cane to the sidewal k. Here he saw what Monk and Ham had been unable to observe because of the
darkness. At the end of the sidewal k, thrust out into the waters of the |agoon, was a wharf
substantial enough, and noored to this was a small island schooner and a speedboat. They were held
away fromthe dock by buffer poles

A few grains of sand, not yet washed away, indicated the route up the sidewal k taken by Monk and
Ham Doc did not follow the wal k, but noved into the jungle at the side. He seened to progress
through the tangle w thout much difficulty.

Reaching the steps, he clinbed a short | ava | edge, and beyond the growh was |ess of a |labyrinth
He noted, also, that the larger trees had been trimed down; in fact, there was no growh with thick
stenms or any consi derabl e hei ght.

That suggested the possibility that the jungle was being kept down to permt a view of the |agoon
and beach from some spot higher up; and also that the growh was thinned out so that bullets woul d
penetrate it

Then Doc found a shelter covered with vines. It was of sheet iron. Fromthe sidewalk it woul d be
unnoti ceabl e. The bronze man |istened, decided it was enpty, and eased inside. The odor of tobacco
snoke was recent

There was a wide slit fromwhich the trail could be commanded, and on a shelf beside it lay a
strange kind of pistol. Doc lifted the weapon. An airgun. But with a special barrel, larger than the
usual .177 or .22 caliber

The bronze man pointed it at the floor and pulled the trigger. There was a cough, and sticking in
the packed earth floor suddenly was a small dart. Doc picked it up. The end was coated with sone
ki nd of chemi cal, a sticky stuff

Doc examined the sidewal k and found faint marks where a shoe had scuffed, and where a hand had
clawed the soft nuck at the side of the walk.

Strai ghtening, |istening, the bronze man heard and saw nothing. He left the sidewal k quickly,
advancing along it a few yards, and gliding into the jungle. Nothing as yet could be seen of what

| ay ahead, due to the violence of the rain

Qut of the back pack, Doc drew a conpact mcro-wave radio transmtter and receiver, one of the
type of portable outfits which broadcasting conpani es use for so-called man-on-the-street prograns,
only a great deal nore conpact. Earphone and transmitter were one piece, |ike European style

tel ephones. The rest of the instrunent was, in fact, a part of this headpi ece

"Renny," Doc said softly.

Renny answered. He was waiting, tuned in on the plane’'s portable outfit

Doc Savage expl ai ned, "Monk and Hamran into sone trouble."

"Holy cow You nean they’ ve been killed?"

"It is inmpossible to tell yet. They were w nged by drugged darts fired froman air pistol. And
they' ve evidently been carried off."

Renny’s voice in the tiny radio runbled, "I'Il cone right ashore and—

"On the contrary,"” Doc directed, "you will take the plane into the air. H gh Lar by now knows we
are on the island. Until we have sone idea of the layout, no telling what kind of trap we can fal
into."

Renny was silent after he got his orders. They did not appeal to himat first, then he saw the
sensi bl e angl e. He pondered

"Where do you want us to go with the plane?" he asked

"Get up high and fly at idling speed. W have enough fuel. But keep out of sight of the island."
"Want us to keep in touch with you by radi o? That the idea?"

"That's it."



"And you will scout around?"

"Yes."

"That don't seemto nme to be the safest thing in the world," Renny remarked. "But if it's your
idea, it goes."

THAT ended the conversation, and Renny stared at the radi ophone thoughtfully. Part of the
successful co6peration which existed between Doc Savage and his five men was due to the freedomw th
which it was understood they could express opinions.

If they didn't like a plan of Doc’'s, they said so. And if they didn't want to follow his

commands, they were free to say so, although the latter rarely happened. They were nmen with
intelligence to think for thenselves. That accounted for their success.

Renny shouted, "I guess we stand by! Long Tom you and Johnny get ready to cast off. I'Il run up
on the anchors with the nmotors and we'll try to pull them aboard. No use cutting them | oose. They
cost al nost a hundred apiece."

He reached forward and cut the ignition switches on, touched the starter buttons, and the big
notors began turning over slowy. They nade very little noise, thanks to the silencing system
attached to the exhaust stacks.

By now Long Tom and Johnny shoul d have appeared at his side to clinb out on the nose and westle
with the anchors. They hadn’t. Renny turned his head inpatiently.

He cane up bolt upright in the pilot’s seat.

"Hey—hey—holy cow " Renny charged aft.

Every one in the plane cabin was sitting slunped in his seat.

Lo Lar, the Eurasian wonan, was farthest toward the stern, and she was handcuffed to a brace.
@Qundy, their tricky guide, sat across fromLo Lar, |ikew se handcuffed. Near the front of the cabin
sat pretty Lam Benbow, and across the aisle, Long Tom and in front of him Johnny. Burke Benbow
occupi ed a seat in about the mddle of the cabin.

Al this Renny saw as he rushed aft. And something else as well. Long Tonis coat pocket—t gaped
open. And in it, weighting it down, were grenades filled with Doc’s anaesthetic gas—tam across from
Long Tom-Her hand hangi ng over the seat, in easy reach of Long Tonis pocketful of grenades-All the
other arms were | ocked up, against a break by Lo Lar and Gundy—

Queer —Fhe girl’s hand—Renny’s nmind seened to be getting disconnected fromhis body. He staggered,
hit the edge of a seat, turned sidewi se, tried to catch hinself. He fell.

Sensation in his mnd was of a soft, velvet darkness traveling in a wave, dragging sepia behind
it. It was pleasant. Alnpst a welcone relief fromthe strain he was under.

Renny turned slowy onto his back, but did not know that he did so, and because it is sonehow
natural for men on their backs to snore, he snored.

There was no novenent inside the plane. The big notors turned over, but slowy, so that the

anchor lines were barely slackened. Raindrops spanged on the propellers. The plane rocked, saw ng
back and forth at the end of the lines which held it.

On the plane floor, alnost under Lam Benbow s fingers, bits of glass glistened faintly in the
glare froman occasional lightning flash. The shell of the anaesthetic bonb which had put them all
out .

FI FTEEN mi nutes or so later, a stout |aunch cane cruising slowy across the turbul ent, dark,

rai n-swept | agoon. The craft was decked over; but near the bow, clinging to the rail, stood four men
with a nachi ne gun.

They peered into the wet nmel strom of the night as the | aunch noved back and forth, raking the

| agoon in a search for the plane.

One man barked. They lifted the machine gun. Qther nen aft got another gun ready, and grenades.

Then, warily, on the upwi nd side so gas woul d not reach them they approached the big plane. They
seened to expect resistance, but, encountering none, clinbed aboard.

They left the cabin door open for sone tine before they dared get inside. They could see the

notionl ess figures, and couldn’'t understand—until they di scovered the shell of the broken

anaest hetic bonb.

One of the nen—he was nostly white—picked up Lam Benbow s sl eepi ng hand and gravely shook it.

"Nice job," he said.

They | oaded the sleeping forms into the |aunch, binding Long Tom Johnny and Renny. Then they
removed enough of the mechani smfrom each notor of the plane to nake certain the craft could not be
put into the air.

The | aunch ran through the short, chopping waves and the rain, which was grow ng | ess violent.

One man stood at the bilge punp and kept it going. It was necessary to shade eyes with hands to keep
the stinging drops from hindering vision. The rain washed the faces of the sl eeping prisoners.

The | aunch bunped into the dock al ongsi de which the schooner lay. There was a great deal of
westling with boat hooks and straining with fenders, but the craft was nade fast and the captives
heaved onto the pier. A nan went to the schooner and stanped twi ce on the deck. Men came out to help
with the captives.



The prisoners were carried up the sidewal k, up the sharp flight of steps. The nen noved quietly

in the intense darkness. Arnmed nen skirted the group, with flashlights ready.

But they did not turn the beans on, for nothing happened to break the npnotony, except that once

a man stunbled, as he carried the bul ky formof Renny, to his knees, and grow ed, "Wo tripped nme?"
But anot her voice nuttered, "Sorry. I'Il help you carry the big lug." And after that they went
easily until they reached a stone wall.

The wall was perfectly smooth, not of natural rock, nor of concrete, either, but of sone
artificial obsidian that was white and polished, |like marble

There was a doorway in this wall, perfectly round, rimed with a shiny, black border about a foot
wi de. The prisoner caravan passed through. The door closed behind them

They were in a perfectly round passage, dinmy lighted. A strange kind of passage, walled with
stuff that |ooked like the blue mrrors sonmetimes used in stores. It progressed straight for thirty
feet, dimy lighted, then met a cross passage in a T

"Right," a man said

As the caval cade rounded the corner, there was a slight stir. A shadow, barely distinguishable in
the dimlight, seened to detach itself and take to the other passage. This was such a soundl ess
phenonenon that one of the men, noticing, hesitated, thinking he mght be m staken. He | ooked back
The outer door of the round tunnel had closed. It was of steel

After a nonment, the nan who had noted the shadow decided to investigate. He noved to the nmouth of
the cross passage, and cast his flashlight down it. There was nothing, as far as the beam reached
The man kept the light on a nonment only, then extinguished it and got back in line. He hadn't

much faith that he had seen anything, so he was carel ess

The carel essness prevented his noticing danp footprints on the passage floor, |eaving the colum
and turning down the other tunnel. The prints were far apart, as though the one who nade them had
literally bounded

As a matter of fact, Doc Savage had travel ed fast when he left the colum

Chapter XVI. THE OCTOPUS, AND FEATHERS

THE bronze man, despite his nmuscular control, held himself rigid for some seconds after the
flashlight beam went off. He was crouched in a niche, behind a heavy blue velvet drapery. He felt
behind him A w ndow, all right; but outside, limed by the departed |ightning, he saw heavy stee
shutters, a grating affair fastened with a padl ock

Doc’s fingers explored the padl ock; he had studied | ocks and could pick al nost any of them But
this one was possibly the only type that woul d defeat him a good conbination type; instead of
opening with a key, one made a conbination with a knob

The drapes were heavy in his fingers. He started to tear a strip fromone side, with the idea of
Wi ping up his danp footprints before they were di scovered and—

Foot st eps! Sone one returning! The man who had seen the bronze man | eave the caravan, suspicious
was com ng back. A flashlight dabbed white

"Hey!" the man barked. "Hey—hey! You fella come chop-chop! Sone fella foot nmakee all sane wet
step ‘longside floor!"

That was the tip-off that the bronze man was discovered. O would be, in a nmoment. Doc gl anced
from behind the drapes

The colum with the prisoners had conme back to the intersection and was standing staring. Now
they advanced. They were interested in the tracks, and gave little attention to the captives, who
still slept.

Doc withdrew, watched his chance, and nanaged to | eave the wi ndow recess. He whi pped down the
passage, around an angle, and brought up against a solid door. He tried it. Locked. Rather, fastened
securely on the other side—there was not even a keyhole on this side

The bronze man tested the material on the door with the point of his belt buckle. Steel. No
chance of breaking through bare-handed. And the Hi gh Lar nmen were getting cl oser—

Doc di pped a hand inside his clothing. He carried very little equipnment, other than the
|I'ife-preserver pack which had held the apparatus for seeing in the dark. Nothing—not a thing that
coul d be used as a weapon. Not even gas or snoke bonbs. No gun—He never carried a gun

Doc’s fl ake-gol d eyes fixed on the source of the indirect lighting. The bul bs gl owed faint behind
col ored gl ass. Lights—Fhere would be fuses. Al lights had fuses. The bronze man got the belt buckle
r eady.

A quick fist blow shattered a glass panel. And it was the work of fractional seconds to spin the
bul b out of its socket and insert the point of the belt buckle—t was the ol d-fashioned kind of
buckle with a point and a series of perforated holes

Wth a cat-spit sputter, colored sparks that foamed out of the socket, the lights went out. Fuse
bl own! Doc went back al ong the passage. He travel ed quickly, clanmping the infra-light goggles to his
eyes.

The men stood around the angle in the hall. One was swearing, funbling in his soaked clothing for
a light. They had dropped the prisoners. The man seeking the flashlight started to draw it out
Doc went silently, reached the man, wenched the light out of his fingers, crashed it against the



floor. They could not see him but he could see them thanks to the infra-light contrivance. That
sinplified his next noves. He swerved through the group to the prisoners.

Doc passed up his own aides.

He picked up Burke Benbow, and raced, carrying the man, toward the exit.

ESCAPE proved sinple. The door guards were standing in the blackness, not aware what was

happeni ng, but not leaving their job of guarding the exit. It was a sinple matter to stride silently
to themand drop themw th fist blows. As easy as fighting blind nmen.

The door had a sinple bar, nodernistic. Doc opened the panel and passed out, carrying Burke

Benbow.

Rai n washed agai nst the bronze nman's giant, netallic figure as he whi pped down the sidewal k to

the beach. He turned right, went down the beach. He did not keep close to the jungle, as Mnk and
Ham had done earlier. He got out in the edge of the water, where the poundi ng waves woul d speedily
wi pe his tracks out of the sand.

Two hundred yards Doc covered. By that tine he seemed to have reached sone kind of plan, because

at one point there cane into existence for a brief nonent the small, strange, exotic trilling sound
which was the bronze nman’s unconscious habit in nonents of intense nental activity, or when he
surnmounted a cul m nating obstacle, usually of nental character.

Doc went into the jungle, |owered Burke Benbow and exam ned the nman. Doc knew the synptons of the
coma which came fromthe anaesthetic gas, although he had no neans of knowing that it was the gas
whi ch had overcone Burke Benbow. The nan, Doc concluded, would regain his senses in fifteen m nutes
or so.

Doc gave the man’s jaw a fist crack of enough force to insure his remaining sensel ess at | east

hal f an hour.

Then the bronze nman clinbed a convenient tree—not a palm but a tree which had a great nunber of
conceal i ng | eaves. Doc strapped Benbow there, in a crotch, by his own belt. He was careful that the
man’'s head did not hang back so he woul d make a noise with his breathing.

Doc | eft Burke Benbow there. Plunging into the |agoon—he |eft the black-1ight apparatus conceal ed
ashore—the bronze man swamin the direction of the plane.

THE wind and rain still |ashed the |agoon, so it was easier to take great breaths at intervals,
and swmthe rest of the time beneath the surface where there was not so nmuch turbul ence.

The first time out the bronze man missed the plane. He turned |left, and came back parallel to his
route. Again a miss. The third tinme, however, he found it. Al of fifteen mnutes were required in
this operation, although the plane was not many hundred feet offshore.

C i nbi ng aboard, Doc went inmediately to the kits of equipnment. The men had not bot hered these,
nor had they left a man aboard. Doubtless they intended to send sone one back to strip the plane.
Doc’s goal was the portable chemical |aboratory w thout which Monk never set off on a trip, if he
could help it. Doc opened the box with its array of chemcals, surprisingly conplete in view of its
conpact ness.

The bronze man worked over the chemicals for sone mnutes. Apparently the operation was taking
nmore time than he anticipated, because he kept consulting his watch, waterproof enough to survive so
far with the correct tine.

Finally the bronze man had two bottles of chem cals which he had mixed, and with these in his

cl ot hing he swam ashore.

Bur ke Benbow was awake. In another few m nutes he woul d have succeeded in extricating hinself and
descending the tree. But he still seemed confused when Doc arrived with the strange ease which his
remar kabl e muscles pernmitted on the |inb besi de Benbow.

"What -sho— Benbow funbl ed his words.

"Doc Savage," Doc enlightened him

"l -eh—you— Benbow fell silent a nonent, getting hinself organized. "The—+tet’'s see—tast |

remenber, we were sitting in the plane, getting ready to take off. And ny sister—ay— He paused and
was queerly quiet for a few seconds.

" Sonet hi ng happened,” he finished. "It felt like | was going to sleep."

Doc Savage said calmy, "The H gh Lar nen seemto have raided the plane and succeeded in taking
you of f."

"But ny sister— Benbow paused.

"She is still alive, but in H gh Lar’s hands," Doc said.

"Er—yes; that was what | was going to ask you," Benbow said. But he didn’'t sound as though that
was what he had intended to ask.

Doc said, "W might as well get down out of the tree. You see, | nanaged to get you away fromthe
others in a fight. They still have ny nen, and Pat."

Benbow gritted his teeth with a noi se audible over the storm

"I"d give ny life to free that sister of mne!" he said, somewhat too violently.

They started to get down out of the tree. It was very dark, and before they descended far they
had an acci dent. Burke Benbow slipped out of Doc’s hands, apparently, and the bronze man, seizing



wildly for him struck Benbow s head and caused it to crash against the tree. Benbow was knocked
sensel ess.

Doc | owered himquickly to the ground. Then he poured the contents of one of the bottles, which
he had mixed and filled from Mnk’s chenical case, over Benbow.

When Benbow awakened he groaned.

"I"msorry," Doc Savage said calny.

"Yean—dh- huh," Benbow nunbl ed. He touched his jaw. "Say, you didn't hit me on the jaw up there in
the tree. Wonder where | got this lunmp."

"There was quite a bit of excitenment," Doc said. Which was the truth, but not the correct

expl anation of the sock on the jaw

"Well, what shall we do?" Benbow asked.
"You stay here," Doc said. "I amgoing out to see what can be done." He seened to nuse in silence
a monent. "It may be difficult finding the plane,” he said.

"So you're going to the plane," Benbow remarked.
"You stay here," Doc repeated, giving the inpression he was going to the plane.
The bronze man noved away, and was |ost in the darkness.

BENBOW st ood rubbing his jaw, then his head, and finally he grinned thinly, wolfishly. He noved
away. H s manner showed an entire famliarity with the jungle. He went directly to the circular door
in the strange, snooth wall. He was, of course, confronted by arned guards.

He spoke to the guards sharply, and they admitted him showi ng hima great deal of deference.
"Show me to the prisoners,” Benbow directed. "I want to | ook them over."

He was escorted to a door which had a narrow ventilating slit. He turned off the light in the

hall so those within the roomcould not identify any one |ooking in through the slit. Burke Benbow
put an eye to the slit.

He could see Monk, Ham Long Tom Johnny, Renny and his own sister, Lam These six captives were
handcuffed to a | ong chain which was fastened at each end to pillars supporting the ceiling. They
sat in disconsol ate silence.

Benbow chuckl ed at the sight. Then he drew back fromthe slit so those inside could not identify
hi s voi ce.

"Take me to ny wife," he directed.

He was shown to Lo Lar.

Lo Lar, the Eurasian wonan, sprang up when she saw Burke Benbow. A renarkable change cane over
the strange Oriental features of Lo, and she rushed forward with a small sound. She ki ssed Burke
Benbow ecstatically.

"You' ve done wonderful work, darling!" She kissed himagain. "Such acting! | was afraid you
couldn’t carry it on for days. But you did."

Bur ke Benbow nodded, then passed a pal mover his forehead as though nmenory was bringing out
perspiration.

"Don't think | wasn't worried several times," he nmuttered. "Take back there in New York. Wen I
left Doc Savage that tine to get the flight here to the island with Pat Savage organi zed—take t hat
time. | sure figured Savage woul d get wise. He would have too, if | hadn’t pulled that fake about
being a prisoner, and escaping at that filling station."

"That was clever, ny sweet," Lo Lar told himadnmiringly.

"Yeah; | got away with it." Benbow licked his lips. "Wen you put anything over on this Doc
Savage, you’'ve got to be good."

He went to the door, rang a bell, and Gundy appeared.

"N ce work, Gundy," Benbow said. "Doc Savage is swinming out to the plane. Take the powerboats

out there and take plenty of poison gas. Lay a gas barrage across the lagoon. Let the wind carry it
over the plane. Then go into it with masks and try to get this Savage."

"If that doesn't work?"

"He still doesn’t suspect nme of being High Lar," Burke Benbow said.

Gundy took his departure to carry out the orders, and Burke Benbow turned again to Lo Lar.

"You are sure," asked Lo Lar with abrupt uneasiness, "that Savage does not suspect you?"

"Of course not." Benbow felt of his clothing. "I feel sticky, for sone reason or other. Wit a
mnute, while | change."

HE went into another room and was gone some ten m nutes. \Wen Benbow reappeared, he was a strange
figure, suddenly exotic. He had put several jeweled rings on his fingers, and he was wearing a
dressing gown which was a regal flow ng robe of a fabric conposed of woven, tinted feathers of
tropical birds. It was not gaudy, aboriginal. It was rich. Sunptuous. Like kingly erm ne.

And an unpl easant kind of change had come over Benbow hinsel f, as if donning the garments had
altered his inner character, or at |east brought it out

"We got World-Air Air Lines, at least," he told Lo Lar arrogantly.

"Yes," murnured Lo Lar, "we did. And you are one step nearer the goal you desire."

The exotically beautiful Lo Lar was nearer the true Oriental than ever. (bedi ence of their men,



admration for them is a characteristic of the Oriental woman. And Lo Lar was nothing if not
adm ring of Burke Benbow.

Bur ke Benbow took a seat on a nodernistic, weird-Iooking green |eather chair. He seened to be
deep in thought.

"Wth Wrld-Air as a start, we can gradually take over the other United States lines," he said
confidently. "The other lines will begin having accidents, and their passenger traffic will drop off
and drop off.

"When the time is right, we will parallel all their lines with our own, and nmake a great
patriotic display in the newspapers of |osing noney to give Americans safe transportation in the
air. That will finish off conpetition."

"Then," Lo Lar said, plainly telling Benbow what he wanted to hear, "we will work the same net hod
on European air lines."

That obvi ously pl eased Benbow. H's head went back, his chest out, and suddenly he arose and
struck a head pose which has becone popular with dictators.

"l shall control the aérial industry of the world," he said. "Control it, you hear!"

I T nust have been all of an hour afterward, and the rain had ceased entirely, although it was
still dark. Gundy cane into the room

"No trace of Doc Savage," he said.

Bur ke Benbow swore so violently that Gundy | ooked very ill at ease.

"We will dispose of those prisoners," Benbow said.

@undy grinned, nodded—then his face straightened out "Your—your sister?" he gasped. "Wat about
her ?"

Benbow scowl ed. "She has caused no end of trouble. Wen she first began bothering me, weeks ago,
I thought | could get rid of her by telling her | was worried over losing nmy air line. But it didn't
work. She followed ne to New York. She didn't know | was going there to work this trick with Doc
Savage to get hold of World-Air. She doesn't suspect yet that | am Hi gh Lar."

"WIIl |I-shall we—= Even Gundy coul d not conceive that Burke Benbow m ght be intending to execute
his own sister.

"We may have to," Burke Benbow said, and there was sonething fanatic about his face.

Lo Lar | ooked at him strangely.

"H gh Lar"-she seened to have trouble with her words—your sister—your own sister?"

Benbow | ooked at her. "Well," he said. "W'I| see. W' Il see." And he funbled with one of his
finger rings.

"You have to trap Doc Savage," Lo Lar reminded him

Profanity cane from Benbow. "O course. But that will not be difficult. One man against all of
us? W& have himhere on this island—shere we decoyed himall the way from New York."
Lo Lar’'s exquisitely shaped face was thoughtful. "I have thought at tines that Savage knew who

you were," she said.

"l mpossi bl e. Why woul d he ever conme here from New York, bringing me?"

"Because you sent Pat Savage here."

"Incidental ly," said Benbow, "put Pat Savage with the other prisoners. She doesn’'t know who | am
of course?"

"She does not know."

Benbow nodded, then funbled with the ring on his finger once nore. He | ooked down.

There was a strange red patch on the finger.

"Must have got agai nst sone kind of poisonous plant," he said. "Ch, well, there’'s nothing
dangerous on this island." He dism ssed the red spot on his finger.

"Just what do you want ne to do to the prisoners?" Gundy asked.

"Put themin with the octopus,"” Benbow said.

"Eh?"

"You heard me."

Gundy nodded. "I have the men hunting Savage," he said uneasily.

"We' ||l get Savage," Benbow decl ared.

Lo Lar said again, "I still cannot help thinking that Doc Savage knows who you are, Burke."

"I mpossible, | tell you!"™ Benbow snorted. "Knowing ny identity, do you think he would have taken

the chance of having nme al ong?"

"l noticed," Lo Lar remarked, "that there was never a weapon where you could get at it. Not until
you crept forward and got one of those anaesthetic bonbs from Long Tonmi s pocket—-and broke it beside
your sister’s hand—did you have a chance to resist if you had wanted to."

"Doc Savage," said Benbow, "is not that clever."

Chapter XVvIl. MALADY

DOC SAVAGE had a great deal of physical endurance. He clung to a thin silk cord against the side
of High Lar’s strange, nodernistic castle on the island—ncreasing noonlight showed that the place
was literally a great box of a castle.



The silk cord ran up to a padded grappl e which was hooked over the edge of the roof. Doc had
tossed it up there. He had also quietly broken the glass in a narrow wi ndow, after clinbing to it.
Now he was pouring through the wi ndow a quantity of liquid fromthe second of the bottles which
he had m xed and filled from Monk’s chemni cal case on the plane.

This enptied the bottle. The bronze man had al ready poured sone of the stuff through two other

wi ndows.

Doc descended the cord, retreated into the jungle cautiously, and calmy sat down to wait.
Through the thick foliage he could see the castle. It was all white, |ike Morish structures, but
without their ornate lines. Painfully extreme noderni smwas everywhere.

The bronze man noted that the breeze, while not the gale which had bl own earlier, was still
strong. And it blew in through the w ndows which he had opened to deposit the contents of his
bottl e.

He seened satisfied.

Later, when he heard a scream a sharp, agonized shriek, frominside the nodernistic building,
Doc | ooked even nore pleased. Wich neant that he nust have been delighted indeed, since he so
rarely showed enoti on.

THE howl cane again.

It was Burke Benbow s voi ce. Benbow was rubbing his eyes—digging at them rather, with his
fingers.

Lo Lar sprang to his side, seizing his hands, dragging themby nain strength away from his eyes.
"What —what is it?" she gasped.

Benbow groaned. "I just rubbed ny eyes— He stared at his fingers, his orbs watering. Suddenly he
screeched, "My hands! Look!"

The hands had turned red and boil ed-1o00king up into his sleeves.

Gundy cane | eaping into the room wanting to know what had happened.

Benbow swore at him

"Get out of herel" he ordered. "It's just sone kind of poisoned plant | got against in the
jungle. Go and get rid of those prisoners!”

"Your —si st er—+00?" Gundy asked hesitantly.

"OF course!”

@undy backed out of the room | ooking queer. He was followed by Lo Lar, who stopped himin the
hal | way out of earshot of Burke Benbow.

"Keep the sister alive," Lo Lar said in a | ow voi ce.

" But —

Lo Lar frowned. "You know that ny word is final here. It was | who married H gh Lar and gui ded
himuntil he is what he is to-day. He even bears ny name, as is the customof ny people. Go do as |
tell you."

Gundy nodded and shuffled off, squinting at a reddi sh patch on his own arm but wthout nuch
interest. He knew that Lo Lar, the Eurasian worman, was really the guiding genius of H gh Lar, his
brains, his balance wheel. And if she said spare Lam Benbow, spare Lamit was. Gundy rather
preferred it that way. A man who woul d nurder his own sister—

Lam Benbow was unfastened fromthe other captives and | ed away.

Then nearly a score of nmen fell upon the chained prisoners. They were held while the chain was
unfastened fromthe colums, and then chain, captives, and all were dragged into a huge, round
chanber, a kind of theater situated in the very center of the building.

The vast roomwas a theater only in that there was a bal cony up near the roof from which
observers coul d | ook down. Sonmehow it had al ways rem nded Gundy of the Aquariumin New York City,
but without the glass fish tanks around the sides. There was a pool of water, very shallow, in the
m ddle, like the New York Aquarium

The octopus renmined in the pool nost of the tine, although it sonetinmes retired to a dark,
artificial cave at one end, where the water was deeper. But the octopus was out in the center of the
pool now.

It was one of the giant deep-water type. Gundy happened to know there were records of much bigger
oct opuses, but he had never seen them This one, neasuring sonething near thirty feet when fully
spanned, was vi ol ent -1 ooki ng enough.

It was shaded, being the color of arifle barrel on top, and nore or |ess the hue of an

el ephant’ s skin underneath, where the suckers were. The hide was puckered, unbelievably winkled
around the sucker cups that were like little volcanic craters, thousands of themstretched in lines
al ong the under side of the numerous arns. The arns converged in a vile sack of a body that was
rem ndful of the bloated mi|k udder of a cow, but roughly egg-shaped; and the two eyes stood up
above the surface of the body in a fashion that was chilling, especially when the two incredible
orbs noved in a queerly human fashion to observe anything near.

The octopus was ugly. It cane up on its arns |like a pugnaci ous bul | dog when the nen and the

pri soners appeared.

"Use the rods!" Gundy roared.



Instantly men sprang forward with extrenely | ong banboo pol es which were wound with separated
strands of bare copper wire that were charged with high-frequency current froma battery and coils
attached to the heavy end of the rods.

The octopus, with a remarkabl e show of intelligence for such a thing, seened to know and renmenber
t he shocking power of the rods. It withdrew, sidewi se, its two eyes |like hard-boiled eggs w thout
their shells, and bl ackened in two spots.

The ends of the prisoners’ chain were nade fast to two separated rings in the floor.

The captives were then ungagged.

"Yell," @undy said, "Yell like hell, boys"—he |ooked at Pat—and girl. Yes, yell your heads off.
It will keep the thing scared off for a while. And anyway, it only takes one of you at a tine."
Bi g-fisted Renny stared at the man. "It’s inconceivable to ne that you or anybody el se would pull

sonmething as crazy as this."

@Qundy hesitated. He | ooked at his arm The red had spread and covered nost of his forearm That
seened to worry him

"It's not crazy!" he snapped. "It's an idea Lo Lar got fromthe pirates who raised her. You see,
we want information fromyou fellows. You know very well we're going to kill you, so we couldn’'t
very well get information out of you by ordinary neans. This is an extraordinary neans."

"What do you want to know?"

"Doc Savage happens to be very weal thy," GQundy said. "Hi gh Lar could use that noney. Doc, |
understand, also has a secret source of gold somewhere. W could use that, too."

"Go to blazes!" Renny said.

"Of course. You would say that. We'Il see if the tune changes."

Gundy now | ooked at his arm then he glanced at his nmen, and for the first tine noticed sone of
t hem were show ng reddi sh patches.

THEN there was a shout ringing through the great buil ding.

"Doc Savage!" the voice cried. "The guards saw himin the jungle!"

GQundy rapped at his nmen, "Get out there and help hunt!"

The men raced through the building, got their weapons, and charged out into the open air. Dawn
had conme suddenly, as it does in the tropics, and they peered about. |t seened very hazy.

"He was seen over here!" a voice shouted.

The men ran toward the sound.

Doc Savage watched themrun. The bronze nan had showed hinsel f deliberately, then dodged back
into the jungle, circled, and was watching the round door. There seened to be no other entrance to
the pl ace.

Doc did not seem particularly concerned, nor in any great hurry. Rather, he was waiting for
sonet hi ng and watching the hunters. He saw one of themrun headlong into a tree, and nodded
slightly, as though he had expected that.

The man who had crashed into the tree recoiled and rubbed his eyes. Suddenly he emtted a groan
of pain. This drew another nman, who said, "Dam this haze! Wat’'s wong?"

"I hit atree."

"Where are you?" called another voice. "Wat’'s wong?"

This speaker was no nore than fifteen feet away.

"Over here," the tree hitter gul ped.

"Damm this haze!" said the other. "I can't see half a dozen feet in front of ny face."

There was no haze whatever in the air. It was a bright sunlight nmorning, very clear after the
rain of the night before.

Doc Savage left the jungle and wal ked calmy to the round door. Two guards stood there, shading
their eyes and peering about.

Doc changed his voice, made it an alnost perfect imtation of Gundy' s tone.

"Watch the door closely," he said.

"Yes, sir," muttered one of the guards. "Isn't this haze thick, though? Kind of a fog, |I reckon."
"All same plentee fog come ‘longside this place," said the other, who was Pol ynesi an.

Doc Savage wal ked into the building. They had not recognized him He took his time—until a sharp
bawl sent him plunging forward. The bawl was Renny’s voice, and when Renny howed in fright it was
bad.

Doc had the bad luck to cone out, drawn by Renny’s roars, on the bal cony above the pool, instead
of down bel ow. And he had the worse luck to crash headlong into Burke Benbow and two of his nen.
Instantly they seized the bronze man.

Lo Lar, behind the nen, cried out wildly. She ran closer and peered, as if a haze prevented her
seeing properly. Then she recogni zed Doc and sprang to one side.

A smal|l nmetal chair stood there. She seemed to find it largely by touch, picked it up, ran
forward, located Doc struggling with the three nen, and struck.

The first time, the bronze nan dodged successfully. He had a vast advantage. Cbviously his foes
could hardly see. But the chair hit himas Lo Lar swing again.

Trying to get away, Doc dragged hinself and his men foes, by main strength, across the bal cony.



Then they were against the rail above the pool, which was a spidery affair of shiny netal and
colored wool. Lo Lar was stumbling blindly about behind them

TVENTY feet or so bel ow, another grimtableau was bei ng enacted. The octopus, advancing on the

chain of prisoners, had unfortunately selected Renny as its first victim It had all its |long arns
wrapped around Renny. But it was holding its ugly body well clear of Renny's big fists.
Renny had evidently connected a good one to one eye of the thing, because the eyelids, like

inch-thick curtains of slime, were blinking rapidly over the orb.

Renny tore at the tentacles, but helplessly. Hs flesh split at times before one of the suckers

woul d cone | oose.

And abruptly, up above, the rail broke. The four struggling nen cane down end over end, squarely

on the tangl ed great dark splotch that was the octopus. The thing |l et out a sound at the inpact, one
of the weird noises that the creatures make.

Then the octopus gave Renny up as a bad job, and industriously wapped itself around the cluster

of nmen which had fallen upon it. For nonents there was a boil of octopus, nen’s arns, |egs, faces;
there was screaming and grunting and cursing. And suddenly the octopus nade off into the water with
four victims—Burke Benbow, Doc, and two others. It went into the deep water, for it was the habit of
the thing to take live prey below, like an alligator, and drown it.

Doc by now had a knife out. It had a snall blade, but he slashed and dug, perforating the wall of

t he suckers which held hi msonething that took a great deal of cal mess under the circunstances. And
suddenly he was free. He swamto the surface, scranbled out of the pit, and ran to the prisoners.
The man of bronze saw that the chain would defeat him

"Where are the keys?"

"@undy’'s got them" Mnk said. "Say, | can’t see anything."

Doc went in search of Gundy. He found the man feeling his way along a wall, alnobst blind.

TWO days | ater, Ham got around to telling Munk, "You never could see nuch, anyway."

For once Monk felt too pleased generally to answer. The aides were working on their big plane,
replacing the parts which had been renpved. And a test had shown the big ship ready for the air,
prepared to take them back to Anerica.

On shore, all was settled. The H gh Lar nmen were to be returned to Doc Savage’'s institution for
curing crimnals. That might take tinme, but a tranp steanmer, summopned by radio, was on its way to
get them

Lo Lar herself seened to have changed. The death of H gh Lar—Burke Benbow-had broken sonet hing

wi thin her. She had coll apsed, lain silent and hardly breathing for hours.

During the period when the woman was in a coma, Doc had administered antidotes for the blindness
whi ch had afflicted every one but hinself. The cause, as he had expl ai ned, was the funes of the acid
whi ch he had poured on Burke Benbow, and also enptied through the wi ndows of the building. A
concoction of acids, rather, which he had m xed from Monk’s chem cal |aboratory.

At first, as the bronze man expl ai ned, he had intended trying to nake Burke Benbow thi nk he had
given themall the gerns of an imaginary tropical disease to which only he hinself knew the cure.
That had not proved necessary, though.

Then Lo Lar recovered—and showed just how changed she was. She called Doc to her and expl ai ned
that, as Hi gh Lar’s wi dow, she had inherited the man’s vast personal possessions. And Hi gh Lar, as
the bronze man and his ai des di scovered by examining his records, was even nore powerful financially
than they had realized.

But Lo Lar, his w dow, broken in spirit, stated that she wanted to turn everything over to the
bronze man to be returned to the fornmer owners.

That startling act on the part of Lo Lar had changed Doc’s aides’ attitude toward her sonewhat.
And she had nade it easier by volunteering, once she heard about Doc’s "crimnal curing”
institution, to becone a patient. That was rather desirable, Doc admitted.

H gh Lar, of course, had died. Doc and his nmen di sposed of the octopus, but it had been too late.
Lam Benbow di d not know her brother was Hi gh Lar. She never knew it. She had been rescued from
her cell and led to believe that her brother had died in hel ping Doc.

Protecting Lamwas partially Johnny's idea. The gaunt archaeol ogi st and geol ogi st seened to be
getting the edge on Long Tomin the conpetition for the young wonan’s affections.

MONK and Ham having finished with the plane, paddl ed ashore in a dinghy.

They nmet tall, bony Johnny, taking a constitutional along the beach. Johnny’'s head was back, and
he was wearing a big, boyish grin.

"You old goat!" Ham said to Johnny. "You and your big words have that girl dazzled. You should be
ashaned! "

"What's the matter with nmy marrying Lan?" demanded Johnny.

"You' re too old," said Ham

"1"11 be superamal gamated if | aml" snapped Johnny. "I'mstill in the prime of life! Wy, | feel

like a two-year-old!"



"A two-year-ol d?" said Mnk.
"Yes."
"Horse or egg?" inquired the honmely Mk unkindly.

THE END



