THE GREEN EAGLE
A Doc Savage Adventure By Kenneth Robeson
- Chapter |. THE MYSTERI QUS McCAI N

Chapter 11. WATER AND FOOD

Chapter 111. FINDI NG M RA

Chapter 1V. A BAD DAY FOR DUCKS

Chapter V. THE BI G MAN

Chapter VI. THE CASEY ANCESTOR

Chapter VII. | GNORANCE AND DEATH

Chapter VII1. CARGO WEST

Chapter | X. COULEE WAR

Chapter X. THE NEWSBOY

Chapter XI. HORSE TROUGH

Chapter XiI. WHEN BEN CAME BACK

Chapter X II. THE FEATHERED EAGLE

Chapter XlV. LOST TRI CK
- Chapter XV. THE SNAPPER
Chapter |. THE MYSTERI QUS McCAI N
IT was not a suspicion of anything definite around the Broken Circle Dude Ranch that |ed Ben Duck
to goriding in the early night. Ben had no definite suspicions at the beginning of the evening jog,
al t hough before the ride ended, it was a different story.
An intense inward rage really led Ben Duck to go riding.
One of the dude guests had said, "Donald Duck can guide us up to the Forks tonorrow "
Ben Duck overheard this. He got mad and went riding to cool off, and to take stock of hinself.
Because Ben Duck was a genui ne cowboy, it was hurting his dignity to work on a dude outfit. He
particularly resented being called Donal d Duck by guests who were al nost strangers. Donald Duck! It
gave hima sl ow burn.
He rode away alone. He rode the west trail, up through the jack pines that grew in thick green
clusters on the nmountainside. It was steep going. The iron shoes on his pinto pony struck sparks
fromthe flinty rocks. "Easy does it, Patches," he nuttered synpathetically to the horse. Later he
got off and wal ked, digging in with the high heels of his boots, spurs jingling.
He sat on a hilltop and frowned at Woning in the night. In the west, the Teton Muntains were
snow covered and jaggedly majestic and white in the noonlight.
"l’magonna tear into the next dude," Ben said, "that calls ne Donald Duck."
And get fired. And be without a job. And jobs were scarce, even for a top hand. That wasn't the
remedy. Ben shook his head slowy.
If he even | ooked like the novie Donald Duck, or sounded like him it would have been different.
He mi ght have excused the dudes. But, although he had no great admiration for the entertaining
Donal d, he had no desire to ermulate himin action or appearance. Furthernore, he didn't look in the
| east |ike the novie cartoon Donald Duck. O did he?
I f those dudes wanted to call himDonald Duck, he’'d have to take it. The dudes paid eighteen
dollars a day. For that noney, they could call the hired help Donald Ducks if they wanted to.
Precious little of the eighteen dollars a day found its way into Ben's pocket.
No sal ary woul d be worse, however.
The remedy would be sinple. Om a little ranch of his own, a spread in sone valley with a few
dogies. A valley that was not so high up in the nountains that there was killing cold in w nter, but
hi gh enough that summer range could be had up around the tinber line. There was just one difficulty.
It took nmoney to buy a spread. And noney was one thing Ben did not have.
"A danged dude wangler," he described hinmsel f disgustedly.
He thought of what his dad’s opinion would have been of his present status in the world, and
shuddered. O d Man Duck had chased the Indians out of western Montana to nake room for a whoppi ng
big cow outfit, and he rode the crest until he picked a fight with a group of encroaching nesters,
and didn’'t draw qui ck enough. Between the tine they laid A d Man Duck in his grave, and the tine Ben
was big enough to do anything about it, the nesters took over the country and honesteaded all the
Duck range. A bank eventually got the ranch, and an uncle got young Ben. Uncle Spud. About all Uncle
Spud had been able to teach young Ben was to ride, fight, and be honest. Uncle Spud had trapped
beaver for a living. Three years ago he had frozen to death in a March blizzard. Young Ben had gone
out into the world and discovered it was hard to make a |iving punching cows.
"Donal d Duck," Ben said. He said it through his teeth.
After an hour or so he was soothed by the vastness of Wonming in the noonlight. He clinbed on
Pat ches and rode silently down the path. It was purely accident that he was so silent, but he
managed to surprise a man on the path.
Ben pulled the horse to a stop and watched the man ahead. The man was turning around and around
strangel y—and strangely was a mld word for it—en the path. He was a | ong man dressed darkly, except
for his chaps, which were made fromthe hide of a black-and-white pinto pony. Ben recognized the



chaps. He had resented them because the pony skin was the color of Patches’ hide. The nan was

Al bert Panzer, one of the Broken Circle dudes.

Ben wat ched Al bert Panzer stop turning around and around and drop face-down on the path. He nade

a nove to ride forward, but did not. Another man canme out of the greasewood bushes beside the trail
and stooped over the one who had fallen.

BEN DUCK was quite calm He |liked to know exactly what he was doing before he did a thing. So he
did not ride forward. He sat there and watched. The noonlight was bright. Very bright.

The man who had conme out of the bushes was searching Al bert Panzer. Thoroughly, too. Feeling out
garnent seans, scratching buttons with the point of a knife, thrusting a pin into hat felt and belt
leather. Finally he pried off Albert Panzer’s boot heels, exam ning themcarefully, then hanmmered
them back. He had thoughtfully prepared hinself with a hamrer and a piece of nmetal for the operation
on the boot heels.

Ben Duck suddenly deci ded who the searcher was.

"McCain," Ben said, shaping the name soundlessly with his |ips.

It nmust be MCain, although he could not see the man’s face. McCain was one of the dudes. He had
arrived at the Broken Circle four days ago, ostensibly from San Franci sco. Ben Duck had an eerie
feeling about the fellow fromthe first. MCain was so thorough about everything he did. It was
unnatural . Ben had seen McCain practicing horseshoe pitching. MCain had tossed eleven ringers in
successi on. MCain had not known anyone was wat chi ng.

McCain's white hair nade his age indeterm nate, but he was a large man who wal ked with a definite
limp. His blue eyes had a glasslike quality. He spoke very seldomin a rather nasal voice. Mstly he
kept to hinself, |inping about the neighborhood of the ranch.

Linp. . . . Linp. . . . He wasn’t linping now. Ben Duck frowned. It was MCain, all right. But
McCain wasn’t |inping tonight.

Ben felt of his six-shooter. It was one of the dude-ranch props, and wearing it had enbarrassed
him It was | oaded with bl anks, but genuine .45-caliber cartridges studded Ben's wi de stanped

| eat her belt.

Ben started to put genuine bullets in the six-gun in place of the blanks, then changed his m nd.

He was one cowboy who couldn’t hit the side of a bunkhouse with a hand gun. Genui ne cowboys of this
day didn't wear six-guns. He had shot |ots of coyotes on the run with arifle. He didn't have a
rifle, though.

McCain, and he wasn’t I|inping.

McCain finished his exam nation of Al bert Panzer. Apparently he had not taken anything. But what

a thorough search he had gi ven Panzer.

Wi | e Ben Duck was deciding to step forward and bluntly accost MCain, the latter suddenly

vani shed into the greasewood shadows. He went suddenly, silently, and after he disappeared there was
no sound or novenent to show what he had done. He might still be there. He might have gone.

Ben Duck noved his shoul ders inpatiently, because there was a creepy sensation up and down his
back. He decided to put some real bullets in the six-gun anyway. He tilted the cylinder out and
ejected the cylindrical brass blanks into his palm The plunp wei ght of the genuine bullets was
reassuring as he stuffed theminto the cylinder chanbers.

He was conscious of feeling a little dizzy, and then it got quite dark. The darkness was

pl easant, sonmewhat |ike sl eep.

THE next thing Ben Duck knew, a hand was sl apping his face. A voice was saying, "Hey, wake up!"
It was a famliar voice.

It was Al bert Panzer’s voice. Panzer was bending over Ben and sl appi ng hi mand shaking his
shoul ders.

"That’s enough," Ben said. He pushed Panzer away.

Panzer seened to be all right. Panzer looked as if he felt fine. Ben felt all right, too, for
that matter.

"l guess you fainted," Panzer said.

Ben hesitated. Finally, "I guess | did," he said.

Al bert Panzer |aughed shakily. "Maybe it was sonething we ate."
" Eh?"

"l fainted, too."

"You di d?"

"Yes. After | cane to ny senses, | found you lying here."

Ben Duck | ooked around. He was in the sane spot where he had been standi ng when he got dizzy and
it becane dark.
"How was it?" Ben asked.

"WAs what ?"
"Fainting. How d it feel ?"
Panzer said, "I got dizzy. | kept trying to stand up and couldn’t. | renenber | thought it was

the altitude. Say! Maybe it was the altitude!"



"It hit me the sane way," Ben said.

"Probably it was the altitude."

There was a silence. Al bert Panzer was probably thinking. Ben Duck was thinking, too—about

Panzer. Al bert Panzer had been a dude guest of the Broken Circle for alnobst two weeks. It would be
two weeks tonorrow. He had registered from Chi cago. He had said he operated a dressed-poultry

busi ness in Chicago, and he had tal ked a great deal about it. Ben decided he could not put his
finger on anything out-of-the-way about Panzer.

"It must have been the altitude," Al bert Panzer said.

Ben got up and dusted off his tight fawn-col ored whipcord breeches. Such novi e cowboy pantal oons
was anot her thing he detested.

"Uh-huh," he said. "These high altitudes are funny."

They weren't that funny, he thought. He had hunted el k on the highest nmountain peaks in Wom ng,
and the only difference he had noticed was that you had to do a lot of breathing to get your air.
Al bert Panzer bent and picked sonething off the ground. "Here, don't forget this," he said.

Ben | ooked at the object.

"Huh?" he said.

"You dropped it," Panzer explai ned.

"l did?"

"It was lying on your chest," Panzer added.

Ben took the thing. He was interested. The thing was about five inches square and half an inch
thick. It was one of those puzzles where you roll BB-shot into holes. There were—he struck a match
and counted them-ten shot, and ten holes for them Bottom and sides were tin; the top was gl ass.
There was a picture of an eagle, and the holes for the shot were in that. The eagle was green, with
yel | ow beak, yellow talons. There was a verse. A rather goofy verse. It read:

Hand and eye, wanderi ng,

Down and down, ponderi ng,

Up and up, neanderi ng,

North face,

Wns race.

The match he was hol di ng burned Ben Duck’s fingers, and he dropped it, yel ped and sucked a
finger. "That poetry?" he asked.

"It's kind of punk poetry," Al bert Panzer said.

"And it was lying on ny chest?"

"Yes."

"Very remar kabl e,"” Ben Duck sai d.

Remar kabl e mi ght not be the word for it; strange might be a better one. One sure thing, he had
never seen that puzzle gadget before. He shook it, and the buckshot rattled around and two of them
fell into holes. He said, "It’'s an easy puzzle, ain't it?" He put the thing inside his shirt, after
finding it was a little too large for any of his pockets.

There was a flashlight in one of the saddl ebags. Ben used light fromthis to exam ne the ground
very carefully. Al bert Panzer was nade curious by Ben's search. "I lost a dime around sonewhere,"
Ben said. The statenent was not true. He wondered why he was deceiving Panzer.

There was no nore sign of tracks than of a dine.

"You might as well give it up, Donald," Panzer said.

"My name ain’'t Donald," Ben Duck said.

He clinbed on his horse.

The thing didn't end there. Ben had half suspected it wouldn't. He could not bring hinself to

bel i eve that he had fainted there on the trail, he decided after he got back to the ranch. Nor had
it been sonething they’'d had for dinner. Nor the altitude.

Ben laid in his bunk and thought about it. The distant how ing of coyotes made a |ullaby that
finally put himto sleep. The Broken Crcle Ranch m ght be a phony dude outfit, and the cowhands
phony dude wanglers, but at least this was the genui ne West where the coyotes how ed.

Ben awakened violently. Hands were around his throat, choking. There was wei ght across his |egs.
It soaked into Ben's head eventually that two nen were trying to choke him He was a sound
sleeper. It took some nonments to get hinmself organi zed. Meanwhile, no air was entering his |ungs.
He renenbered that he’'d hung his spurs on a nail over his bunk. He groped, found the spurs. They
were el aborate, silver-nounted things, and they had rowels |ike buzz saws.

Wth a spur in each hand, he proceeded to stab and strike. He found a face, concentrated on it.
Judgi ng fromthe sound, he ripped the spur across sone teeth. The nman nmade a small sound of agony,
like a hurt pup.

"Sh-h-h-h!" his conpani on hissed.

The hurt man blew up. "He's ruinin’ ny face!" he squawked. "Help ne!"

The second man let go Ben's | egs. That was a mistake. A cowboy rides all day and uses his legs to
hang onto the horse, so the | egs becone useful. Ben kicked twice, hit a target both tinmes. One
attacker |anded with a | oud noise on the floor.

The other let go Ben's throat, and tried to find Ben’s arms and hold them He failed. Ben gouged



himin the face with the spur and drove hi m away.

"l hadda leggo ‘im" the man gasped.

"Grab himagain," said the man on the floor. "W got to take himout in the hills."

Ben had groped and found his belt with the six-gun. He drew and bl asted away. The shells in the
gun were bl anks, but they didn't sound like it. They were deafening.

The pair of assailants fled. Ben glinpsed their silhouettes briefly against the open door, but
they were too convul sed by fleeing action for himto tell nmuch about them

Ben nade a mistake. He did not wait to draw on his boots. He plunged outside, stabbed his feet on
sharp rocks, speared themon cactus, finally had to stop. He retraced his way to the bunkhouse door
in agony and sat on the stoop, listening to the sounds of two horses going away.

By now, the other cowhands had started appearing. The bunkhouse was a | ong one, and Ben had been
sl eeping alone in a section at the far end which had formerly been a harness room It gave him in
effect, a private room

"I was just takin’ my nightly exercise," Ben told themdryly.

Carl D Or appeared. He owned the Broken Circle. Carl D Or was a man with the clothes ideas of a
novi e hero, and the figure of a pot-bellied financier. He was no cowran, not even a Westerner. Ben
had overheard himcall a heifer a steer, and Ben had thereafter held his own opinions of a boss who
couldn’t tell the sex of a cow.

Carl D Or seened to be enraged. He was holding a | arge white handkerchief to his face, and the
handker chi ef was thoroughly bl ood-soaked.

"What's this dammed uproar?" D Or yell ed.

"Visitors," Ben said.

"Who? Where?" D Or kept the handkerchief to his nose, and it was |arge enough to obscure nost of
his face.

"Last | heard, they was high-tailin’ it for the hills," Ben said. "They tried to choke ne."

" Choke you?"

"l guess maybe it was a robbery," Ben anmended.

D Or coughed into the handkerchief. He seemed to be in a great deal of pain.

"What did they get?" he snapped.

"l dunno," Ben said. "I ain't |ooked."

"Well, look and see,” D Or ordered irritably.

THE puzzle, the little thing of tin and glass and ten steel balls, where you rolled the balls
into holes in a green eagle, was gone. Ben had placed it on the shelf over his bunk, so he was
imedi ately sure that it was gone.

He | ooked in the tangl ed bunk bedcl ot hes, and under the bunk, to nake certain that it had not
merely been jarred off the shelf.

I'n sudden al arm he exami ned the tobacco tin in which he was in the habit of hiding his noney. A
relieved breath escaped him Hi s wealth was intact.

He went back out doors.

"They didn't get nothin'," he said.

"You sure?" D Or asked. D Or still had the handkerchief to his face.

Ben | ooked out over the crowd. Sone of the dudes had gotten out of bed to see what was happeni ng.
Ben | ocated Al bert Panzer. But there was no sign of MCain.

"l guess | chased them honbres away," Ben said, "before they had tine to glomonto ny bank roll."
D Or snapped, "One of you nen call the sheriff and tell himabout this."

Ben eyed D Or curiously. "Wiat’'s the natter with your schnozzl e?" he asked.

"1 junped out of bed and bunped into a blasted door," said D Or shortly. He wal ked away.

Chapter 11. WATER AND FOOD

THE next norning, Ben Duck found Al bert Panzer seated on the top rail of the branding corral. Ben
clinbed up beside Panzer and borrowed cigarette nakings.

"Feelin' the altitude any this nornin ?" Ben asked.

"No," Panzer said. He was silent for a while. "That was kind of queer, wasn't it? The way we
fainted, | nean."

"Uh-huh," Ben agreed. "Lot of queer things in this world, though."

Ben cupped his chin in his pal mand snoked t houghtfully. He watched a dude wal k into the nearby
horse corral and catch and saddle a pony. The dude, a man, treated the horse roughly, and as soon as
he was in the saddle, the horse threw him which gave Ben sonme satisfaction.

"They’'re right intriguin’, though," he said.

"What ?" asked Panzer.

"The queer things in this world," Ben explained. He bl ew several snpke rings, only one of which
was of satisfactory perfection. "By the way," he ventured, "did you say anything |ast night before
you went to bed about what happened to us?"

Panzer nodded. "Wy, yes, | did."

"Who to?"



"Well, let's see." Panzer considered. "Hard to say. It was in the bar. There was a bunch of them
around. "

"Was D Or there?"

"Yes, | think he was."

"How about McCai n?"

"l didn't see himaround."

Ben flipped his cigarette at the corral dust. "I see," he said. "You just told the story about us
fainting to some people in the bar. Any of themremark on the strange coinci dence?"

"They thought | was drunk," Panzer said disgustedly.

"W weren't, were we?"

"l don't drink," Panzer said.

"l never get noney enough to afford to," Ben said. He slipped down off the corral rail. "Wuat do
you make of what happened to us |ast night, Panzer?"

"l don’t know," Panzer said. "Wat do you think?"

"l don't know, either," Ben told him He hitched up his chaps and wi ped his nouth on his sleeve.
“I think "Il go get me a drink of water," he said.

It was not water he went after. It was McCain. He had seen McCain go linping into the grove of
cottonwood trees near the cabins. Wen Ben found McCain, the man was sprawl ed out in a hamock swung
between two trees. The nman’s gane | eg dangl ed over the edge of the hammock.

"Howdy, McCain," Ben said.

"Ch, hello, Donald," MCain said idly.

"The nane ain’t Donald," Ben explained wearily. "Got a cigarette?"

"l don’t happen to snoke," MCain told him "Sorry."

"That’'s all right,"” Ben said. "I just wanted to borrow a cigarette to open up the conversation."
Ben sat down on a nearby hammock and teetered back and forth. "I figured on asking you sonething."
"Yes," McCain said. "Wat have you got on your m nd?"

Ben studi ed McCain. He was nore than ever inpressed by the man. There was a kind of dynamic force
and power about the fellow. It was hard to define.

"WASN T the eagle in that puzzle box yellow?" Ben asked.

McCain smled slightly, showing teeth unusually even and white. "You never showed it to me," he
said. "What are you trying to do? Trap me into naking an incrimnating statenment?"

This old bird is smart, Ben thought. Al oud, he said, "Yeah. Something like that."

"You suspect me?"

"l guess you'd call it that."

McCain said, "You nust have seen ne bendi ng over Panzer |ast night on the path."

Ben nodded. "That's right."

McCain said, "I was taking a walk | ast night. | happened to be near the path when |I saw Al bert
Panzer lying there senseless. | thought naybe a footpad had waylaid him so | |ooked in his pockets
to see if he had been robbed. His noney and billfold were still in his clothing, so | decided he had
just passed out because of the altitude. Being around sensel ess people upsets nme, nakes ne ill. So |
left immediately. | felt alittle ill, and sat down for a time on ny way back to the ranch. Then |
got mixed up in ny directions and |lost sone nore tine. By the tinme | got back, you and Panzer were
already there. So | didn't say anything."

Ben pushed against the ground with his heels to make hinmself swi ng back and forth in the hamock.

"That’'s a good story," he said. "It takes care of everything."

"But you don't believe it?" MCain said w thout any change in tone.
"Nope. "

"It’"1l have to do you, I'mafraid.”

"Uh- huh." Ben stopped swi nging. "How does the boss’ face | ook this norning?"

"DOr’'s face?"

"Yeah. Bunped into a door |ast night, he said."

"l haven't seen him" MCain said with no sign of interest.

Ben stood up and gave his | arge batwi ng chaps a hitch. There was a cool breeze fromthe north
this nmorning, and in the distance a cow was bawling. Ben said, "I bet one of themguys that tried to
rob me has got a sore face this nornin'. | sure went over his puss good with one of ny spurs."”
McCain showed no interest in that, either.

"Well, so long," Ben said. "Be careful this altitude don't give you a faintin' spell."

"1l watch it," MCain said.

Ben found D Or. There was a strip of adhesive tape down the left side of D Or’s face, another
down his nose, and two pieces of tape on his chin.

Ben renarked, "That door nust’ve been part wild cat."

DOr’'s tenper was vile. He snapped, "Listen, Donald Duck, four of the guests have been hunting
you for an hour. They want you to guide themup to the Forks today."

"The nane is—

"l know what your nane is," DOr said. "And it’ll be mu-d if you don't show nore action around



here."

Wth a valiant effort, Ben said, "Yes, boss."

"It's those four old maids from Denver who want you."

"I was afraid of that," Ben said.

"Pl ease be careful about making slighting remarks about the guests. Especially as high-paying

guests as these four. They've got the bridal suite."

Ben said, "That’'s the only way they' Il ever see the inside of a bridal suite, too." But he said

it wal king away, so that D Or did not hear. Yesterday Ben would have made the remark to D Or’s
face. But the situation was changing. Ben was getting interested in the Broken Circle dude ranch. He
didn't want to get fired.

BEN DUCK found the old prospector shortly after noon. It was sonewhat of an accident. The four

old mai ds had rawhi de constitutions, and nore questions than a radio quizz show. So Ben built thema
fire to cook their lunch, then left themunder the pretext of hunting sagebrush for firewdod. He
wanted to escape | ong enough to have a snoke in peace.

The mountains here were arid, bare, rugged and forbidding. There was no vegetation whatever,

except now and then a scrawny sagebrush or jack pine in a crevice. There was no noisture to support
veget ati on.

Four turkey buzzards were circling in the sky. Two nore buzzards joined them Farther away,

several crows spun hopefully in the clear, hot air.

"May be a Broken Circle cow over there with a broken |eg," Ben decided.

He swung onto Patches and rode toward the spot.

The old man lay in a gully. Judging fromthe signs, he had gotten into it and did not have the
strength to get out, and had craw ed al ong the sand. He had progressed nore by draggi ng hinmself than
by craw i ng. He nust have spent hours comng the |ast few yards.

Hi s tongue hung out. The bones seened to be coming through his skin, although that was only an
illusion caused by his starvation gauntness. His skin was cracked; in many places the cracks were
the color of old rust fromdried bl ood.

There was a pack tied to the old man’s back, and he had a saddl ebag fastened to his belt.

"Hey!" Ben got down beside him "Hey, what happened to you, old-tiner?"

The old man’s eyes renumined fixed. They were |ike dead eyes.

Unner ved—he had never been around a dead or dying man before—Ben dashed back to Patches and

untied his canteen. He forced water between the cracked lips. The old man’s nmouth nerely filled with
water and ran over. The throat was evidently swollen shut, and Ben used his pencil to nmake a channel
down which the water could flow.

There was no sign of life in the old man.

Ben stood up and shouted for the old naids, intending to send themfor help. But the w nd was

agai nst himand they did not hear.

The ol d man nmade faint mew ng sounds. Ben dropped beside him "Take it easy," Ben urged.

The faint sounds kept coming fromthe old man and Ben realized the fell ow was sayi ng, "Water,"

over and over.

Ben gave hima little nore water.

"How | ong you been thirsty, old-tinmer?" he asked.

After a while, "Two weeks . . . before | lost count," the old man managed.

"You been w thout water two weeks?" Ben demanded.

The other said, "Yes." H s eyeballs noved, seenmingly with greatest difficulty, until they rested

on Ben. He strained for a tine with words. "Food gone . . . three weeks," he nanaged at |ast.
"For the love of little prairie dogs!" Ben said. He stood up and bell owed for the old maids, but
they still could not hear him "You'll be all right now," he assured the old man.

The old man tried to get nore words out. Ben got down close to hear.

"Do you . . . know . . . Doc Savage?" the old man was trying to ask.

"D-o-c S-a-v-a-g-e?" Ben spelled it out.

"Yes."

"Never heard of him" Ben said.

The old nman slowy turned his face on its side. He made a gurgling noise and sone of the water
that Ben had poured into himcanme out. H's knees drew up. He seermed to gather strength. H's arms
functioned and he started to lift hinself.

"Here, here, you'll bust a suspender," Ben adnoni shed.

The old man’s voi ce was suddenly surprisingly clear.

He said, "My saddl ebag, get the contents to Mra."

"Sure, sure," Ben said. "I'll get it to Mra."
Then Ben took hold of the bony shoul ders to support the old man and the ol d man struggl ed and
fought himblindly for a few nonments, after which he becane still and was dead.

After Ben got over feeling the way that having a man die in his arns made himfeel, he |looked in
the saddl ebag. He took out a tin-and-glass puzzle box.
It was a puzzle where you shook little imtation netal feathers—not BB shot—around until you got



the feathers all sticking inlittle holes in a green eagle. There were ten feathers and ten hol es
for them

At the top of the puzzle, it said:

FEATHER THE EAGLE

Under the eagle, there was a piece of poetry. It said:

Hand and eye, wanderi ng,

Down and down, ponderi ng,

Up and up, neanderi ng,

North face,

Wns race.

Ben wrapped the puzzle in his handkerchief and put it inside his shirt.

There was one ot her thing.

Ben Duck | ooked into the old man’s back pack to see what nade it bul ky, and found that it
contained a |l arge canteen of water and enough food to last a nan at |east two weeks.

Ben scratched his head.

The ol d man had said he was dying of starvation and thirst.

"That’'s kind of queer," Ben said.

Chapter |I1. FIND NG M RA

THE sheriff and the coroner got there late in the afternoon. Both of them were chew ng tobacco.
McCain and Al bert Panzer followed them riding roan horses. D Or, the Broken Circle owner, was
riding a spectacul ar white Arabian mare.

"Where' s Ben Duck?" the sheriff asked.

"He rode off early in the afternoon," explained one of the old naids. "He said he woul d be back
by dark."

The sheriff | ooked over the scene briefly. He told the coroner, "I guess it’'s just a job for you,
Henry." The coroner nodded. He had two saddl ebags full of instrunents. "If you people have weak
stomachs, you better go off where you can't see," he said.

D Or demanded in an astonished voice, "Don't you have to have sone kind of |egal paper before
you perform an autopsy?"

"This ain’t no autopsy,"” the coroner said. "This is just an exam nation."

The sun had fallen low in the west, so that jagged hills threw | ong shadows. The shadows were
gl oony and cold. At this altitude, the days were hot and the nights astonishingly cold.

Ben Duck rode up in the twilight. Dust had caked on the flanks of his pinto. Ben | ooked tired.
"Wl | ?" he asked the sheriff.

"Hello, Ben," the sheriff said. "Henry here"—he nodded toward the coroner—is just finishing up."
“"I"lIl tell you what he died of in a mnute," the coroner said, and went on worKki ng.

Ben slid off Patches and | oosened the cinches. The pony hung his head and pulled at a tuft of
buffal o grass wi thout enthusiasm

"Ben, did you backtrack himvery far?" the sheriff asked.

"Bout five mles,"” Ben Duck explained. "Then | lost the trail. He cone across those |ava beds
south of here, where nobody on earth could track him"

"Woul d a bl oodhound do any good?"

"l doubt it," Ben said. "A bloodhound is all right where there is a little moisture to hold the
scent. But the sun would bake the trail right off that lava."

D Or said abruptly, "It seens foolish to me to waste time trying to find the poor fell ow s back
trail."

Ben | ooked at him "Does it?" he said dryly.

The coroner straightened. He wi ped his hands on an old undershirt he was using for a towel.
"Starvation and thirst," he said. "That's what killed him"

Ben stared at him "Starvation and thirst?"

"Uh-huh. He ain’t had either food or water for two weeks, | should judge. He had sone grass and
cactus nmeat in his stomach, and something | think was a ground squirrel or a rat. He had eaten sone
dirt, too."

"Dirt?"

"They eat dirt in the advance stages of starvation," the coroner explained.

Ben scratched behind one ear. "Did you | ook in his pack, Henry?"

"Yeah."

"What ' d you find?"

"Food and water," the coroner admtted.

D Or said abruptly, "It seens obvious that the poor fellow went insane."

"Crazy or not," said Ben, "he had food."

"\When people go crazy, they get strange ideas." D Or shrugged. "This poor devil nust have got
the insane idea he did not have food or water in his pack."

Ben rolled a cigarette, did not say anything.

"l guess that's it," the coroner said.



Ben licked the cigarette, lighted it, frowned at the dying match. He did not recall ever having
seen a crazy man. Cownen were always clai mi ng sheepherders were crazy, but of course they weren't.
Ben did not believe a man could get so crazy he would die of thirst and starvation when he had food
and water in the pack on his back.

"Any of you ever hear of a man nanmed Doc Savage?" Ben asked.

McCain stared at Ben steadily. He did not speak.

NO one said anything. But after a while, MCain accosted Ben Duck out of earshot of the others.
"Why are you interested in Doc Savage?" MCain asked.

"Ch, | was just curious," Ben said.

"He connected with this thing?"

Ben countered, "Do you know hi nP"

"1’ve heard of him" MCain adnitted.

"What have you heard about Doc Savage?" Ben asked.

McCain's strangely pale face was inscrutable under his white hair. He said, "I don’t recall."

Ben eyed the nman. More than ever, he was convinced there was sonethi ng strange about M¢Cain.
"Kinda seens," Ben said, "that neither one of us has nmuch to tell the other one."

McCain hesitated. "Does | ook that way," he said. Then he wal ked away.

The sheriff and the coroner had borrowed a new buckboard fromthe Broken Circle. Ben hel ped them
|l oad the body into the vehicle. Then he nounted his horse and rode al ongside the buckboard and its
tarp-covered | oad.

DOr trotted his white Arabian up beside Patches. "Got a match?" he asked. D Or had not

mastered the Western way of riding, body noving easily with the notion of the aninmal. He insisted on

posti ng.

Ben said, "You ought to get used to not bouncing around in the saddle like that, boss. That's all
right for taking a gallop in themcity parks, but out here you do it all day and it'll shake an
entrail |oose."

D Or seened not to hear the advice. He said, "I just happened to renmenber. . . . |’ve heard of

that Doc Savage you mentioned."
Ben was interested. "You have? Wio is he?"
"Why did you ask about hin?" D Or inquired.

"Curiosity," Ben said. "I heard his name sone place. What do you know about hi n®?"

D Or said, "I don't know nuch, really. As | recall it, Doc Savage is in the East sonewhere. New
York, | believe. He is an adventurer of sone kind. At least, his nane is frequently connected with
the wildest kind of excitement. That's about all | know. By the way, who nentioned his nanme to you?"

"Feller | met."

"Was it"—-B Or nodded at the body in the buckboard—hi nP"

Ben gl anced sidew se at the adhesive tape on D Or’s face. The tape covered a lot of the man’'s
visage. It could have been D Or’s face he had worked on with the spur.

Ben told a flat lie.

"Of course not," he said.

D Or spurred his Arabian suddenly and the great white ani nal bounded away with a thunder of
hoofs on stone. Ben scow ed after him then | ooked around.

Al bert Panzer was riding well behind the others. Ben dropped back and joined him "You had any
more faintin' spells?" Ben asked Panzer.

The grin that cane on Panzer’'s lips was wy. "I found a book on altitude sickness today. It don't
affect a man like you and nme were affected.”

"l didn't think it did," Ben said. He nodded in the direction of D Or, then toward McCain. "Both
them gents are very curious about how | cone to nention sonmebody naned Doc Savage," he said.

Al bert Panzer |ooked around secretively. "I wanted to talk to you about that," he said in a | ow
Voi ce.

"You ever hear of this Savage?" Ben asked.

"1"11 say | have!" Panzer drew a deep breath. "He's an amazing man."

BEN gl anced at Al bert Panzer slyly, and they tightened reins on their horses so as to drop even
farther behind. Ben scratched his head. "Amazing man, huh?"

"Probably the greatest scientific genius of our day," Panzer said. "He is a man who is famous in
the fields of chem stry, electricity, surgery, engineering, archaeology. And, mind you, | don’t mnean
fanobus the way a novie star is famous, or a politician. Not because of a build-up. Not newspaper
fanobus. The public does not know a great deal about Doc Savage's work. But great chem sts,

el ectricians, surgeons, all know of his ability."

"Ever nmeet this Doc Savage?" Ben asked.

"Not personally. | have heard of him is all."

Ben said, "D Or seened to think of himas an adventurer. He said—+ think these were his

wor ds—Savage is connected with the wildest kind of excitenent, usually.’"

"Savage mght be called that."



"But you said he was a scientist."

"l think Savage uses his scientific skill to help people who are in trouble," Panzer said. "
know |'ve heard himreferred to as a man who rights wongs and puni shes evil doers."

Ben said, "That don’'t sound like a payin' job to nme."

Al bert Panzer shrugged. "I'mjust telling you what | heard."

Ben eyed himcuriously. "How cone you didn't out with this information when | first asked?"

"I figured," Panzer explained slyly, "that you mght want it confidentially."

"What gave you that idea?"

"Didn’t the dead man nention Doc Savage to you?" Panzer asked

Ben was all set for that. He told another lie.

"Of course not," he said

Panzer seened surprised. He hardly registered belief. Then be shrugged, and they rode in silence
Coyotes were howing on the hills long before they got back to the Broken Circle. The night sky
was as clear as ice, and about the same color. They turned up their collars, for they could see
their breath.

The coroner was al so undertaker, and he had left his hearse at the ranch. They transferred the
body. Ben assisted. D Or, MCain, Panzer and the others had turned their horses over to cowboys and
gone into the house

"Ben. "

"Yeah, sheriff," Ben said

"How d you conme to nention Doc Savage?" the sheriff asked

"Don't tell me you know him too!"

"Yep. By hearsay, that is."

Ben nmuttered, "My education has sure been neglected some. | never heard of the gent, but
everybody el se seens to know hi mby reputation.”

"He's sure got a reputation," the sheriff said dryly. "Wiy'd you ask if anybody knowed hi n?"
Ben tilted his head back and contenpl ated the bl ue-cold sky thoughtfully. "That old jasper," he

expl ai ned, "just before he died, asked me if | knew Doc Savage. | was curious about it."
"Umm | see." The sheriff drove a small coupé. This pulled a trailer in which he carried a
saddl e horse. "I think we’'re gonna be able to find out who the old man was."

"There wasn’t anything on himthat gave his nane,"” Ben said

"You | ooked, eh?"

"Sure."

"You didn’t take anything off the body, did you?"

"What gave you that idea?" Ben inquired innocently.

"It just struck ne as curious that he was packin’ around an enpty saddl ebag," the sheriff
expl ai ned

Ben's grunt was without hunor. "He was crazy. He was so | ocoed that he died of starvation and
thirst while he was carryin’ around a pack full of food. Wiy woul dn’t he be nut enough to carry an
enpty saddl ebag?"

The sheriff said nothing nore for a moment. Then he pulled out a rather new gold watch that was
obvi ously expensive. "This watch," he said, "was on the old nan. It’'s a watch that cost a |l ot of
shekels. It’'s got a nunber in it. Jewelry stores keep track of the watches they sell. | think we can
trace himthrough the watch nunber." The sheriff grinned. "I bet you never thought of that, Ben."
"This county has sure got a good sheriff," Ben said cheerfully.

He hel ped load the sheriff’s pony into the trailer. The officer drove away. The hearse had

al ready gone

AN hour and forty minutes later, the sheriff was back. He arrived in the hearse with the coroner
Each man wore nothing but his underwear shorts, and they were enraged

"W was road-agented!" the sheriff roared. "Were's a gun? Loan ne a Wnchester, sonebody.

VWere's the tel ephone? | want a posse!"

Ben asked, "They get the body?"

"Heck, no. They wanted what nmazuma ne and Henry had, was all!" The sheriff rushed into the

ranch- house

H's neck red with rage, the officer tel ephoned his deputies in town, telling themto spread an
alarmw th the State police and the forest rangers. He described the robbers. There had been two of
them One was taller than the other by an inch. One wore denimoveralls, the other gray store pants
One was wearing a gray cap. The sheriff couldn’t remenber which one wore the cap

"Sheriff," Ben said dryly, "did they get that watch?"

"Blast it, yes!" the sheriff growmed. "And | don’t renmenber that nunber init."

Ben said, "I got the nunber."

" Huh?"

"l looked in the watch early this afternoon and got the nunber," Ben expl ai ned

"Why in billyhell you do that?"

"Sheriff, did it look to you |like these highjackers mght really have been | ookin' for that



wat ch?" Ben count ered

"Huh?" The officer frowned at him "How did you knowwhat gave you that idea?"

"So they were lookin for it," Ben said. "Say, did you tell anybody el se you was gonna trace the
old man through the watch?"

"I mentioned it to the others, yes."

"That," Ben said, "is right interestin ."

THE sheriff stared over Ben's head. "It ain’t as interestin’," he said, "as what |’ m gonna show
you now. "

McCain's white head showed in the darkness. He had linped up to listen to the uproar

The sheriff grabbed Ben's six-shooter, exam ned the cylinder to make sure it contained
cartridges, then wal ked over to MCain

Janmming the gun in McCain's ribs, the sheriff said, "You re under arrest! |I'mcharging you with
bei ng one of the road agents that just held nme up."

McCain showed no enotion. His face fixed, he said, "This is ridiculous."

"No, it ain't," the sheriff growed. "I didn't tell all | knowed about that hol dup. You see, the
headl i ghts of ny car picked up one of the holdup men as | turned around to cone back. | saw him
plain. | didn't stop because | didn't have no gun. | didn't let on."

"Uterly preposterous." Ben Duck was fascinated by McCain's control as the nan spoke

"Ch, it was you, all right." The sheriff fished out a pair of handcuffs. "Ducked down in a gully
and crouched agai nst sonme sagebrush, didn’t you? Didn’t think | saw you, did you?"

McCain said, "I didn't rob you."

"You're the feller I'marrestin’ for it," the sheriff told him

The sheriff drove away with McCain his prisoner

THE fol |l owi ng day, Ben Duck had to work hard at fixing fence, which was the only job he |iked

| ess than dude wangling. He was therefore out of touch with what was going on until that evening
when he tel ephoned the sheriff and was inforned the officer was out of town, hunting MCain

"l thought the sheriff arrested McCain." Ben said

"He did," the deputy advised him "And put himin jail. Trouble is, the jail only held this

McCai n about thirty mnutes.”

"McCai n escaped?" Ben asked

"Quicker’n you could bat an eye. Picked the cell |ock, sonehow. " The deputy swore. "MCain didn't
answer any questions."

"1"1l be durned!'" Ben said

Later that night, he |ocked himself in his bunkhouse room and exam ned the puzzle. Made by hand

he decided. It was a strange itemfor an old man to be carrying around in his saddl ebag. One sure
thing, it was handnmade, not a factory product. It had obviously been nmade painstakingly by hand, the
wor k showi ng vast patience, rather than skill. The little feathers had been carved pai nstakingly out
of | ead. Ben noted sone machine marki ngs on one of the feathers that |ed himto decide they had been
whittled out of bullets

It was a tough puzzle. He spent an hour getting all the | eaden feathers into the eagle. But stil

he did not have anything sensible

He used his jackknife and took it apart. He did not |earn anything. He put it back together
careful ly.

The puzzle would exactly fit inside a large flat tin which had contained cigarettes. Ben cl osed

it inside the tin, then pressed adhesive tape carefully around the edges. He applied nore tape unti
he was sure the thing was wat er proof

Next Ben got two of his dirty shirts and a pair of Levis and hid the taped cigarette tin

containing the puzzle in these. He wal ked out to the horse-watering tank

DOr was a tightfisted ranch owner. Hi s cowboys had to do their own laundry, and it was

customary to do the hurry-up jobs at the horse-watering tank

There was nearly a foot of mud in the bottom of the horse tank. After he had been washing his
shirts for a while, Ben jamed the sealed cigarette tin down into the mnud

It was as good a hiding place for the puzzle as any Ben could think of, since there was no chance

of the nmud being cl eaned out of the tank. They had cl eaned the nud out that spring, only to discover
that the tank | eaked |ike the dickens with the nmud out. They had been forced to shove the nud back
in.

Washi ng finished, Ben hung the garnents on a corral fence. He went back to his room He noticed

that his pillow was not |lying where it had been. Also he found tiny holes in his Sunday boot soles
whi ch | ooked as if sonmeone had been exploring with a darning needl e

He | oaded his six-shooter with real bullets and slept with it under his pillow.

THE Broken Circle was thirty-six mles fromtown. Ben was supposed to spend the next day fixing
fence again, but he nmerely rode over the hill, picketed Patches within reach of grass and water, and
headed of f the ranch station wagon as it went in after the mail. He clinbed in. The driver of the



station wagon grinned, said, "Fancy britches didn't say anything about a passenger into town."
"D Or?" Ben returned the grin. "He told ne to fix fence."

The town had one street, no railroad. Visitors arrived by stage—+t was actually a common bus, but
this was dude-ranch country so everybody called the bus a stage—and frei ght was trucked in

The sheriff was brushing the dust off a five-gallon white beaver hat he used for rodeos and
speci al occasions

"I"mheadin’ for the stage station," he told Ben. "Cone on, if you wanta." He scowled. "I can't
find that McCain gent."

They wal ked down the street. Ben asked, "You do anything with the nunbers of that watch | give
you? You | earn anythi ng?"

"The old man's nane," said the sheriff, "was Pilatus Casey."

"Pilatus Casey, eh. Funny nane."

"He lived in New York."

"Ch. He wasn’'t a prospector, then?"

"N ece said he cane out here about a nonth ago for his health."

"Ni ece?"

"Only livin relation, far as | found. She was his sister’s daughter. That makes her a niece
don't it? | always forget just what relation a niece is."

"l think that woul d make her his niece," Ben said. "Wat’'s her nanme?"

"Mra. Mra Lanson. |'Il introduce her to you."

"You' Il what?"

"She's due on the stage in a few mnutes."

Ben scratched his jaw. "She sure hightailed it out here."

"l tel egraphed her, and she called ne back by tel ephone. Then she caught an airplane."

Ben bought the sheriff a cigar in the stage station, the place also being a soft drink, tobacco
and general nerchandi se store. They stood there contenplating a stuffed el k head over the back bar
The stage was about due

Mra. So the dead nman’s niece was named Mra. He had prom sed to give Mra the puzzle where you
feathered an eagle. He'd prom sed the old man while he was dying. But he w shed he knew what the
darned thing was.

A long yellow bus pulled up in front of the door

"Here's the stage," the sheriff said

As soon as he saw Mra, Ben wi shed he'd thought to conb his hair. He wished he’d put on his
Sunday cl ot hes, too

The sheriff had cone to life. He rem nded Ben of an old red bull. He held her hand and said
"Mra Lanson, this is Donald Duck, a cowboy out at the Broken Circle."

"The nanme is Ben," Ben said, angrier at the sheriff than he had ever inagi ned he coul d get

"You | ook |ike a real cowboy," Mra Lanson said. She took Ben's hand and al nost el ectrocuted him

She was not so tall but that he could | ook over her coppery head, little brown hat and pert feather
and all, into the sheriff's eyes. She added, "I believe you were the one who—=

"That’'s right," Ben said unconfortably. The nale |oafers were straightening their hats and
neckerchiefs. "I'Il take your bag," Ben said

It was a very snmall and very new bag. It did not | ook expensive

THE sheriff bustled around in his office, dusting off chairs unnecessarily, shoving the spittoon
under his desk, and turning on the fan. Ben was irritated. The sheriff, the old goat, was old enough
to be her grandfather, even if he was a bachel or

"l was hopin'," said the sheriff, "that you could tell us what we don't know "

In a surprised voice, she asked, "Wat is that?"

She had seated herself. She was wonderfully shaped; her traveling suit gave you a good idea

"What was your uncle, Pilatus Casey, doing out in these nountains?" the sheriff asked

"Why, he cane to Wom ng because he thought the altitude would do his sinus trouble sone good. He
had hay fever very badly, and he was al so convinced he had a touch of tuberculosis, although | don't
think he had. That is the only reason | know of for his coming."

"l see." The sheriff hesitated delicately. "Then you do not know of any reason why anyone shoul d
try to keep us fromidentifying his body."

Her eyes flew wide. They were the color of new pennies. "Ch, no!"

The sheriff squirmed. "Reason | ask, some road-agent honbres held ne up t'other night and robbed
me of your uncle’s watch. Course, these bandits took nmy pocketbook, too, so | guess it was just a
hol dup. Robber I'mafter is naned MCain."

"I don't know him" the girl said. "Can |—ight | see ny uncle’'s body?"

The sheriff sprang up. "I'Il go find Henry, the undertaker, and have hi munl ock his place for us
You stay here. I’'Il cone back."

After the sheriff had gone, Ben studied Mra Lanson shyly. The presence of pretty wonen al ways
enbarrassed him

Suddenly be blurted, "Was your uncle crazy?" Then, seeing how conpl etely shocked was her



expression, he added hastily, "That was what the sheriff really wanted to ask you. Only he didn't
get around to it."

She turned her copper eyes on himand his toes seemed to cone | oose.

"l don’t understand," she said.

"Coroner’s verdict is that your uncle died of starvation and thirst," Ben explained. "But he had
plenty of food and water in his pack."

She turned a little pale. Not at once did she answer. Her hands tw sted a tiny brown

handker chi ef .

"l don’t know anything about that," she said.

There was col dness in her tone that set him back.

Ben sat there a nonent. The silence was heavy. Then Ben said, "Excuse ne a mnute," and got up
and went into the back room

He had sat in poker ganmes in the back room and he renmenbered what pictures were on the wall. He
took down one of the pictures. It was a small photograph of the sheriff's father. He pulled out the
tacks and renoved it fromits franme.

He carried the photograph of the sheriff's father back and handed it to the girl.

"1 thought you might want this picture of Pilatus Casey," he said, his manner conpletely

i nnocent .

The girl took the photograph. She |ooked at it, then quickly took out her handkerchi ef and dabbed
at her eyes.

"He . . . he was a wonderful man," she said brokenly. "I think this picture was taken within the
| ast year."

Ben swal lowed with difficulty.

She was nore than a pretty girl. She was one of the world s biggest liars.

Chapter V. A BAD DAY FOR DUCKS

THE sheriff returned, saying that he had found Henry, and that the undertaker would open his
establishnent. "I don't believe I'Il go with you," Ben said.

As soon as the girl and the sheriff had left for the undertaker’s, Ben hurried over to the stage
station. He knew that the stage laid over half an hour, and he was |ucky enough to find the driver.
"Remenber the little girl, the one with the copper hair, that you haul ed in?" Ben asked him

"Yip, yip!" the driver said, grinning.

"1 wonder where she cane from" Ben said.

"What | was wondering," the driver said, "is where she’s been all ny life."

"l ain’t kiddin ."

The driver |ooked at Ben's face. "Ch," he said. He licked his lips. "She—well-she canme in on an
airplane fromthe East. From New York. | picked her up at the airport, after she nade arrangenents

by tel ephone."

"So she really came from New Yor k—thanks," Ben said.

He stood on the sidewal k and pondered. The girl was a liar; there was no doubt of that. She

wasn’t Mra Lanson, and old Pilatus Casey was not her uncle. O if she was Mra Lanson, then the old
prospector wasn’'t Pilatus Casey. One sure thing, she had identified a picture of the sheriff's old
dad as her uncle, falling neatly into Ben's trap. Ben hooked his thunbs in his belt and flapped his
hands against his flat nmuscul ar stomach absently until the sheriff and the girl came out of the
undert aki ng establishment. Then he joined them

The girl was dabbing at an eye with the stanp-sized handkerchief. "Uncle Pilatus—he liked the
Western country," she was telling the sheriff jerkily. "I . . . | think he would |ike best to be
buried here in Wonming. There are no other relatives."

"Sure, sure, sure," said the sheriff. "G ad to nake all arrangenments for you, M ss Lanson. Your

uncl e woul d approve of your w shes. We got a nice graveyard up on Rattlesnake Hll. Mghty nice
graveyard. "

Ben said, "It ain't called Rattlesnake Hi Il no nore. The chanber of commerce renaned it Ross
Mound Cenetery. Have you forgot that, sheriff?"

The girl said, "I will need sonme place to stay." She | ooked hel pless for a nonment, then turned to
Ben. "I . . . | wonder if the Broken Circle Ranch would put nme up?"

"l dunno," Ben said dubiously.

He wondered: Now what the heck does she want to stay there for?

"Course the Broken Circle can acconmpdate you," the sheriff declared. "They' re in that business.
A big dude ranch is like a hotel ."

"I"Il tel ephone and find out," Ben suggested.

He forgot, until he had D Or on the tel ephone, that he was supposed to be out fixing fence.

D Or inquired what in the bl ack-so-and-so Ben was doing in town. He used words that nust have
reddened the tel ephone operator’'s ears, if she was |istening. However, he was nollified when he
heard Ben had a guest.

"Who' d you say she is?" D Or denanded.

"Says she is a Mss Mra Lanson, and that old prospector that died was her uncle,"” Ben told him



D Or then becane so enthusiastic that Ben was somewhat suspi cious.

"Bring her right out, Donald," D Or ordered. "Take the station wagon. If Slimisn't ready to
come back with the mail and supplies, you drive the girl out in the station wagon. You can go back
later for Slim"

"O K.," Ben said.

It devel oped that Slimwas not ready to return to the ranch. He was having his boots half-sol ed,
and the work was not yet done. He'd wait, he said. Ben should go ahead in the station wagon and take
the new guest out.

Ben | oaded the girl and her bag into the station wagon. He headed out of town, follow ng the
rough range road that |led across the greasewod flats, then up into the hills.

The girl’'s silence finally irked Ben.

"Did your uncle |ook natural ?* he asked her innocently.

"l hope this | ooks nore natural," the girl said.

He realized she had a gun nuzzle in his ribs.

HE took his foot off the accelerator.

She said, "Keep going. Pull off to the right. Stop on top of that hill, yonder."
The hill she indicated was one of the nost pronminent spots in that section. The station wagon
bunped over sagebrush and the gears nade grinding noises until they cane to the top of the hill. Ben

pul l ed on the hand brake.

"You can cut the engine," the girl said.

Ben turned the switch, then | ooked around. Of in the west, the nountains stood up in a stony
naked-1 ooki ng fence. Visible habitations included a nunber of dry-farner shacks, a ranch or two and,
of f behind the station wagon, a part of the town.

"Kind of a conspicuous place you picked," he suggested. "Kind of |onesone, too."

"Keep your shirt on," the girl said. "It won't be |onesone for |long."

She was right.

There were two of them and they cane in a black pick-up truck which was pulling a two-wheel ed
trailer with a stock rack. In the trailer two cow ponies rode. It was the conventional rig used by
cow ranchers, but the pair in the pick-up were not cowren.

The two nen | ooked nore |ike bankers—er dudes, at |east. Their faces were pale, their hands soft;
their eyes did not have the sun-squint of Western nen.

"Thanks, Mra," one of them said.

"He knows I'mnot Mra," the girl said. "Wio are you—you're not the man who—you're not M.
Smith."

The two nen | ooked at each other. One of themsaid, "M. Smith!" The other one | aughed.

The girl | ooked suddenly worried, Ben thought.

The two canme over and searched Ben. They found the six-shooter, which he was carrying under his
shirt, and which he’d not had a chance to use.

Ben eyed the girl, asked, "Wwo is M. Smth?"

She was wordl ess. She bit her Iips.

Ben asked, "Where'd you tip off these gun mavericks that | was wise to you?"

"While you were tel ephoning the ranch,” the girl said. "As soon as | saw the body, | knew you had
trapped me by showing nme a picture that was not Pilatus Casey."

"Shut up!" one of the nen grow ed.

The man had a harsh voice that was distinctive, and Ben frowned at him "There's sonethin’
famliar about you, feller," he said.

"You' re crazy," the man nuttered.

"How s them spur tracks on your partner’s face?" Ben asked.

He knew by the change of expression on the man's features that he had guessed right. This was one
of the men who had attacked himin his bunk that night.

The girl seened puzzled. Ben told her, "This gent and another one tried to rob nme one night
recent. There was sone shootin’ before they got away, and | worked over one's face with a spur."”
The girl began to get a | ook of horror.

The man who had taken part in the robbery cane over to Ben. He said, "You talk too much."

"I't would be funny," Ben told him "if the sheriff was to recogni ze you as one of the fellers who
road-agented him"

"You talk too nuch," the man said, "about the wong things."

"Yeah?"

"Suppose you talk," the nan said, "about Doc Savage?"

Ben was surprised. "Wat about hin®"

"You was talkin to different people at the Broken Circle about Doc Savage," the man said. "W
want to know why." There was rock-hard earnestness in his voice.

"I"1l be durned," Ben said.

"Anot her thing." The man | eaned down to scowl. "Were's the puzzle?"

"What puzzl e?"



"The one where you feather an eagle," the man said. "Were s it?"

"You talk like a crazy man," Ben said.

"Yeah," the man said. "I was afraid of that."

Ben was never quite sure what he was hit with. The other man did the hitting. It was very hard,
whatever it was. And there was an enpty bl ack space.

THE canyon walls were the color of a fawn two or three days old; the color of a fawn so young
that its coat had not yet lost the protective coloring of spots given by nature. The canyon walls
were very high. They seemed to cone together overhead.

Ben's head felt as big as the canyon. Wen he noved it, the head hurt and roared. He lay still,
except for his hands and feet, which he noved. Both hands and feet were tied.

A man canme over. He was a big man, dressed in dark clothes, with a dark handkerchi ef over his
face.

"Where' s the eagl e puzzle?" he asked.

Ben | ooked at the man closely. "You' re Al bert Panzer," he said.

The man kicked himlightly in the ribs. The kick hurt Ben's head worse than it did his ribs.
"Where's the green eagle?" the man grow ed.

Ben said, "I'Il be aring-tailed Piute! | never suspected you, Panzer."

The man with the mask swore. He took off the mask. It was Al bert Panzer. "Were's it?" he yelled.
"l suspected McCain," Ben said, "and | was ‘nobst sure D Or mght be guilty. But | didn't suspect
you, Panzer."

"\Were's the eagl e puzzle?"

"Them two honbres got it when they junped ne in ny bunk that night," Ben expl ai ned.

"l don't mean that one," Panzer snarl ed.

Ben shrugged. "You're talkin' over ny head, then," he said. He hoped his face was straight, hoped
it sounded |ike the truth.

Panzer got down beside Ben. His face was dark. Ben thought he heard the man’s teeth grind
together in rage.

"Why were you askin' questions about Doc Savage?" Panzer denanded.

Ben narrowed an eye.

"Suppose | ask you a question,"” he said. "Suppose | ask you what this is all about?"

Panzer made a sound of rage and dashed a handful of sand into Ben's eyes. It was painful the sand
made such agony that it was all of twenty mnutes before he could see. By that tinme, it was getting
dark, and suddenly quite cold.

They had a canp. There were no tents, but bedrolls were spread out on the sand. Huge boul ders
were all about on the canyon floor, and on top of one of these lay a man with a tel escope al nost as
long as a rifle. A lookout. They were hiding out anong the boul ders. No one paid attention to Ben.
They cooked a neal —dsing tins of canned heat which gave no snoke. They ate, but no one offered Ben
f ood.

Panzer gave an order and picked up a | asso rope. He canme over to Ben, and two of the nen—there
were four in the canp, in addition to Panzer and the sixth fellow up on the high boulder with the
t el escope—stri pped Ben down to his underwear. The cold night air whipped at his exposed skin. They
drove four stakes in a square about twelve feet on each side. They staked Ben out between the

st akes.

"Wile you get good and cold, you can think about talkin ," Al bert Panzer said.

"About what ?"

"Why you was tal kin' about Doc Savage, and what becane of that puzzle."

"l told you who got the puzzle."

"There was anot her one."

"Ch, go to the devil!" Ben snarl ed.

"If anice freezin' treatnent don’'t bring you around," Al bert Panzer said, "we'll hunt up sone
red ants tonorrow. When red ants crawl in your ears, they're really sonethin ."

They went back to their bedrolls. Panzer had sounded utterly fierce, and Ben wondered how he

coul d have been so fooled by the fell ow.

Now and then, as the hours dragged, one of them got up and came over to turn the shaded beam of a
flashlight on Ben to make sure he was there, and the first few times Ben glared back in stoical
sil ence, although he was blue with cold and in the nost conplete agony he had ever suffered. Later
on, he cursed the man with the flashlight roundly, and tried to expectorate on him but there was
not nuch satisfaction in that, because the man poured sand in his open nmouth unexpectedly.

Later, nmuch l|ater—t nust have been past m dni ght—+there was a soft sound nearby. Ben wondered if
he coul d bunp the other with his head and knock the man unconscious. And a | ow whi sper said,

" Ben—gui et —shhh! "

It was the girl. She breathed, "Listen. I'mgoing to help you."

"Yeah," Ben said. "I bet."

"Shhhh!" She was silent for a while, listening. But no one cane. She said, "They' re going to kill
you as soon as they find out what they want to know. | didn't bargain on anything like that."



"What did you bargai n on?" Ben’'s whi sper was sarcastic.

She spoke earnestly. "I know | was a fool. But | was broke and out of work, and | was an actress.
Wien they cane to ne and offered ne fairly good noney to inpersonate a girl naned Mra Lanson, |
couldn’t resist."

"I's that your story? Don't tell me you were dunb enough not to see there was somethin’ crooked in
it."

"When you’'re hungry, you're inclined to take chances."

"Where did this happen?"

"New York. The man who hired ne was named M. Snith—er so he said.”

"I's he here now?"

"Did you see that man lying up on the rock with a tel escope?”

"The | ookout? Yeah."

"That’s M. Smth."

She evidently had a knife, for his arns and | egs were suddenly free. He tried to sit up. It was
all he could do to keep fromyelping in agony. He was stiff. Bending his arns and | egs was |ike
trying to break sticks.

"Listen," Ben nmuttered. "Wat's behind this?"

"Don’t you know?"

"No. "

"Well, I"'msure | don't," the girl said.

BEN stood up. It was very dark, but he was acutely aware of his nearly naked condition. The night
wi nd stuck needles of ice into his skin.

The girl took hold of his arm "Ben?"

"Yes?"

"l think we had better get away fromhere and call on Doc Savage," she said.

"l sure approve of the gettin’ away part, because | can see the need of that," Ben whispered.
"But why ring in this Savage gent?"

"They' re afraid of him"

"\Why?"

"I don’t know. Unless it is because he has a reputation that frightens crimnals."

Ben grasped her arm "Cone on," he whispered. They noved away in the darkness, and there was sand
under foot for a while. Ben had heard a horse nicker near the nouth of the canyon, and he presuned
the mounts were picketed there. They went that way.

Sharp rocks began hurting his feet. It was a little |less dark, indicating they were nearing the
canyon nmouth. And somewhere close, a horse breathed in deeply and bl ew out breath.

The string was stretched across the ground about knee height. It was a binder twine. Ben hit it
first, then went over and felt of it with his fingers. He knew what it meant instantly.

"Qui ck!" he gasped. "A string across the canyon nouth. Gther end nust be tied to sone guy's leg."
He shoved the girl toward the horses.

A man canme up on theminmmediately. It was dark, Evidently he was afraid to show a flashlight.
"Hey!" he barked. "Wo’'s that?"

Ben said, "Keep your shirt on. It’'s just me," in a cal mvoice that he hoped would fool the other.
He kept going toward the horses.

The girl was trenbling. Suddenly Ben knew that she was genuine, that this was no trick to get his
confidence and punp information out of him

The know edge that the girl was really scared |l ed himto make his next nove. That, and an innate
chivalry that all cowhands have.

There were three men waiting at the horses. Ben had not known about them They nust have been

sl eeping there, close to the animals. They charged suddenly, all three of them and fell upon Ben
and the girl.

The girl cried out as an armcl anped her neck. Ben lunged toward her. Another man dived for his

| egs, but he kept his feet. He struck with his fist, dropped the man who had the girl.

"Cet on a horse!" Ben yelled. "Get to Doc Savage!"

The girl hesitated, began wildly, "But you—

"I"1l be all right," Ben roared. "I'Il ride out of here by a different route. |I'Il be all right."
He wasn't all right. He was in a jam and knew it. Three nen against him and his nuscles still
as stiff as boards fromcold and inactivity. Soneone got hold of his hair and put a thunb in his eye
and began to gouge. Ben dragged the thumb down into his mouth and did his best to bite it off. The
yelling of the owner of the thunb was gratifying.

By now, the girl had untied one of the horses, and nounted it. Fortunately, it seenmed she could
ride.

"Ben!" she cried. "Are you—=

"I"'mall right," Ben howed. "I'mready to | eave here. Get goin'!"

The girl’s horse hamrered away into the darkness.

Ben fought his three assailants, and eventually they got himdown and two of themheld his arns



while the third pounded at his head with a rock. The rock was about the size of a baseball. The man
wielding it hit Ben's head only about half the tine. In tine, he becane sensel ess

Chapter V. THE BI G MAN

THE girl had ridden before, but that had been with a saddl e. She was bareback now, however, and

was having trouble. There was only a rope around the neck of the wild cow pony she rode; she held on
to that and cl enched both hands in the animal’s mane

The beast thundered ahead, traveling through abysmal darkness with speed that horrified her. She
could not control it, would not have known where to direct the animal if she could have. Rocks made
| oud noi ses under the hoofs. Several tinmes, overhangi ng branches struck her agonizing bl ows. She
hung on, protecting her face by burying it against the aninal

The horse went on and on. If there were sounds of pursuit behind her, she did not hear them And
finally the animal was out on |evel range, galloping. She called "Woa!" But the bronc kept on. It
did not buck. Once it shied, and she heard a roar of poundi ng hoofs around about, and had horrible
nmonments when she thought that pursuers had surrounded her. But the runbling things in the night
began to bellow, and she knew it was cattle. She tried to pull the horse to a stop by hauling on the
rope, but that did not do any good

The horse seermed to know where it was going. She let it go

Later—+t was so nmuch later that it nust have been near dawn—-she brought up suddenly, realizing

that a horseman had ridden up beside her

"Ch!" She gripped the rope, which she had rigged into a hackanore on her pony’s nose

It was a man. He was big in the darkness. He said, "You re not |ost, by any chance?"

There was sonething in his voice, quiet strength possibly, that the girl found suddenly

conforting

Eagerly, she said, "Yes! Ch, yes, | am Do you |live around here?"
"l’mstaying not far away," the man said
"Listen," the girl said. "lI"ve got to get word to the sheriff. A young man, a cowboy naned Ben

Duck, has fallen into the hands of some nen who are torturing him"

The man’s voice took on vibrant interest. "Were is this Ben Duck being hel d?"

"In a canyon west of here," the girl said. "I have an approxi mate idea of the place. And, listen
I"ve got to get to a tel ephone, too."

"A tel ephone,"” the man said. "Wy?"

The girl did not know why she answered himfreely with the truth. She did not know then, but
later, after she knew nore about the man, she understood it w thout surprise

"There is a man naned Doc Savage," she said. "I nust get word to him"

" About what ?"

"About this."

"l see," the man said, with calmpower in his voice. "I understand. Listen, there is a trail down
at the foot of this hill. The trail, if you turn right, leads to a ranch where there is a tel ephone

You ride on."

"Thank you," she said, and kicked at the horse’s ribs with her heels

"Wait," the man said. "You say this canyon, this canyon where Ben Duck is being held, is west of
here?"

"Yes."

"What direction are you facing now?"

"Why, east."

He said quietly. "You are facing northwest. You have your directions mxed up." He got down and
lifted one of her horses’ feet. "Your animal is not shod. It will be alnpbst inpossible to follow
your back trail."

"Cnh! What will | do?" she gasped

The man seened bothered. He turned a flashlight on, and exam ned the ground. "There is al nbost no
trail," he said gently.

The girl hardly heard him She was staring at his horse, at the animal’s hip. Her eyes got w de
with terror. There was a brand on the man’s nmount. She knew enough about brands to read this one. It
was the Broken Circle brand

The man said, "I amgoing to ask you a question."

"Yes?"

"This trouble that Ben Duck is in—has it got anything to do with a puzzle about a green eagl e?"
The girl took her fright between her clenched teeth. She |eaned forward suddenly and cl utched the
bridle of the man’s horse. She clutched the bridle near the headstall, yanked, and the bridle cane
of f. The horse ran away, as she had known it would. Western ponies would not stand unless their
reins were draggi ng

She pounded her own tired pony with her heels, and it ran. It ran even faster than she had hoped
She heard the man shout at her to stop, but she paid no heed. This man was fromthe Broken Circle
Ranch. He knew that Ben Duck was in trouble because of sonething about a green eagle. She was
frightened; afraid he was one of her enemes



SHE rode hard for half an hour. The pony breathed wi th such sobbi ng gul ps that she slowed the
animal to a wal k. She was aching with fatigue. She knew that her appearance nust be a ness

Her fright instead of ebbing, had grown stronger. Tiredness seemed to sharpen her ability to

think. Behind this thing, she knew now, nust be sonething big. They had spent noney and hired her to
cone out from New York, just to trick a piece of information out of a cowboy. They had wanted her to
find an innocent-1oo0king childish puzzle where you shook | ead feathers into holes in a green eagle
She wondered why she had not realized there nust be sonething terrible behind it. Her need for
nmoney, she supposed, had nmade her stupid

The sun came up

Wth a kind of dunfounded horror, she realized there was a nman behind her. He was not nore than
half a mle back, and running. It was the same man who had stopped her in the night. The man whose
horse she had driven off. He was follow ng her on foot

She was anmazed he coul d have kept so close to her. Her horse had run fast. She would have wagered
everything that no man coul d have kept pace. But there he was.

The pony breathed easier. She set himinto a run, and increased her |ead. They got out on w de

al kali flats, dotted with sagebrush and prickly pear cactus. Dust knocked up underfoot, hung like
little puffs of finely carded cotton behind

When the breathing of her pony |abored, she slowed himto a | ope. She | ooked back often. She was
really frightened now. For the man was gaining again. He ran, she could see fromthat distance
easily.

The horse canme to a prairie dog town, where the nyriads of holes were a nenace. She guided the
animal as carefully as she could with the hackanore. Heat poured down fromthe sun, and the sharp
barking of the little tobacco-colored prairie dogs, their tails jerking when they barked, seened to
ridicule her

Her body ached intolerably. She was thirsty. Her hands seened to contain only pain when she tried
to clench her fingers in the pony’s mane to keep fromfalling off

It nmust have been near ten o' clock when she cane to a highway. Finding the highway was | uck

She slid off her horse and staggered in front of the first car that came npani ng down the

bl ack-top pavenent. The machi ne stopped for her

"Take me to the nearest town!" she gasped. Then she told an untruth. "I’ve got to find a doctor

A man and his wife rode in the car. It was an |owa nmachi ne. The man drove furiously, and his wfe
was synpat hetic. She asked questions. The girl nuttered, in reply, sonething about an accident. The
rest of the time, she stared at the pavenent, and ached

It was forty-two miles to the town. She watched the speedoneter, so she knew. The town junped at

them suddenly frombehind a hill, and it was famliar
"Wait!" the girl gasped. "The airport! Here, that lane just ahead—turn in there." She saw their
startl ed expressions, and fibbed, "I have a friend there who will help ne."

They deposited her at the airport

THEY told her that an eastbound plane was due in twenty mnutes. She bought a ticket. She stil

had her noney; the nobney they had advanced when they hired her. It was enough, and sone over

She waited until a few minutes before the plane was due, then she tel ephoned the sheriff

"Ch, Mra Lanson," the sheriff said. "Were the dickens are you? They say out at the Broken

Crcle that you didn't show up yesterday."

The girl said, "Some nen seized Ben Duck. They are holding himin a canyon. | think they plan to
kill him" She described the |location of the canyon to the best of her ability. She described such
of the men as she had seen, talking rapidly so that the sheriff could not get in a word.

She coul d hear the plane comng in now, and she knew the sheriff would not be able to call back
intine to stop her

"I"mgoing after Doc Savage," she finished finally, and hung up

She had to run for the plane. She sat in the deeply confortable seat, trenmbling with uneasiness
until the plane notors boonmed out and the craft ran across the field and took to the air. She

wat ched the ground drop away.

The next thing, the stewardess was shaking her. She woke up struggling in fright, but it was only
lunch. She ate ravenously, then slept again

Later, when she was awake—and intol erably stiff-she analyzed her behavior. It was hysterical
perhaps. Hasty. And she had been scared. But, wthal, she was satisfied with the course she had
taken. She was going to put the story in the hands of Doc Savage

Doc Savage was a nysterious person to her. She had heard of him of course, but what she had

heard was probably about what other people had heard. The public, that is. Doc Savage was a figure
of nystery, a man about whose private life even the newspaper columists could learn little. It was
known that he was an inpressive man of great ability, scientific and physical, whose trade was the
strange and Gal ahadi an one of righting wongs and puni shing evildoers who were outside the law. It
was understood that his headquarters were on the top floor of one of the city's nmjor skyscrapers



But no one knew nmuch about those headquarters.

She woul d, she decided, pass this story along to Doc Savage. He coul d do what he wanted about it.
She felt sorry over the fate of Ben Duck. She had frankly |iked the young cowboy. Hi s honest
qualities had appeal ed to her. They nmust have appealed to her a |ot, she thought now. She had risked
her life in an effort to save him She wondered what had happened to Ben Duck. Growing in her, now
that she could think back nmore clearly, was a sickening conviction that Ben had not escaped from

t hat canyon.

She was a little surprised that the sheriff nmade no effort to tel egraph ahead and have her taken

of f the plane.

BUT that did not surprise her as nuch as did the dark-faced man who cane up to her in the | obby

of the tall building which housed Doc Savage's headquarters. The man wore a uniform She presuned it
was a building attendant’s uniform and too late it dawned on her that the uniformwas otherw se.
The man was nerely wearing the garb to make her think he was a building attendant.

She was | ooking at the building directory in the | obby when he stepped up behind her and asked,
"Looki ng for Doc Savage?"

"Ch!" she gasped, and whirl ed.

She did not like the man, but he did not give her time for her dislike to crystallize into

sonet hi ng definite enough in the way of suspicion to save her.

He said, "M . Savage keeps a man in the |obby to inspect people who cone to see him That is
because he has many enemies. | will have to question you."

She hesitat ed.

"Over this way," the man said.

He took her arm led her to the right. She did not realize, because she was unfamliar with the

bui | di ng, where they were going—until the nman wal ked her out through a side door.

Two other men stepped up. One of these showed a gun which he was covering with a topcoat. He

said, "Don't do any singing, sister."

The street was enpty, the hour being early, the street a side one. Overhead sonewhere, an

ai rpl ane buzzed. On Fifth Avenue, big buses |lunbered, and there were a few taxicabs.

The man with the gun asked, "Anybody see you? Anyone get suspicious?"

"Naw. " The man in the uniformof a building attendant chuckled. "She was |ookin' up Doc Savage’'s

fl oor nunber when | spotted her. | give her a line. She never suspected anything." He | ooked at one
of the men. "Were's the car?"

"Parked over here."

"Did you pick up the—=

"The sack and the weight? Yeah, | got ‘em™"

The way the man sounded, and what he said, suddenly made the girl weak with terror. Her knees
seermed to unhinge, and she could hardly get her breath. They had to support her.

Then, nysteriously, they were not supporting her. They were—all three of them which was what

made it weird—down on the sidewal k. They sank slowy. They nmade no outcry. They did not seemin
agony. There were no hand or |eg novenents, no nouth shapes, that could nmean they were in pain. They
seened to go to sleep on the sidewal k.

The girl stared at them and becane very tired and very confortable, so confortable that she did

not mind |lying down on the sidewal k; in fact, she had an overwhel nming desire to do so; and she did,
and seenmed to go to sl eep.

One thing she did notice before she slept. The figure of a man. A big nan. He had appeared
suddenl y; she got the idea he had dropped froma nearby w ndow. But the fantastic thing was that he
was the man she had net on the range near the Broken Circle ranch, the man who had pursued her horse
wi th such unbelievabl e stam na.

Chapter VI. THE CASEY ANCESTOR

WHEN she recovered, it was nuch as if she had awakened from sl eep. There were no bad effects. She
| ooked around. The roomwas not particularly large. There were big wi ndows on one side. In front of
these an el aborately inlaid table; a large chair stood against a wall, and there was confortable

| eather furniture.

In front of her stood the nan she had seen down in the street—+the nan she had net near the Broken
Circle Ranch. Hi s expression was inscrutable.

The girl's first inmpulse was to | eap up. She did so, discovering she could stand. She retreated
until she brought up against the inlaid table.

The man’s expression remained enigmatic. He went to a door, and as he noved, she saw that he was
even nore of a giant than she had thought. His white hair, the rather rheuny quality of his blue
eyes, the dry pal eness of his face—all signs of age—were not in keeping with the vibrant alertness
of his novenents.

He opened a door. "Mnk," he said.

The man who cane i n—Mnk—fitted the name, but pleasantly. He was a grinning siman individual

with enornous arns and a round, honely face that had a big nouth and snall twi nkling eyes. Hi's



cl othes were expensive, but none of the colors were right, the fit was off everywhere, and the
garnents | ooked as if they had been slept in.

He was trailed by a renarkabl e-1ooking pig. The pig had enornous ears and a snout built for
inquiring into things.

"Monk Mayfair," the big man introduced.

The girl’'s eyes got round; her lips parted. "Monk . . . Mnk Myfair. That is the name of one of
Doc Savage’'s aides."

"That is right."

The girl stared at the man she had net on the Broken Circle range. "But who are you?"

The man cal l ed Monk answered that. "Wy, that is Doc. Didn't you know that?"

She shook her head instantly. "Listen, | saw M. Savage once, at fairly close range. | happen to
know this man i s not—wel | -Poc Savage has strange fl ake-gold eyes. And his skin is a deep bronze."
Monk said, "Disguise."

The girl sniffed. "You can’t disguise eyes."

The big man renoved a snmall rubber suction cup of a device froma screwcap netal tube. He
applied this to tiny glass caps—nothing nore than the common "invisible" type of eyeglass, but
col ored bl ue—and renoved them

"Altering the color of the eyes," he explained quietly, "is not particularly difficult."

The girl studied his face. It had changed. There was power in the features that she had not
noticed before, enhanced by the weird quality of the eyes, the pupils of which were |ike pools of
flake-gol d being stirred by tiny winds. Those eyes were the things she had remenbered nost strongly
about this man.

"You are Doc Savage," she said.

"W want your story." Doc Savage's voice was charged with power, although not lifted. "Al of
it."

The girl sank in a chair. "My nanme," she said, "is Johanna H ckman. People call nme Hicky."

"Yes?"

"I'"man actress. | was broke. A man cane to ne. He said his nane was Ned Snith. He said he was a
detective. He said he wanted to hire me to go to Womng, pretend to be a girl naned Mra Lanson,
whose uncle had died. | was to neet a cowboy naned Ben Duck, and inveigle himinto turning over to
me a little green puzzle of an eagle with sone holes in it into which you shook | eaden feathers. He
was supposed to have gotten the puzzle fromthe uncle who had died. The uncle was naned Pil atus

Casey. When | got this puzzle, | was to turn it over to M. Smith. | was offered good
pay—twenty-five dollars a day—to do the job, plus expenses. | took the job."

"Then what ?"

"This Ben Duck was too smart for me. He handed ne a picture of somebody el se and tricked nme into
identifying it as ny uncle. M. Smith was there in town. He had arrived ahead of me. | told himBen

Duck had tricked ne. M. Snith told ne to decoy Ben Duck out into the country, and hold himthere
until detectives could arrive. Only it wasn't detectives who cane. It was M. Smith's hired thugs.
They seized Ben Duck, took himto a canyon, were torturing him In the night, | cut Ben Duck | oose,
and we fled—but | don’t think Ben Duck got away."

Doc Savage asked slowy, "Is that all you know about this thing?"

"That," said Johanna H ckman, "is everything."

"Your previous address here in New York City," Doc Savage request ed.

She gave it to himwllingly. "You'll find | have told you the truth. My landlady will even
remenber M. Smith calling on ne, probably."

AFTER Doc Savage had |l eft the room-he was obviously going to use a tel ephone to check the girl’s
story—the young worman stared at Monk. Monk was such a honely fellow that it was easy to be friendly
with him

She said, "I don't understand this," in a bew ldered voice. "I net M. Savage on the range near
the Broken Circle Ranch. He was riding a Broken Circle horse."

"That’'s right," Mnk agreed. "And he followed you to New York. O rather, he beat you here."

"But | don't understand how he cane to be there on the Womi ng range night before last, riding a
Broken Circle horse."

Monk hesitated. Then he got up, went to the door. "Doc," he called. "It all right to tell her

what you were doing in Womni ng? She’'s curious about that."

The answer was evidently in the affirmative, because Monk cane back and said, "It’s sinple. A
little nore than a week ago, Doc got a call for help fromPilatus Casey."

"The ol d prospector who was found dead?"

Monk nodded. "Yes. Pilatus Casey wanted Doc to come to Woning at once, and neet himat the
Broken Circle Ranch. O d Casey said there was sonething big and dangerous brewing. He said that if
anyt hi ng happened to him Doc should start |ooking for this green eagle puzzle. He described the
puzzlie fairly well."

Monk si ghed.

"To make a long story short," he continued, "old Pilatus Casey didn't tell Doc a lot. He called



over the tel ephone. But Doc becane interested. The thing was goofy—the part about a green eagle
puzzle, particularly—but there was undeniable terror in old Pilatus Casey's voice. The old fellow
was scared. And Doc had nothing very pressing on hand at the nonent, so he went to Woning."

"What has he found out?" Johanna H ckman asked curiously.

Monk shrugged. "Pilatus Casey didn't show up at the ranch. Doc got tired of waiting. So he tried
to start sonmething. He made a puzzle that was a little like the one that had been described to him
and planted it on this cowboy, Ben Duck."

"Why do sonething |ike that?"

"Doc figured," Mnk explained, "that someone might try to do sonething about the puzzle. They

did. Two guys took it away from Ben Duck. Doc followed the thieves, and watched them hide out in a
haystack on the Broken Circle Ranch. He watched one of the guests, Al bert Panzer, bring food to the
two thieves. After the body of Pilatus Casey was found, Doc watched these two thieves hold up the
sheriff and seize Pilatus Casey’'s watch, in an effort to prevent the body being identified. Doc had
heard enough to know that somebody was hiring these guys and Al bert Panzer. Sonebody hi gher up. He
was trying to Il earn who the higher up was, but the sheriff grabbed Doc."

The girl was | ooking through the window at a forest of skyscrapers. She was, she knew by now, in
Doc Savage’'s headquarters on the top floor of the great m dtown building.

She said, "M. Savage broke out of jail."

"Yes, and went back to the Broken Circle, to watch and keep under cover," Mnk said. "Al bert

Panzer and the two thieves had di sappeared. What he didn’t know until he found you was that they had
grabbed Ben Duck and gone to the canyon."

One thing was puzzling the girl. She asked, "Wy did M. Savage foll ow ne back here?"

"To see what we can find out about the nystery fromthe New York end," Monk said.

She nodded.

"Pilatus Casey called on Doc Savage for help in a nystery about a green eagle puzzle," the girl
said, "and now you're trying to find out what the nystery is, because Pilatus Casey is dead."

"That sketches it," Mnk adnmitted, "on a thunbnail."

DOC SAVAGE cane back into the room He was acconpanied by a man who was of nedi um height, with
good shoul ders, a thin waist—and a remarkabl e outfit of apparel. The man was not garishly dressed;
he was just perfectly attired. So perfectly attired that there was no doubt about the perfection. He
carried an innocent-| ooking bl ack cane.

"Ham Brooks, " Doc Savage introduced. "The |awyer of our group."

Ham Br ooks | ooked at the girl. He | ooked at Monk. The idea that Monk had been alone with such a
ravishing bit of femninity seemed to irritate him

"Chem stry," Ham cal | ed.

There cane waddling into the rooman aninmal that m ght have been a chi npanzee, mi dget baboon,
dwarf ape, or sone nysterious species of siman as yet uncatal ogued. The ani mal was renarkable for
the likeness it bore to the homely Monk.

"My pet," Ham expl ai ned bl andly, indicating the chinp. "Name is Chemistry. Any resenbl ance to

Monk, here, is purely accidental and regretted by both nyself and Chemi stry. No relation, | assure
you. "
Monk gl ar ed.

"This shyster |awer," Mnk said, "has a—

"—ife and seventeen half-witted children,” Hamfinished the statement. "Wich is alie. And a
lie quite typical of Mnk. He hasn’t nuch inagination."

Monk becare red-necked and silent.

The girl gathered that the two did not get along any too quietly.

She t hought of sonething.

"What about those three nen who were—who had just captured me when you interfered?" she asked.
Doc said, "W are about to get around to them" He turned back toward the door. "Wiit a nonent,
pl ease. "

He was not gone | ong, and Johanna H ckman-she had asked Monk and Hamto call her Hicky, and they
had agreed with al acrity-was astounded at the change in Doc Savage. He had renpved his disguise.
There had been some kind of dye on his hair, sone coloring nmaterial on his skin, and he had
evidently taken these off with chemical renobvers.

Doc Savage was a giant of bronze, the netallic color of his skin probably having cone fromlong
exposure to tropical sun. His hair was a bronze a little darker. H's features—there had been wax in
his cheeks, and sone netallic device that changed the shape of his nostrils—waere regular and
handsome without being too perfect.

He said, "Cone on." He was carrying a snmall radio.

They wal ked out into the corridor and down a flight of stairs and through a door.

THE of fice which they entered was unfurni shed. Doc Savage | ocked the door.
The three nmen who had tried to seize Hicky lay on the floor. They were not tied in any way, yet
they were unable to nove. Hicky stared at them then realized their arms and | egs were usel ess. The



cause of the usel essness becane evident when Doc Savage produced a snmall hypoderm c needle and a
vial of sonme chem cal, and gave each of the prisoners a fresh dose

Monk whi spered, "Local anaesthetic," in Hicky's ear. "Like the stuff you get at the dentist’s
Can't nove their nuscles.”

"Can't they yell, either?" H cky asked

"Notice he's not giving thema fresh shot in the throat," Mnk pointed out. "He gave their voca
chords one slug of the local to keep themquiet. They'Il be able to talk in a few mnutes."
Monk’ s prediction proved correct. Doc Savage kneaded the throats of the prisoners with his hands
and when they were able to nmake noises, tied cloth gags between their jaws.

"Watch himwork," Mnk whispered admiringly to Hicky. "Wat he's going to do is nmake these guys
tal k. Watch how he does it."

Hi cky nodded. She asked, "Down there in the street—what overcane then? Whatever it was nade ne
unconsci ous, too. WWat was it?"

"An anaesthetic gas," Mnk explained. "Doc puts it up inlittle thin-walled glass pellets. It's
invisible and odorl ess, and becomes harm ess after it mxes with the air for a while. Wen it hits
you, you don’t know anything about it until all of a sudden—ping! You' re asleep. Leaves no after
effects.”

The girl watched Doc Savage. She had heard that he was an anazi ng nan. Apparently the reports
were not exaggerated

Doc plugged the small radio into a wall outlet. He tuned in a broadcast program then advanced
the volume control as far as it would go. The programwas hillbilly music, raucous, thunderous, ful
of shouting. Very good stuff, Hicky realized, to cover any sounds these prisoners should nmake if
they tried to yell for help.

The bronze man went over and opened the window. It was a |arge wi ndow. He | ooked out and down
remai ning there a few mnutes

Hi cky went over to the wi ndow. The street was so far belowthat it was a little nauseating. There
was no | edge, no setback in the sheer side of the building for at |east sixty stories. The gir
shivered, drew back

Doc Savage went over to one of the prisoners, renpved the gag

"All we want," the bronze man said, "is a conplete story of what you know about this thing."

The man—he was the one who had shown the gun to Hi cky—peeled his lips off his teeth. "You know
where you can go," he said, and added sonme obscenity

Doc Savage’s voice took on a grim runbling quality.

He said, "Unfortunately, we do not have nuch tinme to waste on you."

The prisoner skinned his teeth again, got rid of nore profanity. The little radio was nmaking a
terrific racket in the room They had to shout at each other

Doc Savage renoved the gags fromthe jaws of the other men. He tried to get themto answer
questions. They refused, one of thembluntly, the uniformed one after a nonent’s hesitation

"Keep your traps shut!" the first captive shrilled at them

Ham Br ooks strode over to the prisoners. Hamtw sted at the handl e of his dark cane, jerked, and
it becanme evident that the inplenment was a sword cane. The bl ade was |ong and brightly dancing, the
tip coated with a sticky substance that was evidently sone kind of chem cal to enhance the effect of
the bl ade

"Tal king," Hamsaid violently, "is the only chance you birds have."

The spokesman sneered at him "You ain't puttin’ anything over, bud. W can take anything you put
out, up to a killing. And it happens we know you got the reputation of never killing anybody."

Doc Savage asked grimy. "Wat gave you the idea we never kill anybody?"

The nman sneered at him "I been around.”

The words seenmed to infuriate Doc Savage. The bronze nan seized the prisoner, haul ed himover to
the wi ndow, and janmmed hi mdown on the sill, half outside. The man | ooked down. He becane sonewhat

sick of expression. But his courage held, and he snarled, "This kind of bluff won't get you
anywhere. "
"You think it’s bluff?" Doc Savage asked omi nously.

"Hell, yes."

The prisoner screaned then. His screamlifted even above the blatting of the radio. He nade
frantic efforts, pawing with his nunbed useless arms at the window sill, breaking his fingernails
and skinning his wists in his effort to hang on, spray flying off his lips fromthe force of his
crying out in horror, trying to hook his chin over the sill to save hinself, but falling and

slipping off into space
The girl screaned then

MONK | eaped and caught the girl—depend on Monk to do that—and she was pale and tense in his arns.
The | ook she gave Doc Savage was ghastly.

The bronze man did not seem concerned. He | ooked out of the window, downward after the falling
body, then drew back. "Wth hundreds of w ndows on this side of the building," he remarked, "it is
not likely the police will spot the one from which the body fell."



He wal ked over to another of the captives, eyed them then glanced at Ham "In fact, if we dunped
all of themout of the window, it would be a quick easy disposal," he said.

The prisoner who was wearing the uniformlooked as if he was going to faint. The other was
clenching his teeth and a little saliva was |eaking fromthe [ eft corner of his nouth.

"You want to tell us what you know?" Doc asked.

They were silent.

The bronze man said, "Well, we cannot waste tinme," and clutched the uniforned captive by the
shoul ders, started to drag himtoward the w ndow.
"Wait!" the man screaned suddenly. "I wasn’t gonna hurt that girl! W was just hired to keep her

outa sight for a while!"

"Who hired you?" Doc asked.

"He said his name was Smith." The man becane paler. "Bless nme, chief, |'mtelling you the truth.
He said his nanme was Smith."

"Describe him"

The man descri bed a person who was about five feet eight, dark, cast in the left eye, liked |oud
ties and socks, had a set of scarred left knuckles.

Doc turned to the girl. "That your M. Smth?"

H cky was | ooking at the wi ndow, her eyes magnetized by horror. Doc had to repeat his question.
She nodded. "Yes, that answers the description of the man who hired nme," she said.

The prisoner |ooked infinitely relieved. He wi ped his forehead with a nunbed arm having trouble

doing the job. "I"'mnot lyin to you," he reiterated.

Doc was grim "You will have to tell us nore than that, if you expect to get out of this," he
sai d om nously.

The man said, "Brother, | can tell you nore. Here was the original set-up. There was an ol d nan

named Sebasti an Casey—

Monk said, "You nean Pilatus Casey, don’t you?"

"l mean Sebastian Casey," the prisoner corrected. "Pilatus Casey was his son, although he was

past sixty years old. There was this old Sebastian Casey and his son Pilatus, and Pilatus had a

ni ece named Mra Lanson, who was his sister’s daughter. The sister had died a long time ago. The two
old men and this girl were the only nmenbers of the Casey famly who were living. Then there was a
young fell ow named Hubert Brackenridge, a young dentist, who was the famly friend."

"What's the famly history got to do with it?" Mnk asked.

"I"ll show you in a mnute. About a nonth ago, old grandfather Sebastian Casey gets the nunps and
dies. He was past eighty, but he got the nunps anyway, and he dies. But before he dies, he calls in
Pilatus Casey and this famly friend, Hubert Brackenridge, and he tells them sonething."

"What' d he tell ‘en?" Mnk demanded.

"l don't know," the prisoner said. "But whatever it was, hell broke |oose. Sonebody took a shot

at old Pilatus Casey, and m ssed. Then sonebody tried to kidnap him but that failed, too. Then
Pilatus Casey lit out for Wonming. And Hubert Brackenridge was killed."

"This famly friend, Hubert Brackenridge, was nurdered?"

"I didn't say nmurdered. | said killed."

DOC SAVAGE contenpl ated the captive narromy. The man was scared badly enough to be telling the
truth. "How did the so-called killing happen?"
" Aut onobi | e accident. Car went over the edge of a road into a deep ditch and caught fire. Hubert

Brackenri dge’'s neck was broke and he was smashed up." The captive eyed them then shrugged. "I don't
know whet her Hubert Brackenridge was nurdered, or whether it was an accident."
Doc Savage said, "It seens that as soon as old Sebastian Casey di ed, soneone nade attenpts on the

lives of Pilatus Casey and the famly friend, Hubert Brackenridge. |Is that right?"

"Yes," said the captive, "that’s right."

"\Npy 2"

" Eh?"

"Why?" Doc’s flake-gold eyes were intense. "Wat is behind it?"

"l don’t know. "

The bronze man’s eyes bore on the captive in a way that made the fell ow squirmand dabble at his
forehead with a numb hand.

"Honest, | don't know," the man said wldly.

"Who are you working for?"

"That guy Smith hired us," the man said, "but | understand he’s gone to Woning. | don’t think

Smith was the head guy, though. The orders cone from sonebody else. | don't know who. | think Snmith
m ght know, but | ain't sure.”
"Whoever is behind the trouble," Doc suggested, "is trying to keep under cover?"

"That’s the idea," the man said. "Say, what are you gonna do with me?"

"Ask you sone nore questions. \Wat about the real niece of Pilatus Casey—the genuine Mra Lanson.
What about her?"

"l don't know anything about her."



"Was there any attenpt nade to kill or ki dnap her?"

"Not that | know of."

"What el se do you know?"

"Nothing," the man said. "I really don"t. My nane is Leo Marticer, and ny pal here is Chuck

North, and the guy you"—the man shudder ed—chucked out of the w ndow was Tony Parst. W have worked
together for a long tine."

Doc said, "Pulled a |lot of jobs together, eh?"

"Wel | —yes," the man adnmitted unconfortably.

Doc Savage produced another hypoderm c needle, a different one than he had used for the |oca
anaest hetic—+this one was |arger—and adm nistered a cof fee-col ored drug

Monk, for the benefit of Hicky, explained, "That's just a stronger anaesthetic, a general one. It
wi || keep these guys drugged and hel pl ess for a couple of days."

"What will you do with the prisoners?" the girl asked

Monk opened his nmouth, then shut it. He couldn't very well explain. Mnk knew that Doc woul d
consign the captives to the place they called the "college," but Mnk also knew that the existence
of the "college" was a secret. It was an unusual institution where the students underwent delicate
brai n operations which w ped out all menory of the past, after which they were trained as good
citizens and taught a trade

"Ch, the prisoners will be all right," Mnk said evasively

Doc Savage, having finished adm nistering the general anaesthetic, straightened, said, "W wll
bring up the other one."

The bronze man went down to the floor below, to an office imediately under the one where the
questioning had taken place. The office was a | arge one, occupied by two nen

Doc Savage introduced the two nmen

"Renny Renwick," he said, "and Johnny Littlejohn. Two of our associates."

Renny Renwi ck, who was an emi nent engineer, had a long puritanical face and fists which would
hardly have gone inside gallon pails. He was very big, alnpbst as |large as Doc Savage

Johnny Littlejohn was |onger and thinner than it seenmed any nan could be and survive. H s clothes
fitted himlike a tent on a pole. A nobnocle was attached to his lapel by a ribbon, and the nonocle
was obviously a nagnifier

"I"I'l be superanual gamated,” he remarked, seeing Hicky for the first tinme.

There were two spliced tinbers in the room and an arrangenment whereby they had been thrust from
the wi ndow and braced against the ceiling. There was also an anple net of the type used by buil ding
contractors as a safety nmeasure when nen are working in high places

The man Doc Savage had thrown fromthe w ndow above was sitting on the floor. He was unharned
except that he was bound hand and f oot

"Ch!" Hicky was astounded

Monk grinned. "Renny and Johnny, here, just stuck that net out of the wi ndow and caught the
fellow"

"But | didn't see any net when | | ooked down," the girl said

"Neither did this guy," Mnk said, indicating the bound prisoner. "They put the net out when Doc
signaled. "

The bronze man haul ed the captive upstairs and placed himw th the other two, then adm nistered a
general anaesthetic. He made a tel ephone call. That afternoon, an anmbul ance would call for the three
prisoners, and take themon the long run north to the "college."

"In the meantinme," Doc said quietly, "We will investigate the real Mra Lanson. And the death of

this Hubert Brackenridge."

Chapter VII. | GNORANCE AND DEATH

THEY found Mra Lanson through the undertaker who had buried Sebastian Casey. She was not in the
t el ephone book. Nor was she in the city directory.

"Really," she said, lifting her eyebrows and the end of her nose, "I find an unregistered

t el ephone avoi ds annoyance. "

The lifted eyebrows and the lifted nose gave a line on her character. That, and the way she
rolled her broad A's. She called it, "ramy."

Her formran a little too nuch to bones. The art work on her face was overdone. She was snoking a
cigarette, and it was in a foot-long hol der

"I't would have nade it nore convenient for us to find you if you had a |listed tel ephone,” Doc
Savage said. "May we cone in?"

"l don't see why you should cone in," she said

"It's about your uncle, Pilatus Casey."

"Real | y"—she called it "rawl y" agai n—| can think of no reason why | should be interested in
Uncle Pilatus."

"He's dead," Doc said

She drew snoke through the |ong holder. The snoke |eaving her |ips was still blue.

"Is he?" she said. "How interesting."



She stepped back then, and let themin, but it mght have been because she had taken a second

| ook at Doc Savage. The sight of the bronze man's size and handsoneness, Renny reflected, nade her
act like a cat that had seen cream Renny was a skeptic where women were concerned. This one

rem nded himof a skinny blond panther.

Doc said, "W were wondering if you would have any objections to tal ki ng about Sebastian Casey
and Pil atus Casey."

She curved her red lips at him "Wy should | object?"

"Sebasti an Casey was grandfat her?"

"Yes." She shrugged. "Really, one can't help one’s grandfather, can they?"

"I take it," Doc said quietly, "that you didn't |ike hinP"

She patted a spot on the davenport for himto sit down. "It wasn't that way, exactly. The
contrary, | should say. He didn't like nme."

"Can you tell us anything about hinP"

"He was a quarrel some old man. | haven't seen himhalf a dozen times in the last ten years." She

| ooked up coyly and added, "Not since | was a child."

"Did you know that Sebastian Casey nmade a statement of sone kind to Pilatus Casey and Hubert
Br ackenri dge?"

"l heard of some such statenent.”

"Do you know the text of the statenment?"

"No. "

"Were you present when it was nade?"

"I was in the house. | was not present in the room"

"Then you knew Hubert Brackenridge?"

"Naturally."

"Did you know himvery wel | ?"

She used the fingertips of her right hand to fluff her hair. "Ah—gquite well," she said, and
dropped her eyes.

"Has it ever occurred to you," Doc Savage asked, "that there was anything strange about Hubert
Brackenri dge’'s deat h?"

"What ?" She stared at him "That's ridiculous. He . . . he had an accident. His car missed the
road and went into a ditch."

"That is what we were told," Doc agreed enigmatically. He changed the subject. "It is very kind

of you to give us your tinme. | do not think we will bother you nmuch nore, except for one question."

"Yes?" she seened uneasy.
"Have you," Doc asked, "ever seen or heard of a little toy puzzle consisting of a green eagle
perforated with sone holes into which you shake | eaden feathers?"

"No. "
"Never heard Sebastian Casey or Pilatus Casey nention it?"
"No. "

"What about Hubert Brackenridge?"

"No. "

Doc Savage arose and said politely that he was grateful for what infornmati on she had been able to
give him and that he and the others would be going. They left by the door, the bronze nan being the
| ast one to depart.

M ra Lanson reached out suddenly and clutched his sleeve with red-nailed fingers. "Wat makes you

t hi nk Hubert Brackenridge' s death wasn’t an accident?" she denmanded tensely.

"Thank you again," Doc Savage said, "for telling us all you knew. "

HI CKY eyed the bronze man when they were in the street. "That wonman," said H cky, "didn't tell
you all she knew. Not by a long shot."

"What makes you think so?"

"l know wonen. That's why. That worman is a deceitful hussy."

"She made nme think of a hungry blond panther,"” Renny said.

"Ch, | don't know," Mnk told him "You fatten her up a little, and she wouldn’'t be bad."

"Not bad to | ook at, maybe," Hicky said. "But bad inside."

"That," Ham said, "would nake her Mnk’'s kind of gal."

Monk scowl ed at him

They wal ked to the end of the block, where they had been forced to park their car. The street was
crowded. Wen they reached the machine, Doc got behind the wheel. He drove around the corner, and
st opped.

"Monk, you and Ham go back and watch Mra Lanson," Doc directed. "One of you take the front of
the place, and the other the back. Get Long Tom Roberts on the tel ephone and have himhurry over and
tap the woman’s tel ephone line."

"Right," Mnk said.

He and Ham got out of the nachine.

Doc Savage handed each of thema snall device not nuch | arger than a box of full-sized kitchen



mat ches. These were tiny portable radio transmtter-receiver conbinations. Operating on very short
waves, they were efficient only for horizon distances.

"Keep in continuous touch with us, and with each other," Doc advi sed.

"Right."

The bronze man drove a few bl ocks, and stopped at a drugstore to use a tel ephone. The bureau of
vital statistics of the city furnished himw th the nane of the undertaker who had handl ed the
funeral of Hubert Brackenridge, and the departnment of the State police devoted to traffic accidents
was able to give himthe exact spot—n this case, they furnished himw th the nane of a trooper who
had covered the Brackenridge deat h—where the accident had occurred.

"I take it," said Hcky, "that you are going to investigate this car death of Hubert

Brackenri dge?"

Doc Savage nodded.

"Holy cow " said big-fisted Renny. "Do you suppose Hubert Brackenridge' s death was really a

nmur der ?"

The bronze man made no comment.

Forty-five mnutes later, they had picked up the State police trooper who had been first to reach
the scene of Hubert Brackenridge’s accident.

He took themto the spot. It was a country |ane, so deserted that during the time they were
there, which was about thirty mnutes, only one car passed the spot, and that was a station wagon
with a bright-varni shed body and yel | ow wheel s.

Faint traces of the accident renmined—a slight rut angling off the road, a newy repaired guard
fence, and a burned area in the bottom of a deep ditch.

"The car burned after it hit?" Doc asked.

"Yes. Aterrific fire."

Renny, suddenly suspicious, runbled, "Was the body burned until it was hard to identify, by any
chance?"

"Ch, no. It was easily identified," the officer assured him

Doc asked, "Who nade the identification?"

"Two of his business associates."

"Hubert Brackenridge was a dentist, wasn't he?"

"Yes. The nmen who identified himwere in the dental business in the same building. Their names
were Diners and Stein. They identified the body while it was lying right here."

After he had gone over the vicinity, Doc Savage dropped the State trooper at the station. The
bronze man and the others drove back to the city.

"It | ooked |ike an ordinary accident," Renny said. "O course, soneone could have knocked Hubert
Brackenri dge on the head and run his car off that curve. But, again, it was a bad curve and coul d
have been an accident."

Doc Savage made no comment. He pulled up suddenly before an office building in the suburban
district.

"What’' s this?" Renny asked.

"The buil ding where Hubert Brackenridge practiced dentistry," Doc expl ai ned. "Renny, would you
mnd going in and seeing if Dinmers and Stein, the two dentists who identified Brackenridge' s body,
are here. Ask themif they identified it."

Renny entered the building. He was not gone |ong. He cane back and reported, "Both of them here.
Both of themsaid it was Hubert Brackenridge, all right. They went to the undertaker’s place and
| ooked at it, and they were sure."

"The undertaker’s place?" Doc asked.

"Sure." Then Renny’'s jaw fell. "Say! Wait a minute! Didn't that State trooper say they identified
the body at the scene of the accident?"

Doc said, "You better go back and ask and be sure about that."

Renny returned to consult the two dentists about where they had identified the body.

He reported, "It was the norgue. They were never at the accident scene."

"That is unusual," Doc said.

"Possibly the State trooper nade a slip of the tongue," the girl suggested.

There were trees in the cenetery that needed trinmng, and the grass was dead in patches. The
caretakers had not taken away flowers fromthe graves when they had faded. The effect of the whole
pl ace was elderly, and its slovenly appearance, instead of being depressing, was rather pleasantly
lazy.

Doc Savage said, "This is the cenetery where Hubert Brackenridge's body was interred. It seens
there is a Brackenridge famly tonb. The body was placed in that."

The keeper of the cenetery—the head keeper—had a map showi ng the |ocation of the Brackenridge
mausol eum Doc noted the position, then set out.

The bronze man had not gone far when he stopped suddenly.

"Take a | ook." He pointed.

A station wagon was sw nging out of the cenetery, follow ng a wi nding road and noving at good
speed. It was an average-| ooki ng stati on wagon, except that it had yell ow wheels in addition to a



bri ghtly-varni shed body.

"Holy cow " Renny exploded. "That's the sane station wagon that passed us on that road where
Hubert Brackenridge's car went into the ditch."

H cky excl ai ned, "There's sonething strange about that!"

Doc Savage, saying nothing, began to run. He went with long strides toward the Brackenridge
tonb—there was no chance of overhauling the station wagon—which was a bl ock-shaped mass of dark
stone interlaced with white marble.

A man |ay spraw ed out beside the door. He was dark, swarthy, grimy, wore overalls. A wheel barrow
and a garden rake nearby were obviously part of his equipnent.

"One of the ground attendants," Hi cky said needl essly. "He has been slugged."

Doc Savage bent over the unconscious nan.

Renny runbled, "I’'Il get a description of that station wagon to the police!" and dashed away, big
fists swinging. Johnny made a circle of the tonb vicinity, then went over and tried the gatelike
outer doors of the tonb itself. They were open. He | ooked down and pushed pieces of metal around
with a toe. Fragnents of the |ock.

He went into the tonb. He was gone for sone tine.

Renny cane back, runbling, "I got the cops on the tail of that station wagon."

The attendant’s nmouth twi sted and he made munblings and finally his eyes opened and rolled. "They
got the body," he munbl ed.

Johnny cane out of the tonb. Johnny ordinarily did not nake any statement that required himto
use smal |l words. But now he was startled into using small ones.

"They stole Hubert Brackenridge s body," he said.

AFTER t he attendant had revived sufficiently to get to his feet and stunble off toward the
caretaker’s building to report the ghoulish raid, Doc Savage and the others went back to their car.
There did not seemto be anything nore they coul d do.

H cky wrinkled her forehead. "This is strange. Hubert Brackenridge's body is inportant in sone
way. Those men-whoever they are in the stati on wagon—were obviously follow ng us."

Johnny started, |ooked at Doc Savage, asked, "Were they trailing us, Doc?"

"Not trailing us," the bronze man said positively. "They were snoother than that. They were
probably checking the scene of the accident to see if we were investigating—they no doubt drove by
periodically to exam ne the spot. As soon as they saw we were investigating, they beat us to the
cenetery and got the body."

"But why?" H cky denmanded.

Doc Savage seened not to hear the question.

The young worman | ooked so irritated at Doc’s silence that Renny sniled slightly. He knew that Doc
had a small habit of appearing not to hear questions which he did not wish to answer.

"Probably," Renny said dryly, "they nmurdered Hubert Brackenridge. And wanted to prevent us

finding out that he was nurdered."

"That woul d account for it," H cky adm tted.

The car rolled on to the main boul evard, and suddenly the radio burst into life. Mnk’'s voice

cane out of the transmitter, and it was strained.

"Doc!" Monk croaked. "Get over to Mra Lanson's apartnment house as quick as you can."

Renny grabbed the microphone, denmanded, "Monk, what’'s happened?"

"You get over here quick," Mnk said.

"I's Hamall right?" Renny demanded.

"No, he isn’t," Monk said.

Doc Savage tranped down heavily on the accelerator, and their car began to nake a noise like a
deep-throated foghorn bl owi ng softly. Doc touched a button, and a siren under the hood began to
how . Red warning lights glowed on the bunpers. It seemed a renarkably short time—possibly because
t he passengers had involuntarily held their breaths part of the trip—before Doc rolled the machine
into a side street.

Monk dashed out to neet them

Wth Mnk was a thin man of hardly average hei ght who had a remarkably nushroonii ke conpl exi on.

He was Maj or Thomas J. Long Tom Roberts, and despite the fact that he | ooked |ike a hopeful prospect
for an undertaker, his health was amazingly good, alnost as good as his fighting ability. He was
conceded to be one of the world's great electrical w zards.

Monk did the tal king.

"Troubl e hit us without warning," the homely chenist explained. "W were watching this Mra
Lanson, and nothi ng suspicious had happened, so there was no warning."

"l was out back putting a tap on the tel ephone,” Long Tom put in.

"And | was on the roof of the building next door," Mnk said, "rigging a spot where we could

wat ch the front of the house w thout being seen.”

"Holy cow " Renny exclained. "Cut out the prelimnary talk and tell us what happened."

"A station wagon drove up, and four nmen got out," Mnk said. "The four rushed in and seized Mra
Lanson. They dragged her out, threw her in the station wagon and drove off. That’'s the |ast we saw



of them"

"What about Han®?" Renny asked.

"Ham di sappeared,” Mnk said. "I think themraiders grabbed him rapped himon the head, and
threw himin the station wagon. | think they carried himoff."

H cky asked thoughtfully, "Did this station wagon have yel |l ow wheel s?"

"How d you know that?" Mnk stared at her.

Doc Savage asked, "Wasn't it possible to follow the stati on wagon?"

Monk shrugged. "It got away too fast."

The bronze man's netallic face was thoughtful for a tine. "Was there," he asked finally, "any

chance that Mra Lanson went with themw IIlingly?"
"It | ooked like they captured her," Mnk insisted. "She sure didn't seemwlling."
"Coul d she have been pretending to be unwilling?"

"l don’t know," Monk said.
"I"lIl bet she was pretending," said Hicky.

TWD ot her things happened i medi ately. First, the police called—they sinply cut their radio
transmtter in on the frequency Doc Savage was using, in order to communi cate with hi mand informed
himthat the station wagon with the yell ow wheel s had been found.

When | ocated, the station wagon had been drenched with gasoline and in flames. It was burning
furiously. There was a body inside.

Doc said, "Mnk, Renny, Johnny, you take the car and dash over there and | ook at the body."
Monk’s face was stark. "Maybe . . . maybe it’'s Ham" he said, horror cranping the words in his
throat.

Monk, Renny and Johnny departed in the car. Doc Savage, with Long Tom and Hicky, entered the
apartnment of Mra Lanson.

Long Tom Roberts smiled enaci ated approval of Hicky, which was surprising. Long Tomordinarily
did not approve of wonen. Wnen were trouble, he usually insisted, whether they were pretty or
hormely, long or short, thin or wide, brunette, red-headed or blonde. He rarely had a date, possibly
because he was sensitive about |ooking as if he had one foot in the grave.

"l imagine," Long Tomtold Hicky, "that Doc would |let you drop out of this any tinme you w sh.
After all, there is liable to be some danger."

H cky said, "I'"mgoing to stick until we get the cowboy, Ben Duck, out of trouble."

"Ch," said Long Tom "It's Ben Duck." He looked a little sour.

Doc Savage went over Mra Lanson's apartnent. He found the kind of stuff that a woman |iving

al one woul d have around her place. The stuff was expensive.

In the bathroom there were three burned natches in a wastebasket. The washbowl was a little
dark. And there was sone soot staining on one of the neat little green towels.

"Looks as if she mi ght have burned sonething recently," the bronze nan renarked.

Doc continued his search without neking nore comment, until he cane to the tel ephone. He started
to pick the instrument fromits hook, then w thdrew his hand.

"Where do those wires go?" he asked grimy.

Long Tom exami ned the wires. There were two of them they were as thin as hairs; only the unusual
sharpness of the bronze man’s vision had enabled himto see them They were draped over the receiver
hook in such a way that, had he lifted the receiver, they would have been separat ed.

The wires | ed down and into a drawer of the desk. Long Tomcarefully tied a string to the drawer
handl e, and they got in the adjoining roomand pulled the drawer open fromthe safety of that

di stance. Then they went back and | ooked in the drawer.

The bormb was flat, not nuch over three inches thick, but it was a foot wide and nore than that in
| engt h.

Long Tomsaid, "Nice little trap. Those wires are together so that they nake a circuit and hold a
relay closed. If you had lifted the receiver, the wires would have fallen apart, broken the circuit,
and the relay woul d have opened, causing this thing to go off."

Doc carefully took the bonb apart. It held enough nitroglycerin to have killed everyone in the
room

Long Tom | ooked at Hicky. "I told you there m ght be danger."

H cky managed to smile. "I'’msticking with you," she said. She | ooked at the bronze nan. "M.
Savage, do you think Mra Lanson set that bonb trap for you?"

Doc shook his head. "The trap has been set several hours. Since before we began investigating

M ss Lanson."

"How do you know?"

The bronze nman indicated a snmall gl obul e of chewi ng gum whi ch had been used to affix the fine
wires to the wood of the desk drawer and the under side of the desk where they led to the tel ephone
receiver.

"The chewing gumis dry," he pointed out. "It would take sonme tine for it to dry."

The tel ephone rang suddenly. Doc picked up the instrunent.

"This is Ham" the voi ce of Ham Brooks said quietly.



"Where are you?"

"At the Pine Valley Airport in New Jersey . . . can you get out here?"

Doc Savage said, "Yes, we can . . . what do you want ne to do with El ner?"
"You can tie ribbons on Elnmer," Ham said.

Chapter VII1. CARGO WEST

WHEN they were in a car—they were using Long Tonis private |inpusine, which was so anci ent that
it had probably been called a horsel ess carriage when constructed—Hi cky | ooked at Doc Savage

t hought ful ly.

"Who is Elmer?" she asked

Long Tom answered that. "Elner," he said, "is a handy fellow to have around."

"l don’t understand."

"When Doc asked what he should do with Elmer," the electrical w zard explained, "he was using a
code. He was actually asking Hamif the tel ephone call was on the up-and-up."

"And what if the call had not been on the up-and-up?" Hicky asked

"Ham woul d have said to | eave El mer behind, probably. If Ham had said anything except to tie a

ri bbon on Elmer, it would have nmeant there was trouble."

"Ch!" Hicky' s nouth was open. "You think of everything, don’t you?"

"Unfortunately," Doc Savage put in dryly, "there is a great deal that we do not think of. That is
why we have so nuch trouble.”

Hicky smiled. "Fromwhat |’ve heard, other people have all the trouble when they start fooling
with you."

Doc Savage wheel ed the car carefully through a traffic jam Despite the decrepit nature of the
vehicle, the bronze nan seened to be able to get nore out of it than its owner, which was why he
happened to be driving

Doc said, "See if you can contact Monk, Renny and Johnny."

The system of radi o communi cati on by which the bronze man kept in touch with his associates while
they were working was a thorough one. The apparatus, while snall, was efficient. And each man was
fully equipped with a two-way radio

Long Tom got Monk on the radio and said, "Listen, Monk, Hamis alive."

Monk was silent for a long tinme. Evidently he was afraid Ham mi ght be |istening, and was trying
to control his delight. Monk woul d have practically chopped off an arm before he would | et Hamthi nk
that he, Monk, was in the | east concerned over what mi ght have happened to him

"The overdressed shyster!" Monk said finally. "Probably ran off deliberately! I'lIl kick his teeth
in for being such a bother."

Long Tom asked, "What about the body they found burning in that station wagon?"

"We got here," Mnk said, "and the police still hadn’'t nanaged to put out the fire."

"Whose body was it?"

"Whoever set fire to that station wagon," Mnk said "had | oaded a bunch of five-gallon gasoline
cans in the back, and they kept blowi ng up and burning, so that the body was al nost conpletely
consuned. "

"Then you weren't able to identify it?"

"l didn't say that," Mnk said

"Well," Long Tomyelled, "who was it?"

"It was the enbal med body of Hubert Brackenridge that they burned,” Mnk snapped. "I’ m sure of
that, too. It had been enbal med, and it had been dead for some time, and the undertaker who buried
Hubert Brackenridge identified what was left of it as the body he buried."

Doc Savage took the microphone. "The undertaker is sure it was the sane body he buried?"

"Yes."

Doc said, "How soon can you get out to Pine Valley Airport in New Jersey?"

"By plane?" Mnk asked

"Yes," Doc said. "Stop by headquarters and pick up one of our planes. . . . Better take a fast
one that is still maneuverabl e enough to | and and take off fromsmall fields."

"I'n other words, don’t take one of those superspeed ships?”

"That is right."

"It will take us half an hour or nore to drive back to headquarters,"” Mnk said. "After that, we
can fly the plane to the airport in a matter of mnutes."

"Do that."

"You want us to cone down boldly on the airport and | and?"

"Unl ess we decide differently."

PI NE VALLEY Al RPORT was a private field used by |ightplane owners for the nbpst part. There were

two hangars of sheet netal, both new, built since the sudden interest in aviation that had foll owed
governmental interest in training pilots. There was | ow woodl and on three sides of the field, a
concrete highway running along the fourth edge

Nearing the field, Doc slowed speed



H cky asked, "Wy did those nmen seize Hubert Brackenridge's body and burn it?"

Doc Savage seened not to hear her

"What," asked Hicky, "could Hubert Brackenridge have known about the nystery that m ght have |ed
themto nurder himin the first place?"

Long Tom said, "He was present when old Sebastian Casey made some ki nd of a dying statenent

Pi | atus Casey and Hubert Brackenridge both heard Sebastian Casey’'s statenent."

"And now they’'re both dead."

"Yes," said Long Tom "I don't think Hubert Brackenridge died an accidental death, either."
"Maybe they seized the body and burned it," Hi cky said, "to cover up evidence that Hubert
Brackenri dge was nurdered."

"Maybe. "

"What," asked Hi cky, "does the green eagle puzzle nean?"

"Don’t give me a headache,” Long Tom nuttered

They were nearly thrown off the seats when Doc Savage stopped the old car suddenly

Ham Br ooks had come out of the brush al ongside the road, and was waving at them He ran to the

machi ne, said, "You better pull off into the brush over here. There's a lane. | figured you would
come this way, so | canme down here to head you off."
Ham was still dapper, except for a rip in one leg of his trousers. He was carrying his

i nnocent -1 ooki ng bl ack cane, and there was nothing outwardly about the inplenent to show that it was
a swor d- cane.

"What happened to you?" Long Tom asked him as soon as Doc Savage had driven the old car into the
brush and parked it where it was out of sight of the road

Ham sai d, "Wen those guys cane to Mra Lanson’s apartment and grabbed her, they were in two

cars. There was that station wagon with the yell ow wheels, and there was a coupé they were using."
"W didn't see any coupé,” Long Tom excl ai ned

"l know you didn't. | was the only one who saw it. | saw the driver and another guy w th him get
out and take up a position as |ookouts. They left their coupé parked where they couldn’t see it. So
I got in the baggage conpartnent."

"Didn't they find you?"

"No. "

"What if they had?"

Ham grinned without hunor, and pulled out a small weapon which resenbl ed an overgrown autonatic
pistol. It was a nachine pistol, perfected by Doc Savage, and could fire hundreds of cartridges a
mnute. It discharged nmercy bullets produci ng unconsci ousness, explosive slugs, snoke pellets, at
will.

"l almost wish they had found nme," Ham said

"Where did they go?"

"They drove up north," Hamsaid. "I think, judging fromwhat |I could overhear, that they put a
| ot of gasoline in the station wagon, and set it afire. | don't know why they did that."

"They were destroying a body," Long Tom said

"Whose body?"

"Hubert Brackenridge's. And don't ask me why. We haven't figured it out. Unless they were trying
to hide evidence that Hubert Brackenridge was nurdered."

"l don't think that is why they did it," Hamsaid

"Why not ?"

"They woul d know that stealing the body and burning it would be sure to nmake the police suspect
that sonething like nurder had happened to Hubert Brackenridge."

Doc Savage | ooked at Ham thoughtfully. "That is a good piece of reasoning," he said

HAM BROOKS waved one expensively gl oved hand. "Those guys," he said, "are over at the airport."
"What are they doing?" Doc asked

"They’ ve hired a plane," Ham expl ained. "They' re waiting for it to show up."

"Where did you find that out?"

"l got hold of one of the guys at the airport,” Ham said. "They are young fellows running the

pl ace. They didn't have any | arge ships capabl e of |ong-distance flights, which is what these
fellows want. So they tel ephoned to a Long Island airport for them and the ship is going to be
here"—Ham consul ted his watch—in about twenty minutes. There was a delay while the pilot got to
this Long Island airport, so he could fly the ship over."

The dapper |awyer |ooked at Doc Savage intently. He seened to have a good idea of what the bronze
man woul d do next

Doc asked, "These nen are hiring ship and pilot?"

"Yes."

"CGood, " Doc Savage said. He switched on the radiotel ephone transmtter in the car and began
calling. "Mnk, Renny, Johnny—ene of you cone in please."

It was finally Johnny who answered. The bi g-worded archaeol ogi st and geol ogi st di d not use any

j aw breaki ng words. He did not use those on Doc. He said, "Yes?"



"Are you in the air?"

"We just took off fromthe Hudson River," Johnny explai ned

Doc turned to Ham "Where did they rent this plane? What airport?"

Ham tol d him

Doc gave the name and | ocation of the airport to Johnny. He said, "These nmen we are after have
chartered a plane there. It is a large ship, and the pilot should be |eaving very soon. | want you
to intercept the plane. Intercept it before it takes off, if you can. Tell the pilot the flight is
canceled. Pay hima little something for his trouble, and give himthe idea you are the man who
hired the plane."

"Right," Johnny said. "Anything el se?"

"Report to ne when you have stopped the plane."

"Right."

Doc Savage switched off the radio. "Were are the tel ephone |ines?" he asked Ham

"Over here. They run along the road." Ham pointed

"Those are the lines that go to the airport where those nen are waiting?"

"Yes."

Doc said, "Were are the pliers?" He got the pliers, stout ones, and clinbed a tel ephone pol e and
cut every wire

"Why did you cut the wires?" Hicky asked

"To keep the pilot of the rented plane fromcalling this airport and learning we are pulling a
trick."

The bronze man did not volunteer further explanation, and Hi cky was puzzl ed. She obeyed the

bronze man’s instructions to get in the old car. Doc drove. They rattled back the way they had cone
H cky, in the back seat, said, "But we're going off and | eaving those nen there," to Long Tom

who was riding with her

"Doc knows what he’s doing," Long Tom said

"What is he doing?"

"Well, you see what we want nost to know is what is behind this," Long Tom expl ai ned. "And

instead of closing in on those guys and going to a |lot of trouble—

Ham said, "Doc’s plan is this. He will—

“I"l'l tell her!"™ Long Tom snapped. "You shut up!" He gl ared

Ham subsi ded, | ooking startled. It was not like Long Tomto flare up. Ham nudged Doc. "Long Tom
seenms to |ike her," he whispered

Long Tomwas saying, "Doc’s plan is probably this: He will take one of our planes, pretend to be
the pilot, and fly to the place that these fellows want himto take them That is an easy nethod of
trailing them"

"But it’'s dangerous!" Hicky excl ai med

Long Tom gri nned

WHEN bi g-worded Johnny Littlejohn reported that they had managed to head off the hired ship, Doc
Savage nmade a statement of approval, and instructed themto fly at once to a pasture which was near
where the bronze man was then driving, and far enough fromthe field where the nen they were
trailing were waiting

Doc parked at the pasture edge, and put on a disguise. He clipped his bronze hair differently,
changed its color to a nmuddy brown with chemcals, altered the color of his eyes to a nondescri pt
gray with eyeball cups, and gave his face a different contour with paraffin and netal gadgets which
went inside the nostrils. He added a gold cap over one tooth, sone stuff which nade the renaining
teeth yell owi sh and unheal thy | ooking. He stuffed a handkerchief in each hip pocket to broaden his
hi ps

Monk was flying the plane when it |anded. The ship was a big streamined job that glistened in

the sunlight like new silver. Doc bad fornerly painted his planes a distinctive bronze col or, but
had di scovered that it nmade himtoo conspi cuous, and had di scontinued the practice

Bi g-fisted Renny was uneasy. "Holy cow This isn't gonna be easy, Doc."

The bronze man said, "You fellows rush back to the city and get another plane. Be ready to

foll ow"

"How Il we know where you go?"

"I will get into the radio transmtter on this ship," Doc explained, "and change the wiring so

that the set does not turn off when the switch is turned. The set will be on the air continuous. Use
a direction finder on the carrier wave."

"All right," Renny said. "But holy cowl | think this is taking a big chance."

The bronze man clinbed in the ship, gunned the nbotors to clear the cylinders of sluggish vapor

then opened the throttles, and the plane craw ed across the pasture. It took the low hills

A few minutes later, Doc slanted the ship down at the airport, |anded, and taxied over to the
hangar s

A squat man cane out to nmeet him The nman wore dark corduroy trousers, and had his hand in one
pocket of a |leather coat he was wearing



Doc said, "Was there somebody here who hired ne and this plane?"

"This ship from South Shore Airport?" the man asked. He had a harsh voi ce.

"Yes, it is," Doc said. Wiich was no lie; the plane had | anded there, although Monk and Renny and
Johnny had been in it.

"I"mthe man who hired you," the man said. "Can you take off right away?"

"Sure. The tanks are practically full."

"CGood. There are eight nen with nme."

"Ei ght ?" Doc shrugged. "This ship will carry twi ce that many. But what about nopney? Wo pays ne?"
"How rmuch do you want ?"

"You show ne the exact spot on the map where you want to go," Doc told him "and |I can tell nore
about that."

The man clinbed in the plane. "Got a map of Wom ng?"

There was a scale map of the hem sphere, and smaller charts printed on thin paper, covering in
detail al nost every spot in North and South America. Doc |ocated the Womnming chart and unrolled it.
The man | ooked at the map for a while.

"W go here," he said, pointing.

"Apparently there is no established airport around there," Doc said, after consulting the map.
"lIt’s range country."

"Aflight like that for eight nen and yourself," Doc said, "will cost four hundred dollars. Cash
in advance."

The man scow ed. "Were do you keep your horse, Jesse James?" he asked.

Doc shrugged. "It’s no skin off ny nose if you don’t want to pay it, or haven't got the dough."
The man conpl ai ned peevi shly about the price. Doc renai ned adamant. He was quarreling about the
price for a reason. He hoped it would allay their suspicions, if they were inclined to have any.
"Ch, all right, damm you!" the man snarled finally.

He paid off in good noney.

He went away and cane back with his eight men.

Actually, there were not eight nen. Only seven. One of themwas a girl-Mra Lanson. She was
dressed in boy’'s clothing, and she had dirtied her upper lip, to give the inpression of a boy’'s
must ache. They had clipped off her hair crudely with scissors. Doc could not tell whether she was
comng along willingly, or not.

Chapter | X. COULEE WAR

THEY refuel ed in Colunbus, Chio. It was night by then, and Doc canme down on the beam then taxied
over near the waiting roomused by the regular air lines.

"There oughta be a restaurant in there," the | eather-coated | eader said. He eyed Doc. "WII we
get to this place in Wom ng toni ght?"

Doc said, "We will have to land at sone regular airport and wait until daylight, so that we can
spot a landing field."

"W mght as well kill some time here, then," the man grow ed. "Take your time refueling. W're
going to eat."

"All right," Doc said easily. "And if |'’mnot here when you get back, it’'ll be because I'm
getting sonething to eat, too."

" Unph.

The bronze man watched them wal k away. Then, sliding out of the plane quickly, he gave the
attendant instructions about the gasoline, and paid himfor the amount he was to receive. "Just
stick the ticket in the cabin," Doc instructed.

Doc headed for the west end of the waiting room and fromthere worked to a point where he could
l ook on through a window. It was dark at that end of the restaurant, and they would not be likely to
notice him He unlinbered a snall tel escope that had consi derabl e magni fyi ng power.

He was a skilled lip reader, and all of the group were facing in his direction.

"That pilot," the | eader was saying, "clains we can get there as soon as he can find daylight
enough to land."

"He suspect anything?" a man asked.

"OfF course not."

"I can fly that plane," a man | eaned over to say. "Wy don't we knock himoff right away and get
it over with?" He was a thin blond man with a skull-thin face and rather plunp hips.

"That | ooks like a lot of airplane to nme," the | eader said.

"I can fly it."

"Just the same," said the |leader, "I think we'll land before we do anything about the pilot. That
pl ane m ght have tricks you don't know anythi ng about."

The thin-faced man, who had said he was a pilot, fell silent and sul ked.

VWen it becane evident that he was not going to | earn anything, Doc Savage w thdrew fromthe

wi ndow. He managed to pick up two sandwi ches at the soda fountai n—separate fromthe | unchroom-and
went back to the plane. He was careful to let them see himconsunmi ng the sandwi ches when they
returned.



"Al'l set?" he asked.

"All ready," they told him "Let's go."

Doc Savage lifted the big plane into the air. In order not to reach Woni ng before daylight, he
flew well below the top speed of the ship.

He kept a close, but surreptitious, watch on his passengers. He was convinced now that they did
not plan to Il et himgo unnol ested, that they intended to kill him

THEY nmet strong headw nds, so they were a little |ater than expected in reaching Wom ng. The Big
Horn Mountains stood up to the northward, sunlight bright against the rocky flanks, here and there a
snow cap like a crown of tinsel. After that, there was the Big Horn River, not nuch |larger than sone
Eastern creeks down here, then a long stretch of nmonotonous prairie that verged on desert, veined
with irrigation canals at long intervals, here and there verdant green where the canals enpti ed.
Suddenly they were in a hag’s dream of stone pinnacles, of bare, arid peaks as unpatterned as if
made by a child s playful chopping. These shoved up. The peaks grew hi gher. The canyon grew deeper,
narrower. Now and then there was a scrawny scrub pine. Then, abruptly, there was a valley, and to
the South, the Broken Circle Ranch.

The | eader of the seven nmen cane forward and asked Doc where they were, had the bronze man point
out their position carefully. The chart showed the nanes of the big ranches in the vicinity. The
Broken Circle was one of these.

"Head up this way nore," the nan said.

Doc decided the fellow wanted to stay well clear of the Broken Circle outfit.

M ra Lanson had renmined entirely quiet, seated well back in the cabin. There had been nothing to
show whet her she was a prisoner or a menber of the gang. But she did not | ook happy.

A few minutes later, the |eader clutched Doc’s shoul der and pointed. "Down there," he said. "You
see that marker?"

The marker consisted of several saddle blankets arranged in the formof an arrow. The bl ankets
lay against light gray alkali, and were gaudily noticeabl e.

Doc slanted the plane down and adjusted the wing flaps so that the speed could be slow He
circled and saw that the ground was snmooth enough for a | anding.

He | anded, and cocked the plane into the wind before he cut the notors.

Three men canme out of the sagebrush nearby. One of themwas Al bert Panzer. He wore his gaudy
chaps made fromthe hide of a black-and-white pinto pony.

Panzer waved. He met the | eader of the group who had arrived by plane, and they shook hands. The
others got out of the plane. All of them seened to know the three nen who had net the ship. The
possi bl e exception was Mra Lanson. She was strangely stiff in manner, and spoke to no one.

They held a conference sone distance fromthe plane. They stood so that Doc Savage coul d see
their faces, and not so far away that, although he could not understand their words, he could read
their |ips.

Panzer asked, "What happened to Doc Savage?"

"W gave himthe slip in New York," the other explained. "I think we're rid of him"

"Did you cover up everything, so there’'s no chance of his follow ng us out here?"

"Sure."

"How about that body?"

"Hubert Brackenridge s body? We got it, and burned it. Don’t worry about anything turning up on
that angle." The other grinned.

"How about this pilot?" Al bert Panzer was clever; he did not glance in the direction of the plane
as he spoke.

"We thought about knocking himoff at first," the other said suavely. "But we changed our mi nd.
The pilot seenms a right guy. We may need this plane again. So we decided on a different course."
Al bert Panzer frowned. "Yeah? What kind of a course?”

"Let’s have himstick around with his plane. Tonight we will come back and sound himout. He

m ght be persuaded to join up with us."

"Ch, hell!" Panzer expl oded.

He evidently said sonething nore, but the other man stepped around so that he was between Doc and
Panzer’s face, so that the bronze man could not tell what was said.

Nei ther did Doc catch the next hal f-dozen or so exchanges of speech, because he could not see
either man’s lips. He did watch their faces. He saw Panzer regi ster astonishment, then doubt, and
finally the man shrugged. Panzer then lighted a cigarette, and in doing so, stepped around into such
a position that his lips and those of the other man were visible.

"I n case we have to do that," Panzer said, "this pilot might be handy. Your idea is all right.
We'll ask himto wait here, and later try to sound himout about joining us."

The | eader of the new arrivals from New York nodded. He turned and came back to the plane.
"Listen," he said to Doc Savage. "W’ ve been talking it over, and it |ooks |ike we m ght need
this plane sonme nore."

"What you want nme to do?" Doc asked. "Wait around?"

"Yes. You wait here. The rest of us are going to take a little trip into the hills. Some of us



will be back later. That all right with you?"
"You want to hire ne sone nore?" Doc asked.
"Yeah. "

"I"l'l wait here," the bronze man said.

ALL of themthose who had been in the plane, and the trio who had net them-trudged off across the
alkali flat. The naked hills were nearby, thrusting up with surprising abruptness. They di sappeared
into a canyon.

Al bert Panzer kept wal king until he made sure they were out of sight of the plane.

"One of you," he said suddenly and harshly, "go back and keep a watch and nake sure that guy is
still in the plane."

One man detached hinself hastily, went back. He bellied down in the sagebrush on a small ridge,
peered at the plane and nade sure Doc Savage was at the ship. Doc was exam ning one of the notors.
The man signaled that fact to Panzer.

Al bert Panzer whirled on the | eader of those who had cone on the plane.

"Now, " Panzer said, "what tipped you off that the pilot is Doc Savage?"

"Two things."
"Let’s hear them"
"First, that pilot was watching us in Colunbus, Chio, where we were eating in a restaurant. | saw

his reflection in a polished netal towel holder for paper towels. He was watching through kind of a
tel escope. Later | figured that out. Lip reading. Second, a pilot just happened to conme up to us at
the Col unbus Airport and ask ne if that wasn’'t Doc Savage' s plane we had cone in, because it | ooked
like one that Savage designed."

"That," said Panzer, "doesn’t |ook so good."

"You're telling nme."

"Doc Savage is a big man. Physically, | nean. A very big man."

"So is this pilot."

"He nust be Savage. The only other one of Savage’'s nen who is near his size and height has fists
so big that they al nost | ook deformed. How s this guy's fists?"

"They are normal size."

"It's Savage, then." Al bert Panzer took a couple of angry, pacing turns through the sand. He

scowl ed up at the sharp rock walls of the canyon.

The other seermed nervous about Panzer’s disapproval. "Of course, we could go ahead and croak him
now, " he said, "but | thought—=
"l wouldn't bet on that," Panzer said fiercely. "If we had Savage here now, wth six-guns

pointing at him | wouldn't bet a cent on the outcone."

"l thought," the other stated hastily, "that it would be better if we w ped out this Savage crowd
all at once.”

"How you figure we do that?"

"Keep an eye on himtoday. Chances are he's having his friends follow himin another plane. \Wen

they get here, they' Il start out |looking for us. We leave a plain trail. W set a trap. They foll ow
the trail into the trap."
Al bert Panzer rubbed his jaw. He grinned thinly. "It sounds |like a good idea. But |I'll have to

take it up with the boss."

"I's the boss where you can neke a contact?"

"You be sure Doc Savage stays with that plane," Panzer said, "and | can get away |ong enough to
use our radio transmtter. | think | can nmake contact all right."

DOC SAVAGE renmmi ned with the plane nost of the norning. He spent some tine in the cabin, and
during that interval, he comunicated with Monk and the others flying in fromthe East and
instructed themwhere to land and how to do it.

There was a high ridge i nmediately to the east, and on the other side of this Doc had noted,
before | anding, plenty of flat coul ee bed suitable for a plane. Doc instructed Monk to put the
silencers on the motor of the plane and cone in very low, out of sight behind the ridge, and | and
and wait.

About the tine he judged the plane flown by Monk was due to conme within hearing, Doc started one
of the nmotors of his own plane. He ran the nmotor and tinkered with it. The exhaust nmade a great deal
of racket, enough to cover any sound that Mnk’'s ship m ght have nade.

Doc waited until Mnk nmust surely have | anded.

He wrote a note. The note said:

| saw a creek over the hill. Going over there to take a bath. Back by dark.

Pilot.

He fastened the note to the cabin-door handle with a string. Carrying a towel ostensibly flung
over his shoul der, he wal ked away, headi ng south toward a spot where there actually was a small
stream Once out of sight, he quickened his pace and veered east.

Monk and Ham their two pets, net himjust beyond the ridge.



Monk said, "Long Tom Renny and Johnny are down at the plane. W | anded without any trouble."
"Thi nk anyone coul d have seen you fromthe other side of the ridge?" Doc asked.

"Not a chance."

"How about the girl?"

"H cky? She’s with us. Making a bigger hit than ever with Long Tom Seens she is interested in
electricity and radio and stuff. Right up Long Tomis alley. He's been letting her use the plane
radio."

"Hi cky has been using our plane radi 0?" Doc asked.

"Yes."

"When?"

"Ch, at various times during the day. We had radi o bearings and weather reports to get. And Long
Tom changed the wave | ength of the set over to the amateur band and let her talk to sone hans."
Doc Savage made no comment, although there was sonme very slight, quizzical expression on his
features.

They wal ked back toward the plane.

Renny, Long Tom and Johnny were staring up at the ridge.

"l thought | saw sonethin’ nove up there," Renny runbled. "Sonethin black."

"Probably a buzzard," Doc Savage sai d.

Chapter X. THE NEWSBOY
IT was Al bert Panzer’s head—topped by a bl ack hat—whi ch Renny had seen projecting over the top of

the hill. Panzer had beconme somewhat unwary, and he had jerked back in mad haste, grow ng suddenly
pal e.
He was roundly cursed by the man with him "You damed fool," said the man. "If they would see us

now, our goose woul d be cooked."

Panzer took the cursing neekly. It was a long tine before he took another chance and peered over
at the plane. He exhaled in relief. "They didn't see nme," he said. "Wew Well, it’s working out the
way we figured."

"You want nme to keep track of then?" the other man asked.

"Yes."

Panzer retreated hurriedly until he had joined his nen. They were heavily arned. Three of them
carried cases of dynanmite, and two others had electric detonating equi pment and wire.

"Come on," Panzer said.

He led themup the canyon to a spot where it branched, and where there was a cliff, not quite
sheer, but alnmpst so. Up the side of this cliff, a steeply jagged scratch, there was a trail.
Panzer said, "Plant the dynamte along the ridge, in that crack we found up there."

They spent an hour at this task, and Panzer surveyed the job when it was done.

"Nice," he said. "The shots are spread so they' Il bring the whole face of the cliff down on that
path. Now plant two nore charges, one above and one below, to close the canyon if we have to."
This was done.

Panzer glanced at the sky. "lIt’'s late enough in the afternoon now that we can pull this off. Sone
of us will go to the plane and serve as bait to draw themon." He | ooked over his men. "You'll go,
Tuck. And you—

Tuck said, "I don’t want any part of this Savage, if you don't mnd."

Panzer scow ed at him He |ooked at all of them then made his voice as insulting as he could and
asked, "Are any nore of you yell ow?"

Tuck said, "Call it yellowif you want to. | still call it good sense."
No one el se said anything. Panzer hitched at his bl ack-and-white chaps. "I’ m going," he said.
"And | want two nore of you. We won’t take the whole gang, in order that Savage will not be tenpted

to grab us on the spot. W want himto trail us in hopes of getting the whol e gang."

Two men vol unteered. They | ooked nore desperate than brave, follow ng Panzer down the canyon to
t he pl ane.

Doc Savage was stretched out under one wing of the ship, as if dozing. He stood up when Panzer
and his two men cane cl ose.

"CGet tired of waitin ?" Panzer asked.

"I left a note that | was going swimming," Doc explained. "But | got back before you fellows
did." He studied them "What about hiring nmy plane sone nore? You deci ded about that yet?"
Panzer was an actor. He nodded blandly. "Yes. You canp here with the plane, so it will be
available. W will pay you for waiting tine."

"That is fair enough," Doc adnmitted.

Panzer | ooked at the western sky. It was near sundown, but not yet dark. He had a hunch that Doc
Savage and his men would follow the trail nore readily if it was dark, and there was | ess chance of
t hem bei ng seen.

"I think we'll cook and eat sonething before we start back," Panzer said.

IT was very dark when Panzer finished eating, picked his teeth with a match and threw the natch



away. He had a new respect for Doc Savage by now. Doc had not shown the slightest trace of tension
no indication that he was acting. And the bronze nman’'s di sgui se amazed Panzer. By very cl ose
i nspection, knowi ng there was a di sqguise, he had found traces of it

"W’ Il | eave you now," Panzer said. Then, with bland solicitude, "You have bl ankets and food? You
wi || be confortabl e?"
"I'f I"’magetting paid for it, I won't mnd," Doc said

Panzer tucked his rifle under his armand noved away. His two nmen followed him and they gai ned
the mouth of the canyon

"That big bronze guy," one of the nen whispered, "gives nme the creeps. You notice how he acted?
As casual as could be. But he never turned his back to one of us, not once."

"To trap a fox," Panzer said, "you got to be a fox." He said it rather proudly.

"We mi ght have shot hi mdown right there while we were having supper."”

"And his five nmen would have cleaned us up in no tinme. They're loitering around there in the
sagebrush somewhere. Anyway, | think Savage was wearing a bull etproof vest."

They went carefully, noving with infinite caution. Panzer found a niche and stationed one of his
men near the trail

"After they get past, and start up the cliff face," Panzer said, "you blowthis whistle." He gave
the man a whistle which had a thin, piping tone

Panzer and his one conpanion clinbed on up the trail. They went rapidly, for they were nervous
Too, they wanted plenty of noise, in order to guarantee pursuit

On top Panzer scanpered well back fromthe edge. His men were crouched there. One of them was
doubl ed over the generator which would detonate the electric caps they had rigged in the dynanite
char ges

"Listen for a thin, piping whistle," Panzer said

They waited. The nmpbon was | ow, but bright enough to make noticeabl e shadows. Peaks shoved up
around themlike fangs, and on all sides, and not as far away as usual, the coyotes were nmaking a
yi pping, forlorn uproar. The world was a darkly grotesque and haunted pl ace

Suddenly, the whistle cane.

"They’'re on the trail!" Panzer gritted. "Let it go!"

The man with the generator let it go. It was an ol d-fashi oned bl asting generator; you shoved down
on a handle like a tire punp. It made a noise |like a grandfather clock getting ready to strike
then, in the mddle of that low whirring, the earth junped down and then up, down and then up with
great sudden violence, and the earth, the universe, becane a roar. Those who had not been shocked
off their feet were nearly upset by the bl ast

There was a grinding |ike a fabul ous dog eating a nonstrous bone

Panzer bal anced on hands and knees and said, "Well, they're buried under a hundred feet of
stone."

A man wal ked to the canyon ri mthe new canyon rim+for a titanic fragnent of it had been bl asted
down into the crack bel ow. He poked a flashlight beam downward. The light was like a stiff white rod
in the dust

"l woul d say buried nearer two hundred feet," he said

Panzer stiffened. "Listen!"

There was sone runbling of rock

"Listen!" Panzer screaned nore |oudly.

A voi ce was com ng up out of the canyon. It was a frantic voice, and one they recognized. It was
the | ookout. The man they had | eft down there. The man who was to blow the piping little whistle as
the signal for death

"Watch out!" he was shrieking. "It was a trick! Savage knew about it! He's got nme! You didn't

kill him"

DOWN in the canyon, and near the nouth of the place, Iong and bony WIIliam Harper Littlejohn
moved as if his life depended on it. He | eaped wildly over boul ders, spraw ed across greasewood
bushes. Finally he reached the man who was screani ng

The fellow had gotten his gag out. Johnny jammed it back in place

"I"1l be superamal gamated!" Johnny groaned

He was infinitely disgusted

A nmorment |ater, Long Tom Roberts arrived. Long Tomsaid, "I thought you were to watch that

| ookout after we grabbed him and keep himquiet!"

Johnny said nothing. He was too di sappointed to speak

Long Tom denmanded, "Did Doc and the others have tinme to reach the top of the canyon wall and tie
into Panzer and his gang?"

That was answered twenty mnutes |ater, when Doc Savage and the others returned

Monk said, "They got away. They had horses hidden over the hill. They got to the broncs before we
could reach ‘em and rode |ike blazes."

"Can we trail themwhen it gets daylight?" Long Tominquired

Doc Savage said, "If you will listen, you will know the answer."



They paid attention to the night. There was a faint sound far away. It was like a big river
running fast, except for a small noise now and then that m ght have been di stant autonpbile horns

beepi ng.
"Cattle,"” Long Tom guessed.
"There was a big herd over the ridge," Doc agreed. "They have stanpeded them and will ride anong

themuntil they get a chance to ride clear, one at a tine, and neet sonmewhere."

Ham sai d, "Wiich is another way of saying there isn't one chance in a mllion of trailing them"
Doc Savage went over to the prisoner.

"Where is that poison?" the bronze man asked loudly. "W might as well dispose of this fellow

wi t hout delay."

The man on the ground, the one who had been left to whistle the death signal —his whistle had been
taken from himby Mnk, who had blown it, and who was fiddling with it nowgroaned in terror.
Monk Mayfair turned a flashlight on his own face, apparently by accident, and nade a horrendous
face. A horrendous face was not a difficult job for Mnk.

"W ain’t got nothin' but slow poison," he said. "But that'll do the job."

Ham said angrily, "You stupid mssing |ink! Wiat do you nmean, not packing anything but slow

poi son! W haven't got nmuch tine to waste."

"Either fast or slow, he's dead, ain't he?" Mnk grow ed.

Monk went away.

H cky had cone up in the darkness. They had placed her in a spot of safety. The tal k about poison
had caused her to | ook conpletely horrified. "You're not . . . you' re not— She choked up.

Monk came back with a vial and hypo needles. Wth infinite glee, he stripped one of the needles
open, filled it and fell upon the prisoner.

The prisoner had courage. "If you lugs think you're gonna scare nme into talkin'," he said,
"you're lookin for a wind fromthe wong direction."

"Have we asked you a question?" Mnk demanded. "A single question?"

He j abbed the hypo into the man.

H cky got pale and swayed. She | ooked so sickened by what was so obviously a col d- bl ooded nurder
that Long Tomfelt noved to draw her aside.

"That's only truth serumthey' re giving him" Long Tom whi spered. "But you're being a big help by
| ooki ng so sickened."

"To nake it | ook better," Hcky said, infinitely relieved, "I'll go back and pretend to faint."
"CGood. "

The captive was deeply inpressed by the realistic faint which H cky pulled. He becane blue, with
traces of green. He twisted and tried to cry out, but the gag and the ropes which held him
restrained his efforts.

H cky could see, as tinme passed, that the drug was having a drastic effect on the man.

"Truth serum"” Long Tomtold Hicky, "is dangerous stuff to use. That's why Doc does not enploy it
when there’s any other way out."

"But why all the deceit about its being poison?"

"Truth serumis funny stuff. If a guy knows he's given the stuff, he can mighty often determn ne
not to answer any questions truthfully, and get the job done."

Doc Savage went to work on their prisoner. The man’s tal k was ranbling, disconnected, hard to
under stand. Li ke nothing so much as the babbling of a drunk.

VWhat the man knew sunmmed up as: Al bert Panzer was in charge of operations, but he was not the big
boss. The man did not know who the real boss was. He had heard Panzer call the person Becky.
Soneti mes he thought Panzer took his orders froma wonan, the nan said.

Panzer had been secretive. He did not reveal the identity of the person they were working for,
and he had kept secret the general purpose of their activities. This had puzzl ed everyone.

One thing was sure: A cowboy naned Ben Duck was in possession of information concerning a puzzle
where you shook | eaden feathers into holes on a painted green eagle. Ben Duck had taken this puzzle
of f Pilatus Casey, an old prospector who had been nurdered.

"Who nmurdered Pilatus Casey?" Doc asked.

"Panzer done the job," the man nunbl ed.

" How?"

The prisoner didn't know how.

"What is the exact significance of this green eagle puzzle?" Doc inquired.

The captive didn't know that, either.

"Where," Doc asked, "is Ben Duck being hel d?"

The prisoner knew that, at least. It took them al nbst an hour of sweating patience to get a
description of the exact location of the place out of him

I T was around dawn when Doc Savage found the spot where Ben Duck had been held. They knew it was
the spot by the evidences of canping—tin cans and di scarded food containers and the general filth of
a carel ess camp—+n the vicinity.

"Why!" Hicky exclainmed. "This isn't the spot where they took Ben Duck at first."



"Renenber," Doc rem nded her, "that you notified the sheriff that Ben Duck had been seized. They
probably had to nove their captive to evade the sheriff."

The bronze man, once he was certain Ben Duck was not at the canp—and no one else, for that

mat t er -aent searching. There were indications that the canp had been broken hastily. He hunted for a
trail

Wien he found a trail, it was the trail of at |east seventy cattle, the sharp hoofs of which had
wi ped out all horse trail

"Bet it was the same bunch of cattle they picked up right after they got away fromus," Monk
muttered. "They were snmart enough to drive themup here, so as to keep on covering their trail."
Doc spent sone time following the cattle trail. He gave up when convinced it was hopel ess—the
cattle were in a small valley, where he cane upon them suddenly. But the riders were nowhere in
sight. They nust have quitted the herd separately, wherever there was hard stone that woul d hide
hoof mar ks

Doc said, "W will go back to the Broken Circle Ranch."

"You think we mght pick up sonething there?" Ham asked

"There are | oose ends," Doc said

Chapter XI. HORSE TROUCH

D ORR smirked and rubbed his hands when they | anded their plane in the alfalfa meadow bel ow t he
Broken Circle Ranch buildings. He thought they were dudes, custoners. They did not disillusion him
Monk and the others were puzzled that Doc Savage seened in no hurry. He took roons for all of
them at the ranch, and engaged horses. It was very rough country in back of the ranch, of course
and they woul d need horses if they went anywhere. But they thought the bronze man was wasting tine
The sheriff came out that afternoon

"Hel l o, Sheriff Gates," Doc Savage called to him

"l never saw you before," the sheriff said, staring at Doc

"l am McCain."
"Huh?" The sheriff took a pair of handcuffs out of his pocket. "You don't |ook like MCain
except that you're big. But | think I'll arrest you."

Doc Savage expl ai ned who he was, and showed docunents proving his identity. Then he told the
story, fromthe time old Pilatus Casey had sent hima wild appeal for help from Womnm ng. Doc told
what he knew about the green eagle puzzle. It did not sound |ike nuch

The sheriff rolled a cigarette carefully. "Wy didn't you tell me you was Savage before?"

"Did not think it would be best if the gang knew | was interested."

"What gang?"

"Panzer and his nmen. The fell ows who grabbed poor Ben Duck."

"Who, " asked the sheriff, "is the brains behind this?"

The bronze man shrugged. The sheriff drew on his cigarette. This thing was an intricate enigng,
so puzzling that the sheriff felt strange. It was not |like cow rustling and shooting scrapes and
di sputes over line fences and waterhol es

"l got no idea where they' re holdin’ Ben," the sheriff said. "I |ooked for himeverywhere."
"They are torturing himin an effort to find a green eagle puzzlie."
Fi erceness junped over the sheriff's face. "It's gonna be tough on them honbres when | tie into

‘em" he said. "Ben is a fine young man."

D Or was standing by, listening. He asked, "Any reward for finding Donald Duck?"

Monk gave his belt a hitch and frowned at the man. D Or had tried to foist the highest-priced
accommodati ons on them and had overcharged on top of that. Mnk did not like the fellow

"Why should there be a reward?" Mnk asked harshly.

D Or shrugged: "I thought you fellows mght want to find himreal bad."

Monk stepped forward. The honely chemi st’s shoul ders were hard, the way they were when he felt
like fighting. "You got us pegged wong," he said. "We're not in this for noney. W're in it to help
a guy."

Doc Savage spoke quietly.

He said, "W will give five thousand dollars for information |leading to the rescuing of Ben Duck
alive."

Monk swal | owed. He was astounded

The sheriff grabbed Doc Savage's hand and punped it. "That's fine," he exclainmed. "Ben Duck is a
ni ce young nan."

MONK di d not understand why Doc had cone to the Broken Circle Ranch, and Monk was not alone in

bei ng puzzl ed. The others could not see an object in it. The bronze man's behavi or seened dilatory.
It appeared that his tine could have been better spent in the hills hunting Ben Duck and the nen who
were hol ding himand torturing him

Doc Savage was not perturbed. Still, it was hard to tell when he was excited or calm Hi s contro
over his enotions was remarkabl e

Doc visited Ben Duck’s bunkroom He went through Ben's neager bel ongings. Eventually he cane up



with one object that interested him-a suit of underwear. A suit that had been worn, but which was
not as soil ed as another one.

"Looks |ike Ben Duck wore |ong-handl ed underwear the year around," Mnk remarked. "But what’'s so
interesting about that particular suit?"

"It seenms a little strange," Doc pointed out, "that he stopped wearing it when it was scarcely
soil ed. The other two suits, you'll notice, are rather dirty."

Doc exam ned the underwear. On one sleeve, the right, he found a greenish stain. He decided it
was noss.

He said, "The underwear nust have been taken off because one sleeve got wet. It got wet where
there was noss on or in the water."

He went out to the horse-watering tank, took off his shirt, and began exploring in the nud in the
bottom of the tank.

When he found the taped tin which contained the puzzle, he carried it into the house and opened
it. Only his five nen were present when he brought out the puzzle.

They studied the thing, and they were conpletely at a loss. At least the five associates of Doc
Savage were. Doc hinself nmade no comment.

But after about five m nutes, Doc Savage did sonething that held a great deal of neaning for the
others, and al so puzzled them Doc nade a small trilling sound. It was a strange, |ow, exotic sound,
partaki ng of the weirdness of a wind through a naked forest. It had a ventriloquial quality, seem ng
to come from everywhere.

The sound was a snall unconscious mannerismof the bronze nan’s in nonments of nental excitenent.
Every one of his five associates was convinced that he had suddenly understood the significance
of the puzzle. They were nore sure when he seenmed not to hear Mnk’s queries about what he'd

deci ded.

Monk scratched his head. "It's kind of silly, all this furor over that thing."

Doc said, "It's clever—very clever."

Then he did another thing that surprised him He took the tin box and the puzzle out and showed
it to his nen, and to Sheriff Gates. The sheriff stared at it and said, "Say, that’'s like the one
Ben Duck found on his chest the night after he had a strange fainting spell on the range."

That made Monk grin. He knew that Ben Duck’s "faint" that night had been the result of Doc’s
anaesthetic gas; he knew al so that Doc had planted a puzzle simlar to this one on Ben Duck in order
to stir up some excitenent.

But this was the genuine puzzle. And no one seened to know what it neant. Doc put it back in the
tin box, put it in his pocket.

The afternoon dragged. The only diversion occurred when Habeas Corpus and Chem stry, the two
pets, becane involved in a |udicrous nél ée.

The two pets had come along in the plane. Neither aninmal had nuch use for the other, and their
associ ation at best was a guarded truce.

Li ke nost of Woning, the region around the Broken Circle ranch house was scabbed over thickly
with cactus beds. The cactus was the prickly pear type, snmall round wafers of yellow green studded
with | ong anber needles that could strike at skin in abrupt agony.

Habeas Corpus was investigating a cactus clunp innocently when Chenmistry, the chinp, happened to
back into one of the spines. Sonehow Chem stry got the idea Habeas was responsible. An instant
later, there was a yow ing uproar as the two ani mals fought. The bedl am was augnented by Mnk and
Ham who separated the aninmals, then had a quarrel that was |ouder than the one staged by the pets.
Eventual ly all participants retired in separate directions to pick the cactus out of thensel ves.
It was near dark when D Or cane riding in fromthe hills.

They had not known that D Or had been mssing fromthe ranch a good part of the afternoon.

D Or went to Doc Savage. He rubbed his hands together greedily. "You can get that five thousand
ready," he said.

"What five thousand?"

"The reward for Ben Duck," D Or said. "lI've found him"

D ORR' S expl anation was sinple and | ogical. Yesterday he had noticed signs that nmen were using a
cave high up in the nountains, and he had thought nothing of it; but now he was suspicious, and he
had ridden up there—ith the result that he had seen, so he said, several nen arrive with Ben Duck a
prisoner. D Or had ridden back pell-nmell to the ranch for aid.

"We'll ride at once,” Doc said.

Monk nuttered, "Doc, |’'mgonna have to | eave Habeas Corpus here. The poor little cuss can’t seem
to get along with this cactus."

Hami's pet chinp, it devel oped, would have to be left at the ranch for the sanme reason.

Hal f an hour later, they rode west. The way | ed up a sl ope which | ooked deceptively slight, but
whi ch was so steep that their horses wal ked and panted. There was a green fur of pines. It was
virgin tinber, with windfalls piled everywhere like fence rails.

They nmade a large party—B Or, the sheriff, a deputy, H cky, Mnk, Ham Renny, Long Tom and Doc
Savage. It was slow, difficult going. Johnny was unobtrusively m ssing.



Monk rode up al ongside the sheriff. "You say some guys junped Ben Duck in his bunk one night, and
Ben j abbed one in the face with a spur?"

Sheriff Gates nodded. "Spur nusta marked his face, too," Ben said.

Monk | ooked back at D Or. "Wien'd D Or start wearin' that adhesive tape on his schnozzl e?"

"The next nornin’ after Ben— Sheriff Gates pulled at his jaw with thunb and forefinger. "Say,

hel Il What you drivin' at?"

"I was just thinkin," Mnk said.

Monk dropped back and spoke to Doc Savage in a |low voice. "Ain't we kind of taking things for
granted, Doc?" he asked.

"I n what way?"

"This finding of Ben Duck seens a little johnny-on-the-spot to ne," Mnk said suspiciously.

"You do not think we should trust D Or, then?"

"Well, the thought kinda entered ny head."

Doc Savage made no comment. They rode on. It was late afternoon and hill shadows piled across the
val l eys. They were higher up in the nountains. It was hot in the sunlight, startlingly cool in the
shadows.

"Wonder how D Or got his face hurt," Mnk remarked pointedly.

Doc still said nothing.

Monk nmuttered, "This is a heck of a fine chance for sonebody to knock off the whol e gang of us.
And they ain't above tryin', either."

Doc Savage ducked to avoid a | ow hanging pine |inb.

"Furthernore,” Mnk continued, "I don't like that D Or’s |ooks."
Wth a trace of careful patience, Doc Savage said, "Were do you think Johnny is, Mnk?"
"Johnny?" Monk peered back at their party. "Say, come to think of it, | haven't seen him around

all afternoon."

"Johnny," Doc Savage expl ained, "followed D Or when he left the ranch this afternoon."
"Wat ?"

"According to Johnny," Doc said, "D Or is perfectly honest."

AS if given a tel epathic awareness that he was under suspicion, D Or dropped back and joi ned
them He said uneasily, "The nearer we get to that place, the nmore I'mworried. I'mafraid we wll
run into a trap."

"They do not expect us," Doc rem nded him

"l know, but if we should run into a trap, it would sure look like I led you intoit," DOr
st at ed.

"I't sure would," Monk agreed pointedly.

D Or paled slightly. "I learned about this cave by accident, believe it or not. | had earlier
noticed that some nen seened to be using the cave. | thought they were canpers or hunters or

prospectors. But, then, when | heard about this trouble, it occurred to nme that they m ght be sone
of the men mixed up in the affair. So | rode up there this afternoon. And | saw them bring Ben Duck
to the cave."

"You explained that to us when we started out," Mnk said.

"Well, it's the truth."”

Monk | ooked at Doc. "Is that the way Johnny reported it, Doc?"

"Yes," the bronze man said.

D Or | ooked dunfounded. "You had a man foll ow me?" Then he grinned. "I'mglad. This takes it out
of ny hand. |’ m damed gl ad you know |’ m honest."

Monk gave his trousers a hitch. Personally, he could never quite believe D Or was honest. But
then he was occasionally m staken. The honely chem st dropped back and rode al ongside pretty Hicky,
thereby irritating Long Tom H cky seemed not to notice that both men were interested in her. Hi cky
was preoccupied. "I hope we find poor Ben in time," she said.

There was sonething in the way she nentioned Ben Duck that nade Monk and Long Tom stare at each
other. It sounded as if he m ght be the man about whom she was npbst concerned.

"The cave," announced D Or, "is on the far side of that ridge yonder."

Doc Savage consulted his watch and saw that it was time for another contact with Johnny. They had
been conmuni cating every hal f-hour. He got off, renpved the portable short-wave radio froma

saddl ebag and put it in operation.

"Johnny," he said.

Instantly, there was a whisper com ng out of the receiver. The speaker was excited, did not once

lift his tone above a whisper. "I'll be superanal gamated," he said. "Doc, this is Johnny. Sonething
has gone wong. |’'ve been watching that cave where they’'re hol ding Ben Duck, and sonebody has tipped
them of f. They' ve set an anbush. |’mon the ridge above you."

"Were is the anbush?"

"Ahead about a mile," the whisper said. "Doc, you conme up here with Mnk, Ham and Renny. Leave
the others with the sheriff and Long Tom That way, | think we can trap them"

Doc asked, "Wy are you whi spering?"



"They’' ve got a scout close. I'mhiding in a hollowtree."

Doc said, "W are conming up." He switched off the radio. "We will split forces as Johnny
suggests." Doc indicated those who were to stay. "The rest of you come with me," he added.

Long Tom who was to be left with the others, conplained, "I don't see why we're splitting up."
"Johnny rmust be sure we can attack fromdifferent directions," Doc said.

MONK, Ham and Renny started clinbing up the canyon side with Doc Savage. They left their horses
behi nd. They were very careful.

Sheriff CGates renmined behind with his deputy, Long Tomand H cky, and D Or.

DOr was pale. He said, "It's lucky we were warned. Ch, it’'s lucky."

Sheriff Gates frowned at D Or. "W better tie the broncs outa sight. Over behind this dornick
here will do."

The stone he called a dornick was house-sized, had a base of tall brush. They staked the aninals
out therein, and wal ked back out into the evening sunlight.

There was a man waiting there. He was a bland man with cold, dark eyes. He was a stranger. He
said, "I've got Ben Duck here."

He pointed at his feet. He was standing in tall weeds. There was a figure, a man’s figure, lying
in the weeds.

Sheriff Gates, Long Tom-everyone—dashed forward.

The man lying in the weeds got up. He had a |ong blue revolver. He waved the gun at them He was
not Ben Duck.

"Sorry," he said. "W had to use sone kind of a gag to get you all out where we could see you."
Long Tomstarted to frown, and Hi cky began filling her lungs with air, her intention to scream
"You let out a beller, kid," the man told her, "and |I'Il shoot everything out from between those
pretty ears of yours. And don't think | won't."

"Get their horses," his conpani on ordered.

The man began searching the prisoners first. It was then that D Or nmade his break. He swung a
foot suddenly, kicked a man in the stomach. The nan doubl ed up. D O r grabbed his gun.

Long Tomstarted to join the fracas—and halted. The other nan was nmenacing himw th a revol ver.
The fell ow was so close that he couldn’t mss. Reluctantly, Long Tom subsi ded.

D Or and his foe were down on the ground. They went over and over. |In soft sand, they did not
make much noise. D Or seened to be trying to fire the pistol, although he did not quite have
possession of it.

Then nore nen cane out of the bushes. Four of themin a conpact group.

Al bert Panzer was one of the four newcomers. He said in a |low voice, "Al right—brain that damed
rancher!"

Men fell on DOr with pistol butts. The weapons rose and fell, nade hollow ugly noises. DOr

sank down in the weeds. They kept on beating him Their breathing was ugly puffing, like small steam
engi nes.

Panzer went over and | ooked at the thing in the weeds.

"You didn't need to kill him" he said. "Or is he dead?" He got down on all fours and made an

exam nation. "Dead as a mackerel ."

The men who had done the beating began to | ook scared. "What'|Il we do with the body?"

"Take it over there in the brush," Panzer said.

They did that. They | ooked nore scared when they came back. One of them pointed at Long Tom and
the others. "They saw it. They can testify against us."

"Don’t worry about that," Panzer growl ed. "They won't testify agai nst anybody."

They got hold of the horses. The captives were forced to nount.

"Way don’t we just knock ‘em off here?" asked one of the nen who had attacked D Or with a pistol
butt. He was bl ue-pale.

Panzer said, "No, no, we got a plan. Keep ‘emnoving, and noving fast. Let’'s go."

"What about Ben Duck?"

Panzer scowl ed. "We got nore than Ben Duck to worry about. 1'Il take fifty Ben Ducks—f
sonebody’ || take Doc Savage."

Chapter Xl I. WHEN BEN CAME BACK

DOC SAVAGE and his three nen used caution. They worked directly up the side of the canyon. As
nearly as they could judge, they had nore than half a mile to clinb.

This was high altitude, and their breathing was deep and | abored. They did a great deal of flying
at high altitudes, and that had acclimated themto a certain extent to rarefied atnosphere.

Doc Savage was carrying the radio. Wien they were about halfway up the ridge, he halted and put
the instrument in operation.

"Johnny," he said into the microphone.

The whi sper cane back at him

"Are you clinbing up the ridge?" it denanded.

I nstead of answering, Doc Savage was silent a nonent. Hi s nouth straightened out tightly.



Doc asked, "What shall we do with El ner?"

"El mer?" The whi sper was vaguely puzzled. "Wiatever you think it best."

Monk, Ham and Renny stared at Doc Savage. Their expressions got stark. The whi spering voice on

the radio had fallen into the trap. The correct answer to the code question about El mer should have
been to tie ribbons on Elnmer. Renny nuttered, "Holy cow W'’ve been led into sonething!"

Into the m crophone, Doc said, "Hold it a mnute while | ask what he wants to do."

"All right," the whisper said. "But hurry!"

Doc Savage rotated the little radio outfit. The receiver loop was built into the case, but it was
al most as directional as a regulation direction finder. The carrier wave of the other set was
sufficient to get a bearing. Ooviously, the other transmtter was not on the ridge.

Doc was deeply shocked. They knew that, because he nade the small, unearthly trilling sound that
was his unconscious habit in nonents of intense nental stress. He nade it very briefly. It had a
strained quality.

Then the bronze man was goi ng back down the canyon side. He went with such flying speed that Mnk
and the other two were | eft behind. Wen they overhaul ed Doc, he was standing on the canyon bed,
near a huge boul der, reading sign. The crushed weeds, the footprints in the sand, told a story that
seenmed confusing to Monk and the others.

But to Doc it was evidently clear.

He said, "Long Tomis party was tying their horses when they were held up. There were two nmen at
first. Later, nore nmen joined them They rode off down the canyon."

He searched for a while, followed one of the trails back into the bushes, and dropped to a knee.

He indicated a mark, square in shape, in the sand.

"This is where they used Johnny’'s radio," the bronze man said grimy. "That is the mark where

they placed it on the sand."

The bronze man’s face was show ng nore enotion than Monk had ever seen it display before. There
was anxiety. Utter self-disgust. Monk knew the reason. Doc had nade a mistake. He had failed to use
the code check about El nmer when the whisper that had said it bel onged to Johnny had first cone over
the radio. It was a snall error. It was likely to cost several I|ives.

Monk cane over and touched Doc’s arm "A nan can’'t bat a hundred per cent all the tine."

The bronze man shrugged miserably. "There is no excuse for a m stake being made at the wong
time."

They found the formof DOr a bit later.

D ORR had been partly covered with brush, but he nust have noved a little, because one | eg was
exposed. They renoved the brush quickly, but did not change the position of his body. Doc made an
exam nati on.

"He is not dead," the bronze nman said. "Mnk, you and Ham get cold water. There is a small stream
over to the left."

Wiile the others revived D Or, Doc searched for the trail left by the departing captors and
their prisoners. It |led down the canyon a short distance, then turned right, up the steeply rising
bed of a snaller canyon.

He had not gone far when he stopped suddenly, retreated, and eyed the sand on the trail. There
was very little sign that it had been disturbed; only the vaguest traces. He took a long stick and
probed cautiously.

They had taken some thin-walled glass bottles, filled themw th an ocherous liquid of utterly

vil e appearance, and buried the bottles. Following the trail carelessly, Doc would have stepped on
them broken themin the sand.

He raked a bottle to him studied it. It was nustard gas, he decided. Utterly deadly.

After that, he did not followthe trail directly. He kept wide of it. But they had prepared for
that, too.

There was a thorn bush. Wth fine thread, they had tied a |linb back, so that anyone wal ki ng past
woul d break the thread and the thorn bush would fly around and thrust its thorns into unwary | egs.
The thorns were tipped with sticky stuff. Poison.

Doc went back.

D Or was sitting up when Doc reached him

"How are you?"

"My head," D Or groaned, "is noisier than a Chinese wedding. It'|Il never be the sane again."

Doc made anot her exami nation. "There are no fractures."

"It's a dang wonder," D Or said. "They caught us by surprise. Two of themat first. Then nore
cane out of the brush."

"What are they going to do with Long Tom Hicky and the sheriff and his deputy?" Mnk asked.

Monk’ s tone was anxi ous.

"I don’t know," D Or said. "But | wouldn't want to be in their shoes."

Ham still had his sword cane. He flourished it angrily. "Wat are we waiting on? W can trail
them "

Doc shook his head. "No."



"But why not?"

"They expect us to do that—they will lay all their plans on that expectation. In fact, they have
pl anted a nunber of traps—+ found two of them-and follow ng them would be extrenely dangerous."
"Then what do you suggest?" Hanis face was strained. "W’ ve got to make sone progress on this
thing before long. | wonder if you realize that we've had setback after setback. Wen you narrow
right down to what we've acconplished—what have you? Practically nothing."

That Ham shoul d conpl ain was unusual. H's plaint bore no direct criticismof Doc Savage; it was
rather a bempaning of their luck, nobst of it bad so far.

D Or stood up.

"For the |love of Mke!" he exclained.

"What's the matter with you?" Mnk asked.

"l just remenbered sonething." D Or stared at them "Wen | was hal f-conscious, | heard Panzer
say sonmething. O rather, one of the other men asked Panzer a question." D Or’s excitenent
increased. "The man asked what they should do about Ben Duck. And Panzer’s answer was that they had
somet hing nore than Ben Duck to worry about." He indicated Doc. "Meaning you."

Doc’ s expression becanme suddenly alert. "Wat did you think that neant?"

"l wasn’'t in any condition to think at the time." DOr felt tenderly of his head. "However, now
I would say that it sounded as if Ben Duck had escaped."”

"Did they say Ben Duck had escaped?"

"No. But it sounded like that. | bet he has escaped."

It was no nore than four or five mnutes |ater when a bedraggl ed, disheveled, trenbling figure
stunbl ed out of the brush.

"Are . . . are you Doc Savage?" asked the apparition.

Doc nodded.

"1"m Ben Duck," said the scarecrow. Then his knees buckled and he lay down in the weeds and grass
and anci ent | eaves.

HE had not collapsed fromfaint, or fromlack of strength. Wakness of relief described it. As
Monk said later, it looked as if the fellow just decided it was tine to |ie down and have hinself a
good shake. The trenbling subsided finally. "I knocked a man in the head with a rock," he said.
Looki ng pl eased, Monk inquired, "Kill hin®"

"CGosh, sure hope not," said the other.

"You' re Ben Duck, eh?"

"Yes. They been holdin’ ne. They was gonna starve ne into tellin’ ‘emwhere that green eagle
puzzl e was. That was after the ornery snipes tried beatin' ne."

The man stretched out in the weeds as if at long |last he could relax. The knuckles of one fist
were skinned. Hs leg, the left one, was mnus part of a trouser leg, and an evil blue color in
spots, although not nuch swollen. H s nose was gashed deeply, and crinson had caked over his |ips
and chin.

D Or dropped beside him "Wat'd they do to your face, Ben?" he gasped.

"Renenber the night some honbres got in nmy bunk roon?"

"Yes. You jabbed one of themin the face with a spur, you said."

"The gent | spurred didn't like it. He took off one of his spurs and returned the favor—while |
was tied up." The grin the man gave D Or was | opsided. "Yuh know sonethin’? You hurt your face the
sane night. | figured for a while you was the gent | spurred, maybe."

"Why, Ben Duck!" D Or exclainmed, and | ooked conpletely horrified. "I only bruised ny face on a
door." Abruptly he reached up and, grinmacing, pulled off the bandage so that they saw his face.
"See, " he said.

D Or's face was only bruised and skinned. No spur had done that damage.

"Yeah, | know it wasn't you," the other said.

Doc Savage cane over. "Ben, do you know what is behind this?"

"You're M. Savage, ain't you? |I'msure glad to neet you. Johanna H ckman sure spoke high of your
reputation.”

"Can you give us any information, Ben?"

"There's a puzzle. It’'s a thing made out of tin and cardboard and wood and sone | ead feathers.
It’s an eagle. You put the feathers in the eagle."

"Yes, we know. "

"That’'s the key, that puzzle. You show nme that, and |I'lIl solve the whole thing."

"All this trouble," Doc asked, "has been over that?"

"There's nore to it than the puzzle, M. Savage. But you get ne the puzzle, and we can clear up
the rest."

"Did you have it?"

"I did. | got it off old Pilatus Casey when he was dyin'. He gave it to ne to give to his niece,
Mra."

"Did you give it to Mra?"

"Heck, no. They ran a fake Mra in on nme. That was Johanna Hickman. She's a nice girl. They just



roped her in on the ness."

"Where is the puzzle?"

"In the mud in the bottomof the Broken Circle horse-watering tank. On the west side. About two
yards fromthe pipe where the water runs in fromthe windmll."

That was about where Doc had | ocated the puzzle.

He reached inside his clothing and pulled it out. DOr’s eyes popped.

"We found it," Doc explained. He handed it over. "Now, Ben, we want to know what this thing
means. "

"Two of you gents help nme wal k."

"I"I'l help you, Ben," big-fisted Renny said. "Holy cow, what you want to do?"

"W gotta go up to the top of this ridge, so | can see down the other side. W gotta do it before
dark, or I'll have to wait till nmornin ."

"y 2"
“I"l1l show you."

"This sounds conplicated, Ben," nmuttered D Or.
"It's so sinple it'll knock your hat off."

They clinbed the ridge in silence. It was fully ten mnutes before D Or asked, "You know where
the gang is holed up, Ben?"

"I think I can show you. Say, Al bert Panzer is the ringleader."

"We know that, Ben," D Or said. "Panzer fooled all of us there at the ranch."

"They got sonme prisoners. They got a girl. She's old Pilatus Casey's niece. She's the real Mra
Lanson. "

"We know that, too."

"Do you know what becane of a guy naned McCain who was there at the ranch?" the other asked.
"McCain?" D Or said. "No, Ben. He disappeared after he got out of Sheriff Gates’ jail."

Monk opened his nouth—then closed it. D Or didn't know that McCain and Doc Savage were the sane.
That was high tribute to the bronze man’s disguise ability. So D Or didn't know who MCain had
been. Monk had thought he knew, although he’'d given no particular thought to the point.

Monk decided not to tell D Or or Ben Duck that McCain had been Doc Savage in disguise. H's
reason was a little twist of humor. He still didn't like DOr. He wanted to startle the nan, to
amaze and dunfound him Wwen D Or was having a placid noment, and there was no excitenent, Mnk
woul d tell himwho McCain had been. Then D Or would really feel the effect of surprise.

Monk grinned as he clinbed.

He was still grinning when Doc Savage began to sing. Then Mnk lost his grin, for the bronze
man’ s song was not exactly a song. It was pitched low, the humming |lingo was, and it was neani ngl ess
to the casual |istener.

Doc Savage was speaking Mayan, the little-known | anguage which he and his aids used for secret

communi cation. "I amgoing to give you an order in English," the bronze man was saying. "lgnore it.
Pretend to follow the order, but actually ignore it."
The bronze man’s strange singsong was silent for a while, then it resumed, still in Mayan.

Monk listened to the Mayan words in grow ng anazement. He gl anced at Ham The dapper |awer was
astounded, trying to hide it. So was Renny. None of them spoke. But as they clinbed, they cane close
to Doc Savage and noved by his side, in order not to mss what he was saying, the instructions he
was gi ving.

Doc finished, was silent.

He said in English, "Wait a mnute." He stopped. "W need horses. Mpnk, you and Ham go back to
the Broken Circle Ranch and get horses for all of us, plus enough animals to bring out our friends
if we manage to rescue them And get a posse to help hunt for the sheriff."

"I"'monly Ben Duck and just a cow waddy," their conpanion said unexpectedly. "But 1'd like to
make a suggestion."

"CGo ahead," Doc said.

"The | ess whoop an’ flutter we nake, the nore chance we got to take these cussed honbres. It
ain't guns we need. It’'s foxiness. | think we got that without ringin’ in no posse to stir up the
country."

Doc Savage was thoughtful a noment. "CGood idea," he agreed. "Just get the horses. Never mind the
posse. Do not tell anyone what has happened. Bring horses."

"Right," Mnk said. "How about fetchin' along our pets, Habeas Corpus and Chem stry?"

"Have you deci ded they can stand the cactus?" Doc asked dryly.

"Sure," Monk said. "They gotta learn to stay out of the stuff sonetime."

Monk and Ham wal ked away, down the canyon, heading in the direction of the Broken Circle Ranch.
Their faces were strangely grim

DOC SAVAGE and Renny clinbed silently. DOr said, "I'mfeeling better. | can help Ben, here, to
give you fellows a rest." And Renny, smling slightly, said, "We're not tired." H s smle, however,
was strained.

There was sheer naked rock the last five hundred yards of going. The |ate afternoon sun—+t was



already dark in the canyon bed—hit themwith a chilly brightness. They found a gulch in the stone
whi ch sheltered themfromprying eyes, and clinbed through that.

D Or asked, "Were's this place you're headin' for, Ben?"

"Up there." he pointed. "You see that hogback and themrocks? Fromthere |I can tell."

"Why fromthere?"

"Because if you see what | think you'll see, you'll understand."

D Or shrugged. He noved over beside Doc and Renny, nuttered, "It’'s funny he's not putting out
any information. What do you think he's |eading up to?"

Doc Savage shrugged. The bronze man's features seened nore devoid of expression than usual.
Later they rested and panted. D Or said suddenly, "Ben's got sonethin’ to tell you. It’'s
inmportant.”

They noved over to the man’s side. He was hol ding his scarred face.

He said, "I just renenbered this. You know that ol d geezer Pilatus Casey? | overheard how t hey
killed him"

"How?" Doc asked.

"He really died of thirst an’ starvation. There wasn't nothin’ fake about that."

"But, Ben, he had food and water in his pack, the sheriff said," Doc rem nded.

"Sheriff didn’t analyze that food an’ water, did he?"

"No. "
" Poi soned. "

"Eh?"

"They caught old Pilatus Casey, Panzer and his gunswaps did. They tried to make the old man tell

‘em where that eagle puzzle was hid. He wouldn’t. They tortured him He still wouldn't tell. So they

put some poi soned food and poi soned water in his pack an’ turned ‘imloose to die on the desert.
Fancy way of nurderin’ him Only he slicked ‘em He picked up his puzzle, and didn’t eat none of the
poi soned grub nor drink no poisoned water. He give ‘emthe slip. Only he died before he could get
back afoot."

D Or demanded. "Ben, can you testify to that in court?"

"I can testify | heard one of the gang tellin’ one of his pals, who had cone in from New York,
how they done it."

"That ought to be enough to hang all of them" D Or said grimy.

Then he took a | arge revol ver out of his clothing.

"Only they won’t nobody hang," he said.

D Or pointed his gun at Doc Savage and said, "I know you got a bulletproof vest. One nobve, and
I"I'l plant sone | ead between your eyes."

Doc Savage did not nake the nove.

Chapter Xl II. THE FEATHERED EAGLE

THREE nmen cane out of conceal ment and joined D Or. One of themwas the rascal Tuck, who had been
afraid of Doc Savage in the first place. There were four other men who nmade their presence known,
they were sheltered by rock, and they held rifles. Seven, that made. Seven in all. They seermed awed
by the thing they were doing.

D Or said, "Get Ben Duck here. Knock himdown and tie himup."

Tuck it was who came around behind the others and reached out and struck with a fist, saying, "So
we got you back again, Benny." Then, when his victimhad fallen to the ground, Tuck ground a knee
down on himand used a rope for tying. Tuck’s knots were tied with a sailor perfection. "N ce
Benny," he said. He slapped his victims face, very hard. "I'mgonna pull your teeth, Benny," he
said, "and drive in nails where they canme out."

"Tie Renwick next," D Or ordered.

Tuck got up and cane toward Renny and Renny said, "You lay a hand on nme, ny friend, and 1’1l put
a foot through your insides."

Tuck stopped. He stared at Renny. He nust have fully understood the expression on Renny's face,
for he turned and threw down the rope he was carrying.

"He don’t like ne," he said. "Somebody el se better tie him"

It was a smart decision on Tuck’'s part. Renny had made up his mind that he hated the fell ow
utterly, and Renny woul d have attacked him gun or no gun. A snall man with the winkled skin of a
col | apsed football and a small brown yarn of tobacco juice staining one mouth corner tied Renny.
Renny | ooked at Doc Savage. "Did you know this pink-livered bl ankety-blank of a D Or was one of
the crooks?" he asked.

Doc Savage seened not to hear the question. The bronze man's netallic features were notionless
with a kind of expressionlessness that was a little frightening to Renny.

D O r m sunderstood. He thought Doc was scared. He cane to the bronze nman boldly. "I bet you feel
funny as hell," he said.

There were tiny hot fires in Doc’s flake-gold eyes, but they were nasked, and D Or did not see

t hem

D Or’'s pride expanded. "I guess |I'’mthe first guy who ever got you in a crack where you coul dn’t



get out."

Doc did not answer.

D Or chuckled. It was a genuine chuckle, full of raw boasting arrogance and gl ee over what he
had acconplished. "And |I kept hearing how tough you were," he said. He turned to Tuck. He jeered,
"And you were scared stiff of Savage."

Tuck said, "Right now, | would rather be in Mexico."

They tied Doc. Then D Or hinself searched the bronze man very carefully. He renoved Doc’s coat
and shirt and stripped off the alloy chain nmesh undergarnment which was a bul | et proof arnor
resenbling ancient mail, except that it was small in weight and bul k.

D Or appropriated the eagle puzzle. He unwapped it—Poc still had the thing in the tin box—and
examned it. He let Tuck inspect it.

"Where," asked D Or, "was Panzer going to neet us?"

Tuck shrugged. "We'll show you."

THEY cl i nbed deeper into the npuntains.
They cane into a region which was not above tinberline, yet there was no tinber. It was an arid,
naked stretch of rugged stone.

D Or strode boldly, twirling a pistol. "You never suspected nme, did you?"

Doc Savage glanced at him a faint twi st of derisive amusenent in his flake-gold eyes.

D Or continued. "I was the inside man at the Broken Circle. Kept an eye on things that went on
around the ranch." He leered. "I spotted old Pilatus Casey for them"

Doc seened not to hear.

"You get me?" D Or said. "|I spotted Pilatus Casey. If it hadn't been for me, he might have got

away entirely. They expected himto come in fromthe north."

Getting no answer, D Or walked in snmug silence for a while. Then he chuckl ed, said, "For years |
ran that dude ranch and didn't hardly make ends neet. Then along cones a thing that is big. And in a
month, | make nore than all the dude ranch owners in Woning will make in all their lives."

Doc said, "You do not need to explain that you are greedy."

That made D Or nad. He snapped, "Yeah? Well—you're in a fat ness, ain't you? W’ ve got all of
you. We’'ve got Long Tom and Johnny. We’'ve got you and Renny. We’'ve got Sheriff Gates, and that
Johanna Hickman girl. W’ ve got Ben Duck." D Or leered at him "W'’ve got everybody that knows
anyt hi ng about this. So where can we go wong?"

Doc said, "You have not got Monk and Ham"

D Or snorted. "They have a gang of nmen planted on the Broken Crcle Ranch trail. They' Il take
Monk and Ham "

Doc | ooked concerned over that, and D Or chuckled. They clinbed in silence. At places, the going
was al nost sheer, a matter of crevices for fingers and toes. It would be dark soon. And it was
becoming bitterly cold.

They canme upon Al bert Panzer suddenly. He had a number of men with him also Long Tom Johnny,
Sheriff CGates and the deputy. Hi cky was there.

Doc was not permitted to communicate with the other prisoners. They were | ed away, Long Tom and
Johnny | eadi ng, then the Sheriff and his deputy. Hi cky followed. She waved just before she was
forced out of sight.

Panzer cane over. He stared at Doc Savage.

"Ni ce, nice," he said. "Nobody knows how this pleases ne."

He scowl ed past Doc. "Ben Duck, too, eh! Well, well, one big famly again."

DOr said, "I got the puzzle."

"Hand it over."

D Or gave Panzer the puzzle. Panzer handled it carefully, as if it was sonething of inmense
value, and very fragile. He opened it, examned it. "This looks like it," he said.

"I think it is," DOr agreed.

Panzer stared at Doc Savage with conplete hate. "If you are sure of it, we can get rid of these
prisoners right here. There's an old bear cave down the slope. W can shove the bodies in there and
wal | up the entrance."

DOr bit his lips. "We better be sure about that puzzle," he said.

Panzer scowl ed and said, "Ben Duck, here, will knowif it’'s genuine."

He gave an order and two nen seized the quailing figure of the cowboy and dragged himoff into
the brush. Panzer and D Or followed them Panzer carrying the puzzle. For a while, ugly sounds of a
beating cane out of the brush. Then the pair returned. They | ooked satisfied.

"Take all the prisoners," Panzer ordered, "and dunp ‘eminto the cave."

"Have we got time to check the puzzle before night?"

Panzer peered at the sky. "Afraid not. First thing in the nornin’, we'll doit."

"WIIl that be all right with his nibs?"

"The bi g boss? He's perfectly satisfied with the way things are going."

THEY could tell time—n the cave—by the bats. The bats were there in mllions. They had been



going out in the dusk, when Doc Savage and the others had been brought in

Lying in the darkness, Doc Savage had answered one question from Renny. "Are they going to knock
us off, right away?" Renny asked. Doc told him "They will probably wait until they are sure the
puzzle is the genuine one."

"That means," Renny said, "that they’'ll have to take a |long chance in keeping us alive. | think
they're afraid of us. They may not want to take that chance."

"They murdered Pil atus Casey before they got the puzzle," Doc said. "They will go to great

I engths before they repeat that m stake."

They lay there, not in darkness, for there was a big |light overhead, a gasoline lantern that shed
white | um nance. The floor was uneven, and they could not see each other, although all of them could
be seen by a guard who stood on a high pinnacle nursing a sawed-off shotgun that, he assured them
was | oaded with buckshot, of a size to kill a man

The cavern was not large. It was a product of subterranean flow in past centuries, high, narrow,
jagged, unbeautiful, and the bats had nade the fl oor unpl easant

Agirl’s voice said, "M. Savage?" It was Hicky

"Yes," Doc said. "How are you? Have they hurt you?"

"No, I'mall right—+ told them| knew where the puzzle was, and they haven't been sure, so they
haven’'t touched ne." Hicky sounded cheerful. She continued. "Say, | know what happened. | overheard
some tal k."

"Happened when?"

"The night ol d Sebastian Casey died in New York. On his deathbed, he told Pilatus Casey and

Hubert Brackenridge where there was sonething i nmensely valuable in Woning, here in these
nmount ai ns. The green eagle puzzle is the key to the location of this treasure-trove. But that night
the ni ght Sebastian Casey told the story, soneone else heard it. That other person killed Pil atus
Casey and Hubert Brackenridge."

"Who, " Doc asked, "is the other person?"
"The one they refer to as the boss."
"Who is it?"

A nman cane to the cavern entrance and yelled, "Are those people talking in there? If they
are—shoot the next one that opens a nouth."

The guard on the pinnacle cocked his shotgun with an el aborate gesture. "You hear that," he told
the prisoners

H cky said, "M. Savage, | don’t know who is the boss of this."

The guard yelled, "You hear what | said?"

"Go ahead and shoot," Hicky said. "Wat’'s a few hours del ay?"

But they were silent after that, and nothing happened, except that, hours afterward, the bats
becane thick once nore overhead. They cane a few at a tine, at first. Then thickening, they were a
bl ack squeaki ng ribbon that flowed above, squeaking and whi spering. Sinister sonehow, and
nauseating. The return of the bats nmeant that norning was getting close

ALBERT PANZER seermed worried when he cane into the cave. He snapped at D Or, "You better ride

back to the Broken Circle. Sonething has gone wong. Those men we had on the trail haven't reported
sighting Monk and Ham "

D Or said, "Maybe their radio is out of whack."

"I just talked to them™"

D Or obviously did not want to ride back to the Broken Circle just now He scratched his head
fussed around, finally said, "Listen, whether you like it or not, |I'msticking around until we track
down that puzzle and see what we’ve got for all of our trouble."

Panzer scow ed. Finally he consented, "Ch, all right."

They picked Doc Savage up off the floor. Two men carried himout of the cave, having difficulty
doing it. They hoisted himacross a horse, and left himthere, still tied hand and foot

"You fall off and it’s your own hard luck," one of the nen said. "These rocks are sharp."

They did not ride far. Only a few mnutes. They cane to a small flat

The flat had, through same freak of nature, been caused hal fway down a steeply sl oping
mount ai nside. It was like a shelf. At one end, there was green brush and a few snall trees. Plainly
a spring was there

They stopped near the spring and Doc Savage was haul ed of f the horse

Panzer said, "Here is where old Pilatus Casey had his canp."

There were plenty of signs of a prospector’s canp having been at the spot

Doc said, "So you figure the puzzle starts fromhere."

Panzer scowl ed at him "How d you guess that?"

"This is Geen Eagle Springs, isn't it?" Doc asked dryly.

Panzer nodded suspiciously. "Just how nuch do you know about this puzzle?"

"It is a rather unusual kind of a map, at least," Doc said

"I"ll be dammed!" Panzer said. He was anazed. He said, "W brought you down here while we

followed the map. If it don’t come out right, it’s gonna be tough on you. W'll knowit's a fake you



substituted. W'll work you over plenty."

Panzer then produced the puzzle. He pried off the glass cover so that he could manipul ate the

| eaden feathers with a finger. He put the feathers in holes in the eagle.

There were four holes into which | eaden feathers would not fit. He left the feathers out of
those. Then, with feathers in the other positions, he took a pencil.

He consulted the rhyne that read:

Hand and eye, wanderi ng,

Down and down, ponderi ng,

Up and up, neanderi ng,

North face,

Wns race.

"l guess," Panzer remarked, "that nmeans you start with the eye, wander down and down"—he
scratched his head—for two feathers, then go up fromthere two feathers, neandering. That would
mean ranbling. Let’'s see. Mmmm" Hi s words becane neani ngl ess as he drew lines with the pencil.
"Get it?" D Or demanded anxiously.

"CGot it," Panzer said excitedly. "Cone on! Wait a mnute! Bring Savage al ong."

By connecting the feathers as designed by the rhyned instructions, he had produced a crude nap.
There was only one thing m ssing—the distances to be traversed in each direction. But it devel oped
that this took care of itself. For, after they had scratched their heads—there were no conpass
directions for the start—they deci ded down and down nmeant downhill, so they set off in that
direction, and came eventually upon a marker, a cairn of stone.

Excited, they plunged ahead. Four men haul ed Doc al ong, and had great difficulty doing it.
Finally DOr let out a how, pointed.

Panzer was conpl etely speechl ess as he | ooked.

It was Tuck who said, "Well, well, the whole dammed side of the nountain is nade of gold!"

TH S was a slight exaggeration. The vein was no nore than six inches thick, but the sun happened
to be catching it exactly right, and it |ooked i nensely rich. Not pure virgin gold, but a vein of
imensely rich ore. Here and there it was obviously virgin pure

Sonme of the gold had been mined. Not a great deal. The mining had been sinple work with a pick

And it was equal |y obvious that, when the gold was not being mned, the vein had been perfectly

hi dden by covering it with rubble and | oose stone. The pile of stone lay where it had been cl eared
asi de

"Hot puppies!" Panzer said ecstatically. "Here's where old Sebastian Casey got that gold he lived
off of for nmost of his life. He used to come out here every three or four years and pick out enough
to do him He never told anybody where he got it."

Doc Savage said, "He told on his deathbed, didn't he?"

Panzer whirl ed.

Doc added, "And ol d Sebastian Casey nade the map, of course, of the green eagle puzzle. He had it
for years, evidently, for it |ooks old. Wio did he give the map to? Pilatus Casey? And was Hubert
Brackenridge in the roomat the time? Brackenridge nust have been there."

Panzer’s expressi on was bl ack.

"Gve me arifle," Panzer said. "W might as well get rid of Savage now. "

Doc had been dropped by his captors, the nen who had carried him He was sitting down.

He had al so managed sonething that they had not noticed—he had torn the lining, or a fragnent of
it, out of his necktie and wapped it around the ropes which held his ankles. Then he had noi stened
his fingers with saliva and danpened the necktie lining

The lining burst into flame now. Suddenly, the result of the chem cal action of the noisture upon
the treated tie lining. As water ignites the flares used on |ife preservers, the thing functioned
And the flame was abruptly violent, blue-white and fizzing, as it burned through his | eg bindings
He managed also to jamhis wist bonds down into the flane.

Si mul t aneously, Monk and Ham cane out of the crevice nearby, where they had been conceal ed. They
had machi ne pistols, and no kind feelings, whatever

Chapter XIV. LOST TRI CK

TWO or three things were like lightning striking fast. Doc Savage cane to his feet, his ankles
burned free and his wists partially so. He reached out and struck the stupefied Tuck, and the man
dropped the pistol he was hol di ng.

Monk | unged suddenly at Panzer. That was a mistake. He shoul d have nenaced the man with a nachi ne
pistol, and disarnmed and tied him But Mnk wanted to use his fists.

The first blow was not entirely effective. Panzer dodged. H's foot slipped off to the left; he
lost his balance. A nonment |ater, he was going end over end down the alnpbst cliff-sheer side of the
nmount ai n.

D Or shot Ham Ham always insisted it was an accident; D Or did not want to shoot him It was
just sonmething that he did unconsciously. Wich mght have been the truth, or mght not. But D Or
shot Ham tw ce.



The first bullet cut Hamis | eg open bel ow the knee. Not seriously. The second slug took himin
the stomach. The stomach bullet was not as bad as the other. Ham was wearing a bull et proof

under garnment. But he was knocked down.

Doc Savage, lunging wildly, reached D Orr. His fist, comng in, actually whistled a little—Mnk
testified to this—before it struck. D Or dropped, his jaw in such a condition that it later took a
skilled surgeon six hours to wire the pieces of bone back into shape.

The other foes got their hands up.

"Disarmthem " Doc said. "And tie them"

Monk nmade that sinpler. He wal ked up to each nman and knocked him senseless with a hairy fist.

"l need the exercise," Mnk said cheerfully. "W danged near froze to death here last night. W
laid in that danged crack in the rock all night."

Doc Savage had junped to the edge of the nountain and | ooked down. He nade, very briefly, his
trilling sound. It was distressed, startled.

For Panzer had not been hurt by his long tunble down the steep slope; or at |east not seriously
damaged. He could run. He had reached the flat, and was pounding across it.

"A machine pistol!" Doc rapped.

Ham t ossed hi mthe weapon. But by that tine Panzer had dived into a gully. A nonent |ater, there
was a | ow t hunder of noi se.

"Horses!" Ham expl oded. "They had their horses there."

They saw a few horses an instant |ater. Panzer had taken a nmount, stanpeded the others.

Doc said, "He's heading toward the cave," and began noving.

He had, a few days before when pursuing Johanna H ckman, all but outrun the horse the young woman
was riding. But that had been over a long pull, a great distance, and it is a commonly accepted fact
that a man can outrun a horse at great distances. This race was a different proposition. The

di stance was short. The cave was not far away.

There was, however, one advantage, and Doc made use of it—the steepness of the route. The horse
had to | abor, at places go entirely around. The animal, too, was inclined to be cautious, to
hesitate in spite of Panzer’s nmad spurring.

Ham hel ped, too. From across the canyon, he fired a burst fromthe machine pistol. He used

expl osive slugs, and they burst with hell-1loud concussions on the hillside and | oosened boul ders
that gal |l oped end over end down the slope. The horse shied, and Panzer was thrown across its neck.
He hung on nmadly for a while, then controlled the animal. But he had | ost tine.

Doc reached the cave mouth possibly a hundred and fifty yards ahead of Panzer. He did not go
directly to the cave entrance. He circled, got to the side of it.

As he expected, the guards rushed outside to | earn the nmeaning of the racket Panzer was meking.
Doc cut in behind them dashed into the cave nouth.

HE had no real expectation of their not seeing himenly a slimhope—and the hope failed. A nan
heard him whirled. He how ed sonething. It was astounded, inarticulate. But Doc got inside the
cavern before the man got sufficiently organized to use his gun.

They killed tine outside. They thought Doc was armed—f they knew at all what to think. Panzer
was screaming at them so wild that foamflew off his lips. That confused themall the nore.

In the cave, Doc flung down al ongsi de Renny. He worked on the knots of the rope that held Renny’'s
wists, got it loose. Renny, with his big fists, was always a good nan in a fight.

Qutside, a man roared, "Come outa there or I'Il throw a stick of dynanmite in on you!"

That was patently a bluff. There had been no sign of dynamite, and no tine to get any, or cap it
and fuse it.

Doc picked up a rock, started to throwit at the gasoline lantern to get rid of the light. He
changed his m nd.

"Turn the others loose," he told Renny.

He clinbed up to the lantern, losing precious tinme, and got to it. He dropped his coat over the
lantern, nmade a tight bundle. The coat was |eather, inclosed nost of the light. The |eather snoked
and snelled. But it was dark inside the cavern.

Panzer suddenly got the guards to understand the gravity of the situation. They came charging
inside, their feet loud on the rocks. They fired as they canme, in order to clear their path.

Doc said, "Down, everyone. Watch those bullets." Hs voice was a crashing uproar.

Then he flung the gasoline lantern. He threwit, coat and all, using a |obbing pitch as if he
were putting a shot. The lantern struck the stone above the cave entrance. It hit hard. The fuel
chanber split, and gasoline came out, spouting and rich with fumes because it was under pressure,
and i gnited.

Fl am ng gasoline was |ike red tissue paper pouring down upon the first two men to cone into the
cave. They roared in pain, wheeled, tried to get back outdoors. The result was a kicking jamas they
fought Panzer and anot her man.

Doc piled into the nél ée. He ignored the flanes. The bl azing gasoline was nore spectacle than
danger. He had sonmewhere banged the nachine pistol against a stone, and it would not function. He
used the thing for a club, because he had hurt his fist on D Or. He beat down one man.



Renny joined him Renny was full of roaring rage, but stiff frombeing tied. He could not nove
rapidly. A man kicked at him and Renny took the foot above his belt buckle. He folded to his knees.
Panzer lifted a revol ver deliberately, and was aim ng when Doc threw the nachine pistol. Panzer’s
face |l ost some of its shape.

A nmoment |ater, the surviving guard was running down the steep nountainside, yelling that he
surrendered, but making no effort to stop and do so. He stopped suddenly, got down on his knees and
how ed for nercy when Monk Mayfair unexpectedly confronted him

He howl ed so loudly that Ham burst out |aughing. "Looking at you sure scares ‘emto death." Ham

sai d.

Chapter XV. THE SNAPPER

JOHNNY LI TTLEJOHN cane out of the cave, rubbing his wists where the ropes had hurt him He was
trailed by Sheriff CGates, then by the others, one at a tinme, as they were freed, or untied

t hemrsel ves.

Hi cky said, "What happened?" and Monk told her in remarkably few words, whereupon Hicky said,
"But | don’t understand how you knew where to set your anbush."

"Doc had it all figured out."

" How?"

"That puzzle—that green eagle puzzle. He found a G een Eagle Springs on the Womning State nmap,
and deduced the rest. The puzzle made a map when you went fromone |ead feather to another on the
eagl e, begi nning where the rhynme said to begin. It was a slick map. Doc figured it out."

"But when?" Hi ckey denmanded. "I mean—when did he tell you to set the trap at the mine? Wen did
he do it without D Or know ng?"

"He tal ked to us in Mayan," Mnk said, "as we were clinbing up the nountainside, just before that
anbush yesterday. He told us in English to go back to the Broken Circle Ranch and get horses, but he
told us in Mayan to disregard those orders and go to the spot where he thought the m ne nust be, and
set a trap. W did. And it worked."

Sheriff Gates was counting noses. "—and Long Tom Roberts, and Mra Lanson— he was sayi ng.

M ra Lanson had obviously been mistreated. She was no | onger a supercilious young wonan with a
veneer of brittleness. She was crying.

Al of them had at one tine or another suspected that she m ght be working with their enemies.

But they knew better now. She had been a victimlike the others. But why, they did not yet know
exactly.

Sheriff Gates was saying, "—and that |eaves just one in the cave. Ben Duck. Poor Ben—wmybe he
ain't able to get out."

Doc Savage went to the cave entrance.

"Ben Duck!" he shouted. "You all right?"

There was sil ence.

Then, "I’mcomn’ out."

Then he hobbled into view, wearing only one boot and linping. H's forehead was cut, and the bl ood
had sneared his face unpl easantly.

Panzer, who was conscious on the ground, gurgled, "Dam you, Ben Duck! If it hadn’'t been for you,
we' d a-put this over."

The young man gl ared at Panzer. He |inped around on one booted foot.

He said, "I'’mgoin’ back in the cave an’ get ny boot. Pulled it off while | was gettin’ outa them
ropes, an’ it flew off somewhere."

He started back into the cave.

Doc stopped him

"CGoing to use the boot to kill Ben Duck?" the bronze nman asked.

There was utter silence.

Monk said, "Hey! This guy is Ben Duck. He's the Ben Duck who got away fromthis gang and cane to
us."

Doc Savage shook his head slightly. "He is the man who cane to us and tried, aided by DOr, to
sell us a bill of goods about being Ben Duck."

The young man who was not Ben Duck noved suddenly, but not suddenly enough. Doc Savage nanaged to
trap him and jamed himinto Renny’s willing arms.

Renny sl apped himvery hard with a huge hand. "I dunno who you are," Renny said, "but |I'm gonna
treat you unkind if you don't stand still."
M ra Lanson spoke up shrilly. "I know who he is," she said.

"You do?" They stared at her.

"He's the man behind this whole thing," Mra Lanson said.

Then Mra Lanson’s arnms hung down and she piled on the earth in a faint.

Ben Duck was unconsci ous when they found himand brought himout of the cave. It was evident that
the fal se Ben Duck had been trying to kill the real one with the m ssing boot when Doc’s shout had
interrupted himand brought himout of the cave earlier. The real Ben Duck, however, was not in
serious condition.



Probably he was not in as serious a condition as was Hi cky for a few nmonents, until she found out
Ben woul d survive. Hi cky did not becone hysterical. She did grow pale and | ook so utterly concerned
and worried that there was no doubt in the mnd of any observer that Hicky was in love with Ben
Duck.

Long Tom Roberts turned suddenly and wal ked away. Hi s expression was strained. He had taken an
enornous |iking to H cky; how enorrmous a |iking he just now realized.

Monk understood. He followed Long Tom and put a hand on the electrical wi zard s thin shoul der.
"Tough break," Mnk said. "But you' |l get over it. Wy, | knowa little blonde who wll—=

"How woul d you |ike a bust in the nose?" Long Tom asked hoarsely.

Monk backed away and | eft him al one.

"These guys who only fall in |love once a year," Mnk nuttered. "Phooey!"

Bi g-fisted Renny was asking Doc Savage, "What will we do about that gold vein? The claimisn't
registered, is it?"

"There is no registered claim It is not even posted," Doc said.

"That neans there is no claim don't it? Woever files on the gold vein gets it."

Doc Savage said quietly, "Mra Lanson has a noral claimto a share of it, because of inheritance.
We might file onit, |I would suggest, and effect a division."

"What kind of a division?" Renny asked.

"Say in four parts. One part to Hicky, here, one to Ben Duck, one to Mra Lanson, and the fourth
to a charity which we will all agree upon."

Ben Duck asked, "Say, where do you gents cone in? Wiere is the profit init for you?"

"Ch, we got the fun out of it," Renny told him

Ben Duck | ooked as if he did not understand that. He never did understand it, either.

HAM scrat ched the back of his neck and said thoughtfully, "There is one point | do not

under stand. Back there in New York. Wiy was Hubert Brackenridge' s body stolen fromthe cenetery, and
bur ned?"

Doc said quietly, "To keep us fromidentifying it."

"Then it wasn't Hubert Brackenridge's body?"

"No. It may have been the body of some poor devil they murdered—er one they bought from a nedical
school supply concern. We nmay never know. "

"At any rate," the bronze man continued after a nmonent, "it was the body they placed in the car
for the accident.”

"But two dentists who knew Hubert Brackenridge identified the body as his."

"Two fake dentists," Doc said. "They answered the description of Tuck and another man in that
gang out here, if | recall.”

Ham said, "But we tal ked to the genuine dentists, and they said they identified the body at the
undertaker’s as Hubert Brackenridge."

"They made the identification at the undertaker’ s—where Hubert Brackenridge probably slipped into
the coffin for the deception,” Doc said. "They hired the undertaker to help, probably. The fake
dentists nade the identification at the accident scene. It was nerely a clever device they used in
case anyone took the trouble to check back."

"Why, " asked Ham "woul d Hubert Brackenridge take the trouble of faking his own death?"

"Because of what M ss Lanson knew about him perhaps,"” Doc said.

"But what does M ss Lanson—er did she—know about Hubert Brackenridge?"

Doc suggested, "W might ask her."

They went over to Mra Lanson. She was consci ous.

"Who was behind all this?" Doc asked her.

"Hubert Brackenridge," she said.

Doc turned and indicated the man who had pretended to be Ben Duck. "Wo is that?" he asked.
"Hubert Brackenridge," Mra Lanson said.

THE END



