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Chapter |. WESTWARD FLI GHT
IT didn't start off with the Indian thing at first. That was discovered later. The little Indian
with eyes like a Chinaman’s was given to Doc Savage. But that was after Renny, one of the bronze
man’s ai ds, di sappeared.
It all happened in a very ordinary manner but, in tine, developed into quite a nystery.
Renny went to LaCuardia Field as the guest of C arence Faul kner. Faul kner was a new nenber of the
International Society of Mster Engineers, of which Renny was a charter nenber.
Just recently, it was said, darence Faul kner had cleaned up alnmbst a mllion dollars on the
stock market. He had nmade it in airplane stocks, the rumor went. And, now, because of his new
weal th, he had just become one of the directors of a conpany manufacturing a new stratosphere plane.
VWhat C arence Faul kner knew about engi neering, or planes, for that matter, Renny didn't know.
Littl e was known about Faul kner’s past. But he had npbney, and noney gets you places; so he had got
into the society.
And being a nmenber of the reception commttee, big Renny had been asked to meke the weal thy man
feel at home during his first few days in the engineering society. In turn, Carence Faul kner had
suddenly asked Renny to acconpany himon this flight.
The two men made an incongruous-| ooking pair.
Renny—better known as Col onel John Renwi ck—was a giant of a fellow He had a Iong, gloony face
that was |ike the expression of a man on his way to a funeral. Surprisingly, Renny always | ooked
like this. The other strange thing about himwas his hands. They were enornous, about the size of
quart pails.
Cl arence Faul kner was a nousy little nman, well-dressed, and with a continual pleasant smle upon
his rather ordinary features.
As the two men wal ked toward the mammoth silver plane, C arence Faul kner kept saying things I|ike,
"I'sn’t it wonderful ?" and "Oh, ny!" as he observed the vastness of the airport and the conti nual
arrival and departure of transport planes.
Renny commented, "Quite."
H s voi ce sounded sonewhat bored. It al so sounded—each time he spoke—ike the roar of a bear in a
big cave. Renny’s voice was like that. It runbled. And d arence Faul kner could not get over the
habit of junping a little every time the giant engi neer spoke.
The two nen reached the stratosphere plane and found attendants awaiting them Men in regulation
uni forms stood by the portable flight of steps used for boarding the big nmetal ship. A closed-off
area of the field surrounded the ship.
One attendant said, "Everything is ready, gentlenen."
For a noment, Faul kner | ooked worri ed.
"You' re sure," he asked, "that this new plane has been thoroughly tested for safety?"
An attendant nodded. "Naturally. You need have no fear."
Renny was al ready clinbing the steps and ducking his massive forminto the plane’ s cabin.
Cl arence Faul kner followed, exclaimng, "lIsn't this wonderful ?" He was trying to smile, but
l ooking frightened at the sane tine.
Ot her passengers were already seated. Renny had not been inforned that there would be other
guests aboard the trial flight. But he guessed the plane manufacturers had arranged it. There were
hal f a dozen men in the confortable |eather seats.
A nonent |ater, they took off.



THE flight was over Manhattan |sland. The big ship clinbed to ten thousand feet, |eveled off at
that altitude, and started a long, sweeping circle of greater New York.

Renny had had tine to nake a few observati ons.

W ndows, doorways, every conceivabl e opening of the giant ship was seal ed agai nst the outside
air. Inside, there was perfect air conditioning. Renny knew that, at greater altitudes, this
hernetic-sealing process was for the benefit of passengers. They would feel no disconfort at high
altitudes, where the air was thin.

Everyone was sitting there, gazing out the wi ndows at the panorana thousands of feet bel ow

Cl arence Faul kner had | ost sone of his fear.

"Wonderful!" he said, smiling.

Renny hardly heard him He had been observing two of the other passengers who were apparently
intent on taking in the view

Though the other passengers were well dressed, there was sonething about them that nmade Renny
ponder. They were well-built, thickset men. They hardly had the kind of faces found on men who work
in offices.

H s glance strayed to a couple of others. He noted the heavy features, the blocky jaws. Funny, he

t hought .
Just then, one of the pilots came through a doorway that led to the cockpit of the plane. He
said, "W'll show you the control part of the ship. W Ill take a fewat a tinme."

He notioned to sone of the other passengers and three of them got up, noving forward and

di sappearing through the doorway. The door was cl osed behind them

Shortly, the co-pilot appeared again and beckoned to the three remaining strangers. They, too,

di sappeared through the doorway.

Even little O arence Faul kner noticed a thing that had occurred to Renny. He junped up, denanded,
"Say! What happened to those other three? Wiy haven't they conme back? Wat about us?"

"That just occurred to nme," Renny commented in his booning voice.

He, too, stood up.

Faul kner was ahead of him noving forward toward the doorway of the pilots’ conpartnent.

Suddenly, he paused, his hand fluttering toward his face. He gasped, "Ch! Gacious! Wat—

Renny | eaped back.

"Holy cowl " he booned.

He had heard the tiny putt of a sound, had barely caught the flash of a small object com ng
through a small hole in the door. O arence Faul kner got down on his hands and knees and appeared to
be | ooking for sonething on the floor. But swiftly, he stopped doing that; he sprawied flat on his
face and lay still.

"Holy cow " Renny repeated, |eaping toward the man. At the sane tine he heard another putt. He
swerved, felt sonething tug at his coat sleeve. Renny saw the tiny dart that had not quite
penetrated the cloth. H's brain clicked.

He clutched his arm put a contorted expression on his face and started staggering around the
cabi n.

Even as he swayed on his feet, Renny's heavy foot |ocated and crushed down over the tiny dart
that had fallen to the floor. He scuffed the fragnments beneath a chair seat.

He had an idea that he was being watched fromthe cockpit. He let his eyes roll. He |ooked like a
man ready to | ose consciousness. But, at the sanme tinme, he was thinking of the dart that had caught
Cl arence Faul kner in the face.

It contained sone kind of powerful drug or was poi soned!

Renny fell down. He sprawl ed across one of the cabin seats and lay very still.

The cockpit door opened.

Two of the "passengers" appeared. The others followed, including the man dressed as the co-pilot.
Al were big, powerful-1ooking individuals, though the co-pilot seened a trifle bigger than the
rest. All had | eathery, sun-burned features, indicating they had spent nmuch time outdoors.

The | eader said, "Blaned if | know who this big fellowis, but it's just too bad he had to cone
al ong with Faul kner. Now, we'll have to take himalong, too."

"W didn't figure on that," said soneone.

"Of course not. It’'s just dumb luck."

The | eader gave brief orders. "All right. Tie themboth up." He stepped over O arence Faul kner,
yelled an order through the doorway. "All right, start this crate west."

THE pl ane cane off its long, circular course and headed westward. Soon, New York was a vague bl ur
in the distance.

Ropes had been brought into the cabin. O arence Faul kner was securely tied hand and foot.

The men noved toward Renny, and one man grasped the giant engineer by the legs, to yank himto
the floor and straighten himout for tying.

But Renny cane off the seat as though he'd been expl oded froma cannon. He cane up with his
massive fists swinging and his |long face | ooking gloonier than ever.

He started knocking nen down!



Two nmen were hurled half the I ength of the cabin. Another was thrown up against the cockpit
doorway, just as the man in co-pilot’s uniform appeared there with sone nore | engths of rope.
The | eader stared. "What the hell!" he excl ai med.

One of his assistants yelled a warning.

"Watch out! Trick! This big guy wasn't knocked out by the dart!"

The warning was hardly necessary. The |eader could see for hinself. He leaped in to help his
partners.

It didn't seem possible that one nman could hold out against seven. But Renny did—for a tine.

H s great hands punped destruction. His fists | ooked |ike lunmps of cenent, properly hardened.
Those fists now cracked jaws, and there were how s of pain.

Renny’s face was nore gl oony than ever, as it always was whenever he was in a fight.

Two of the men whom he had knocked down were up again, dazed, swaying toward him They joined a
concerted rush of sone of the others.

Renny’ s powerful hands took hold of a cabin seat, ripped the chair fromits fastenings and swung
it inthe air. The attackers were nowed down before himlike wheat in a strong w nd.

Renny dropped the chair and grabbed two assailants by the throat. He banged their heads agai nst
the metal cabin walls. There was cursing and shouting.

It was when the two-fisted engi neer stunbled over C arence Faul kner, still |ying unconscious on
the floor, that he was overpowered.

An attacker had raised a blackjack. He brought it down on the back of Renny’'s skull as the big
engi neer stunbl ed and pitched forward, striving to regain his bal ance.

The bl ow brought unconsci ousness!

Soneone said with relief. "That guy sure can fight! Wnder who he is?"
The | eader shrugged. "Some friend of Faul kner’s, | suppose,” he offered. He went around prodding

limp figures with his foot. "Cone on, you birds," he said harshly. "This ain’t any holiday!"
They finally got Renny and d arence Faul kner tied up. The captives were placed near the rear of
the cabin.

One man was massagi ng his aching, swollen jaw. He glanced through a cabin w ndow.

"Wonder where we are, now?" he wanted to know.

The | eader grinmaced. "What the hell difference does it make? Take it easy. It’lIl be a long tine
before we get there."

The men took seats and rel axed. They acted |ike passengers resigning thenselves to a | ong

j our ney.

The pl ane clinbed higher and hi gher. The nen were conscious of a funny feeling in their ears, as
t hey nmounted higher toward the stratosphere. It neant that they nust be riding pretty high, because
the sealing process was supposed to elimnate such trouble.

One man had been funbling through his pockets. Abruptly, he swore. He stood up and started
feeling around the seat cushion. Then he got down on the floor and peered beneath the chair.
"What' s eating you?" soneone prodded.

"Lost it!" said the searcher.

"Lost what, dope?"

"1’ve gone and | ost ny totem pol e—and that’'s bad | uck!"

Everyone started searching for the totem pole.

Chapter |I. WHO I S NOVE DALE?

THE unusual pair of fellows wal king up and down at the edge of the huge city airport seenmed to be
searching for sonething, too. And one of them | ooked mighty disgusted about it.

This one was about as wide as he was tall. Al visible parts of his body were covered with

stubby, bristly hair the color of rusted shingle nails. He had a peculiar waddling gait, and his
arns hung alnost to his knees. He renmi nded one of a gorilla.

He nuttered, "Dang that Renny, anyway! He told ne to neet himhere at five o’clock."

The | ean-wai sted, well-dressed man with himsaid, "There's a nechanic, Mnk. Maybe he knows about
that stratosphere plane."

Monk, the hairy-Iooking, apelike one, was really Lieutenant Col onel Andrew Bl odgett Myfair, a

wel | -known chemist and an aid of Doc Savage. Behind his broad, flat forehead was concealed a brain
that was second to none in the field of chem stry.

The sl ender, fashionably dressed man was Brigadi er General Theodore Marl ey Brooks, better known
as Hamto his friends. He was probably the npbst astute | awer Harvard had ever turned out. Al so, his
afternoon garb was sartorial perfection, for Ham was perhaps the best-dressed man in New YorKk.

Ham carried a black cane that he was sel domwi thout. It was, anpng other things, a sword cane,
tipped with a chem cal that put its victins to sleep.

They had overtaken the plane nechanic. He was a powerful fellow wi th plenty of jaw

Monk grabbed the man’s arm and denanded, "Hey! What happened to that new stratosphere plane? It
was due back here al nost an hour ago!"



The mechani ¢ gave Monk a frown.

"Look, wise guy, | ain't the information bureau. Go ask themin the office." He started to nove
on.

Monk, with a seemingly effortless nmotion, whirled the heavily built man around.

"You act like that," the hairy chem st snorted, "and you're gonna get hurt. | asked you—where's

that pl ane?"
The man glared. And, yet, in his eyes was an expression which said he knew sonet hi ng but was not
permtted to speak.

"You' Il have to go to the office," he repeated.
Ham al ways qui ck-thinking, ever tactful, stepped forward. "Wat this uncouth partner of mine is
trying to tell you," he said smoothly, "is that a friend of ours was on the stratosphere plane. He

is a menber of the Doc Savage organi zation. We were a little worried—
The mechani ¢ junped, swall owed sonething which seemed to stick in his throat, and then gasped,

"Doc Savage?"

"We are part of that organization," offered Ham

The mechanic’'s eyes widened. "Well, then," he exclainmed, that's different!" And then, tensely,
"Look, maybe | shouldn't be telling you—that is; you can get nore details fromtheminside; but
here’s sonmething | know That stratosphere plane has—well, it hasn't returned. They don’t know what

to think. It's disappeared!"

"Di sappear ed?" Mnk piped shrilly. "Were?"

The mechani ¢ shrugged. "That's what nobody can find out. It was |ast seen flying over

Phi | adel phia, heading south. And that’'s all!"

Ham grabbed his hairy partner’s arm and snapped, "Cone on!"

They started toward a | arge building on one side of the field.

Inside, they located an official, drew himto one side, identified thenselves, then fired

questi ons.

But the official’s words were no nore revealing than the nechanic’s. No, he didn't have any idea
where the stratosphere plane was. It had not |anded at any airport. It had not contacted this field
or reported any trouble. It sinply had not returned according to schedule. It had been | ast seen
flying high over the city of Phil adel phia.

Ham phoned Doc Savage.

Doc’s orders were brief. They were to stay at the field a few nore nonments, try to pick up any
further information, then return to headquarters. Especially, they were to question any attendants
who had been present when the plane departed.

They went back toward the |anding field.

THEY | earned a surprising thing. Al mechanics who had attended the take-off of the stratosphere
pl ane had quit; wal ked off their jobs just half an hour ago! No one knew a thing about who had been
present, or who had boarded the great ship just before it took the air.

To a ground attendant who had been nearby, Mnk said, "Maybe that danged ship didn't take off at
all! Maybe they nmade a mi stake about seeing it over Phil adel phia!"

But the nman shook his head. "Cone along," he offered. "I can show you right where it was."

Ham and Monk fol | owed.

And they saw for thensel ves. They noted the tire tracks right there in the ground, where the
massive ship had rolled down the field. They followed the tracks, shortly returned to the point
where the attendant said he had seen the plane waiting before take-off.

It was there that Monk found the totem pole.

The object was | ess than four inches |ong. Carved out of cedar, its surface was an intricate
array of gargoylelike faces.

But at one end of the tiny pol e—which would be the top if it was a real totem pole and standi ng
upright—was the carved features of an Indian. An Indian's face. The eyes were sonewhat slanted. They
had a Mongolian cast.

Monk and Ham stared at the totem pole.

"What the heck!" the honely chem st nmuttered. He had turned the object around and was indicating
sonet hing on the other half.

It was the carving of the likeness of an ow.

Monk denmanded, "Who would ever own a thing like this?"

"It mght be a good idea to show it to Doc," suggested the well-dressed |awer. "It mght nmean
sonething, and it mght not. But it could have been dropped by someone boardi ng that stratosphere
pl ane. "

"Yeah," agreed Monk, though it was usually against his policy to ever agree with his dapper
partner.

A few nonents later they took a taxicab for Manhattan.

IN the library of the skyscraper headquarters of the bronze nan’s organi zati on, Doc Savage said,
"There are certain races of |ndians who use the oW as an enbl em of good luck. To them the oW is



sacred. "

Doc Savage referred to the tiny totem pol e which had been turned over to himby Mnk

"But this image of an Indian on the other side," said Mnk, "looks sonething |ike a Chinaman! How
about that, Doc?"

Doc Savage said, "Mst Al askan Indians have distinct Mngolian features."

"Al aska!" the chem st piped in his squeaky voice. "Blazes, if this gadget was dropped by sonebody
boardi ng that stratosphere plane, how could this be—Doc, that plane was seen flying south."

They were grouped about radi o apparatus in one corner of the bronze man’s vast |aboratory. The
array of equi pment was remarkabl e, probably equaling anything ever found in any radio station

And just a nmonent before discussion had turned to the totempole of a thing, Doc Savage had been
in contact with large airports from New York to Texas. He had picked up two definite reports
concerning the stratosphere plane and now | earned that the plane had been sighted near Gal veston
Texas, headed south toward the Gulf of Mexico

Doc made no reply to Monk’s coment. His nmetallic features were thoughtful as he listened at the

| oudspeaker. In fact, his whole appearance was quite renarkable

St andi ng al one, he woul d have appeared as a symetrically built athlete of unusual bronze
features and hair of a slightly darker hue

But next to Monk and Ham the bronze giant conpletely dwarfed the two aids. Hi s entire physique
denot ed remarkabl e power and strength. Hi s eyes, flake-gold in color, had conpelling nagnetic
qualities. They stirred restlessly.

But his physical devel opnent was only a part of the bronze man’s renarkabl e capabilities

Doc Savage was known nore for his fabulous mental ability, his uncanny nastery of electricity,
chem stry, surgery and other professions. Al so, alnost everyone who had heard of Doc Savage knew
that he practiced one of the npbst unusual professions in the world. Doc Savage was a nodern Gal ahad
He went around mixing in other people’'s troubles, aiding the oppressed, righting wongs, and neting
out his special kind of justice to evildoers

It was known that he had a limtless source of wealth for these activities that brought no

profit.

Doc now turned the miniature totempole over in his hand as he waited at the radi o | oudspeaker

For the past hal f-hour, Doc had been in continuous contact with various airports. But no further
reports had conme in about the stratosphere plane. Since being sighted over Texas, flying southward
it had conpletely vani shed

Ham | ooked worri ed

Monk stal ked up and down the |aboratory, coming back at intervals to stand near the radio and

l'i sten.

They heard not hi ng

Monk excl ai med, "Renny just went along on the flight as a guest. Faul kner did, too, for that
matter. So why didn't the plane cone back?"

Ham gave his burly partner a frigid look. "If we knew, you hairy ape, we wouldn't be sitting here
wai ting for sone kind of report fromthe plane."

Monk went on, "But a plane, flying south, and a whatchamacallit thing fromA aska. It don’t nake
sense!"

Doc said quietly, "There is a phone call. One of you had better take it."

A tiny bulb, observed by the bronze giant, had flickered in a panel on the |aboratory wall. The
light indicated that the tel ephone, in the library outside the Iab, was ringing. Connection to the
outer room had tenporarily been cut off, while Doc Savage |istened attentively at the |oud-speaker
Ham st epped outside to get the incom ng call

He was back in a nonent, saying, "Doc, there’s a nman naned None Dal e coming up here to see you
right away. | informed himit would be all right."

Monk frowned. "Look, shyster," he said, "you know that Doc only sees visitors by appointnment, and
then only after we've conpletely investigated their cases. Wat’'s the idea?"

The | awyer ignored his partner’s remark. He spoke to Doc Savage

"This Nonme Dal e says he knows sonethi ng about Renny," Ham announced

I T devel oped that no one had ever heard of a young nman naned None Dal e. Neverthel ess, Ham had
acted properly in granting the man an interview with Doc Savage. Anything that None Dal e m ght know
about Renny’s whereabouts was quite inportant, at the nonent

They renmai ned—boc, Ham and Monk—at the | oud-speaker while they awaited None Dale's arrival. No
further news cane fromany airports. Apparently, no further traces had been found of the

strat osphere pl ane

Shortly, another panel light blinked, indicating that soneone was at the recepti on-room door. The
reception roomfaced on a wide hallway on this floor of the bronze man’s skyscraper headquarters
Entrance to the private hallway was only by neans of express elevators that cane directly to Doc
Savages fl oor

Monk and Ham hurried ahead to see if it was None Dal e who had arrived. They passed through the
library, a huge roomlined with shelves containing books on every known subj ect



The room beyond was the reception quarters, and it contained nerely a few confortable chairs and
a massive inlaid table of handmade design. Hamis cane was |ying on the table.

Al so, two strange-|ooking pets, at the nmoment, appeared intent on doing a marathon around the
recepti on room

One animal was, in a way, a snall-size reproduction of the honely chemi st hinself. It was a

chi npanzee of questionable origin. The animal was fairly small, hairy, and its little eyes were
alnobst lost inits honely face. Strangely, Mnk's features had a simlar pattern.

The chinmp was nanmed Chemistry and was Hamis pet. At the nmoment, it was scanpering about the room
squeal i ng | oudly, chased by what |ooked |like a runt pig.

The pig had ears, |egs, and snout—npre of these things than anything else. It made snorting
sounds and kept nipping at various parts of the small chinps anatony.

Monk how ed. He shouted, "Get him Habeas!"

For the pig was Habeas Corpus, Mnk’s own pet. The two aninals were a constant source of trouble
bet ween the chemni st and Ham

Ham suddenly pushed the cheni st aside and nade a worried dive after his chattering pet. The two
ani mal s di sappeared toward another part of the headquarters.

Behind the two aids, Doc said quietly, "It would be best to see who is at the door."

Ham opened the door.

The man who was standing there was young, had shoulders like a football player and was quite
good-1 ooking. His features had a rugged, healthy glow. He wore no hat, and his hair was al nost
strawblond in color.

He said, still standing in the doorway, "I’ m Nonme Dale."

He hardly noticed Monk and Ham He stared beyond them at Doc Savage, obviously recognizing the
bronze man.

Nonme Dale stammered, "I . . . er . . . cane to tell you about a fell ow naned Renny. That is,
about himand C arence Faul kner."

Doc nmoved forward quickly.

"Yes?" he pronpted.

Nonme Dal e continued, "Well, it's about ny— Then he paused, his gaze going to the bronze man’'s
left hand. Terror |eaped into the young man’s wi de eyes.
Doc Savages netallic features were expressionless, |ike sonething carved in bronze. But his

unusual flake-gold eyes flickered.

In Doc’s left hand was the totem pole that had been turned over to himby Mnk and Ham

Nonme Dal e, trenbling, backed toward the hallway. He suddenly flung a gl ance behi nd him
stiffened. Then he screaned.

Doc Savage and his two aids were knocked flat to the floor as the hallway behind None Dal e seened
to disintegrate in a shattering bl ast!

GLASS was still cascading from broken wi ndows when Doc and his two assistants picked thensel ves

up fromthe floor. It was the bronze man who caught a fleeting glinpse of None Dale al so swaying to
his feet, to suddenly whirl away fromthe doorway and | eap down the hall.

Doc foll owed, Ham and Monk behind him

The hal l way was intact, though all windows at either end were smashed. There was a peculiar odor

of something like illumnating gas in the air.
Monk howl ed, "Look!"
Down the hall, toward the el evators, four men were noving toward them There were short clubs in

their hands, and they had the kind of faces found on retired prize fighters.

Bet ween t he advanci ng group and Doc Savage, an el evator door was open. It was into this waiting
cage that young Nome Dal e had raced.

Doc’ s corded hand noved swiftly. Even as it did, he rapped an order to his two aids.

"Grab None Dale!"

VWhat flew fromthe bronze man’s fingers was a small round object that |ooked |ike a grenade of
some sort. It struck a marble wall and expl oded. |nmmediately, thick clouds of dense bl ack snoke
filled the wi de passageway.

The advanci ng thugs were confused. They yelled orders at one another and got lost in the heavy
snoke screen.

But Monk and Ham dived through it, reached the vicinity of the el evator door where None Dal e had
di sappeared and started inside.

Then Monk | et out a howl of pain. "Quch!" He backed off, having crashed into sliding shaftway
doors that had been cl osed.

From the bl ack cloud, Hamyelled, "None Dal e got away!"

Monk was nmad enough to want to crack skulls. He whipped back, arns flailing in a wild attenpt to
grab sone of the assailants hidden in the bl ackness which envel oped everyt hi ng.

But he found no one. He bellowed in anger.

And from sonewhere ahead, Doc Savage called, "This way!"

Ham and Monk fol l owed the bronze nmans voi ce through the bl ack fog.



They | ocated Doc standing before a second set of elevator doors. They knew it was Doc Savage from
the size of the bronze nman when they touched him

Doc said swiftly, "They nust have overpowered the regul ar operators. They’'re running the cars

t hensel ves. None Dal e grabbed one of the cars they had waiting. This way!"

Doc continued along the hall in the blackness, and his two ai ds understood. Set aside for the
bronze man’s own use was a hi gh-speed, express elevator located farther down the hall. Doc and his
assistants were the only persons who could gain admttance to the elevator. It ran wi thout stop to
the ground floor of the skyscraper.

The cage dropped |ike a comet through space. Shortly, they were emerging into the entrance | obby
of the towering building. There was no one noving through the | obby who even renotely resenbl ed None
Dal e or the four assorted thugs.

A doorman, though, mentioned seeing four men | eave the building in a hurry. They had driven away
in a car, he infornmed Doc Savage.

And questioned about None Dal e, after the good-I|ooking young man had been carefully descri bed,

the doorman said: "Yes, he left in a private car, too. Just a little ahead of those other guys."
Doc said, "If Nonme Dal e had taken a taxicab, he m ght have been traced. But that’'s inpossible,

now. "

Questioning reveal ed that no one outside the skyscraper building had seen the |icense tags on
either departing car. And hundreds of cars were noving up and down the busy thoroughfare.

They returned to the | obby, located the cage the escaping men had used, found two operators
unconsci ous inside. Building attendants took charge, and Doc and his two assistants rode another
el evator back to their top-floor headquarters.

THE bl ack cl oud had thinned, al nost di sappeared. Wnd comi ng through the snmashed wi ndows
accounted for this.

Monk wanted to know, "What the blazes, Doc? Do you think they were after that None Dal e?"

Doc said, "It would | ook that way." He indicated the totempole, still in his hand. "But Dale
seenmed to have nore fear of this."

They inspected the hallway, |ooking for clues, found nothing. The two pets, frightened, were
sonewhere in hiding. Doc and his two aids returned to the reception room

The girl in expensive spring furs was seated there, waiting for them

Chapter [I11. ATTACK!

ORDI NARI LY, entrance to the bronze nman’'s headquarters woul d have been inpossible. But because of
the chase that had taken Doc Savage, Monk, and Hamto the | obby, the reception-roomsteel door had
been | eft open.

O course, the nost valuable part of the headquarters was the vast |aboratory, and this had been
| ocked when Doc had followed his aids out to the reception room So there was nothing of val ue that
the girl could have touched.

Besi des, she was just sitting there, waiting.

Her dress showed refinement. Her hair, neatly done, was a coppery-red color. She was small and
trimand quite lovely.

Monk i medi ately |l ost his | ooking-for-sonmeone-to-fight attitude. A broad grin spread over his
honely features.

"Hello," the hairy chem st said.

Monk |iked nothing better than a pretty redhead. Blondes and brunettes, too, for that matter.
Hamtried to get in front of his burly partner. He was smling now, also.

Doc nmerely | ooked at the girl and waited.

The girl came to her feet, dropping her expensive furs on the chair behind her. She | ooked at the
bronze man.

"You're Doc Savage," she said quickly. "lI've got to talk to you." Her pert nose puckered up, and
she made a sniffing sound, indicating the hallway. "I canme up here, and there was no one around; so
| waited. Has there been a fire?"

Doc noved forward.

"Just a slight accident,” he said. He studied the girl. "Wat is it you wanted?"

"It's about ny uncle." A tone crept into the girl’'s voice that sounded |ike worry. She was
nervously funbling with her handbag.

"Your uncl e?"

Monk and Ham were |istening, standing a little to one side as Doc questioned the girl.

"Yes," she said. Her voice quavered a little. "He . . . well, he's vanished!"

Doc notioned the girl back into the chair and sat down hinsel f. Expression of his face gave no

i ndication of what he m ght be thinking.

And the girl seened sonmewhat awed in the bronze man’s presence. Her eyes—they appeared to be a
shade of violet-never left his face. She was al npst staring at Doc Savage as she spoke.

"I can’'t find him" she exclained. "I’ve | ooked everywhere. That isn't all. H's three sons have
vani shed along with him"

"You nean, they are in sone sort of trouble?"



"l don't know" the girl gasped. "They . . . they're just gone!"
Doc Savage said, "Perhaps you d better start at the beginning and tell us exactly what has
happened. "

THE girl nodded. She was still funbling with her bag.

She said tensely, "It was about a week ago. | went up to see them They have an apartnment on
Central Park West. No one was home, and | figured they were out at the tinme. But, now, |’'ve been
back every day since. No one’s there. No one’'s been there. |’ve made inquiries at the apartnent

house and at mny uncle’s downtown of fice. The office has been closed. No one knows a thing. My uncle
and his three sons have vani shed."

Doc said nothing for a nonent, then asked, "Mst anyone living in that section of New York

enpl oys servants. Certainly, the servants nust know the whereabouts of your uncle."

"But that’'s the strange part of it!" the girl cried. "There are no servants! They’ ve di sappeared,
too—the butler, chauffeur, everyone!"

Monk’ s honely face brightened. "Well," he put in, "nmaybe your uncle just up and noved out."

But the girl shook her pretty red head. "No," she said, "I had the building superintendent let ne
into the apartment. Everything is still there, just like it was before. The table was even set for
di nner |ast night. Nothing has been changed. But . . . but nobody is living there!"

The girl’'s last words al nost ended in a sob.

Monk, however, was not to be deterred.

"Maybe, " he suggested, "your uncle went broke. Maybe he didn't have any noney and just scrammed
out of there, |eaving everything behind him It's been done before, you know, in New York."

The girl stood up again. She drew herself up proudly and gave Mnk a hurt | ook.

"My uncle," she announced, "is one of the wealthiest nmen in the United States!"

Ham gave his partner a w thering regard, enough to say: "Dunce!"

"Who i s your uncle?" asked Doc Savage.

"Homer Dale, the lunber king," the girl said.

Monk junped. Ham stared. Doc Savage's eyes flickered, the first indication of any kind that
anyt hing had surprised him so far. The bronze man knew that Homer Dale was rated as one of the
| eadi ng busi nessnmen of the United States.

Monk prodded, "You said Dal e?"

"Yes. Homer Dale."

"Any relation to a guy nanmed None Dal e?"

The girl | ooked quickly at Monk.

"Nome Dale is one of his sons," she said. "He has di sappeared al so, and— She stopped, took a
step toward the squat chem st, her eyes wi de. "Have you seen None Dal e? Do you know where he is?"
Monk gl anced at Doc Savage. He said nothing.

They |l earned that the girl’s name was Ceorgi ana Lee.

Georgi ana Lee told how Honmer Dale, the mllionaire, had lived with his three sons alone in the
New York apartnment. Homer Dale’'s wife was dead.

But surely, Doc had nentioned, soneone shoul d know about Honer Dal e’ s di sappearance along with
his three sons. Had there been any kind of threatening notes; perhaps a demand for ransonf

And Ceorgi ana Lee replied, "There has been nothing! It's the nbst nysterious thing that has ever
happened! "

Everyone agreed that it was.

Doc Savage deci ded to acconpany the girl to her uncle’'s address. They departed a few m nutes
later.

ON the way uptown in the bronze man’s car, Doc asked further questions. But there was no
slightest clue that Ceorgiana Lee could give him regarding her uncle’ s whereabouts.

Naturally, before starting the investigation, Doc checked on Georgiana Lee's identity. Doc Savage
realized that she m ght be a fake.

But she wasn’t. She offered enough papers and evidence to prove that she was really Georgiana
Lee, even to supplying a birth certificate. Fromthis, Doc saw that she was just nineteen. She

| ooked sonewhat ol der. That was accounted for by her stylish manner of dress.

Georgi ana Lee al so convinced the bronze man that she was a niece of Honer Dale, the mllionaire

| umber ki ng.

At the Central Park West address, they had no difficulty gaining admttance to Homer Dale’s
apartment. Obviously, the girl had visited here often, and was wel|-known by the building officials.
She was given a key and permtted to take Doc Savage upstairs.

Doc, his eyes nmissing no single detail, went through the richly furnished roons. And he found
that the girl had told the truth.

Everything was in order, even to a table set for a neal.

But there was no clue as to the whereabouts of wealthy Honer Dale or his three sons, who, the
girl explained, had been associated with himin business.

An hour later, they left the apartment.



BACK in Doc’s car, the bronze man asked, "Who woul d be the nost |ikely person, besides yourself,
to know about Homer Dale’'s activities?"

Doc was driving the big, closed car, and Georgi ana Lee was seated beside him For a noment, she
gave hima thoughtful |ook. Then she said, "Howard Bul | ock!"

"Howard Bul | ock?"

She nodded, continuing, "Yes, he was associated with uncle in business. That is, until just
recently. | was talking to Howard just a few days ago on the phone. And he had seen ny uncle. He
shoul d know about himif anyone does!"

It was dark now, alnobst six o' clock, and there was the chill of early spring in the air. Too late

now, Doc knew, to visit the offices of Howard Bul |l ock, which the girl stated were downtown.

But she gave an address near the East River Drive, and Doc swung the car in that direction. They
crossed Fifty-ninth Street, cut onto the drive and headed uptown agai n.

Were the express highway dropped beneath apartnent buildings that were constructed al mbst up to
the river’'s edge, the second car that was using the center lane in order to pass the bronze nman's
| i mousi ne suddenly swerved, strangely.

Then, without warning, it cut in front of Doc Savage’'s car, alnost jamm ng the bronze man’s

|i mousi ne against a wall that overhung the East River!

A man junped out of the bl ocking sedan, |eaped upon the running board of Doc’s car. There was a
large envelope in his hand. He said, "You dropped this at the apartment house, sir. |’ve been trying
to catch you."

He handed the envel ope through the wi ndow, got down off the car. And i mediately the envel ope
flew to pieces! Choking, throat-irritating vapor spread swiftly.

The girl screaned.

DOC SAVAGE' S car was bul | et proof and, when the wi ndows were cl osed, gasproof. But the surprise
attack of the bl ocking car had happened so swiftly, and | ooked so nmuch like a traffic accident at
first, that the man had junped aboard the car before the open w ndow could be cl osed.

And so the bronze giant did the only thing possible.

He | eaped out of the car, pulling the girl along with him before they were knocked out by the
gas.

Georgi ana Lee was al ready gasping for breath, her eyes tear-filled as a result of the biting
funes.

Doc pushed the girl behind the protection of the machine, warning, "Keep down!"

He whirled to face the man who had junped on his car. The fellow had been joined by two others
now from the bl ocking sedan. Al three were amazed by Doc’s deceptive, blurred speed.

Doc seized two nen. Hi s corded, powerful hands nmade certain novenents on the two men’s throats.
They gasped, their eyes glazed; then they dropped to the ground, unconscious. They woul d remain that
way for sone tine, because the bronze nman had exerted finger pressure on certain nerve centers at
the side of the throat.

The third man, terrified, |eaped toward an iron railing bordering the East River wall. He clinbed
frantically to the topnost rail, poised there a noment, then plunged from sight.

Doc Savage followed, clearing the railing in a diving arc that carried himtoward the water,
twenty feet below. And as he cut through the air, he heard a cry. There was thudding inpact fromthe
surface bel ow.

The bronze man’s remarkabl e eyes caught sonething in the darkness.

A floating piece of driftwood! The escaping nan, in diving, had struck the | og and di sappeared.
He did not cone to the surface.

In the heartbeat of time that Doc Savage noted this, he twi sted agilely, managed to clear the |og
and slice the water neatly. Doc nmade a shall ow di ve and popped above the surface in an instant,
staring around in the dark night. He could see nothing and heard no sounds of anyone sw nm ng.

O course, it was possible that the man was sw nmmng underwater. Tides in the river were powerful
enough to have already carried the fell ow downstream Yet, there had been that short cry, the inpact
of a body agai nst something solid. The man had probably been knocked unconsci ous and drowned.

Swi mming with one hand, scarcely nmaking a sound, Doc pulled a waterproof flashlight fromthe
pocket of a special equipnment vest which he always wore beneath his clothing. He shot the light ray
around.

Due to the currents, water swirled and bubbled at various points. But there was still no sign of
the other man.

For sone time, Doc swam around in the vicinity. But he did not find his quarry. It was quite

obvi ous that the man nust have drowned and had not returned to the surface. The tide, by now, had
probably carried himfar down the river.

Doc swamto shore, located a | adder that |ed upward to the top of the wall and hurried back to
where the girl, frightened, was standing by the |inousine.

She gasped, "There was another car following that first one! It stopped, and nen got out and
rescued those two you knocked out. Another man drove away in the first car. They' ve all escaped!"



O her cars had stopped, now, and a crowd was gathering. People were pressing close, staring at
Doc Savage, at his remarkabl e features and physi que. They were beginning to get curious.

Doc, leading the girl, hurried to his linousine and rolled down the other w ndows. But the gas
seermed to have cleared. "Get inside!" he ordered.

A second | ater, Doc Savage sent the machine racing away fromthe spot. At the first exit point,
they left the express drive and found the side street that |ed toward Howard Bul | ock’ s apart nment
bui | di ng.

Doc said, "Did you get the license nunber of the car that contained the second gang?"

The girl shook her head.

"There was so nmuch excitenent. | was scared, and | guess | forgot."

Doc understood as he glanced at the girl. Yet, there was sonething abruptly odd about her nanner.
She seened to be watching the bronze man furtively, her hands clutched together in her |ap, her
pretty face very white and strained.

Doc said nothing further.

They arrived at the address the girl had previously given.

As Doc swung the linopusine into the curb, he was aware of some kind of excitenent beneath the
canopy that led to the building entrance.

A doorman had hurried out to the curb. He was excitedly blowing a whistle for a cab. Another

bui | di ng attendant came running outside, followed by a heavy-set gray-haired man in his fifties.
The girl beside Doc Savage exclainmed, "That's Anderson Bul |l ock, Howard's father! He seens to be
exci ted about sonething!"

The nmoment their car stopped, Georgiana Lee was out on the sidewal k, hurrying toward Anderson
Bul | ock. Evidently, the big, elderly man knew her, for he turned, spoke quickly.

Doc, arriving behind the girl, heard her startled: "No!"

She swung toward the bronze man, her eyes wide with horror. She gasped, "Howard is . . . is

m ssing!"

Doc went silent. Howard Bull ock, the young man who, according to the girl had been the last to
see Hormer Dal e, had now vani shed.

It left the nystery nore puzzling than ever.

Chapter |V. UNKNOMN H DE- QUT

ANDERSON BULLOCK, the man now with the girl, at one tinme had been a fairly well-known attorney.
Doc Savage recalled the nane and the nman’'s face.

The girl had already informed Doc that Bullock’s son also was a |l awyer and that he had been
associ ated with her uncle.

A taxicab pulled up to the curb and Anderson Bullock was ready to clinb inside. He was hatl ess
and | ooked worried. Recognizing the bronze man, he spoke quickly.

"Whul d you mind," he asked, "calling nme back in an hour?"

Doc nodded, waiting for a further explanation.

"A man just called me," Bullock said tensely. "It was something about nmy son. He sounded .
terrified about sonmething. He's going to neet me right away!"

Doc said, "If you would like ne to go al ong—

Bul | ock shook his head quickly. "No! That woul d be dangerous—for Howard. The man who phoned
warned ne to cone alone. But I'Il be back. Perhaps, then, you can help ne. |I hope you will."
The | ast was said pleadingly, as Bullock paused with his foot on the cab’s running board.
Doc nodded. "You will hear fromne later tonight," he offered.

Bul l ock left then, urging the driver to full speed. For a brief nonent, Doc and the girl stood
wat chi ng t he di sappearing cab.

Then Georgi ana Lee touched the bronze man’s arm said breathlessly. "I was hopi ng Howard mi ght
know sonet hi ng about Uncle Honer. But now, with him m ssing—

She broke off, staring at Doc Savage. She was trenbling as she asked, "How do you explain that
attack by the nen in the car? And what could have happened to those others?"

Doc Savage appeared not to have heard the questions, a disturbing trait he had when he did not
wish to explain a certain thing.

He notioned to his own car and said, "You can wait at our headquarters until after ny interview
wi th Anderson Bul | ock. That m ght be best."

Frowning, the girl clinbed back into the car. But as they started up, she said, "But what about
Homer Dal e? Aren’t you going to try and find hin®"

"That will be taken care of also," Doc said quietly.

But Ceorgi ana Lee appeared upset about sonething, and she sat there, her hands again knotted in
her lap. And fromtinme to time she cast furtive glances in the bronze nman’'s direction.

Doc had noted these actions. He had al so seen sonething el se. He said abruptly, "You m ght show
me that object which you have been trying to hide."

The girl junped. "Wat— she started, evasively.

Doc continued, "You have been holding it ever since we left the East River Drive."

The girl was on the point of making another denial, but there was sonething about the magnetic



power of the bronze man’s eyes that caused her to give in.

She opened her hand and held a small object toward Doc.

It was a tiny totempole, not quite four inches long, and intricately carved on its surface were
grotesque i mages. One was of an Indian with slanted eyes. Doc took his gaze fromthe road a nonent
and rolled the small object over in his hand. The carving of an ow was on the reverse side.

The tiny totem pole was al nost an exact duplicate of the one Monk had found at the airport.

Doc’ s eyes happened to catch the girl watching the totempole rigidly. Fright was plain on her
pretty features.

He said abruptly, "Wy do you fear it?"

The girl gave a start. She | ooked up at the bronze man.

"Fear it?" she asked. "I don’t understand?"
"You seemto be frightened."
"I . . . I"'mnot frightened," Georgiana Lee said. "|I never saw it before in nmy life. It was on

the car seat when we left the river."
Doc Savage was convinced that she was |ying about her fear.

LATER t hat night, alone, Doc Savage returned to interview Anderson Bullock. He left the girl,
Georgi ana Lee, at headquarters with Monk and Ham

Monk had reported that there had been no further reports about the stratosphere plane. Renny’'s
di sappearance was still quite a nmystery. The bronze man had nade no nention of the mniature totem
pol e which the girl still had in her possession.

Doc Savage left his car parked in a dark side street and wal ked a bl ock to the Bull ock residence.
The doornman gave a start when Doc suddenly appeared in the doorway.

Then he recogni zed the bronze giant, having seen himearlier, when Doc had tal ked to Anderson
Bul l ock at the curb.

"You are to go right upstairs," the doorman said.

"M. Bullock is at home?" Doc asked.

The uni formed man shook his head.

"He returned, sir, but he has departed again. However, he left a message for you, and you are to
go right up." He named the floor and apartment nunmber. Doc took the el evator.

A butler admitted himto the Bull ock apartment. Obviously, he had been expecting Doc's visit and
recogni zed him for he said, "This was left for you, sir. M. Bullock had to | eave again
imrediately, but | was to be sure that this envel ope was turned over to you."

Doc | ooked at the white envel ope which the butler picked up froma table and handed to him He
broke the seal and studied the brief note that was inside. The hastily witten nmessage read:

| amcertain that | have net the man who knows what terrible fate has happened to ny son. | am
going with himto nmake positive that Howard is alive. Any investigation at this tinme mght be
disastrous. Wait five days. If | have not returned within that time, please investigate.

Ander son Bul | ock.

Doc | ooked at the butler. "M. Bullock wote this note?"

"Yes, sir." The butler jerked his head. "I saw himwite it nyself, sir."
"Have you any idea whom he net?"

"No, sir."

"Or where he went?"

"No, sir. | have no idea. He wouldn't say, sir."

Doc put the nessage in his pocket and departed. He did not intend to wait for the five-day limt
to expire. He decided to investigate i nmediately.

The doorman of the building recalled a certain cab that Anderson Bull ock had taken. He gave the
name of the driver and the address of the conpany which owned the string of taxis.

He said, "That driver is on the stand here every night, sir. But he finishes at mdnight." He

| ooked at his watch. "You ought to be able to catch himas he’'s checking in tonight, sir." He gave
the address where the cabs were turned in.

DOC arrived there ten mnutes later. He |ocated the driver who had picked up Anderson Bul |l ock.
The driver told that Bullock had been driven to a small flying field near the New Jersey end of the
George Washi ngton Bridge.

Doc drove out there.

The field, except for red marker lights, was in darkness. But there was a small office near the
edge of the field, and it was inside the building that Doc |ocated the night watchman.

He asked di screet questions.

Shortly the man was expl aining, "Wuy, sure, they left sone tine ago."

Doc’s eyes flickered. "They?"

"Yeah. The gray-haired man you describe, and three or four other guys. It was these other guys
who owned the plane, and they waited until your friend arrived."

The wat chman, with gestures, described a nodern-type plane that obviously was equi pped for

I ong-di stance flights. The plane, he said, had been kept at the field for the past couple of days.



No, he didn’t know the owners. They had nerely rented tenporary space at the field

The watchman’s only description of themwas, "They were big, healthy-Iooking guys!"

"What was their destination?" Doc prodded

The man scratched his beard

"Well, now," he nurmured, "I wouldn’t know, exactly. But they did a funny thing before taking
of f. They changed to white tropical suits. And | heard one of themguys say it was going to be
pretty blasted hot down there near Central Anerica."

That seenmed to be all Doc Savage coul d | earn about Anderson Bul |l ock’s whereabouts. And so he
returned to his New York headquarters

BUT if Doc Savage had been in Anderson Bullock’s place, at that nonent, he would have known
little nore

The gray-haired man was seated in the cabin of the big plane, and the men were grouped around him
as the ship droned through the night

One nman was saying, "And so, that's the way it is. We're taking you south to see your son. You
will be shown that he's still alive. But we do this only under one condition!"

Ander son Bul | ock gl ared at the speaker. "And that is—

A hypoderm c needle flashed in the big man’s hand. The fellow had | eathery, sunburned skin and a
lot of jaw

He said, "You take an injection of this stuff which keeps you asleep until we get there. You'l

al so get a shot on the return trip. It's harmess. Only thing is, you won’t have any i dea where
you’' ve been taken. O K ?"

"How do | know I'Il ever wake up agai n?" Bull ock demanded

The man with the hypoderm c needl e grinned

"Don’t be a chunp. You're the guy who's gonna save your son fromdeath. So you don't think we'd
kill you, do you?"

That appeared to be logical. And if Anderson Bullock was going to see his son alive, it |ooked
like he'd have to agree to the proposition. He yanked off his coat and pulled up his shirt sleeve
"All right," he said

There was only the prick of the long needle that hurt for a nmoment; then Anderson Bul | ock was
aware of a swift drowsiness that was flowi ng over him

He tried to remain awake, to hear what was being said, but all he could renmenber at the very I|ast
was soneone saying, "Wiit'll he wakes up two days from now "

ANDERSON BULLOCK was surprised when he did wake up. He had experienced doubts, just before |osing
consci ousness, that he mght ever see this world again

But he did, and it was a strange world at first—very silent, very nysterious, as though all tine
had suddenly stopped and he was the only individual in the entire universe

He was lying in a swing, on the porch of a rustic cabin of sone sort. Bullock sat up and rubbed
kinks fromhis arns and legs. He felt incredibly hungry. He stared around him

And all that net the eye in every direction was deep forest. Trees grew everywhere, tall

stately, like guarding sentinels of a silent world. From sonewhere overhead, the rays of a hot sun
slanted through the trees and cast grotesque patterns on the earth

Ander son Bul | ock had no idea how | ong he’d been asl eep

He stood up and wal ked the | ength of the cabin porch and was amazed at the size of the building
It had been well built of sturdy logs, and a half dozen snall cottages could easily have been set
inside the cabin

He returned to the open front doorway and yelled, "Hey!"

I mredi at el y, someone noved inside the house. A man shortly appeared in the cabin doorway. He was
one of the big fell ows who had been aboard the plane, and he was rubbing sleep fromhis eyes
Seei ng Anderson Bul |l ock awake, he gave a shout and hurried out onto the porch. Soon, nore of his
associ ates were out there with him They, too, |ooked as if they had been asleep. Half a dozen nen
gat hered around Bul | ock

One, though, appeared to be the |eader. This one had not been on the plane

He was a tall, well-built young man with sandy-col ored hair. He | ooked very healthy and very
grim

He said, "You understand why you were brought here?"

Bul | ock nodded. "My son di sappeared nysteriously. Wiwy—+ do not know. But | have been told that he
is here, and | have been brought to see him"

"Cone along," said the | eader

He led the way inside the house. They passed through a huge living room out to a hallway that

| ed back through the massive cabin. They passed the doorways of various roons.

Near the back of the hall, the | eader swung into a room stepped aside as, closely watched
Bul l ock was followed in by the other nen.

The cage, extending fromfloor to ceiling, had been built in the center of the large room It was
made of pol es stout enough to have the strength of steel bars



Inside the cage, sitting on a chair and looking terrified, was a slender young man with dark hair
and somewhat pallid features. He had the same angul ar, strong face of Anderson Bul |l ock.

He junped up and cried, "Father!"

Ander son Bul | ock stood there, enmotion plain on his stern face, his big formtrenbling. "Howard!"
he said. "You are alive!"

Gripping the stout bars, Howard Bul | ock asked tensely, "Did they tell you about the . . . the

t ot em pol e?"

Bul | ock’ s eyes narrowed carefully. "The totem pol e?" he asked.

Before his son could answer, two nen grabbed Anderson Bull ock by the arns and started out of the
roomwi th him

"That’s what you' re gonna | earn about now" one guard said.

THE others, in the roomw th Anderson Bul l ock’s son, waited silently. A half-hour passed.
Finally, Bullock was |ed back into the room

Sweat covered the man’'s features. He was trenbling. Terror was mirrored in his wildly staring
eyes.

Hi s son stared, asked, "What is it? Wiat did you see in there?"

But Anderson Bull ock nmerely shook his head dazedly. He nuttered, "They're taking me back to New

York. I'Il raise the hundred thousand dollars. Then . . . then you'll be released."
"Rai se the noney for what?" young Bul |l ock prodded.
But the elderly Bullock nerely shook his head. He appeared too terrified to speak. "I can't tell

you!" he blurted.

He was | ed out.

But outside the room a trace of courage seened to return to him Bullock was a solidly-built
man, and he suddenly whirled on his captors. He roared, "Damm you!"

He was sl ugged from behind by soneone with a bl ackj ack.

WHEN Bul | ock awoke, he was in a plane, and the plane was noving. He was tied hand and foot—n the
cabin of the sane ship that had brought himto the nmysterious hideout.

A man stood over him and now the fellow smiled.

He said, "This will hold you until we get to New York!"

He had a hypodermi c needle in his hand, and he quickly seized Anderson Bullock’s arm rolled back
the sl eeve and jabbed in the | ong needle.

Wthin seconds, the drowsy feeling was stealing over Bullock. He tried to fight off the

heavi ness. It was hopel ess. There was only the droning of the plane npbtors and soneone tal king at
anot her point in the big cabin and—

ANDERSON BULLOCK woke up on a park bench behind the big library at Forty-second Street and Fifth
Avenue in New York City. It was just shortly after dawn, and there was the cold chill of spring in
the air. He felt half starved.

But before doing anything about his hunger, he hurried to a cigar store and put through a

t el ephone call to Doc Savage.

Chapter V. CONTACT

EARLY that sane norning, shortly after receiving the tel ephone call from Anderson Bul | ock, Doc
Savage left his headquarters. But first, he gave hinself an injection of a peculiar chemical. He
al so left a nmessage for Ham and Monk stating that they were to wait, in case there should be any
word from Renny.

It had been six days now since the big engineer had vani shed with C arence Faul kner.

Strangely, Doc had done nothing, so far, about the di sappearance of Honer Dale, the |unber king,
and his three sons. The girl, Georgiana Lee, had been quite upset about this. And she was so anxi ous
for information, that she had remmined at the bronze nman's headquarters, waiting for news.

She had been given a private roomin Doc’s skyscraper apartnent.

Georgi ana Lee, |ooking as bright and attractive as a new spring hat, was in the library when,
sone tinme after Doc Savage's departure, Monk and Ham cane fromtheir roons.

Ham was wearing a cutaway norning coat and striped gray trousers. The clothes had been nmade by
the nost expensive tailor in New York. A fresh flower was in the |apel of his coat.

Monk, yawning as he strolled into the room |ooked as though he had slept in his clothes. Both
men brightened at the sight of trim pretty Georgi ana Lee.

The girl said, "There was just a call froma man named Long Tom He said to tell you he woul d be
back sone tine today."

Long Tom Ham expl ained for the girl’s benefit, was anot her nenber of Doc Savage’s organi zation.
He was an el ectrical expert, second to none, and because of his experience had been invited to a
convention of electrical engineers being held in Chicago.

There was a fifth menber of the organization, a man referred to as Johnny. He was an

ar chaeol ogi st and scientist. He was tenporarily in South America on some sort of expedition.



Ham said, "I'mglad Long Tonis getting in today."

The phone was ringing. Mnk | eaped to answer it. It was Doc.

Doc said, "Anderson Bullock has returned to New York."

That was news for Mnk. He had not known where the bronze man had gone this norning.

The others in the roomcould hear Doc Savage's words, for the bronze man’s unusual,
clear-carrying words were audible in the library.

Doc continued: "You and Hamwi || renmain at headquarters and wait for Long Tom He is due in
today. Also, try to pick up any word about Renny fromany of the airports. | mght be gone for
several days."

Monk frowned. "Were you going, Doc?"

There was a slight pause, then the bronze man said, "Anderson Bull ock has seen his son, but is
too terrified to go on. | amreplacing him The journey will take several days."

Georgi ana Lee heard Doc’s words. She seened startled. She noved forward, took the phone from
Monk’ s hand, said into the nouthpiece, "But what about mnmy uncle, Homer Dale, and his sons?"
Doc did not reply to the question.

"Darn!" the girl said, stanping her foot. She handed the phone back to Monk.

"Doc?" the chemist said.

"Yes?"

"What about the little totem pole we found at the airport?"

"That seens to be tied in with the nystery."

" But —

"You will," continued Doc Savage, "keep your eyes open for any further sign of that onen."
"Oren?" Monk was puzzl ed.

"It is an Indian superstition," said the bronze man. "lInvesti gate anyone who shows he knows

sonet hing about that thing. That is quite inportant. Al so, you m ght keep a | ookout for Nonme Dal e.
He was apparently frightened away because of it."

"You nean," asked Monk, "because of that onmen?"

"Yes."

A nonment |ater, Doc hung up.

The girl, her lovely face tense, |ooked at the two aids. She said, "Were is Doc Savage goi ng?"
Ham shrugged. "We have no idea," he said.

"No, we can’t even guess," said Mnk, |ooking suddenly gl oony.

If they had only known, they would have been convinced that Doc Savage had no idea, either.

NEI THER woul d t hey have recogni zed the bronze nan.

Skin stain and pieces of paraffin inserted inside his cheeks had changed the bronze man’s entire
character. He now had dark, leathery features and a |linp. He was stoop-shoul dered. Doc | ooked |ike
an ol d codger who m ght have spent nmost of his life in the Maine backwoods.

The instructions for nmeeting those who knew about the totem menace—turned over to Doc Savage by
Ander son Bul | ock—had been quite specific. Doc was to take the noon ferry from 125th Street to Fort
Lee and, en route, watch for a man on board who woul d be wearing a derby and whistling "Mexicali
Rose." He was to follow this person fromthe ferry on the Jersey side and get into the car which the
man in the derby hat approached.

The contact was nmade, and Derby Hat was a big, powerful fellow w th sunburned features and

wedge- shaped shoul ders. There were three other nmen waiting in the car on the Jersey shore.

Doc, linping a little and bent over, clinbed into the car, and the machine started up and they
went away.

Al'l the individuals in the machine were browned and husky-1 ooking. The driver seenmed to be in
charge. Wthout turning his head as he sent the car clinbing the long hill out of town, he said,

"You have the noney?"

Doc, speaking with a slight twang, said, "Reckon as | have. Check."

"A check?"

"Yep. It will be handed over to you when | see Howard Bul |l ock rel eased, in ny custody."

"Let’'s see that check," sonmeone denmanded.

Doc slowly and pai nstakingly extracted a check froma worn billfold that he carried in his inner
pocket. H's coat was a design that had gone out of style al nbst a dozen years ago.

The two men seated on either side of himlooked at the check.

One excl ai ned, "What the hell! There's places on that check for two signatures, but only Bullock
has signed it!"

"Yes," agreed Doc, still using his ol d-codger twang.

"What’s the idea?"

"When the other signature is put on the check, that piece of paper will be honored at any bank in

New York. That's Anderson Bullock’s agreenent."

"Whose signature?" someone wanted to know.

"M ne," said Doc.

Anot her man comment ed, "Nobody’'s ki dding that guy Bull ock!"



"l guess not!" said the driver. Then: "Well, that plan is O K wth us, | think. Wl take this
ol d geezer out there."

He continued driving at a fairly good rate of speed.

And sone time before one o'clock that afternoon, they arrived at the small, private airport
sonewhere in the Jersey hills. The big silver plane was waiting on the field, and Doc, as the old
man, was taken aboard. A few nonents later the plane took the air, circled the field twice so the
pilot could nake certain that no one had foll owed, then headed south.

Two nmen cane into the cabin where Doc was seated. One said, "Pop, you gotta get a treatnent."
"Treat ment ?"

"Yeah. We're gonna give you a little shot. It won't hurt you any. You'll just sleep the rest of
the way. You see, we ain’t taking chances on you finding out where we're taking you."

The old fellow seened to think that over for a nonent.

"Reckon I’'Il have to take it," he said finally.

They gave Doc Savage the kind of an injection they had adm nistered to Anderson Bul | ock.

Soon, Doc Savage was stretched out linply on a bunk that had been installed in place of sone of
the cabin seats. He snored |oudly.

One of the passengers grinned.

"Wn't that old boy be surprised when he wakes up?" he said.

"l guess so!" agreed his partner.

Doc Savage listened to the renarks and tried to decide whether the plane was still heading south
or not. Later, if the men should step into the cockpit, he mght be able to find out.

AT first, the drug reaction in the bronze man’s remarkabl e body was terrific. For the injection
that Doc Savage had taken earlier, as an antidote for the hypoderm c given himaboard the plane, was
now counteracting effects of that anaesthetic. Doc Savage fought off the strange sl eep.

Ander son Bul | ock had told himof the injection which kept him asleep throughout the journey to
the mysterious hide-out. Thus, Doc had been prepared for the same thing.

He was not asleep now In fact, he was quite wi de awake, as a result of one drug trying to
overconme the other in his system It was the bronze man's unusual strength and body condition that
finally won out. He remmi ned awake, though to anyone who m ght have cl osely exam ned him he
appeared a person in deepest slunber.

He listened carefully, though he dared not make any novenents, and, after a while, he was certain
that the plane was not headi ng south.

Men cane into the cabin at intervals. They discussed the flight. Doc |istened.

TWD days and a ni ght passed, and sone tine, early in the norning of the foll ow ng day, the big
ship came down out of the stratosphere and | anded on a long, curving stretch of hard-packed sand
that formed the beach of a deserted cove.

Qutside the isolated cove, the ocean stretched to the horizon. It was very calm a deep-blue
mrror for the majestic picture that was reflected in it. For a heavy cedar forest grew down al npst
to the water’s edge, excepting the strip of beach, and this forest of stately trees slowy nounted
upward into the nountains that |ay beyond. G eat peaks surnounted the nountains, snow capped,
trenendous and inspiring. The snow |ine m ght have been two or three thousand feet above the tinber
growh; it was hard to tell.

But the entire thing, the forests, the peaks, even the cloud-studded sky was reflected in the

flat, smooth water |ike something done in oils.

The great silence everywhere was sonewhat breat htaking.

Doc Savage was renoved fromthe plane, |aid down on the beach, and a discussion followed as to
just how the big fellow was to be carried. Nobody seenmed to relish the job.

Wi le the men were tal king about that, a man appeared along a trail that |ed out of the cedar
forest. He hailed them and cane down the beach to the plane.

Soneone said, "It's Juneau. He'll tell us what to do."

Juneau, it turned out, was a young man w th sandy-col ored hair, a powerful, thick-shoul dered

physi que and darkly tanned features. It appeared he had arrived from some canp | ocated not far from
the cove.

He said, now, "We're not taking this old guy up to the canp."

"Why not?" one of the men fromthe plane demanded.

"Because we’ve noved Howard Bul | ock. "

"Moved hi nP"

"Yeah. W think nmaybe his father m ght have figured out sonething. Maybe he guessed the |ocation.
So we’'ve sent himup to Kensington Passage. That's where you'll take this contact man."

"You nean," soneone said in surprise, "up into Gacier Inlet?"

"That’s right."

There seened to be sone doubt in the men’s m nds about making the trip into Gacier Inlet at this
time; this was nore of a feeling that Doc sensed, rather than hearing any actual words spoken.
"Howard Bul |l ock," continued Juneau, "is in the hide-out at Hidden Forest. It'I| take you about



two days. We've got a boat all ready and waiting for you. So you d better get started."

Doc Savage, listening, continued to assune his sleeping, unconscious attitude. He had planned a
break when the plane flight was ended, but that plan was swi ftly changed, now.

For he knew where he was. Nanmes nentioned told himthat they were sonmewhere along the

sout heastern coast of Al askal

It was spring, and the weather was not cold. But the new journey nentioned was into the interior,
and it was inpossible to say what he would run up against.

But that’'s where they were hol ding Howard Bul | ock, and that’s where Doc Savage had to go. Al so,
there was sonmething else. It was a comment that was made wi thin the next nonent.

Juneau said, "You guys will be nmet by the chief when you get up there in Jacier Inlet. So be on
the |l ookout for him He's got some other stuff lined up."

Sonebody whistled. There were exclamations. And fromthe undercurrent of tenseness that the
bronze man qui ckly sensed, he knew that they referred to the real brains behind the nystery.
Wet her Doc Savage knew the whereabouts of Honer Dale, pretty Georgiana Lee's uncle, and the

nmystery concerning the wealthy nan’s di sappearance, was still a question. But the journey to the
interior seened to have sonme significance for Doc, and it was thus that he continued to remain
"asl eep."

Perhaps, if he had known that he was to face death in that Al askan w | derness, he would have
altered his plans.

Chapter VI. W LDERNESS TREK

THROUGHOUT the journey up G acier Inlet, Doc Savage was kept in a | ocked cabin aboard the boat.
Long hours had passed, and, now, alnost two days had gone by.

In the heavily tinbered cabin was a single porthole, and it was only during the daylight hours
that Doc was able to see anything of the country through which they passed.

There had been nountains, forest-covered, that grew higher and higher as the boat noved steadily
toward the interior. Now, sone of those nountains had changed from snow covered peaks to icy
glaciers. It had grown considerably col der, also.

Doc Savage knew that two nen stood guard outside the cabin. He had heard themtalking fromtine
to time. Juneau, obviously, was taking no chances, though everyone still believed Doc to be under
the influence of the sleeping drug.

Ni ght came again, and sonme tinme after dark the boat stopped. There was heavy silence for a while;
then activity began. Doc Savage |i stened.

He heard nen tal ki ng.

Sonmeone cane into the dark cabin where Doc |lay notionless on a hard bunk. G hers followed. Doc
chanced to | ook before a | anp was |ighted.

They were Juneau’s men, but the | eader was not with them

One said, "I got this thing all figured out, and this is one job we get out of. W’'Il neke that
big fellow carry this old guy!"

Doc was suddenly very alert.

"You nean," sonmeone asked, "that guy they captured along with d arence Faul kner?"

"Yeah. Hm He's built like a horse.”

"Then we're gonna push through to Hi dden Forest without waiting for the chief?"

"Right," sonmeone answer ed.

Men pi cked up Doc Savage and carried himout on deck. Lanterns noved in the night. It was quite
col d, now, though not unbearably so. This part of Al aska had a fairly tenperate climate. It was only
the glaciers, inland, that caused the chill in the air.

"Bring that big bozo out here," soneone ordered.

Shortly, under guard, giant Renny was | ed out on deck.

If the big engineer of Doc Savage’'s organi zation recogni zed the bronze nan, he gave no sign. He
stood there in the quiet night, his long face nore gl oony than ever. Behind him handcuffed to a
guard, was little, well-dressed O arence Faul kner.

The nmousy-looking little man stared at the great peaks that rose seemngly right out of the

wat er, and he gasped, "My gracious! What are you nmen going to do with us now?"

Sorrebody | aughed.

"We're gonna take a little hike, pal," a guard said.

Obvi ously, no one knew Renny Renwick’s true identity. No one had yet called himby nanme. Luckily,
it appeared, C arence Faul kner had been smart enough not to give away that identity. Perhaps he had
realized that Doc Savage would start a search for the man who had di sappeared from his organi zati on.
And he had been cl ever enough not to reveal that Renny was connected with Doc Savage.

A smal| boat took everyone ashore.

Doc was picked up and | oaded on powerful Renny’s nassive shoul ders. He was slung across the big
engineer’'s back like a |linp sack. Then the crooks used a neat trick to assure thensel ves that Renny
coul d make no dangerous nove.

Heavy rope was passed around Renny’s waist, and the rope bound Doc Savage’'s hands and feet to
this. And, where Renny's huge hands were supporting Doc Savage’'s body, they were also tied in this



position. Thus Renny was tied to his heavy burden, and it would have been inpossible for himto nake
any sort of attack against the men who acconpani ed him

The party—there nust have been at |east fifteen men, not counting Doc Savage, Renny, and birdlike

Cl arence Faul kner—set out through a fringe of cedar forest that covered the shore Iline.

From the water, the glacier had seemed to cone right to the edge of the inlet. But instead, there
were trees growi ng for several hundred feet upward along the coast. The glacier, itself, was farther
inland. The sharp clear air, the nagnitude of everything up here, had been deceiving.

THROUGHOUT t he remai nder of that night, using lanterns and flashlights, the party trekked through
the wilderness. At intervals, there were rest stops. Big Renny was nade to |lie down with his heavy

burden still tied securely to him He was watched every nonent by two nmen who carried guns.
Doc, to all appearances, was still unconscious.
There was one thing the bronze man still sought—ocation of the H dden Forest! It was clear to

himthat there was where Howard Bul | ock was being held. And, perhaps, others. Also, it nust be the
real hide-out of the person behind these nysterious di sappearances.

VWo was he? What was the significance of the little wooden totempole with the Indian head and
sacred ow ?

The trek kept noving onward through the night.

And sone time shortly after dawn, the forest ended. There was nothing but an expanse of whiteness
ahead, a part of the glacier itself. Sunlight on the ice was al nost blinding.

For, through the night, the party had steadily clinbed higher, until the tinber line was |eft
behi nd; and now, from where they stood, there was a view for miles ahead al ong one side of the
glacier that still rose above them

Strangely, one part of the equipnment that the guards had brought along was a surveyor’'s transit.
Reason for this was denpnstrated, now.

The transit, supported by a tripod, was set up by one of the nmen. Another man stood by with a
not ebook in his hand and called off figures. The man at the surveyor’s transit pointed the

tel escopic sight off to the right, across the flatness of the glacier ahead, and seened to be

| ocating sonme distant point.

Everyone was kept busy watchi ng.

Doc Savage chanced a | ook, and his remarkably trained eyes tried to see that distant object that
the tel escope was trained upon. But he could not nake out anyt hing.

H s marvel ous nenory nmade note of the readings called out.

The man at the instrument said, "There she is! It'I|l take us about four nore hours to reach

H dden Forest."

He gave a few nore figures to the man with the notebook. Apparently, they were the directions to
be followed until Hi dden Forest was reached.

Just as the party was ready to set out again, a nan approached fromthe rear. He had been
trailing the group, was one of the guards hinself. He carried some sort of small paper in his hand.
"Damm good thing | brought up the rear!" he announced. He passed the paper to the |eader, Juneau;
but to the others who were watching him he said, "That dropped frominside the old guy’s shirt
whil e he was bei ng |ugged through the forest. He's Doc Savage!"

Doc Savage slid from Renny’s w de shoul ders, the ropes seened to fall away as though they’'d been
severed in a dozen places by a knife, and both Doc and powerful Renny |eaped toward their nearest
guar ds.

A wild, confused battle followed!

AT the first hint of trouble, two guards had seized little O arence Faul kner and rushed on ahead
with him They were soon out of sight across the ice pack, |ost against the glare of the norning sun
touchi ng the blinding whiteness that was everywhere.

The others closed in on Doc Savage and bi g Renny.

Renny, runbling with rage and meking big bear sounds, grabbed two nen, got his nmassive arns
around them and started bangi ng their heads together.

Doc had al ready knocked out two nore men with two single blows. The bronze man’s speed was

ast oundi ng.

The fight noved back and forth across the hard field of ice. Men slipped and fell, or were
knocked down, only to get up again and keep slugging at Doc and Renny.

There were so nmany in the fight, that confusion was too great for the use of guns.

But one man—he had been carrying an equi pnent pack—broke free of the nél ée at the begi nning and
had now run off to one side and was frantically working at the drawstring on his pack.

Shortly, he had a heavy-I|ooki ng weapon in his hands, was busy snapping two portable parts of it
together. He inserted what | ooked |ike a magazine drumfilled with cartridges.

The weapon was a portabl e machi ne gun. The man straightened with the machine in his hands and

yel | ed:

"Back, you guys! Qut of the way!"

Those who had not been knocked out fell swiftly away from Doc Savage and the gi ant engi neer. They



ran.

The machi ne gun was pointed toward Doc and his aid.

But even in the split second when the gunner had yelled to his partners, Doc and Renny nopved with
sudden speed. They carried no guns thenselves. To remain there and face the gunman woul d nmean
certain death.

And so they ran. Luckily, there were, at intervals, great hunps of ice that had broken fromthe
ice peaks at various tines in the past. The ice hunps afforded protection, in a degree, as Doc and
the big engineer went in a weaving path toward the edge of the forest, some distance behind them
The machine gun roared, and ice slivers danced all around them But the gunner was excited. Hs
aimwas poor. By the tinme he got the machine gun under control and pointed in the right direction,
Doc and Renny were behind the protection of a large ice hunp, keeping it between thensel ves and the
gunner as they raced toward the forest. Shortly, they were safe beyond the tall trees.

The gun, though, continued to send out blasts at intervals. It continued to do so throughout the
nmorning. There was, it was quite clear, no chance of Doc and Renny returning.

And so, since they were w thout weapons, they continued along the backtrail through the silent
forest. And sone tinme during the afternoon of that day, they reached the point where they had been
| anded fromthe boat.

It was gone.

RENNY said, "We're in a tough fix! We need equi pment—plenty of it—f we're going after the guy
behi nd this business."

Doc nodded.

They were surrounded by w |l derness. Before them the wi de, deep-watered inlet ran in from

Kensi ngt on Passage; behind and on either side of themwere the endless forest and gl aci ers.
Renny sai d, "Using those Mrse-code taps on ny back, while | was carrying you through the woods
during the night, was a good idea. If we had tried to talk, they would have spotted us quicker."
"They had those ropes well tied," said Doc. "It took nost of the night to | oosen them"

As he spoke, Doc Savage had been studying the wilderness on three sides of themand the
calmsurfaced, mrrorlike inlet that led in fromthe sea.

Doc said finally, "W'Il have to get word to Monk and Ham " He told Renny about the girl,

Georgi ana Lee. "W’ ve got to get supplies up here before we can start a search for H dden Forest."
Renny thought that over. Hi s gl oony face showed hopel essness. He indicated their surroundings.
"Sure," he agreed. "But how are we going to do it?"

Doc said, "There nust be sone way back to civilization. W will try."

They started out.

Chapter VII. G RL TROUBLE

IT was about two weeks later that the nessage reached Doc Savage’'s headquarters. Monk and Ham at
the nmoment, were in the mdst of one of their frequent arguments.

The argunent appeared to center around the girl, pretty, red-headed Georgi ana Lee. Mnk, shaking
his hairy fist in Hams face, was saying shrilly:

"The poor girl nmoved out because of you, that's what! Wait'll Doc hears that she’'s gone!"

Ham gl ar ed.

"l had nothing to do with it!" he snapped. "She got tired of waiting to hear from Doc. She thinks
Doc isn't going to do anything about Honer Dal e’ s di sappearance.”

"Anyway, " Mnk said glumy, "I’mworried about her. I'mat nmy wit’'s end."

"Well," agreed Ham "you didn’t have far to go!"

Monk grabbed up a tel ephone book and was ready to let it fly when the skinny, unhealthy-Iooking
man appeared in the doorway.

The skinny man said, "l’'ve just received a tel egram from Doc!"

Monk and Ham forgot about Georgiana and turned to face the nman who had entered the room

Maj or Thomas J. Roberts, the electrical w zard of Doc Savage's crowd, |ooked as though he mi ght
have lived his entire life in a mushroomcellar. He was thin, rather tall, and with a pale,
none-too- heal t hy appearance. He | ooked |ike a physical weakling. He was better known as Long Tom
Strangely, Long Tom had never known a sick day in his life. He also had a tenper and could fight
like a wildcat.

Monk stared at Long Tom and excl ai ned, "You've heard from Doc? Were is he?"

Long Tom showed themthe tel egram Ham grabbed it, noted that it was in code, then said, "Tell us
about it, Long Tom It will save tine."

"Well," continued the puny-1looking electrical expert, "Doc is sonewhere in Al aska. It’'s sone

pl ace called Lost Cove, and directions for finding the spot are in the telegram He's found Renny,
and we're to take the bi ggest anphibian plane and get up there with all the equi prent we can | oad
aboard. If we can, we're to bring along the girl, because Doc thinks he has a clue to old Homer
Dal e’ s whereabouts."

Monk grinned. "Wow " he yell ed.

Ham asked, "Did Doc say what kept himso |ong?"



Long Tom nodded. "Doc and Renny were al nost trapped near sone hide-out called H dden Forest. It
took them a week to reach the seacoast, another to get to a town and a telegraph line. Doc is going
to wait there until we answer, he says."

"What’s this about H dden Forest?" Ham wanted to know.

Long Tom i ndi cated t he message.

"There's sone figures in here," he explained. "We're to go there if we should m ss Doc and Renny
when we arrive up there. Doc's even got surveyor’'s readings in here and a specific point described.
Fromthere, we’'ll be able to |ocate the hide-out."

It was decided that Monk and Ham woul d pi ck up Georgiana Lee. Mnk was all for going al one, but

the | awyer said, "They wouldn't even allow you in the building, you hairy msfit!"

Long Tom woul d take care of having nen | oad the plane, which was kept at the bronze nan’s Hudson

Ri ver water-front hangar-warehouse. There were watchnen | ocated at the hangar who coul d take care of
this.

Monk said, "Long Tom you take care of the pets, too. They're up on the roof sone place, taking a
sun bath. That is, Habeas is. | hope he’'s pushed that blasted Chem stry over the edge!"

On the way out, Ham turned back, renenbering sonething.

He said to Long Tom "Mybe you' d better call Georgiana Lee’s naid and tell her to have Georgi ana
wai t when she conmes in. Tell her we’'re on the way over." He gave the phone nunber, and they left. As
usual , Ham was carrying his black cane.

SOME tinme later, they arrived, in one of the bronze man's cars, at an exclusive apartnent near

Ri verside Drive. Ham wanted Monk to wait in the car, but the chenmi st only grinned and followed him
into the ornate | obby of the apartment buil ding.

There was a reception clerk and a swi tchboard operator. Both gave Monk a doubtful regard. The
chenmist’s features and cl othes were enough to place himas a roustabout.

So Ham in his smooth, oratorical way, did the talking. He stated that they w shed to see Mss
Georgi ana Lee, if she had returned.

The operator called the apartnent, waited, then spoke to soneone. She turned and said, "Yes,
there’'s soneone up there. You may go right up. Suite 1001."

They took the el evator.

On the tenth floor, Mnk pushed on ahead. He rapped on the door, waited.

Frominside the apartnment, a voice called, "Cone in."

They opened the door, found thenmselves in a small foyer and noved toward what | ooked |like a |large
living room beyond. The living roomwas expensively furnished. There were nunerous deep arnthairs.
The hall door slammed behind them

The men with guns in their hands rose up from behind the wide chairs. One particularly

ugl y-1ooking fellow said, "W thought you Roneos woul d cone here sooner or later!"

The speaker started shooting!

TO the amazenent of both Monk and Ham there was no thunder of gunfire.

The gun sinply nade a little phttt! of sound, and a snall object whizzed past Hanis arm

He suddenly under st ood.

"Darts!" he yelled at Monk, and the Doc Savage aids went into speedy action.

Hami s fast-noving hand whi pped the thin sword fromits innocent-I|ooking sheath. The sword tip
caught one assailant across the wist just as he was aimng one of the peculiar-I|ooking air guns.
The fell ow dropped the gun and a funny expression came into his hard eyes, and he sank behind the
couch. He woul d remain unconscious for some time, a result of the anaesthetic drug that tipped the
sword point.

Monk, in the neantine, and with a bellow of rage, |eaped over a chair and took hold of the nman

who had shot at him There were five assailants in all. Mnk reached out and seized anot her who was
trying to aima dart gun.

Qovi ously, the thugs had decided on the dart guns in order to avoid too nmuch noise in the

apartment buil ding. The darts were probably poi soned, or contained a knockout drug.

But now, with Monk ripping |oose in the mdst of the assailants, there was little chance to use

t he strange weapons. Mnk swept up a pair of heavy netal book ends froma table, gripped themin his
fists and started cracking skulls.

Monk was never happier than when in a good fight. At such tines, his squeaky, childlike voice

left him He roared and bell owed. He nade a | ot of racket, and he did a | ot of danage.

Ham | eaped after a nman who was trying to escape toward the hall door. He reached the fell ow and,
instead of using his sword, brought himdown with a vase that he had scooped up froma table.

The man lay still.

Monk was in the midst of three others who were still on their feet. But not for |ong.

The chemist hit a man with one of the book ends. Mnk followed through with his foot. The fell ow
did a flying dive over a chair and didn’'t get up.

Anot her man had reversed the air gun in his hand, was bringing it down in a smashing drive toward
the chem st’s head. Monk was not quite fast enough to avoid the blow. The steel gun butt struck his



skul | .

For a noment, honely Mnk | ooked dazed. Then, shaking his head, blinking his snmall eyes, he dived
in again! He was making a terrific racket.

Meanwhi | e, outside the apartment, someone was poundi ng on the door.

Sormreone yel | ed behind the panel. "Hey, you guys! |’'ve |located the dane! She sneaked into the

bui | di ng next door!"

Monk hardly heard. Another man went down. The | ast one renmining on his feet suddenly | ooked
scared to death, dived down the |ong room and headed for a wi ndow that was open. There was a
fire-escape platformdirectly outside the w ndow.

Ham j unped after the man; Mnk bent down to scoop up three of the dropped air pistols. He put
themin his pocket, then |l eaped to hel p Ham

But the swift-noving | awyer had already nicked the last thug with his sword. Qut on his feet, the
fell ow swayed around in a crazy circle; he sagged down across the wi ndow sill.

Ham started to lower himto the floor. He started to say, "Georgiana nust have ducked out just
before they broke in here—=

He paused, his gaze going out the w ndow and apparently freezing on sonething out there.

Monk denmanded, "What the bl azes are you staring at?"

I'n the next nonent, he stared al so.

The tenth floor of this building was just slightly above the roomlevel of an adjacent structure.
Ventilators and air-shaft chimeys dotted the rooftop.

The girl had been standing there | ooking toward the apartment where the fight was taking place.
But now she turned, streaking toward a doorway that was open atop the roof.

It was Georgiana Lee, hatless, her lovely red hair shimering in the nmorning sunlight.

IN the next second, Mnk had the sash up and was out on the fire escape. Distance to the adjacent
bui I ding was only about three feet. Mnk | eaped.

Ham was right behind him

"Hey!" Monk yelled, as he took out across the roof. The girl was alnost to the open doorway.

But at Monk’'s yell, she stunbled, went to her knees. However, she was quickly on her feet again,
runni ng.

Behi nd Monk and Ham a gun bl asted. The slug whined across their heads and a voi ce bel | owed:
"Halt in the name of the law"

Bot h men spun around.

A policeman was sticking his head out the open wi ndow of Ceorgiana Lee’'s apartnent. There was a
smoking .38 in his fist.

Anot her cop appeared in a wi ndow adj acent, and he started to raise a gun al so.

Monk, without waiting, shoved Ham behind an air-shaft projection nearby. "W have to help

Georgi anal" he said. "Cone on!"

Ham paused | ong enough to scoop up sone snull object fromthe roof. Slugs knocked up gravel
around his feet.

Ducki ng | ow, Monk and the | awyer reached the door opening through which the girl had now

di sappeared. They plunged down a flight of iron stairs, found thensel ves behind a fire door that |ed
to a top-floor hallway of the apartnent buil ding.

They flung out into the hallway and saw two sets of elevator doors. The el evators were the

sel f-operating type, and a snmall glass button next to one shaft was |ighted, showi ng that the car
was in use.

They | eaped to the other, and Ham held his hand on the button. The gl ass above it |ighted, and
they waited, fum ng.

Monk said, "She's in the other car!"”

"Must be!" agreed Ham forgetting to argue, for once.

It seened hours until their car arrived, and then they were inside, pushing a button that would
take the cage to the ground floor. Even as the elevator started slowy downward, they both heard a
commotion in the hallway outside.

Monk, still pressing the first-floor button within the car, grinned. "They can't follow until one
of these elevators is not in use!" he said.
Ham j erked his head. "I hope not," he said. "There'd be a lot of questioning, and we haven't got

time for that, now"

They finally reached the ground floor and raced out into the hallway. It was deserted.

They hurried out to the street, pulled up short as they saw police prow cars drawn up before the
bui I ding next to the one they had just left.

But Ham poi nted out, "Nobody in the cars. Cone on!"

They managed to reach their own machine wi thout seeing any police and, with Mnk at the wheel,
got away fromthere.

MONK' S driving would hardly be recommended for persons with weak hearts.
Ham gri pped the seat. He said, "Take it easy!"



"Cot to find Georgiana!" Mnk said.

He went down the block at breakneck speed. They saw no signs of the girl. He took the corner on
screamng tires, went down a square and turned in again at the street which paralleled the girls.
They found no trace of her.

But Monk, determined, turned in at the girl’s street again. Just as he did so, a police car |eft
the curb, its siren whining.

Monk flung the steering wheel over hard, started a conplete circle in the street. He went up and
over the curb, mssing a | anppost by inches. But they managed to meke the turn, and Monk sent the
car racing away fromthe spot.

The siren behind them nade wailing sounds in the norning air, but the Doc Savage nachi ne was
faster. Soon, they had outdistanced the police car, turned nunerous corners and were safely away
fromthe spot.

Monk finally slowed down, and Hamlet out his breath with relief.

He said, "Well, | hope you're satisfied!'"

"About what?" Mnk asked.

"That girl! She’'s in with those crooks, of course. W al nbst got caught in that nicely planted
trap!"”

Monk frowned, shaking his head. "Don’t believe it!" he snapped.

"All right," Ham sighed. "Wat have you got to say about this, then?"

He held out his hand. In it was the snall object that he had picked up on the roof, the thing the
girl had dropped when she had stunbl ed.

It was one of the small totempole things, with figures of an Indian and an ow carved on

opposi te sides.

Ham said grimy, "Every tine we run into one of these things, there's trouble!"

For once, Monk nmade no comment. As they continued toward Doc Savage' s headquarters, he thought of
the girl. Perhaps Hamwas right.

Could the girl be involved with those behind this unexpl ainable nystery?

Bot h ai ds decided to contact Doc Savage when they reached headquarters, to report the incident
and the girl’'s escape.

Chapter VIII1. STRANGE MAG C

BECAUSE of the girl, Georgiana Lee, departure for Al aska was del ayed. Al so, on Long Tom s
suggestion, they held off upon contacting Doc Savage.

For, as the skinny electrical expert said, "Danes are trouble. And, yet, Doc said to get in touch
with Georgiana Lee. We'd better try once nore to reach her."

"How?" Ham demanded.

"I"ll go over there to her apartnment nyself," Long Tom suggested. "Those cops might still be
around | ooking for you two guys. I'Il see what |I can find out."

Long Tomleft, and Monk and the | awyer spent the tine arguing about whether Georgiana Lee was a
crook or not.

It was quite late that eveni ng when the electrical w zard returned.

"Wel | ?" Monk asked hopeful ly.

Long Tom shrugged.

"Cant find a trace of her," he said. "I've tracked down half a dozen |leads, and |’ ve found out
that she hasn’t been at that apartnent in al nost two days!"”

Monk didn't believe that.

"Bl azes!" he snorted. "Wy, | talked to her maid on the phone. Don't try to tell nme—

"You nean, C arabelle?" Long Tom put in.

Monk nodded.

"She never had a maid naned O arabelle," said Long Tom "That's something else | found out at the
apartment."

Monk st ared.

"But— he started.

"That was a gag," continued the unheal thy-looking electrical expert. "Those crooks just did that
to lead you two birds into a trap!"

Mention of the five thugs who had hidden in the girl’s apartnent brought Ham up tense.

"What happened to those guys?" he demanded. "Have the police—=

"They got away," Long Tom said. "Wiile those cops were chasing you two, the crooks followed them
Only they continued right across the rooftops and escaped!"

Later that night, they went to the water-front hangar and hel ped | oad the gi ant anphibi an pl ane.
Doc had nentioned certain equipnent cases in particular, which were to be brought al ong.

At dawn, they were ready to depart. Instead of sending a telegramto the bronze man, Long Tom
checked with the |ocal tel egraph office on the phone nunber of the backwoods branch from which Doc’s
own wire had been sent. He was able to get the nunber.

He put through a direct call.

And, several nonents later, was informed, "We can’t get through to that nunber. It seens the



phone has been renoved, or there is sonething wong at that end!"
Long Tom and the others decided to send Doc a wire, anyway, and trust that it would reach the
bronze man while they, thenselves, were en route to Al aska.

AT the very |ast nmonent, when the big plane was ready to be eased down a ranp into the Hudson

Ri ver, Mnk had di sappear ed.

Ham | ooked worried. This seenmed strange for, whenever the two aids were together, they were
squabbling. And yet, each man, in his own way, had a deep regard for the other. If danger nenaced
one, the other would gladly risk his life in order to protect the one threatened.

Ham sai d, "Maybe Mnk’s in trouble."

"He' Il be back," Long Tom assured him He indicated the two pets, safely aboard the plane. "Mnk
woul d never go very far away without Habeas."

That seened logical. And it was. Ten minutes later, the hairy chem st arrived in a cab piled high
with furs and equi pnent.

They prepared to take off. Attendants at the warehouse-hangar—t was a big building containing
all sorts of planes, flying equipnent and supplies that the bronze man used in his work-hel ped the
three aids.

Long Tom handl ed the controls. They took off.

SHELTERED from the sea, Lost Cove was |ike a great sheet of plate glass, reflecting the beauty of
forests and snowcapped nountains beyond. Fromthe air, it was an inspiring sight.

They circled the |arge cove, spotted the cabin back in the deep woods, saw no signs of activity,
and finally cane down and | anded on the water, close to shore. Soon, they were hurrying along a
trail that |led beneath the tall cedars. Deep, heavy silence was everywhere.

The pets had been | eft aboard the plane.

Shortly, they saw the ranmbling | og cabin ahead and proceeded cautiously. But there seened to be
no one about.

"Heck!" Monk said, noving ahead noisily. "Nobody there!"

Ham said worriedly, "Sone day, that hairy misfit is going to get hurt!"

But Monk happened to be right.

The canp was deserted.

They searched through the enpty roons of the cabin. There was evidence that all furnishings had
been hastily, but conpletely, renopved.

They found the room at the back which contained a stoutly made cage.

Ham poi nted out, "Soneone was held captive here!"

Monk’s bright little eyes were worried.

"You think," he asked, "nmaybe Doc—er Renny?"

Long Tom and Ham were silent. Neither wanted to believe that.

They kept searching through the rooms, trying to pick up some clue. Long Tom paused in one of the
roons that nust have been used for a bedroom Finally, Ham and Monk realized that he had renai ned
back in the room They returned.

Long Tom was standing before a mirror that was fastened to a door.

"What have you got?" Ham asked.

"Look!" said the skinny electrical w zard.

Some form of powder had been dusted over the mirror by Long Tom The invisible witing—+t had
been done in a special colorless chal k=was now quite plain on the glass. It said:

Fol l ow to hidden forest, according to directions given in telegram Watch out for anything
connected with the totem nenace.

There was a peculiar nmark at the end of the nmessage.

"Doc wrote that!" Mnk cried.

"Exactly," agreed Long Tom

He took out a handkerchief and carefully wi ped away all traces of the witing. Leading the way
out of the cabin and back toward the plane, Long Tom said thoughtfully, "Doc’s figured out somnething
about this totempole nmenace, you can bet!"

Bot h Monk and Ham agreed. They hurried back to the plane, and shortly they were in the air again.

SOVETI ME that day, they |anded again, far up Gacier Inlet. Doc's tel egramhad been specific.
They even found the point where Doc had been | anded fromthe boat that had made the fairly slow
journey inland. They saw the heavy forest that bordered the shores of the wide inlet, the rising
nmount ai ns and gl acier that lay inland.

It was decided to conceal the plane up the shore, then start the trek overland. They knew that it
was absolutely necessary to reach the point where the surveyor’s bearings had been taken at the
begi nni ng of the glacier.

That afternoon, they got started. Monk had a pack of furs on his back that would suffice for all
of them should it get cold. The pets went along, also.

Due to the Iong hours of daylight, they nanaged to get through the forest before dusk. They



reached the spot where Renny and Doc had fought their kidnapers. Long Tom paced of f di stances froma
certain point at the edge of the forest, out onto the beginning of the ice field that was a part of
the gl acier.

They had brought along a surveyor’'s |level, and now they took bearings as accurately transmtted

to them by the bronze nman. They mapped their course across the glacier.

Long Tom expl ai ned, "Doc said we ought to reach H dden Forest in about five hours."

They started out again.

And | ong after dawn the follow ng day, they were still walking, utterly weary, their eyes tired
from continual view of nothing save an expanse of glaring whiteness ahead.

They cane to a halt and stared around. The ice barrier lay for endless mles ahead.

Monk, disgusted, nmuttered, "That ain't no H dden Forest. It's a nagic forest. It’'s gone and

di sappeared!"

That appeared to be the truth. There was no forest anywhere. To their left, rising steadily above
them were the snow peaked nountai ns. Ahead, the endl ess glacier ice.

Ham said slowy, "That isn't the worst of it."

Monk | ooked at his partner.

"Doc woul d have |l eft sonme sign," continued Ham "But there's been nothing!"

The two pets, Habeas and Chemistry, huddl ed together and | ooked scared.

The three aids stared at one another.

Chapter | X CABIN TRAP

THROUGHOUT t he night, the three Doc Savage nmen had found it necessary to wear the fur parkas. The
garnents felt good, because it had grown intensely cold during the night.

But now, as the norning sun rose higher, the furs becane unbearable. They were soon taking them
of f again and Monk, protesting, was elected to carry themin his pack. The pets, also, had been
wearing special snmall suits, and now they were renoved.

The journey continued throughout the day. But, at Long Tom s suggestion, they altered their
course. As he expl ai ned:

"dacier Inlet nmust be somewhere off to the south. It's got to be! W Il find it again if we keep
headed in that direction."

Al three men wore sungl asses, now. But even with these, it was hard to see anything very far
ahead, due to the glare of sunlight on the expanse of whiteness. But they did notice that the
terrain was steadily droppi ng downward. That was a good indication.

At four that afternoon, unexpectedly, they cane upon the water. A river, w de and very blue and
very deep- | ooki ng.

Long Tom consulted a map that he had carried throughout the journey.

"This is the sanme river," he announced. "dacier Inlet."

Monk sat down on the bank and si ghed.

"Bl azes!" he said. "Wat are we gonna do—sw m back?"

"You nmean, to where we |left the plane?" Ham prodded.

"Yeah. My feet are sore!"

Just about then, all three heard the sound of the gasoline engine.

The engi ne appeared to be on a boat, and the boat was sonewhere out of sight around a bend in the
gl ass-smooth river. They |istened.

"Coming this way!" Long Tom excl ai ned.

Shortly, the boat appeared. It was an old gas boat with a small cabin built on its deck. It
needed painting badly. Obviously, it was a type of boat used by hand-loggers in this backwoods
country.

As the boat approached, they nmade out the figure of a man at the wheel. Mnk yelled. But this
woul dn’t have been necessary. For all three aids saw that the fellow had al ready headed toward where
they were standing.

Monk said, "Golly! He's an Indian!"

This was true.

The man at the wheel was a tall, big man with coppery features and heavy, straight black hair. He
was clad in old buckskins. Hs features were very sharp and very gri m| ooki ng.

The Doc Savage men noted these things as the notor on the boat was silenced and the craft drifted
slowy toward them They waded out into the water and waited, Monk and Ham each hol ding their pets.
It was Monk who exclaimed softly, "Look at that guy's face! He | ooks al nost |ike one of those
things on the little totem pol es!"

The others saw what Monk neant.

The Indian's eyes were slanted, giving hima Mngolian cast. He did not smle, nor show any
expressi on what soever —outsi de of the grim steady regard which he gave the three waiting men.
Then Monk yelled, "W want a ride. How about it?"

The boat was alnpst up to them now. It’'s bow gently scraped the bottomand the Indian,

di sregardi ng Monk’s request, turned and said something to another person who nust have been in the
cabi n.



There was sone sort of answer; then the girl appeared abruptly on deck.
Monk, Ham and Long Tom al | gasped.
The girl, as pretty as ever, was Ceorgi ana Lee!

MONK was excited. Even Ham seemed to forget that he had distrusted the girl, and he was now all
sm | es.

It was Long Tomwho said sourly, "Trouble! |I can see it com ng!"

But disregarding his remark, Monk and Ham clinbed aboard with the two pets. The skinny electrical
expert followed, |ooking disgruntled.

There was a |l ot of talking at once; and after that died down, they | earned that Georgi ana Lee,
feeling that Doc Savage was not hel ping her, had hired a plane and cone to Al aska. She told them
that her uncle, Homer Dale, owned a hunting | odge up here, and it was her belief that he m ght be
there.

Monk indi cated the poker-faced Indian who stood to one side, suspiciously watching the Doc Savage
men.

"And who's that?" Mnk prodded.

"The best guide in all Alaska," explained the girl. "Hs nane is Skagway Wllie."

"Makes nme think of those blasted totem poles!" said Mnk.

Georgi ana Lee gave a start.

"You' d better not say too nmuch about those things to him" the girl warned. "There's an onen or
sonet hi ng about them The Indians hold the sign of the oW quite sacred.”

They stared at Skagway Wllie.

The tall Indian returned the stare, his face imvbile. Then, abruptly, his big jaws started
wor ki ng and he spat a stream of tobacco juice over the side of the boat. He spoke for the first
tine.

"We go, now," he announced.

Ham | ooked at the girl. "Go where?"

"The | odge," she said, "is not far, now. W were on the way there. | have a feeling that we're
going to find Uncle Honer."

Monk, frowning, gave the guide a dubious |ook. Then he shrugged.

"O K," he said, "tell that |anky totem pole to get going!"

The girl gave a slight shudder. Apparently, any reference to the snall, hand-carved objects
brought up unpl easant nenori es.

Ham poked the hairy chem st in the ribs and whispered, "Lay off, dope. She's scared enough as it
ist"”

They told her how they were searching for Doc Savage and the others. But Georgi ana Lee had not
seen the bronze man. CObviously, the whole nystery was as puzzling to her as to the three aids.
The journey continued inland.

The river grew narrower. The nmountains closed in around them as dusk neared and seened to hang
right over themlike great, silent guardians. The solitude was trenmendous, only disturbed by the
steady throb of the boat engine which echoed far up and down the inland waterway.

They had left the glacier flow behind now, and there was nothing but forest |lining the shores
agai n.

Monk asked, "Maybe this is H dden Forest?"

The girl shrugged. "I don’t know, " she said.

But the chemi st happened to gl ance at Skagway WIllie, and he caught the Indian gui de watching him
fromwhere he stood at the wheel.

Skagway Wl lie turned away, spat tobacco juice and said nothing.

It was al nost dark when the guide suddenly sent the craft toward shore again. Al saw the fl oat
made of heavy | ogs, which served as a | anding point. The raft was anchored to the shore by heavy
chai ns.

They went ashore.

MONK and Ham were particularly solicitous about the girl. She | ooked snaller and nore fragile
than ever in whipcord breeches and heavy | eather boots. And she was wearing a regul ar | unberjack
shirt, which made her slimthroat | ook hopelessly lost in the large collar.

But Ceorgiana Lee, for her size, had all the energy and fire that went with her red hair. She was
first off the boat, first to have a pack sack up on her shoul ders.

She said inpatiently, "W’ Il have to hurry! Skagway Wllie says the lodge is a mle fromhere."
Luckily, they had brought lanterns as part of their equipnent. Ham and Monk used these, now,
whil e Long Tom | ooked out for the two pets. So far, he had little to say to the girl.

However, as far as Monk and the | awyer were concerned, she was tops. She had explained, to their
satisfaction, why she had so abruptly di sappeared from New York. It was her belief, too, that young
Nonme Dal e had conme to Al aska in search of his father, though she had not yet seen the young nan.
Skagway W lie, saying nothing, his jaws occasionally working on his wad of tobacco, |ed the way
t hrough the woods.



Everywhere was the vast silence, as though the whole world were waiting for sonething to happen

in the next nonment. It was uncanny. \Wat nenace |lay ahead in the deep interior of this vast country?
This feeling grew upon them as they pl odded beneath the trees. The spongy, slightly danmp ground
muffl ed their steps, and about the only sound was when they spoke to one anot her

They abruptly energed in a |arge clearing, and there before themwas the | odge

Woever had built the cabin should have been given credit. It was well nade; heavy |ogs forned

its sides, each fitted to the next as though all had been turned out on a nachine. The | odge was a
wi de, solid-Ilooking building that | ooked like it had withstood a nunber of Al askan winters

The girl pointed ahead and excl ai med, "There's soneone here! There's a light."

There was a wide porch running the width of the | odge, and on one side, where wi ndows faced the
porch, there was flickering |anplight

They all hurried forward.

BUT as they clinbed the steps of the cabin, Long Tom still handling the pets, said, "Wuat the
devil is wong with this Chem stry? He's as nervous as a fox!"

The chinp | eaped to Hanis side, took hold of his master’s hand and swung up into the |awer’s
arns.

Monk said, "That blasted nonkey is just afraid of the dark, that’'s all!"

He turned toward the doorway of the building

But suddenly the guide, Skagway WIllie, spoke in a voice that was nore of a soft warning than
anyt hi ng el se.

"You wait!" he said

Monk gave the Indian one of his belligerent |ooks. "Wait for what?" he demanded

Skagway W Ilie had turned, was notioning for the others to crouch down on the porch. He pointed
behind them toward the heavy woods from which they' d barely energed

"Look!" he said very quietly.

They all stared

Monk, inpatient, started to nmutter, "What the bl azes—

Then he paused, his small eyes blinking. All of themsaw now as their eyes concentrated on the
dar kness beyond them

Dark forms were noving out fromthe trees. Those on the porch of the cabin were being conpletely
circled

The noving forms were nmen

Skagway W Ilie made a deep sound that sounded like a grunt

"Trap!" he announced

Monk shot a | ook in the general direction where the guide was al so crouched down in the darkness
"Yeah," he agreed. "And heap big!"

They coul d perceive a dozen forms now, advancing swiftly across the clearing

Ham was the first to act. He | eaped to the door of the cabin, pushed the girl and the two pets
insi de

"Keep out of sight!" he ordered. "There's going to be a little trouble, I'mafraid!'"

Monk had dropped his pack, was advancing across the wide porch. His bright, snall eyes gl eaned
and his fists knotted

"1"1l say there’'s going to be trouble,"” he yelled

He was the first to neet the circle of advancing assailants. Ham skinny Long Tom and Skagway
WIllie were quickly at his side

Fi sts swung! Men yell ed! Bones cracked

There was enough night light in the clearing around the cabin to show which were attackers and
whi ch were those trapped. Mnk banged his way through four or five of the |largest assailants

He was shouting now, making a terrific racket. He grinned every tine a nan went down beneath his
flailing fists

Ham was not quite so lucky. Though he had carried his sword cane throughout the journey, it had
been knocked fromhis hand at the first onslaught. He was busy with his fists, too, trying to handle
three men at once

Skagway WIlie and Long Tom were having their share of trouble also

Long Tom for all his unhealthy appearance, was as tough as nails, as one nman found out when he
confidently stepped in to knock out the electrical wizard with a single blow

The bl ow never | anded—but Long Tom did. He was all over the fellow at once, his fists noving
blindingly, his eyes blazing. He dropped the man with a staggering uppercut and | eaped toward
anot her

Monk worked out a little system He picked up a man, whirled around and around with himuntil the
fell ow was dizzy.

Then, setting himupon his feet again, Mnk sent a single haynaker to the jaw. The man went
staggering backward like a drunk |ooking for a place to sit down

Ham was wai ting. He had picked up a rock. He bopped the dazed man with the rock as the fellow
staggered past him



Monk tried the sane nethod with another victim It worked.

Three men | eaped on the chem st! And this time, Hamhit Monk with the rock instead. It was a

m stake, a result of the confusion. But that didn't help the hairy chem st.

He fell flat on his face!

When Monk swayed to his feet, he was aware that the fight had worked its way around to the rear
of the cabin. There was a commotion back there, and he | eaped that way.

But it wasn't a fight. It was Ham vyelling worriedly as he spoke to Long Tom The attackers
seenmed to have di sappeared.

Monk gl ared at his slender partner.

"Where are they?" the chem st denmanded.

Ham waved toward the deep, surrounding woods. "They took out for the open spaces," he announced.
Monk noved toward the | awyer.

"In that case,"” he nuttered, "this gives ne a chance for evening up with you. Wat's the idea
hitting me with that rock?"

"M stake," Ham sai d.

"Well," roared Monk, "this is a mstake, too!"

But Long Tom grabbed the chemi st, held himback, said, "You d better start worrying about
sonething else. We're in one sweet ness. Those birds grabbed Skagway Wllie!"

Monk st ar ed.

"You nean, he's gone?"

Hi s partners nodded.

"And," Long Tom pointed out, "we need the guide, or we're sunk! | have a hunch he knows somnet hi ng
about the totem nystery. Besides, he’'s the only one can | ead us through this w | derness!"
Suddenly, Mnk yelled, "Poor Ceorgiana! She nust be scared to death!" He | eaped toward the rear
door of the | odge.

A nmorent | ater he appeared outside again. H's eyes goggl ed.

"Those guys have got Ceorgi ana, too!"

Chapter X. GUI DE TO DANGER!

FOR a tense nonent followi ng Monk’s announcenent, Long Tom and Ham sai d not hing. Around them was
the dark, deep solitude of the forest, nore omi nous than ever. Nothing stirred.

Monk finally said, "I'lIl bet those guys figured Skagway WIllie told the girl sonething. That's

why she was sei zed, too!"

Ham nodded. "That's what | was just thinking."

Long Tonmis pale features were grim "Has it occurred to you two guys," he demanded, "that she

m ght have arranged this trap?"

Apparently it had not, for both Ham and Monk | ooked surprised at even a nention of the idea.

"Don't believe it!" the chem st expl oded.

Ham said, "Georgiana's in trouble. Her uncle, Honer Dale, is also in sone sort of trouble, as are
his three sons. Were are they? Wat's happened to thenP" He spread his hands hopelessly. "It |ooks
like some nenace threatens that entire famly!"

Long Tomstill didn't |ook convinced.

"I don't trust danes!" he said enphatically.

Just then Habeas, the runt pig, stuck his snout out the back doorway of the |odge and next cane
inquisitively toward them He sniffed the ground, ran off a few paces and then cane back. He | ooked
up at hairy Mnk.

"What is it?" the chem st prodded, watching the pig.

Habeas started off again, his long snout to the ground. He went several yards, then returned once
agai n.

"He's tryin’ to tell us sonmething!" Mnk exclaimed. "Maybe he’s picked up CGeorgiana's trail!"
"Yeah," Long Tom sai d, "and maybe he’'s picked up sonething el se. That gang of guys, for

i nstance! "

Monk’ s face brightened. "Well, that would be all right, too! Let’'s follow anyway!"

They spent a few nmoments |ocating |anterns that had been lost in the fight. Hamlocated his sword
cane which, luckily, the crooks had overl ooked. They went into the | odge and got additional supplies
of canned goods fromthe kitchen, |oaded these into their already heavily-laden pack sacks.

Monk pointed out, "No tellin” when we'll get back here." And little did the chem st know how true
that statement was to be.

Monk hel ped hinself to a dozen cans of beans. He found sone foods for the pets. For the | odge
seened to be well stocked with provisions, as though soneone had pl anned on staying here quite sone
tine.

Finally, they got started.

Chenmistry, the chinp, cane out from beneath a couch and went along with them The pet was still
scared.

MONK | et Habeas pick out the start of the trail and shortly noted that it led along a fairly



wel | -defined path through the big woods. Men, or aninals, had nmade the trail. It skirted the thicker
undergrowt h. Wal king was not too difficult

They continued onward for about an hour. They found no signs of the girl, or of anyone else for

that matter

The trail had narrowed now and was nothing nore than a narrow pathway. They came to a fork

Since the left branch of the fork seemed to be the main route, they followed this. Naturally,

they first searched for footprints. But the heavy carpet of pine needles that |lay on the ground gave
no clues

They conti nued

And there were nore forks in the skinpy trail beneath the dense trees. At each of these points

the three aids stopped and argued about which trail to follow

For anot her hour, they kept boring deeper into the heavy forest

Finally, Monk drew up short and said, "I think we took the wong turn at that last fork. Better

go back." He pointed ahead. There was nothing but a wall of trees, now "I think we nmade a m stake."
They returned, watching for the last fork where they had turned off. And they discovered a
startling fact

Going in the opposite direction, things were reversed. They cane to forks in the trail that could
lead in other directions. They tried one, discovered that the pathway ended agai nst a regul ar
junglelike nmass of undergrowth. They returned again, to find that they had sonehow m ssed the trai
they' d been on.

Monk blinked his eyes

Ham frowned. "I could have sworn this was the right path," he said

Long Tom | ooked at them saying nothing

Habeas, the pig, was not even sniffing the ground now. He had a hopel ess expression, also, as did
Chemistry.

Ham stared at the skinny electrical w zard. "What do you think, Long TonP"

Long Tonmis thin face was grim

"Il tell you what | think," he snapped. "W're lost!"

Monk nodded. "I sorta figured that an hour ago!" he admtted. And then, as an afterthought, "I
wonder if Doc is lost, too!"

| F Doc Savage was |ost, his novenents at dawn the follow ng norning did not indicate the fact
Wth big Renny, the gl oony-faced engineer, at his side, the bronze nman seened to be foll ow ng
sonet hi ng or sonebody. The two nen noved silently along the forest trail, not hurrying, pausing from
time totime in order to listen for some sound that seemed to come from ahead

Renny, in those nonents, |ooked puzzled

"Holy cow! " he whispered. "You sure we're still on their trail, Doc? | can’t hear a sound!"

The bronze man nodded, his flake-gold eyes flickering

"The girl and the Indian are only a short distance ahead," he said quietly.

Renny knew that the bronze man’s hearing was sonething renmarkable, a result of daily training he
had undergone since early childhood. For the past hour, Renny had seen no signs of the two whose
trail they had picked up; yet Doc was certain that the girl and the Indian were still |eading them
A few nonents |l ater, he saw that Doc Savage was ri ght

Sunl i ght showed through the tall trees just ahead, and, in alnbst the same nonent, Renny saw bl ue
water. It |looked as if they were approaching a river

Leading the way quietly, Doc noved closer to the clearing that led down to the water. Suddenly
he paused, notioning Renny to a position behind a big tree trunk

They wat ched ahead

The | ndian had obtained a boat from sonmewhere along the shore. Quickly he had the craft in the
water; then he and the girl were aboard. Each handl ed a paddl e

The canoe slid out into the water and headed downstream

Renny said worriedly, "Hey! That might be the only canoe within mles of this place. W'd better
grab it—and the girl, too!"

Doc shook his head

"It would be better," he pointed out, "to try to follow them W can keep to the trees al ong
shore."

"But why not grab them now?" Renny demanded

For an instant, the bronze man did not answer. Then he said quietly, "It is obvious that the gir
and the Indian are headed sone place. W will learn nore by following them"

They set out.

The canoe containi ng Georgi ana Lee and the | ndian guide nmade good tine. It was necessary for
Renny and Doc Savage to run, keeping thensel ves conceal ed al ong the shore line. This was sonewhat
difficult

Renny was panting when they had covered several mles. The bronze man, however, showed no signs
of fatigue, due to his unusual physical devel opnent. There was just the slightest sign of
perspiration on his netallic features



The river was narrow, and rmade a considerabl e nunber of bends in its course. It was around one of
these bends that the canoe had di sappeared, now. And when Doc Savage and the bi g engi neer again
caught sight of it, they stopped short.

The bronze man’s own anphi bi an pl ane was drawn up close to the shore, practically conceal ed from
the river by | ow hanging tree branches.

Renny said, "Holy cowl" He tried to hold his great voice to a whisper. "That neans that Long Tom
and the others nust have arrived!"

Doc nodded, his bronze features thoughtful.

"Wonder if they're on the plane?" Renny said. He started forward again.

"Wait!" Doc Savage said.

And then Renny saw the reason for Doc’s warning.

Because the | ndian guide had seen the plane, and had now paused, his paddle resting across the
gunwal es. He said sonmething to the girl.

In the next nonment, she was slipping fromthe forward seat and easing her slimforminto the
bottom of the canoe. She |lay down and remai ned out of sight.

The I ndian picked up his paddle and, |looking alert, started toward the spot where the plane was
nmoor ed near shore. He used his paddle silently, making no splashes as it di pped the snmooth water.
The gun, being fired by someone aboard the plane, started making great gobbling sounds in the
still, morning air!

DOC SAVAGE i nmedi ately swept into snooth action.

"Get to the canoe!" he ordered Renny. "Take care of the girl."

Instantly, Doc Savage di sappeared through a screen of underbrush that hid himfromthe noored
plane. He nade little sound as he worked his way down close to shore. It would have been unlikely if
anyone aboard the plane woul d have heard hi m anyway so great was the racket being created by the
bl asting gun.

The I ndian guide had, at first, desperately tried to paddl e away fromthe spot. But slugs kicked
up water dangerously close to the flinsy craft.

Perhaps figuring on drawing the gunfire away fromthe canoe, the Indian | eaped overboard and
started swnmmng frantically toward a protecting overhang al ong the river bank. The canoe drifted.
Cabi n door of the plane was open. Firing stopped for just a nonent. Perhaps the gunman suspected
a trick. Perhaps he knew soneone was still aboard the canoe.

He appeared in the cabin doorway of the plane and raised the gun again.

That was when he was seized by the bronze nman’s corded, powerful hands!

The gunman was fairly young and well built. Hs cheeks were pale for a man found in this part of
the country. He tried to fling Doc Savage fromthe plane. And, instead, he found hinself held in a
viselike grip as he was thrown back inside the cabin of the ship. The cabin was crowded with

equi prent cases and paraphernalia. The man stunbl ed over a case—and the gun fell fromhis fingers.
Hi s feet whipped out and attenpted to kick the bronze giant. The fellow coul d have saved his
energy.

Because Doc picked himup, pinioned his arnms, then held him The man found hinself absolutely

hel pl ess. He was anazed as, for the first tine, he got a good | ook at the bronze, inmobile features.
He stared in bew | dernent.

Doc said quietly, "It might be a good idea to learn identities before trying to kill people."
There was a commotion just then, outside the plane.

Bi g Renny clinbed aboard. Wth his massive left hand, he gripped the tall, grimfaced Indian. In
his other was the girl, Georgiana Lee.

Georgi ana Lee took one | ook at Doc Savage and gasped. Then she cried, "Soneone aboard this plane
was trying to shoot—

She broke off, her violet-colored eyes w dening. She stared in wonder at the man held by Doc
Savage.

She stammered, "Howard! Howard Bul | ock!"

Chapter XI. MEN WTH GUNS

HOMRD BULLOCK stared at the girl, at Doc Savage and at Renny. He appeared too stunned to speak.
Finally he blurted, "I . . . | thought you were sone of them following ne! I . . . | guess | was
pretty scared!"

"That was quite evident," said Doc Savage. "That is why it was necessary to hold you. You m ght
have shot sonebody."

Howard Bul | ock gave the bronze nman a grateful snile.

"Thanks, " he nurnured.

Doc questioned, "You said you were escaping from"‘then ? WionP"

Howard Bul | ock, though he was a tall, very capabl e-1ooking man, started trenbling.

He stammered, "I . . . |I—=

"Were you sei zed," asked Doc, "because of the totem pole nenace?"

Howard Bul | ock junped as though he mi ght have been struck by soneone. Terror was now plain in his



eyes. He said evasively, "Well, yes—n a way!"

"What is it all about?" Renny rapped.

"I . . . | don't know" Bullock gasped. But at the same tinme, his wild gaze veered to Skagway
Wllie. It was a fleeting glance; yet it was observed by Doc Savage. Doc sai d nothing.

"Well, then," big Renny announced in his boom ng voice, "all we do is return to this place where
you were being held and blast out this crowd!"

Howar d Bul | ock shook his head.

"It won't be as easy as that," he said.

"Why not?" demanded Renny.

"Because, first, you ve got to find Hi dden Forest. That's where they have the real hide-out;

where they hold all captives. | was being taken there when | escaped."

"And you didn't learn the |location of the place?" Renny said.

"No. | was unconscious part of the tine. And they were pretty careful about nentioning definite

|l ocations. | escaped two days ago, reached dacier Inlet and foll owed the shore downstream | cane

upon this plane and was investigating."

Doc Savage had been quietly listening. Howard Bullock’s story seened true enough. In Doc's pocket
was a check that had been drawn by the young man’s own father, for his rel ease.

Strangely, though, Doc nade no nention of that fact, now, or that he had played the part of
contact man. The ol d clothes which he’d been wearing at that tinme, since they had been worn over his
regular attire, had now been di scarded.

The bronze man said, "Perhaps the guide, here, can help us?"

They all | ooked at Skagway WIlie, whose nanme the girl had mentioned.

Skagway W Ilie had been listening to the conversation, his lean hard jaws worki ng on his tobacco
cud fromtine to tinme.

He said flatly, "Maybe | find."

He nade a notion with his long arm indicating the general direction of the sea that lay at the
end of Gacier Inlet.

Georgi ana Lee’'s snall, piquant face lost sone of its tenseness for the first time. She | ooked at
Doc Savage, and she was very beautiful.

"Thank heavens," she murnured, "you showed up!" She indicated Skagway Wllie. "I think he knows
the way, all right. But . . . but | was a little afraid, alone with himlike that!"

She stepped over to Howard Bul | ock and asked hopeful ly, "Perhaps you heard them say somnet hi ng
about mnmy uncle, Hormer Dale, while they were hol ding you captive?"

Bul | ock nodded. "Yes," he said, "Hormer Dale’s name was nentioned. Also that of a man naned
Cl arence Faul kner, and others."

The girl brightened.

"You know where he is, then?"

But Howard Bul | ock shook his head.

"That is still a nystery," he said.

Doc Savage was suddenly directing everyone aboard the anphi bi an.

"W will use the plane," he said.

But getting Skagway Wllie on the plane turned out to be sonething of a problem

THE Indian, noving agilely, twi sted away frombig Renny and started streaking for the woods.
Renny took out after him his great voice crashing out and nmaking a trenendous | ot of sound in the
solitude of the w | derness.

Luckily, Renny caught Skagway WIlie before he had gone far. Once the guide could have reached
the protection of the big trees, pursuit woul d have been inpossible.

Renny hal f dragged his captive back to the plane. The girl talked to him He cool ed of f sonewhat,
spat, finally allowed hinmself to be | ed aboard.

When Doc Savage started up the powerful engines, it was necessary for Renny to sit on Skagway
WIllie s chest to keep himfrom junping out into the river.

Doc had checked the fuel tanks and the reserve supply of gas. There was still enough gas for a
nunber of hours in the air.

It was crowded aboard the plane, but everyone nmanaged to find a spot to sit down. The girl,
Georgi ana, was in the cockpit with Doc Savage.

She told Doc about the |odge farther up Gacier Inlet, where the attack had taken place agai nst
Monk, Long Tom and Ham

She expl ained, "I escaped fromthere during the excitement last night. | was afraid."

Doc nade no comment. And in the next few nonents, he was busy getting the heavy ship in the air.
They clinbed for altitude, headed back up the river.

To their right, for endless mles, was the forest. It |ooked like wild jungle.

On the left of the river, some distance inland, were the glacier barrens and the nountains, their
snowcapped peaks gleanming in the sunlight.

Doc said, "W will first try to locate the rest of our nen."



A HALF-HOUR | ater he was setting the plane down again, taxiing close to the log |landing raft

whi ch Monk and the others had used the night before.

Leaving Renny in charge of the plane, they had Skagway WIllie | ead the way through the woods to
t he | odge.

It was deserted.

Roons of the cabin, fromtheir appearance, showed that they had been used by a nunber of nmen who
were none too particul ar about tidiness. The girl shuddered.

She said, "This was uncle's place. It was sort of a. . . a retreat he had up here in Al aska.
Those crooks have al nost wrecked the place.”

They | ooked around outside, but there was nothing to show that Ham and the others m ght have
returned. Doc Savage made a special exam nation for any hidden nessages that m ght have been left
for him

He found none.

However, the bronze man did not seemparticularly concerned by his aids’ absence. He said,
"Perhaps we can contact themlater, fromthe plane."

Georgi ana Lee | ooked at hi m questioningly.

Doc expl ained that a part of their equipnent included short-wave-radi o sets, by neans of which
they comuni cated wi th one another when separated. Long Tom and the others were probably carrying
sets with them now, as part of their equipnment in their packs.

They returned to the plane and were soon in the air again.

Skagway Wllie, nowthat his first apparent fright of the flying bird had passed, watched the

wi ndi ng river bel ow and gave directions.

At no tinme was it possible to tell whether the pokerfaced guide was trying to be co-operative or
not. H s coppery features continually held a grimlook. It was as though he was al ways nad about
sonet hi ng.

Wi |l e Doc Savage checked the route with the Indian, Renny nanipul ated dials that controlled the
short-wave sendi ng-and-receiving apparatus. He tuned in on a wave |length used by all the bronze
man’ s aids.

After a nonent, Renny’s booning voice said, "I can't pick up Mnk and the others!"

Doc Savage hinself tried the dials but got no response. His eyes were thoughtful.

Next, he sent the plane in a banking circle and turned back up the river. They reached the point
where the | odge was |ocated a mle back fromshore. Fromthere, Doc flew a course inland, in
ever-w dening circles.

Bel ow them spread the thick tangle of forest, the trees growi ng so close together that it was

i mpossi ble to see the ground beneath them Here and there, they picked up a tiny, isolated | ake. But
the forest itself appeared endl ess.

Doc said, "If they were down there, they would hear the plane. They would build a fire or give us
some kind of sign."
Renny nodded. "In other words, they’'re not down there?"

"Apparently not," said Doc.

The bronze man turned back to their original course, after instructing Renny, "Keep the radio
tuned in."

VWhat woul d take days of weary travel on the ground, was now covered in a matter of mnutes. But
the plane was only good as long as they foll owed some waterway. Remminder of the interior was no
different than wildly growing jungle. There were the forests and, here and there, a glacier or a
snow covered peak. There was little of anything el se.

Sonmetime |ater, they reached the sea again. Skagway WIllie indicated that Doc was to swing north
and foll ow the coast.

They fl ew perhaps twenty m | es—di stances were deceiving to those aboard the plane, due to the
vastness of this great country—and then the Indian notioned to a river that |lay bel ow them

It was another of the many waterways that sliced into the interior of Al aska.

"Fol l ow, " Skagway W/l lie ordered briefly.

They swung inl and.

And after about a hal f-hour of flying, the guide pointed to a tiny indentation along the shore.
"Down, " he said.

Doc brought the ship down fromfive thousand feet, and they all saw that the cove was of a good
size. A crane, startled, took off fromthe water and di sappeared toward a marsh near shore.

They | anded.

RENNY sai d doubtfully, "Nothing here but nore wilderness!"

But Doc Savage indicated sonething that was al nbst hidden beneath trees far back in the cove.
Only a sharp eye woul d have detected the object.

"A gas boat!" Renny said.

Everyone saw the deserted craft tied up near shore.

Doc nodded, |ooking at their guide, Skagway Wllie.

It was as though the bronze nan had intercepted the Indian’s thought, for Skagway WIlie said



gruffly, "W use boat, now. This no good." He indicated the plane.

It was inpossible to get too close to shore, due to rocks that appeared just beneath the surface.
There was danger of wecking the plane.

But part of the plane equipnent included a portable rubber raft. This was inflated and put

over board.

The girl, Georgiana, and the Indian were first taken ashore by Renny. The trip was perhaps two
hundred yards across the inner curve of the cove.

Then Renny returned for Doc Savage and young Howard Bul | ock. Doc had anchored the plane and set a
| ocki ng device that woul d keep anyone fromgetting inside the big ship.

They started out for shore.

From t he gas boat, another hundred yards off to the right, nen suddenly appeared on deck and
started shooting!

Chapter X I. DI SAPPEARANCE

AT the first staccato sound of gunfire, Doc whi pped toward Howard Bul | ock.

"Can you swi n?" he asked swiftly.

The young man jerked his head.

"Then try to get on the far side of the plane," Doc advised. "Dive!"

Doc Savage and Renny were both excellent swimers. They plunged fromthe raft, Howard Bul | ock

bet ween them They di sappeared bel ow the surface. The water was cold, but not unbearably so. They
swam underwat er. \When Howard Bul | ock—after a scant half nmoment beneath the surface woul d have popped
up into view again, Doc grabbed his nouth and nose, kept himfrom breathing and swamw th him
beneat h the surface.

The guns held by the assorted group of hard-1ooking men aboard the fifty-foot gas boat bl asted

| ead, and spray was knocked up fromthe water.

But the range was bad for snall arns. It was too far. A nan appeared on deck with an arnful of
rifles, and these were put into use.

The gunnmen, however, junped to one wong conclusion. They figured that the three sw mming nmen
must be making toward shore. Judgi ng about where heads woul d break the surface, they directed the
gunfire that way.

Doc, Renny and Howard Bul | ock, neanwhile, cane to the surface on the far side of the plane.
Howard Bull ock gulped in air. He was a nonent getting his breath back. dinging to a wing, he

gasped, "Thanks. | guess | would have been shot if you hadn’'t held ne under!"
"Probably," Doc adm tted.
They worked their way, by reaching up with their hands and still remaining in the water, toward

the cabin of the big plane. On the other side of the plane, rifles were cracking. There was sone
shouting fromthe gas boat, |ocated across the cove.

Gbvi ously, the gunmen now suspected the truth: that their prey was behind the protection of the
plane. Bullets started thunping into the netal body of the giant anphibian.

But Doc’s plane was constructed of a special-alloy netal. The slugs did not penetrate.

Renny sai d, "Hope those birds haven't got a nachi ne gun!"

Doc had swung up to a wing and, crouched down, had reached over and opened the cabin door on
their side. A special contrivance released the |ock that the bronze nan had set when he left the
pl ane.

In a nonent, they were inside.

Renny stared through a wi ndow, all of which were bull etproof.

"Holy cow " he thundered.

But Doc had al ready seen.

A smal| rowboat had set out fromshore. In it were half a dozen nen, five of themwth rifles. A
sixth rowed. The gunnmen kept firing in the direction of the plane.

Renny said worriedly, "I don't see the girl or that blasted Indian!"

Doc nodded. He was working with something that | ooked like a type of flare pistol. Hs netallic
hands noved swiftly, and he seenmed oblivious of the crashing inpact of |ead against sides of the
pl ane.

"The Indian," said Doc quietly, "is probably hiding with the girl in the woods."

That seened to be the | ogical answer, since neither Georgiana Lee nor Skagway WIlie could be
seen fromthe plane w ndows.

Howard Bul |l ock said excitedly, "Wat're we going to do? Those men—they’'re al nost out here to the
pl ane! "

Doc had the pistol ready, now. It contained a short barrel, perhaps an inch in dianeter. He
stepped to a sliding panel located in the cabin wall of the anphibian. He fired a single shot.
There was a terrific roar of sound, then a peculiar phenomenon took place.

A great black cloud seened to settle over the cove. It spread rapidly, thick and dense, and
envel oped everything within sight—water, trees, nen.

Doc put away the gun, notioned to the others and ordered, "Swimfor shore."

He was already urging themout of the cabin, for the darkness was fast enclosing the plane; and



shortly they wouldn’t be able to see a thing.

Renny, under st andi ng sonet hing of the bronze nman’s schene, said, "W'Il circle and get aboard

that gas boat?" Doc nodded.

"But how will we see?" Howard Bul | ock queri ed.

"Stick close to us," suggested Doc Savage.

They got out onto a wing, and the cabin door was | ocked again, and they slipped back into the

wat er. The shooting had stopped, now, and all around the cove was the racket of men trying to shout
directions to one another.

The bl ack curtain, however, had themall confused.

TO Howard Bul | ock, the bronze man’s sense of direction nust have seermed amazing. Al around them
was the shouting of excited gunnen, and the bl ackness; yet Doc Savage pushed through the water
quietly, intent on one course.

Renny, having al ready warned Bul | ock to make no sound, did |ikew se.

Shortly, their feet touched bottom and they were clinbing out onto the shore.

Doc passed sonething to Renny. Bullock saw that it was a large pistol with a drunlike nmgazi ne.
He had never seen a weapon quite like it before.

"Only use it if necessary," Doc said to his aid.

Renny nodded.

They could barely see each other in the black cloud that had even spread to shore. But Doc |ed
the way quickly, as certain of his route as though it had been daylight.

They circled the shore of the cove. The nmen out on the water and aboard the gas boat were still
yelling excited orders to one another, and there were so many voices that it was confusing. But
abruptly sonmeone yelled an order, and the shouting suddenly stopped. There was heavy sil ence.

"Careful ," Doc advised, still leading the way. "It might be a trick."
They were keeping to the woods, so naturally their progress was necessarily slow. Howard Bul | ock
was still puzzled as to how Doc could tell the direction.

They finally reached that part of the inlet near where the gas boat had been tied up. Doc noved
ahead silently, every sense alert. Renny and Bull ock were cl ose beside him The black cloud was |ike
a heavy fog all around them And then, fromout of the fog, |oomed the bul ky outlines of the boat.
Doc had stopped al nost at the water’s edge, warning the two men with him

"Wait here," he said very quietly.

He was gone two or three nonents, then his giant figure appeared fromout of the foggy bl ackness.
"What ' s happened?" Renny wanted to know.

"They’ ve di sappeared,"” Doc said.

They started a quiet search. They covered the shore line, |ocated the point where the Indian
guide and the girl had been | anded.

They met no one and heard no further sound fromthe gunmen who had been aboard the boat. It was
obvi ous that the men, scared off, nust have taken to the woods. What their plans mght be was a
questi on.

Doc had been stooped over, exam ning the ground. Abruptly, a peculiar, soft nusical sound filled
the air near them

Howard Bul | ock stiffened, said, "Wat's that?"

Doc Savage said not hing. Renny shook his head.

But the two-fisted engi neer knew what the sound had been.

It was a trilling—elusive, a little weird—that Doc Savage unconsciously nade in nonments of
startling discovery or surprise.

Doc, studying the ground, had found sonething that now held his interest.

He finally said, "The Indian guide entered the woods at this point. There are the inprints of his
noccasi ns. "

Howard Bul | ock blinked. He could see no prints upon the ground.

Renny asked, "What about the girl? Was she with Skagway WIllie, too?"

Doc shook his head.

"There is only one set of prints," he said.

Renny swore. "Just as | figured!" he said. "I didn't |ike her actions aboard the plane!"

Howard Bull ock’ s eyes flashed. "Wat do you nean?" he asked. "What was w ong about her actions?"
"It was when you were tal king about being held a captive," Renny pointed out. "You happened to
mention a guy naned Juneau, who was one of the |eaders of that gang. You didn't see the girl’s
reaction when you naned that bird. But | did!'"

Bul | ock | ooked puzzled. "Yes?" he pronpted.

"Well," continued Renny, "she acted funny right after that. She seened to be worried about
sonmething. And if you ask nme, | think she’s in with that crowm. She's escaped with them"

Bul  ock’ s face showed di sbelief.

The cloud had been slowy lifting. It had raised several feet above the water, now They could
see the gas boat, deserted; and off to the right, they noted the bronze man's plane, intact.
There was no sign of the gunmen, though, or of Georgiana Lee and Skagway WIlie.



Doc said, "There is only one other possibility in regard to the girl."
"What woul d that be?" queried Renny.
"Skagway W lie could have been carrying her. There is a chance that they are in hiding nearby."

IT had started to grow dark, now. They had little tine to prepare for the search

Renny | ocated the rubber raft sone distance up the shore. The three returned to the plane and
changed their wet clothing. Doc selected certain itenms fromhis equipment, as nuch as coul d
confortably be carried

Then the bronze man tried once nore to contact Monk and the others. There was no reply. He noved
a switch that set sonme sort of device on the plane, then ordered that they get started. He | ocked
the plane cabin again, and they returned to shore

They made a conpl ete search of the fifty-foot gas boat and found nothing of inportance except a
nunber of five-gallon tin cans containing gas

It was very dark when Doc Savage finally picked up the trail of Skagway WIllie, the guide, and
led the way into the deep forest

Howard Bull ock was still anmazed that the bronze nman could follow footprints that he, hinself
coul d not even see. But Doc was using a box-like contrivance that | ooked sonmething |like a canp
lantern. The device was a |light scanner, and with it Doc Savage was able to pick up the al nost
imperceptible inprints of noccasins

Skagway Wl lie' s know edge of the wilderness nust have been uncanny. For, as Renny renarked
"Holy cow! How anyone coul d know where he's going in this place is beyond ne!"

Yet the route seenmed to be following a fairly definite course. It did not waver

Howard Bul |l ock asked worriedly, "ls there anything to show that Georgiana Lee is with that

I ndi an?"

Doc Savage shook his head

"There is no way to tell," he said

Renny’s | ong, gloony face was grim "She's up to sonething,” he runbled. "It’s damed funny how
she acted when she heard that Juneau guy’s nanme nentioned!"

The bi g engineer was carrying a small black device in his massive fist. |t |ooked not unlike a
vol taneter. Renny had been hol ding onto the thing ever since they left the cove

And, now, unexpectedly, the device started nmaking a small vibrating sound. Renny | ooked at it
then at Doc Savage

The bronze man took a brief glance at the object in Renny’'s hand, seened to cone to an instant
deci si on

"If we hurry," he said, "we can reach the plane in half an hour."

Bul | ock stared. "You're going back?" he asked, puzzled

Doc nodded

"It is possible that Monk, Ham and Long Tomare in nore danger than we figured," he said. "There
is nore than the totempole nenace to this thing, and it is obvious that there is a reason for the
girl and that guide disappearing so frequently."

Bul | ock | ooked nervous again at nention of the totempole. He said, "What . . . what do you
mean?"

Renny’s face was questioning, too

Doc expl ained, "There is a second crowd in this nystery. Wiat its exact purpose m ght be, is not
yet clear. But the danger fromit is just as great as this other thing. It is possible that this
second group is trying to trap Monk and the others."

"But the girl— Renny started

"The girl," said Doc, "apparently is acquainted with one group. She is either working with it or
is trying to reach it. At the same tine, she is terrified of the other. That would explain her
actions, her disappearances fromtine to tinme."

"But what about the guide, Skagway WIIlie?"

"He could be working for either crowd," said Doc. "Wich one, we do not know. "

Renny understood. "Then there is a purpose in their trying to confuse anyone who is trailing
them " he exclained. "One crowd wants to get us off the trail; the other would just as well kill us
as not!"

Doc Savage nodded

Worried, Howard Bul |l ock asked, "Which one?"

But the bronze man did not answer.

They had been returning through the forest. Bullock was silent awhile, asking no further
questions, then suddenly he asked, "But what about this thing that you say is installed on the
pl ane? How di d you know—=

Renny expl ai ned, indicating the device which he carried in his hand

"Doc turned on a sensitized-al arm gadget before we left the plane,” he said. "It sends out
short-wave inpul ses. That's what is nmaking this thing register, now"

"You nean," asked Bull ock, "soneone is trying to get aboard the plane?"

Renny nodded. "Either that, or Monk and the others are trying to reach us on the radio."



Chapter X II. THE FLOOD

MONK wasn’t trying to reach anything, at that nonent. In fact, it was Ham the | awyer, who was
trying to do the reaching. He had swung his sword cane at the honely chenmist’s head, at the sane
time exclai m ng harshly:

"I'f | get hold of you, you hopeless misfit, I'll wap this around your neck!"

Monk ducked the bl ow, dived behind a big cedar tree, disappeared. He was out of sight for several
nonent s.

Then, as abruptly, he | eaped back into view again, hurrying up to the small clearing where Long
Tom Ham and the pets were resting. Everyone | ooked weary.

"Whew! "

Monk said with relief. "A nbst got lost!"

Ham gave the chemi st a disgusted | ook. "Wat do you think this is?" he rapped coolly.

For long hours, now, they had pushed through the forest, searching for sone sort of definite
trail, each knowing that he was getting nore and nore confused as to direction as tinme wore on.
It had been fairly warm throughout the day, and they were tired. But now that darkness was
approachi ng, the question had been—shoul d they continue on or not?

Long Tom had comrented, "Were the hell is it getting us? W don’t know where we are!"

The argunent between Monk and Ham strangely, had started over Long Tonmis suggestion that they
try to contact Doc Savage by radio. Long Tomrenenbered that one of the snall portable sets had been
packed in Monk’s pack, and he had asked the chemist to get it out.

It was then that Mnk had given his two partners a funny grin. Mking no conment, he started
unpacki ng his knapsack. Mnk had ten cans of beans stacked out on the ground and was still bringing
out nmore cans, when Long Tom denanded, "What the di ckens?"

Monk had grinned.

"Was afraid we mght get hungry," he announced. "You see, | left the radio back there at the

| odge—and brought beans instead!"

That was when Ham had gone after the hairy chemist with his cane.

"Beans!" the | awyer snapped now. He had funbled through his pockets. He was hol ding a packet of
danmp, usel ess matches, made wet by the perspiration on his clothing.

"Col d beans at that!" he snorted. "We can’t nmake a fire."

Monk and Long Tom had al ready | ooked for matches. Theirs were wet, too.

To add to their gloom it started to rain.

The gray dusk swiftly changed to night, and bl ackness cl anped down over the endless forest |ike
the closing lid of a can.

Wth the rain, it grew colder. The only protection the three men had were the clothes they were
wearing. Thus, it was inpossible to stand still. They found it necessary to keep noving.

"We might as well walk," Long Tom sai d.

"Where?" asked Monk.

"Any place!" said the fiery electrical expert. "W won't be any worse off, and at |east we’'ll
keep warm "

So they wal ked.

And they heard the shot.

Carryi ng above the sound of wind and rain, the crack had come fromdirectly ahead.

"Ariflel" Ham said.

Monk wasn’t waiting for anything, now. "Yeo-o-ow" he yelled. "Let's get goin!"

They followed in the direction of the shot. Twice again, they heard a rifle crack, and their
hopes soar ed.

And then, they heard-not hi ng.

And after wal king an hour, Ham said, "The devil with this! 1've already wal ked into half of the
trees in this forest." Hs face was scratched fromshoving into brush; his well tailored clothes
were torn. "It will be safer just standing still," he pointed out.

They hal t ed.

In the bl ackness—they could not see each other—Mbnk asked, "How about sone beans?"

They ate cold beans fromcans that Mnk nanaged to pry open with a knife. The beans tasted pretty
good, now. They were half starved.

They were al so pretty exhausted.

When the bl ackness settled over themthat night, it was still raining hard, with no indications
what soever that it was ever going to let up. They heard no nore shots.

IT rained throughout the next day. If anything, it seened to increase, the torrential downpour
making it al nost dark beneath the big trees. And with night came the npan of the wi nd.

The three aids had been standing there in the blackness, grimy silent, when Mnk said worriedly,
"There's water up to nmy ankles!"

Long Tom added tensely, "I noticed it five mnutes ago. We'd better try to reach higher ground!"
"How we going to find it?" Mnk said into the darkness.



"There's nothing like trying!" Long Tom said. "Cone on."

Habeas was in Monk’s arns, now. The chinp, Chenmistry, was chattering wildly atop the | awer’s
shoul der.

They wal ked sl owly, remaining close together and tal king, so that one man woul d not wander off
fromthe others. Water slopped around their ankles and was cold. They couldn’t see a thing.

Then they discovered that it was better if one man led the way, the others in a single file

behi nd, holding belts so they could stick together. That way, they were able to push ahead faster.
The noise of the rain al nost deafened their ears. It seemed to grow | ouder.

Ham | eading, stopped. He said swiftly, "Wait!"

He had to yell above the roar of the downpour. It seened to be everywhere. It snmashed agai nst
their eardrumns.

Long Tomyelled close to Ham "What’'s w ong?"

"Step up here a mnute,"” Ham yell ed.

Long Tomdid so. Imediately, water swirled up around his skinny knees. He took another tentative
step forward in the darkness. The water came higher.

He drew back with a start. "W nust be at the edge of an overflowi ng stream " he shouted.

Al'l understood the roaring sound, now. It wasn’t only the rain; it was water—water rushing al ong
banks that nust be half washed away. They had no way of know ng the depth of that water.

"Better go back!" Ham yell ed.

Hangi ng cl ose together, they reversed their course. It was naddening, trying to nove in the

absol ute bl ackness. They had no way of telling what |ay ahead.

"Listen!" Long Tom snapped. "W’ ve got to reach higher ground. W nust be in some sort of

| ow and! "

Ham and Monk under st ood what he neant as they noved on. The water was getting constantly deeper.
It rushed past their |Iegs now, halfway to their knees. It nade each step hazardous, because there
was quite a current.

They kept pushing through the rain.

Finally, worried, Hamsaid, "It's still getting deeper!"

Monk had an idea.

"Let's get up in one of these trees," he suggested.

No sooner had he said it when there was a crackling sound somewhere ahead of them It was

foll owed by a great crashing as massive linbs ripped through the trees of the forest. There was
nothing they could do but stand still and listen to the weird sound. The earth beneath themtrenbl ed
a nonent, then was still. They knew what had happened. The wind and the rain had knocked down a
gi ant cedar.

A shiver ran down their spines.

"Like blazes we'll clinb a tree!" Long Tom yel |l ed.

Monk roared, "Well, what will we do—stand here and drown?"

It looked as if they were trapped by the flood.

And again, just at that nmonent, came the crack of a rifle. It was followed by three nore shots.
No question about it, this time. Someone was shooti ng!

Long Tomsaid tensely, "Either soneone is trying to help us, or he is trying to lead us to our
deat hs!"

Monk said, "Point is, let’s find the guy! W can argue with himabout that later!"

Ham had another idea. "I wonder if we’ve really been lost at all?" he put in. "I'll bet that guy
with the gun has been near us all the tine, follow ng us, l|eading us into sonething, maybe!"
Monk blurted, "Well, then, I"'mgoing to find out!" He plunged ahead, pulling the others with him
Again they heard a shot, and they kept plodding through the swirling water and bl ackness. And
after a while, it seened to themthat the water was not quite so deep. There was a chance that they
wer e reachi ng hi gher ground.

Perhaps, after all, they had a chance of escaping the flood.

But none of the three aids would have given odds on that chance. The possibility of escaping
death | ooked pretty slim

Chapter XIV. RETURN TO TROUBLE!

SOMETI ME that night, it stopped raining. By dawn, it was bright and clear, and the sun cane up

warm |In the woods, birds cane from places of conceal nent and started singing.

The tall, |ean-looking man with the two weeks’ growth of beard canme out of the cabin door and
snelled the clean, fresh air. He | ooked relieved.

The cabin was on a flat spot half-way up a sloping hillside. A section of forest had, in the

past, been cleared here. There was a new growth of trees com ng up now, they were still hardly nore
than saplings.

At the foot of the hillside was a salt chuck where | ogs had once been rolled. An old

hand-1ogger’s raft still floated against the shore, chained to a stake that had been driven into the
bank. The raft—t woul d have covered two fair-sized building | ots—was nade of big | ogs fastened
together. It was the type used by hand-1loggers, to nove fromsection to section during the |unbering



season.

But this was a deserted canp, apparently, and the only sign of activity was the single fellow

with the beard prow ing around, |ooking for sone dry wood.

He finally located a short length of |og stunp beneath the raised floor of the cabin. He dragged

it out, returned inside the cabin for an ax, then went to work on the stunp with hefty swi ngs of the
ax.

Fromtine to time, he paused, resting the ax bl ade on the ground and staring around. He seened
uneasy about sonething. Wien he had enough wood to make an arnful, he went into the shack, started a
fire in the old iron stove and put a pot of day-old coffee on the stove to heat.

He cane outside and continued to chop wood. He'd take a dozen licks with the ax, then pause,

| ooki ng around. Heavy tinber was sone di stance away, due to the new growth that was on the section
all around the old lunbering canp. The man’s gray eyes woul d search to the edge of the tinber |ine,
travel down to the salt chuck, then cover the far side of the canp. Reassured, apparently, that he
was still alone, he continued chopping.

After a while, he went inside and had a cup of coffee. There was no food in the cabin.

It was while the bearded man was inside that Monk, Ham and Long Tom appeared. They energed from

the heavier tinber, cut across the section planted with young trees. Qbviously, they had been | ed
near by the sounds of the man choppi ng wood. But now, they saw the cabin, with smoke rising fromthe
chimey. Their pace quickened.

The fellow with the beard heard them heard the shout that came across the clear norning air.

He | eaped outside, a rifle nowin his hands. Already spotted by the three nen, he stood his

ground, waiting. His gray eyes narrowed.

Monk, Ham and Long Tom along with the two pets, made a sorry-1ooking appearance. Their torn

clothes were still plastered to their bodies. Their shoes were half worn out. They all needed a
shave.

It was Monk who shouted, "Ye-o-ow Coffee! And a fire, too!" He started toward the cabin.

The tall, spare fellowwith the rifle made a quick, snooth novenent. He bl ocked the chenmist’s
pat h.

"Hold on!" he rapped.

Monk drew up, staring. He was aware of the threatening manner in which the rifle was held. Ham
and Long Tom drew up short, al so.

Monk said, "Look, brother, we were caught in a flood in that blasted forest. W darn near
drowned. Also, in case you're interested, we darn near froze, too!" Mnk sniffed. "And you ve got a
pot of coffee on the stove there. So—

He started forward again.

"Wait!" the man with the beard snapped. He still held the rifle steady in his hands.

"Just who are you?" he demanded, eyes narrowed.

Monk sighed. Very el aboratel y—and | ooking comical in his tattered appearance—he introduced Long
Tom Ham and hi nmsel f.

The man stared, w de-eyed, now.

"You nean," he asked, "you're connected with Doc Savage?"

Monk nodded.

"Wth the real Doc Savage?"

"Yes, blast it!" the chem st snorted inpatiently. "Now, if you |l just—

The fellow with the beard suddenly put aside the rifle and gave a big sigh of relief. He said,
"In that case, I'Il tell you!"

"Tell us what?" Mnk scow ed.
"1've escaped fromthat devil who seized C arence Faul kner and the others!" he said.

THEY | earned that the nman’s name was Henry Collard. He told how it had taken hima week to reach
this canp; then the stormhad caught up with him

Collard indicated the logging raft down in the salt chuck, explained, "I figured |I'd use that
thing and head downstream That way, maybe | can find a way out of this damed w | derness."

Monk had warned up sonme of the beans, which he’d managed to hang onto throughout the storm They
had coffee and dried their clothes by the stove. They all felt considerably better. The pets were
still hugging the fire.

They questioned Henry Collard and ran up agai nst the same probl enms everyone had experienced so
far in this trouble.

The man seened fearful of sonething. He said, "I was seized froma yacht, sailing out of Seattle.
I was on a vacation, fishing. | was taken to sone place called H dden Forest and, nost of the tineg,
was kept either blindfolded or under the influence of a drug."

Monk nodded. "That blasted forest!" he said. "It’s magic, that's what it is!"

Ham demanded, "Wo seized you?"

Henry Collard chewed his lip. He | ooked scared. "I don't know " he excl ai ned.

"Did it have anything to do with them blasted totemthings?" Mnk prodded.

Col lard gave a start. "I . . . that is— he began. Then he shook his head. "I'd rather not talk



about that!"

"What about C arence Faul kner?" Long Tom asked.

"And Honer Dale, the millionaire?" Mnk added.

Henry Col l ard shook his head slowly. "I think they're victins, too," he said. "I heard them
mentioned, but | never saw them There was a |ot of nystery concerning them"

Ham his eyes shrewd, said, "But the totempole business is behind this?"

Col | ard nodded. "Y-yes!" he admtted worriedly.

Later, it was decided that they would try and find the plane which they had left on Qd acier
Inlet. Long Tomstill carried the map. It was sodden, torn, but he consulted it before they set out
on the log raft.

"Where are we?" Mnk wanted to know.

Long Tom stared at the nap. "Your guess is as good as mine," he said. "But we’'ll start out. Mybe
this salt chuck leads to the inlet. Maybe we'll |ocate the plane."

THERE were | ong poles that could be used for poling the raft away from shore. Once they reached
sone sort of sizable stream the current would carry them al ong.

The salt chuck proved to be a small inlet froma |larger water course, a river. The raft eased out
into the river and was picked up by the noving current.

Ham sai d, "This doesn't look nuch like that dacier Inlet."

They were noving along at a fair rate, now. Mnk sat down and rel axed. He scratched at his growth
of beard.

"Well, blast it," he commented, "we’'re at |east getting some place, aren't we?"

"Wher e?" Ham demanded.

Monk didn't reply. He was sitting on the raft with his jaw cupped in his hands, apparently deep
in thought about something. Suddenly he | ooked over at Ham now also sitting down. The | awer was
wat ching the river.

Long Tom was nearby, standing near the edge of the raft with one of the |long poles in his hand,
in case it was needed.

"Pssst!"

Monk hi ssed.

Ham | ooked his way.

d ancing over his shoul der, the chenist made a notion to his slender partner. Ham canme over and
sat down beside him

Henry Collard was sone distance behind them at the very rear end of the log raft. He, too, was
hol ding a |l ong pole, watching the river currents.

"What’'s the matter with you?" Ham prodded, noting Mnk’'s frowning features.

"l just thought of something," said the chem st.

"Thought of what?"

W thout turning, Mnk jerked his head, indicating the stranger behind them

"That guy said he escaped from H dden Forest, didn't he?" said Mnk.

"Yes, stupid, that’'s what he said," Ham adnmitted.

"And he, hinmself, was lost in the woods?"

Ham nodded, | ooking inpatient.

"And he got to that deserted cabin where there ain't been no |loggers in one blasted long tine,
right?"

"Sure," agreed the |lawyer. "So what?"

"So where," finished Monk, "did Henry Collard pick up that nice newrifle along the way? Don't
you get it? He's the guy who led us all around that blaned forest! It was a trick!"

Ham s eyes narrowed. He | ooked thoughtfully at Monk.

"Did you tell Long Tom about it?" the | awyer asked quietly.

Monk shook his head. "Not yet."

The chemi st tried to catch Long Tomis attention, at the same time trying not to arouse the
curiosity of Henry Collard, at the rear of the raft. A so, Mnk continued talking to Ham

"W got a couple of machine pistols in these pack sacks,"” he said, nodding toward the objects,
dunped on the raft sone distance away fromthem The two pets were asleep on top of the packs. "But
those guns got soaked with water. Doubt if they' re any good!"

Long Tom had noticed themtal king. He laid down his pole and cane over.

"What are you two guys acting so nysterious about?" he demanded.

They told himabout Henry Collard and the new rifle.

The skinny electrical expert stiffened. "Never thought of that!" he said.

He turned and | ooked back at the fellow with the heavy growth of beard. "Well, there's nothing
like finding out whether he's fooled us or not," he remarked, and started back along the raft.
Henry Col l ard had been watching the three aids, now As Long Tomstarted his way, he put down his
own pol e, bent and picked up the rifle, which had been placed on the raft near his feet.

He pointed the rifle at Long Tomand said, "I'd stand right there if | were you!" H's eyes, now,
were cold. There was a sneer on his nouth.



Long Tom swore. He stood still.

Monk junped up and let out a yell of rage.

"Bl azes! | was right!" he shouted. He started running back along the raft.

Henry Collard ainmed the rifle, pulled the trigger, and a slug bit into a log close to the hairy
chem st’s feet. Monk drew up short, his small eyes blinking.

Behind him Hamlet out a yell.

"Look!" the | awyer said.

They all stared.

The raft had reached a fairly wide part of the river now It was noving along with the current.
They were in mdstream and the water appeared to be deep.

The white, sleek-1o00king yacht was noving in mdstream too. It was bearing down on themw th
remar kably fast speed. It was the kind of a yacht that, new, nust have cost close to half a mllion
dollars. Men were lined along the rails of the boat.

Ham gave a sigh of relief. "Qur troubles are over!" he said, smiling.

Monk was grinning. He | ooked back at Henry Collard, still holding the rifle, and said, "You'd
better put away that gun, fella!"

There was a crack fromthe deck of the fast-approaching yacht. Something whined cl ose over the
hairy chemist’s head. He dropped to his stomach, and then stared.

Men on the yacht were hol ding guns, now Several had rifles. Al the weapons were ained in the
general direction of Mnk, Ham and Long Tom

Fromthe rear of the raft, Henry Collard said, "Don’t nove!"

He was aimng the rifle at them and there was a satisfied grin on his face.

Ham wide-eyed, cried, "Trick! That Henry Collard is in with these devils!"

"Nice time to find it out," commented Long Tom

Sonebody hailed Collard fromthe rail of the boat. "Nice going, Bethel! Hold everything until we
gi ve you sone hel p!"

Monk junped. "Bethel!" he nuttered. "So that’'s his name!"

The yacht slid snoothly al ongsi de. There was the sound of powerful diesel engines throbbing. The
yacht bunped the raft. Instantly nen | eaped over the rail and |l anded on the raft. They held clubs in
their hands, now.

And, for just a nmoment, the arriving thugs were between the Doc Savage aids and the rifl eman,
Bethel, at the rear of the log raft.

Monk yelled and went into action. He | eaped into the mdst of the arriving crooks. Ham and Long
Tom i mredi ately joined him

But they were at |ast trapped, it seened.

Chapter XV. CRY IN THE NI GHT

THERE had been no chance for Mnk or his partners to reach their packs. Bethel had seen to that
as he kept them covered during arrival of the white yacht.

But, luckily, the crooks had been overconfident in seeing the three Doc Savage ai ds being held at
bay by Bethel. They had piled onto the raft with only clubs in their hands. That was their m stake.
The fight, with Monk and his partners a tight, furiously nmoving knot in the center, swayed back
and forth across the raft. About a dozen assailants were on the raft, now The yacht pulled away,
standing off as the battle took place.

Monk sl ugged one heavy-set fellow, dunped hi moverboard as though he were an enpty sack. He
grabbed another. He nmanaged to tw st one of the clubs out of the fellow s hand. He hit the man a
singl e crack, saw himsway crazily. Mnk booted himin the pants and knocked him too, into the
river. He | eaped back into the nél ée, the club sw nging.

Ham and skinny Long Tomwere trying to hold their own on the opposite end of the raft. Bethel,
seeing that it was too dangerous to use the rifle, now, had leaped in to help his partners.

Bet hel , confident, nade a grab for the unhealthy-1ooking electrical expert, Long Tom A fist cane
out of space and caught hi munder the chin. There was a surprised | ook on Bethel’'s face as he was
lifted conpletely off his feet. He |anded on his back.

Long Tomtore into another opponent.

Al three Doc Savage aids were so busy fighting that they had not noticed sonething about the
raft. But Ham got a quick view, now.

Ahead, the river divided into two channels where it passed a wooded island, that lay right in

m dstream The raft was doing a crazy circle in the river currents, swinging to the left of the
island. But it was quite close to shore, noving swiftly.

Monk had already elimnated hal f a dozen assailants. Al were in the river, swi nmng, being
carried downstream

Three others were picking thensel ves up dazedly fromthe raft, |ooking somewhat amazed. They had
figured capture of the Doc Savage crowd was going to be sonething easy.

The three nen renmaining on their feet suddenly backed off as Mink and his partners started a
wedge-forned drive in their direction. And then, with wild yells, they ran back along the float and
dived into the river. They had had enough of Mnk’s brand of fighting.



The yacht, meanwhile, had held back, its pilot apparently afraid to venture too close to shore.
And for good reason.

Abruptly, a submerged rock hooked the forward end of the nmoving raft, jammred it; then suddenly,
the huge float swiveled in the swift current and made a half circle, its forward end still janmed.
The raft slammred agai nst the river bank, pushing up beneath | ow hangi ng branches that hung down
al nost to the water.

Ham Long Tom and Monk were sent sprawling across the logs. The two pets, who had been hiding
behi nd the packs, |et out assorted squeals and | eaped fromthe jamed raft to the shore of the

i sl and.

Sormeone was shouting fromthe yacht, still out in mdstream A small boat was being | owered over
the side. Aid was being sent to those struggling in the water.

For a nonent, Monk and his partners were screened fromthose renaining on the yacht. The raft was
still stuck against the jamming rocks. It was half hidden beneath the over-hanging trees.

Monk yelled, "We'd better hurry!"

He was ripping at a drawstring on his pack sack. Shortly, he had one of Doc Savage's nachi ne
pistols in his hairy fist. Breaking the gun open, he renoved the special drumtype nmagazi ne and
started wiping it dry with his shirt.

Long Tom | ocated one of the guns in his sack and started doing |ikew se.

Monk grunmbl ed, "Hope these blasted things still work!"

They got the guns ready, crouched down near the back of the raft, and waited for the attack that,
they knew, was soon to cone.

But before that happened, they heard the screaming of the girl!

MONK, screened by the | ow hangi ng branches, had been standing with one of the nachine pistols
hel d ready in his hand.

He tensed, stared at Ham and Long Tom

"Did you hear that?" the chem st asked.

They bot h nodded.

Taki ng a desperate chance, Mnk ran out along that part of the log raft which still protruded
into the river. The small boat had just returned to the yacht, and it was | oaded with nmen rescued
fromthe river. But on the deck of the yacht itself, another formof activity was taking place.
There were two nen struggling with someone. Mnk stared.

It was a girl!

At first it was difficult to see who it was. But then the bright sunlight touched sonething that
brought Monk up tense.

Sunlight touching the red of the girl’s hair! The chem st gasped.

Geor gi ana Lee!

And Ceorgi ana was struggling with men who held her captive aboard the sl eek-1ooking yacht!

The honely chem st gave a bellow ng yell. He raised the machine pistol and fired a blast over the
yacht .

Long Tom and Ham had come runni ng up behi nd Monk, also staring across the water toward the yacht
rail. Hamstarted to say, "She nust be a prisoner—

And then all three aids threw thenselves flat.

Guns bl asted fromthe yacht. Lead sprayed all around the Doc Savage nen, peppering the |eaves and
tree branches just above their heads.

They bellied along the raft, reached the inland bank and dived behind protecting trees. It was
either that—er get shot!

The siege of the island took place throughout the remainder of the day. Each time one of the Doc
Savage ai ds ventured out onto the log float, to note what was happening aboard the yacht, there was
a rattle of gunfire, and he was forced to retreat to the island again.

The yacht, diesels throbbing as it held steady against the downriver current, lay two hundred
yards off shore. The yacht could not venture closer than this because of the rocks.

Neither did the snall boat put out for the island. The raiders knew now that the Doc Savage nen
had guns. They were taking no chances. But the nmonent there was any sign of activity fromthose
stranded on the island, they sent bullets whining that way.

Monk, Ham and Long Tom were checkmated. There was nothing they could do. Darkness finally cane,
and the situation was the same. There had been no further sign of the girl on deck, nor had they
heard any further cries for help.

LATER that night, they heard nmen suddenly shouting aboard the yacht. Cearly across the water,
they could hear nen poundi ng al ong the deck, shouting.

And then there was the girl’s cry again. A cry of terror!

Monk, out on the raft now with his two partners, squinted his gaze as he tried to see across the
wat er. They could see the trimoutlines of the white yacht.

The chemi st said grimy, "Blazes! |I'’mgonna swmout there! I'’'mgonna find out if—

Even as they spoke, they saw sonething clear the railing of the yacht. There was a brief, shrill



scream And then a spl ash.

Silence, strained and omi nous, followed.

Al nost inmmedi ately the boat’s powerful engines swng into a deep throb, and the yacht started
movi ng upstream It’'s speed was amazing. Wthin nmonents, it was out of sight.

Monk, neanwhile, had been ripping off his tattered shirt and shoes. He announced, "I’ m going
after her!"

He |l eaped into the river and started swinmng with powerful overhand strokes. He soon di sappeared
in the surrounding gl oom

Wirried, Hamsaid, "He'll have one tough time of it in that current out there!"

Long Tom nmurnured, "He'll nake it."

They wai ted. M nutes passed. A half-hour!

Finally, they heard underbrush crackling; then Monk, water still dripping fromhim appeared from
behi nd them

"Worked nmy way back to shore at the other end of the island!" he said. He was still breathing

hard fromthe exertion of swinmmng. "Darned current alnobst got ne!" he said.

Ham said, "And the girl—=

Monk hel d sonething in his hand. His two partners |ooked at the object in silence.

It was a brightly colored scarf. Georgiana Lee had been wearing the neckerchief the last tine

they had seen her, her dainty figure trimand tenpting in breeches and | eather boots.

Monk, his honely features strained, said quietly, "I found this . . . floating in the river. But
but that’s all | found."

The three of them stood there, and they were silent.

IT was Long Tom who said, "W m sjudged Georgi ana Lee. She’'s been a captive of that crowd all the
time, She nust have tried to escape, tonight, and rather than be held by those devils, she junped
of f the yacht."

He | ooked at Mnk. "You don't think she reached shore?"

The cheni st shook his head. H s face was sonber.

"Not a chance," he explained. "The current out there is pretty bad, spring rains have swelled the
rivers, and this one is running plenty strong. Also, |'mcertain she nust have gone right down. |
didn't get a glinpse of her."

Ham s face was strained. For once, he didn't contradict his honely partner.

Instead, he said, "W’ ve got to get off this island. No telling if those birds will conme back."
Monk nodded. "But we’'d better not try swinmng," he pointed out. "W’ Il never nake the nmainl and.
Best thing to do is to get this blasted raft started again."

They spent two hours trying to pry the big log float | oose. They used the |ong pol es that had

al ready been on the float. And, using pieces of driftwod as fulcruns, they pried the raft slowy
off the rocks. It finally came | oose and started easing away fromthe shore.

The pets were called. They had been hiding in the woods, and they | eaped aboard the raft at the

| ast possible monent. Swiftly, the river currents caught up the raft and carried it again
downst r eam

The nmoon had cone up, now. Al around themwas the night, white and bright, and in the distance
the dark, sonber fringes of the forest.

Monk said, "We're in one sweet fix nowif that yacht cones back!"

He still held one of the nmachine pistols. But like his partners, the chem st realized their
chances were slimif the yacht returned. They would be starkly revealed out there in the white
nmoonl i ght.

It was while Monk was worrying about the return of the yacht, that they heard the drone of the
airplane. All three Doc Savage ai ds stared overhead. The steady drone becane | ouder, and then they
saw the silver object silhouetted agai nst the nmoon-bright sky.

Monk squi nted. Then he gul ped in amazenent as the plane swooped rapidly toward them and cane down
out of the skies.

"That’'s our ship!" Mnk how ed.

Ham added: "It must be Doc!"

The plane had | evel ed off now, was flying cl ose above the water. It zoomed over them and Long
Tom bawl ed, "Get down! Maybe Doc isn't in the plane!"

Monk and Ham had not thought of that. They threw thenselves flat. The electrical expert did

i kew se.

The plane skimed the raft, lifted a little, circled.
"Yeo- 0-ow "
Monk how ed. "That was close!" The roar of the plane mbtors was still in his ears.

"Look!" Long Tom yel | ed.

The ship was returning, flying even lower this time. All saw that a cabin w ndow was open, and a
man was | eani ng out of the plane. The man was hol ding sonething in his hand.

"Watch out!" Mnk warned the others.

But then, in the next instant, he let out a whoop and junped to his feet. He started waving his



arns.
"Doc!" he yelled. "It's Doc!"

The others saw for thensel ves.

Doc Savage was the nman | eaning out of the cabin wi ndow Just as the plane skimed cl ose over the
log raft, the package that he was hol ding dropped. It |landed on the raft. The plane lifted and
continued on.

Monk | eaped toward the object that Doc had dropped. And then he let out a yell.

L

the chem st said happily. "Food!"

Ham in the neantine, had been watching the silver ship. He said curiously, "I wonder why Doc
doesn’t |and and—

He paused, his gaze going up the river behind them The others followed his stare.

Li ke a sl eek white ghost, the yacht had appeared again. It was noving downstream swi ftly, heading
toward them

Long Tom shouted, "Doc's spotted that boat. That's why he didn't |and. Look!"

They saw the bronze man's plane start to circle the yacht. It dropped | ow again.

And then, w thout warning, the thing happened.

A powerful searchlight sprang into |life aboard the yacht. Its revealing gl eam pi cked up the
silver wings of the bronze nman's pl ane!

DOC SAVAGE nust have suspected sone trick. He immedi ately sent the anphibian in a steep clinb.
The notors were a deep roar, nNOw.

The gun that was mounted on the deck of the yacht nmade a great barr-o-om of sound. A shell

expl oded high in the air, dangerously close to the bronze man's clinbing ship.

Anot her fol | owed.

Ast ounded, Monk and the others watched.

Then, suddenly, Doc Savage's plane stopped its clinmb, jiggled crazily in the air for a nonment,
then started a screaming descent toward the shore of the river! Snoke billowed out behind it. Wthin
seconds, the plane had di sappeared behind the treetops, out of sight. But shortly, the terrific
expl osion foll owed. There was a roaring blast, and red glare touched the sky.

Monk nuttered sonething that sounded |ike a prayer. "They crashed!" he gasped.

Long Tom excl ai med, "Come on! W’'ve got to get ashore. W' ve got to do sonething!"

He grabbed up the tin box of food. The box was tied with rope. Long Tom | oosened his belt, slid
the belt through the ropes on the tin box and fastened his buckl e again.

"Grab the pets!" he ordered, and dived overboard.

Ham and Monk, each hol ding a pet beneath one arm did |ikew se.

Whet her they would be able to outswimthe river currents or not was a question.

Chapter XVI. AMBUSH!

THE river made a | ong, sweeping curve near the point where the three aids dived fromthe raft.
Ahead, there was a finger of land that jutted out into the curve of the river. It was toward this
point that the river currents flowed.

Monk, Ham and Long Tom nade use of the currents. They managed to reach | and about a hal f-hour
later. They dragged thensel ves up on shore. The pets, safe, bounded up to dry rocks.

For monents, they were all too exhausted to speak.

But thoughts of the bronze man, and what nust have happened to him spurred them on. Soon, they
wer e headed up the shore.

They had been carried far enough downstreamthat they could no | onger see the nysterious white
yacht .

Monk said, "They' re probably waiting to nake sure Doc is dead!"

The comment did not help their depressed feelings.

Ham sai d sharply, "Let’'s don't junp to conclusions about Doc until we're certain!"

"Right!" Long Tom agreed. He pointed to the stars overhead, said, "If we hurry, we can take a
bearing by the stars and maybe find our way in and out of the forest before dawn. From the qui ckness
of that plane crash, Doc couldn’'t have been very far inland."

Ham t hought the suggesti on was a good one.

But Monk said, "You any idea where to |ook?"

Long Tom nodded.

"l noticed a particular bit of shore Iine where the plane di sappeared,” he explained. "W’ Il head
in fromthere."

They continued al ong the riverbank.

Abruptly, Long Tom drew up short, pointed ahead.

"It was about here," he said, "and Doc’s plane was headed straight into the interior." He stared
upward a nonent, placing the position of the stars, explaining that they probably could get a
glinmpse of the heavens fromw thin the forest, also.

Ham started to say, "Let’'s hope— Then he paused, |ooking ahead. The others followed his gaze.



They saw the yacht for the first tine, anchored sone distance off-shore.

And, as their eyes trained on the river, they saw sonething el se.

The smal| boat was putting out fromthe yacht, pointed for the very shore on which they stood.
There appeared to be several nen in the snall boat.

Monk gripped Hams arm said, "I have an idea!"

Ham surprisingly, nodded. "I think | have, too!"

"We'll grab those guys when they reach shore, right after they land!" said Monk. "They' |l have
guns, nost likely, and that’'s what we need nore of!"

They started forward, keeping to the fringe of trees, now. The pets, who had | ong since been
rigidly trained to obey certain orders, were cautioned to remain behind them and make no noi se.
The point where the snmall boat would | and was about a quarter of a mle ahead. They were forced
to hurry, at the same time making certain that they were not discovered.

And they barely reached a hide-out al ong shore before the rowboat touched the bank.

There were three nmen in the boat, besides the man at the oars. The three piled out, rifles in
their hands. One also carried an electric |antern, which he now paused to |ight.

One man said gruffly, "O. K, Joe. Pick up a couple nore guys and hurry back. We'll start ahead."
The man at the oars nuttered something, started back toward the yacht again.

MEANWHI LE, from where they were hi dden sone distance back anobng the trees, Ham was naking silent
motions to his two partners. The |l awyer’s sign | anguage indicated which of the three nmen each of
themwas to take. The attack, once the three gunmen entered the woods, woul d have to be swift and
silent.

Monk and Long Tom nodded.

They wai t ed.

And in a few nonents, the three riflemen approached the spot where the Doc Savage nen waited in
anbush.

Then Monk, Ham and Long Tom struck with blurred speed. They knew that surprise, tenporarily, was
in their favor—and needed. If the three men ever got a chance to use the rifles, or to cry out a
war ni ng—

Monk grabbed a nman, clanped a powerful hand over the fellow s nouth, jerked the rifle free of his
captive's grasp. The chemist, in a fight, was not particul ar about the methods he used.

He spun the rifle in his hand, got the stock uppernost and used it as a cl ub.

Cr ack!

The man went down, the electric lantern dropping fromhis other hand, but luckily remaining
lighted. It gave enough light so that the Doc Savage ai ds coul d see what they were doing.

Ham and Long Tom were struggling with the other two nen. The captives were big nmen, powerful. Ham
and Long Tom had their hands full.

Monk cal l ed, "Hold them"

One captive was attenpting to twist his rifle into position for firing. At the same tinme, Long
Tomwas trying to keep the fell ow from making an outcry.

Monk junped to Long Tomis side, swung the rifle and knocked the second captive sensel ess!

Then he whirled to help his partner Ham The |lawer also had a rifle in his hands, now, and he
let swing at the same nonent as the chem st.

The third victimprobably never knew what hit him He fol ded up and went to sl eep.

Monk said with a sigh, "Shucks! Too bad they didn’t send along the whole crew "

They had nothing with which to tie up the victins. So, for precautionary neasures, Mnk went
around and tapped each man on the jaw again. He was taking no chances.

"That' || keep them asleep for a while!" he said.

They dragged the nmen beneath some brush, then scuffed dirt and ol d | eaves over the spot where the
fight had taken place. They each took a rifle, and Long Tom held the | antern.

Ham said, "If anybody follows this same way, they' Il think our trail was nade by these three
guys. "

Long Tom had paused, using the lantern to study the hard faces of the three unconscious figures.
Now, he said thoughtfully, "There's sonething screwy about this business!"

Ham and Monk | ooked at him

"Meani ng what ?" the chem st said.

"l have an idea," said Long Tom "These guys aren’'t the ones connected with the totem pole
nmystery. They're from anot her crowd."

"How do you figure that?" Ham asked.

Long Toni s eyes narrowed shrewdly. "For one thing, trying to capture anyone connected with that
totemthing has been a problem They' ve led us a nerry chase. Wereas, these guys and the bunch on
the yacht seemintent on grabbing us! There nust be a reason! And I'l| bet you that’s why Doc pulled
that stunt!”

Monk scratched his head, puzzled, as he piped shrilly, "Doc’s in trouble. That didn't |ook |ike
any stunt to ne!"

"1 wonder," nused the electrical expert.



"Wonder what ?"

"Maybe Doc is |eading those guys on. The ones on the yacht. Maybe he wants to find out just what
their purpose really is. Doc mght have pretended a crash just in order to help us out!"

"Well," said Mnk, "There’'s only one way to find out. We gotta see if Doc crashed or not." He
sounded worri ed.

Al three aids figured this would be the first thing to do. Afterward, they could learn nore
about their captives.

They headed i nl and.

FROMtine to time, they checked their position with the stars, and they followed a route which
Long Tom poi nted out. They had traveled for about half an hour when all becane aware of the heat.
Monk | ooked at his slender partner, Ham The chemi st was perspiring. "Blazes!" he conpl ained. "Do
you feel hot?"

Ham was al so perspiring. He nodded.

Long Tomwas trying to peer through the crisscrossed aisleways which were forned by the hundreds
of big trees. He frowned.

"It's sonething ahead," he said quietly.

They pushed on, and the heat grew nore intense; then, alnost directly ahead, they saw the glare
of sonething red.

They started running, now.

"Fire!" Monk baw ed.

"It must be the plane!" Ham said, his voice tight and strained.

They canme to the rocky stretch of ground. There were no trees, but a sort of clearing instead.

The fire was conming fromsone object in the center of the clearing, and it created a red gl ow t hat
was now fadi ng.

But there was no pl ane—not hi ng!

Monk and Ham st ar ed.

Long Tomsaid, "Don't you get it! Trick! Used by Doc to fool those guys on the yacht!"

To verify his comrent, Long Tom noved forward, one armraised across his face to ward off the
intense heat still coming froman object atop the expanse of rock. He got near enough to exanine the
obj ect which was fast losing its glow, dying out of its own accord.

He notioned for the others to take a | ook.

"Athermte pot," the electrical w zard explained. "Doc nust have used one of those small
parachutes in order to drop it. And he probably set off a tinme bonb and red flare fromthe plane to
fool those birds."

Ham nodded. "Doc knew he wouldn't start any fires because these woods are still plenty wet from
the rain."

Monk gave an expl osive sigh of relief. "And | thought Doc was killed!"

He noved away, sat down and opened the tin box which Long Tom had been carrying ever since they
dived off the raft. The tin box dropped fromthe plane by Doc Savage. The cover fitted tightly, and
the box had been securely tied.

"Let’'s eat!" Mnk said.

But Ham came over and gave the hairy chemist a jab with his foot.

"Use your head!" he said coolly. "First we should get away fromthis spot. It’'s a good place to
be trapped. "

From sonewhere behind them a voice snarled, "Brother, you should have thought of that sooner!"
Ham and Long Tom whirled. A nan stood at the edge of the trees, a gun in his hand. Wth a yell,
Monk started a dive for one of the rifles, which had been rested on the ground. And then he paused,
staring.

At | east a dozen men had stepped out of the woods! Guns were in each man’s hands.

A voice grated, "That anbush trick works both ways, smart guys."

Ham and Long Tom stood very still, seeing that they were trapped by the line of nen against the
background of big trees.
Monk slowy straightened fromhis dive toward a rifle. He, too, stood still. The odds were too

great against them

And in that short, tense nonent, when no one noved, cane a great crashing sound fromthe far side
of the rocky clearing.

A nmorment |ater a giant figure of a man plunged out into the open. The fellow had great fists the
size of small pails.

"Renny!" Monk yelled, forgetting everything for a nonent.

The bi g engi neer drew up short, seeing the three Doc Savage nen standing there.

"Holy cow" Renny said in his runbling voice. "Doc was right! He had an idea you guys might try
to reach this place. That's why he sent me—

Renny stopped, the words dying in his throat.

Qovi ously, he had not seen the gunnmen, partly shielded by the woods on the opposite of the

cl earing.



The gunnen, apparently, were surprised also by the appearance of this giant of a fellow Sone of
them were staring, too.

That was when Monk made a break!

He | eaped with deceptive speed, smashed into the nearest of the gunmen, knocking the fellow
spraw i ng. For a second, there was shouting and wi | d confusion.

Renny, Ham and Long Tom t ook advantage of that surprise nove of the chenmist’s. They slamed into
those trying to grab hold of Mnk.

The fight was somewhat of a honey while it |lasted. But there were enough nmen with guns to make it
too one-sided. Those who weren't tangling with Monk and the other Doc Savage ai ds, backed off. Some
held rifles.

One gunnman snarled, "Break it up—er we’'ll blow your heads off!"

Monk kept on fighting. A nman cane up behind himwith a rifle reversed in his hands. He swung the
rifle stock in a wide are. It caught Monk on the back of the head!

WHEN Monk woke up, he saw that he was a captive along with Ham Renny and Long Tom They were

tied hand and foot and lay on the floor of a room The two pets, Habeas and Chemistry, were in there
with them

The room had a peculiar way of seenming to rock beneath the hairy chem st’s aching skull. And

then, after a while, he knew it wasn't his pounding head that caused this.

He realized that the roomwas a cabin, and the cabin was |ocated on a boat.

The yacht!

Chapter XVII. RETURN OF THE DEAD!

WHEN Habeas, the scrawny pig, observed that his master was awake, he scranbl ed over and | eaped on
Monk’ s chest.

"Quch!" the chemist yelled, painfully. He felt as if he had been run through a winger.

Renny’ s voi ce boonmed, "So you're awake agai n?"

Monk groaned. "l'm beginning to wonder."

He stared around, fromwhere he was Iying flat on his back. Chemi stry was licking Hanmis face.
Wth a groan, Ham woke up, tried to sit up, fell to his back again when he found that he was
securely tied hand and foot.

"What the devil ?"

Renny sai d, "Muybe sonebody can figure a way out of this nmess!"

Everyone was silent for a nonent. Then Ham voi ced a question that had been bothering himfor sone
time.

"Renny," the | awer said, "what's happened to Doc? Were have you been with hinP"

The two-fisted engi neer explained what had occurred in the past few days. He told them about the
search that had been started for the girl and Skagway WIllie, in the forest.

"But we couldn’'t finish it," explained Renny. "Doc had set that alarmdevice on the plane, and it
started emanating inpul ses, so we returned."

"And what did you find?" Ham questi oned.

"Skagway WIIlie—+ooking for us. He told us that Georgi ana Lee had given himthe slip, and he

t hought she was with sone guys who tried to grab us and Howard Bul | ock."

"Bul | ock and Skagway Wllie are with Doc?" Long Tom asked.

"Yes."
Renny expl ai ned how the girl had acted after the mention of a man named Juneau. "Apparently she
knows that guy," Renny said. "And as soon as she got the chance, she gave us the slip. | think she

wanted to get to Juneau and warn hi m about sonething."

And then Monk and Hamtol d Renny about seeing the girl on this very boat, and of her screans, and
that she had dived overboard.

"She . . . she’'s dead!" Mnk said quietly.

Renny’s gl oony face was set in a frown.

"She was on this boat?" he asked.

"Yeah," said Monk.

"Then she nade an awful m stake!" Renny said. "The poor kid!"

"What the blazes you tal king about?" Mnk denmanded.

"Look," said Renny, and he tried to hold his voice to a whisper. "The crooks in charge of this
yacht are not behind the totem nenace. They' re not even afraid of it. They' re a bunch of chiselers
trying to cut in on sonething, and they don’'t care rmuch who they bunp off while doing it. Doc
figured that out tonight, because he and Skagway WIlie have | ocated H dden Forest and the victinms
that are being held there."

"But— Ham started.

"So you see," Renny continued, "the girl nade a m stake. She thought this was the outfit that
Juneau was connected with. It seenms she knows Juneau. And so she nust have cone to these guys—and
wal ked into trouble!"

The others thought about that for a nmoment.



And then Monk said, "Were's Doc and Bul l ock and Skagway WIIlie, now?"

"They’ ve gone to seize Hi dden Forest," Renny said.

The other Doc Savage aids stared. Long Tomtw sted his head around and gave big Renny a puzzl ed
frown.

"Listen," he snapped. "You don't seize a forest! Wat the devil you tal king about?"

"Hi dden Forest," said Renny, "is the real hide-out of the person behind all this confounded
trouble. And now Doc’s gone to help them That's why he sent ne to try and | ocate you. There's going
to be a showdown with this yacht crowd, and we’re supposed to be ready to help out." Renny swore.
"W have a swell chance, now "

Monk, blinking, said, "Wat the blazes! You say Doc’s going to help the guy behind the totem
nystery?"

Renny nodded.

"Yes. And Doc only had a little time to get there to H dden Forest. If we could only get out of
here and be ready for the noment when—

Long Tom had been trying to get a word in. Sonething was bothering him He exclained, now,
"Listen, what's this business about seizing a—

Renny said, "Hi dden Forest is a boat!"

"I"I'l be blasted!" nmuttered Mnk, voicing the opinion of his partners.

Renny expl ai ned, "The reason you guys got |ost when you tried to | ocate H dden Forest is because
of the glacier."

"The gl aci er?" Long Tom asked, puzzl ed.

"Yes. You see, we first saw them take bearings fromthe edge of that glacier. Wat they were

|l ocating was the boat, on a river sone distance away. But by the time you guys got up there from New
York, things had changed!"

"What changed?" Monk prodded.

"The glacier! Doc figured that out. The glacier nobves a couple feet a nonth, and it was just
enough to throw off all the calculations. That's why you didn't find the boat."

If Renny’s report cane as a surprise, the thing that happened in the next few nonments was even
nore astoundi ng.

There was a sudden commoti on above deck. They heard nen shouting. Then the sounds of feet

poundi ng up and down the decks. They coul d not catch what was being said, but there was obviously
some kind of trouble.

They |i stened.

And then, abruptly, a key was turning in the lock of their cabin door. A second l|ater, the door
pushed open cautiously. Sonmeone cane into the half gloomof the cabin, closed the door, then noved
swiftly across the roominto the circle of |ight cast by the single wall I|ight.

Monk gasped.

"Chosts!" he said.

The other Doc Savage aids stared, blinked their eyes and were too amazed to speak.

The girl | ooked nore beautiful than ever. Excitenent had given color to her cheeks. Her violet
eyes were bright and alive. Light fromthe wall bracket caught the red of her soft hair.

She whi spered breathlessly, "Don't make a sound! They' re searching for me up on deck!"

It was Georgiana Lee.

MONK nurnured, "I nust still be unconscious!"

"You al ways were!" Ham said acidly.

Then the | awyer |ooked at the girl. "How about enlightening us?" he said quickly. "W thought you
wer e drowned. "

"After | got aboard this boat," Georgiana Lee explained, "I saw that | had nade a mistake. | was
scared. But | pretended | knew the real hide-out of . . . of the man who was hol di ng d arence
Faul kner, the mllionaire, and the other victins. W had just started the search, when they spotted
you and the raft."

She | ooked at Long Tom Ham and Monk.

"And then?" Long Tom pronpted, suspiciously. He still distrusted the girl.

"They were trying to figure a way to get you off that island in the river, without getting any of
their own nen killed. | was worried about you. | told themyou were really after ne. And so, then
they got the idea."

"What idea?" said Long Tom

"They would pretend | had tried to escape fromthe yacht, and was drowned. They figured that
woul d take you off their trail, since | was the one you were after."

Monk bl i nked.

The chem st gul ped. "Then it wasn’t you who dived in the river?"

The girl shook her head.

"They dunped a sack filled with sand overboard," she told them "They had ne do sone scream ng."
Her face was suddenly sonber. "I played along with them so they woul d get under way again and | eave
you there on the island. | was afraid you would all be killed!"



Monk beamed. "Swell girl!" he said

Ham added: "I'Il give you a kiss for that sonetine."

The chem st grimaced, |ooking at his partner. "You get a look in the mrror, shyster, and you’l
scare yourself to death!"

He referred to Hamis beard, his tattered appearance. The | awyer, always so meticul ous about his
attire, looked as ragged as the chem st hinself. And Monk knew that, before the pretty girl’s eyes
Ham was in msery.

Ham struggl ed agai nst his bonds. He | ooked at the girl. "Untie us!" he said

The girl started to bend over themto untie the heavy knots that held them hel pl ess

"Listen!" rapped Renny

They distinctly heard the sound of running footsteps along the passageway outside the cabin. The
girl straightened, her face going pale

She whi spered swiftly, "Alittle while ago, | overheard some of themtal king. Somehow, they’ ve
di scovered who | really am They're going to hold all of us for ransom-er death! So | pretended
had escaped fromthe boat. Then | cane down here!"

Georgi ana Lee was staring around frantically, trying to | ocate sonme place of conceal nent
Ham hi ssed a warning, jerked his chin in order to indicate a double tier of bunks across the
cabin. "Get in the upper bunk," he directed quietly. "Flatten yourself back against the wall.

Hurry!™"
The girl noved speedily. Trimlegs swng her up over the top bunk. She rolled back against the
wal | and lay perfectly still. She was in shadows cast by a single dimlight within the cabin

And none too soon

THE cabi n door opened, and a big, bony |looking man with a gun in his fist stuck his head in the
room and | ooked over the Doc Savage crowd.

Renny, Long Tom Monk and Hamlay perfectly still, their eyes closed. Georgiana Lee, up in the
bunk, held her breath. The two pets, in a corner of the room pretended to be asleep

The gunman spoke to soneone behind him

"They're still out cold,"” he nuttered. And then, frowning, added: "Sone dope left this door

unl ocked! "

The man who was with himgave a brittle |augh

"What the hell difference does it make? Those birds are tied up better than nunm es!"

The man with the gun said, "That dane nust have escaped, all right. She swamto shore, |ike
said." He laughed. "I wonder how she'll |ike starving'"

They departed, then; the key clicked in the | ock

Foot st eps faded al ong the passageway outside. There was silence

"O K.," Mnk called softly to the girl.

CGeorgi ana Lee slid down fromthe upper bunk. Again, she bent over Doc Savage's aids. She started
wor ki ng furiously on Renny’s bonds

It was a good fifteen mnutes before she could get even one of the knots | oose. The rope used was
heavy and had been first soaked in water. The knots were al nost solid

But Renny finally got a hand free, and then he was helping the girl untie his other wist. The
big engineer’'s powerful fingers swiftly pried | oose the knots. He shortly had both hands free, then
hi s ankl es.

Then he was on his feet. He whipped toward his partners, and hel ped the girl untie them

Monk got up and stretched his hairy arns and | egs and announced, "Let's get up there on deck and
bust a few skulls!"

The girl was suddenly in front of him

"Wait!" she warned

They | ooked at her

"l didn't get a chance to finish before those men came down here. | didn't tell you the worst of
it

"What do you nean?" asked Long Tom

"There was sonething el se they were tal king about," expl ained Georgiana Lee. "I heard themjust
before | sneaked down here."

The girl caught her breath, raced on

"They' ve |located the . . . the man who captured C arence Faul kner and sone of the others. They're
setting a trap for that other boat. There's going to be an awful fight! And that isn't all!"
"What — Monk started

"They’'ve learned," said the girl, "that Doc Savage has slipped aboard that other boat. They're
going to capture himtoo. They' re going to hold the whole crowd of you for ransom "

The girl was trenbling, now

She started to reach in the pocket of her flannel shirt for a handkerchief

The Doc Savage aids all started talking at once. And then, realizing that their voices m ght draw
soneone back here to their cabin, they stopped. They |let Ham do the talking

Ham said shrewdly, "Listen, Georgiana, every tine you' ve nentioned this crook who is conmandi ng



the boat called the Hi dden Forest, you ve acted strangely. You act as though you know who that guy
is. Now, how about it?"

They wai ted. None wanted to accuse the girl, but Hamis words were true.

She pul | ed the handkerchief from her pocket, started to wi pe at her perspiring forehead.

Somet hi ng struck the desk. Sonething that had been pulled out with the handkerchief.

Ham bent down quickly, straightened with a snall wooden object in his hand.

Al saw what Hamturned over in his hand. It was one of the small, carved wooden totem pol es.
There was the face of an Indian with slanted eyes on one side. On the other, the image of an ow.
The girl was suddenly chewi ng her |ower |ip. Her hands trenbl ed.

Ham studying her carefully, said, "Wy have you al ways been frightened when you cane across this
t hi ng?"

The girl hesitated a nmoment; then, surprisingly, her chin came up proudly.

"All right," she said. "I'lIl tell you. For years, he's made a hobby of carving these things. He
got his start up here, logging cedar, and those little totempoles are sort of an enblem of his
first start toward the fortune he accunul ated. He only gave themto intimate friends and a few nmen
who had been associated with himin business. Anyone receiving one of these things would i mediately
know from whomit had come—f they had ever been associated with him"

"Who?" Ham pr odded.

"My uncle, Honmer Dale," announced the girl tremulously. "Honmer Dale is the person on the Hi dden
Forest. He is the man who directed the kidnapping of O arence Faul kner and Howard Bul | ock!"
Amazerment was on Monk’'s face.

"Then Doc must know it’s Honer Dale!" the chemi st exclainmed. "That's why he’'s gone aboard the

H dden Forest, to grab Honer Dale!"

But the girl shook her head.

“I"'mafraid not," she said. "You see, Skagway Wllie really works for ny uncle. | didn't know
that, at first. Skagway WIlie was enployed to | ead you and Doc Savage astray, to keep you off Homer
Dale's trail. But, now—-

"Yes?" soneone pronpted.

"Skagway WIllie, fromwhat |’'ve | earned, has | ed Doc Savage aboard the Hi dden Forest, into a

trap. That's what the men aboard this yacht were waiting for. They're going to attack Homer Dale’s
boat!"

Monk and the others groaned.

Chapter XVIII. RETRI BUTI ON

IT was the hour before dawn, and silence lay like a great shroud over the Al askan wil derness.

Not hing stirred. As though a mammoth curtain were being soundl essly drawn down over the sky, the
stars blinked out one by one, and a soft grayness spread across the heavens.

Doc Savage and the Indian guide, Skagway Wllie, were the only two humans that noved in a world
of silence. They swuing up over the railing of the old sailing ship and noved soundl essly al ong the
scrubbed wooden decks.

The I ndian, making silent nmotions with his hands, indicated the way.

They reached a hatch opening, descended a conpani onway toward the captains quarters of the old
ship. They noved quietly through the dark passageway bel ow deck.

And then Skagway W/ |ie paused before a door. He made a notion. He said softly, "Homer Dale, man
you want, in there!"

Doc Savage nodded. His metallic fingers, making no sound, touched the doorknob. The cabin door
opened noi sel essly.

Doc | ooked over his shoul der and spoke very quietly. "Wait outside," he nurnured.

The | ndi an gui de nodded. He stepped back and watched the door close again as Doc Savage

di sappeared into the cabin.

Then a brief, satisfied smle crossed Skagway WIllie's | ean features. He spat tobacco juice,
turned, hurried back along the passageway. He went swiftly toward the crew s quarter of the old
sai |l i ng boat.

He thunped on doors, aroused sl eeping nen. The men piled out of their bunks and appeared with
guns. Recogni zing the Indian, the nen gave excl amati ons of surprise.

"Skagway!" one said.

"What' s up?" another wanted to know.

Shortly, two dozen nmen were jammed around Skagway Wl lie. They were husky fellows, with tanned,
bl ocky features.

The Indian said, "Well, we’ve got Doc Savage. He's in boss’s cabin, now. Cone!"

W1l d yells acconpani ed the rush forward. O her crew nenbers joined the stanpede. A nonent |ater,
the passageway outside the cabin into which Doc Savage had di sappeared, was packed with grimfaced
nen.

There was great yelling and racket as one of the nen thunped on the door.

There was no answer.

One particularly husky fellow threw his solid weight against the panel. The door rattled on its



hi nges.

"Cone out, Savage, or we'll bust this dammed door down!" the nan roared.

Then the door opened, and the men with guns fell back. Hormer Dale hinself stood there before

t hem

"All right," he said. "Relax! 1've taken care of that bronze guy!"

Homer Dal e was a big man, towering above the others who stood there before him He had massive
shoul ders, heal thy, weather-burned features and a shock of gray hair. For all his age, he |ooked
like a man well able to handle hinself.

He cl osed the door behind him snapped an order.

He said, "Every man on deck! There's going to be trouble!"

The men with guns stared.

"Troubl e?" sonmeone asked.

"That nmob aboard the yacht is headed this way. There's going to be one hell of a battle. Snap to
it

Excited, the nen started piling toward the conpani onway that |ed topside. Every man aboard the
old boat was ordered to the deck. Guns and ammunition were distributed.

The gray-haired, ruddy-faced | eader did not follow inmmediately. He went back into his captain’s
quarters and | ocked the door behind him

He | ooked at the man who was strapped down in the bunk, a nman who was an identical inmage of

hi nmsel f.

He said, "That truth serumought to be about ready to work." He pulled adhesive tape fromthe
bound captive's |ips.

The big man on the bunk rolled wi de eyes upward. He stared in amazenent. Then he blurted, "You're
Doc Savage!"

Doc Savage, whose features now appeared the sane as those of the hel pless man in the bunk, whose
clothes were those that had been taken fromthe victim nodded.

"Yes," he said. "That ought to save us a lot of prelimnary talk."

THE bronze man’s duplication of Honer Dale had been swi ft and accurate, the nonment Skagway WIllie
had left himat the cabin doorway.

The real Homer Dale, asleep in his bunk, had been seized, his nmouth taped, his entire nuscul ar
system made i ncapabl e of novenent by sudden nerve pressure that Doc Savage had applied to certain
parts of his body with his capable, sw ft-noving fingers.

Substitution of Honer Dale's clothing had been fast. Make-up of the bronze man’'s features had
necessarily been hasty, but in the half-dark passageway outside, the nmenbers of the crew had not
noticed this. A wig had conpl eted the make-up, and Doc had been carrying the necessary supplies in
his special equi pnent vest, which he wore beneath his clothing.

He bent over hel pl ess Honer Dal e, exam ned the arm where he had injected the truth serum There
was a slight swelling where the needl e had punctured the flesh.

Doc said, "You had better tal k—and you had better nake it fast!"

The big man lying in the bunk started to sweat. He tried to keep his jaws cl anped together.

"To hell with you!" he nanaged to say.

Doc renoved the hypoderm c needle fromhis equi pment vest. He swiftly prepared another injection.
"Two doses of this stuff is going to |leave you with quite a headache," he said.

He gave the injection, waited a nonment, then snapped, "You ki dnapped C arence Faul kner. You

sei zed Howard Bull ock. There are others, sonme held aboard this boat. A few you have rel eased. Wy
were those nen seized?"

Honer Dale glared at the bronze nman. A nan of strong character hinself, he tried to outstare Doc
Savage’' s cool gaze. But there was sonething about the conpelling, hypnotic penetration of those eyes
that caused himto drop his eyes. Also, the truth serumwas beginning to work on his system

He suddenly blurted, "They robbed ne, that’'s why!"

"Robbed you?" Doc asked quietly.

"Yes, damm their dirty rotten souls! | was a mllionaire. | made every cent | had the hard way.
I"ve worked all nmy life!"

"Yes?" Doc Savage pronpted gently. He watched the trenbling of Honmer Dale, saw the terrible
enotional reaction that was gripping the man.

"Well," continued Doc’s captive, "today |'mpractically a pauper. All | own in the world is this
boat, a couple of canps that |I built years ago up here in Al aska!"

"What happened?" said the bronze man quietly.

Honer Dale stared wildly.

"Bul | ock, d arence Faul kner, a dozen others," he stammered, "they sw ndled ne out of every dine |
had in this world. The devils tricked nme, left me penniless. They . . . they—=*

Homer Dal e al nost had a convul sion then. Saliva drooled fromhis nouth. H's eyes bul ged and
becane red-ri med.

Doc spoke swiftly, soothingly. There was sonethi ng about the magnetic quality of his renarkable
voi ce that calmed the man in the bunk. Hormer Dale relaxed a little.



"Tell me," said Doc softly, "the rest?"

Keeping control of hinself with a mghty effort, Honer Dale continued, "They were clever about
it, those crooks. There was no way | could prove in a court of law that | had been sw ndled. So |
decided to take things into ny own hands. | would ki dnap them one by one, and get every cent they
had in ransom | would even the slate for what those swindlers didtonme. | . . . |—= The man's
voice started to rise shrilly again.

Doc, hinself a surgeon, suddenly understood the look that was in Honer Dale’'s eyes. The man was
not insane; but grief over the loss of his fortune, the trick that had been played on him had

al mrost cost himhis reason. Here was a man who, because of circunstances, had gone berserk on the
idea of gaining retribution. He had taken the law into his hands. He had gone a little nad, Doc

t hought, and yet he suddenly felt sorry for Homer Dal e. Shock, the bronze nman realized, can do
strange things to a brilliant man. And Hormer Dal e had been a brilliant man in his day!

Doc said, "It might be possible to get back your noney w thout breaking the |aw, w thout

bl oodshed. Perhaps we can help you."

Honer Dale stared. "You really nean—

And then, in the next nmonment, it |ooked as if the bronze man's offer had cone too |ate.

Sonmewhere outside in the early norning grayness, a gun thundered. Sonething struck the ship which
carried Doc Savage and his captive. It trenbled fromend to end.

From t he decks above came wild shouting and the sound of snall-arns gunfire. A man yelled. H's
words carried down from above.

"It's the white yacht! They' ve got a deck gun!"

When Doc Savage, still in the make-up of Homer Dal e, reached the deck of the old ship, his eyes
flashed with quick discovery. Standing off their port bow was the yacht, sleek and trim and
fast-1ooking. Even as Doc arrived on deck, the nodern-Iooki ng weapon on the deck of the other boat
flashed again. Thunder rolled across the river.

The topmast overhead cracked, came toppling downward as nmen | eaped to get out of its way. There
was excitement and confusion. The crack of small weapons sounded insignificant after the boom ng
roar of the deck gun aboard the yacht.

And with each nonment, the yacht was drawi ng closer. The old sailing boat didn't have a chance.
Men stood at the rails of the yacht with nodern rifles in their hands. Soneone bel |l owed an order
across the intervening water.

"Surrender—er we blast you to hell and gone!"

Above the nan’'s shouted denand, cane a thunderous bellow from aboard the yacht.

"Grab them Monk!"

It was big Renny’s boonming voice that crashed out fromthe yacht. The man who had shouted the
surrender order was seized. There was sudden wild fighting aboard the yacht.

Sormeone on the sailing boat, near the bronze man, said puzzledly, "Wat the hell! Mtiny!" And
then, "Cone on, now s our chance!"

Men aboard Honer Dal e’s Hi dden Forest |eaped up to the rail. The white yacht was fast noving
close. Wthin seconds the boats bunped sides.

Men fromthe H dden Forest started tunbling aboard the yacht. The free-for-all battle that
followed was really sonething to tal k about.

And then, as fists slugged and nmen cursed and the battle surged across the decks, the crew of the
Hi dden Forest becane aware of a startling fact.

Four of the nen on the yacht were not fighting the Hi dden Forest crew. Rather, they were hel ping
knock out the hard-faced thugs of the yacht.

The four were Monk, Ham big Renny and skinny Long Tom

And with them a fifth man was fighting. He was accounting for nmore unconscious thugs than
anyone.

Everyone was amazed. Homer Dale, for a m ddl e-aged nan, was supposed to be a good fighter. But
not that good!

And then, in the nél ée, the bronze man’s gray wi g was knocked | oose. Hi s bronze-colored hair was
revealed in the norning |light. Gease paint had been snmeared fromhis features, showi ng up his real
bronze skin.

It was Monk who gul ped, "Doc!"

THE | ast menber of the yacht nmob had been knocked out or tied up.

Georgi ana Lee was there with the Doc Savage aids, her cheeks flushed with excitenment, her violet
eyes bright. A club was in her small hand.

She stammered, "I . . . | tried to help alittle!"

A tall, sandy-haired man, who had been | eading the Hi dden Forest crew, suddenly stepped forward.
He stared at Doc Savage, at those with Doc, at the girl.

"l don’t get this?" he said, puzzled.

The girl stepped forward. "Juneau!" she cried.

Monk and Ham | ooked at her.

"Who— the chenist started.



The girl said, "Juneau is one of uncle Honer Dale's sons!" And then, swiftly, she was singling
out two other young nmen, each tall and wi ry-1looking, each with the sanme type of sandy-colored hair.
The men were battered and bruised, and there were clubs in their fists. But they managed a smle.
"And these two are Bethel and Norme Dale,"” the girl said. "Those are ni cknanes they were given
years ago by their father. He picked out names of Al askan towns, and called his sons by those
nanes. "

Monk, Long Tom and Ham were staring at the man the girl had called Bethel. It was their bearded
rifleman of the |log-raft episode!

Ham started to say, "But | thought—

Bethel smled. "That | was one of the yacht npb?" he finished. He shook his head. "Father planted
me in that gang so that | could get information. | was also the one who led you on the wong trail
through the forest. But it wasn’t until later that | |earned you were Doc Savage nen!"

Doc Savage said quietly, "Put the captives in chains, tenporarily. C arence Faul kner is aboard
the Hi dden Forest. Put himwith the other captives. W can pick up Howard Bullock later. He is tied
up aboard the plane, about ten nmiles down the river."

Ham sai d, "But, Doc, | thought they were—

"Crooks!" said the bronze man. "As much so as the npbsters aboard the yacht. They will all be
given a special treatnent, and nmade to repay what rightfully belongs to Honer Dale."

"You nean," Monk gasped, "that guy Honer Dale isn't a crook?"

"Not exactly," said Doc Savage. "He was an honest nan driven sonewhat berserk by the theft of his
fortune by unscrupul ous persons.”

AN unusual formof activity kept the bronze man and his aids in Al aska for several weeks

follow ng that eventful mnorning.

From Doc Savage's pl ane, special equi pnent cases were brought aboard the yacht—+t was nore nodern
and nore suitable than the H dden Forest —and there, in one of the |large stateroons, a strange

| aboratory was set up. As a matter of fact, it was not unlike an operating room Doc Savage spent
l ong hours performing a delicate type of brain operation on all the captives.

The process which the bronze man used was one that had been established at a special institution
of Doc’s own in upper New York State. There, at what was known as the "college," crooks underwent
delicate operations that wi ped out all menory of their shady pasts. They agai n became good citizens
and honest men, to again take their places in society.

The operations that Doc performed in Al aska were somewhat along this line.

Six men—ncluding little C arence Faul kner and Howard Bul | ock—aere anong t hose who had swi ndl ed
Honer Dale and, in turn, had been kidnaped by the forner millionaire |unber king.

They were given treatnents. Later, they were shown actual figures proving, right down to actual
cents and dollars, how nuch they had sw ndl ed from Honer Dal e.

Al'l, horrified when they saw that they had been di shonest, nade specific arrangenents to repay

i medi atel y. Each of the victins was weal thy, though he had come by his wealth dishonestly. But now
they were overly anxious to become honest nen. The idea that they had done such a thing appalled
t hem

None realized how successful the bronze nan’s operations had been.

Homer Dal e, hinself, underwent a different course of treatnent beneath Doc Savage's skilled
hands. He lost all desire for revenge. The quirk that had affected his mnd was straightened out.
Meanwhi | e, Monk and Ham had been spending every possi bl e nonment apol ogizing to | ovely Georgi ana
Lee for having suspected of her of being involved with crooks.

THE END



