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Chapter |I. THE MAN WTH THE FACE
THE man with the ugly face was |lying. He wal ked up to the doorman of the Explorers League—the
doorman at the service door, not the man who was accepting the engraved invitations at the main
entrance—wi th a confident manner. He carried a press canera, a carton of photoflash bulbs, a tripod;
he had a card that read PRESS stuck in his hatband.
"Phot ogr apher fromthe News-Press," he said.
He had a voice that was stilted, unnatural, sonewhat strange. H's words were sounded queerly, as
if there was sonmething wong with his tongue, or as if he was not famliar with the English
| anguage.
The doornman was not suspicious. "Press section in front, to the left," he said.
Then he took another |ook, and his nmouth became round with shock. It was a little appalling, his
first look at the face of the man who had just said he was a photographer. The man’s face was really
two faces—that is, the left side of it was radically different fromthe right side. The right side
was an ordinary face, rather young, alnost handsone. The |left side was heavy, thick-1ipped, darker
of cast, with an aboriginal cast to the features. The line of demarcati on—+the |ine where one half
face left off, and the other began—was sharply defined, like a |line drawn down through the m ddl e of
the forehead, down the nose, and on down the middle of the chin.
"Say, what done that?" The doorman was | ooking at the face.
The other man pointed at his canmera. "Renenber that powder they used to use to take flashlight
pi ctures?" he asked. "Ever think what woul d happen if that stuff fell on a nan's face as it burned?"
"Ch," said the doorman.
"You should have seen it," the man with the face said, "before the plastic surgeon worked on it."
"Ch," repeated the doorman. "Yeah. Wel|l-—dh—the press section’s in front, and to the left, like |
said."
The man with the ugly face strode on into the Explorers League.
His lip, the lip of his right face, curled scornfully.
"The gullible fool," he muttered to hinself. "He woul d believe anything." He touched his face. In
a secluded spot, he got out a hand mirror and | ooked at his face. The lip of his right face hooked
up fiercely on the end; the one on his left face got a sardonic warp. In returning the mrror to his
pocket, he touched the spot under his clothing where a revolver was hidden, to make sure the gun was
still there.
Wel | satisfied with hinself, he entered the auditorium The place was normally the |arge nain
| ounge of the Explorers League, but it had been converted, for the purpose of this neeting, for the
presentation of the Explorers League Ten Year Medal, into an auditoriumby the placing of folding
chairs. The man with the ugly face made hinsel f inconspi cuous—hot in the press secti on—by standing
against a wall.
THE audi torium was packed with a distinguished gathering. Probably there would not, for another
ten years at |east, be another as distinguished. Fanmpbus explorers, noted scientists, could be found
in the Explorers League clubroons any evening; but this conclave tonight was a special occasion, one
so outstanding that it came but once in each ten years.
The chairman of the board of presentati on was speaking.
He had finished his prelimnary words. He was pausing regretfully.
"We are sorry," he said, "that seven of our nobst valued and brilliant nenbers cannot be here
tonight. | refer to young Daniel Stage, the explorer who was |ost nore than a year ago in the South
Anerican jungle. And | refer also to those nmenbers of the Explorers League who went on expeditions
to find Daniel Stage, and never cane back, and have not been heard from Those six are Joseph
Branch, El npo Wal ker Eagle, Tom Kennedy, Baron Edouard Corby, Felix Point-Mckey, and Jock van
Biltnore. To those six, the history of science and exploration owes a great deal, for they were nore



than six wealthy men. They were men who devoted their lives to progress in science and exploration
and, when called upon to do so, went unhesitatingly into the face of unknown peril in the hope of
rescui ng Dani el Stage. Greater courage than that, no man has."

The speaker paused. There was sonber silence. The man with the ugly face had a | ook of sardonic

evil. Suddenly realizing the expression that nmust be on his visage, he wiped it off

"Havi ng touched on this sad note," continued the speaker, "I will leave it. But | wll pause for

a few nmonents, and | know that each of you will pray silently that Daniel Stage and the six who have
tried to find himw |l be able to return safely to us."

The man with the face started to sneer, caught hinself. He noved back a step, to a spot where it
was darker. Hi s eyes roved over the audience

"Tonight," said the speaker, "we are presenting the Explorers League Ten Year Medal. Each year

as you know, we nmake a presentation for the nost outstanding achi evenent in the science or
exploration for the year. And each ten years, we present the League’'s Ten Year Medal. As you know,
this is the highest honor the world of science and exploration is able to pay to any man. In the
past, only nen of the caliber of Thonas A. Edison and Admiral Richard E. Byrd have earned
distinction worthy of its bestowal ."

Al t hough his eyes still were on the audience, the gaze of the man with the ugly face had becone
fixed. He had singled out two stocky men. They were seated together. They saw him stared at him
When he shook his head, they |ooked away quickly

"This time, there were many worthy candi dates for the award," continued the speaker, "but the
board of presentation, upon its final vote, was unaninously for the award going to Cl ark Savage
Jr. "

An api sh-1o00king gentleman in the front row suddenly appl auded | oudly. H s conpanion, a very
dapperly dressed man, gave hima jab in the ribs. "Mk, you lout, this is the wong tine to

appl aud, " snapped the dapper nman. "Everybody already knows who got the award. It was on the
invitation." These words rang out in the stillness, and everyone | aughed; then there was appl ause
that rose to deafening vol une

The speaker smiled, waved his arms for silence. It was sone tinme before he got it

"Pl ease, please!" exhorted the speaker. "Let nme tell you sonething of O ark Savage." He smled

and turned toward the newspapernmen. "The gentlemen of the press happen to be particularly
interested, because they have in the past seenmed to be somewhat baffled by M. Savage. So much so
that they refer to himas the man of nystery, or the man of bronze."

The reporters grinned

"Gentlenmen, | will refer to dark Savage as Doc Savage, because we all know himas Doc," said the
speaker. "I will also be brief. Doc Savage is probably nore of a scientist than any of us, because
he is a product of science. As nobst of you know, he was placed in the hands of scientists in

chil dhood, and throughout youth and until early nanhood, underwent rigorous training at the hands of
these scientists. Mst of the things the newspapers"—the speaker glanced at the press row

agai n—print about Doc happen to be true. They call hima mental w zard, a physical marvel. And this
happens to be true. Wthin, of course, human limts. Doc is no fantastic, inhuman creation, as we,
who are well acquainted with him know.

"Doc Savage's career is an unusual one. It is the rather strange career of righting wongs and
bringing to justice those who are outside the law, particularly in the far corners of the earth.
imagine it is this unusual work which has contributed to the nystery which surrounds him
"Fundanent al | y, though, Doc Savage is a scientist, a surgeon, an explorer. H's know edge i n nany
fields is fabulous, his acconplishnents of infinite value. I amnot going to delve deeply into his
work in science and exploration, any one of which would nore than warrant his receiving this honor."
The speaker took a deep breath

"Centlenen," he said, "I present a truly nodest man—Boc Savage."

Doc Savage appeared from an adj acent room

The dapper man on the front row punched the api sh one. "Applaud now, you m stake of nature," he
sai d.

The adnonition was not needed. Appl ause was trenmendous, continued for mnutes

Doc Savage was a giant man of bronze, but physically so well proportioned that it was not unti

he stood beside the speaker, and shook hands with him that his real size was apparent. A few snal
t hi ngs—the sudden | eaping out of bars of sinewin his neck, the flow ng cables of strength in his
hands—ndi cat ed fabul ous physical strength. Tropical suns had given his skin a permanent bronze, his
hair was a bronze hue only slightly darker

Strength, power, vitality, all carefully reserved, was the inpression he gave. H's eyes in
particular were striking; they were like pools of flake gold being continually stirred

The roomwas full of white light popping frompress canera flashbul bs. Newsreel nen had turned on
powerful spotlights. The engineers of two radi o networks, having scuttled over to the rostrum were
maki ng |l ast-mnute placenents of their mcrophones. Finally quiet was restored, the confusion
subsi ded, and Doc Savage began speaki ng

The gi ant bronze man’s voi ce was nodul ated, reserved, charged with a vibrant resonance that

filled the auditorium He spoke sinply, and very briefly.



The man with the ugly face was | ooking at the two stocky men at whom he had shaken his head
earlier. He caught their eyes. Then he made, very slowly and deliberately so that the gesture would
attract no attention, a stroking nmotion with his hand over the | eft—he i nhuman—si de of his face.
The stocky pair nodded.

THE man with the face picked up his canmera, his tripod, the other stuff, and left the cl ubroons

of the Explorers League. He had taken no pictures.

IN the auditorium departure of the man was not noticed, because Doc Savage was still speaking.

He was not saying anything particularly inportant; acceptance speeches at award presentations are
never vital. But the attention was rapt, because the bronze man’s voice and nmanner were like a

vi brant nagnetic force in the room

A tall, powerful man with a thick neck, occupying a seat on the center aisle, where he could see
Doc Savage clearly, was the first to applaud on several occasions. He did so |oudly, and once the
bronze man's flake gold eyes rested on himfor a nonent.

Possi bly the powerful, thick-necked man’s vociferous appl audi ng accounted for the fact that Doc
Savage saw sonet hing that happened when the gathering in the Explorers League auditorium ended.
The incident created no turnoil. It attracted no notice fromanyone, in fact, except Doc Savage.
The bronze man saw it.

The two stocky nen wal ked up to the thick-necked man. One of the stocky pair, keeping his right
hand in his coat pocket, gouged the powerful man in the back with a hard object in the pocket.
"This is a gun, brother," he said. "If you don't want your insides to | eak out, you better cone
with us."

The man’s face was toward Doc Savage when he said that, and the |ight overhead was bright. Doc
was watching the man’s |lips. And Doc Savage was an adept |ip reader.

No flicker of enotion crossed the bronze nmars face to show that he knew what had been said.
However, he did politely excuse hinself fromthe group where he was standing. He noved to the left,
skirted the crowd swftly.

The two stocky nen and their prisoner left the auditorium the captive walking stiffly, his face
fixed. They reached the sidewal k, turned right, noved to the corner. They waited until a traffic
light changed, then crossed with it into the park.

The park was a luxuriant green lung in the center of the darkened city. Farther south, and

farther north, where the bordering district was |ess exclusive, there were people on the benches,
sone sl eeping on the grass. But here, the park was al nost enpty.

Doc Savage, noving like a bronze ghost in the nurk, vaulted the stone wall, vanished in the
shrubbery. A nonent |ater, the bronze man stepped from behind a bush onto the path.

The two stocky men were taken conpletely by surprise. One groaned involuntarily as the gun was
crushed out of his fingers by a grip of terrific strength. There was a |l oud ripping and snappi ng
sound as Doc Savage grabbed the other man’s gun—the weapon was in an arnpit hol ster; Doc gripped it
t hrough coat fabric—and tore it out bodily, snapping the holster straps. The man, wenched si dew se
by the force of the bronze man's strength, stunbled over a bush, fell heavily.

THERE was a nonent of startled silence. Doc Savage said nothing. He took the two guns, one at a

ti me—they were revol vers—and broke them The cartridges splattered into the grass. He threw the
guns, one after the other, off to the left, toward the mrrored gl eam of water in the noonlight. Two
chuggi ng spl ashes cane back, and the water rippled and danced for a nonent, then becane flat again.
Doc said, "Stand close together, you two."

The stocky pair got together, stood with their hands |ifted shoul der-high.

The bronze nman eyed them He |ooked at their prisoner, the big man with the thick neck.

"None of you belong to the Explorers League," the bronze nman said. "How did you get in?"

The thick-necked man suddenly pointed a hand at Doc Savage. There was a stubby bl ack two-barrel ed
derringer init, and the twin snouts of steel menaced the bronze man.

"You stand still!" said the thick man. "If you as nuch as bat an eye, 1'll blow you open, so help
ne! "

Doc Savage becane rigid, notionless.

"Search him Lon," ordered the thick-necked man. "And be dammed careful. The guy is poison."

The stocky man, nanmed Lon, patted his hands oven's Doc’s clothing, reaching far out to do it, and
hi s hands, whenever they were on the notionless bronze nman, trenbling.

"Clean," he said. "He's clean, Tiny."

Tiny said, "You go get the car, Bat."

Bat, frightened, said, "W’'re calling too many nanes."

"It won't nake any difference," said Tiny grimy. "Go get the car."

Bat went away, breathing heavily. He headed in the direction of the street which bordered the
park, and his footsteps died away.

The large man with the thick neck, Tiny, watched Doc Savage intently.

"Nice trick, didn't you think?" he asked.

"A good trick," Doc agreed.

"It took you in, didn't it?" Tiny |laughed the |augh of a scared man who was feeling desperate.

"By applauding, | got you to noticing me in the hall. Wen Bat and Lon closed in, they did it when



they were sure you would notice. But the lip-reading part of it was best of all, don't you think?"
"You knew | could read |ips?"

"Sure."

"What is the idea behind it?" Doc asked.

Tiny said, "Shut up!"

There followed three or four mnutes of silence, then Lon nuttered, "Here comes Bat with the
car." Lon sounded as if he was a little ill. He kept feeling of his ribs, his shoul der, where the
hol ster straps had brui sed hi mwhen Doc snapped them "I think | got two broken ribs," he said.
The car was a sedan, not an obtrusive one. It was black, with some chromumtrim and
white-sidewall tires. They got in. Lon sat on the right of Doc Savage; Tiny straddl ed the junp-seat,
facing the bronze man with his gun.

"Take that drive that cuts in toward the center of the park, Bat," Tiny said. "There won't be any
traffic there this tine of night."

The car noved. The nmuffler was | oose, or the exhaust nanifold, because the engine nmade a little
nore noi se than it should have. Gtherw se the car seenmed to be in good condition.

Doc Savage asked, "Wat is behind this?"

"You said that once before," Tiny grow ed. "Shut up."

"You intend to kill me?"

"Ch, no, no," Tiny said. "No, of course not."

He did. There was lie all through his voice.

Doc said quietly, "You might tell ne why."

Lon grow ed, "Because a guy was going to come to you for help, and we didn't want it that way.
That’ s why."

"Shut up, Lon," Tiny snapped.

Doc Savage | eaned back on the cushions and squirned a little; he seenmed to be relaxing. Hs feet
were close together, and one of themrubbed the other. A nonent |ater, the heel cane off his right
shoe w t hout maki ng enough sound to be noticed above the exhaust nmutter of the engine. Doc stepped
down on the heel rather hard.

Then the bronze nman’s body becane sl ack, his eyes closing. He lay that way, his head rolling to
the side.

"What the hell!" exclaimed Lon.

"Careful!" warned Tiny.

Lon | eaned over, very cautiously, and put a hand over the bronze nman’s nouth and nose. He held
the hand there for some nonents.

"He ain't breathin'!" Lon expl oded.

"He's fainted."

"They keep on breathing after they' ve fainted," said Bat. "Maybe it was his heart?"

Tiny grow ed with satisfaction. "What’'s the difference? He’'s out. Pull over on the side, Bat. And
hand nme that thing of yours."

Bat asked, "You mean ny knife?"

"Yes," Tiny said in a |low voice. "Gve nme your knife."

And that was all they said.

Chapter 11. THE M SSI NG MAN

PH L O REILLY was one of the younger nenbers of the Explorers League, and he was proud of his
menber shi p, al though painfully aware that he probably had acconplished | ess than anyone el se who
bel onged to the League. He hoped to renedy that. He was a w de, powerful young man, rather serious,
with a good academ c know edge of general science. He happened to be quite wealthy.

He had been proud to receive an invitation to the Ten Year Medal presentation cerenonies.

For al nost an hour now, he had prow ed through the | eague cl ubroons, seeking Doc Savage, and not

finding him
He accosted a steward. "Have you seen M. Savage? It is rather inportant that | talk to him"
The steward shook his head. "I believe he's gone."

"What about his two associ ates who were here?" Phil asked. "Mnk—+ nean, Lieutenant Col onel

Andr ew Bl odgett Mayfair. And Ham Brooks—Bri gadi er General Theodore Marl ey Brooks. Do you know thenP"
"Ch, yes, | know them" said the steward. "Mnk was the fell ow who sat on the front row and

appl auded, and Ham Brooks was the well-dressed man who punched himin the ribs." The steward

chuckl ed. "You should hear those two argue sone tinme. The things they call each other!"

"Are they still here?"

"No. They left a few m nutes ago."

Phil was disappointed. "I wanted to talk to Savage about Daniel Stage," he remarked, nore to
hinmself than the steward. "I think I'Il try to tel ephone himat his headquarters."

Phil got on the tel ephone, put in a call. He recognized the squeaky, childlike voice that

answer ed—+t bel onged to the apish-1ooki ng Monk Mayfair, who, Phil happened to know, was one of the
country’'s leading industrial chemsts, in spite of the fact that there didn't appear to be roomfor
nmore than a spoonful of brains in his head.

"Doc ain't here. | dunno where he went," Mnk said with ungranmatical carel essness. "Wuat you



want with hinf"

"I want to talk to him" Phil said. "I have an enornmpus admration for Doc Savage."

"So have |," Mnk said. "So has everybody who knows him Wo did you say you are?"

"M. Philip OReilly."

"Ch, yeah. That young squirt with a ot of nobney who is trying to be an explorer. | renmenber."
Phil, angered, said, "I aman explorer."

"Ch, sure. You crossed Africa in a Rolls-Royce and a trailer, conplete with refrigerator and | ace
curtains. | heard about it."

Phil reddened with indignation. That African venture had been his initial whirl at exploring, and
t he newspapers had nortified himby calling it a luxury cruise, a joy jaunt, a plush-lined caravan,
and ot her things.

He snapped, "I want to talk to M. Savage about Daniel Stage."

"You nmean Dani el Stage, the explorer who has been lost in the South American jungles. Wat about
hi n?"

"Dani el Stage was ny friend."

"Yeah?"

"1 amthinking about taking an expedition to hunt for him"

Monk snort ed.

"Li sten, sonny boy, you better stick to plush-cushion exploring," the honely chem st said. "Down
where Dani el Stage went, you won't be driving a Rolls and a trailer."

"I"mperfectly conpetent!"”

"Sure, we all think we’'re conpetent,” Mnk said. "It would be a tough world if we didn't. But
you' Il find out there’'s a good reason why several thousand square miles of country down there are
still unexplored."

"l called you up," snapped Phil, "to ask you if Doc Savage was there. |Is he?"

"No, he ain't."

"Thank you," Phil said, and hung up with an ill-tenpered bang. Then he grinned wyly at the
instrument. "l guess | did turn out to be kind of a panty-waist explorer the first time," he
muttered. "But, you honely clown, you wait until | get another chance!"

He had a grimdetermination to win his spurs as an explorer, and not have to feel unconfortable
every tine he approached a group of old-tiners, because he thought he detected traces of sly grins
on their faces. It was this which had started himtoying with the idea of organizing an expedition
to hunt Daniel Stage.

He was thoughtful about the venture during the ride to his apartnent in a taxicab.

In his hall, Phil OReilly cane upon the man with the ugly face.

THE encounter was brief. But it was a cat-and-dog thing while it lasted. Phil OReilly, being
richer than a young man really should be, occupied a marble hone facing the park. Tourists usually
t hought the place was a nmuseum He pushed open his door, surprised to find it unlocked.

The man with the ugly face was crouched over the mail box. The mail box was placed at the side of
the door, with a slot that opened outside the house.

The man with the face whipped erect, whirled and ran down the hall. Apparently he had been taken
by surprise.

"Hey!" Phil yelled. "Stop, you!"

He hurled his evening stick. The cane whistled over and over through the air, hit the fleeing

man, and knocked himoff stride. He slammed into the wall, went to his knees, skated along on all
fours. But he heaved up again, went on.

"Jonas!" Phil roared.

Jonas was the butler.

Lunging in pursuit of the man, Phil hesitated nonmentarily to scoop up his cane. He threw it

again. This time, he missed.

The man with the ugly face cane to a big window in the back of the house, wapped arns around his
face, and ran through the window as if it wasn't there. A ass cascaded to the floor, leaving a big
hol e in the w ndow.

Phil got his cane again, |eaped out into the night. There was a small lawn, tufted with

shrubbery; an entry-way |led around to the street, where it was bl ocked by a high iron gate. The gate
was easily clinbed.

Taking aim Phil hurled his stick at the man as he went over the gate. Another mss. The stick
hurtled on out into the street and broke the wi ndow of a taxicab. The cab stopped; the driver stuck
his head out and said sone words that probably had never been heard on that street before.

The man with the face ran |like an antel ope, boundi ng up and down. He rounded the nearest corner.
Phil clinmbed over the gate, raced to the corner. The quarry had di sappear ed.

A policeman arrived on the scene. He was the patrol man on the beat; he knew Phil, and he was
respectful .

"What did this intruder |ook |ike, sir?" he asked.

"H's face," said Phil OReilly, "was the nost hideous thing | ever saw on a human bei ng. One half
of it seemed to be conpletely different fromthe other half. One half was a white man’s face, but



the other was—well, different."

"Different how?"

"Kind of thick-1ipped, and foreign, and—well— Phil w ped his face with a handkerchief while
trying to think how to describe the face. "Say, Casey, did you ever see the faces on themlittle
images they dig up in South Anerican ruins?"

"You nmean themthings they got in the nmuseun? Them | nca things?" the officer asked. "Sure, | seen
Cem "
"Well, the other half of this fellows face was |ike one of those."

"Hmmm?" Casey was confused. "He nust have been a right active guy," he added, |ooking at Phil’s
hei ght and squareness.

He knew Phil O Reilly had been coll egiate chanp in several branches of athletics. Phil was al so
qui te handsome—+t was Phil’s secret and horrible suspicion at times that he was pretty, and he
dressed in a rough, tweedy fashion to overcone this.

"The man with the face," said Phil, "was as tough as a brass gorilla, and as active as a real

one. "

“I"1l 1ook around," the cop promsed. "If I find him we'll see if he can outrun a hunk of lead."
"Thanks, Casey," Phil said.

Goi ng back to the house, Phil |ooked in the mailbox, and found the letter from Obidos, South
Aneri ca.

IT was a queer-looking letter. The covering was grayish black and felt like a rubber boot. And it
was rubber. The letter had been seal ed inside a coating of crude-processed native rubber. The
address was on a tag, which was attached.

Phil eyed the foreign stanps, the cancellation marks, the grime on the tag, the queerly stilted
printing of the address. Then he got a knife and chopped the crude rubber covering | oose at one end.
H s eyes got round as he read one of two letters that were contained inside.

It was witten on sone kind of aninal hide that resenbl ed buckskin. The ink was a rather strange,
deep-violet color. The letter read:

Dear Phil:

This is an appeal for help. | amgetting desperate. Also, it is not likely that I will be all owed
to go on living much | onger.

You see, Phil, | have nade a fantastic discovery here in the jungle. It is the npbst anmazing thing
any explorer ever found. But now | cannot get away unaided. | have sent out other appeals for help,

and those nmen have tried to rescue nme, and failed. They are here now, all of themJoseph Branch,
El ro Eagl e, Kennedy, Baron Corby, Point-Mackey and Van Biltnore. They are here, and as hel pl ess as
nysel f.

Any attenpt to rescue us MJST BE KEPT SECRET. You do not understand why now, but you will.

| amgetting this out by Kul, a nessenger who can be trusted. He will wait to guide you here, if
he is able to get out with this.

Qur lives depend on help, Phil. And you nust keep it secret. The others let it be known they were
comng to rescue nme, and that is why they never came back.

Dani el Stage.

Phil O Reilly gaped at the m ssive unbelievingly. He was astounded. He had been pl anni ng an
expedition to rescue Daniel Stage. And here was a letter fromthe nan!

The other note was shorter. It was scrawl ed on parchment in the same odd handwiting that was on
the tag bearing the address.

The note informed:

Senor Phil O Reilly:

| have forward this you. Kul are wait. You cone, he guide.

You say nothing about this, please. You say, you nore likely be dead. Very serious. No one
understand. You cone by ny trading post. Kul here. He guide.

Location of trading post you can learn in Obidos. Cone secretly. | keep Kul here for you.

Niji.

Suddenly excited, Phil OReilly jamed the two nmessages in a pocket. He yelled at the butler,
"Don't wait up for me, Jonas," and dashed out of the door.

He encountered Casey, the patrol man, on the sidewal k.

"Sure, and now | can’'t find no trace of this guy with the face," Casey said.

Phi | excl ai ned, "Casey, | think | know what the fellow was doing in ny house."

"The devil you do! He stole sonething, maybe?"

"I think I surprised himbefore he had a chance," Phil explained. "He was bendi ng over ny

mai | box. There was a letter in the box. A very unusual and valuable letter from South America."

Casey peered at Phil. "Sure, and didn't you say one half of this guy’'s face | ooked South
Anmeri can?"
"He didn't look like a nodern South Anmerican," Phil corrected. "I said half of his face was |ike

the face on one of those prehistoric imges they dig up in ruins."
Casey scratched his head.
"A bit screwy, ain't it, sir?" he said. "You think the guy was after the letter, you say?"



"Yes."
"I"lIl keep looking for the guy," Casey prom sed.

"Thanks, Casey," Phil said. Then, as an afterthought, he declared, "I think |I'll go back and get
a gun.”

"Have you got a permt for the carryin’ of a gun, now?" Casey asked sharply.

"Yes."

"Sure, then it'll be a good idea, |I'mthinkin ."

Phi | dashed back into the house, ran to his gun room+the place was stocked with guns for
everything fromair-pistol target practice to shooting el ephants—and got a dependabl e revol ver that
had a long barrel. It was his favorite weapon.

A TAXICAB took himto one of the tallest skyscrapers in the city. Alighting on the sidewal k, he
peered upward. Haze conceal ed the top floor—the eighty-sixth floor—ef the structure, so that he
could not tell whether wi ndows were |ighted up there. He knew that the eighty-sixth floor housed Doc
Savage’ s headquarters.

A private elevator carried himup. He stepped out in a rather plain hallway, approached a
bronze-col ored door, which was i medi ately opened—Phil |earned |ater there was a capacity-type
bur gl ar - al arm devi ce whi ch showed when anyone cane near the door—by the honely chem st, Monk

Mayf air.

Oh, you," Mnk said. "What’s the matter? You get nad over themrenmarks | made about your
exploring ability, and come down here to punch ne in the nose?"

Monk sounded hopeful. He sounded as if he would enjoy a fight.

"No, no," Phil said. "I've got sonething inportant to talk to you about."

A deep-throated orator’s voice—this one bel onged to Ham Brooks—asked fromthe room beyond, "Wo
is it, you hairy accident?"

Monk ignored the question. "Cone on in," he told Phil.

St eppi ng back, Monk allowed Phil to enter. Noting the width of Phil’s shoul ders, the capable

bl ocks that were the young man's fists, Mk grinned and rubbed his jaw. Then the honmely chemist’'s
alert eyes noted that a small electric light on the wall across the room had fl ashed on.

Monk’ s eyes narrowed. There was a netal detector device, sonmewhat |ike those used in
penitentiaries to |l earn whether the inmates are carryi ng weapons, concealed in the door frame. The
flashing of the Iight neant that their visitor had a piece of netal as |large as a gun conceal ed on
his person.

"Hey, sonny boy," Mnk said. "This place is like the old-tinme Wstern sal oons."

"Eh?" Phil stared at him

"You check your guns at the door."

"Ch." Phil hesitated. Then he renoved his revolver, and placed it on a large inlaid table, which,
with a big safe, was the principal furniture in the reception room "That satisfy you?"

"Partly," Mnk said. "But generally, when a citizen goes around carrying a gun, there’'s a story
connected with it."

Phil O Reilly was | ooking at the other occupants of the room There was Ham Brooks, the
fashion-plate with the orator’s voice. Phil knew he was an em nent |awer.

There was a third man, a man who was a string of bones. He was |onger and thinner than it seened
any man coul d possibly be, and still live. Phil recognized himalso. He was Johnny-W | | i am Har per
Littlejohn, internationally fanpus as an archaeol ogi st and geol ogi st, and noted for his big words.
"Hell o, Johnny," Phil said.

"A paradi sai cal consociative conflux," Johnny renarked.

"l hope that’'s good," Phil said, smling.

"It probably is," a femnine voice said. The woman was seated to the side, where she had not been
noti ced.

Phil stared at the young woman. He was dazzl ed. Seeing her unexpectedly was |ike having |ightning
jump out of a clear sky. She was marvel ously beautiful.

"This is Patricia Savage," the dapper Ham expl ai ned. "Doc’s cousin."

"I"'mvery glad to neet you, Mss Savage," Phil said.

He was, too. She was the nost delightful thing that he could recall having happened to him He
coul d see the Savage fanmily resenbl ance. The bronze hair, a little darker than gold, and the
conpel ling fl ake-gol d eyes.

Monk denmanded, "O Reilly, you say you got business?"

"Yes." Phil nodded. "Very inportant business."

"Any nystery connected to it?"

"Yes."

Monk jerked his thunb at Patricia Savage. "You scram Pat."

The young worman shook her head. "Nothing doing."

"You know the orders Doc gave," Mnk said om nously. "You don't get mixed up in any nore of our
messes. Now, don’t start arguing. | know you like excitenent, and | don't want any argument from
you. "

"l won't argue," Pat said. "I'll just stay." She turned to Phil OReilly and gave hima snile



that would have nelted a brass man. "You don't mind, do you?"

"Of course not," Phil said quickly. "In fact, | want you to stay."

There was about five mnutes of heated argument, and Pat won it.

PH L O REILLY took a deep breath. "Here is ny story," he said.

It took him about seven or eight mnutes to tell it. Wen Phil finished, Mnk said, "It adds up
to this, then: You were planning on going on an expedition to rescue Daniel Stage. And tonight, all
of a sudden out of a clear sky, you get a nessage from hi masking for help. And sonme guy with an
ugly face tried to intercept the nessage, you think. That the story?"

"That's it," Phil replied.

"Ain't it a funny coincidence, you getting the nmessage just as you had nmade up your m nd?" Monk
i nqui red.

"l don't think so." Phil shook his head. "You see, Daniel Stage and | were well acquainted. It is
| ogi cal that he would call on ne for help."

"How come he didn't call on you first? He's had several others try to rescue him"

Phil flushed. "As a matter of fact, Daniel Stage shared your opinion of ny ability as an
explorer. Once he told ne | was a plush-chair explorer. He would call on nen he thought were nore
conpetent in the beginning."

"What do you want Doc to do?" Monk asked.

"l wondered if Doc would be interested in the venture of rescuing Daniel Stage."

"You want to hire Doc?"

Phi|l | ooked indignant. "I’mnot a fool. | know people do not hire Doc Savage. | hoped | m ght
prevail on Doc |eading an expedition, if | would finance it."

"You aren’t just fishing for the credit of having gone on an expedition with Doc Savage?" Mnk
asked rather unkindly.

"No. | don't want any credit."

"1"msurprised,"” Mnk said.

Phil O Reilly stood up.

"You're gonna get surprised again with a bust on the nose," he told Mnk, "if you don't quit

maki ng cracks about ne."

Ham Brooks chuckled. "Sit down, OReilly," he said. "This honely baboon hasn’t got any nanners."
Phi| subsided reluctantly. "Do you think Doc will be interested?" he asked.

"l think he mght be," Ham said.

"Listen, I"'minterested," interjected Pat Savage. "And | know Doc will be."

"You better be interested in staying out of this," Mnk told her.

Pat wrinkled her nose at him "I’m going hone and get sone sleep," she said. "Tonorrow, we'll
find Doc and talk this over with him and start organizing our expedition."

Ham said, "W're leaving, too. W can all go in ny car, and we'll drop you and young O Reilly."
That was all right with Phil. Already he was nmuch interested in the attractive Pat. The idea of

going on an exploring expedition with her intrigued him

They rode down in the private el evator together. The vast |obby of the skyscraper was enpty, and
their heels made clickings on the parquet flooring.

They noved out onto the sidewal k in a conpact group, not expecting trouble.

A man, pushing a small hot-chestnut wagon, saw them wheel ed his wagon over, stopped it in their
pat h.

"Buy some hot chestnuts, people?" he asked.

"Naw, we don't want any," Mnk said. "Hey, nove that wagon outa our way."

The man said, "Sure you want sonme chestnuts."

He upset the wagon. Chestnuts cascaded around their feet. Along with the chestnuts, a glass
bottle fell fromthe cart. It broke, sprayed |liquid over the sidewal k, and the liquid rapidly
vapori zed.

The man jerked a transparent hood out of his pocket, yanked it over his head. It was equi pped
with an el astic which drew the hood nouth tight around his neck.

"Tear gas!" Monk yell ed.

The warning was too |late to do any good. The vapor surged up around them brought stinging agony
to their throats and nasal passages, blinded them

Monk | unged forward, swuing a haynmaker with his fist. It mssed. The chestnut vender tripped Mnk;
the chem st sprawl ed on the sidewal k. Phil OReilly clubbed around with both fists, yelled,
"Sonebody grab the guy!"

The chestnut vender waved his arms. Answering the signal, a gray car—t had been parked down the
street, and was al ready approachi ng—swerved to the curb. There were two men in it, one driving, one
a passenger. The driver renmined at the wheel. The other got out.

Both the driver of the gray car and the fellow who alighted had pull ed transparent hoods over
their heads. These, while by no means gas nmasks, would keep out the tear gas, and a man coul d exi st
on the air inside the hood for a few m nutes.

The two nen, the vender and the one fromthe gray car, seized Pat Savage. Pat screaned. The
vender struck her on the jaw



They hurled Pat into the car, piled in after her, and the machine junped away fromthe curb.
Chapter |11. THE TOUGH MR MASKET

IT was then that M. Dink Masket nade his initial appearance.

Phil O Reilly and Ham Brooks—both of them had the sane idea at once, and it was a good i dea—saw
Di nk Masket about the sane time. They had dashed out of the gas. Also, they’'d had the judgnent to
keep their eyes shut, so that when they opened them they could see after a fashion.

"Look!" Phil yelled.

"l see it," Ham said.

They both stared.

A very large nman who was al so very brown, a man Phil deci ded he had never seen before, had dashed
across the sidewal k, and out into the street, and clanped on to the spare tire and bunper at the
rear of the departing gray car. He clung there.

"He must be one of the gang they were going to | eave behind!" Phil exclained.

"l don't think so," Ham snapped. "Cone on!"

Ham s car, a linousine that |ooked every penny of the seven thousand-odd dollars it had cost, was
parked at the end of the block. They raced to it, piled in.

Ham nade t he nachine | eap ahead, and stop with screaming tires near Monk and Johnny, who,

conpl etely blinded, were cautiously sparring with their fists, each under the inpression the other
was a foe. The bony Johnny, with arnms practically twice the Iength of Mnk’'s, had nmanaged to poke
Monk once between the eyes.

"Quit fighting with each other!" Hamyelled. "Get in this car!" Then, as Mnk and Johnny stunbl ed

toward the sound of Hanis voice, Hamtold Phil, "Steer themin the back seat."
Phil did so. He closed the glass partition between front and rear seats. "That'l|l keep the gas
out, | hope," he said.

Ham sai d nothing. He dropped one eye briefly on the speedoneter. It was already past fifty. He
punched a button on the dash, and a police siren began how ing under the hood.

"It's against the law for a private citizen to have a police siren on his car," Phil said.
"That’'s all right." Ham stanped the accel erator. "W'’ve got honorary conm ssions."

The gray car was a pale-red tail light on the end of a rocket far ahead. But Hamis big nachine
was supercharged, had special |ow springing. It could do, on a straightaway, close to two hundred,
if it had run enough. It was over ninety now.

The tail light of the gray car got closer. There was not much traffic on the streets; what there
was hugged the curbings, because of the siren.

Suddenly the gray car took a corner. Ham braked at the last mnute. He was doing fifty when he
started into the curb, and all four tires |locked and slid and snoked and how ed |ike wol ves.

In the rear seat, centrifugal force tried to throw Monk and Johnny out through the side of the
car.

Monk roared, "Who's driving this thing?"

"Ham Brooks," Phil squalled back at him

"Geat grief!" Monk how ed. "Let ne outa here!"

The speedoneter was back up to seventy.

"CGo ahead and get out," Ham said.

DARK bui | di ngs, street lights, went npani ng past. The |inousine took a high bunp of a street
intersection, nmust have gone fifty feet before its wheels got on the pavenent again.

Their headl i ghts were now spl ashing white glare on the gray car.

"Look!" Phil barked.

The big man, the stranger they had seen | eap on the back of the gray car, was hangi ng down, and,
wi th one hand, clanping his hat over the nouth of the exhaust pipe.

"That’s why we’'re catching up with themso fast,” Hamsaid grimy. "You can kill a car’s speed by
bl ocki ng the exhaust. Sonetimes you can stop the notor."

A man | eaned out of the wi ndow of the gray car. A nonent |ater, a spider-webbed design of cracks
appeared in the windshield in front of Phil’'s nose.

"A rock flew up and cracked the wi ndshield," he said.

"Yes, a rock made of |ead,” Ham said.

Phil blanched. "A bullet!"

"If you think that guy is just shaking his finger at us, you' re crazy." Hamtranped down on the
accel erator. "This windshield is bulletproof | hope."

Phil sat back, white-faced. He coul d see the bobbing figure on the rear of the gray car.
Apparently the occupants of the nmachine did not know the stranger was clinging there.

"He's got a knife!"™ Phil gasped.

"Who?"

"The guy on the back of that car." Phil pointed. "He's trying to stick it in the tires."

Ham corrected, "Trying to reach down and cut through the side wall of a tire. That’s a heck of a
job. He couldn’'t have done it on those rough streets. But we're on new pavenent now. "

A nonent later, the nman with the knife succeeded. The tire let go. The nan lost his knife, clung
wildly to the spare tire and bunper.



For monents, it seened the gray car was going to dive into some one of the buildings along the
street. But it straightened out, stopped.

The three men piled out of the machine instantly. Two of them draggi ng Pat Savage. Apparently Pat
was still out fromthe bl ow on the jaw.

The man on the spare tire alighted. He was around the car, upon the trio with flashing speed. He
swuing a fist, and one of the three rel eased Pat, wal ked backward a dozen feet or so and sat down.
The man who had been on the tire scooped up Pat, whipped around the nachine, and half across the
street.

Ham put all his weight on the brake pedal, stopped the linopusine so that it was a barricade

bet ween Pat and her rescuer. Ham had the w ndow down on that side a crack.

"Get in the car," he yelled. "It's arnor plated!"

The rescuer wenched open the rear door, tossed Pat inside, got in hinmself, and banged the door.
"Run over ‘em nmates," he said.

Ham did his best. But the two occupants of the gray car had grabbed their stunned conpani on by

the arms. A subway entrance was nearby. They ran himto that, and down the steps. Then they turned
back, guns in hand. The gun nuzzles enptied out fire, and noise that whooped |ike thunder as it
echoed in the street. Mire spider webs appeared in the |inousine glass. There were sounds |ike huge
hamer - bl ows agai nst the car body.

"Monk!" Hamroared. "G ve nme your machine pistol!"

"l haven't got it," Monk said. "Do you think | would go to the Explorers League in a tux packing
one of those things?"

"Johnny, have you got yours?"

"No, | haven't," Johnny said.

Ham grinned. "Johnny’'s excited. He's using snall words," he told Phil O Reilly. Then Ham drove

the car up on the sidewal k and headed it for the subway entrance. It |ooked as if he was going to
drive down the stairs thenselves, and the three men with guns ducked out of sight. Ham braked in
tine.

Pat’s rescuer flung open the |inousine door. He was huge, wi de, very freckled, very red-headed.

He had four gold teeth in the center of his nouth, and he was showi ng them He seened as happy as a
bul l dog with a strange cat.

"I"'mgoin’ after themhull worns," he said.

He did not go down that subway entrance, but ran across the street to the other one, and

di sappeared into that. Hamand Phil and the others strained their ears.

There was no shooting. But they did hear a subway train |l eave the station.

Wien the big red-thatched, freckled nan cane back—he had crossed from one side of the subway to

t he ot her underground—he | ooked di sgusted.

"The swabs got away," he explained. "Junped in the front car, and nade the notorman take the
train out in a hurry." He rubbed his left Ieg, then made kicking notions with the |leg, and scow ed

at it. "Say, when | junped down on themtracks to cross over, sonethin’ bit nme."

"Bit you?"

"Yeah. Couldn't see what kind of a varmint it was."

"Maybe you touched the third rail," Phil suggested.

"Cone to think of it, I was steppin’ on that extra rail when the varmint bit nme."

Phil gaped at him "For the |ove of nud! That’'s supposed to kill a nman."

"Kil'l Dink Masket?" The unusual red-headed fellow snorted. "There ain’t nothin’ a man can't see

that is tough enough to bother Dink."

"Your nanme is Dink Masket?" Phil asked.

"YQU heard ne." Dink Masket eyed Phil curiously. "Right pretty young craft, ain't you?"

Monk | aughed.

Phil was insulted. But he decided to let the remark pass. "You seemto have saved this young
woman, " he said. "W're grateful ."

Phil extended his hand. Dink Masket took it. Phil all but how ed in agony. Dink Masket had a grip
like a stone crusher. Dink Masket then shook hands with Ham Johnny and Monk, all three of whom
wrung their knuckl es and bl ew on them afterward.

"Hurt you, boys?" Dink Masket asked. "lI'ma little tough by nature. Sonetimes | forget to be
gentle."

Scowl i ng, Monk said, "You crack ny knuckles |ike that again, ny sunset-conplexioned friend, and
you' re gonna find out there is sonebody else that is tough."

"Meani ng you?" Dink Masket asked skeptically.

"Yeah, nme," Monk grow ed.

"Ho, ho, ho!" said Dink Masket.

Monk took a step forward. "Listen, you big—

Ham got in front of Monk and said, "You dope! He just saved Pat, didn't he?"

"Yeah," Monk admitted, subsiding. "And by remindin’ me of it, you just saved him"

Di nk Masket anbl ed over to the |inousine, |ooked inside, found it was too dark to see Pat, and
fumbled in his trousers pockets for a match.



"There's a done-light switch by the door," Hamsaid. "Turn it on."

"Don’t put no stock in themelectrical contraptions,” Dink Masket said. He went on fishing until
he found a match, which he struck. By the illumnation it shed, he inspected Pat Savage. She was
still unconsci ous.

"Trimest craft |’ve seen in sone tine," Dink Masket renarked of Pat’'s form

Ham cl i nbed into the car and i nspected Pat anxiously. "She's just kayoed," he said, relieved.
Monk was scowl ing at Dink Masket. "Look here, how d you happen to mix in this thing?" Mnk asked.
"Me?" Dink showed his four gold teeth cheerfully. "I was just cruisin past."

"You nean, " Monk dermanded suspiciously, "that you got mixed up in that for no reason at all?"
"Seen a squall of trouble. That’'s enough reason for ne, nate."

"You |ike trouble, eh?"

"Yeah, mate, figure | nust."

Monk growl ed, "Stop calling me mate."

Di nk Masket eyed himecritically. "Think I will," he said. "Guess your fanmly was baboons a | ot
nore recent than mne."

Ham snorted gleefully. Phil OReilly, who had been the victimof Mnk's conplete |ack of manners,
grinned with pleasure.

At this point, Pat Savage sat up, held her head, and opened and shut her eyes several tinmes. She
| ooked at their surroundings.

The linmousine was still standing on the sidewal k, and a crowd had started to gather.

"l must have missed sonething," Pat said.

"You did," Ham assured her. "And | see no reason for us hanging around here." The | awyer cli nbed
into the machine, waited until the others were al so aboard—+t was a tight fit in the back seat with
Monk, Johnny, Pat and Di nk Masket all wedged i n—+then the |inousine backed off the sidewalk and |eft
t he spot.

Monk asked, "Pat, did you get a good | ook at those nen?"

"Well, a fair |ook, anyway," Pat replied.
"Ever see them before?"
"No. "

"Any idea why they gabbed you?" Mnk persisted. "Did they say sonething, maybe, that would
explain it?"

"Bei ng unconscious, | wouldn’t know what they said," Pat replied.
Monk scratched his head. Monk’s knot of a head was covered with short red hair which had sone of
t he appearance of rusty finishing nails. "It gets ne," he said.

PH L O REILLY | eaned back on the |inpusine cushions, and contenpl ated the darkened pavenent as it
crawl ed toward them|like a dark snake. "You know," he remarked cheerfully, "that was the first tinme
I was ever shot at."

Ham t hrew hi m an approving glance. "It didn't seemto bother you nuch."

"Not as much as | thought it would."

Suddenly, Ham frowned. "Say, you said a guy with an ugly face tried to intercept that letter. Do
you suppose—

Phi | stopped Ham by clutching his arm "Let’'s get rid of this Msket," he whispered, "before we

di scuss anything."

Di nk Masket evidently heard that, because he growl ed, "Wat’s that wind you're nakin’ up there in
the front seat?"

Producing his billfold, Phil extracted several greenbacks, the | owest denom nation of which was a
twenty. He turned around in the seat and extended the nmoney toward D nk Masket.

"What' s that pocket |ettuce for?" Dink Masket asked.

"A reward," Phil explained.

"What for?"

"For saving Mss Savage's life."

Di nk Masket blew out his cheeks indignantly. "Don’t want it," he said.

"There's quite a bit of noney here, and you're entitled to it for what you ve done," Phil told
himpatiently. "Wth that much noney, you can have yourself a tine. Take it, and start painting the

town red. You're a sailor, aren’t you? Well, have yourself a real whoop-tearing shore-|eave."
Di nk Masket scow ed.

"Meanin’'," he demanded, "that you're tryin' to get rid of ne?"

"Well, to tell the truth, we have sonme private business to discuss,” Phil said.

"I's it about this trouble?"

"Yes, of course."

"Then," said Dink Masket triunphantly, “I’min on it. There's no weather | |ike better than
squal |y weather, at sea or ashore. Looks like | found me a squall on shore here, and durned if |
don't sail right along init."

Phil was exasperat ed.

He yelled, "You can't force yourself onto us."

Pat entered the conversation.



"I think M. Masket is right," Pat declared. "If he likes excitenment, | know exactly how he

feels. | like alittle now and then nyself. If M. Misket wants to help us, | see no reason why he
shouldn’t. | think he's earned the privilege."

"But Pat," Mnk ejacul ated, "we just don’t want the lug along."

"l do," Pat said stubbornly.

Phil O Reilly discovered he was caught on the horns of a dilema. He wanted to nake a hit with
Pat, and here she was sponsoring D nk Masket. Phil swallowed his irritation, and reversed hinself.

"If Pat thinks we need M. Masket, |I'min favor of his staying," Phil said.

"So am|," Ham announced.

Monk nmade a disgusted noise. "Wiy didn't you stick with me?" he growmed at Phil. "W coul d’ ve
outvoted ‘em and got rid of this . . . this—

"Br obdi ngnagi an, " Johnny suppl i ed.

"What’' s a Brod-brodbi g—whatever you call it?" Dink Masket denmanded |oudly.

"A large, strong fellow " Johnny expl ai ned prudently.

"That’s me," Dink Masket declared. "You swabs go ahead and di scuss your trouble. |I want to hear
it."

HAM had been thinking. "It is just possible," he said, "that this thing was an attenpt to prevent
us going with Phil on an expedition to hunt Daniel Stage in South America."

"If the seizure of Mss Savage had been successful," Phil suggested, "you would have had to stay
here in New York and hunt her."

"That’'s exactly what | nean," Ham agreed.

Monk snorted. "That’'s a hind-forenost idea."

"How do you figure?"

"When they grabbed Pat, they had us all on the sidewal k, and they gassed us. They coul d have shot
us all down just as easy. | would say it woul d ve been easier than seizing Pat."

"Yes," Phil said, "but that would have been nurder."

"Listen, there ain’t nuch difference between the penalty for kidnapping and for nurder."

"That is puzzling," Ham adm tted.

Di nk Masket asked, "Who is this Daniel Stage you nentioned, mates?"

Ham gl anced at Phil O Reilly. "Yes, you might tell us nore about him He was a friend of yours,
wasn’t he?"

"Not what you would call a close friend," Phil said. "But | did know himrather well." He rubbed
his jaw while he was pondering. "I went to college with Daniel Stage. He was very anbitious, even
then. "

"Anbi tious, eh?" Ham said

"Extremely. You see, Daniel Stage canme of rather poor parents, and he had an intense anbition to
make a high mark in the world. He was a dreaner, rather idealistic, and inpatient with a great nany
of life's problens. To tell the truth, he wasn’t very well liked at school. He was sonething of a
genius, |'mafraid, and eccentric after the fashion of genius."

"What woul d you say was his outstandi ng characteristic?" Haminquired

"An intense determination to be fanmous and powerful. That, and an inclination to be a reckl ess
adventurer at heart. Just the type to be a spectacul ar explorer."

"He went into the back-country Amazon basin by plane, didn't he?"

"Yes."

"Wiere did he get the noney for the plane?"

"A man nanmed Chi ef John Eagle financed that," Phil explained. "You see, Daniel Stage already had
a reputation as an explorer. He had been in the Smth Sound Eskino region, and in the Rub Al Khal
desert in Arabia, and some other places." Phil sighed. "As an explorer, he made nme | ook pretty
punk. "

Monk | eaned forward. "Any reason for John Eagle not wanting Daniel Stage to get hel p?"

"Ch, no," Phil said quickly. "As a matter of fact, Chief John Eagle’'s son is one of those who
were | ost hunting Daniel Stage."

"lIs Elmo Wal ker Eagle the chiefs son?"

"Yes."
"Why do they call him Chief?"
Phil smiled. "Wait until you see him You'll understand. The chief is an Okl ahona | ndi an who nade

mllions out of oil."

"Does the chief wear feathers?"

"Not at all. He'll surprise you," Phil said. "He's a renmarkable m xture of the aboriginal redskin
who lived in a teepee and the nodernized version."

Ham shifted the discussion to another thread. "Has Daniel Stage got any relatives around?" he
asked.

"Yes, a sister,"” Phil replied.

Pat asked, "Good | ooking?"

"Er—ather," Phil admtted.

Monk ent husi astically suggested, "Maybe we'd better talk to the sister.”



"We'll do that in the norning," Hamsaid. "It's way after mdnight. W can’t go rousing people
out of bed at this time of night."

Johnny Littlejohn stretched his incredibly |ong and thin body and yawned.

"Sommi f er ous satuvol i sm seens perspicaci ous,"” he remarked.

"Eh?" Phil stared at him

"I said that time out for sleep seens wi se," Johnny explained. "You might drop nme at the next
corner. My apartnent is close."

Johnny got out at the corner, and his |long frame di sappeared in the darkness.

"An unusual fellow " Phil renmarked.

"That’'s putting it mldly," Pat said. "But then, you Il find out all of Doc’s associates are
unusual . "

Phil said, "Doc has five aids, hasn't he?"

"Yes. Monk, Ham and Johnny are three of them Then there is Major Thomas J. Roberts, better known
as Long Tom And Col onel John Renwi ck, called Renny."

"Where are those two?"

"They're in South Africa on an engineering project,” Pat explained. "Long Tomis an electrical
engi neer, and Renny Renwick is a civil engineer. They're installing a new system of m ning di anonds
in the Kinberly district."

Phil pondered. "I wonder what becane of Doc Savage?"

Ham said, "I'Il stop a minute at that drugstore yonder. Monk, you go in and try to call Doc."

A few minutes |ater, when Monk came out of the drugstore, he shrugged his shoul ders.

"Doc hasn’t showed up," he expl ai ned.

"Doesn’t that worry you fellows?" Phil demanded.

Monk shrugged. "Naw, Doc often disappears. Sonetimes he's gone two or three nonths at a tine, and
nobody hears fromhim But he always turns up."

"Where does he go?"

"OfFf to a place he calls his Fortress of Solitude, to study or work on scientific experinents
where he won’'t be bothered," Mnk expl ai ned.

"Where is this Fortress of Solitude?"

"Search us," Mnk said. "W don't know, except that it’s in the polar regions sonmewhere. You see,
Doc keeps a | ot of valuable scientific discoveries at the place, and one tinme some guys found it,
and we had a heck of a tinme. After that, he noved the Fortress. W don’'t know where he noved it to."
Chapter 1V. THE TRI CKY MR MASKET

THE attenpt to shoot Phil OReilly was nmade in front of his hone.

They were just alighting fromthe linmousine. All of themhad stepped out to say good night.
"Watch out!" Dink Masket bel | owed suddenly.

He lunged, threw his weight against Phil, and both of them spraw ed into the entryway of the
house. Sinmultaneously, there was a sound like a sledge striking the stone side of the house. Chips
of stone flew. Then the echoes of a shot banged back and forth between the buil dings.

Pat dived back into the car.

"Stay down!" she shrieked at Phil. "Sonebody tried to shoot you!"

Ham fl ung hinself alongside Phil, and forced the young man to keep down.

Di nk Masket and Monk crossed the street—the shot had cone fromthe park—running in zigzag

fashi on, doubled | ow. They reached the stone fence around the park, vaulted it, charged into the
bushes.

As soon as they were out of sight, Dink Masket and Monk stopped.

Di nk Masket produced a revolver and fired it three tines into the ground.

Monk wat ched, grinning. Then Monk bel |l owed, "There he goes! That way, Dink!"

They crashed through the brush some nore.

Di nk Masket fired two nore shots into the ground.

"Over here, Dink!" Mnk roared.

They nmade noise in the brush for sone tine. They had not seen anyone. All the shots that had been
fired had been discharged by D nk Masket in Mnk's presence.

They wal ked out of the park, and joined Phil, Ham and Pat.

Monk said, "It was that guy you described, Phil."

"You nean the man with the ugly face?" Phil was anazed. "You nean he is the one who shot at nme?"
"Yep. "

"Are you sure?"

"l got a good clear look at him" Mnk decl ared.

D nk Masket said, "And | saw exactly what Mnk saw. "

"Which way’ d he go?" Phil barked. "Let's go after him"

"He got away," Monk said. "Anyway, he's too free with that gun for anybody to go prow ing around
in the park after him"

Phil shuddered. "Let’'s get in the house," he said.

While they were entering the house, Monk got an opportunity to whisper a few words to Dink
Masket. "We put that over, didn't we?" Mnk breat hed.



"Sh-h-h-h," said Dink Masket. "Let’'s not be too friendly."

In the large, confortable OReilly library, they waited for the police to cone. Undoubtedly, sone
of the neighbors would call the officers about the shooting. Phil paced the floor. He was excited,
but not nervous.

"Thanks," he told Dink Masket. "l guess you saved ny life, too."

"Don’t mention it, mate," said Dink Masket npdestly.

Phil stopped and slammed his right fist into his left palm

"This proves one thing!" he declared. "That man with the ugly face doesn’'t want ne going after
Daniel Stage. He tried to intercept Dan’s letter. Then, when that failed, he tried to shoot ne."
"Let's see that letter," Dink Masket suggested.

They were exam ning the two m ssives which Phil had received in the rubber-coated envel ope when
the police arrived. There were two uniformed cops in a patrol car, and they were calmy efficient.
Ham Br ooks happened to know both officers, and they took his word for what had occurred. Ham made no
mention of the letter, or of the matter of the mi ssing explorer, Daniel Stage.

The police left, saying they would give the park a thorough search and put out a net for the man
with the ugly face.

After the officers had gone, Phil eyed Ham "Wy didn’t you tell them about the letter, and

Dani el Stage?" he asked.

"We're working on that ourselves," Ham expl ai ned.

Pat yawned sleepily. "Well, it looks like the excitenent is over for the night. How about all of
us goi ng hone, and neeting in the norning?"

Phil nodded. "We're going to talk to Daniel Stage's sister in the norning—her name is Junith,
incidentally. Is that our first nove?"

Hamtold himthat it would be.

HAM drove his |inmpusine downtown. In the seat beside him Dink Masket was rel axed. Monk and Pat
rode in the rear.

Monk chuckl ed for a while. "That was a nice piece of showranship. It all came out tined right,
too. When we stopped to nmake that tel ephone call to headquarters, it gave Johnny all the time he
needed to get across the street fromPhil OReilly' s place with arifle."

Di nk Masket said, "I was sure glad Johnny’s finger didn't slip on the trigger. He put a bullet
right through where Phil had been standing."

Pat made a di sgusted sound.

"A lot of good that elaborate trick did you!" she said.

Ham said, "But it did plenty of good, Pat. W feel confident now that Phil really doesn't know
who that fellowwith the ugly face is. W could tell that fromthe way he acted."

"Sure," Mnk said, forgetting hinmself and agreeing with Ham sonmething he rarely did. "If Phil
had been working with the man with the ugly face, and the fellow had tried to kill him Phil would
have been al nbst certain to give it away."

Pat sniffed. "I could have told you Phil is a straight boy."

"Ch, sure," Mnk said skeptically. "He's handsone, too, ain't he?"

Pat mai ntai ned an indi gnant sil ence.

They passed two police cars cruising toward the park, evidently on their way to ook for the nan
who had fired the shot at Phil OReilly.

Ham asked anxi ously, "You think Johnny had tine to get out of the park? It mght be kind of
enbarrassing if they caught himwandering around in there with a rifle."

"He had plenty of time to scram" Monk said. "Big words and all."

They dropped Pat at her apartment building, which was a swanky structure on Park Avenue. Pat
operated one of the nost profitable beauty and reduci ng establishments in the city, meking

consi derably nore noney fromthe place than she coul d conveniently spend.

"I"ll see you in the nmorning," she said.

They drove next to Hamis quarters, which were in an exclusive club.

"l got to stop here and get Habeas Corpus," Mnk explained. "I left himin Hanmis place while we
went to the Explorers League."

Habeas Corpus was Mnk's pet pig, an animal with overlong | egs, wng-sized ears, an inquisitive
di sposition, and an ability to irritate Ham unreasonably.

Ham al so had a pet, a chinpanzee or dwarf baboon—there was sone scientific doubt whi ch—paned
Chemistry, this pet of Hanls being notable for the spit-inmage |ikeness which it bore to the honely
chem st, Mnk. Chenmistry did not |ike Mnk, and these sentinments were returned. Neither did Habeas
Corpus |ike Chemi stry; Ham professed no approval for Mnk or Habeas Corpus, and Mnk did not care
for Hamor Chemistry-so that it was one large and noisy famly when all four got together.

Di nk Masket said, "Suppose you stay with Hamtonight, Mnk. | want to borrow the car."

"1 woul d sooner have a buck goat in ny apartnent," Ham declared. "But all right."

Monk | ooked at Di nk Masket. "Were you goi ng?"

"Cot a little business, mate."

Monk grinned. "All right," he said. "Say, you do pretty well as a screwball sailor."

"Thi nk anyone wi |l recognize ne?"



"Oh, any disguise can be seen through in tine," Mnk said. "But anybody woul d have to know you

pretty well. By the way, | haven't had a chance to ask you how you really canme to pile on the back
of that gray car when they grabbed Pat."
"That was sinple. | started to come into the building earlier, but noticed those nen hangi ng

around. Particularly the chestnut vender. That seemed peculiar, because you sel dom see them selling
chestnuts in that district. O course, after they turned | oose the gas and seized Pat, the only
thing to do was grab on to their car."

"Well, it was fast work," Monk said.
"Be seeing you in the norning."
"Sure."

DI NK MASKET drove Hanmis |inopusine toward the Hudson River, and approached a | arge building of
brick, a warehouse that was built partially out into the river, so that it resenbled nothing nore
than anot her of the shedded piers which were plentiful in that section. The place appeared di sused
A barely legible sign on the front said, Hi dalgo Trading Co.

Wien Di nk Masket pressed a radio-control signal button on the car radi o—+he |inpusine was

equi pped with transmtting and receiving apparatus; the signal put out by the button was sinply a
dot - and- dash conbi nation on a certain frequency—the bi g hangar doors opened automatically as a
result. The |inmousine rolled inside

Di nk Masket seened perfectly famliar with the place. He alighted, turned on the lights, closed
the door. The interior of the big warehouse was deceptive. It contained a nunber of airplanes, one
very large one for fast |ong-distance flights, and snaller craft, two of which were gyro planes. At
the far end, there was a slip in which boats lay, the craft including a rather small submarine. All
t he pl anes were anphi bi ans, capable of working fromland or water, and there was a sl oping ranp down
whi ch they could be rolled into the water, thence through large rolling doors to the Hudson River
Striding to the river end of the hangar-warehouse, Dink Masket dropped to all fours and | eaned
over the edge of the slip

Di nk Masket spoke with the nodul ated, trained voice of Doc Savage

"Vell, well," he remarked. "The tide hasn’t conme in quite enough, has it?"

In the darkness below, three horror-stricken nen—Jiny, Bat and Lon, the trio who had staged the
trick and seized Doc Savage at the Explorers League earlier in the night—were handcuffed to three
dock pilings. Only their necks were out of the water

The tide had been coming in for sone hours. Wien the trio had been first handcuffed there, the

wat er had been | ess than wai st deep. But now it was under their chins. And in a few mnutes, they
fully believed, it would be over their heads

Wth conplete ami ability, Doc Savage’'s voice said, "You fellows have not drowned yet, have you?
Well, | can always give you nore tine."

He reached down, felt around in the darkness, and jerked off the adhesive tape which gagged Ti ny
"You have not, by any chance, decided to tell me all about it?" he asked

"Listen," Tiny croaked, "you ain't running no whizzer on us. W know you don't kill anybody."

Doc Savage’s chuckle was grim

"I won't be doing it," he said. "The tide might, however."

"The hell with you!" Tiny snarled

"The tide," Doc said, "is still comng in."

Doc Savage pl aced the gag back over Tiny's nouth, slapped it rather hard several tines to nake

the tape stick, then stood. He wal ked away, making noise with his feet. He reached the door
operated the mechani smthat opened it—the rollers and notors filled the place with drunm ng sound as
t he door opened—then closed the door again. But he was still inside the warehouse-hangar when the
door cl osed

There was a small conpartnment at one side of the hangar which was conpletely inclosed and
soundproofed. It was used for test work where a soundproof, dust-tight inclosure was necessary. It
cont ai ned, anong other things, a desk and tel ephone

DOC entered the conpartnment, closed the door silently, and picked up the tel ephone. He got Mnk
Mayfair on the wire

"They are not ready to talk yet," Doc said

"Who do you nean?"

"The three nen who tried to seize me at the Explorers League."

"Are you using truth serumon then?" Mnk demanded

"No, we have had some bad luck with that stuff, and to use it in its strongest formis always
dangerous," the bronze man explained. "I amgoing to try to scare them badly enough to nmake them
tal k."

"Do they know you’ve di sgui sed yourself, and are using the nanme of Dink Masket?"

"No. "

Monk was thoughtful. "I been wondering if that disguise is going to help you nuch.”
"I think it has already," the bronze nan said. "These three fellows had orders to grab nme tonight
and kill me. They were hired by someone, | suspect. And if the person who hired them can be nmade to

think | am dead, that will enable me to work on the thing w thout being suspected."



"Well, yeah, it might at that."

"l called you," Doc Savage said, "to tell you to act nore worried about nme. Call the police, and
tell themthat | am m ssing, and you suspect foul play. Tell the police that you got an anonynous
tel ephone call that three men were seen forcing ne into a car in the park near the Explorers League
at the point of a gun. Then tel ephone the newspapers anonynously yourself, and give themthat story
Merely say that you saw three arned men forcing nme to get in a car in the park near the Explorers
League at about eleven o’'clock in the evening."

"l get it," Monk agreed. "You want the inpression to get around that you are dead."

"Yes," Doc said. "You mght, in your anonynous call to the newspapers, add that the car drove

away, and that shortly afterward, you heard a shot. To dress it up a little nore, you mght put in

that you heard me scream ‘Please don’t kill me!’ just before the shot. Say that you have heard ny
voi ce over the radio, and recognized it."
"Right."

"l hope you do not mind telling those lies."

"You know ne," Monk said cheerfully. "Liar is nmy mddl e nane. Say, had Ham and ne better go to

bed at all? Maybe there will be some nore excitenent tonight."

"No, get sone sleep. | will tel ephone you if anything breaks."

Dropping the receiver on its prong, Doc glanced at the electric clock on the wall. He happened to
know the exact mnute of high tide for that day, and it was not yet that tine by alnbst half an
hour .

He settled back, and waited. The three were in no danger of drowning, actually. He had handcuffed
them so that their heads were above high-tide nark for this date.

The bronze man renoved one of the col ored gl ass caps—the sane type of a gadget as the so-called
"invisible" eyeglasses obtained fromopticians, and particularly popular with actors— th which he
had di sgui sed the flake-gold color of his eyes. The cap was irritating his eye slightly. He cl eaned
it carefully, and replaced it

The rest of his disguise—the dye on his hair, his skin, and the spattering of dyed-on

freckl es—were giving no trouble. The gum padding in his cheeks which had the effect of wi dening out
his face was mldly disturbing at tines, but he left it in place

Chapter V. TRAIL

HALF an hour |ater, when Doc Savage went back to the rear of the hangar, he used the disguise of

Di nk Masket, including the voice. Dropping into a rowboat, he pulled hinself along the slip until he
reached the three nmen handcuffed to the piles

He thunbed on a flashlight. The gl ow showed that the water was above the chins of the three

Their eyes protruded as they stared at him Al three tried to nmake tal king noi ses through their
noses, the result being somewhat |ike a swarm of bunbl ebees

"So this is what he was doing to you," Dink Masket’'s voice remarked. "Well, | guess you had it
conmng to you."

He contenpl ated t hem col d- bl oodedly, listening with idle interest to the horrified buzzing they
made. He gl anced at the water

"Tide is gonna fix you swabs if it cones much higher," he remarked

One of the men |ooked as if he was going to faint. It was the big, thick-necked one, Tiny.

Doc plucked the gag off Tiny's face, and using the Dink Masket voice, he asked, "Any little
message you' d |ike to send your fol ks?"

Tiny could only gurgle incoherently.

"Of course," Dink's voice added, "I couldn't tell your fol ks what happened to you. But | m ght
pass on sone other little nessage."

Tiny finally managed to get his voice functioning. "Turn us |oose!" he bl eated

"Can't."

"Why not ?"
"Doc Savage wouldn't like it. You see, |I'mkind of connected with him Tonight, I'mattending to
things here in the hangar and boat house. | knew you guys were over here, but | thought for a while

woul dn’t do anything about it. Finally ny curiosity got the best of ne, though, and here I am"
Apparently it never entered Tiny's head that he was tal king to Doc Savage

"How di d Savage happen to catch you?" Doc conti nued

Tiny swore hoarsely. "It was a trick. He had some kind of gas or something in the heel of his
shoe. He pulled the heel off his shoe, and we didn’t notice it."

"The gas overcane you?"

"Yeah—ust as we was gonna knife the bronze guy." Tiny groaned. "I guess he didn't get the gas
because he held his breath, or sonmethin’. | remenber we noticed he was holdin" his breath just
bef ore we passed out. W thought he’'d had a heart attack or sonethin’, and had passed out. But he
must ‘a’ been just holdin" his breath."

"That’s bad. Savage won't forget that."

"You turn us loose," Tiny pronmised, "and I'I|l pay you plenty."

"How nmuch?"

"Fifty dollars."



"Ho, ho, ho!" said Dink Masket’'s voice disgustedly. "You piker! 1'll enjoy watchin’ you drown."
Tiny kept arguing frantically, and before long, had his offer up to twenty thousand dollars, a
sumit was hardly likely he could have paid.

"Nope. Can’'t buy ne," Dink Masket’s voice said finally. He seened to ponder. "Tell you what,

t hough. There ni ght be one way."

Tiny got his mouth full of water, and gargled it in horror.

“I"lIl do anything," he croaked.

"Well, now, it kind of |ooked |ike Savage was pretty mad at you guys, and went off and left you
here to drown. | think he did that, you understand, because you tried to kill him Trying to kill
himdidn't get himvery friendly toward you."

"Stop wasting tine!" Tiny yelled. "Wiat can you do?"

"Well, now, | might prevail on Savage not to let you drown. But | could only do that if you was
to tell ne the truth. If you tell ne who hired you to kill him | might have a point to argue with
him 1'd be willin" to try, anyhow. "

Tiny didn't like that idea. But a wave cane slopping along, filled his nmouth, and changed his

m nd.

He npaned. "We can’'t tell who hired us," he said.

DOC SAVAGE straightened up and grunted. In the makeup as Di nk Masket, he | ooked col d- bl ooded,
fierce. "Well, that’'s too bad," he said. "I guess the tide will have to take you."

"WAit a minute!" Tiny wailed. "W'Il tell you all we know "

The story came out of Tiny with babbling force. He belonged with Lon and Bat and three others, to
a local crine syndicate which nade a specialty of doing jobs for hire. This, Tiny insisted
frantically, was their first venture into the bigger brackets of murder business.

It seened they had been approached by a man with a strange face, a man the left side of whose
face was different fromthe right. They did not know this man, had never |earned his nane. He had
been vouched for, however, by a nutual acquaintance, who was a gangster. Lon, Tiny, Bat and their
three col | eagues had been propositioned—had been offered a tremendous, to them sum of noney to kill
Doc Savage, and to seize Pat Savage and hold her. Later, it had been the understanding that they
could kill Pat if they thought that would be safest.

"Whay did this man with the ugly face want Doc Savage killed and Pat ki dnaped?"

"Because a guy naned Phil OReilly was coming to Doc with some kind of a proposition.”

"And this man with the face didn't want Doc accepting OReilly’'s proposition?"

"That's it."

"And why was Pat to be seized?"

"To keep Doc Savage's nmen busy hunting her," Tiny explained. "You see, if Phil OReilly went to
Doc’s nen, they might be interested in the proposition. But if this girl was kidnaped, they would
have to spend their tine hunting her."

Doc Savage was silent for a while. It was a reasonable story. A nman hiring professional killers
woul d hardly let themknow his identity if it could be avoided.

"What is behind this whole thing?" he asked. "Wy all this effort to keep Doc Savage out of South
Anerica?"

It devel oped that Tiny knew nothing at all about South America. Neither did the others. Nor had
they ever heard of the explorer naned Daniel Stage, who was |lost in the Amazon back country jungle.
"This is no help," Dink Masket's voice said angrily. "You have given no indication of how Doc can
get in touch with this fellowwth the ugly face."

Ti ny shudder ed.

"Look," he said. "W was to turn up at a place and collect the rest of our pay."

"When?"

"Ten o' clock this norning."

"Wher e?"

Tiny described the spot frantically. "This guy with the face will be there at ten o' clock in the
nmorning," he insisted. "He was gonna pay us. We rented Room 608 in this hotel. The guy with the face
was going to neet us there."

Doc was skeptical. "Sonetines those fellows don't pay you," he rem nded.

"Ch, he'll be there. The other three of our crowd, the ones who were to grab Pat Savage, were to
take her to the place, and this guy with the face was going to show up and nmake the girl answer sone
questions."

That sounded nore reasonable. As a whole, Tiny and the others had told all they knew, Doc

concl uded. However, he was still puzzled about why the three who had seized Pat had made no effort

to harm Monk, Ham Johnny or Phil OReilly.

He asked Tiny about that.

"Listen, we do what we get paid for," Tiny said. "If they didn't bunp off them Doc Savage nen, it
was because they weren't getting paid for that job. The snatch was all they had been hired to pull."
Doc had suspected that was the reason. That, and the fact that the ki dnaping trio had not been

set for a wholesale killing on the sidewalk in front of the skyscraper which housed Doc’s
headquarters.



The bronze man unl ocked the handcuffs which held Tiny, Lon and Bat in the water. He heaved them

up on the slip. They were still handcuffed, and hel pl ess, weakened fromtheir inmersion.

Doc went to a steel cabinet which contained equi pnent, and cane back with a hypoderm c needle. He
used the hypo on each of the three, although they how ed protest.

The trio went to sleep shortly. The needl e contained a drug that induced a state of hel pl ess

sem - consci ousness that woul d | ast many hours.

Doc | oaded the trio into the linousine. He drove with themto a small garage far uptown. The
garage was cl osed for the night, but the proprietor, a rather quiet young man, lived in an apartnent
above the place. The young man came down, |ooked in the car, and, w thout a word, opened the door of
hi s garage.

Inside the garage was an anbul ance. Doc Savage and the garage man transferred Tiny, Lon and Bat

to the anbul ance.

"WIIl they need another shot to keep them unconscious?" the garage nan asked.

"Not if you make good driving tinme."

"O K I'll start right away."

Not hi ng nore was said. The young garage nan had done this thing before—taken unconscious nmen to a
strange institution in the renote nountai nous upstate section of New York. He knew sonet hing of what
it was all about. He knew that the men he haul ed were crimnals.

What he did not knowwhat no one knew except Doc Savage and his associates and the specialists

i mredi ately concerned—was that the crimnals were being consigned to Doc Savage's "col |l ege" for
reform ng. Here they woul d undergo delicate brain operations which would wi pe out all menory of the
past—a sort of enforced ammesia. Afterward they would be taught to hate crine, would receive
training at trades which would enable themto earn useful livings.

Doc’s nethod of reformng crimnals, while |l ess painful and nore effective than penitentiaries,

was a little drastic for the public consunption, so he kept its existence unknown.

Chapter VI. TROUBLE LEADI NG TO JUNI TH

AT ten o' clock the next nmorning, it was raining.

Doc Savage studied the building where the man with the ugly face was to neet the thugs he had
hired. It was a hotel, a small one, not inpressive |ooking, not too clean, and probably not with an
overly savory reputation. It was on the wong side of Broadway.

He j oi ned the others—nk, Ham Johnny, Pat and Phil O Reilly—-who were parked around the corner.
Doc was still using the Dink Masket disguise. Fortunately, the dye was waterproof.

Because it would not have | ooked right for Dink Masket to issue orders, Mnk gave them The
commands he issued were ones he had previously received from Doc.

"Me and Johnny and Phil will go to this Room 608," Mnk said, "and be parked outside in the hall.
We will stay under cover in the stairway, and we'll have anaesthetic gas, gas nasks, and machine
pistols |l oaded with nmercy bullets.

"Johnny, you and Di nk Masket park in the | obby, and keep out of sight," Mnk continued. "As soon
as this guy with the face shows up, you be ready to head himoff should he attenpt to escape."

Monk turned to Pat.

"Pat, you stay with the car," he said. "You'll be safer."
"l don’'t want to be safe," Pat said.
"Wl |, sonebody’s got to have the car ready for a chase," Mnk snapped. "Anyway, there’s another

j ob sonebody has got to do."

"What kind of a job?" Pat asked skeptically.

Monk funbl ed around in a conpartnent, and brought out a small dark box. This container was
adorned with a switch, and to it was attached a powerful clanmp of the spring-and-jaws type.

"If the man with the face comes in a car," he said, "sonebody has got to fasten this box on his
car."

Pat peered at the box. "Isn't that one of those little short-wave radio transnmitters that you can
locate with a direction finder?"

Monk nodded. "Wth this on the ugly guy’'s car, we can locate it, even if he should get away in
the machine," he said.

Pat was nore satisfied. "All right, 1'lIl do it," she said.

They got out into the drizzling rain and separated. Mnk, Phil and Johnny worked around to the
rear of the hotel, their plan to enter by the back door, and get upstairs w thout being observed.
Pat took up a position in a drugstore across the street, with her radio-transmtter box.

Doc Savage and Ham surveying the street carefully, decided no one was in sight. They entered the
hotel 1obby. The place snelled stale. A few guests occupi ed | obby chairs.

In the back were three tel ephone booths, through the glass doors of which a watch could be kept
on the entrance. They took up a position there, and waited.

Ham hol di ng the booth door open a crack, asked, "Doc, you sure nobody shadowed us here?"

"I think not. |I kept a sharp watch."

"Then, if this guy with the ugly face is tipped off, we'll figure that Phil O Reilly nust have
done it."

"Don’t you trust Phil?"



"l don't know," Ham said. "He seens straight. But when a thing like this starts, you're wiser if
you don’t trust anybody."

Doc Savage’s voi ce dropped, becane inperative. "C ose your door," he said.

"Is—= Ham | ooked, swallowed. Their man was coming into the hotel.

HE was a big, wide nman. The swing of his shoulders, the lithe ease of his carriage, indicated
that he had nore than an average anopunt of agility. He wore a long tan raincoat, the collar turned
up around his neck; a felt hat was yanked | ow over his eyes. But they could see the hideous
character of his face, the inhuman aspect of it.

It was their intention to stay under cover, let the man go up to the room and seize himal ong
with the three men he had hired to ki dnap Pat.

But the man did an unexpected thing. He stepped to one side of the door, stood there for a while,
then nmoved over to the | obby w ndow and | ooked out.

H s hand | eaped to his coat pocket, cane out with a gun.

"He sees Pat!" Ham yell ed.

Doc Savage realized that, too. Pat had rushed across the street to affix the radio-transmtter
box to the man’s car, and he had di scovered her.

Qut of the booth, Doc scooped up a light chair. He threwit. Hanmis yell had attracted the ugly
man’'s attention. He swung, faced them started to lift his gun. Then he saw the chair com ng, and
dodged, at the same tine trying to snap a shot. The bullet cut a long furrowin the carpet.

Doc went down, got behind a heavy divan. Ham dived for a corner, got around it. He stopped,

unl i mhered hi s machi ne pistol.

The machi ne pistols which they used, resenbling oversized automatics, had been devel oped by Doc
Savage, and coul d rel ease an anmazi ng nunber of bullets per mnute. A though they fired various types
of bullets, just now they were charged with so-called "nercy" slugs—bullets which were shells
containing a potent chenical producing quick unconsci ousness, w thout doing nmuch danage.

Hami s pistol nade a sound like a big bull fiddle. A noise that was earsplitting.

The burst m ssed.

The man with the ugly face got down, dived for the door, nmade it outside before Ham could w ng

hi m

Ham sai d sonething violent, plunged in pursuit. The man with the ugly face ran across the
sidewal k. He fired once at Pat, just as she was going into the drugstore.

Pat stunbl ed and was goi ng down when she di sappeared fromview, either she had been hit, or she
had tri pped.

The man with the face dived into his car, slamed the door. The nmchine junped away fromthe
curb.

Ham | evel ed his machine pistol carefully, and it made another big noise. But the mercy bullets,
mere shells, did not strike with enough foot-pounds of energy to break the wi ndows of the car. The
machi ne drove away with great speed.

"Conme on!" Hamyelled. "W' || get our car and chase him"

Pat cane out of the drugstore, running with an ease that showed she had not been harned. She
joined themin the sprint toward the spot where they had left their own machine.

"Did you get that radio on his car?" Doc rapped.

"Yes," Pat said. "I was going away when he saw ne. Darn it, I'msorry | nmuffed that!"
"You think he saw you put the radio on?"

"No, | don't believe so. | clipped it underneath, to the chassis."

"Did you throw the switch and start the radio functioning?"

"Yes."

"Then you did all right," Doc said.

They reached their machine, piled inside, and set out in pursuit. Doc Savage, at the wheel, drove
furiously for a while, using the siren, and tying up traffic.

"It’s no use," he said finally.

He pulled up before a cigar store which displayed a tel ephone sign, and entered.

VWH LE Ham was waiting in the car, he |ooked at Pat anxiously. "Wen that guy shot at you," he
said, "it looked as if he hit you."

Pat wyly exhibited a long rip in the shoul der of her expensively tailored frock.

"It was that close," she said. "Boy, that fell ow can shoot, whoever he is."

Ham frowned. "Pat, you had better get out of this thing. We would never forgive ourselves if you

got hurt."
Pat smiled and shook her head. "I like this kind of thing, believe it or not." She nodded in the
direction of the cigar store. "It runs in the famly. You know that Doc |ikes excitenent."

"He never admits it," Ham said.

"Just the same, he does like it. Do you think he would follow a career like this, righting wongs
and hel ping other people out of trouble, if he didn't like it?"

"He was trained for it," Hamrem nded her. "He was placed in the hands of scientists when he was
very young and thoroughly trained for just this job."

Pat eyed Haminpishly. "What did your folks train you for, HanP"



Ham | ooked unconfortable. "A banker," he adnmitted

"There you are. If you had |iked banking, you would still be at it. You liked law, and this

exci tement of being one of Doc’s group of assistants, so that’'s what you' re doing."

They fell silent as Doc Savage reappeared fromthe cigar store. He swung into the car

"l used the tel ephone and called that hotel," he said. "Mnk, Johnny and Phil O Reilly closed in
on the three fellows who tried to kidnap you last night, Pat. They got them"

"What are they going to do with thenP" Pat inquired

"Question them" Doc explained. "I do not think they will know any nore than the trio who tried
to kill ne, but there is a chance they will, so Monk and the others are going to give thema third
degree."

"And afterward?"

"Col |l ege," Doc said cryptically

The bronze man switched on the sensitive radio receiver in the car, carefully adjusted the dia

to the frequency of the little transmtter in the box which Pat had fastened to the chassis of the
ugly man’s car. Doc rotated the | oop aérial, eventually picked up the signal of the transmitter. It
was a steady series of staggered dots, the letter Cin the continental Mrse code—ot the usua
international wireless code—+epeated over and over again

Moving the | oop control, Doc lifted the signal to its |oudest point, then sank it to its |owest.
He made a brief calcul ation

"Going north," he decided. "Either north or south, and the car started off south, so ny guess
woul d be that he doubl ed back. W can neke a short run and find out. If the signal drops in power,
we are going the wong way."

"How far is that little transmtter good for?" Pat asked

"Not very far," Doc said. "That is why we can not let himget too much lead on us."

The bronze man drove carefully, but nmade good tine. He nade no effort to seek out the direct

trail, but took streets where traffic was the | east troubl esone, so that he nade, undoubtedly, a
great deal better time than their quarry.

Ham sai d, "That guy nust have been surprised when he found the trap there in the hotel. Mnk

call ed the newspapers, like you said for himto do. Every newspaper in town is carrying a story that
Doc Savage has probably been nurdered."

Doc nodded. "I wanted the man with the face to think that his hirelings had succeeded in killing

me. |If he had suspected | had escaped, he would hardly have cone to the hotel."

In a mserable voice, Pat said, "Wll, thanks to ne, the plan blew up."

Ham | aughed

"The only way you could have hel ped what happened,"” the dapper |awyer said, "was to have been
invisible."

"l guess so," Pat agreed. "Anyway, | should have been nore careful. And | feel bad about it."

THEY caught sight of their quarry in the park. But again, luck was with the ugly man; either

that, or he had faculties of extreme keenness. For he saw them saw themin tinme to cut over
frantically, sideswi pe a car, and cause a traffic pile-up that bl ocked the side road into which he
t ur ned.

There were several cars jamed together. The only way to get around themwas to sw ng out over

the curbing and take to the grass. And the sod was wet, soft. Their car was heavy; its wheels knifed
into the sod. The machi ne, bogging, slowed so fast that they were tossed agai nst the w ndshield and
agai nst the front seat

Ham snarled, "Of all the tough breaks! Three in a row"

The machi ne was stuck now.

Fifty yards or so distant, there was sone construction work, and a few pl anks piled nearby. Ham
and Doc | eaped out, ran toward the planks, and cane back bearing a pair apiece

By now, the car carrying the man with the ugly face had di sappeared down the park driveway

Doc took one side of the car, Hamtook the other, and they janmred their planks in front of the
wheel s, nmaki ng crude tracks

"@Qun it, Pat," Doc said. "But not too hard."

Pat tranped on the accel erator carefully. They got the car to ride the boards, and back on to the
pavenent. A cop arrived then, an officious patrolnman of the park detail, and he had never heard of
Doc Savage, and it was, in case they didn't knowit, a crine to walk on the grass, nuch less to
drive a car on it. The officer said the car tracks in the park sod were as deep as trenches in the
Magi not Line. He said a great deal nore. And finally they got away fromhim

Doc drove

"You work the radio finder," he directed Ham

The trail led north, then west, then back south again. And when they sighted the ugly man's car
Doc Savage sl owed down inmedi ately, then stopped

"W mght drive past the machine,” Ham suggested. "It |ooks enpty."

"If he should happen to roll a grenade under us, it wouldn't be very funny, Doc said. "This car

is arnor-plated on the top and all sides, but the flooring is the sane as an ordinary car."

It was Hamis |inousine they were using



"“1"11 have that fixed," he said.

Wien it becane obvious that the ugly man’s car was enpty, Doc Savage gl anced at the street nane.
"Ham " he said, "did you check up on Daniel Stage's sister, Junith Stage?"

"Yes."

"Where did she |ive?"

"March Street. No. 1456."

"Notice what street this is?"

Ham | ooked. "Melrose Street," he said. "Wat about it?"

"Have you forgotten how the town is laid out? March Street is two bl ocks over. And the next bl ock
up on March will be the 1400 bl ock."

"You nean," Pat exclainmed, "that Junith Stage lives close to where this ugly-faced nan abandoned
his car?"

Doc Savage nodded. "I think it might be a good idea to call on Mss Stage," he said. "And Pat—
"Yes?" Pat said.

"You get on a tel ephone, call that hotel and tell Mnk, Johnny and Phil O Reilly where we are."
"Just in case sonething happens."” Pat nodded. "I get it."

" Ham—

"Yes?"

"You take the rear of the Stage house. And if this man with the ugly face shoul d appear, turn

| oose on himwi th a nmachine pistol and nmercy bullets. You renmenber how he was dressed."

"A greenish tweed suit," Hamsaid. "Black raincoat. Tan hat."

Doc nodded. "Al so tan shoes, yellowstriped necktie, and the tan hat had a dark-brown band, and
there was no crease in the top."

"I"lIl recognize him" Ham sai d.

"I will take the front door," Doc said.

JUNI TH STAGE was a little too tall to have a figure, yet she had one, and a very noticeabl e one,
too. She was dark, al npst Spanish, and her beauty was the type usually associated with a tiny girl,
al t hough she was by no neans tiny. As a whole, she was striking. Her voice was |ow, well-nopdul ated.
She opened the door herself.

"M . Savage?" she said. She was puzzled for a nonent. "Ch, | believe | have read of you? Doc
Savage?"

The bronze man nodded.

Junith Stage renmenbered sonething, and her eyes flew wi de. "But the newspapers! This norni ng—they
said you had been killed!"

"To make a reply not exactly original," Doc said, "the report was sonewhat exaggerated."

Her eyes renumined wide. "Wat do you want?"

"A few words with you about your brother."

" Oh,

He thought she paled a little. She said nothing.

"May | cone in?" he asked.

She hesitated. "Well, |I— He was sure about the pal eness now. It was grow ng.

A pleasantly nodul ated voice behind her said, "By all neans invite himin, Junith. W should Iike
very much to hear about poor Daniel."

The speaker was a tall, broad-shoul dered young nman, as dark of hair and eyes as Junith Stage, but
with features that were thin and overly handsone to the point of being aesthetic. H's face was not
exactly handsone. It was too thin, too intense.

Junith explained, "M. Marbetti. M. Savage, this is M. Mrbetti."

Marbetti stepped forward, took Doc’s hand. His grip was quick, hot, intense.

“I'’mdelighted,” Marbetti said. "lI have heard a great deal about you, incidentally. And the nane
is Rollo Marbetti."

"Rollo Marbetti," Doc said.

Marbetti smiled. "You Amrericans make fun of the name Rollo, | understand. But of it | am not
ashaned. "

Most of the time he had no accent whatever; only now and then did a twi sted word, or a transposed
bit of construction appear in one of his spoken sentences.

He said, "Mss Stage is ny fiancée. O that | amvery proud."

"Yes," Junith Stage said quickly. "Yes, yes, Rollo and | are to be nmarried."

"“In Novenber," Marbetti said.

"Yes, in Novenber."

Junith Stage was still pale.

Doc Savage wat ched them thoughtfully. "Is there anyone else in the house?"

"Way, no," Junith said quickly.

Doc Savage's eyes narrowed. "Have you had any visitors recently?"

Marbetti answered that. "Not," he said, "within the | ast"—he consulted his watch—one and three
quarters hours."

Doc studied him "Rather early to pay a call. It nust have been around a quarter of nine when you



cane. "

"Yes, exactly," Marbetti said. He smled. "As a matter of fact, | had a good reason for an early
call. Not that | see any reason why | should tell you nmy reasons for being here." H's face darkened.
"Nor, for that matter," he added, "do | see any reason for your conming in here and asking
questions. "

Doc said, "I want to find out sone things."

Marbetti’'s face becane even darker. "M . Savage, | amnot in the |east inpressed by your

reputation. Doubtless you consider that people should be, and are accustoned to taki ng advantage of
it to force yourself in where you may have no business."

"Rollo!" Junith Stage said sharply.

Marbetti clicked his heels. "Sorry, darling," he said. "As a matter of fact, I'mnot sure this
fellowis Doc Savage. | saw a picture of Savage once, and he certainly did not look like this man."
"l happen to be disguised,” Doc said.

"I would like to know why he cane," Junith said, after hesitating.

Marbetti frowned. "Yes. So would I."

Doc asked, "M ss Stage, have you any objection to nmy searching the house?"

"Of course she has!" Marbetti snapped. "I call it an infernal outrage to suggest—

"Please!" Junith said sharply. She turned to Doc. Her voice, her manner was strained. "Go ahead
and search," she said.

It was then that a loud yell cane fromthe back of the house, along with bl ow noises and ot her
sounds of a fight.

Chapter VII. THE RED MAN

DOC SAVAGE did not lunge off recklessly toward the fight. First, he laid one hand on Junith
Stage’s wist, fastened the other to Marbetti’s arm

"You had better go with ne," he said.

Marbetti twi sted, tried to wench his armfree. Pain, like a convul sion caused by electricity,
crossed his face as the bronze man’s grip tightened.
"You've . . . no. . . right!" Marbetti gasped.

Doc said, "Cone on!"

There was a biting force in his tone, a quality of conpelling power that caused Marbetti to

subsi de. Doc marched themtoward the rear of the house.

The fighting was not in the house; it was outdoors, in the back yard. Doc shoul dered the door
open, noved out on a snall porch, pushing Junith Stage and Marbetti before him He kept a watch on
their faces so as to catch their expressions, and also flicked his eyes over the yard.

This house—+t was far enough out of Manhattan to be in the district where the houses had
yards—was surrounded with fairly extensive grounds. The house itself was not el aborate, nor was the
district by any neans exclusive, but it happened that the lot was very large, and covered with
shrubbery, and there was an adjoining lot to the side and another to the back, both vacant, both
covered with brush and hi gh weeds.

The fight was taking place in one of the vacant lots. Doc ran toward the sound, shoving al ong

M ss Stage and Marbetti.

Ham had | ost his coat, one shirt sleeve, half his suspenders, a trouser |eg, and one shoe. H's

foe was now endeavoring to pound himon the head with the shoe. Ham | ooked as if, for once in his
life, he’d had enough fight.

Ham s opponent was a | arge redskin. There was no doubt that the nman was an Anerican Indian,
because he m ght have been the nodel for the redskin depicted on buffal o nickels. He was a very
large Indian, very old, very active, and apparently all of his nuscles were as tough as the
hanmstrings on a horse. He had lost his shirt, and his cabled torso heaved and withed as he worked
on Ham

Doc reached down, got the redskin by the nape of the neck. The redskin inmediately tried to
clutch Doc’s throat. The bronze man swung a fist expertly, and the aborigine sat down heavily. He
was not knocked out, but he remmined on the ground, blinking his eyes.

Ham st ood up. Ham | ooked |i ke a wi ser man. He peered unbelievingly at the redskin.

"He 1 ooks as old as a hill," Hamsaid breathlessly. "But he's sure a bobcat when you get hold of
him"

Junith Stage stared at the red man.

"Ch!" she gasped.

"Know hi n?" Doc asked.

"Why, yes!" Junith exclainmed. "Yes. He . . . | have seen himfollowng me twice. The last tinme |
saw hi mwas just yesterday."

Ham puffed to get his breath back.

"H awat ha, " he gasped, "was watching . . . house . . . when | sneaked up on him"

The redskin grunted.

"Nanme not Hi awatha," he said. "Nanme Chief John Eagle."

THE red nman got to his feet. He made a majestic figure, and he still retained his dignity, even
whil e he was picking up the parts of his shirt and |ooking at themruefully. He grunted, then |ooked



at Ham

"You have to buy me new shirt," he said.

"I will," Hamtold himgrimy, "if you |l pay an osteopath to put ny arns and | egs back in joint
again."

Doc Savage watched the Indian steadily. "You are John Eagl e?"

The red man nodded.

Junith Stage put her fingers to her lips. "Are you the father of El nb Wal ker Eagle, one of the
expl orers who went to hunt ny brother?"

Chi ef John Eagl e nodded. A slight trace of sadness appeared on his otherw se inscrutable face.
"El mo never cone back," he said.

"What has that got to do with your lying out here in the brush watching Mss Stage’s hone?" Doc
i nqui red.

The chief hesitated. He | ooked at Doc Savage, and seened to approve of what he saw, although Doc,
in the guise of Dink Masket, fell far short of being the prepossessing figure he normally was.
"Who are you?" he asked.

"Doc Savage," Doc expl ai ned.

Chi ef Eagl e stepped closer to Doc.

Ham excl ai med, "Watch him Doc! He's as tricky as a fox in a hen house!"

But the chief only wanted to examine Doc nore intently. "Disguise," he said. "Dye on hair and on
skin, colored glass things on eyeballs." The chief extended his hand. "How do you do," he said.
"G ad to neet you. Heard | ot about you."

Doc shook hands with him "I’'minvestigating this business of all those explorers disappearing
when they went to hunt Daniel Stage," the bronze man expl ained. "Do you know anything that can help
us?"

Chi ef Eagle shrugged. "Nothing really constructive," he said.

He spoke |ike any other Anerican, now, having dropped the cryptic bluntness that had
characterized his speech during the excitenent immediately following his braw with Ham

"Why were you watching Mss Stage's hone?" Doc inquired.

The chi ef glanced toward the house. "I had no very definite reason," he said. "I was here sinply
because | happened to be searching everywhere for the answer to this nystery, and | had gotten
around to exam ning Mss Stage. Incidentally, | have no grounds to suspect Mss Stage of anything."
Marbetti snapped, "I should think you wouldn't!"

Chi ef Eagle eyed him "Wo are you?"

Rat her curtly, Marbetti explained who he was, and that he was M ss Junith Stage’s future husband.
Ham who had been exami ning Junith, |ooked rather disappointed when he heard this. Ham had the sane
failing as his sparring mate, Mnk—both of them were susceptible to fem nine beauty.

Doc said, "Chief Eagle, suppose you explain why you were here."

The red man nodded. "O course. Three weeks ago, | announced ny intention of organizing an
expedition to go hunting for nmy son, Elno, who went seeking Daniel Stage, and did not come back.
Shortly after | nade the announcenment, mny one servant, who was ny val et and chauffeur and cook all
in one, died. He had been poi soned. The poison, | amsure, was neant for me. The police called it
suicide, and | did not argue with them But | know soneone tried to kill ne."

The chief frowned, and his aboriginal face becane very form dable. "Later, an attenpt was nade to
shoot me. The shot came froma |long distance, evidently froma rifle equipped with a tel escopic
sight. | became convinced that soneone was trying to keep me fromgoing to hunt ny son."

Ham said, "That’'s funny."

"l see nothing hunorous,"” Chief Eagle said bluntly.

"l don’t mean hunorous," Hamtold him "You see, we have decided to go hunting for Daniel Stage
and the men who were | ost seeking him and sonebody has been trying to kill us, too."

Chief Eagle grunted. It was very much a redskin grunt. He said nothing.

Ham asked him "Have you seen anything of a man with an ugly face—a man with one side of his face
resenbling that of a South American stone inage, and the other side a normal white nman’s face?"
"No," Chief Eagle said.

Junith Stage had made no sound, but her fingers had gone to her nmouth and renained there,
pressing her 1lips out of shape.

Doc eyed her. "Have you seen such a man, Mss Stage?" he asked.

For a nonent, Junith seened paral yzed. Then she shook her head. Shook it too vehenently.

"No," she said. "Ch, no, | haven't. O course not."

Doc Savage and Ham exchanged gl ances.

WHEN they were in the Stage home, Doc said, "I think | will search the place."

Marbetti, |ooking sonewhat worried now, said, "I think that would be a good idea." He stepped
forward inpulsively. "WII| you accept ny apology for being a little abrupt earlier. | did not

understand that this matter was so serious."

Doc Savage nodded agreeably.

Doc left them The Stage house was not |arge, had nothing extraordi nary about it. He searched

very carefully, covering the place fromone end to another, and finding no trace of the man with the



ugly face, nothing to show that the fell ow had been there.

The living roomhad a fireplace, an ordinary brick one with a mantel painted white. There was a
fire burning in this, which was understandabl e because the rain had made the norning danmp and
slightly chilly. In the ashes were a few charred renmains of what Doc Savage deci ded were papers.
"What are these?" Doc asked Junith Stage, indicating the ashes.

"Why, | started the fire with some ol d newspapers and magazi nes," Junith expl ai ned.

Doc Savage | ooked at the ashes carefully. He nade no comment.

There was a knock on the door. It was Pat.

She said, "I talked to Monk, Johnny and Phil O Reilly," she said. "They are questioning those
three men who were to neet the man with the ugly face. They haven't |earned anything yet, and they
don’t think the three know anything, but they are going to keep at the questioning."

Doc said, "I hope they will not waste too nuch tine at that."
"They won’t," Pat told him "They will call us when they finish."
The bronze man nodded. He took a chair. Addressing Junith Stage, he said, "I wi sh you would tell

us anything that you think mght help us. Was there anything peculiar about this exploration trip
your brother nade to South Anmerica?"

Junith hesitated. She |ooked at Marbetti. "Should | tell them Rollo?" she asked.

Marbetti’s nod was abrupt. "OF course. W want to be of every assistance to M. Savage. It may be
that this will result in the rescuing of your brother."

Juni th cl anped her hands together and remained very still in a chair for a few nmoments. Doc

Savage—he mi ght have been mistaken, he knew-thought that she shuddered.

"There was sonet hi ng queer about it," she said finally. "But | amafraid | cannot give you a
satisfactory explanation of what it was."

"Go ahead and try," Doc suggested.

"Well, it was sonething that ny brother—hoped to find," she said slowy, hesitating between parts
of her sentences. "You see, | think that Daniel |earned of some incredible discovery in the South
Anerican jungles, sonething that would establish him if he nmanaged to |locate it, as one of the
great explorers of all time. Once, when he did not know | was near, | heard himnuttering sonething
about, ‘Al Colunbus discovered was America. And as for those guys who dug up those Egyptian
tombs—pfft’ 1"

"You gathered that your brother was on the trail of sonething fabul ous?" Doc asked.

"Yes. And fantastic."

"Any idea what?"

"No. "

"No idea whatever, eh?"

"You see," Junith explained, "Daniel did not take me into his confidence. Not that he distrusted
me. But, you see, | had never been in synpathy with his anbition—his anbition to be an explorer, |
mean. | thought it was rather foolish, and a terribly hard way to becone wealthy and fanous. But
Dani el seened to think differently. We quarreled over the subject now and then, and for that reason,
Dan wasn't too conmunicative with his information."

Doc nodded thoughtfully. "Do you know anything el se?"

SHE considered. "Only that Daniel financed his exploration trip, indirectly, through M. Eagle,
here." She nodded at the chief.

"What do you nean, indirectly?" the bronze man inquired.

Chi ef Eagle answered that. "Daniel Stage cane to ny son, Elnpo, and asked himif he knew of a

backer," the chief explained. "Elnbo cone to ne, and | agreed to back the venture. | agreed largely
because he was a friend of Elnmo’'s, and Elnb said he was up and coming, an explorer with a future. As
a matter of fact, | have never net young Daniel Stage personally."

Ham | ooked skeptical. "You never net young Stage, but you backed his expedition?"

"Yes."

"Strikes nme as queer," Ham commented rather unpl easantly.

The chief eyed him "I don’t give a damm what strikes you as queer," he snapped. "I took nmy son's
word for it. | trust ny son."

"You think your son is still alive?" Ham asked.

Chi ef Eagle becane stiff in his chair. His face acquired the texture and forbidding ridges of a
pi ece of red marble. He made no answer.

Doc Savage said, "W are not trying to antagoni ze you, Chief Eagle. We are nerely endeavoring to
find out the truth."

The chi ef grunted.

"Is that all you can tell us?" Doc asked Junith Stage.

She nodded.
The bronze man watched her. He was al nost positive she was scared, but he w shed he coul d be
certain. He wished he was a better judge of wonmen—er any judge at all, for that nmatter. He had | ong

ago di scovered that his judgnent of fem nine character was not to be trusted.
Wil e he was wondering why Junith Stage was scared, the tel ephone bell whirred angrily. Pat
pi cked up the receiver.



"Monk on the wire," she said.

Doc | ooked up. "What does he want?"

"Says they' ve finished with the three prisoners, and got nothing out of them" Pat said. "They
turned the three over to—well, they sent the three to college."

Doc Savage nodded.

"Tel | Monk, Johnny and Phil OReilly to cone out here," he directed.

Pat rel ayed the information, and hung up.

Junith Stage, white-faced, asked, "Is Phil OReilly com ng out here?"

"Yes," Pat told her.

Junith Stage took a snall automatic pistol out of the front of her frock.

"You will all put your hands up," she said.

Chapter VIII. DEATH BOUND SOUTH

NO one noved. The stark whiteness on the girl’s face bespoke desperation. And nerves made the
muzzl e of her automatic jerk around in a way that was disquieting.

"Junith!" Rollo Marbetti gasped.

"“Shut up!" the girl told him "You cone with ne. | amgoing to nake you drive the car."

She backed to the front door, and stood there, nmenacing themw th the gun, while she jerked the
door open. Strong breeze and a little rain came into the room caught the girl’s skirts and pounded
t hem agai nst her 1| egs.

"Cet out, Rollo!" she said. "CGet in the car!"

"But | don’t—

"Cet in the car!" Junith Stage's voice was w | d.

Marbetti cast a distraught glance at Doc Savage. "I'Il try to talk her out of this insane thing,
M. Savage," he said. "I . . . | can't inagine what is wong, but I'Il try to talk her out of it."

Doc Savage nodded. Sonmeone woul d have to do sonething. He had done what he coul d-he had wor ked
the heel off his right shoe and rel eased anaesthetic gas into the room But the wind, comng in

t hrough the door, was sweeping the gas back, so that it was harm ess. Ham and Pat were hol ding their
breath, so that the gas had no effect upon them

Chi ef Eagle drew in a deep breath, took hold of his throat, nmade a grunting noise, then sank to
the floor. The anaesthetic gas had gotten him

Rol o Marbetti went out of the room

Junith stepped out after him slamed the door.

Doc Savage, Ham and Pat | eaped to wi ndows. They saw Junith Stage | eave in Doc Savage’'s |inousine.
Marbetti was driving.

Ham got the door open again, so that the wind would continue to blow the gas out of the room

Doc flung to the tel ephone. "Maybe we can get the police to pick themup,"” he said.

"What got into that girl?" Pat asked.

"She was scared,"” Doc said. "She was scared all the tinme we were here."

"Yes, | know that," Pat told him "But why? Wat was scaring her?"

The bronze man shrugged. He contacted the police, and had a call put out for the car which Junith
St age had seized and made young Marbetti drive away.

Putting down the tel ephone, the bronze nman went to the fireplace. He exam ned the ashes again,
giving thema closer inspection, taking a poker and raking through the coals.

"That wasn't any newspaper she burned," he said.

"Eh?" Ham canme over quickly. He inspected the fragnents.

"I would say it was a picture," he said. "Or pictures.”

Doc nodded. He was carefully assenbling some of the crunpled fragnents. He kept at it, until be
had enough that they could identify the subject of the photograph.

"Wy, that’'s Junith herself!" Pat exclained. "Wiy on earth woul d she be burning her own picture?"
Ham scowl ed. "Say, nmaybe she isn't Junith Stage at all."

"In that case," Doc said, "young Marbetti nmay be posing falsely also."

"Woul dn't surprise nme any to find he was," Ham decl ar ed.

"l thought Marbetti was handsone," Pat said. "And he didn't |ook like a crook to ne."

"The trouble with you, Pat," Ham assured her, "is that all handsome young nen | ook honest to you.
As gullible as you are, it’'s a wonder sone handsone young enpty head hasn't married you for all that
noney you nake."

Pat sniffed.

Chief Eagle rolled over on the floor, and sat up. The anaesthetic gas, while its effects were

qui ck and potent, did not render a victimunconscious for long. The after results were negligible,
except for a dizziness, and a slight fuzzy confusion which would work of f shortly.

The chief sat there, trying to get his mnd to functioning. He nmust be well past sixty years of
age, Doc concluded. Yet he had been active enough to take Hamto the cl eaners, which was a
considerable feat in itself.

Doc asked idly, "Ham why aren’t you carrying your sword-cane?"

Ham usually, was never seen without his sword-cane, an innocent black thing that carried a | ong
bl ade inside, the bl ade kept tipped with a chemical which produced unconsci ousness.



"Monk and | got to fooling around, and broke the bl ade a couple of days ago," Ham expl ai ned. "I
left it with a fellowto have a new blade put in. 1'mgoing to pick it up when we | eave here."
Chi ef Eagl e decided he had his wits back sufficiently to talk.

"Did they get away?" he asked.

"They didn't do anything less,"” Hamtold him

SHORTLY, Monk, Johnny, and Phil O Reilly drove up in front of the Stage home. Ham watching them
alight fromtheir car, was smtten by a sudden idea.

"Hey!" expl oded the |awer. "That girl—Junith Stage—she nmade up her mind to clear out of here
when she heard young Phil O Reilly was comng."

Doc Savage nodded. "We'll ask Phil about that," he said.

But Phil OReilly could shed no light on the nystery. "Yes, | know Junith," he said. "I know her
quite well, in fact. | have had a nunber of dates with her."

"Recent|y?"

"Vell, last week."

"Know she was engaged to marry a young nman naned Roll o Marbetti?"

"Great grief, no!" Phil exclained. "Is she?"

"So she said. Do you know Marbetti ?"

"Never heard of him" Phil scratched his head and pondered. "No, | have never even heard the
nane. "

"Well, he's got the inside track," Ham said.

They expl ai ned what had occurred—how they had trailed the man with the ugly face to this

nei ghbor hood, and how they had found Junith Stage frightened, and finally, when she heard that Phil
O Reilly was coming, she drew a gun and forced themto flee, made Marbetti drive her away in Doc’s
car.

"1’ m dunf ounded! " excl ai med Phil.

"You don’t know why M ss Stage should flee because she heard you were coning out here?" Doc asked
him

"No." Phil seened genuinely bew |l dered as he shook his head. "I have no idea."

Pat remarked, "OF course, we're not really sure it was Phil who scared the girl away. Wen it was
sai d that Monk, Johnny and Phil were com ng out—then was when she took off. It m ght have been Mnk
or Johnny who scared her."

Ham said, "If she had seen Monk's face, | could understand her being scared."

Monk eyed Hamis ripped garnents and sonewhat skinned and soil ed person.

"You're not exactly sonething to soothe a baby with, yourself," the honely chem st said in a

pl eased voice. "Wat kind of a train ran over you?"

Ham becane silent. It was Pat who expl ai ned about Hanis encounter with Chief John Eagle. Mnk was
infinitely delighted by the narrative.

"You nean this old gaffer”"—Monk indicated Chief Eagle—did all that to Han®?"

"Yes," Pat said.

Ham gl ar ed.

Monk wal ked over and enthusi astically shook hands with Chief Eagle.

"How, " he said.

"How, " said the chief.

"Me your friend," Monk said.

"How, friend," the chief said.

"How, friend," Monk replied.

Pat burst into |aughter.

THE tel ephone call canme at al nost exactly twelve o' clock. It was froma State police patrol man.
He spoke briefly to Doc Savage over the wire.

The bronze man put down the instrunent and turned to his men.

"They have found our car," he said. "Junith Stage abandoned it at the North Meadow airport, on
Long Island. That is the large airport that caters to private planes, you know. "

"Did Mss Stage take a plane?" Ham asked.

"Yes," Doc said. "W will go out there now and get the details."

"That’s swell," Ham sai d.
"But you won't go along," Doc said.
" Huh?"

The bronze man drew the | awyer aside. He spoke in a voice which he was positive the others could

not overhear, and al so kept his face away fromthe others, in case Chief Eagle should be a
lipreader. Doc already hel d consi derabl e respect for Chief Eagle.

"Ham | want you to take Pat with you, and check up this Chief John Eagle," Doc directed.

The | awyer was surprised. "You think he's a phony?"

"I think John Eagle is a deep river," Doc replied, "and | really know not hi ng what ever about him

I do know that he is extrenely wealthy, and so is his son, Elnpo, the young man who di sappeared while
hunting Dani el Stage. They got their noney from Okl ahoma oil. They are Osage Indians, and their
famly got in on the richest inheritances, and were intelligent enough to reinvest the noney in oil



| ands, and they had |uck."

Ham asked, "Just what do you want to know about the chief?"

"Anything that may be useful. Were he lives here in the city. How |l ong he has been here. How he
travels. H s associates. Wiether he has |ost a great deal of noney recently, or nade a great deal.
If you and Pat and Johnny all get on that, you should be able to find out considerable."

"You want us to light out on that right now?"

"Yes."

"Ri ghto," Ham sai d.

Ham col | ected Pat, and departed. Chief Eagle and Phil O Reilly both stared after them then

| ooked questioningly at Doc Savage.

"They are going to do sone investigating along other lines," Doc explained. "Johnny—

"Yes," Johnny said.

"You search the surroundings of this house,"” Doc directed. "G ve the place a thorough search, and
if you find anything, telephone the news to headquarters."

"Right," Johnny said.

Chief Eagle grunted. "My car is not far away," he said, "if you care to use it to go to the
airport.”

"Cood, " Doc said.

The chiefs car turned out to be quite typical of the red man’s | ove of color and pageantry. As
Monk said later, the vehicle was a circus initself. It was a foreign chassis with a wheel base that
must have been over two hundred inches, and the body, where it was not chronme, was covered with a
basket weave of some kind of rich w cker-work.

It had five different horns. Monk tried themall out. There was one that sounded |ike a cow,
another that imtated a dog, one ordinary horn, and two nusical ones, which played different tunes.
"Ch, boy!" Mnk said. "Chief, what'll you take for this boat?"

"Ugh!" said the chief.

Apparently he didn’t want to sell.

The notor was as quiet as a stalking tiger under the hood, and it was hard to realize they were

in notion, except for an occasional swaying lift over a particularly high bunp. Mnk drove. Wen
they were clear of the city, he broke a few speed | aws. Chi ef Eagle sat back and grinned. He seened
to |li ke speed.

The North Meadow airport had di screetness for its keynote. There was not hi ng bawdy or gaudy—no
hangars stuck up like nodernistic nightmares, for all the hangars were di sgui sed as English country
barns. There was not even a wi nd sock; instead, a plunme of snoke trailed fromone of the chi meys
and gave wind direction. Hangar rent was expensive.

AN obsequi ous attendant answered their questions. He was obviously disturbed at the presence of a
State patrolman, and horrified at the thought that a word about the airport might get in the
newspapers. Publicity, it seemed, was all right for commercial ventures, but North Meadow was on a
hi gher pl ane.

"The woman who answers the description of Mss Stage," he said, "drove up here about el even
thirty. She was acconpani ed by a young man. She asked for her plane, and al so requested charts of

"

the Atlantic coast southward, of the Caribbean, of northern South America, and of the Brazil jungle
district, as much of it as has been charted."
Doc Savage nede, for a brief nonent, a strange snall trilling sound. It was a peculiar

characteristic of the bronze man, that sound, a thing which he made unconsciously in nmonents of
mental stress. It was low, exotic, difficult of description; it was so weird that it m ght have been
the trick of some passing breeze.

He said, "You say Mss Stage got her plane?"

"Yes, sir."

"How | ong has the plane been hangared here?"

"Alittle over a week, sir. Anman flewit in, landing at the field here and requesting hangar

space, and paying for the rent in advance. He told ne personally it was Mss Junith Stage's pl ane,
and that she was to have the craft whenever she called for it, or he was to have it, should he call.
But his instructions were that no one el se was to have access to the ship. | renmenber the occasion
wel | because of . . . er . . . the man’s unusual appearance."

Doc’s fl ake-gol d eyes—he had renpved his disguise as Dink Masket-—seenmed to grow nore intense.

"You nean the man’s face?" he asked.

"Well . . . yes."
"How did it |ook?"
"It was a rather—well, unusual face," the attendant said.

"Was half of it different fromthe other hal f?"

"Yes. That's it exactly."

Monk grunted excitedly. "The ugly-faced man flew that plane in here and left it. Either he could
get it, or Mss Stage could. That the idea?"

The attendant nodded.

Doc Savage was silent a nonent. "This young man who was with M ss Stage when she took off in the



pl ane—was it the same man who flew here with the ship?"

"Ch, no. This young nman was rather handsone."

Doc Savage described Rollo Marbetti. "That the young nan?"

"Yes, that was him" the attendant declared positively.

"So she took Marbetti with her," Mnk nuttered.

Doc asked, "And they got charts as far south as the Amazon jungle country?"

The attendant nodded. "We keep a rather conplete assortnent of charts here." He drew hinsel f up.
"We are proud of the service we offer."

Doc Savage went back to the car. "That settles that," he said.

"They’'re of f for the Amazon," Mnk decl ared. "You know sonething? W seemto have part of the
gang on the run, anyway. That Stage girl is in onit, whatever it is."

Doc Savage shook his head slightly. He seened doubtful. But he did not offer any expl anation of
hi s opi ni on.

The bronze man got behind the wheel of Chief Eagle's car. Mnk, Phil OReilly and Chief Eagle
al so entered the machine, the chief riding in front. They seened confused, said little. Doc hinself
did not speak until he had driven down the country road sone distance and a roadhouse appeared.
Evidently the roadhouse did an afternoon |uncheon business, because there were several cars and
two taxis parked nearby. The place al so displayed a tel ephone sign.

Doc stopped the car.

"I amgoing in here and check with Ham Pat and Johnny," he said. "They may not have found out
anything yet, but it is worth a try."

The bronze man was inside the roadhouse, crossing to the tel ephones, when he chanced to gl ance
back.

Chi ef John Eagle was standing up in the seat. He had an enornous single-action revolver in his
hand—evi dently the weapon had been conceal ed in a door pocket of the car.

The chief forced Monk and Phil to get in the front seat. He made Monk drive. The car left in
haste, the chief riding in the back seat, keeping his gun nmenacingly upon Mnk and Phil.
Chapter | X. STOMWAY

DOC SAVAGE stood there and watched them go. There was not hing he could have done—and, strangely
enough, there seenmed to be nothing that he cared to do. As the car disappeared down the road, the
bronze man even seened sati sfi ed.

He lifted his voice.

"Taxi!" he call ed.

Two taxi drivers appeared hastily. Doc studied them selected the nore conpetent-I|ooking of the
two. "How fast will your cab go?"

"Ninety-five for certain,"” the man said quietly. "Maybe nore. But | don’t pay the fines."

"There won’t be any fines," Doc said. "And you will get a dollar a mnute."
"Yeah. Wat do | do?"
"You wait here for a few mnutes while | make a tel ephone call,"” Doc told him "No. Better go out

and get your machine filled up with oil and gas, the tires checked and the notor warm"

The taxi driver |ooked at Doc appraisingly. "You Doc Savage, ain't you?"

"Yes."

“I"ll be waiting," the nan said.

Doc went to the tel ephone. Ham sounded rat her di sappointed over the wire.

"W haven’t been working on the chief long," he said. "But he seens to be a straight Indian. W
haven’'t dug up anything against him"

"He just kidnaped Monk and Phil O Reilly," Doc said. "So you d better tell ne every detail you
have found out."

"Well, his bank balance is about where it was a few nonths ago—

"Skip his noney matters for the time being."

"He lives in the Ritz-Wstchester Hotel. His servant died a few days ago fromwhat the police
said was suici de—

"He told us that."

"He controls a major oil conpany and two snaller ones—

"Don't bother with his finances, | said."

"Well, the only other thing | found out," Hamsaid, "was that he keeps a fast plane in which he
commutes fromthe city to Tul sa and Pawhuska, Okl ahoma. Pawhuska is the capital of the OGsage Indian
nati on—

"Where does he hangar this plane?"

"South Shore Airport. That's out by—*

"l know where it is," Doc said quickly. "Now, listen, Ham Continue your investigation until
three o' clock this afternoon. Gve it everything. Then drop it at three o’ clock."

"Stop investigating at three," Hamsaid. "All right. Then what?"

"Go down to the warehouse-hangar on the Hudson," Doc directed. "Take off in two of the gyro

pl anes. You fly one. Johnny can fly the other. But take two of the gyro planes. Leave Pat behind if
you can possibly arrange it, but if you can't, let her cone along. Bring plenty of jungle



supplies.”
"Jungl e supplies?" Hamwas startl ed.
"Head for the Amazon jungles," Doc directed.

"You nean—
"Do you renenber what that nmessage Phil O Reilly got said about how to find Daniel Stage?"
"Yes," Hamsaid. "It directed himto go to a trading post run by a guy named Niji, the location

of which could be found by inquiring at Obidos, in the Amazon basin. A guide naned Kul was to be
waiting at Niji's place, to conduct Phil the rest of the way."

"That’s right," Doc said. "You two take the gyros and head for that Niji trading post. Fly day
and ni ght, and keep together. You will |ose sone sleep, but by using the automatic pilots, and
having Pat relieve you as pilot, you can keep in the air continuously."

"Those gyros are slow "

"I know. That is why it will be necessary for you to fly day and night."

"What will you be doi ng?"

"Never mind that," Doc said. "Now you fellows take off right after three o' clock—providing | do
not call you before three to cancel the whole thing."

"If you don't call us, we take off for the Amazon," Hamsaid. "I understand."”

The dapper |awyer sounded matter-of-fact. He was accustoned to receiving unusual orders, sudden
and al nost fantastic orders, from Doc Savage. But that was part of the association with the bronze
man, a part of the excitement that nmade the whole thing so fascinating.

Doc Savage hung up. He strode out, swung in the waiting cab.

“I"lIl drive this thing," he said, "and we'll see if it will do ninety-five."

It would. It did+twice—a little better than ninety-seven, in fact.

SQUTH SHORE Al RPORT | acked al nost entirely the rigid atnosphere that characterized the North
Meadow haven of snobbery. The buildings were | arge and | ooked |i ke what they were, hangars that were
as cheap as they could be built. The runway, however, was |ong and snmooth. A slanting ranp gave
access to the smooth water of an inlet, where seaplanes could arrive and depart.

Doc whi pped the cab to a stop alongside the operations office. The driver, in the back, was

white. Doc consulted his watch.

"Twenty-three mnutes," he said. "We'll call it thirty, and make it even, providing you turn
around and drive away from here right now, and say nothing about this until this afternoon, at the
earliest.”

The driver nodded stiffly, and Doc paid him The hackman then got behind the wheel of his

machi ne, and drove away. He traveled at a conservative speed of about ten miles an hour. He seened
to have had his fill of speed for some tine.

The operations nmanager here was acquainted with Doc Savage to a slight degree. He was a man of

few words. He listened to what Doc had to say.

"Eagle's plane," he said shortly. "Hangar Five. Want nme to show you?"

"Pl ease. "

Chi ef John Eagl e's plane was nodern, |arge, fast, capable of cruising |ong distances w thout
refueling. It was, noreover, an anphibian, capable of operation fromland or water.

"Thank you," Doc said. He | ooked at the operations nanager steadily. "You haven't seen ne."

The man gl anced about. There was no one else in the hangar. "I haven't seen you," he said.

"Anyt hing el se?"

"Just one thing nore," Doc said.

Doc Savage was well acquainted with the |ayout of the plane. Back in the body of the hull, there
was a space where a nan could conceal hinself. Were several nen could have hidden, if necessary.
This cavity was back of the regul ar baggage conpartment, and it was closed off by an openi ng which
could be fastened fromthe outside, but not fromthe inside. It was not a very strong barricade; a
man, once inprisoned in the back, could break out wi thout nmuch trouble.

Doc got in the cavity.

"Fasten ne in here," he directed. "I do not want it to look as if | amin here."

The manager smled slightly, but said nothing. He did as requested, then tapped on the bul khead.
"All set," he said. "Luck."

"Thanks. "

Doc heard himwal k away, and heard the snall side door of the hangar cl ose.

Chapter X. VI RD JUNGLE

DOC SAVAGE was not sure exactly how | ong he had been in the back of the plane. H s watch had

st opped, and upon investigating, he had found that nothing was wong with the watch, that it had
sinmply run down, and the fact worried hi msonmewhat, because he had school ed hinmsel f not to overl ook
details, not even the snallest ones.

He did know t hat Chief John Eagle had arrived at the South Shore airport a little |l ess than half
an hour after he had taken his place of conceal ment. He knew Monk and Phil O Reilly were with the
chief. And he knew Monk and Phil were now | ashed and gagged in the baggage conpartnent of the

pl ane—he had opened a smal|l peekhole with the blade of his knife, and had studied them Except for a
natural anmount of irritation, both Mok and Phil seemed to be unharned.



Days had passed, and the bronze nman had not noved from his hiding place, had no intention of

doing so as long as the plane flew south. He had slept for unusually |ong periods, and passage of
time had become a little uncertain

Odinarily, during a period of confinement such as this, he would have managed to take, at |east
daily, the two-hour routine of exercises which he had not neglected for years, and which were

| argely responsible for his unusual physical devel opment. But confined here, he had no food, and did
not want to work up an appetite, so he toned down on all but the nmental phases of his exercise
routine. He took those

Chi ef Eagle’s plane was equi pped with an automatic pilot of the conventional type, so that the
chief could keep the ship in the air, and doze at the controls whenever he becane extrenely sl eepy
The plane had | anded at the Mam airport for refueling, and at an airport in Haiti for the sane
purpose. Fromthere, the ship had angled down to Trinidad, and taken on a |load of fuel at the
passenger seapl ane base there. The next stop had been farther down the South American coast, and the
last halt had been inland somewhere, on a river, where natives had carried fuel out in five-gallon
tin drums, splashing through the shallow water while other natives with |ong pol es beat the surface
to keep the alligators away.

Doc Savage knew all this because he had punched peekholes in the thin netal skin of the plane

with his knife

Wil e the plane had taken on gas that last tine, he had watched the alligators. They were not

true alligators, but caimans, although nore like alligators than crocodiles. In the crocodile, the
fourth tooth fromthe front on either side of the lower jaw fitted, when the jaw was closed, into a
notch in the upper jaw, protruding so that it resenbled a tusk. The sane tooth, in an alligator
fitted into a pit in the upper jaw, where it was hi dden when the jaw was cl osed. That was the
principal difference between the two; that, and a difference in snout contour and slight
characteristics in coloring

The speci es of caimans gave himan idea of the kind of country they were getting into—well back

in the Brazilian jungle, in the Amazon tributary section. These caimans were the bl ack type, the
dangerous variety sonetinmes reaching a length of twenty-five feet

For a long tine, there had been a w de nuddy yellow river beneath. The Amazon, Doc knew. That

meant the chief had swung wide, followi ng the coast for a great deal of the distance

The plane swung north on the Tronbetas River. Doc pressed an eye to his peekhole frequently,
judging their progress, noting the kind of a season the jungle was having

This, fortunately, he thought, was not the time of the igapo. Twi ce each year, once in Novenber

and Decenber, and once in March to June, the great flood came down and hundreds of thousands of
square mles of the Arazon valley were under water. These floods were known as the igapo

CH EF JOHN EAGLE nade a rather ragged | anding on the Tronbetas near the town of Cbidos. Doc

Savage held his breath until the descent was conpleted; the bronze man did not have too high an
opinion of the chiefs flying ability. It partook too nuch of the reckl ess abandon of a redskin
riding a mustang around a covered-wagon train at which he was di schargi ng arrows.

The plane taxied for nearly a mle. Then the chief put out a collapsible anchor, and got it to

shag bottom and hold the plane. By that tine, dugout canoes were paddling from shore

The chief, it devel oped, wanted gasoline, oil and food—and the location of a trading post run by

a man naned Niji. He had troubl e making hinsel f understood, because he did not speak the Portuguese
| anguage of Brazilians, or any of the native dialects. He tried English, finally resorting in
exasperation to the Osage tongue, and ended up by swearing extensively in both | anguages. But he
finally got what he wanted

Doc Savage was thoughtful during the |oading. He had not told Chief John Eagle the contents of

Phil OReilly's nessage—+the orders to cone to Niji’'s trading post to pick up a guide naned Kul. He
wonder ed how t he chi ef knew about that

Through the peekhol e, Doc noted the food being put aboard. There was a plentiful supply of |ong
strips of snmoked pirarucu. That was understandable. Pirarucu was one of the chief itens of Amazoni an
diet, and was noteworthy in other respects. It was one of the largest fresh-water fish in the world
and had enornous scal es, frequently six inches |long, the scales being used by the native wonmen as
mani curing instrunents

A pirarucu scale was a whole manicuring kit by itself, the curved tip serving to press back
cuticle, the upper side being rough enough to serve as a nail file, while the |ower side was very
good as a buffer or polisher

Chi ef Eagle evidently obtained the |ocation of Niji's trading post, because a Brazilian who spoke
fair English appeared, and they spent sone time consulting over charts. The Brazilian took the
chief’s fountain pen and drew in several rivers which weren't on the chart

Doc coul d hear their speech, which took place in a dugout canoe beside the plane—bnk and Phi

O Reilly being thoroughly gagged and tied in the baggage conpartnent of the cabin

"I put in parts thees reevers," the Brazilian said. "Thees what you call heemsurveyor—ees not

been there yet, sefior. But nme, | have seen reever, so | know she ees where | draw heem"

"Thanks, " sai d Chief Eagle

The Brazilian eyed himcuriously.



"You ees | ook for thees explorer, Daniel Stage?" he asked

The chi efs copper-col ored face remained inscrutable. "No, not at all," he said. "Wat makes you
think so?"

The Brazilian shrugged el aborately. "Several plane ees conme thees route |ast year, hunt for Sefor
Stage, " he expl ai ned

Chi ef Eagle was silent for a while

"Did a young nman nanmed El nb Eagl e stop here?" he asked

The Brazilian nodded

"Yes," he said. "I renenber heem Hees young man who ees | ook leetle |ike you."
Chi ef Eagle’'s face m ght have been nade of red sandstone
"Thanks," he said. "Did this Elnb Eagle ask for Niji, too?"

The Brazilian nodded again

The chief clinbed into the plane

"Thanks," he said. "Has any other plane |anded here within the [ast few days?"

"No, sefior."

"The pl ane woul d have had a girl naned Junith Stage aboard, and a young nman naned Marbetti."
"There has been no such plane."

"Good- by, " the chief said

THE next norning, they landed at Niji's trading post. Part of the night had been spent on a
river, the chief apparently mstrusting his night-flying ability. The distance required for the
journey woul d have taken weeks along the jungle rivers; to penetrate the jungle itself would have
taken two or three years, probably.

Niji's trading post stood in a large clearing on a bluff near the river. At the foot of the bluff
ran a river, w de, sluggish, coffee-colored. On the bluff grew graceful white-stemed assai pal ns,
in their clusters of two or three. The fruit of these, a thin layer of neat over a hard stone
somewhat |ike a cherry, was mxed with water and becarme a thick dark |iquid which was drunk by the
natives

Chi ef John Eagl e | anded the plane w thout incident on the river. Wen he got out of the ship, he
had the big single-action six-shooter shoved in his belt, and he was carrying a stubby Mdel 94

| ever-action .30-30 rifle.

He swung down cautiously, testing the depths of the water, and found it not nmuch over his
knees—he had anchored the plane close to shore—and started to wade to solid ground. He had taken
only a few paces when he barked out in agony, and dived wildly for the beach, making a great

spl ashi ng

When the chief dashed onto solid land, two snall fish were clinging to him and he had been cut
in places by others. He had also left traces of blood in the water

Suddenly, where the bl ood was, the water began to boil as hundreds of the fish streaked about
with frenzied ferocity. The chief knocked |oose the two fish that had bitten him and stanped on
them He stared at the water, scratched his head

H s amazed grunt was audi ble. Then he turned and began clinbing toward the trading post, his
manner alert.

Doc Savage hurriedly shoved against the fastening of the little hatch which closed off the
conpartnment where he had been hidden. A nonent |ater, he was bendi ng beside Monk and Phil O Reilly.
He ungagged the two.

"Doc!" Monk expl oded. "Have you been hi dden back there the whol e tine?"

"Yes," the bronze man said

Phil O Reilly was speechl ess

Doc worked for a tine with the ropes which bound the two nen

"Now, " he said finally. "The ropes | ook just about as they were, but by pulling here"—-he showed

them where to pull —you can get free in a nonment. However, stay as you are for the tinme being."
"Where are we?" Monk denmanded. "It's a jungle river sonewhere, ain't it? | can tell that by the
smell."

"We're at Niji’'s trading post—farther back in the Amazon jungl e than mapping parties have ever
gone. "

Monk grunted his astonishnent. "Boy, that’s a |l ong ways from New York. | hope the chief has been
taking us in the right direction."

"He is probably hoping the sane thing," Doc said. "You stay here. | am going ashore."

He started to | eave the cabin, then turned back to give a warning

"Don't step into the river," he said. "The water is swarnmng with piranha. They nearly got the

chief, who was foolish enough to wade ashore. | do not think he knew what they were."
"Piranha
eh?" Monk said. "Don’t worry about me getting in the water, then. | saw themtake a native once

He wasn't in the water nore than five mnutes, and all we recovered were his bones."

Phil O Reilly had his nouth open. "Wat are you tal king about?"

"A fish. They' re shaped a little like an ordinary sole." Mnk shuddered. "They go nad at the
presence of blood, and they' ve got teeth |ike razors. They' || take everything off a body right down



to the bones, so fast that it’'s incredible."

Doc Savage left the plane. He did not enter the water. Instead, he clinbed on the wi ng—+the ship
was a | owwi ng nonopl ane—and by running to the tip of one wing and | eaping, nanaged to alight on dry
| and

The bronze man clinbed toward Niji's trading post. He kept out of sight

NI JI was a round brown man, with the solid | ook of a fat man who is very strong. H's brown col or
was deep, alnost the hue of oiled teakwood. He had piercing dark eyes

His attire consisted of a pair of red boxing trunks with silver stripes down the sides, a yellow
silk shirt with flowi ng sleeves, and a high silk hat which had seen better days

Niji seemed a little enbarrassed by his own attire

"You caught ne," he expl ai ned sheepi shly, "when | was dressed for business. So | hope you won't
get the idea fromthis crazy stuff that | amwearing that |'mcrazy."

The chief |ooked at Niji’s eyes, which were intent, level and intelligent, even a little masked
and sinister.

"No, | wouldn't think you were crazy," the chief said

"Thank you."

Chi ef John Eagl e produced sonme papers from his pockets—papers he had taken fromPhil O Reilly-and
did some lying. "I amPhil OReilly," he said. "Here are sone papers which prove ny identity."

Niji glanced at the letters which the chief extended, letters which actually proved nothing
except that the chief had themin his possession

"You have a letter which | wote you?"

The chi ef nodded. "I did have it," he said. "But | thought it nore advisable to destroy the
m ssive. "

"Why destroy it?"

"Did you not remark in it that secrecy was essential ?"

Niji nodded thoughtfully. "I did," he said

"Well, so | destroyed the notes. As long as | renenbered the gist of what was in them what el se
was necessary?"

Niji shrugged. "I amsorry," he said

"Sorry about what?"
"You renmenber the one you were to neet here?" Nji's eyes narrowed. "O do you?"
"Kul ," the chief said pronptly. "He was to guide ne to ny friend, Daniel Stage."

Niji, apparently satisfied, nodded soberly.
"Kul is dead," he said
"What ?"

N ji shrugged again. "He stepped outdoors one dark night, and a sucureija found him The
sucureija lives partly on land and partly in water, and this one was forty-five feet long. A
sucureija , you know, can swallow a horse or an ox whole. Their teeth slant inward, and they fasten
them upon their victim then wap their coils around the quarry until every bone in the body is
broke to fragments and the victimis nothing but a mass of bl oody pulp and bones. It is not

pl easant, | assure you. Then they coat it carefully with saliva, and, opening their huge jaws, begin
the swal | owi ng operations. An ox, for instance, may |ast a sucureija a nmonth, and in case the ox
shoul d have horns, the horns are nerely allowed to protrude fromthe creature’s nouth until that
part of the carcass has rotted, after which the horns are scraped off on a convenient tree."

Chi ef Eagle peered at him "You nmean the snakes here are that big?"

"The sucureija," said Nji, "is also called anaconda." He frowned. "WII| you conme with nme?"

They wal ked a few dozen yards through the jungle. It was noticeable that the chief kept his rifle
ready for quick operation

Doc Savage foll owed warily, keeping out of sight. He had been cl ose enough to hear what they were
sayi ng, and now he got close enough again. It was not difficult, because of the thickness of the
jungl e growt h.

There was a nound of earth on the jungle floor. It was conparatively fresh, although the

qui ck-growi ng tropical plants were already springing up out of it. At the head of the nound was a
crude cross

"Kul was not a Christian," Niji said thoughtfully. "But | thought | would put a cross at the head
of his grave, anyway. He woul d have felt honored to know that a white man had pl aced the enbl em of
his religion over a poor native's grave."

The chiefs face was stark. "Kul, the guide, is buried here?"

"Yes."

"Then how am | going to find Daniel Stage?"

Niji smled thinly. "Kul did not die until sone tinme after we found him He had life enough to
guide me in the drawing of a kind of map."

" Map?"

"I will giveit to you."

DOC SAVAGE coul d not get close enough to observe the map, but Chief Eagle showed a great deal of
interest init. He pored over it, using a pencil to add witten designations of his own while he



asked Niji questions

"l have never been in that country,” Nji said. "So | cannot tell you nuch. It is a great
di stance. Kul was on the trail four nonths reaching here."

"Four nont hs?" The chief was astounded

Niji shrugged his round shoulders. "It is a great distance."
"Then 1’1l need nore gasoline," the chief said grimy. "Say, have you got high-test aviation gas
here?"

Niji nodded. "Yes."

The chi ef was surprised. "How come?"

"Why, | have a plane fly in here once each nonth," Niji said. "I trade, a little platinumout of
the natives, and the plane flies that out."

The chief eyed him "You nust get quite a bit of platinum or a man |ike you wouldn’t be inclined
to stay in a place like this."

Niji shrugged. "That is ny business," he said frankly

Chi ef Eagl e nodded. "That’'s all right. WII you sell ne sone gas?"

"Five dollars a gallon."

The chief said, "All right. How about food?"

"I will give you all the food you want. It will be native stuff."

"Let’'s get busy loading," the chief said

Doc Savage eased away fromhis hiding place, and returned as rapidly and as unobtrusively as he
could to the edge of the river. The current had swing the plane so that the nose pointed upstream
and, by running and | eapi ng, he managed to grasp the edge of the wing and swi ng aboard. He entered
the cabin.

"Don’t make any nove," he warned Mk and Phil OReilly. "I think the chief is falling into a
trap."

The bronze man returned to his hiding place, closed the hatch—eking a mental note that he hoped
the chief would not notice the unfastened hatch—and waited

From hi s peekhol es—they were too small to be noticed by a casual observer—he watched the ship
bei ng | oaded. Gasoline was poured into the wi ng-tanks. Food was piled into the cabin.

Chi ef Eagle paid noney to Niji; then the chief clinbed in the plane. The nmechanical starters nmade
their whining noise for a while, and the notors burst into life

The pl ane began novi ng, gathered speed, rattled across the short river waves, and took the air
Doc Savage craw ed out of his hiding place. He went forward. Monk and Phil O Reilly saw him

com ng, freed thensel ves. Doc notioned for silence

The bronze man noved up behind Chief Eagle, grabbed the rifle and scooped the big single-action
si x-shooter out of the chief’s belt

Chi ef Eagle had the stoicismof his race. He turned, faced the bronze man. There was surprise
only a little, on the red man’s face. Knots of nuscle gathered in front of his ears

Rat her surprisingly, he said, "It was beginning to dawn on ne that | should have brought you

al ong. "

DOC got Chief Eagle by the shoul der, haul ed himaway fromthe controls. Monk and Phil OReilly
got in close to the chief. They could handle him

Doc gl anced downward. There was not hi ng but jungle bel ow.

"Monk," Doc said sharply, "search that food. Look through it fast, and dunp it overboard as you
do so."

" But —

"Hurry up!"

Monk | eaped to obey.

Doc took the controls. He slanted the plane downward sharply toward the jungle. Wen he was a few
hundred feet above the tangl ed nass of vegetation, he banked abruptly and headed the ship back
toward Niji’'s tradi ng post

Monk dunped the food overboard rapidly. It was not |ong before he cane back. He was pal e. He had
a two-gallon tin container, wapped with wire, to which an ordinary clock and sone batteries were
attached

"Time bonmb," he said. "It was set to go off in an hour."

Chi ef Eagle grunted. "Niji crook," he said cryptically

"Yes," Doc said. "He took you in. Furthernore, this gas he sold you is probably doped so that it
will stop the notors in a short tinme."

The dread significance of that hit Mink before any of the others. The honely chenmi st let out a
how of unpl easant astoni shnent

"Doc, why ain't you flyin' higher!" he yelled. "If the notors stop, that would give us a chance
to pick our |anding place."

"One place is about the same as another, until we reach the river," Doc told him "And flying
low, this way, Niji will not hear us returning until we get within three or four niles of the
tradi ng post."

"You think we'll make it?" Phil asked hollowy.



The motors answered that. They stopped, one at a tine.

Chapter Xl. THE UNKNOWN

PH L O REILLY becane pale. But he went back in the cabin and sat down, sonething that took

cour age

"Fasten the safety belts,"” Doc directed

Monk and Chi ef Eagle conplied. The bronze nman was working furiously with the controls, the
starters. But there was nothing that he could do. He gave his attention to |l anding the big ship. He
set the controls to the sl owest possible speed

The trees were |like green noss below, here and there a | arger one protruded above the surroundi ng
jungle. But for the nost part the green was fairly I|evel

He | evel ed; at the last nonent he kicked rudder, and fish-tailed the big plane, so that it went
into a virtual stall a nonment before it hit. The ship struck at the sl owest speed possible

There was a noise as if a snall boy had junped into a pile of tin cans and ki cked around. That
stopped. A branch canme up through the floor and sl apped Mnk’'s face. The honely chem st went pale
for an instant, thinking he was going to be inpaled, but the stab m ssed him

Doc Savage unbuckl ed the safety belt, turned. They seenmed to be safe. Except that the earth was a
good forty feet bel ow

The chief stuck his head out and | ooked at his plane. One wing was gone. Branches were sticking
through the other. The fusel age was slightly out of shape

"Si xty-three thousand dollars," he said

Evidently that was what the plane had cost

Doc had a small pocket conpass. He gave it to Monk

"Niji's trading post is about ten mles south and west," the bronze nman expl ai ned. "But the river
is only about three mles to the west. Head for the river. Make a raft, and float down to the
tradi ng post."

Monk and Phil nodded

Chi ef Eagle stared at Doc. "Don't you want to know what nade me grab your two friends and head
for South America, like | did?"

Doc said, "It was obvious you didn't trust us."

The faintest of grins noved the chief’s lips. "I amof a suspicious people," he said. "And there
is sonething nmysterious behind this. My son announced that he was going to rescue Daniel Stage—and
he never cane back. | think that was why he didn't come back."

Doc Savage said, "It is rather obvious that everyone who tries to rescue Daniel Stage runs into
trouble."

"Yes," the chief agreed. "So | was going to try it without letting anyone know. "

"Wiy did you take Monk and Phil al ong?"

The Indian eyed him "If you half suspected sonme nen might know what becane of your son, wouldn't
you take them al ong?"

Doc nodded. "That’'s what | thought," he said. The bronze nan turned to Monk and Phil. "Head for

the river, then float down to the trading post," he directed. "Travel |ight, but take blankets to
keep of f the nobsquitoes. And watch for maquins, the little red mtes that burrow under your skin and
cause infection and itching."

Monk nodded. "1 know somet hi ng about this jungle. There's another thing called a puim a snal

louse with wings. It makes you itch terribly, and | eaves a scar like a burn.”

"Where you goi ng?" Phil OReilly was |ooking at Doc

"l hope to be there ahead of you," Doc said

Wien Phil O Reilly watched the bronze man swi ng away fromthe plane, he understood why Doc was

not waiting for them He was al so astounded. He had known Doc Savage was a man of extraordinary
physical ability, but he had not dreaned just how amazi ng an individual he was.

Doc renoved his shoes, discarded them and stripped down to trousers. He ripped the legs off his
trousers above the knees. Then he got out of the plane, noved along a linmb, far out into dizzy
space, swayed there a nonment, then pitched forward and downward. Phil yelled in horror. He thought
Doc had fallen. Then, to his astonishnent, he saw the bronze man grasp a thick vine, swing there a
moment, nove along it hand over hand, and again fly into space, this tinme alighting on a linb. After
that, the jungle foliage hid him

"For the love of little fishes!" Phil said wonderingly.

"Ugh!" The chief got out of the plane, peered at the ground far below, and nmade no effort to
imtate the bronze man's exanpl e

NI JI was sitting in front of a portable radio transnmitter when Doc Savage wal ked in on him Niji
was al one, and the radio outfit, while portable, could hardly be carried on one man’s back; it was
portabl e by airplane, or several natives could carry it. Power for the apparatus was furnished by a
smal | generator driven by a gasoline nmotor, and the nmotor was meki ng enough noi se to cover any sound
Doc might have made in approaching

He was just finishing his comrunication over the instrunent.

"If the bonb doesn’'t get this nan Eagle," he was saying into the transmtter, "the doctored
gasoline will. | put a chemcal into the gas which | poured into the tanks."



That evidently term nated his report, because he placed the nmicrophone on the table and sw tched
of f the apparatus. And it was then that Doc wal ked in

Niji cane half out of his chair, and his hand started for a gun lying on the table. He renui ned
that way, arrested in mdnovenent, for a while. Then he sank back

"You!" he said

OQovi ously he recogni zed Doc. The bronze man studied Niji intently. He had never seen the fell ow
before. And he was puzzled by the expression on Niji's face

Doc tossed the gun in a corner

"I was on that plane," he said

Niji blanched. "Wy didn’t that fool, Eagle, tell me?"

"What difference would it have nade?"

"A great deal," Niji said quietly.

Doc continued to watch him N ji |ooked m serable. That was puzzling

Doc said, "You' d better explain just what you nean."

Niji's gaze was level. "You do not know ne," he said. "But | have a brother. Niji is not ny nane,
and it was not ny brother’s name. He was Carl Voorheis, and, four or five years ago, he was in
danger of |osing everything he owned, and his life and famly as well. Carl is not like me; he is an

honest man. Carl had a plantation in H dalgo, a Central Anmerican republic. He—But you know what
happened. You saved everything for him"

Doc renenbered. "What has that to do with this?"

Niji shrugged. "I ama crook," he said. "But first, | ama nman with a certain code. Wien a nan
does nme or mine good, | return it. The sane for wong."

"You nean," Doc said, "that you are ny friend."

Niji shook his head. "Not your friend. Crooks are never your friends. Wiat | nean is this: If |
can help you in any way, | wll."

Doc was pl eased. This break, unexpected, was the kind that cane out of a clear sky now and then
"You can tell me what this is all about," Doc said

Niji hesitated. He got up and went to a window. A group of natives was husking castanha nuts in

the clearing. The castanha nuts grew inside an extrenely |large, round cannonball of a shell, twenty
to forty nuts inside a ball. Shipped to the Arerican market, they were called Brazil nuts

"You see those natives?" Nji said. "They are not nmy nen. They will kill ne if I talk."

"Then," Doc said, "you are going to refuse to tal k?"

Niji shook his head. "On the contrary, 1'Il tell you anything you want to know. But | would Iike

to nmake a deal. | would like for you to arrange sone nethod by which | can escape."”

Doc consi dered the point

"That can be done," he said

NI JI left the window, went to the door, nmade sure no one was listening. Then he |lowered his

voice. "This is going to disappoint you," he said. "I don't actually know what is behind it
"Nearly a year ago," he said, "a man cane to ne, and told nme that exploring expeditions would
begin coming to hunt a man naned Dani el Stage. This man gave ne several maps, all alike. | was to
gi ve each of these expeditions one of the maps, and say that a guide had brought it to ne, but had
died while waiting for themto come. | received a list of men, all explorers, to whom| was to wite
letters saying that a native had reached ny trading post, a native who knew t he whereabouts of
Dani el Stage."

Doc Savage's netallic features were grim "In other words, you were to decoy explorers down here
and when they got this far, you were to give them maps which would [ ead themon into the jungle."
"That is it."

"The maps were all alike, you say?"

"Yes."

"Then these expl orers—none of them cane back, incidentally—were all sent to the sane spot
searching for Daniel Stage?"

"Yes.
Doc pointed at the radio. "What about that?"
"That?" N ji |ooked at the radio. "The man who hired ne supplied that. | used it to get in touch

with him It was over the radio that he told ne to put a bonb in Eagle’'s plane and to dope the
gasoline."

"What about the natives you said would kill you if they found out you were tal king?"

"This man left themhere.” Nji frowned. "You understand, | was getting well paid for this. I am
essentially a crook. Did you exam ne that bonb |I put in the plane?"

"Monk dunped it overboard in a hurry."

"It woul d never have exploded,"” Niji said. "I amnot a nurderer. As for the doped gasoline, a

pl ane could land on the top of this jungle wi thout a great deal of danger of killing the occupants."”
"You are saying you are not a murderer?"

"Yes."

Doc studied him He believed the man. Niji was a crook, as he said, but he had a certain code
that he foll owed.



"Did you ever think of reform ng?" the bronze man asked.
"l amthinking very strongly about it."
"Wul d you go so far as to nmake a promise? | believe you are a man who keeps his word."

Niji hesitated. Finally he said, "If |I get out of this, | quit. You understand, it does not take
a great deal of will power on ny part to do so. | have enough nobney to retire on."

Doc said, "There is just one nore thing."

"What ?"

"The nanme of the man who hired you."

"Marbetti."

"Roll o Marbetti? A young nman, rather handsone, with a dark skin?"

"Yes. Marbetti is the man behind all this," Nji said.

IT was four days before the two gyro planes arrived. They were slow, and although Ham and Johnny
and Pat had nmade all the speed possible, their advent was del ayed four days. They | anded—the shi ps
were equi pped with floats—en the river.

Monk, Phil O Reilly and Chief Eagle had reached Niji's trading post by that tine. Doc had net
them they had remai ned encanped in the jungle, where the natives about Niji's post had not found
t hem

But when the gyro ships | anded—the big rotors that served theminstead of wi ngs made them | ook
like air-traveling windmlls—Boc and the others stepped out on the beach.

Ham and his party taxied to land after Doc shouted a warning about the ferocious piranha that
swarnmed in the river. They sprang ashore.

"Col umbus made better time crossing the Atlantic than we made in these things," Ham said

di sgust edl y.

"There is no better ship for use in the jungle," Doc told him

Monk was bursting with information.

"Ham we know who is behind this thing," the honely cheni st decl ared.

"Who?"

"Marbetti."

"I never did trust him" Ham declared. "Wat's he pulling? What is the idea of decoying all those
expl orers down here in the jungle? Wiy didn’t any of them ever cone back?"

Monk’s face fell. "We don't know yet," he had to adnmit. "But whatever the reason, we are hot on
the trail =

A shot silenced him It cane fromthe direction of the trading post. A single report, evidently
of arifle. The echoes gobbled back and forth in the jungle, and a flock of birds swarnmed up.
"Conme on!" Doc rapped.

The bronze man led the race for the trading post. They got there in time to find natives,

hal f - naked fell ows, sone of them caboclas, as the local breeds were called, trying to break down the
door .

"Cet back!" Doc told them

Chi ef Eagle had his big single-action gun in his hands; Mnk had the .30-30 carbine. Ham and the
others held grimblue nmachine pistols. The natives w thdrew sullenly.

"Watch them " Doc warned. "They are enployed by Marbetti. They mi ght nake trouble."

The bronze man struck the door then, using his shoul der. The door was strong. It resisted. Doc
said, "Locked on the inside." He said this in the native |anguage, so the sullen half-naked nmen
woul d under st and.

Again he hit the door, with nore force this tine, and the panel flew open. Ham went in.

Niji sprawied on the floor, legs and arns twi sted grotesquely. A streamof wet scarlet craw ed
slowy fromunder the body to a crack in the floor and ran down through the crack. There was a
revol ver by the outstretched hand.

Doc went to the door. "Get those natives in here!" he said loudly and angrily. "Find out who did
this!"

He translated the order into the local vernacular, and stood there, a frowning bronze tower of a
man, as natives were shoved inside. They stared at the body, not greatly concerned in the presence
of death.

"None of us killed him" a man pointed out. "The door was | ocked, was it not?"

That was a perfectly logical argunment, but Doc seenmed unconvinced. He frowned for a while, and
did a little brow beating.

"W’ Il have to bury Niji," he said finally.

Monk and the bronze man carried Niji's forminto the jungle. They placed the body in a thicket,
and hastily dug a trench.

"All right," Doc said.

Niji leaped to his feet. He shook Doc’s hand.
"Thanks," he said. "You will keep themthinking | am dead?"
Doc nodded.

Niji vanished in the jungle. Doc had already hidden a supply of food, and, farther down the river
where the nman could reach it, a dugout canoe.



Doc and Monk carefully filled in the grave they had dug, and rounded up the earth
VWHEN t hey got back to the trading post, Phil OReilly had destroyed the radi o apparatus. Chief
Eagl e had taken Ham Johnny and Pat aside and inforned them of the situation. "Doc Savage has one of

those maps fromNji," the chief finished, "and, since Niji was a white guy, Doc is letting himgo
Niji has promised to reform Wat N ji does not knowis that Doc is going to keep an eye on himin
the future, and if Niji doesn't reform it’'ll be just too bad for him As for us, we're going on to
the spot to which these missing explorers were directed."

Phil joined Doc. "I put the radio on the blink," he said

"Col |l ect any supplies we may need fromthe trading post," Doc directed. "And | oad everything in

the gyros."

This operation took a little tinme. The work was nade slow by the necessity for watching the
hostil e natives each nonment. Doc, Ham and Johnny went anong them and collected several blowjuns and
a supply of poisoned arrows, but in spite of that, Doc shortly felt a sharp inpact against his back
It was a poisoned bl owgun dart that, except for the fact that he was wearing a chain-nmesh shirt that
had stopped the thing, would have been unpl easant. He plucked out the dart, chased the native who
had bl own the thing at him caught the fellow, and gave hima trouncing in the presence of his

fell ows.

That put a stop to the hostility. The idea that the bronze man was invul nerable to the darts
aroused a superstitious fear, and the natives skul ked out of sight

A norment before they were to take off, Mnk appeared. The honely chem st was dirty and puzzl ed
"Say, you renmenber that guide named Kul who was supposed to be waiting here?" Mnk asked

"There never was any gui de nanmed Kul ."

"Oh," Monk said. "That explains why there was no body in that grave Niji showed the chief."

The bronze man indicated how they should divide their forces. Mnk, Hamand Phil OReilly woul d
take one gyro. Johnny, Pat, Chief Eagle and hinself took the other craft, which, while no |arger
than the first, was a nore advanced nodel and could carry greater weight

They took the air w thout incident. The gyros—they were not true gyros with the ability to rise
strai ght up, but neither were they the commobn autogyro plane that required considerable forward
speed to keep in the air—+ifted off the water after very brief runs

Doc turned the controls over to Johnny, and spread out the chart which Niji had given him The
bronze man conmputed flying tine, finally announced his conclusions as, "If we are lucky, we wll
make it by night."

I't was now mi dnorni ng

Pat said, "I never knew this jungle was so big. On the map, you think of it as just being a part

of Brazil."

Chapter XII. DANGEROUS DECOY

THE pl at eau was an astoundi ng thing. They canme upon it late that afternoon, when they were flying
west, and at first it was hard to distinguish, resenbling a | ow cloud bank on the horizon. Sun glare
made the western skyline a furnace, and that did not help themto distinguish the plateau

The plateau had a perfectly flat top, and sheer sides. There was nothi ng fabul ous about the

thing, except that it was unexpected, there in the jungle. The sides were very steep, in sonme places
being cliffs some hundreds of feet high. In other spots, the slope was slightly |ess precipitous
Chi ef Eagle sighed at the place, and nade sone nental cal cul ations

"The top of that thing is about two thousand feet above the surrounding jungle." He frowned at

Doc. "G eat blazes, isn't there any trace of that on the charts?"

"None," the bronze man said

"It's not so ammzing," Pat offered dryly. "The jungle is perpetually covered with a haze or fog
and that thing | ooks like a cloud bank sticking up. If we hadn’t had accurate bearings, we woul dn’'t
have noticed it."

"The map indicates that thing as our goal ?" the chief denanded

"Yes."

Doc Savage, in the leading gyro, sent the craft up toward the lip of the plateau. The size of the
pl ace, not so inpressive froma distance, becane somewhat breath-taking as they drew close. Its
contours resenbl ed those of the big nmesas of the western United States

There was radi o for comuni cati on between the two gyros

Doc said into the microphone, "W will circle the edge of the place. Make a quick survey before
darkness. "

"Right," Mink’s voice said in the receivers

"You take one direction. We'll take the other. Keep in touch with us by radio."

"Right."

The bronze man headed left. He flew alnost directly above the rim but at an altitude that woul d
not make it too easy for a rifle shot frombelow And all of themused binocul ars

The vegetation on the top of the plateau, probably because so much jungle surrounded the place

that the climate was very nmuch the sanme, did not differ a great deal fromthe | ow and

Doc di stingui shed hevea and castilloa trees, as well as the two drug-producing shrubs, cinchona
and cocoa, common to higher elevations. He was surprised at the presence of castilloa , because he



understood it was found in the upper Negro-Branco basin, and nowhere el se.

There was al so the big nmassaranduba, or cow tree, one of the |argest of Amazon trees. The evening
sunl i ght made the reddi sh bark of the tree seemredder—that bark, when tapped, would give a liquid
simlar in appearance and taste to m |k, and which was even sonetinmes used in coffee and for other
pur poses which genuine mlk served. However, drinking much of the mlk fromthe cow tree woul d cause
illness, because it coagulated into a material simlar to rubber |atex. The wood was very hard, so
hard that nails could not be driven into it, and it had to be drilled |like steel. The wood woul d
al so sink in water.

Doc said, "Mnk—

"Yes?"

"Find anythi ng?"

"Naw, not exactly," Mnk said. "There's kind of a canyon ahead, though, and it |ooks as if there
was sone paths | eading down to that, and what |ooks like cultivated fields near it. W Il knowin a
mnute. "

Phil OReilly emtted a yell, grabbed Doc’s arm

"Look!" he bel | oned.

Bel ow them to the left, there was a clearing, a neadow of sone area. In this, a man had

appeared. He was running, waving his arnms to get their attention.

Phil gl ued binoculars to his eyes.

"That is Daniel Stage!" Phil shrieked.

DOC SAVAGE turned the gyro, let it sink. He used his own gl asses.

The man bel ow appeared to be in bad shape. He was al nost naked, and he was crusted with dirt. He
had nade hinself a garnent of |eaves and plaited bark. He seened hardly to have the strength to run,
because he fell repeatedly. The rest of the time, he ran with an awkward | eapi ng notion.

"That’'s Stage," Phil gasped. "I recognize the way he runs."

"Behind him" Doc said sharply. "Take a |ook!"

There was a group of nen, rather |ight-skinned for natives, running grimy toward the fell ow

wavi ng at them fromthe neadow.

Phil nmade an angry noi se. "He nust have yelled at us, or sonething, and they heard him" Phil
grow ed.

Doc Savage fed the notor a little gas. The gyro started to Iift and circle.

"Aren’t you going to land?" Phil yelled.

He | ooked grim

"Not inmmediately," Doc said.

Phil swore.

"But we’ve come all this way to rescue Daniel Stage!" he shrieked. "You ve got a chance. You can

I and and pick himup before those natives get him"

Doc said, "Not until we make sure what this is."”

"But we want to rescue Stage!"

Doc’ s voi ce hardened. "W also want to find those explorers who went after himto say nothing of
Junith, Daniel Stage's sister."

Phil glared at him Phil was not a young nman who believed in sober, cautious action. Wen he saw
a thing that seened to need doing, he was in favor of doing it.

Suddenly Phil lunged forward. He picked a nonment when Doc Savage was mani pul ating the controls,

so he took the bronze man partly by surprise. Phil got his armunder the instrument panel, clutched
the ignition wires, and wenched them | oose.

The not or st opped.

Long, bony Johnny hit Phil with his fist. Johnny did not appear to have nuch strength, but his

bl ow put Phil on the floor, dazed.

"You supernagni tudi nous fool!" Johnny said.

Doc worked with the controls. The gyro sank earthward. It would land in the clearing, very close
to the man staggering there.

Phil stirred on the floor.

"You can fix those wires in a mnute," he nuttered. "I just forced you to land."

He sounded triunphant.

Doc said, "Take a closer look at this man."

Phil got to his feet. As the gyro sank, and the man in the clearing cane closer, Phil’s

expressi on changed strangely.

"Wel | ?" Doc asked.

"It’s not . . . not Daniel Stage!" Phil gasped.

"What made you think it was Stage in the first place?" Doc denmanded.

"The way he ran—that loping gait," Phil muttered. "Dan always ran |like that. We used to kid hima
lot about it. Told himhe ran like a girl."

The gyro hit with a considerable jar.

"Get himin here!" Doc rapped.

The bronze man doubl ed under the instrument panel, began splicing the torn ignition wires. The



wires were tangled; it would take a few minutes to sort them

Phil | eaped out, yelled at the running nan, "Get in here! W' ve got to fix the ignition wires,
but we'll be able to take off."
The man Phil had thought was Daniel Stage, it devel oped, was not a white nman at all, but a rather

swarthy breed with a face that was not very pleasant. He gall oped close to the plane.

Then, so unexpectedly that no one had a chance to do anything about it, he whipped two guns out

of his clothing. One was an ordinary revolver; the other weapon was a bi g-barrel ed signal pistol,
the type of thing called a Very gun.

He shot a hole in the gas tank. The gas ran out. He fired the Very pistol into the gasoline. Wth
a gusty roar, flame envel oped that part of the plane.

The man then turned his revolver on them

"Everybody sit still," he said.

The natives ran toward them and when they arrived, the man spoke to themin a dial ect which Doc
Savage di d not understand, although it bore sonme resenblance to the basic |anguage of the tribes of
the outer reaches of the Amazon region.

The natives—they were stalwart nmen who appeared nore white than | ndian—scranbled into the gyro,
sei zed Doc, Pat, Johnny, Chief Eagle and Phil. They had bark plaited ropes ready to bind their
prisoners.

Phil groaned. He was utterly m serable.

"Nice job you did," Johnny told himgriny.

Doc Savage shrugged.

"They m ght have gotten us anyway," the bronze nman said. "Look." He nodded toward the other gyro,
whi ch they could distinguish in the red Iight of evening.

A plane, a | oww ng nonopl ane that was fast, had clinbed up from sonewhere, and set upon the slow
gyro plane. They could hear the enraged snarl of a nmachine gun fromthe plane, a sound that cackl ed
across the top of the plateau in short bursts, sounding |ike a turkey gobbler in the distance.
The gyro | anded quickly. There was nothing else to do. It did not have the speed or defensive
weapons to cope with the fast plane.

Chapter Xl I1. THE SUN CAT

DOC SAVAGE did not see the city until they had led himto the Iip of the canyon.

He was not exactly surprised. For the last few hundred yards, they had passed through patches of
cultivated ground. The fields were rather slovenly. Farm ng done the |lazy way.

The city was like a cliff-dweller city, except that it was not under an overhanging cliff, and
was not where it could be reached by rolling boulders. Aridge jutted out into the canyon, and at
the end of the ridge was a round peak, where the white city stood.

"I"I'l be superanal ganat ed! " Johnny gasped.

Phil O Reilly made a strangl ed noi se of astonishment. Chief Eagle grunted.

"It's wonderful!" Pat exclai nmed.

The captors jerked themto a halt near a path that | ed downward, then out along the ridge to the
city. They waited there. Doc Savage studied the natives, puzzled by the shape of their features,
whi ch bore sone traces of Incan ancestry, yet were predom nately the features of white nen.

The reason for the wait was apparent when Monk and the others were hauled into view. They were a
downcast |ot.

Monk | ooked at Doc miserably. "Doc, | had to land. That bl asted plane had nachi ne guns stuck all
over it, and it could fly circles around us."

The bronze nman said, "You did the intelligent thing in comng down."

"But we're prisoners."

Doc shrugged.

Monk peered at the city on the pinnacle. Then the honely chemi st turned to Johnny, who, as a

not ed archaeol ogi st, would know what the city nmeant, if anyone woul d.

"What kind of people live there, Johnny?" Mnk denmanded. "And this ain't no tinme to spring them
big words on us!"

"The construction is entirely cubes and circles,"” Johnny said. "That is a characteristic of the
cliff-dweller people of the Mesa Verde and other districts in Col orado, Arizona and New Mexico. It
is a characteristic, too, of Incan, Mayan and Aztec architecture. The Mayans, for instance, never
mastered the arch, or at |east never used it. Probably they mastered it, all right, because their
know edge of astronony and ot her conplicated subjects was remarkable, as well as their skill at
surgery. There are known instances where skulls have been found upon which fairly expert trepanning
operati ons have been perforned. | should say—

One of the natives gave hima jab with a short spear, so they never found out what he should say.
The prisoners were marched out on the ridge path.

The path was quite narrow, little over a foot wide in spots, and at intervals there were

def ensi ve arches which woul d nmake the work of an attacking force quite difficult.

The city itself was of stone and nortar. The workmanship was not as skilled as it had seenmed from
a distance, being not greatly superior, in fact, to the workmanship on the pueblo dwellings of the
sout hwestern United States.



The place, however, was extensive, being at least two hundred yards in length, and probably of a
greater depth. They were led up a long flight of stair-ladders—wooden arrangenments which coul d be
drawn up in case of attack

A native grunted an order. The prisoners were searched

They were forced, all of them to clinb down a | adder into darkness. At the bottom perhaps
fifteen feet down, they found a large circular chanber in the stone. The walls were indented with
six evenly spaced pockets which were |ike bunks, and in the center of the roomthere was a | arge
round depression, with a very small hole, no larger than a rifle barrel. To the east, in the
direction of the setting sun, there was a slab of stone a foot thick, two feet wide, three feet
high, projecting fromthe floor. And behind this in the wall was a round hole, a little larger than
a man's fist, through which fresh air cane.

After they were in the bottom the |adder was pulled out

AFTER a few minutes, their eyes becane accustoned to the darkness. The sun was not yet down, and
sone |ight penetrated through the square hol e above their heads

"This ain't so bad," Mnk said

Johnny grunted uneasily. "Personally, | think we’'re in a bad spot."

Monk peered at him He did not often hear Johnny sound so concerned

"What’' s eating you?" Mnk asked

"You ever been in the cliff ruins in the western United States?" Johnny asked. "Those on Mesa
Verde, for instance?"

"Yeah. This place is kinda |ike some of them nust have been when they were inhabited, only this
one i s bigger. \Wat about it?"

"Remenber the kivas?"

"The what ?"

"Ki vas

The cerenonial roonms. Circular, with six supporting pillars cut into the edge, a ventilating hole
and a deflecting stone like this one, and a see-pah-poo in the center."

"A what in the center?"

" See- pah- poo

There are various ways of spelling it, and |'’musing the easy one." Johnny spelled it out for
Monk.

"Wl l, what about themthings?"

Johnny rubbed his jaw. He | ooked upward. There was a reddish glow flickering over the square
entrance to their strange prison, and they realized that their captors had |ighted one or nore fires
out si de

Johnny, his tone nmore worried, said, "It is generally conceded that the circle was consi dered
sacred anong many of these ancient people," he explained. "Crcular roonms were always their
religious roons, their tenples, or roons where they placed their grains in the hands of the gods for
saf ekeeping. And also their sacrificial roons."

"Sacrificial rooms?" Mnk asked

"Wl | —+he thought just occurred to nme."

"You nean—they intend to sacrifice us?"

"Now, don’t get excited," Johnny said. "But at the sane tinme, don't get too optimstic."

Phil OReilly flung hinself down with his back against the wall. He nuttered di sconsol ately.
"This is all nmy fault," he conplained. "If | hadn't forced the gyro to |land, we woul dn’t be
here."

Doc Savage said quietly, "That plane had machi ne guns. They coul d have caught us and forced us
down anyhow. "

Pat asked, "Has anybody seen Dani el Stage?"

No one had, apparently

Doc asked, "Mnk, who was flying the plane arned with nachi ne guns?"

"That Rollo Marbetti. | got a good |ook at him"

Ham snapped, "Marbetti is the lug behind this ness."

"I wonder where Junith Stage is?" Pat pondered al oud

No one answered

"And ny son," Chief Eagle said finally. "Wat became of hin? And the other explorers who have
come down here and vani shed."

"This roomis circular,” Johnny said. "I don't like that."
Monk said, "Wile we're wonderi ng—why not wonder what becane of the guy with one half of his face
different fromthe other half? Me, |'d like to know about him"

No one answered that

"There nmust be sonme reason behind this," Pat said finally.

IT was nearly two hours |ater when the | adder came down into the pit like a | ong tongue that

colored by the firelight above, |ooked jagged and red. A native took up a position at the top with a
heavy club, and waggl ed the club nmenacingly to di scourage any attenpt to escape

Anot her native shoved his head over the opening. It was the same man who had served as a decoy in



t he meadow.

"Doc Savage cone al one," he said.

The bronze man clinbed half up the | adder, then stopped. "What is the nmeaning of this?" he
demanded. "Were is Daniel Stage? Were are Elnpo Eagl e and the others?”

The native said sonmething in his own tongue. Doc got the general neaning of what the fell ow was
sayi ng. Looking down at the others, Doc expl ai ned.

"This fell ow does not speak English," he said. "He is just repeating the words he has been told

to repeat."

"Doc Savage cone alone,"” the native said inpatiently.

Doc said, "Take it easy, Mnk. The sanme for the rest of you."

The bronze man clinbed the rest of the way, and nen laid hold of him They were wary, and three

of them stood nearby hol ding small daggers nmade of |ong thorns. The sticky substance on the ends of
the thorns was evidently sone kind of poison.

Hal f a dozen long, stout cords braided of bark were tied to the bronze man’s arns and | egs, so
that he could be spread-eagled instantly if he nade any attenpt at resistance. Follow ng that, he
was mar ched away.

Two natives went ahead carrying torches which shed snmoke and some ruby-col ored |ight that spread
over the | ong passages of stone and nortar, and the |l ow, worn steps which they clinbed, the narrow
doorways through which they passed. The air was still, and now that the sun had gone down, it was
not particularly warm

The climate at this altitude was undoubtedly pleasant, and judging fromthe profuse vegetation,

and the fact that the surroundi ng jungle undoubtedly swarmed with gane, |ife here was probably

pl easant.

Doc was conducted into a roomthat was very long, but not wi de, and—f Johnny’'s surm se about
circles being sacred was correct—sone kind of an inner tenple, because the floor, walls and ceiling

were ornanented with inlays of brilliant color, all circular in fornation.
At the far end of the room there were three circular, lifted platfornms. They were drum shaped.
The one in the center was highest, and painted brilliant scarlet; the other two, while larger, were

not as high, and one was bl ack, the other bl ue.

On the black platform perhaps a dozen natives were seated. They were elderly nmen, |ooked wise in
the ways of life, and were evidently some kind of a council.

On the blue platformwere half a dozen white nmen. Not hal f-breeds. These nmen were entirely white.
They were not pleasant-|ooking characters.

The man with the ugly face sat on the center platform

DOC SAVAGE was conducted to a spot in front of the platforns, and halted, his guards keeping a
firmgrip on the cords which were fastened to his arms and | egs.

The man with the ugly face | ooked at one of the elderly nen on the black platform The nan arose,
and spoke. Hi s voice went on nonotonously, in the manner of a man who is repeating part of a ritual.
After the elderly native finished, and sat down, the man with the face spoke in English. H's

handl i ng of the speech was stilted and unnatural .

"Do you understand what was just said?" he asked.

"Not very clearly," Doc said. "This is an offshoot of the |Incan |anguage, mxed with a little

Spani sh, but | cannot get all of it."

"The council wi shes you to understand everything," the ugly man said. "So | will repeat. You are
in the presence of the Sun, the Sky and the Night." He gestured briefly at the platfornms. "The
colors will explain what | nean. The Sun, the Sky and the Night. O these three things are nmade the
things that man cannot control. In the creation of the universe, these three things were given man
to teach himthat he nust always be nodest, for there are things that he can never control."

He was silent a while, contenplating Doc Savage. There was nothing but hate in the | ook he gave
the bronze man. Doc, in turn, was studying the fellow s face closely, this being his first
opportunity to do so. Unfortunately, the torchlight furnished very poor illum nation.

"The Sun, the Sky and the Night," continued the man with the face, "are beyond the control of

man, hence his superiors, and therefore qualified to sit in judgnment upon him Therefore they are
sitting in judgnent now, the duly elected servants of these three powers, in order to pass judgnent
upon intruders upon our peace."

Doc said, "You are taking a |ong-w nded way of saying what you have on your mnd. Wy not out
withit?"

"You want it short?"

"Yes."

"All right," the man said. "On the day of the Speaking Bird, which is tonorrow, you will be

tested for fitness. Only one of you need pass the test in order that all of you may live. You have
the privilege of determ ning which of you shall be first to take the test, and which second, and so
on."

Doc wat ched him steadily.

"What kind of a test?" the bronze man asked.

"You will be placed with the Sun Cat," the man with the face replied. "And if you neet with



approval , and are pernmitted to live, all of you nmay live."

"What is the Sun Cat?" Doc inquired curiously.

The other ignored him turned to the elderly men and spoke in the native tongue. Doc |istened
closely, decided he was telling themthat he had inforned the prisoner of the judgment of the
council, and desired to know if there was anything nore he should tell the captive. The answer was
that nothing nore need be said

Before Doc was | ed away, he eyed the white nmen on the blue platform

"You fellows must have a nice racket here," he said. "I suppose you rate the sky platform because
you cane here by plane. As a matter of fact, |I think I know what your racket is."
"Alot of good it’'ll do you, bozo," one of the men said

Doc was dragged away, forced to wal k down several passages, and shoved into a room which was
lighted by a primtive kind of a |lanp that consisted of a wick lying in a jar containing sone type
of oil

There was an array of food on a | ow wooden pl atform

He decided he was to be fed before being returned to the prison hole. Either that, or they were
trying to poison him He went over and | ooked at the food, snelled of it doubtfully. There was
pescada, a fish that would taste sonmething |ike cod, and tartaruga eggs. The tartaruga eggs—they
were the local fresh-water turtle eggs—had the peculiar quality of the whites never hardening during
cooki ng, so only the yol k was served very hard-boiled, resenbling the dry yol k of hen’s eggs
"Psssst!"

Doc hal f turned, and |istened

The sound cane again, fromthe other side of the room It was a human sound. Doc discovered a
smal | aperture across the room evidently a ventilating slit, and went to it

"Yes," he said

"M. Savage," said a |l ow fem nine voice. "Cone close. | want to talk to you."

It was Junith Stage

Chapter XIV. SACRI FICE IN THE SUN

DOC SAVAGE | eaned close to the aperture and asked, "How did you get here?"

"By plane," she explained. "W left imediately after | pointed that gun at you in ny house in
the city, and escaped. Now |listen closely. | have thought of a way—

"Did the man with the ugly face fly down with you?" Doc asked

She hesitated. She was silent for so long that he wondered if she could have gone away fromthe
other end of the ventilator

"Yes, he came with me," she said

"Who is he?"

"I can’t tell you that."

Doc Savage half opened his nouth to tell her that he believed he already knew, then he changed
his mnd. Instead he asked another question, beginning it with a statenent

"He is a white man," he said, "and | have been wondering how he got control over these natives."
"He doesn’t control thementirely."

"You nean that he has to do what the council says?"

"On vital points," the girl answered, "he does. The council will not stand for murders, and that
is why you are now alive. Al though what is to happen to you is the sane as nurder."

Doc asked persistently, "How did he get control over these natives?"

"By coming in an airplane when he found the place,"” Junith Stage replied. "Like all the old Incan
| egendary beliefs, these people think that their deities came out of the sky, sent to themby the
sun. "

"They are Incans? Their |anguage isn't pure."

"Ch, we’'re wasting tine!" Junith snapped. "I'mtrying to tell you-—*

"There is Spanish mxed in their |anguage," Doc said

"Yes. Back during the Spanish exploration of South America, an exploring party sonehow nanaged to
get this far. How, | don’'t know. But they found this nesa after becom ng |ost and wandering for
years. There was a tribe of Incans here then, and the Spanish explorers sinply stayed here. They
killed off nobst of the Incan nen at the tine, which accounts for the predonm nantly white features of
these natives."

Doc said, "I supposed it was sonething like that."

Junith Stage’s whisper was inperative. "Listen, | think that | can overpower the one guard at
your door. If | can do that, you may be able—=

Interrupting, Doc asked, "What becane of the other explorers who were | ost?"

"They are here. But you can’t help them They are prisoners, and safe enough as long as—well, for
the time being."

"What do you nean?"

She hesitated. "As |ong as they have noney left."

"You nmean that this is an extortion schenme?"

"Yes."

"The explorers were decoyed down here and seized, and held in order that noney could be extorted



from thent?"

"Yes."

That was about what Doc Savage had thought. He did not mention the fact that he had suspected the
truth. "Were is your brother?"

"He . . . he's here." Her voice, nore strained, rushed into an explanation. "That is why | acted
as | did. My brother—+ had to do it to save him"

Doc said, "I could tell you were not taking part in this willingly."

"Please! | think | can sneak up behind your guard from behind, and knock himout. Then you m ght
escape. "

"No," Doc said.
"But—they’'re going to put you in with that thing they call the Sun Cat."

"What is it?"

"A gigantic onca."
"Jaguar ?"

"Yes."

"They are not particularly large."

"This one"—her voice was terrified—is enornous."

"What is this test of the Sun Cat?"

"They put you in an anphitheater with the animal. There are seats around the top, and everyone
wat ches. "

The bronze man was thoughtful for a while. He made, unconsciously, the small trilling sound that
was his habit in nonents of intense nental stress.

"Can you reach the stuff fromour planes?" he asked.

"l —vyes, | believe | can." She sounded frightened.

"WIIl you be watching this business of a test with the Sun Cat?"

"l—hadn't intended to."

"Watch it," Doc directed. "Go to the stuff fromour plane. You will find a netal case nunbered
eleven. In it will be a small bottle, nunbered seventy-six. Get that bottle. Can you renenber that?
Case nunber el even. Bottle seventy-six."

"Yes—+ can renenber."

"Tie the bottle inside a bouquet of flowers. Wap it in a handkerchief so it will not break.
Then, as | amput in the arena, toss nme the flowers with the bottle inside. Can you do that?"
"1 try. "t

"“I't will probably be the difference between Iife and death."

"I .~ . . 1 will do ny best," she said. "I think | can."

"CGood, " Doc said

She didn’t think it was good. She was sobbing

VWHEN Doc Savage was returned to the subterranean prison chanber, Mnk and the rest were

infinitely relieved. Hamsaid, "W were afraid—well, we didn't know but what they were going to bunp
you of f."

"What happened, Doc?" Pat asked

Pat sounded quite calm and her quietness irritated Doc Savage. Pat enjoyed this kind of

excitenment, and that was a perpetual source of irritation to the bronze man. He got a kick out of it
himsel f, he had to admt, but it was a grimkind of thrill, and he often w shed he did not have a
taste for adventure

He told them what had occurred, including what Junith Stage had told him

Chi ef Eagle swore in a low, guttural tone. "I have suspected they were holding ny son here, and
forcing himto turn over his noney to them | exam ned nmy sons bank bal ances and stock hol dings. H's
money has been di sappearing since he canme here and vani shed. They made hi m sign over noney to them
and made hi m sign checks. The transactions were dated back, though, so that it woul d appear he had
made them before he left the States.”

Johnny, the long, bony geol ogi st and archaeol ogi st, said, "An onca, eh? They aren't very big."
"There are four types of jaguars," Doc remnded him "One kind is small and yellow, and not very
dangerous. Another has small spots, the third |arger spots. But the fourth is the color of milk
chocol ate, and is ferocious."

Monk asked, "The idea is that you fight this critter, and if you lick it, we all get turned

| oose?"

"Sonmething like that," Doc agreed

It was not a pleasant prospect, and the grimess of the situation silenced them They were tired
too. They had flown for days in the planes, and sleep had been sporadic, and strain continuous

They took turns at trying to dig out through the ventilating tunnel. But it ran through severa

feet of solid rock, and they had no tools. Their belt buckles soon wore out on the stone, and after
that, they made no progress whatever

About three o’'clock in the norning, Mnk took up a position against the wall, Ham clinbed on his
shoul ders, and Doc cl anbered atop both of them and was able to wap his hands over the edge of the
square hol e



He drew hinmsel f up. Then he dropped back.

"That won’t do," the bronze man said. "They have half a dozen jararacas picketed around the

hol e."

Phil O Reilly asked, "Wat’'s a jararaca?"

"Snake," the bronze man explained cryptically. "Quite deadly. Blindness results about two m nutes
after one of thembites you, and death usually occurs in about five mnutes."

Phil O Reilly made a sound that had no neaning, except that it was frightened.

"l guess |I'mnot cut out for an explorer,"” he said. "I'mso scared ny |legs feel |ike sacks full
of ice water."
Monk snorted. "Brother, don't let that worry you. |'mscared a |l ot worse."

Pat said, "W’'re all scared, Phil."

"You wouldn't think so, to listen to you," Phil nuttered.

"Well, if | could get out of here right now " Pat said, "I would take a vow never to get mixed up
in another one of these nesses. Maybe."

Probably Doc Savage was the only one who really slept any at all.

THE anphitheater had the cerenoni al shape—+t was round. It was sonmewhat like a bull ring, with
seats that entirely circled it. The arena itself was deep—nearly thirty feet deep, with sides that
were gl ass-snooth, so that the Sun Cat could not clinb out.

There was one opening in the deep cup, to the west, near the base. It was circular, and
surrounded by a red circle.

Above this opening were seats inclosed in boxes. They m ght have been seats of honor, but they
were anything but that.

Monk and the others—they had shaken hands gravely with Doc Savage upon separating—were led into
one of the boxes. They stared in anazenent at the occupants of the box across fromthem

They were | ooking at several gaunt, ragged, forlorn-looking white nen. Mnk, who had a wi de
acquai nt ance anong expl orers, recogni zed some of them So did Ham and Johnny.

"Hey!" Monk yelled. "Tom Kennedy! Ed Corby! How are you guys?"

A native struck Monk over the head with a long club. The honely chem st subsided, dazed; then,
fighting mad, tried to rear up and assault the native. Ham and Johnny seized his arms, held him
Chi ef Eagle was | ooking at his son, Elnob Wal ker Eagle. The chief’s copper-colored face was
utterly fixed, frozen with enotion.

The other |ost expl orers—Joseph Branch, Joe Biltnore, Felix Point-Mckey—were there in the

adj acent box. They were confined with stout cords about their legs, and it was obvious that they had
been brought here to watch the execution.

"l see the fine hand of that guy with the ugly face in this," Ham whispered. "He wants to throw a
bi gger scare into them"

"Lerme at ‘eml" Monk snarled. "Were's that guy with the face? 1'll take him too!"

The man with the ugly face was out of reach, seated to the right, along with the white nmen who
were his associates. He sat there, inscrutable, his evil face doubly unpleasant in the norning
sunl i ght.

The day was glaring with sunlight. A few jungle birds, macaws and snall blue uirapuru and

iuram nbe, or trunpet birds, floated in the air. A few toucans, evidently pets, were about. They
| ooked strange, their beaks alnbst as |large a. their bodi es—beaks that were long for the sane
purpose that a giraffe’s neck is long, so that the birds could reach their food, fruit that grew out
on the ends of branches too fragile to support their weight. They were surprisingly light, these
beaks, al though they appeared ponderous.

Very high in the white-hot done of the sky floated a caracara-i, a type of eagle, the cry of

whi ch, according to superstition, was an onen of death.

Pat’ s eyes, searching, |ocated Junith Stage. She was seated near the ugly-faced man and his group
of associates. Pat watched her closely. Pat had an inner inpulse to distrust all wonmen, and to her
notion, Junith Stage had shown little reason to be trusted.

The fact that Junith was hol ding a bouquet of flowers was a little conforting, but not nuch.
Suddenly, there was a sound, a sigh, that was a kind of mpan in concert. And sinmultaneously,
every native onl ooker came erect and stared down into the pit.

Monk junped up, |looked. He was in time to see a snarling, chocol ate-hued streak of ferocity whip
through the round opening in the wall. It was an onca, all right. A jaguar. But it was by far the
| argest of the species Monk had ever seen. Larger than a nountain lion fromthe Rockies. For a
moment, he thought the Sun Cat was as |large as a Bengal tiger, then nodified his opinion somewhat.
Not as large as a tiger, but fully as form dable.

"Bl azes!" Mnk said hoarsely.

Johnny's eyes were protruding. He had not inmagined a jaguar grew this large. And this was the
browni sh speci es, the ferocious type.

Phil O Reilly said hoarsely, "Doc hasn't a chance!"

Pat nudged him "Keep your shirt on."

Chapt er XV. BAD LOSERS

THE round aperture into the arena was so | ow that Doc Savage had to stoop. They were hol ding him



just back of a heavy wooden gate which closed the opening, and two natives had cut the cords | oose
fromhis arns and | egs—eords of the same type which they had used to | ead hi m about before.

Wien they shoved the big door open, the jaguar was in the center of the ring. Doc saw the aninal,
saw that it was |ooking toward the opening. He realized that if his captors shoved himinto the ring
at that nonent the beast woul d doubtless spring upon himw thout del ay.

He had no fal se ideas about his ability to cope with the jaguar in a bare-handed conbat. If |uck
was wWith him he mght manage such a thing. But luck was a doubtful quantity upon which to stake his
life.

The bronze man stalled. He jerked free of his captors, began naking various neani ngl ess gestures,
and munbl i ng a singsong gi bberish. The device worked. They thought he was naking a prelimnary
supplication to sonme private deity, and they |let himproceed.

He kept on stalling until the big cat tired of |ooking at the door, and stalked to the other side
of the arena.

Then the bronze man entered.

H s appearance brought forth a prol onged yell fromthe audience, as he had expected. The noise
distracted the attention of the jaguar, further, and the aninmal snarled up at the crowd. It even
made a run and a |l eap, and nounted to astoni shing height on the wall. Its claws nmade a sound |ike
steel knives ripping down a concrete wall as it slid back, and a few sparks flew.

Doc nmoved with flowing speed, not too fast, and not too slow, to the center of the right. He
lifted his arns, turned slowy to face each side of the arena. He had a doubl e purpose—to give the
i npression that he was not scared, and to |ocate Junith Stage.

He saw Junith’s flowers before he saw Junith. She had becone frightened, and thrown themtoo

soon. The bouquet, quite large, the blossons making it very bright, arched slowy through the
sunlight and fell to the stone floor of the pit.

The jaguar sprang upon the flowers instantly. Snarling, spitting, the cat picked the bouquet up
and shook it, ripped it to pieces.

Above, Junith Stage screaned. Wen Doc threw a glance in her direction, she was doubling over on
her seat in a faint.

Doc Savage took a chance. He | eaped toward the jaguar, and yelled his |oudest.

Startled, the huge cat sprang back. It crouched, watching himw th eyes that were utterly evil.
Its tail switched slowy fromone side to another.

Doc stood perfectly still. The cat was too close to the remains of the bouquet. And Doc had to
reach the flowers.

The bottle which he had instructed Junith Stage to place with the fl owers—she nust have done so,
or she woul d not have thrown the flowers into the arena—ontai ned a powerful anaesthetic gas. He had
hoped to use it to overcone the Sun Cat, as the natives called this enornous jaguar.

Very cautiously, the bronze man took a step toward the bouquet remants. And the jaguar |eaped

for him

THE cat was a toast-col ored nonster of fury, paws extended, the claws showi ng |like curved white
bones. Its jaws were open.

Doc was set. Hi s novenments—they were so fast that all notion becane a blur to the onl ookers—were
far slower than he wi shed they could be. But he got to one side. Wth his right arm he struck at
the paw of the jaguar as it lashed out for him He nmanaged to hit the paw wi thout being clawed. Then
the cat was past.

Doc dived ahead. His way to the flowers was clear now. He stooped, got them The handkerchief was
with them and he felt the bottle inside it. He wenched both bottle and handkerchief free. The
handker chi ef had kept the bottle from breaking.

He threw the flowers at the jaguar. That distracted the aninal for a nonent. But it |eaped again,
swiftly.

Again the bronze man went to one side at the last instant. But this tinme, his right hand got a
grip on the jaguar’'s paw, fastened there with steel trap tenacity. He jerked. The inpetus of the big
animal's | eap sent them both down. The jaguar |anded heavily. Doc let it go. The cat’'s paws waved;
it had not |anded on its feet, but on its side. It twisted, rolled over to get to its feet.

Doc fell upon the animal’s back, |egs going around the big cat’s hips and | ocking there, in such
a position that, for the nmonent, it could not get its rear paws forward to claw him He fastened his
armunder the animal’s throat.

The jaguar made a hi deous sound. Its |ashing, corded strength was incredible. It was as if the
bronze man had seized a huge machine and tried to stop it with puny human strength. They went over
and over, end for end, in a nad tornado of fury and notion.

Doc held his breath. He crushed the bottle on the jaguar’s forehead, rubbed the saturated
handker chi ef over the nostrils of the beast.

It was humanly inpossible to retain his grip for long. But he put forth every effort. Alittle
tinme was required for the gas to take effect. Finally he got his chance, |oosened his grip, sprang
clear.

The jaguar, beginning to feel the effects of the gas, spraw ed out, and whirled to face the

bronze man. The beast showed its fangs, snarl ed.



Doc renmi ned perfectly notionless. The ani mal was becom ng dazed; its brain distracted, it m ght
not |eap. But any notion would cause it to spring. And the bronze man hinsel f was shaken, sonmewhat
dizzy, so that if the cat sprang now, he m ght not be able to avoid it.

Doc watched until the filned blinking of the jaguar’'s eyes told himthe animal was about to
succumnb.

Then the bronze nan lifted his voice in a long, sustained yell that was as peculiar a sound as he
could make at the nonent. At the sane tine, he nade nystic gestures with his hands.

Fol l owing the weird yell, he announced as best he could in the native | anguage, using the Incan
tongue, which the crowd could probably understand to sone extent—boc spoke some | ncan vernacul ar,
just as he had a smattering of npbst spoken | anguages—that he was exerting his power over the Sun
Cat. He told the animal to |lie down and go to sl eep.

Wien the aninal rolled over, overcone by the gas, it nust have | ooked effective to the crowd.

The effect was spoil ed somewhat when the man with the ugly face | eaned over the pit rimand

l evel ed a revol ver at Doc Savage.

PH L O REILLY redeened hinself for whatever mistakes he had made previously. During the
excitement, he had cautiously edged toward one of their guards, with the idea of seizing the man's
spear and throwing it down to Doc to use as a weapon.

Now Phil snatched the spear, whirled, hurled it at the man with the ugly face. It woul d have been
a good job of spear-throwing for a native. Because the shaft inpaled the man with the face, and he
fell, without as nmuch as screamng, into the pit.

Doc | eaped, got the man’'s revolver, which hit the pit floor ahead of the body. Wth the gun, he
sprang back, and nmenaced the other white nen.

One white man had a flat automatic in his hand. Doc fired. The man shrieked, began to paw his
mangl ed fist with his other hand.

"Don’t nove!" Doc warned them

They remai ned notionl ess, watching the bronze man’s gun.

"Ham Monk, Johnny!" Doc shouted. "Get around there and di sarmthose fellows!"

Monk noved to obey, keeping a wary watch on their native captors. But no one nade a nove to
interfere. Reaching the white nmen, Mk and the others disarnmed them

Doc said, "Ask any of those fellows if they can speak the |ocal |anguage."

One of the white men nodded.

"Tell these natives that we are not ordinary humans,"” Doc directed. "Tell themwe are nmessengers
fromthe outer world, and it will be very bad for themif we are interfered with. And it will be a
lot worse for you if you don’t say exactly that. | can understand enough of the | anguage to tell
whet her you say what you’ve been ordered to tell them"

In a frightened voice, the man nade his speech. He added a little for good nmeasure. He announced
that the man with the face—he called himsome kind of a name that neant a deity fromthe ancestral
gods of both Spaniards and | ncans—had abdicated his power in favor of a new and suprene
representative, who was Doc Savage.

The announcenent m ght not have been necessary, because the overcom ng of the jaguar had

conpl etely silenced the crowd.

Monk | ooked down into the pit, at the slack formof the man with the face.

Then the chem st glanced at Phil.

"Where' d you learn to throw a spear |ike that?" Mnk demanded.

"Ch, |I've got a trunkful of nedals for javelin throwing in college,” Phil explained nodestly.

Monk grinned. "You remenber them cracks | made about you being a plush-arnchair explorer?"

Phil flushed. "Yes."

Monk extended his hand. "Well, | take ‘em back. How about letting ne shake hands with a real
guy?"

Phil gripped the honely chem st’s fist enthusiastically.

Ham said, "Phil, you don’t realize what an effect you' ve nade on Monk. This is the first tine in
his life he has admtted he was wong."

Fromthe arena, Doc called up, "Is Junith Stage consci ous?"

"Not yet," Pat called back.

"Get her out of here. Wait until she is feeling all right again before you tell her what
happened. "

"What do you nean?" Pat asked. "Tell her about what?"

Doc Savage hesitated.

"Look, " he said.

He went over to the man with the face, bent down, and worked for a nonent. He stripped off a
contraption of rubber and make-up which gave one half of the man’s face such a grotesque appearance.
Doc straightened with the half-face nmask in his hand, and the others got a | ook at the features
of the man who had been inpal ed by the spear.

"Dani el Stage!" Phil OReilly expl oded.

"No, no, his nanme is Rollo Marbetti," Mnk decl ared.

Doc said, "Daniel Stage, Rollo Marbetti, and the nan with the face are all the sane individual."



"ls he dead?"

"Yes."

DURI NG t he next hour, as a natter of safety, Doc got the rescued explorers together, and found an
arns cache whi ch had been used by Daniel Stage and the white nen who were hel ping him

They al so | ocated Stage's plane, conceal ed under trees at the edge of a clearing not far fromthe
city.

El o Eagl e, copper-colored |like his father, and with the sane stoical aquiline features, said,

"It was the way Junith Stage told you, M. Savage."

"An extortion scheme?"

"Yes. Daniel Stage found this place while exploring, and thought he had sonething that woul d nake
himworl d-fanpbus. As a matter of fact, there is nothing really unique about the place. These peopl e
do not have even as advanced a civilization as the ancient Mayans. | think the di sappoi nt ment when
his discovery turned out to be not so inportant upset Daniel Stage's mnd."

Doc said, "He deliberately di sappeared, then began getting notes out to decoy rich young

expl orers down here, where he could seize them"

Young Eagl e nodded.

Johnny said, "Doc—

"Yes."

"Back there in New York, when we set that trap at the hotel for the man with the face, then
fastened the radio to his car and trailed him He fled to his sister’s hone, didn’t he? And assuned
the name of Rollo Marbetti."

Doc nodded. "He was making his sister co-operate with him She had no choice."

"What are you going to do with the sister?" Pat asked.

"Turn her |oose," Doc said. "She saved our |ives when she threw that bottle of chenmical into the
arena."

"At Junith's house," Johnny persisted, "did you have any suspicion Marbetti was her brother?"
"Not until she fled," Doc said grimy. "Then | |ooked in the fireplace and deci ded the pictures
she had burned there were really her brother’s photographs. That nmeant she didn’t want us to find
any pictures by which we could identify her brother."

Phil OReilly said, "There was sonething el se, too?"

"The fact that she fled with her brother when she heard you were com ng?" Doc suggested. "Yes,
that made it very plain that her brother was Marbetti. You see, none of us had seen her brother
except you."

El o Eagl e had been talking to one side with the rescued explorers.

"How we going to get out of here?" Eagle asked. "The plane?"

"Yes. It will be necessary to make several trips, but that will be sinple. Daniel Stage had done
it repeatedly."

"WIl the natives interfere?" Pat asked.

"No." Eagl e shook his head. "That business with the jaguar has fixed everything."

Monk and Ham had gone off on a private m ssion of their own—they were hunting Habeas Corpus and
Chenmistry. The pig and the chinp had been negl ected somewhat nore on this adventure than on nost
occasi ons. Both animals had becone | ost when the gyro was forced down—Habeas and Chemi stry had been
riding in the gyro occupied by Monk—and had been chased into the jungle by the natives.

Junith Stage revived, and, after waiting until she had fully recovered, they told her about her
brother. She buried her face in her hands for a while.

"The noney he extorted fromthose men," she said. "I can show you where it is."

"You mean it’'s here?" Doc asked.

She nodded. "My brother intended to stay here permanently. He had a kind of plan for setting up a
little enpire here in the jungle, with hinmself as its ruler."

She showed them where the noney was stored. It was in cash, currency and silver, with sone gold
coins of nationalities other than Arerican. There were quite a few bars of gold bullion. Daniel

St age had been a nethodical man, for there were records of his extortions, and these woul d enabl e
the nmoney to be returned to the rightful owners.

BY noon, Monk and Ham had found their pets and returned. They arrived separately, Ham about a
hundred yards ahead of Monk. It was at once apparent that they were not on speaking terns.
"What’'s wong?" Junith asked.

Ham exhi bited his pet chinp. "Look at him" he said sourly.

Cheni stry was bedraggl ed, bruised, bitten in several places.

"What on earth happened to hin?" Johnny denmanded.

"That blasted pig of Mnk's," said Ham "found a lot of these wild hogs called peccari es—that

i nfernal Habeas Corpus nust be half peccary anyway—and sonehow got to | eading the pack. They had run
poor Chemistry up a bush, and had himhalf scared to death. |I'Il fix that hog of Mnk’'s."

Johnny masked a grin, recalling past devilnment Chem stry had perpetrated on Mnk’s pig.

The slight difficulty came to a clinax later in the afternoon.

There was an agoni zed how from another room Monk dashed into the room took one | ook, and

swell ed with rage.



"What cha nean, you shyster!" Mnk yelled. "Watcha stickin' your hand in that hog’s mouth for?"
"Sticking it in, you idiot!" Hamsnarled. "I'mtrying to pull it out!"
THE END



