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Chapter |. THE BEG NNI NG
NEW YORK is a city where nany peopl e have unusual occupations. There are, for exanple,
i ndi vidual s who nake their living snipping at newspapers with a pair of scissors.
These persons operate news-clipping agencies. Pay thema fee, and they will deliver to you
clippings concerning yourself fromall over the world—providing you are inportant enough to have had
your nane appear in all those newspapers. dippings can be had concerning others, as well.
Cel ebrities who like to keep scrapbooks patroni ze these clipping agencies. Another type of
gentry, not so whol esone, al so do business with them
Mahal was a sanple of the latter.
Mahal was an oily specinen. He had a head |ike an alnond, and nany fine white teeth. He cl ai ned
to be an Oriental and, probably, he was. He also clainmed to be a nystic. On that point, he was,
beyond doubt, a liar. But he had nmade a little nmoney out of the gullible with his fakery.
The police had a time or two considered putting a detective to watching him It was too bad they
did not do this. A sharp-eyed sleuth on Mahal’'s trail m ght have nmade sone interesting
observati ons.
Mahal was careful to pick a clipping agency which did not inquire too carefully into the notives
of its custoners.
"l am Mahal ," he announced. "Yesterday | tel ephoned you for clippings concerning a certain
i ndi vidual . You have them sahib?"
Mahal spoke excellent English, but he affected occasionally a word of his nother tongue of the
Oient. It lent color to him
He was handed an envel ope, stuffed full with paper.
Mahal seened surprised by the nunber of clippings the envel ope obviously held. But he thrust the
container in the outside pocket of his immacul ate brown topcoat, paid the rather exorbitant fee
requested, and wal ked out.
The clipping agency was on the seventeenth floor of an office building. Mahal took an el evator
down.
In the el evator, a strange thing happened. There were nunerous passengers aboard the car. Anpng
these was a stooped gentleman with a flowing white beard. H's clothing was extrenely well-cut. He
seened rather feeble, for he | eaned heavily on a plain black cane. He | ooked benign, peaceful.
The white-bearded gentleman’s cane slipped on the smooth floor of the elevator, and he stunbl ed
heavily agai nst Mahal .

Bur ha bakra!" grow ed Mahal, and gave the el derly-I|ooking one a shove.

Respect for age is one of the finer qualities of Orientals. But Mahal did not have it. He had
called, in his native tongue, the bearded fellow an old goat. He woul d have called himan old goat
in English, but he did not want trouble. He thought the white-whiskered one could not understand the



Oiental words.
But he woul d have been surprised. For the benign old chap with the snow beard had now t he
envel ope of clippings. He had slipped it expertly from Mahal s pocket during the collision.

THE el evator reached the ground floor and di scharged its passengers.

Mahal strode out to the street and gl anced about for a taxi. He had not as yet missed the

envel ope.

The el derly-1 ooking gentl eman now showed surprising agility in scanpering around behind a cigar
stand. This conceal ed himfromthe door.

The envel ope was not seal ed. He opened it, drew out the clippings. There were scores of them
Headl i nes on the topnost read:

DOC SAVAGE SVASHES

TI BETAN MENACE

Anot her story was capti oned:

DOC SAVAGE ON MYSTERY M SSI ON

GOES TO ARABI A BY SUBMARI NE

Hi s white beard shook as the reader said sonething explosive under his breath. He worked toward
the back of the clipping sheaf and studi ed another headli ne:

DOC SAVAGE, MAN OF M RACLES, G VES SURGERY NEW OPERATI ON METHCD

By now, the whiskered one was certain all the clippings concerned Doc Savage. He repl aced the
contents of the envel ope; then he hobbl ed toward the door, |eaning heavily on his black cane.

At the door, he net Mahal.

Mahal had mi ssed his property, and he was in a sweat. He saw the envel ope in the el derly-Iooking
man’ s hand.

"Od Goat!" he yelled, this tine in English. "Were did you get that?"

"It came out of your pocket in the elevator," was the reply, delivered in a quavering voi ce.

And that was no lie.

Mahal snatched the envel ope. Wthout a word of thanks, he stanped outside.

A taxi swung to the curb. Mihal got in, and gave the address of his séance room uptown.

Now the driver of the cab had sone remarkabl e characteristics. H's hands were of an al npst
unearthly hugeness. Each was conposed of only a little |less than a gallon of bone and gristle. The
driver’s face was a long one, and it bore an expression of great gloom as if he were going to a
funeral. The fellow hunched low in the seat, possibly to hide the fact that he was a giant who
wei ghed all of two hundred and fifty pounds.

Had Mahal been in an observant npod, he might have noted that the taxi seened to have an engi ne
of unusual power and snopothness.

Mahal , however, was sul king. He snoked a perfuned cigarette, which he carel essly dropped, still
burning, on the taxi cushions when they reached the address he had given.

Mahal entered the building which held his séance room He did not glance back. Had he | ooked
around, it was doubtful if he would have observed the big-fisted taxi driver wheel his nachine
around a corner, park, extinguish the cigarette Mahal had dropped, and slide stealthily from behind
t he wheel .

The fellow with the huge fists was very careful that Mahal did not see his actions.

In the sidewal k near by was a netal hatch. This was intended for delivering freight to the
basenent of the building which held Mahal’s establishment. Opening the hatch, the big man with the
enornmous fists dropped into the basenent.

Apparently, he had been there often before. He went to a stand which held nmany pieces of

conpl i cat ed-1 ooki ng apparatus, and cl anped a tel ephone headset over his ears.

MAHAL’ S séance roons were up three gloony flights of squeaky stairs. One expected to hear rats
scanper about.

The nystic's establishnent consisted of two roons. One—the reception chanber, where custoners

awai t ed Mahal ' s pl easure—had wi ndows. The inner room where Mahal conducted his nystic rites, and
extorted a few dollars fromgullible clients, if it was humanly possible, was perpetually dark.
Mahal s trade was not one that flourished in the light.

The sanctum of fakery was hung with inpressive tapestries, which woul d have | ooked their true
cheapness in full daylight. There were cushions, curtains, a raised dais—and the inevitable crystal
ball glistened in the rays of a tiny concealed |ight.

Mahal got a harsh-voiced reception when he entered.

"No lights, ny oily friend!'"

The snarl cane froma spot beyond the dais. Even after Mahal’'s eyes becane accustoned to the

i ncense-drenched gl oom the speaker remained totally unseen. He was behind a curtai n—and the voice
was obviously a di sgui sed one.

Mahal knew who was tal ki ng—knew hi m by name only. He had never seen the individual's face. Al of
his contacts with the person had been over the tel ephone, or by interviews during which the other
remai ned out of sight.



The unseen speaker’s nouseli ke, squeaking tones were such an excellent disguise that Mahal was

not even sure whether the other was a man or not.

The nysterious one used the name of Stroam

"You are being unnecessarily cautious, Stroam" Mhal suggested.

"Possibly," Stroam squeaked in agreenent. "But it is best that | keep conpletely under cover.

What information concerning Doc Savage have you secured for ne today, nmy friend?"

Mahal seened to be well entrenched in the confidences of this enigmatic person whose countenance
he had never seen. To a certain extent, he knew what it was all about. But he desired to know nore.
"You think Ben Lane may be here in New York, hunting you?" he asked, instead of answering
Stroanis query.

"Ben Lane is in the Canadi an wilderness," replied the hidden one. H's squeak sounded inpatient.
"Then why fear hinP"

"It is not a question of fear!" the other retorted sharply. "It is a matter of caution. Ben Lane
is not a dunb man. He may be having ne watched."

Mahal was a born showran. He habitually assuned a trance-like attitude when in conversation. He
now seated hinself beside the crystal ball and | ooked as if he were communing with a, higher plane.
As a matter of truth, he was slyly punping his nysterious enployer. Any information he gained, he
m ght later use to his own profit—he hoped.

"But where coul d Ben Lane have put watchers on your trail?" he asked.

"l had trouble with Ben Lane," replied Stroam "That was in the Canadian wilderness, far north in
the snow country. But all that, | have told you before. | wll dispose of Ben Lane. And there nust
be no outside interference."

"Such as Doc Savage entering the affair, eh, sahib?"

Doc Savage nust never hear a word of Ben Lane!" shrilled Stroam "And | amhere to prevent it!"

THAT Stroamwas in New York to prevent Doc Savage from going to the assistance of Ben Lane, Mhal
had known. But there were many other things he did not know. Thus he continued his angling for
information.

"You think Ben Lane may have had soneone fol |l ow you to New York?"

"Lane is not a fool!" squeaked Stroam "Now, about the information concerning Doc Savage which
you have been gat heri ng—

"Who are you, actually?" Mhal interrupted. "I |ike to know sonething about the people | work
for."

"That need not concern you too greatly, ny friend. | ampowerful, and nysterious. | have a

know edge of things occult, a |earning beyond that of other men."

"That sounds as if you might have cone fromthe Orient, |ike nysel f?"

"l have studied for atime in the Oient. But this is no ordinary fakery, ny friend. This is big
business. | will tell you this much: | control the destiny of one of the greatest business

syndi cates in Asia and Europe."
"And Ben Lane has sonething which you want?" queried Mahal .
"Somet hing | must have! Sonething which, if | do not get it, will bring financial ruin to ny

syndi cate. "

"What is it?"

"Your nose is getting too long, ny friend!'"

Mahal ignored this warning that he was becoming too inquisitive. "I mght be of much assistance,

if you would tell ne—

"No! You have nerely been hired to secure information concerning Doc Savage, that | may know how
best to conbat him Wat have you | earned today?"

"I'f you will tell me— Mahal parried.

"No nore questions, fool! Wat of Doc Savage?"

Mahal felt |ike heaving a disappointed sigh, but refrained from doing so.

"What you told nme about your being powerful reminds me of Doc Savage," he grunbl ed.

"Make your mneaning clearer!”

"Doc Savage, fromwhat |’'ve been able to | earn by asking questions, has devel oped one of the nost
remar kabl e brains ever owned by a man. | heard, Stroam that Savage is a nental w zard. | heard,
too, that he has unbelievable strength. Sach bat! Indeed! | believe it, too, after having seen him"
"You saw Doc Savage?"

Han, sahib. Yes, sir. | have been trailing him observing him"

"That was reckl ess!"

"You underestimate ny cleverness. There is not a possibility that Doc Savage knew | was watching
him*"

Stroam behind the curtain, was silent a bit, as if doubtful.

"You got the newspaper clippings, Mhal?"



Han, sahib. Here they are."

Mahal drew the envel ope of clippings fromhis pocket and tossed it to the individual behind the
curtain.

A tiny light appeared—but did not illuminate Stroam s face, much to Mahal’'s disgust. Stroam
riffled through the clippings.

"The fool newspapers seemto think Doc Savage is a mracle man!" cane a di sgusted squeak.
"Savage i s what these Yankees call a big shot," said Mahal.

"What is his profession?"

"Puni shing evildoers all over the world."

WHAT?" Stroam seened startl ed.

"l know it sounds strange," Mhal grunted. "But that is straight. He goes around hel pi ng people
out of trouble, and handing those outside the | aw what he believes they deserve."

This information did not seemto set well with Stroam Squeaking sounds of rage came from behind
the curtain.

"If you are what Savage considers a wongdoer, you'll have trouble with the bronze man," Mahal
decl ared. "Doc Savage | ooks |ike a giant nade out of bronze. And, sahib, you never saw such
muscl es! "

Stroam studi ed the contents of the envel ope.

"There is a clipping here which says Doc Savage has sone nysterious source of fabulous wealth."
"He nust have. He has built free hospitals which cost millions, and seens always to have plenty
of noney."

"That is bad. Ben Lane may want financial aid from Doc Savage, as well as help in conbating nme."
"Savage is a tough custoner," Mhal put forth.

"1 like worthy foes!"

VWil e Stroam continued reading, there was to be heard only the crinkling of the clippings and an
occasional blare of an autonobile horn fromthe street outside.

Stroam spoke finally, and his squeaking voice sounded slightly uneasy. "You are sure Doc Savage
did not |learn you were observing hin®?"

"Positive, sahib," insisted Mahal.

"It is well. | do not want Savage put on his guard."

Mahal detected a hidden neaning in this. "Wat do you nean?"

"l have already taken neasures to dispose of this Doc Savage."

"But how did you know where to | ocate hinP"

"From your previous reports, ny friend."

Mahal shivered slightly. "I hope there is no slip, sahib. What are these neasures you have
t aken?"

"That," said Stroamsharply, "is ny own affair."

Chapter 11. THE BRONZE MAN

MAHAL woul d have been sonmewhat |ess certain of hinself could he have stood at a designated spot
on the Hudson River water front at that nmonment. Wat occurred there woul d have been a shock to the
wily fakir.

The Hudson’s banks here were lined with piers and warehouses. Passenger liners and freight
steanmers were tied up at sone of the wharves. Others had apparently not been used for sone tine.
The extrenely | arge pier-warehouse with "Hi dal go Tradi ng Conpany" enbl azoned on its front seened
to belong to the latter category. The pier on which the edifice stood was of somewhat unusual
construction. The warehouse walls extended down into the water. These walls were of concrete, not
beautiful, but substantial in appearance.

Had anyone been offered an opportunity to nmeasure those walls, they would have been found to be
several feet thick, and reinforced with a nesh of stout steel beans. They were virtually bonb-proof.
There were no windows in the building. The innocent-|ooking roof was as substantial as the walls.
Thi s Hi dal go Tradi ng Conpany warehouse was little |less than a gigantic vault.

A roadster drove up and stopped before the huge steel doors at the shoreward end of the building.
The bi g engine of the roadster was al nost noi sel ess under its |ong, sonber-col ored hood.

The driver was the white-bearded gentl eman who had tenporarily relieved Mahal of his envel ope of
newspaper cli ppings.

Apparently, he was expected, for the ponderous netal warehouse doors slid open, and an instant
after the roadster runbled inside, they closed again.

The warehouse interior presented a renmarkabl e spectacle. It held al nbst a dozen airplanes. These
ranged froma gigantic tri-nmotored speed ship, which could carry a score of passengers at al nost
three hundred niles an hour, to a pair of true gyros, or helicopters, which could rise vertically.
In their line, each of these planes showed the handi work of a master designer—sonmeone whose
ability as an aéronautical engineer was little short of w zardry.

The white-bearded fell ow vaul ted out of the roadster, black cane in hand. He was greeted with a



hooting roar of laughter. The mirth echoed and whooped through all of the vast, vault-like hangar.
"What a sweet grandpa you neke!" gul ped the author of the laughter.

A WRATHFUL expressi on showi ng above the snowy whi skers, the el derly-1ooking gentleman spun

qui ckly around.

The i ndividual doing the |aughing had apparently opened and cl osed the hangar doors. The fellow
presented a startling appearance. A stranger, seeing himon a noderately gl oony street, would have
sworn he had met a two- hundred-and-si xty-pound ape.

The fellow was incredibly honely. His nouth was entirely too big, and his ears were tufts of
gristle. H s hands dangl ed well below his knees and were covered with reddish hairs al nost as |arge
as rusted nails.

Thi s personage was Andrew Bl odgett Mayfair. He rarely heard that name. H's associates called him
"Monk." He ranked anong the three or four greatest chemists in the world.

The irate, white-haired gentleman nmani pul ated his black stick, and it was suddenly evident that
this was a sword cane with a blade of fine steel.

"Sone of these days |'mgoing to whittle that hair off you and stuff a mattress," he predicted
fiercely.

The horely Monk doubl ed over in a fresh spasmof mrth.

"You're sure a panic behind that snow bank," he gul ped.

The tornented one now snatched off his anple white beard. It was fal se. The face whi ch energed
was | ong and sharp. The features were far from being those of an old nan.

This was Brigadier General Theodore Marley "Han' Brooks. Up at Harvard, they considered Ham one
of the nost astute |lawyers ever to be graduated fromthat institution.

Wth a gesture of distaste, Ham flung the white whiskers into the roadster.

"You' d better nmake out a will," he snapped.

Monk st opped | aughi ng. "Wy?"

"Because, if you keep on riding me, you're going to cone to a sudden end," Ham promni sed.

Monk began | aughi ng agai n.

Ham scowl ed bl ackly, then asked, "Were's Doc?"

"At the other end, installing some contraption in the big plane," Mnk said, without interrupting
his mrth.

Ham st anped away. Judging from his ferocious expression, it apparently would give himthe
greatest pleasure to slaughter Monk. It was always thus. When they were together, bloodshed seened
i mm nent .

As a matter of fact, each had, on nunmerous occasions, risked his life to help the other. Their
never-endi ng quarrel was good-natured, violent though it mght seemto an onl ooker.

HUGE and apeli ke, Mnk trailed along behind Ham G eat cables of nuscle curled and uncurl ed under
the siman fellow s coat with each nmoverment of his arms. Monk was tremendously strong. He had an
inmpressive trick of taking silver dollars between a thunb and forefinger and fol ding them neatly.
Came a rattling noise at the front door.

"Who in blazes is that?" Mnk grunted. "Can’t be one of our outfit. They all know the |ocation of
the secret catch which opens the door fromthe outside."

A fresh banging drifted to them

"They sound inpatient," Ham said, and started for the door, sword cane tucked under an arm Monk
trailed al ong behind.

Inset in the front of the warehouse was a periscope device. Unnoticeable fromw thout, this
permtted a view of the warehouse front to those within.

A truck had rolled up to the building. Several nmen had alighted fromthis and were clustered
about the doors. They were tanned fellows; all wore greasy coveralls.

Monk counted. "Six of ‘em™ he grunted.

Monk and Ham now noticed that the side of the truck bore the name of a prom nent concern
manufacturing aircraft engines.

"Doc nust’ve ordered sonethin’ we don’t know anythi ng about,"” Mnk said, and mani pul ated a | ever
whi ch opened the doors.

"This Doc Savage's place?" asked the spokesman of the crowd with the truck. "Zis address was give
us, msieu."

"If you have anything for Doc, we'll see that he gets it," Mnk grunted.

"We ‘ave ze engine for Msieu Savage." The man tugged papers from his pocket. "You weel sign for
it, non?"

He cane forward.

Monk reached for the docunent. He was ordinarily a canny fellow, hard to take unawares. But this
incident, which seemed an ordi nary business transaction, fooled him

The papers suddenly fluttered fromthe man’s hand. They had conceal ed a snall revolver. The ugly
bl ue snout centered on Mnk's mdriff.

"Get zemup!"



Undeci ded, Monk bounced up and down like an angry gorilla. But good sense triunphed, and he

hoi sted furry arns.

The other overalled men had drawn guns; they nmenaced Ham The lawyer lifted his arms rigidly
above his head; there was nothing else to do. But the canny barrister retained a clutch on his sword
cane.

The overalled nmen crowded into the hangar. They were a wol f-faced crew.

"Zat airplane engine story is smart trick, non?" queried one.

Monk and Ham knew accents. They nmarked this fellow as a native of northern Canada, a breed of
French descent. The others seemed to be of the same nationality.

"You |l ookin' for a conplinent?" Mnk grow ed.

"We | ook for Doc Savage," said the other. "Were is he, nmisieu ?"

"No savvy," said Monk. "Splickee English."

"Doc Savage," snarled the other. "Were he is? Quick!"

"What in blazes is this all about?" Mnk countered.

The man with the gun opened his nmouth to make some answer—then closed it. He peered about. H's
hand which did not hold the gun drifted up vaguely and touched his ears. It was as if he thought
sonet hi ng had happened to his organs of hearing.

H s behavi or was caused by a strange sound which had come into being.

THE sound al nost defied description. It had an uncanny quality. O a trilling nature, it ran up
and down the nusical scale, yet adhered to no tune. It mght have been the note of an exotic jungle
bird, or the filtering of a wind through a denuded forest.

Per haps the thing which befuddl ed the man was the way the fantastic trilling seemed to fill all
the vast hangar, yet no particular spot could be designated as its source.

Monk and Ham exchanged gl ances. It was obvious that the eerie note conveyed a neaning to them
"What is zat noise?" hissed the gunw el der.

Nei t her Monk nor Ham answered. Instead, their chests swelled. They were drawing in full

breat hs—breat hs of relief.

Monk shifted slightly. Hamdid |ikew se.

"Quiet, msieu s!" they were ordered harshly.

Their captors watched themintently. This was the very thing Monk and Ham wi shed. They di d not
want the visitors to glance upward.

A crisscross naze of great steel girders supported the heavy roof. Through these girders a great
bronze figure was sw nging.

At one place, the girders were many feet apart. The bronze man spanned this space with a | eap

whi ch showed an al nost fabul ous strength and agility. Tendons cabling his hands and neck resenbl ed
bundl ed piano w res, bronze-coated.

Maki ng scarcely nore noise than drifting snoke, he neared a point above the overalled nmen. He
crouched there like a gigantic cat. The bronze of his hair was slightly darker than that of his
skin, and was |like a netallic skullcap.

Many features, about this giant man of netal, were arresting. H s eyes, for instance, were
strange. They were |like pools of flake-gold—a dust-fine gold which was whirled continuously about by
tiny w nds.

The gi ant | aunched outward and down. He | anded besi de the spokesman of the gang. Sinultaneously,
he struck.

The recipient of the blow made not a sound. He spun away, eyes glazed, arns |linp as strings. \Wen
he went down, it was to land in a slack pile.

Long before he fell, however, two nore of the group began scream ng. Bronze hands had gri pped
them hands which possessed an al nost unearthly strength. Miscl es ground under the thewed fingers,
skin burst and oozed crinmson droplets.

Monk and Ham went into action.

They had held the attention of their captors to permt the bronze man to attack unobserved.

They had expected the bronze man to make such a nove, for the strange trilling sound they had
heard bel onged to the bronze giant. It was part of him a small unconscious thing he did when
contenpl ati ng sone course of action, or in noments of stress.

Monk dived at a foe, avoided getting shot by a ducking, weaving process. Mnk's victimfired

once, mssing. Mnk clipped himal ongside the head; then, using himas a shield, rushed the others.
Ham unsheat hed his sword cane. The bl ade | eaped, twanged, and seened to lose itself in the air,
so swiftly did it dart.

A man squawked, grasping a tiny cut in one cheek which the bl ade had opened. Then the fell ow sank
down on his knees. He seened to go to sleep, and toppled forward on his face.

The tip of Hamis sword cane was coated with a drug which brought instant unconsci ousness.

An overall ed raider stunbled clear of the nél ée. He took deliberate aimat Ham He was gripping a
doubl e-action revolver. The hammer started its backward march.

The Hercul ean man of bronze seened to materialize beside the gunman. Hi s pal mcl anped over the
gun, stopping the falling hamrer. He tw sted, got the weapon in his own grasp.



Then he laid a hand al ongside the nan’'s face. He seenmed to put forth no particular effort, yet
the bl ow was | oud, and the man was knocked out instantly.
That term nated the affair.

Chapter |11. RADI O ORDERS

MOVI NG rapi dly, the bronze nman disarmed the unlucky raiders. Cartridges for the guns cane to
light. There were three bl ackjacks in their possession.

Obj ects which received particular attention, however, were tinme-tables and stubs of railway
tickets. These proved that the gang had recently conme fromthe far northern portion of Canada.

One fellow, weaving dizzily on his feet, stared at the giant of netal.

"Who is yo'?" he demanded vacantly.

The big man of bronze did not answer. He propelled the captives into a corner. The terrible
quality of his strength was shown by the way in which the men were pitched about by his apparently
ef fortl ess gestures.

A striking phenonenon occurred. Each tine the nan of netal cane near one of the others, he
appeared to grow in stature. This was due to the fact that, although he was a giant in size, his
sinews were devel oped with such general thoroughness that his proportions were entirely symretrical .
H s build was such that, at a distance, he seened no | arger than other nen.

The prisoners peered at himas though they were having a bad dream

Monk, enjoying their disconfiture, grinned fromear to ear.

"Know who this big fellow is?" he demanded.

Non," nuttered a man.

Monk paused to get the proper spectacul ar effect; then: "Doc Savage!" he called. "He's the nan
you wanted to neet."

Doc Savage, nan of bronze, eyed the assortnent of captives.

"What did you want with nme?" he queri ed.

Doc Savage's voice was renarkable for its qualities of tone. Neither loud, nor distinctly
enphatic, the voice conveyed an inpression of restrained power.

Non," nuttered the other, lying, "W not want yo' ."

"Your words carried to ne, at the rear of the hangar," Doc told him "You asked for ne."

The reply was a stubborn, "Non."

Doc turned upon the | awer, Ham "Wat did you |l earn today?" he asked.

Ham sheat hed his sword cane. "This fellow, Mhal, is getting infornation about you, Doc."

Doc Savage commented nothing. H s unusually regular bronze features did not change expression.
"Mahal went to a newspaper clipping agency," Ham continued. "He got an envel ope of clippings. |
managed to |ift it fromhis pocket, inspect them then return them Al of the itens were about you,
Doc. "

"This is the fifth day he has been snooping around,"” said Doc Savage.

Had he heard these words, Mahal woul d have been shocked. He had been investigating Doc Savage for
exactly five days—thinking all the while that his doings were unobserved.

Mahal s m stake was one nade by other nen in the past. He had underesti mated Doc Savage's ability
and power of observation. Little escaped his weirdly gol den eyes.

Mahal had not been shadowi ng Doc Savage an hour, before the bronze man was aware of it.

"Any idea why Mahal is securing informati on about us?" queried Doc.

"No," Hamreplied. "It's probably for no good reason, though. | investigated this Mahal. He's a
shady character, a fake nmystic. You know the kind of a racket they pull. They get hold of sonme sap
and persuade himto make an offering to the spirits to bring good |uck. The fake nystics pocket the
of ferings."

"Renny is still on his trail?" Doc questioned.

Ham nodded. "He sure is. Mahal got in a taxi that Renny was driving. | got a glinpse of Renny's
bi g hands as the machine pulled away fromthe clipping agency."

Doc Savage had not seenmed to be watching the captives during this conversation. That he had been
scrutinizing them however, was evident fromhis next words.

"These fellows are connected with this Mahal affair," he said.

Ham was puzzl ed. "How do you figure that?"

"They | ooked uneasy when his name was nentioned," Doc replied.

DOC SAVAGE had nmany enem es. By the very nature of the strange purpose to which he had dedicated

his life, it could not be otherwi se. Any individual outside the law, in the renptest corners of the
worl d, was a potential foe. For Doc Savage traveled to the ends of the earth in his work of

puni shi ng evildoers, righting wongs, and hel ping those in trouble.

Doc Savage had five associ ates—ive men who aided himin his work. Each of these was a master of
sone profession. Mk, the honely chem st, was one; Ham probably the nost astute | awyer Harvard had
ever turned out, was another. "Renny," the man with the enornous fists, was one of the five. Renny



was an engi neer whose name was known in nany | ands.

Love of adventure bound these men to Doc Savage—that and an admiration for the bronze man's
abilities which never ceased to grow.

Monk indicated the prisoners. "Wiat'|Il we do with these beauties?"

"Make themtal k," Doc replied.

There was sonet hi ng about the bronze nman’s words—perhaps it was the absol ute absence of any
enphasi s—whi ch sent a shiver over the little group in the corner.

The huge tri-notored speed pl ane stood well back in the warehouse hangar. Fromits cabin a
shrill, whining note cane.

Doc Savage glided to the plane. There was a | eonine ease, a flashing speed in his novenents.
The speed ship’s cabin held many instrunments. The whining note was conming froma radi o receiver.
Doc clicked switches which set a radio tel ephone transmitter into operation.

"Al'l right," he said into the m crophone.

The voi ce which canme out of the |oud-speaker sounded not unlike a lion's roaring.

"Renny reporting, Doc," it said. "I'mtalking fromthe radi o apparatus in the cab."

"What have you | earned?" Doc asked.

"l installed a dictograph in Mahal’'s joint," Renny explained over the radio. "Ran the wires to
receivers in the baserment. | was just down there listening. | heard plenty."

"Mahal talked to soneone?"

"Yep. To sonebody with a squeaky voice, called Stroam They' re framng up on us, Doc."

The bronze man’s features did not alter expression at this. He was not particularly surprised.
When strange nen began to dog his footsteps, it usually meant trouble.

It was that fact which had noved himto set his nmen to watching Mahal. The sinister activities of
Mahal had been an onen of danger to cone.

The career of Doc Savage woul d have ended | ong ago, had the bronze nman not fornmed a habit of
keeping a junp ahead of the nobst wily foes.

"Keep an eye open, Doc," Renny warned, over the radio. "Fromwhat | overheard, Mhal has sent nen
to get you."

"They’'re here," Doc said into the mcrophone. "W’ ve got them"

"Holy cow " ejacul ated Renny.

WHAT did you hear, Renny?" Doc queri ed.

"Afairly conplete story." Renny summarized briefly. "It seens that a nan naned Ben Lane, now in
the Canadi an wi | derness, has sonething which a sinister individual, who calls hinmself Stroam wants.
Stroamis afraid Ben Lane will appeal to you for help, Doc. He came to New York to prevent your

ai ding the man. Mahal was hired to check up on you."

"The fellows who just attacked us here at the hangar, seemto be natives of northern Canada," Doc
stated. "That checks with what you have heard. They're Stroanmis nen, all right."

"What do you want me to do?"

"Bring Mahal and Stroam here."

"You bet!" Renny’'s roar sounded delighted.

"Do not tackle it alone. 1I'll send Johnny and Long Tomto aid you."

"l can manage it alone."

"Wait for Johnny and Long Tom "

"O K.," Renny grunbl ed.

Doc Savage had radio apparatus installed at nunerous points. Al of the sets operated on the sane
wave-| ength. Thus it was possible to carry on conversation with the facility of a party tel ephone
l'ine.

"Long TomJohnny!" Doc called into the m crophone.

"Johnny speaking," answered a rather scholastic voice fromthe | oud-speaker.

Doc gave the address of Mahal’'s establishnment. "You fellows had better drop up there and help
Renny, " he directed. "Are you at the office?"

"No," said "Johnny." "I'min ny car, driving up | ower Broadway."

"Long Tom " Doc called. "Long Tom Long Tom " He was seeking to raise the other nenber of his
group of five aides.

There was no response.

"Long Tomis possibly working in the |laboratory in your office, Doc," Johnny said. "If he's
there, he’'ll be so interested in what he’'s doing that he couldn’t hear thunder."

"That’'s right," Doc agreed. "Drop by the office and get him wll you, Johnny?"

"Wth an abundance of pleasure, but there will be a delay of a few mnutes while | get up there."
"1"1l wait until you birds get here," Renny chinmed in to the manifold aérial conversation.

The radio sets were now sw tched of f.

Chapter |V. M DNAT
RENNY, in flicking off the naster switch of his taxi radio outfit, enployed the extrene tip of a



thunb and forefinger. This was so that his huge hand woul d not disturb other switches and dials on
t he apparat us.

The radio installation was very conpact, being entirely conceal ed under the dashboard of the

taxi cab. Mahal, when riding in the cab, had not dreamed of its presence.

As he slid out of the parked taxi, the expression on Renny’s long face was nore funereal than
usual . This signified that Renny was enjoying hinself. The prospect of trouble always nmade Renny
| ook gl oony. He | oved trouble.

He dropped through the sidewal k hatch into the basenent where he had conceal ed the term nus of
the dictograph. He fitted the receivers over his ears, intending to listen in while he awaited the
arrival of "Long Tom' and Johnny.

The first words he overheard changed his whol e pl an.

"We will |eave here at once," the squeaky-voiced Stroamwas saying. "You are going to work for nme
in the future, Mahal, so you will abandon this place."

Mahal began, "But ny things here are—=

"Worthl ess stuff. Leave it. Cone, we will go."

Renny wrenched the ear phones off. There was no tine to await Johnny and Long Tom-he woul d have
to seize Mahal and Stroam hinsel f.

Renny crept for the stairs. Like black cotton, darkness crammed these. Renny progressed slowy,
gingerly. The old wooden steps were inclined to squeal |ike pigs under his two hundred and fifty
pounds of solid flesh.

On the first-floor |anding, he heard the footsteps. They were |ight steps—and they were
descending the stairs.

Renny found an angle in the wall, and positioned hinself there. He blew a warm soft breath into
either capacious palm He would grab the plotters. Then Doc woul d nake themtal k.

Renny was not in the |east skeptical about Doc's ability to extract information. The bronze man
did not use strong-armnmethods. H's ways were nore subtle. He used hypnotism or truth serums which
functioned with startling efficiency.

The individual on the stairs came closer.

It was sinple. Renny nerely reached out and clutched. A gigantic steel trap could not have taken
the prize nore efficiently.

Renny cl anped a pal mover the captive's mouth, so there would be no outcry. It was then that he
got a shock.

Renny had a pet ejaculation to fit occasions when he was anazed.

"Holy cow! " he breathed.

The big-fisted engi neer managed to produce a tiny pocket flashlight, still maintaining a grip on
his captive. The flash protruded a rod of white |um nance. This raked up and down the prisoner.
Renny had snared a girl!

SHE was a pint-sized edition of femninity. In the huge engineer’s clutch, she was al nost
birdlike. Indeed, she seemed so small that he hastily released her, fearing his nonster hands woul d
do injury.

In his perturbation, Renny renoved his palmfromher lips. Surprisingly enough, she did not cry
out.

Renny pl anted the flashbeam on her face. His jaw sagged. The girl’s rose-petal |ips, her snoky
eyes, her entrancingly dark hair, left nothing to be desired. She was a knockout.

"Holy cow " Renny breathed again.

The girl pronmptly hit himin the eye with a small fist. The bl ow gave Renny another considerable
shock—she was unexpectedly strong. It was as if he had been hit with a hanmmer.

Renny dropped his flash—and the girl darted away, with the speed of a scared rabbit. Renny
lunged, flung out a huge hand and recaptured her.

"You big hooligan!" she hissed, and tried to pummel him again.

Evadi ng her bl ows, Renny weaved and ducked in a fashion a trained boxer woul d have envied. He
trapped her tiny fists in his huge ones.

Thought creases canme into his sonbre brow The girl’s voice was pitched rather high. The tones
woul d have to be altered very little to resenble the squeaky voice of Stroam as it had cone over
the di ct ograph.

"You're Stroam" Renny voiced a hal f-formed suspicion.

The smal |, dark-eyed girl stopped struggling suddenly.

"What, nisieu ?"

"Your voi ce—you are Stroam"

"You are crazy!" cried the girl.

"l heard the voice which spoke to Mahal," Renny insisted stubbornly. "It sounded mighty |ike
yours."

The girl was silent. Renny picked up his flashlight and put its beamon her face. He saw then
that she seenmed vastly puzzl ed.

"Do you nean to tell me you were eavesdropping on the conversation of Stroam and Mahal ?" she



asked.
"You said it."

Cest trop fort!" she ejaculated. "It is too bad!"

Renny eyed her unwi nkingly. The exclanmation and its accent had nmarked her as being a French
Canadi an.

"Yeah," Renny agreed. "It’'s too bad you got caught."

"My nane is Mdnat D Avis," the girl said rapidly. "I, too, was eavesdroppi ng on that
conversation."

A harsh voice, comng fromthe darkness to their left, rasped, "Sacre! It is good of you tell us
zat!"

RENNY, in his associations with Doc Savage, had wal ked nmuch in the shadow of danger. This had
made himwary. Rarely was he caught napping.

But his unexpected capture of the girl, his suspicion that she was Stroam her insistence to the
contrary, had himslightly befuddl ed. He had been totally unaware that men were |urking behind a
door near by. It was possible the skul kers had nmade no sound to betray their presence—until one of
t hem spoke. This would hel p explain Renny’s bad | uck.

"Grab zem" yelled the man who had spoken.

The door had been open a crack. |t whi pped open wi der and spouted a flood of nen.

"Wait!" yelled one. "A few bullets will nicely—=

Non!" ejacul ated the other. "Shots would draw police. Wth knives is a bettair way."

If Renny held any del usion about the intent of the attackers, the words enlightened him

"Beat it!" he runbled at the girl. "Vanpose!"

He switched the flash beam over the charging nen. They were wiry fellows, swarthy. They had the
| ook of men who had spent much of their lives in the open. Two or three wore beaded belts.
Several knives were in evidence, the blades reflecting the flash beamback in chill glitters.
Wth an expression of profound gl oom Renny snapped a huge hand out and grabbed a knife wi el der.
What happened next was a little too sudden for the assailants to conprehend.

Thei r conpani ons canme flying back at them A cannon ball of conparative size would hardly have
wrought nore damage. Five nen were bow ed over.

Sacre bleu!" gasped a survivor.

Renny saw the girl had not fled as directed. She was at his side, belligerent as a snall pup.
"Hol d this!" he commanded, and gave her his flash. "Keep the light in their eyes, and out of
mne."

Bon!" said the girl, and took the flash.

The stairway to Mahal's quarters sloped up behind them Unexpectedly, a voice cane from above.
"Take themalivel" it yelled. "Stroamwants to question them"

Dimnutive Mdnat D Avis turned the flashbeamup the stairs.

The speaker was the slender, alnond-faced Mahal .

MAHAL was hol di ng sonething in one hand—an egg-si zed object of netal. He hurled this at Renny and
the girl.

"Grenade— Renny began, then saw that he was m staken.

He | eaped, tried to catch the thing, but he was a trifle tardy. The netallic container hit the
wal | over their heads. The lid was jarred off.

It was nothing nore nysterious or dangerous than an ordinary box of pepper, but it played havoc
with their defense. The pepper flakes brought smarting agony to their eyes.

Renny enmitted a bell ow which shook the walls. He started a blind charge.

The dark-haired girl gripped his arm hung on.

"Wait!" she gasped. "You will make themexcited, and they will put a knife in you, msieu ."
"Yeah," Renny runbled, and cane to a stop.

They were quickly seized. Rough hands sl apped over Renny’s person in search of weapons.

"The big boeuf is not arned," said one.

"Bring himupstairs, sahibs,” Mhal comranded. "One of you go to the street to see if the noise
drew the police."

Obeying the command, a swarthy man scanpered away.

Many hands | eeched upon them Renny and the girl were propelled up the stairway. Their captors
pushed them across Mahal’'s waiting roomand into the sanctum of fakery.

Renny peered about in search of Stroam Hi s gaze fixed on a curtain which spanned an end of the
chanber.

Stroani s voi ce squeaked from behind the hangi ng.

"Who are these two?" he demanded.



Evi dently he had a peephole in the curtain which was too snall to be discerned.

Mahal gl ared at Renny and the young wonman. The other nmen al so | ooked them over. Then they all
exchanged bl ank gl ances.

"No one here seens to know them sahib," said Mhal.

"You, with the big fists!" Stroamgritted fromhis conceal nent. "W are you?"

"What's your guess?" Renny asked sarcastically.

"Yo' smart boy, eh?" sneered a man. He took an el aborate w ndup and struck Renny’'s nmiddle a
terrific bloww th his fist.

The fellow junped back, a pained expression on his face, and nursed his fist. H's knuckles felt
as if they had collided with a |arge rock.

Behind Stroamis curtain there were fluttering sounds. Renny decided Stroam was | ooking through
the newspaper clippings. This surm se proved correct.

"Look at this!" A picture cut froma newspaper cane flying from behind the drapery.

Renny scowm ed at the item It was a picture of Doc Savage and his five aides. Renny knew his own
big-fisted |ikeness was prom nent in the foreground.

"This is one of Doc Savage's nen!" Mhal yelled, indicating Renny.

"But who is the girl?" demanded Stroam

"Probably another of Doc Savage' s aides," said Mahal, nmaking a wildly incorrect guess.

"It is fortunate that | took the precaution of having ny nen handy," Stroam squeaked.

Mahal nodded. "Even | did not know they were here, sahib."

One of Stroanmis swarthy henchnmen interrupted inpatiently. "Wat we do with zis man an’ wonan?"
"Doc Savage is nosing into affairs which are none of his business,"” Stroamshrilled angrily. "W
wi Il hand himsonmething by way of a small hint, that he had better |eave us al one."

A man leveled an armat Renny and the girl. "Yo' nmean—

"Use your knives on them" Stroam finished the man's thought.

Mahal wailed, "I don't l|ike nurder at all—=

"Who cares what you like, clunsy fool!" Stroam squeal ed.

"But bl ood makes me—

"Go downstairs and help ny man watch the front door," Stroam ordered.

Mahal departed hastily.

Bal anci ng | ong, sharp bl ades, two dark nen advanced on Renny and M dnat D Avis.

"Wait!" gritted Stroam "I have questions to ask. You, with the big fists. How nmuch does Doc
Savage know of me?"

"Go junp in the ocean and pull a wave over your head," Renny booned.

"That tune will soon change," Stroam predicted oni nously.

Chapter V. DI SASTER RAI D

FEWcitizens of New York City knew of Doc Savage's secret hangar on the Hudson River water front.
Many i ndi vi dual s, however, knew that the renarkabl e bronze nan nuintai ned quarters on the
eighty-sixth floor of the city' s finest skyscraper. The newspapers had published that fact

i nnumer abl e times.

Not many had seen the interior of Doc’s skyscraper office. But it was vaguely known that there
were three great roons, covering the entire eighty-sixth floor. One of these held a vast |aboratory,
equi pped with the nost nodern apparatus. Another chanmber held a library of scientific tomes, which
for conpl eteness had few equal s.

The third roomwas an outer office, fitted with a safe, a costly inlaid table, and confortable
furniture. It was here that Doc received those who had occasion to come to him

Johnny arrived in this roomin somewhat of a flurry.

Johnny was extrenely tall, and thinner than it seemed any man could be. No tailor could fit
clothing to his bony frame. As a result, all of his garnments always appeared ill-fitting.

A nonocl e was attached to Johnny’'s lapel with a ribbon. It was actually a powerful nagnifying

gl ass. Johnny needed a magnifier in his profession as archaeol ogi st and geol ogi st, so he carried it
there for convenience.

Wl liam Harper Littlejohn was the name by which the world of science knew Johnny. He had few

equal s in his profession.

"Long Tom " he call ed.

Qut of the | aboratory cane a querul ous voice. "Scat! Go ‘way and | emme al one!"

Johnny anbl ed to the | aboratory door and | ooked in.

Maj or Thomas J. "Long Tom' Roberts was a small, thin man, who | ooked as if he had grown up in a
cellar where there was no |light. He had the conpl exion of a mushroom H's forehead was trenmendous,
bul gi ng.

He was working over a conplicated nass of electrical apparatus. This device, Johnny knew, was

Long Tonis mania at the nmonent. Wth it, utilizing the projection of atom c streans, there was a
possibility of killing destructive insects. This would be an inestinmable boon to farners.

Long Tomwas the electrical wi zard of the organization. He and Johnny were the two renaining
menbers of Doc Savage's group of five aides.



"Why is your radio not functioning?" Johnny asked with schol astic preciseness

Long Tom frowned inpatiently. "I switched the dang thing off."

"Why? May | ask?"

"You may ask. The bl asted static bothers ne."

"You m ssed sonething," Johnny advi sed

"I missed alot of static," Long Tom shrugged inpatiently. "Listen—you ex-college professors my
not need peace and quiet to | ook at your rocks and prehistoric relics, but a guy like nme needs a |ot
of it. If you haven't any rushing business, clear out."

"Renny seens to have becone enbroiled in a predicanment,"” Johnny renarked

"Predi cament!" Long Tom abandoned his sour attitude. "That nmeans trouble. Wiy didn't you say so?"
Troubl e was the one thing which would draw Long Tom away fromhis el ectrical experinents

THE two nen rushed fromthe office, |ocking the door behind them They entered a private

el evator, in which Johnny had come up. This was used only by Doc Savage and his associ ates
Down, and out on the street, they entered Johnny's car—a coupé inexpensive enough to attract no
attention. Johnny maneuvered the machine into traffic

Long Tom stanped his feet on the floorboards. H's shoes were shiny, new.

"I don’t think a lot of these new shoes," he conplained. "They' re stiff."

Johnny eyed his own pedal extremties. These al so were shod in new footgear

"You should lament,"” he said dryly. "The foot vestnents cost you exactly nothing."

"Doc furnished them" Long Tom agreed. "He had special shoes made for the whol e gang, including
hi msel f."

"An enigma, " Johnny coment ed

"A what? Oh, you nean you don’t savvy why he did that. Neither do |I. But he probably had a
reason. "

"Sagacity usually notivates Doc’s operations,"” Johnny agreed

"They' re good shoes." Long Tomeyed his feet. "But | like old cases for ny dogs."

The car was now negotiating al nost deserted streets. The district was not prosperous. Buil dings
shabby and ol d, were of the wal k-up type. Dirty, uncurtai ned wi ndows adverti sed nany vacanci es
"We are nearing the designated |ocale," said Johnny, who never used a small word where a | arger
one woul d do

Long Tom squi nted at house nunbers, then said, "lIt’s the next block. Drive past and we'll | ook
the joint over."

The coupé rolled slowy, swaying in synpathy with pavenent irregularities. The engi ne was qui et
They coul d hear traffic sound on a near-by boul evard, and the runbling of a nore distant el evated
train

The entrance of Mahal’'s building was griny. No one could be seen near it

"d oony dunp,"” Long Tom offered

The coupé went on and swerved around a corner

Then suddenly Johnny boomed, "There’'s Renny’'s taxi!" and | evel ed a bony arm

THEY parked near the taxi, got out and inspected it

"It's the bus Renny was driving, all right," Long Tom asserted. "But where's the pride of the
engi neering worl d?"

They were sure about the cab; it belonged to Doc. The bronze man kept the vehicle for exactly
such use as Renny had been neking of it

Long Tom shook his head, and said, "No sign of Renny."

"A fact of ominous portent," added Johnny.

"l understand Renny got into the basement to install his dictograph. He nmay be there."

It was Johnny who | ocated the sidewal k hatch giving adm ttance to the basenment. They entered, and
saw no trace of the engineer

"Strange he’s not around,” Long Tom nuttered uneasily.

Bot h produced snull flashlights. These lights were of a type perfected by Doc Savage. They had no
battery, the current for the bul bs being supplied by spring-operated generators inclosed in the
cases. One w nding of the spring would produce a brilliant light for several m nutes

The fl ashbeans found the stand which held the |istening end of Renny’'s dictograph

Johnny picked up the dictograph receivers and cl anped themover his ears. Wth a forefinger like
a long-jointed bone, he threw sw tches. Voice sound cane fromthe ear phones as the dictograph began
operation

For a long ten seconds, Johnny listened. Then: "I1’'I| be superanal ganated!" he gul ped

Long Tom had been prow ing the basenent regions. He pitched to Johnny's side. It took sonething
potent to shock the skeleton-thin geologist into any kind of an ejacul ation, even one containing a
four-dollar word

Johnny cl awed of f the head set

"Renny—sone girl—dpstairs!" he sputtered

Long Tom snorted. "Renny visiting sone gal and you raise all—=



"They’' re being killed!" Johnny expl oded. "Their throats are about to be cut!"

"Cone on!" Long Tom snapped. "There's a stairway in the back that |eads up."

Fl ashl i ght s poki ng white beans, they rushed toward the steps. Wth their free hands they funbl ed
at a harness under their arnpits.

Clipped to the harness were weapons resenbling oversized automatics. Magazi nes on these were
curled, ram s-horn fashion, to occupy a mni mumof space. The guns were nachine pistols with an
unbelievably rapid rate of fire. When they went into operation their sound was not unlike the croak
of monster bullfrogs.

The super-firers were charged with nercy bul |l ets—sl ugs which were nerely a chemi cal - cont ai ni ng
shell. They did not kill; they produced instant unconsci ousness.

Stair steps whined under the weight of the two nmen. The air snelled of cobwebs, mce. They
reached a hal f-open door; its hinges squawked as they pushed it further ajar.

Li ke white serpent tongues the flashbeans darted. Sinultaneously, both |ights picked out the
prone figure of a man.

"Renny!" Long Tom npaned; then, in the same breath: "No! It’'s sonebody else."

Johnny bent over the spraw ed figure. "Face |like an al nond—sl ant eyes," he breathed. "Mist be an
Oriental. He's unconscious, it seens."”

JOHNNY barely breathed his words, but they seemed to awaken the unconsci ous man. Hi s eyelids
fluttered, came w de open.

"Don’t hit me again, sahib," he whined.

Long Tom sank to a knee. "W’ re not the birds who hit you. Wo are you?"

"The janitor," nmoaned the man who had a face |ike an al nond.

"We're lookin' for a fellowwth big fists," the electrical w zard rasped. "Seen hinP"

The man on the floor appeared very weak. "Upstairs," he gasped.

Long Tom and Johnny charged for the staircase. They did not know they had been fool ed. They had
never seen Mahal —and the man they had just encountered was Mhal .

Mahal was a foxy soul, or he would have | ong ago been in jail, where he bel onged. Hearing Long
Tom and Johnny in the basement, he had started upstairs to warn Stroam and the others. He was
lurking just inside the street door when his ears had detected their presence. He had not noved fast
enough.

Cornered on the first floor |anding, he had feigned unconsci ousness as the best way out.

Mor eover, Mahal had a plan which nmight save the day.

The squeaky stairs piped like flutes as Long Tom and Johnny nounted. They did not try for
silence. They latched the safeties of their supermachine pistols into "On" positions.

Yells and startled oaths vol |l eyed down fromthe upper regions. Prom nent was Stroam s squeaky

voi ce.

"The voice that needs greasin’ belongs to the chief,"” rapped Johnny, for once forgetting his big
wor ds.

Johnny had evidently heard Stroam over the dictograph.

Bel ow t hem Mahal yelled loudly. "Stroam—+etreat to ny inner room"

Long Tomjerked to a stop, pointed his super-firer in the direction of Mhal’s voice.

"That rat pulled a fast one," he grated. His gun emtted a deafening, baying noise.

But Mahal had cannily side-stepped to shelter after shouting. The stormof nercy bullets m ssed
him

"To ny inner room Stroam" he bell owed again.

Long Tom and Johnny continued their rush. They did not know the neaning of Mahal’'s comand for
Stroamto withdraw to the innernobst sanctum of fakery. They supposed it was a chanber which m ght
nmore easily be defended.

The supposition was a m stake, but due to their excitenent, and their anxiety to save Renny, they
learned the truth somewhat tardily.

They dived into Mahal’'s reception room

From behi nd them cane a sound |like a dropped tin can. The two nen whirled. The door through which
they had come was now cl osed by sliding steel panels. They charged across the room But before they
reached the other door, there was a second netallic clang.

Sheet steel barred that door, also.

MAHAL was indeed a cunning rascal. Many nonths ago he had equi pped his reception roomw th those
steel panels. This had followed a distressing incident in Mahal’'s life.

The wily fakir had got an elderly and particularly gullible society matron under his oriental
spell. From her he had wormed a consi derabl e sum of noney. The matron’s husband, upon |earning the
facts, had searched Mahal out in a great rage. He had given Mahal the beating of his checkered
career.

Mahal had equi pped his reception roomto inprison any such future visitors. He had hoped that the
arrangenent of steel panels would prove useful in other ways, also. They had.

The steel panels could be operated by push buttons concealed in a nunber of spots. Nor were the



panels all. In the ceiling of the reception room unnoticeable to the casual eye, were nminute hol es.
From these, tubes led to bottles. The bottle necks were equi pped with val ves which coul d be opened
by pulling a string.

The containers held ether. Wile this substance was not the nost efficient of anaesthetics, there
was an anple quantity of it in the bottles.

Mahal tugged the valve strings. A spray of ether poured fromthe ceiling. It covered the entire
recepti on room

Long Tom and Johnny attenpted to open the doors, or to cut through the walls, using their
rapid-firers. But they gave that up quickly. Both knew enough about ether to realize the vapor was
violently expl osive.

After a while, they went to sleep fromthe funes.

Mahal et hinself into the inner sanctumby a rear doorway. He smirked at Renny and the girl, who
were being held in a corner. Renny’'s shirt was open. Across his huge chest were several deep cuts,
evi dence of torture.

"What happened?" squeaked Stroam from behind his curtain.

Mahal expl ai ned about the steel panels and the ether trap.

"l amnot such a dunmb one, eh, sahib?" he finished.

Then he started for the curtain. He intended to take advantage of his triunphant noment and get a
| ook at Stroam

"Back!" Stroam ordered hurriedly. "No one sees ny face."

Mahal stuttered, "But |—

"No tal k! You are going to be a valuable man to ne. You have brai ns—and brai ns conmmand a hi gh
price in ny organization."

Mahal grinned, no little nollified.

"The noi se of their guns may have been heard," Stroam decl ared. "Mreover, Doc Savage seens to be
wel | acquainted with this place. It will never do for the bodies to be found here."

"No," echoed Mahal, and shivered. "It would point suspicion at ne."

Stroam gave orders. Mahal’'s reception roomwas opened. Johnny and Long Tom sensel ess, were
carried out, and, together with Renny and the girl, were dunped in the corridor.

They were on the point of being haul ed outside, when there was an interruption. One of Mahal’'s
gang had evidently gone out to scout the vicinity for nore enemes. He returned, no little excited.
"A hack! She is parked aroun’ ze corner," he gulped. "Me, | look in him She got funny thing

under dashboard. "

Stroam had not corme from behind his curtain in the inner room

"What is this?" he called |oudly.

"A taxi with sonething under the dashboard,"” Mhal rel ayed.

"Go down and look at it," Stroamdirected, not show ng hinself.

Mahal depart ed.

WTH N a very few minutes, Mahal was back. He, too, was perturbed.

"There's a radio in the cab, sahib," he declared. "Parked near it is another car—a coupé. That
al so contains a radio."

"Many cars have radios in this nodern day," said Stroam di sgustedly.

"These machines are not only fitted with receivers,"” Mahal told him "There are transmtters,
too."

Shrill profanity came from Stroam s lurking place. "Ooviously, it is with these radios that the
bronze man maintains contact with his associates," he cried. "That suggests an idea!"

Mahal * s sl ant eyes squinted. "Wat?" he asked.

Stroam | aughed. "Have that fellowwith the big fists get on the radio and tell Doc Savage he is
safe, and that everything is all right."

Eyei ng Renny, Mahal stated, "You will do as commanded."

"Yeah, watch me!" Renny runbl ed.

"He refuses?" Stroam asked.

"You said it!" boomed Renny.

"Slit the girl’s throat," Stroamordered callously, abruptly. "See if he would rather watch that
than tal k."

A swarthy, evil-faced man flashed a knife. He advanced on M dnat D Avis.

Renny eyed the knifer in the gloony corridor. The big-fisted engineer had seen riffraff before.
He knew a cal | oused nurderer by sight.

This was one.

The knife-wi el der reached over, gripped the girl’s hair and bent her head back.

Mdnat D Avis tried to scream A griny pal mover her lips prevented that. Her throat nuscles
writhed, convul sed; her face grew noticeably whiter.

Renny’ s forehead becane danp.

"Wait," he growed. "I'Il tell Doc whatever you say."

He was conducted down to the car.



"One wong word, any attenpt to accent certain words to convey a secret nmessage, and the girl
will be killed," one of Stroamis nen warned him

Renny switched on the transmitter. "Doc!" he said. His great voice was nornal enough.

"Yes," canme Doc Savage’'s renarkable tones fromthe | oudspeaker.

"W're O K. ," Renny stated.

"Did you get the prisoners?" Doc queri ed.

"Yes."

"Bring themto the hangar."

"o K"

"Tell him" a man hissed in Renny’s ear, "that it nay be sonme tinme before you arrive."

Renny relayed this to Doc, as commanded.

"Make it as soon as you can," Doc suggest ed.

This term nated the forced radi o conversation.

Renny was conducted back to the corridor outside Mahal’'s office.

Stroamwas still behind his drapery. He cackled shrill laughter, when told that Renny had
conplied exactly with his orders, and the sound was hollow, nuffled by the curtains.

"Take them out on Long Island!" he squeaked. "Question themthoroughly to see what that Savage
knows of me. Then di spose of themin some ditch."

The kniferman | eered. "Yo' nean for nme to—=

"Use your blade, ny friend," Stroamcalled fromthe inner sanctum

"Murder!" Mahal gulped. "I don't want to go along."

"Then stay here with ne," Stroam squeaked.

The bad news seened to have sapped Renny’'s strength. He sank to a sitting position on the
corridor floor. H's huge hand, smeared with crimson fromhis own wound, came to rest on the carpet.
The hand noved slightly. It shifted again, nobst carefully.

No one chanced to note Renny’s act.

The big-fisted engineer was kicked to his feet. He and the girl were forced to wal k down the rear
stairs. Men carried the still unconsci ous Johnny and Long Tom

Two touring cars were parked in an alley, their curtains up. This fact would not attract
attention, since it was a spring day and not too warm

The captives were | oaded into the cars, and these, in turn, rolled out into traffic. Thanks to
the curtains, no pedestrians noticed the four figures huddl ed on the fl oorboards.

Stroam the nysterious one, and Mahal, were the only ones |left behind, and they soon departed on
sone errand of shady portent.

Chapter VI. BEN LANE, MYSTERY MAN

I N the warehouse hangar on the Hudson River, Doc Savage noved away fromthe radi o equi pnment in

the big speed pl ane.

There had been nothing in Renny’'s words to warn the bronze man of trouble. The giant man of netal
was a man of nmany capabilities, but he was no clairvoyant. Nor did he have any nebul ous sixth sense.
Doc had no way of know ng that Renny, Long Tom and Johnny were in deadly peril.

The prisoners still huddled in a corner of a hangar. They were a dispirited crew.

Monk and Ham guarded them It was a sinple task. Mnk rocked on his heels and eyed his new shoes.

"l feel all dressed up," he said.

"You' d | ook all dressed up with nothing on at all,"
the zoo! Mdther Nature sure gave you a fur coat."

9

Ham of f ered waspishly. "All dressed up for

Ham was still snarting because Monk had derided his white whisker disguise.
Monk ignored the insult. "I notice you are wearing a new pair of kicks, too," he said.
"Doc’ s suggestion,” Ham said shortly.

"Sure. | know. He gave ne mne."

"l wish sonebody’d give you poison," Ham said unkindly.

They interrupted their squabble to eye Doc Savage, as he approached.

"That was Renny on the radi 0?" Mnk queri ed.

Doc nodded. "It was. He said they had nade their capture.”

"Then they're safe."

"So he said."

The dapper Ham jabbed his sword cane in the direction of the prisoners. "How are you gonna nmeke
them tal k?" he asked.

Instead of replying, Doc Savage studied the overalled nmen intently. H's strange, flake-gold eyes
rested on each with a rocklike immbility.

Monk and Ham | ooked on. They had often seen the bronze man do uncanny things with his eyes.
Hence, while what now happened was not unexpected to them it was highly interesting. Doc’s unusual
ability never failed to fascinate them

At first, the captives returned Doc’s gaze truculently. They sneered. Then the fearsone quality
of the gol den eyes began taking effect.

The sneers faded fromuneasy |ips. Hands began meki ng nervous gestures. One man tried to | ook



away. He glared at the ceiling, glowered at the floor, but his gaze returned to Doc's fl ake-gold
orbs as if by nagnetic attraction.

"Where are you fellows fron?" Doc questioned. His voice held power, a quality which conpelled an
answer .

"From ze Canada snow country, nisieu’ ," answered the nost weak-kneed of the lot.

"Si |l ence, cochon!" snarled one of his conrades. "Tell this bronze one nothing."

DOC went nearer the overalled nen. His manner in doing this was singular. H's approach was so

sl ow that notion was hardly perceptible. Wth an infinite sluggi shness each foot lifted, cane
forward, and descended.

The gang watched this. Their eyes began to protrude a little.

Monk and Ham now ceased to watch Doc, for they did not want to cone under the uncanny spell he
was creating. Doc was using hypnotism Since successful hypnosis is |argely dependent upon fixing
the attention of the subject, Doc was using exaggerated slow notion for his purpose.

The overall ed nen began to acquire rapt expressions. This signified that the hypnotic spell was
t aki ng hol d.

One man in the group denobnstrated that he knew sonet hing of hypnoti sm-and how to break the weird
grip of the gol den eyes.

Sacre bleu!" he shrieked. "Zis bronze man work bl ack magic! Do not |ook at hinm"
Sonme of his fellows started violently. A few | ooked away from Doc. O hers seened unable to do so.

Cochons!" squawl ed the man. "Dunb pigs! Look away from him"

Doc cane to a stop. The shouting had undone his efforts. He kept his eyes fixed on the group, and
spoke to Monk and Ham

The bronze man’s words were in a guttural, not unnusical |anguage. The prisoners registered

puzzl ement. They had understood no word.

Perhaps not a dozen nen in the so-called civilized world coul d have conprehended the tongue which
Doc had spoken. The words were those of a |ost race—the speech of the ancient Mayan civilization of
Central Anerica.

Doc and his nen knew this prehistoric |anguage. A strange tale backed their know edge of it; they
had | earned the vernacul ar fromsurvivors of the Mayan race who lived, lost to the world, in an
inaccessible valley in renmpte Central American nountains.

Few outside Doc’s little group were aware of it, but this lost valley was the bronze man’s source
of fabul ous wealth. The canyon held gold. It was the treasure | ode of ancient Maya. The descendants
of that race, now residents in the valley, mned the wealth.

There was a powerful radio receiving set in the valley. Wen he needed funds, Doc had but to
broadcast at a certain hour. A few days later, a gold-laden burro caravan woul d cone out of the
supposedl y inaccessible spot. The cargo, usually running into the mllions, was always deposited to
Doc’s account in a Central Anerican bank.

Monk blinked his little eyes when he heard the words. He wal ked away toward the rear of the

hangar. But he was back shortly, and took a position near Doc, folded his arns and waited.

The captives squirnmed uneasily, apprehensive as to what was goi ng to happen.

Al'l eyes suddenly fixed upon the hangar rear. Several jaws sank; astonished sighs escaped from
lungs. They were seeing possibly the last thing they had expected.

A PI G had caused the furor. The pig was unique. A honelier specinen of the porker famly had
probably never been created. The animal had a | ean body, a razor back, and |legs as |long as those of
a dog’'s. The ears were phenonenal. They | ooked bi g enough to serve as w ngs.

The pig anbled up with an al nost comical dignity. Coming to a halt, the honely shoat eyed the
captives.

The overalled nen were in a highly nervous condition. Wat happened next gave them a trenmendous
shock.

The pig seem ngly began to speak.

"Sonet hi ng you do not understand is to happen to you gentlenen," the pig apparently stated.

Under very ordinary conditions the swarthy nen would have survived the shock of hearing the pig
talk to them But their nmental state was already upset. The | oquaci ous shoat was the |ast straw. One
man gave way conpletely to superstitious terror.

"Zis bronze one’s eyes!" he screeched. "Zey ‘ave drive us crazy!"

He sank down on the floor, hands clasped, trenbling.

Doc Savage |unged forward and gripped the frightened one. The fell ow noaned as he felt the awful
strength of the metallic hands.

"Who sent you after me?" Doc demanded.

The other alnost strangled in his haste to answer.

"Stroam" he gul ped. "Stroamis sen’ us, msieu ."

"Who is StroanP"



"We ‘ave never see his face, msieu'. W deal with himby tel ephone and letter only. Sonetinmes we
is go places where he neet us an’ we talk. But we not see him Non! Stroamis stay out of sight."
"That sounds ridicul ous," Doc advised, grimess in his expressive voice.

Qui, msieu ," the other admtted. "But she is true. Stroamis ver’ sly. He not show hinself."
"You are from northern Canada?"

Qui. From ze snow country."

"How did Stroamfirst get in contact with you?"

"W were in jail, nisieu. W charge with steal ze trapper’s fur. Stroamis furnish noney, pay
our fines. After zat, we take his order, oui."

Why did Stroam send you to get nme?" Doc demanded.

"To keep yo' from hel ping a man nanme Ben Lane, misieu ."

"And who is Ben Lane?"

"That, nisieu” we not know "

This norsel seened to be the last drop in the human information well. Doc punped verbally for
sone mnutes |onger, but secured nothing to el aborate what he had al ready | earned.

THE pig, seated on the hangar floor, had been watching proceedi ngs. Wnglike ears were extended.
Fromtine to tine, Monk grinned at the shoat. These two were kindred souls. A honelier individual
than Monk woul d be hard to find, just as a nmore grotesque-looking pig would be difficult to |ocate.
"You done a good job, Habeas Corpus," Mnk addressed the pig.

"Thanks," said the pig—er it sounded as if he had said it.

Monk was an excellent ventriloquist. He was putting the words in the pig’'s nouth. The shoat,
Habeas Corpus, was Mnk’s pet.

Ham twirl ed his sword cane and scow ed at Habeas Corpus. Ham got al ong with Habeas about as
snmoothly as with Habeas’ master.

Countl ess times, Ham had threatened to make breakfast bacon out of Habeas.

"What yo' do with us, mnisieu?" asked a prisoner uneasily.

The bronze man’s answer was a swift advance. His nmetallic hands drifted into coat pockets, cane
out, and, with an eye-defying speed, touched the cheek of the nearest captive.

The fellow stared vacantly, then his eyes closed. Down to the floor he sank. He began to snore
boi st erously.

Doc’s finger tips touched anot her man. The sane thing happened. He repeated the process.
Horrified, sone of Stroamis hirelings sought to escape. Mnk and Ham caught them and hel d them
until Doc’s fingers nmade contact with them

Soon the whol e gang sl ept.

"

ITis fairly certain they had no nore information to give us," Doc announced.

Monk and Ham di d not show amazenent at the nysterious manner in which Doc’s touch had produced a
prof ound sl unber. They had seen this phenonenon before.

"Renny and the other two should be showing up with Stroam and Mahal ," Doc stated. "From Stroam
we' Il learn what is behind all this."

"Wonder who Ben Lane is?" Mnk pondered.

"l am curious about Ben Lane," Doc replied. "And Stroamcan tell us what we want to know. "
"Looks |ike they oughta be here by now "

DOC SAVAGE often foll owed nethods of procedure which bordered on the unfathomabl e. CQutstanding
anmong these was the way in which the bronze man often left the presence of his conpanions w thout
expl ai ni ng whence he was bound, or what he intended to do. Hi s goings were sudden, quiet, swift, so
that he seemed literally to disappear.

Some ten minutes later, Doc Savage went back to the big tri-notored speed plane. He worked with
the radio apparatus for a tine, endeavoring to get in touch with Renny and the others. But he had no
success.

Doc stepped fromthe plane and wal ked around the craft.

As far as Monk and Ham were concerned, he then di sappeared. That was the | ast they saw of him

They even searched the hangar.

"He's gone!" Monk grunted.

"Well, you mssing |link, you know what that neans," Hamsaid inpolitely.

"Sure. Doc’s hatching a plot."

Chapter VII. CRI MSON MAP
RENNY’ S taxi and Johnny's coupé still stood in the side street near Mahal's establishnent. In
that particular thoroughfare it chanced there was a "no parking" rule. Little possibility existed of



t he machi nes being tagged by the police, however. The |icense nunbers obviated this.

In New York City, personages of inportance have snall |icense nunerals. The figures on these two
machi nes were anong the smallest. No cop was |likely to stick a ticket under the w ndshield w pers.
Few pedestrians trod this street—none at all at the noment.

It was just as well. The striking appearance of the bronze man who suddenly showed hinself in the
t hor oughf are woul d have drawn a crowd. The sw ftness with which he approached the two parked
vehicl es woul d have attracted startled eyes.

A crowd woul d not have been to Doc Savage's |iking.

The man of bronze inspected the taxi and the coupé. On the taxi radio-control knobs he discerned
scarl et snears. These were still sticky.

Doc did not know it was Renny’s blood. A chenical analysis would have apprised himof that fact.
When subj ected to high-powered microscopes and anal ytical conpounds, various life fluids have
certain characteristics. In his retentive nenory, Doc carried an exact know edge of Renny’s
corpuscul ar fluid, just as he knew the finger prints and foot prints of all his nen.

The presence of the crimson verified what Doc had suspected—sonet hi ng was w ong.

The bronze man, failing to raise his aides by radio fromthe Hudson waterfront hangar, had becone
apprehensive. A desire to investigate had brought himto the vicinity of Mahal’'s lair.

The sidewal k hatch, giving access to Mahal’s building, was open. Doc dropped into the basenent.
As Johnny had done, he listened over the dictograph. But no sound canme to his ears.

Hi s ascent of the stairs was ghostlike in its stealth. The noisy treads did not squeak now.

From Doc’ s pocket cane one of the spring-generator-operated flashlights. A twi st of the lens

wi dened its usually threadlike beamto a funnel. He noved through the building, switching the |ight
about rapidly.

The sliding steel panels gave himan idea of how Long Tom and Johnny had been trapped. The al npst
over powering odor of ether conpleted the inpression.

Doc advanced to the inner sanctum The floor was crinson stained in spots. The rug, although
cheap, was rather new.

FROM i nside his clothing the bronze nman drew a flat case. This yielded a snall container with a
perforated top. Doc sprinkled the contents of the container over the rug.

The stuff was a powder which glowed like liquid fire the instant it came fromthe container. But,
settling on the nap, the gl ow di ed—except for a few spots.

The spots which still gl owed bore the shape of foot prints.

Doc Savage, with his vast know edge of chem cals, had concocted many useful mxtures, but few
were nore convenient than this powder. It glowed only when jarred, for the jarring broke the
particles, exposing new surfaces to the air, and these shone with phosphorescent |uster because of
reaction between the conpound and the air.

Expl anation of why the foot prints glowed was sinple. The weight of the nen had depressed the rug
nap, and the fibers were still straightening. This microscopic notion was sufficient to jar the
powder .

Behind the curtain, where the nysterious Stroam had stood, there was a circle which glowed. This,
an oval perhaps eighteen inches long and half as w de, shone like a tiny race track of phosphorus.
Doc gave close attention to that circular snear. The bronze nman knew, to a fraction of an inch,
the foot print size of his men. When he noved with his powder to the hall, he saw Renny’s tracks.
The girl’'s prints supplied a surprise. The irregularity of her tracks showed she had been shoved
along by force. To Doc’s discerning gaze, this indicated she was a prisoner.

Two sets of draggi ng tracks neant nen carrying burdens. Doc surm sed they had borne Long Tom and
Johnny. Hi s flake-gol d eyes photographed carefully, measuring the prints of the men who had seized
hi s ai des.

He made no notations on paper; yet, so retentive was his nenory, that days |later he could nane
the width and | ength of each shoe sole.

Doc noted two sets of prints which shone brighter than the others. Their greater sheen was due to
the fact that they had been made nore recently. The carpet nap was strai ghtening nore violently.
Mahal and Stroam had made these inprints in departing behind the others. Doc realized they had
been the last to | eave. Accordingly, he gave particular pains to a visual nmeasurenent of the foot
sizes of Mahal and Stroam

But the outstanding clue was a crinson stain on the carpet.

RENNY had made that mark unobserved by his captors. He had used his red-stai ned hand.

Doc sank beside the stain. The flash beam bore steadily upon it, the white Iight naking the nmark
rubescent.

In outline the stain was Iong and narrow. The outer end was cleft, |obster-claw fashion; at the
other extremty it tapered. To untrained eyes it was nerely a bl oodstain of somewhat grotesque
shape. It was assuredly no letter of the al phabet. But to the nman of bronze, it conveyed neani ng.
It bore the shape of Long Island.

Doc Savage quitted Mahal’'s lair in great haste.



Bi g-fisted Renny had heard Stroanmis order that they were to be taken to Long Island for
questioning and nurder. He had nanaged to | eave the inprint of Long Island on the carpet.

Slight though the clue was, it was the best Renny coul d manage.

Long Island has a length of nore than a hundred mles. Its width at spots is twenty nmiles. Renny
had known very well that Doc’s task of finding himin that area was one conpared to which the
proverbial seeking of a needle in a haystack would be sinple.

But Renny hel d profound confidence in Doc Savage's ability to acconplish the nost incredible of
feats.

Chapter VIII. THE SKY SCENT

IN Doc Savage’'s vaultlike hangar on the Hudson River water front, Mnk and Ham awaited word from
Doc. They were enlivening the delay with one of their interm nable squabbles.

Thi s one began with expl osive suddenness.

Ham was seated on an upended amunition box, near the big tri-notored speed plane. On the tip of
his sword cane he was daubing a fresh supply of the conpound which brought unconsci ousness. A slight
noi se drew his eye.

Squawl i ng with rage, Ham bounded erect.

"My whiskers!" he how ed.

Fl ouri shing his sword cane, he charged Monk’s pig, Habeas Corpus. He had spi ed Habeas, seated
under a wing of the plane, apparently trying to nake a neal of the snow white beard which Ham had
worn as a disgui se.

Habeas showed he had experienced these attacks before. He bounded away with startling agility,
still retaining the white beard in his jaws.

Monk burst into a roar of |aughter.

"You missing link!" Ham bell owed at the chemi st. "You hairy lunk! You awful accident of nature!
That beard cost nme fifty dollars!"

"What are you ridin ne for?" Mnk demanded innocently.

"Blast you!" Hamyelled. "You' ve trained that freak hog to start chewing on anything of mne he
finds. He don’t chew up anybody else's stuff. It’'s always mne!"

"It's the way you treat him" Mnk grinned. "Always wantin’ to serve himfor breakfast. He don't
like that."

"You furry baboon," Hamgritted.

The appearance of Doc Savage put a stop to a row which possibly woul d have extended throughout

t he day.

Doc had entered the hangar through a secret door; the sane one by which he had departed. He cane
forward swiftly.

"The big plane," he directed. "W’ ve got to ook for Renny and the others."

Monk stared, slack-jawed. "But he radi oed he was coning here—=

"He must have been forced to give us that nmessage. He has been seized—al ong with Long Tom and
Johnny. "

Monk and Ham asked no nore questions. They | eaped to the big speed plane.

By throwing a | ever, Doc Savage caused great doors to open in the river end of the hangar.
Clanbering into the plane, he started the notors. The exhausts were efficiently silenced.

The pig, Habeas Corpus, canme galloping up, squealing with every junp. Exhibiting an agility a dog
woul d have envied, the honely shoat sprang into the plane.

The prisoners were left arrayed along the wall where they lay. They still slept, and woul d

sl umber on until revived by the adm nistration of a drug, which was an antidote for the stuff that
had overcone them

The plane slid down an inclined runway into the water. The hangar doors closed automatically
behind the craft.

Urged by the trenmendous power in the three notors, the craft scudded across the river surface. It
was an anphi bi an, capabl e of nmaneuvering on land or water. It picked up speed quickly, hull barely
t appi ng wave crests.

More than one eye on shore and on boats followed the trimplane in admirati on. Speed and power
showed in every curve of its streamine structure.

It vaulted off the water.

HOW RE we gonna find then?" Mnk demanded.

Inside the plane cabin, conversation in normal tones was possible. Scientific sound-proofing had
gone into the fashioning of the walls. The mpbtor silencer functioned efficiently. Propeller design
was cal cul ated so as to elimnate nuch of the blade scream

"They are on Long |sland sonewhere," Doc announced.

"Long Island is a big place—sore’' n a hundred mles long," Mnk nuttered.

Ham sheat hed and unsheathed his sword cane. "Have you any idea of the exact spot, Doc?" he

questi oned.



"None. "

"How were they carried over there?"

"l have no idea."

Ham groaned. "Then the search is al nost hopel ess.”

From their height, the nested skyscrapers of Mnhattan mi ght have been a bed of slightly strange
cactus. Streets were not unlike even cuts adm nistered by a gigantic knife. The gl eam ng spire which
housed Doc’s office appeared |ike an upthrust, sharpened pencil. Boats on the river and the harbor
resenbl ed water bugs of varying sizes.

Doc Savage sent the speed plane toward Long Island.

"OFf with your shoes," he directed.

Puzzl ed, Monk and Ham eyed the new foot coverings which Doc had |ately supplied them They had
wonder ed why Doc had ordai ned that each of his aides should wear special footgear. They had
suspected there was a definite reason—were sure of it now

They renoved their shoes. Doc did |ikew se.

The man of bronze placed all of the shoes in a box. This container |looked as if it were
constructed of lead; the walls were thick. The lid closed tightly.

"What’' s the purpose of placing our shoes in that box?" Ham queri ed.

Doc Savage snhapped a robot pilot into operation. This mechani smtook over control of the plane,
and began flying it toward Long Island.

"The shoes were boxed so they would not interfere with the operation of this device," Doc said,
and noved toward the rear of the plane.

A rather bul ky mechani smwas swathed in a canvas cover. Doc renoved the shrouds fromit.

Monk and Ham studi ed the device which was discl osed.

Inset in the floor of the plane was a round panel of what resenbled a peculiar glass. This m ght
have been a lens, since a cluster of conplicated nechani sns was knotted above it—wires, coils,
vacuum tubes. Attached to the top was an ordinary radio |oud-speaker.

Monk shook his bullet of a head. "You nust have installed that recently, Doc. | never saw it
before."

"Yesterday," Doc replied.

"The thing is too intricate for ny savvy," Mnk grunted.

"The devi ce has not been tested thoroughly,” Doc stated. "Let us hope it functions."

Ham i ndi cated the apparatus with his sword cane. "Is that sonmething which will help us find Renny
and the others?"
"It is."

THE bronze man di sconnected the robot pilot and turned the controls over to Ham Each of his five
associ ates was an expert airman.

"What course shall | follow?" Ham queri ed.

"Take the northern side of Long Island," Doc directed. "Keep two or three mles inland."

In selecting the northern shore as the first scene of search, Doc Savage was not notivated by a
blind guess. Queens-borough Bridge was near the section where Mahal had his retreat. This bridge |ed
to Long Island’ s north shore.

Two arterial highways fed the Long Island end of the bridge. It was reasonable to suppose that
the captives had been taken al ong one of these.

The plane’s course carried it over the northernnost of the highways. Ahead was a rather deserted
region. During the gangster era the body of nmany a "ride" victimhad been found in that section.
Doc Savage worked with his apparatus, throw ng sw tches, manipulating dials. He sw veled the
whol e device about, as if it were a searchlight.

Monk crouched at the bronze man's side. The honely chemi st did not ask questions, aware it woul d
be useless to do so.

Doc Savage had a peculiar trait of seeming not to hear questions when he was concentrating on
anot her task.

The plane, in its progress, made a hoarse hissing noise. Ahead, Long Island Sound was bl ue as
cobalt. A string of clouds hanging on the horizon were fluffy, and as regularly spaced as if put
there by a cake-naker’'s frosting gun. Afternoon sun made the western sky red and warm

On northern hill slopes, patches of unnelted snow were discernible. Spring was not far along.

On the concrete boul evard bel ow, cars noved |ike bl ack-netal beads sliding on a gray string. A
flotilla of suburban devel opnent hones were |eft behind. Then canme woods, dotted here and there with
farnmhouses, and scarred occasionally by truck patches, as yet unplanted.

A little-used road cut through the woodl and. Not nmany cars ran on this.

"Listen!" Mnk yell ed.

From t he | oud- speaker of Doc’s apparatus was conming a faint wail. Barely audible at first, it

| oudened.

Doc swung the device to the right—and the wail decreased. He angled it left, and the sound

swel | ed.

A new sound joined the | oud-speaker wail, a note with an unearthly quality—a trilling. It



travel ed the nusical scale, pleasantly mel odi ous.

Doc’s sound! This tine it possessed a quality of elation.

Monk eyed Doc expectantly. The bronze man’s trilling, which cane only in nonents of stress, neant
sonet hi ng i mportant had occurred.

"I't's working," Doc said quietly.

MONK poi nted at Doc’s device. "You nean the noise fromthat thing indicates the presence of Renny
and the others?"

"Exactly," Doc said. "Rather nysterious, eh?"

"Mysterious!" Mnk gul ped. "It’'s dog-gone nmgic!"

So quiet was the interior of the plane that Ham had heard the conversation. He turned in the
pilot's seat.

"What is that device, Doc?"

Doc Savage made a rapi d expl anation.

"In order to conprehend its nmethod of operation, it will be necessary to review sone scientific
facts," he stated. "First, you know that certain substances give off enmnations or radiations,
invisible to the unaided eye."

"Radi um for exanple,” Mnk offered.

"Radiumis a good sanple. You know what an el ectroscope is—+two strips of thintin foil of gold

| eaf, suspended from a conductor. When an el ectroscope is brought into the nei ghborhood of a piece
of radium the |leaves fly apart."

"l remenber an instance where an el ectroscope was used to find lost radium" Monk interjected.

"It was in Philadelphia, | think. A hospital attendant accidentally washed radi um down the sewer.
They wal ked al ong the street with an el ectroscope. Wen the | eaves flew apart they dug up the sewer,
and there was the radium"

"Suppose you close that over-size trap of yours," Ham suggested unkindly. "Let Doc finish

expl ai ni ng about this contraption.”

"You m ght call ny device an el aboration of the el ectroscope-and-radiumidea,"” Doc went on. "Its
function is too intricate for a casual description. The enmanations are not detected by el ectroscope
| eaves, but through the reaction of chemicals carrying an alnost infinitesiml electrical current.
The current alternations are anplified, used to actuate an oscillator which in turn creates a

whi stle in the | oudspeaker."

"I"'magetting dizzy," said Ham who did not claimto be scientific-m nded.

"You' ve been dizzy for a long time," grinned Monk. The honely chem st was el ated at the prospect
of locating the prisoners.

"The conpound placed in the heels and sol es of your new shoes is not radium" Doc continued.

"You nean the shoes— Monk expl oded.

"Right. The soles and the heels of those shoes contain a material kindred to radium especially
devel oped, which gives off strong, invisible emanations.”

"For the love of mud!" Monk grunted. "Your nystery device here will |ocate anybody wearing a pair
of those shoes?"

"That’'s it. The enmanations pass through nost solids, in the fashion of X rays. The wearer of the
shoes may be underground, or in a skyscraper. Sinply by flying over the spot and pointing with the
devi ce, his whereabouts may be ascertained."

Monk pointed at the box holding their own shoes. "You put our kicks in there so they wouldn't
interfere with the | ocater?"

The bronze man nodded. "The box is one netal the rays won't penetrate!"

The whistle fromthe | ocator was becom ng | ouder.

Bi nocul ars were in cases fixed to the cabin walls. Doc extracted a pair and focused themon the
terrain bel ow. Monk foll owed his exanple.

"Note the two touring cars on that road," Doc directed.

"I see ‘em" Monk grunted.

Doc called to Ham "Drop down toward those cars."

"They’' re carrying our buddi es?" Mnk demanded.

"So it would seem™"

Chapter | X. M DNAT' S STORY

THE hi ssing sound the giant plane nade as it rushed through the air becanme nore violent as speed
increased. The earth cane up at themlike the winkled hide of some pneunmatic nonster being
inflated. A ribbon of gray w dened and becane a road to their unai ded eyes. Specks magnified to
bushes, trees.

The wailing fromDoc’s remarkabl e | ocater device grew in volume. The bronze man clicked the
mechani sm of f.

"There’'s no doubt of it now. Renny or some of the others, possibly all of them are in that car."
Monk, |eaning half out of a window, calculated the speed of the cars. "They're hitting a clip,"
he cried, his small voice lost in a roar of air which the open wi ndow adnmitted. "Fifty an hour,



anyway. "

"That much, at least."

"How re we gonna stop then? They ain't gonna pull up at our orders, and we can't shoot for fear
of hittin our buddies."

By way of answer, Doc Savage opened a cabin |ocker. He brought out metallic objects. They were
egg- shaped, except for a pronounced taper at one end. The taper was fitted with netal fins. The
articles were as |large as Mnk’'s head.

"Gas bonbs!" Monk scratched the bristles on his neck. "But Doc, if we gas ‘em they' |l crash up.
At the rate the cars are goin’, sonebody might get killed."

The bronze man showed no concern over this dire prediction. The plane carried, nounted on the
fl oorboards, bonb rel eases and sights. Into these the gas bonbs were pl aced.

The plane was | ow now. It was possible to discern water puddles, put there by melting snow,
beside the road. A rabbit scuttled nadly for cover, frightened by the plane.

The occupants of the two touring cars were as yet unaware of the plane’s presence. The npan of
the auto engines, the staccato rattle of wi nd-slapped side curtains and fabric top nmantled the
aircraft hiss.

At a word from Doc, Ham prol onged the plane’s dive. The great speed ship flattened at |ess than
fifty feet above the touring cars. It flashed ahead.

Doc, calculating expertly, wenched the bonb trip. The gas missiles hit in rapid succession, the
first not a score of feet ahead of the forenmpbst car. Fromthe fragnents gushed a snuff-col ored

vapor .
The cars spun into the cloud, through it and onward.
Monk still hung fromthe window. The air, roaring past his head, was cold, yet it blew

perspiration droplets fromhis honely features. He was worri ed.

"They’' Il go off the road and smash," he groaned. "They' |l go of f—

He stopped his dire predictions and blinked. A grin began to pull the ends of his oversize nouth
back toward his ears.

The cars had not careened off the road, but had continued strai ght on. However, their pace was
sl ow ng.

"They' re stopping!" he how ed.

"They shoul d,"” Doc said. "That gas was merely a vapor which, when drawn into the carburetors and
m xed with the car fuel, renders the m xture unexpl osive."

"The stuff killed their engines," Mnk grinned, conprehending.

HAM swing over the cars again,"” Doc conmanded.

Ooediently, the sword cane-carrying | awer swung the big craft back.

From anot her cabin | ocker, Doc produced nore bonbs. Markings on these indicated their contents
differed fromthe first mssiles. He fitted themin the discharge rack.

Men were piling out of the two stalled touring cars. Wth revolvers and rifles they fired upward.
The first few slugs went wild. Then there was a sound as if an unseen hamer had struck the pl ane
fusel age a hard bl ow.

Li ke a startled nonkey, Mnk jerked his head and shoul ders in out of the w ndow. Nore banging

noi ses came—bul l ets striking.

Wenching at the wi ndow, Mnk pulled it shut. The panel, not especially thick, was of |ight

bul | et proof construction. It would turn revolver, rifle, and ordinary nmachi ne gun bullets.

The plane cabin was |ikew se bulletproof. Slugs of greater power than the regulation .30-calibre
machi ne gun ammunition might penetrate. To anything of |esser power, the cabin was inpervious.
Doc | aunched hi s new bonbs. One struck a touring car. It burst with only sufficient force to

rel ease its gas content; the other struck nearer the target. Gas fromthese was col orl ess.

A wiry, dark nan dropped his revolver, put his hands over his face and began to turn around and
around slowy, like a top which had run down. Then he fell over. Ohers collapsed al so.

Doc now t ook over the speed plane controls. The road offered the only | anding place near by.
Fortunately it was not paralleled by tel ephone wires. But the narrow concrete offered a tricky
tarnac.

Doc noved a | ever on the instrunent dash, causing retractable |anding wheels to withdraw from
their wells.

By no neans the |east of the countless things which Doc Savage, by unrelenting practice, had
learned to do with a unique skill, was his adeptness as a flyer. Many hours in cockpits, coupled
with intensive study of aérodynanmics, had furnished himwth an ability as a pilot little short of
magical. His time at the stick had been nore than nere hours in the air. Every mnute of it had been
study and pai nstaki ng practice.

The man of bronze needed all of his dexterity in three-pointing the big ship on the concrete
pavenent. Landi ng speed of the bus was high, even though it was fitted with the |atest design of
wing slots.

For all of its danger and necessity of skill, the | anding seened easy, the way the renarkabl e nman



of netal acconplished it. Wen the ship was down solidly, he applied the wheel brakes. The big craft
came to a stop perhaps a hundred yards fromthe cars. Its outflung wing tips were only a yard or so
above the fence posts.

Doc and the others alighted and ran forward.

"There’s Long Tom " Ham rapped.

"And Johnny, the bony galoot!" Mnk added.

Long Tom and Johnny had stepped fromthe rearnost touring car. Although their late captors were
unconsci ous to a man, they thenselves |ooked little the worse for their experience. However, they
staggered slightly as they ran to neet Doc.

"They act like they' re drunk," Mnk offered.

"They' re still having an ether jag," Doc surmised. "Ether was used to overcone sonebody in

Mahal * s place. Probably it was Long Tom and Johnny."

At this point, they caught sight of Renny. He canme fromthe forenpst car. Beside him a young
woman noved with a mncing grace.

"Say, she’'s a nifty looker," Mnk grinned.

SMALL, dark-haired Mdnat D Avis was puzzl ed.

"l don’t see yet why you tell me to hold ny breath as long as | could after that second gas
barrage, misieu ," she snapped at Renny.

"That was so you woul d escape the effects of the gas," Renny runbled patiently.

"l do not understand!"

"The gas was a form of anaesthetic, producing unconsciousness the nonment it is breathed,"” Renny
el aborated. "The stuff mixes with the air and becones ineffective in something |ess than a minute."
"Ch!" said the girl. "Who would think up such a gas!"

"Hm" said Renny, and pointed a huge hand at Doc.

M dnat D Avis | ooked at Doc Savage. Obviously, it was her first glinpse of the amazing man of
bronze. Her eyes widened. Her |ips parted. She stunbled and al nost fell down.

That is Doc Savage?" she gasped.

"Sure," Renny retorted. "lIsn't he what you expected?"

The young worman eyed Doc, who was now quite near. She took in his unusual proportions, the lithe
ease Wi th which he noved, and his undeni abl e handsonmeness.

Qui!" she said, sonewhat breathlessly. "He will do!"

She stared at the mighty man of bronze, fascinated, as he cane to a stop before them

"Tie the gang before they cone out fromunder that anaesthetic gas," Doc directed. "W'll
question them And Renny, get the first-aid kit out of the plane. Douse sone antiseptics on those
cuts in your chest."

Johnny and Long Tom were staggering in slow circles. They | ooked at each other; then both sat
down.

"Et her drunk," Doc told them "It’'Il wear off."
"Yeah, if ny head holds out," Long Tom groaned. "Boy, does nmy conk ache!"
"Your cranial agony can be nothing conpared to my own," insisted the schol astic Johnny.

Monk was giving the young wonan a | ook of open admiration. Bashful ness was not one of his
virtues.

M dnat D Avis showed evi dences of a slight pique. Being extrenely pretty, she was accustoned to
bei ng openly admired by nmen, but the bronze giant was an exception. As far as the young woman coul d
tell, Doc had not |ooked at her. To put it mldly, she was surprised.

She was further flabbergasted when Doc Savage wal ked on and began bi nding Stroani s unconsci ous
henchmen with their own belts, neckties and shirtsleeves.

"I's he a wonan-hater?" the girl asked the handi est individual, who happened to be—not by chance,
ei ther—the honely Monk.

"Who, Doc?" Monk gul ped, surprised.

"He ignored nme," said the young wonman, with a trace of wath.

"You're not the first one," Mnk said, then added hastily, "I nean, he'll get around to you in
good tine."

"I like that!" said Mdnat D Avis coldly.

MONK groped for words to best explain the situation. In order to nollify the young wonman, it

woul d be necessary to nake her understand Doc’s attitude toward femininity in general. The bronze
man sinply did not permit hinmself an interest in that direction.

There was sound reasoni ng behind Doc’s attitude. He had many enem es, and these woul d not

hesitate to strike at himthrough any girl with whomhe mght permt hinmself to fall in love, or, if
he married, a wfe.
Not wi shing to subject any woman to such peril, he kept aloof fromthe fair sex.

Monk was saved fromthe necessity of a | engthy explanation by his pig. Habeas Corpus had



scranbl ed out of the plane. He cane scanpering up, huge ears a-flop.

He cane to a stop and scrutinized the young wonan. Words cane from his nouth.

"The rest of us aren’'t wonman-haters."

M dnat D Avis started, gasped.

" Par petit! For pity sakes! What—

Monk grinned, and by way of breaking the ice, explained that it was ventriloquism Then he

el aborated on the good qualities of his pet, slyly inserting a few of his own qualifications.
Ham from a distance, |ooked on in disgust. It irked himto see his honely eneny naking an

i mpressi on on the young | ady.

The prisoners were | oaded into the cars. Renny drove one; Long Tom and Johnny, recuperating from
their ether jag, asserted they, together, could nanage the other machine.

"Take the outfit to the warehouse hangar," Doc directed. "The captives will be conscious by the
tine you arrive. |I'lIl neet you there. We'll question them"

The cars drove ahead far enough to give the plane takeoff room

"Into the plane," Doc told the young wonan.

This was the first word he had addressed to her. Her earlier hostility returned. She tapped angry
heels to the plane, and got in.

They took off without m shap.

WHEN he had the plane volleying toward the Hudson River, Doc turned the controls over to Mnk and
went back in the cabin, to where Mdnat D Avis occupied a seat.

"For the next few mnutes we can talk," Doc said quietly. "Suppose we becone acquai nted."

Just a nonent earlier, the young wonan had been reflecting that she woul d give the bronze man a
chilly reception when he did address her. She was unaccountably irked because he had practically
ignored her. This feeling surprised her sonewhat. In the past, whether or not young nen gave her
attention had been immaterial. Usually, she preferred that they take their deferences el sewhere.
But she found herself extraordinarily fascinated by this bronze man, and she resented his |ack of
interest. Being a young wonman of pride, however, she did not adnmt to herself that this was the
reason. She tried to tell herself that she didn't |ike the handsome bronze giant.

"My nane is Mdnat D Avis," said the young | ady, and she was mightily surprised at the sugary
content of the tones which she had intended to nake sharp.

"You undoubtedly know ny identity—c ark Savage, Jr.," Doc told her. "Now |'d appreciate it if you
woul d tell me your exact position in this affair.”

M dnat D Avis reflected that she had never encountered a man with a nore fascinating voi ce.

"l ama private detective," she stated. "My office is in Toronto, Canada. | amin the enploy of a
man naned Ben Lane."

"Excel l ent! W are very anxious to obtain information about Ben Lane."

"I amafraid | will not be able to help you nuch, nisieu’. | do not know Ben Lane personally."
"How di d he enpl oy you?"

"Qur contact has been by telegraph alone. He wired me froma Munted Police post in northern
Canada. His telegramdirected ne to cone to New York, watch the establishment of this man Mahal, and
get on the trail of one named Stroam | was to report what | learned to Ben Lane."

"Did Lane’s tel egram say why he wanted Stroam shadowed?"

Non. | was nerely to wire Ben Lane a description of Stroam then keep on the man’s trail."

The dark-haired girl was eyeing Doc. The bronze nan seened unaware of this, but he was quite

m ndful of the fact, and it made himslightly unconfortable. The girl was an entrancing beauty.
"Ben Lane apparently knew that Stroam had headed for New York to contact Mhal ."

M dnat D Avis nodded. "Undoubtedly, M sieu Savage."

"To where were you directed to send your report on Stroanis novenents?"

"To Captain Stonefelt, at the Snow Muntain post of the Royal Northwest Munted Police."

"Snow Mountain," Doc reflected aloud. "That is far up in the Northwest Territory. It is one of
the nost renote Mounted Police posts. There are no tel ephone nor tel egraph |lines. Communication, at
this season, is by Munted Police radio."

"You have been in the region?" asked the girl, surprised.

"Not exactly," Doc told her quietly.

M dnat D Avis winkled an attractive brow. "But how—

Monk enl i ght ened her.

"The | onger you know Doc, the nore you' |l be surprised," he told her. "He has a fabul ous fund of
information. He is a mental marvel. He can nanme nost of the streets in any city in the world you
nane. "

"That’' s enough," Doc advi sed Monk, unconfortably.

Gi nning, Mnk subsi ded.

Chapter X. THE GLASS CAGE
THE speed pl ane was crossing the bundl ed spires of New York City. It tilted, banked down and



swooped for the Hudson.

"I was following Stroam" said Mdnat D Avis. "That’'s how | happened to be in Mahal’s house."
Doc studied the young wonan. "Can you tell us what this is all about?"

Non, misieu ." She shook her head vehenently. "It is all a deep nystery to nme."

It seened to be a deep nystery to others as well —anong themthe hirelings who were willing to do
murder in Stroamis pay, for when the two touring cars arrived at the warehouse hangar with the
captives, Doc put questions—and got exactly nothing of value in answers.

These thugs, like the first group, were riffraff of the northland. They had taken Stroanis
orders. They had done his bidding. They had asked no questions, because it was profitable not to do
so.

Not one of them had ever seen Stroanis face.

"Stroamis always ver’ careful,"” one explained. "He not show hinself, nevair!"

"The scut didn't take any chances," Mnk grunbl ed.

M dnat D Avis stood by during the questioning. There was a slightly strange expression in her
eyes. The cause of this soon cane out.

She addressed Doc. "I neglected, Msieu Savage, to tell you another thing which Ben Lane

conmi ssioned nme to do."

"Yes?"

Qui. In his telegramhe directed me to make inquiries about you—about your standing in the
comunity. "

"What did you | earn?"

The young worman col ored. "Several persons described you to me. | did not believe such a fabul ous

i ndi vidual could exist."

Ham cane up, twirling his sword cane, and joined the conversation. He seened to have overheard
the last of it.

"Why coul d Ben Lane have been checking up on you, Doc?" he pondered al oud.

"We know Ben Lane had contenpl ated an appeal for help," Doc stated. "It's reasonable to suppose
that he would want to check up to |l earn whether | could actually be of any assistance."

Ham nodded agreenent. "What's our next nove?" he asked.

"We're going to get in touch with Ben Lane. Using the big radio transmitter at the office, we
shoul d be able to contact the Snow Mountain Munted Police station. If not, we'll have our nessages
rel ayed. "

"Captain Stonefelt at the Snow Muntain post should know sonething,” Mdnat D Avis interpol at ed.
"As | told you, it was through himthat |I was to make ny reports to Ben Lane."

"Stroam and Mahal are still in town," Hamsaid grimy. "This Stroam seens to be a bad custoner. |
woul dn’t be surprised if we got nore attention fromhim"

AS a prophet, Ham was not bad. They found that out not many minutes |ater.

Using his finger-tip hypoderm c needl e, Doc Savage administered to the prisoners the drug which
brought a condition of coma that would last until the use of an antidote. Then he enpl oyed the

tel ephone for a long distance call to his weird "college" in upstate New York.

"A shipment of guinea pigs is ready for you," he stated into the nouthpiece. "You will need three
carrying cases. The guinea pigs can be picked up at the river place."

Tel ephone operators, with tine idle on their hands, have been known to listen in on

conversations. Hence, Doc had used a sinple code. The "guinea pigs" were the crimnals now sl eeping
in the hangar, who were to be cured of their knavery. The "carrying cases" were anbul ances, and the
"river place," of course, signified the warehouse hangar.

The bronze man nade a second call. This was to the police.

"Anything we can do, M. Savage?" asked the officer who answered the call. The cop had recogni zed
Doc’ s unusual voice. He sounded extrenely anxious to please. Evidently he knew sonething of Doc’s
reputation. Probably he was al so aware of an order posted in all precinct stations, signed by the
police comm ssioner hinself, directing that Doc Savage was to receive every cooperation, and no
questi ons asked.

"Have a general pick-up order issued for the follow ng nen."

Doc gave a rapid, accurate description of Mahal —a word picture which would have astounded Mahal,
who had thought Doc had not so nuch as seen him

"We know that fellow," the officer stated. "He's a fake nystic."

"The other man you are to look for is known to us only as Stroam" Doc stated. "Stroam nay be
found in the conpany of Mahal. Stroamwears size ten shoes. Mhal weighs about a hundred and forty.
Stroamis about thirty pounds heavier. He walks with long strides."

"What about his features?”

"We have never seen him" Doc replied.

"Huh?" expl oded the cop.

"Qur information came fromthe study of his tracks," Doc expl ai ned.



The bronze man ended the conversation, |eaving the mnion of the | aw somewhat baffl ed.

The policeman woul d have been nore surprised had he known how Doc had nmade Stroamis footprints
visible with the gl owing powder. Doc had seen Mahal, hence knew his approxinate weight. Stroams
prints on the carpet, Doc judged, had been thirty pounds heavier than Mahal’s.

Ham was eyei ng Monk in disgust. The honely chem st was engaged in telling attractive M dnat

D Avis sone facts about Doc Savage.

Stated Monk, "Doc has countl ess enem es. Every crimnal has reason to hate him He is in constant
peril."

"How does he avoid all the danger, M sieu’ Monk?"

"By enpl oying every possible precaution," Mnk told her. "Take his skyscraper office, for
instance. The place is equipped with some unusual devices. A prow er cannot enter the place w thout
war ni ng of his presence being flashed. Moreover, there are contrivances which will seize the
prow er."

The words were hardly off Mnk’s |lips when an electric bell jangled |oudly through the hangar.
"What's that?" queried the girl.

Monk had a startled | ook. "For the love of nud! That's one of the alarnms | was tellin’ you about!
Sonebody is in Doc's skyscraper office!"

DOC SAVAGE was al ready flashing across the hangar. He jerked a | ever which opened the great
sliding entrance doors. Vaulting into one of the touring cars, he trod the starter pedal.

"Conme on!" Monk directed the girl hastily. "Let’'s get up to the office." He seized Habeas Corpus
by one ear.

They all piled outside, closed the hangar doors behind themand | oaded into the touring car. The
machi ne was not new, there being piston slaps in the nmotor and a bad jerking when the clutch took
hol d.

A monment after he had the machine in notion, Doc Savage surrendered the wheel to Monk. The bronze
man slid out, and rode on the running board.

Doc Savage habitually did this. In the present instance, he was notivated by two reasons. First,
he was outside where he coul d spot possible danger. Second, his presence on the running board was in
the nature of a badge which passed himquickly through traffic. Mst policemen knew hi mby sight.
Traffic whistles shrilling, they opened a passage.

Peace filled the skyscraper |obby. Stenographers, clerical workers, business executives swarnmed
the place. It was quitting tinme for Manhattan’s mllions.

The private speed elevator lifted themto the eighty-sixth floor. Doc whipped out, the others
crowdi ng after him

"Ch-oh!" Mdnk said, and pointed.

Sorme weeks ago, Doc Savage had equi pped the office with a new door. Apparently of wood, it was
actually of thick steel with a coating of veneer. Inset in the panel was a |letter drop. The
construction of this resenbled that of the night depository receptacles used by banks. Were the
I ock of the door had been, an irregular hole now gaped.

"Sonebody used a cutting torch on it," booned big-fisted Renny.

The door swung open at Doc’s touch; they entered.

"Lanp the mail box!" ejacul ated Monk.

The cutting torch had al so been used on the mail container. Letters which it had held were
scattered on the floor, opened. They were |l argely advertising circulars.

The safe attracted their notice next. The torch had been enployed on this, also, but
unsuccessful ly. The large vault was of |aminated construction, sonme of the |ayers being of a netal
i mpervious to any nelting heat created by ordi nary nethods.

"The marauder was frustrated by the steel depository,” said the big-worded Johnny.

"l wonder if the birds got away," pondered the unheal thy-Iooking Long Tom

That was answered when they advanced into the library. An aisle led through the rows of bookcases
to the | aboratory beyond. This runway was several feet wide.

Init, Mahal paced. He stanped about in snmall circles, his eyes staring. Terror rode his al nond
face. H's hat |lay underfoot, shapeless. He had tranpled on it.

Mahal s hair had a very greasy appearance.

NO LI GHTS were on in the | aboratory. The afternoon sun shone on the opposite side of the
building. As a result, there was gl oom

M dnat D Avis stared at Mahal. She noticed the extrenely narrow area which he paced. Just why
Mahal should wal k there in the aisle apparently dunbfounded her.

"What keeps himthere, nmisieu ?" she denanded.

Before an answer could be given, Mhal snatched a revol ver out of his clothing. Wth a wild-eyed
desperation he | evel ed the weapon. It expl oded.

In md-air, not nore than a yard from Mahal's face, the bullet nysteriously splattered into
countl ess fragments.

"Ch!" the girl ejaculated. "I understand, now. Qui! He is enclosed by glass panels."



"Bul | et proof glass," Mnk el aborated. "Unless you wal k along that aisle just so, the panels drop

down fromthe ceiling. | told you Doc had traps in here. That's just one of them"
Mahal , nore frightened than ever, threw down his gun. He waved his arns, screeched in his native
tongue.

"l nmeant no harm sahib!"

VWhat a lie," Mnk grinned, and crossed the library to actuate the | evers which caused the gl ass
panels to withdraw into the ceiling. There, their presence becane unnoticeabl e.

Mahal was seized. A search of his pockets yielded cartridges for the gun, a few American coins,
and a sizeable roll of Canadian currency. Doc counted the latter—a thousand Dom nion dollars.
"Stroamis not a cheap-skate," Hamsaid wyly. He prodded Mahal with his sword cane. "Stroam gave
you that noney, didn't he?"

Nahi n, sahibs," Mahal lied. "No, sirs, | have never heard of a man nanmed Stroam"

"A nendaci ous assertion, nmanifestly," said verbose Johnny.

Doc Savage now returned to the outer office. On the rich carpet he sprinkled some of his |umnous
conmpound whi ch brought out foot prints. After studying the marks which were made visible, he
returned to the library.

"You will notice there is no sign of the cutting torch which was used on the door and the nail
box," he stated.

Monk wi nked tiny eyes. "Were'd it go to?"

"Stroam canme here with Mahal. Tracks in the office show that. No doubt Stroam fled when Mahal was
trapped, taking the torch, and whatever they secured fromthe mail box—tetters or tel egrans.

Tel egrans are delivered to the mall box in ny absence."

Monk grinned at Mahal. "So your boss ran off and left you."

"1 know not hi ng, sahibs," Mahal snarled. "I demand that you rel ease ne."

"What a |augh!" Monk snorted.

Chapter Xl. BEN LANE S MESSAGE

MAHAL was escorted to the reception room Johnny, gaunt and omi nous as a skeleton in his
ill-fitting clothing, closed the outer door. It made little difference that there was a hol e where
the | ock had been cut out. Since Doc occupied the entire eighty-sixth floor, there was unlikely to
be passersby who m ght hear whatever noise attended the process of making Mahal talk.

As for Mahal hinself, he | ooked on with hot flames in his dark eyes. His earlier fright had

subsi ded surprisingly.

Monk remarked of this.

"The nmug seens to be getting his dander back. If | was in his socks, |1'd do sone tall worryin' ."
In a bare space along one wall, Doc Savage placed a plain chair. Mahal seated hinself in this
meekl y enough, when thus directed.

"You undoubtedly saw Stroam s face," Doc said. "You will describe himto us."

The bronze man’s voi ce was pitched neither higher nor |ower than usual. Yet it had acquired a
quality of grimess which caused Mahal's al nond skin to assune a hue somewhat resenbling that of a
freshly peel ed onion.

"You have make the great mistake in seizing nme, sahibs," he said.

"You mght as well drop that attitude," Doc advised.

Mahal showed his fine white teeth in a sneer. "You threaten me?"

"What do you think?"

"Rel ease ne!" Mahal snapped. "I am becoming inpatient!"

Bony Johnny fingered his nagnifier-nmonocle. "The rogue exhibits a preposterous defiance, unless
he possesses sone unforeseen resource.”

"He does act |ike he had an ace up his sleeve," thunped Renny. He bl ocked out his huge fists and
held themup for Mhal’'s inspection. "How about ne giving hima knuckle kissing, Doc?"

Mahal squirned. He lifted a hand and strained it through his greasy hair. "Free ne!" he denanded.
"Monk, " Doc addressed the honely chenmist, "you know where the truth serunms are kept in the

| aboratory. Get them"

Monk | eered at Mahal, said, "Buddy, you may not think so, but you' re gonna tell nore truth than
you ever told before," and anbled off toward the | aboratory.

Mahal did an unexpected thing. He snatched out a snmall fistful of his own hair. The pain nmade him
grimace. He held the hair close to his own |ips.

"Fools!" he gritted. "Stroam foresaw this very possibility. He gave ne the neans of escape!"

Doc had not noved.

Renny, nonster hands open, started for Mhal. Doc’s voice stopped him

"Wait," directed the bronze man. "The fellow isn't kidding."

"On ny hair, Stroam snmeared a chem cal conpound,” Mhal jeered. "M xed with saliva, it forns a
poi sonous gas. | have but to chewit, and you will die."

"He's gone nuts," Mnk snorted, a trifle uneasily. "The gas will get him too."



Nahi n!" Mahal barked triunphantly. "No! | was given a potion to drink, a substance which nakes
the gas harmess to ne."

Doc Savage said nothing. His only nove was to Iift a hand and hold it, thunmb and forefinger
crooked, on a level with Mahal’s sloe orbs. The hand renmai ned notionl ess. Fl ake-gold eyes bored a
steady gaze upon Mahal, across the several feet separating them

But Mahal knew what that neant.

"You woul d hypnotize nme!" he shrieked. H s hand darted for his |ips.

Doc | eaped. Even his giant nuscles, attuned to a control approaching perfection by thousands of
hours of conscientious exercise, could not carry himto Mahal in tine.

Mahal cranmmed the greasy hair into his nouth. He chewed on it briskly.

M dnat D Avis nade a gasping sound, and ran for the door to escape the gas cloud Mahal had

promi sed.

Doc hinself, seeing his |leap was too | ate, backed away.

Mahal stood up fromthe chair, very straight. H s eyes flew wide; a weird expressi on crowded
them then they closed. His nouth opened slowmy to its widest, and his tongue thrust out, covered
with the hair. He dropped as if every nuscle had turned to water.

Doc pitched to him H's first exploration for heartbeat told himthe truth.

"Mahal is dead," he said, and his great voice vibrated hollowy.

"BUT the gas!" Monk expl oded.

"There was no gas,"” Doc told him H s novenents rapid, the bronze man made a further exam nation.
"The stuff mxed with the grease on Mahal’s hair was potassi um cyanide."

"Poi son!" the honely chem st nuttered.

"One of the deadliest.”

Silence filled the richly furnished office for sonme nonents. Mdnat D Avis enmtted no outcry, but
she covered her eyes with snall, exquisitely manicured hands, and her breathing was | abored and
jerky. Apparently her contact with violent death had not been extensive.

"The man was convinced a fatal vapor would emanate fromhis |ips upon nastication of the hair,"
bi g-worded Johnny said hollowy. "He was a victimof unmtigated deception."”

"He was fooled, all right," agreed pale Long Tom

"You nean, he was nurdered," Renny runbl ed.

"Mur dered!"

"It's obvious. Stroam sneared that stuff on his hair, told hima lie about it being able to nake
gas, and Mahal believed it."

"Renny is probably right," Doc agreed. "Stroam took that advance precaution to shut Mahal’'s nouth
in case he was captured."”

"This Stroamis a fiend, oui!" Mdnat D Avis said thickly.

Ham i ndi cated the ruptured nail box with his sword cane, and rumi nated al oud, "I wonder what
Stroam got out of there?"

They | earned the answer to that within the hour. The information was brought to them by Doc’s
foresight in having the New York police spread a net for an individual fitting such characteristics
of Stroam as he had been able to deduce fromthe footprints in Mahal's establishnent.

New York police are efficient. They had | ong ago | earned that Doc Savage did not seek their
codperation, unless the occasion was inportant. So they were unusually thorough in the net they
spread.

Anong ot her things they watched the airports, giving great attention to nen wei ghi ng about one
hundred and seventy pounds, wearing shoes which appeared to be size ten, and who wal ked with | ong
strides.

THE phone in Doc Savage's skyscraper headquarters rang. A police officer was on the wre.

"l am speaking from North Beach Airport," he said. "I believe we just had a brush with the man

you want ed—Stroam "

"Did you seize hin?" Doc demanded.

"It was like this: One of ny nen was watching at the field, and he | earned that a nan had

chartered a plane for a long flight. It was a fast plane, and the fellow who hired it wanted ski
attachments for |anding on snow put in the cabin, so they could be affixed |ater. The plane is anpbng
the fastest in the United States."

The officer hesitated, as if he regretted the rest of his information.

"The bird who chartered the plane arrived. He had his overcoat turned up, his hat yanked down,

and a nmuffler up around his nose. My cop started to question him and got a blow over the eye with a
pi stol barrel that laid himout. But he grabbed the man’s overcoat pocket and tore it open and sone
stuff fell out."

"Stroam escaped—+f it was Stroan?"

"I"mvery sorry, M. Savage, but he did. He ran to the plane, clubbed the pilot into

sensel essness the same way he did nmy cop, and took off. His plane is trenendously fast."



"Whi ch way did he head?"

"Due north. By now, not even a Schneider Cup racer could catch him"

"Did anyone see his face?"

"Nope. Nobody."

"Did he | eave any tracks which coul d be neasured?"

"Yes. And they were nmade by size ten shoes."

"It was undoubtedly Stroam" Doc replied. "You said objects fell out of his overcoat pocket when
it was torn. Wat were they?"

"Sonme nmoney and a tel egram The tel egram was addressed to you. It was sent froma point in
Canada, and is signed by Ben Lane."

"Read it."

The officer read slowy. "It says, ‘Doc Savage, New York Cty. Inperative that | have assistance
of man of your ability. Stop. Am |l eaving Snow Muntain at once by dog team enroute New York. Stop.
By dog team train and plane, trip will take several days. Stop. This wire is for purpose inploring
you not to engage in other affairs which would prevent your helping ne.’ And it’s signed, ‘Ben
Lane.""

Doc Savage considered briefly. "Look at the wire, officer, and see if it was relayed by radio."
"Yes. It says, ‘Viaradio,’ at the top. It was sent from Snow Muntain, Canada."

"Very well. Any further information?"

"That’s the end."

The other occupants of Doc’s office had | ooked on during the conversation. All wore curious

expr essi ons.

"Ben Lane has started for New York, seeking our aid," Doc advised them "And Stroam has struck
out for the north in a fast plane, in what | take to be a |ong-distance racing ship."

THE bronze man’s next nove was to get in touch with Snow Muntain by radio. He found it
inmpossible to do this directly. Snow Muuntain was thousands of mles away, near the Arctic circle,
and the Royal Northwest Munted Police radio station at that point, although able to hear the bronze
man’s signals, did not possess a sending station of sufficient power to reply, except through an
intermedi ate relay point.

Nearly an hour was consumed in the exchange of questions and replies. Up in the snow country
there was heavy static at the noment, acconpanying a play of Northern Lights, and this hanpered
communi cati on.

Doc failed to contact Captain Stonefelt of the Northwest Munted.

"Captain Stonefelt has been away fromthe post for sonme days, hunting Stroam" cane the word. "I
am the sergeant in charge during Stonefelt’s absence."

Ben Lane, relayed the sergeant, was sonewhat of a puzzle, even in the snow country. For one
thing, his exact business was not known. Captain Stonefelt had agreed to relay Ben Lane’'s nessage
out of courtesy.

Ben Lane, the sergeant adnitted over thousands of miles of ether, had asked protection from
soneone nanmed Stroam The Munted officer advised further that Captain Stonefelt and his nmen had
investigated thoroughly, and had been unable to find a trace of anyone named Stroam

Doc rel ayed a question as to when Ben Lane had | eft Snow Mountain.

"This norning," canme the Munted Policeman’s reply. "He took two fast dog teans, |ightly |oaded
sl edges, and three men who know the north. And a Mounted of ficer went along to protect him against
the nysterious Stroam"

"Did Ben Lane request the police escort?"

"He did."

"How long will it take Ben Lane to reach the nearest railroad point by dog tean?" Doc
transmtted.

"Four days," he was advised.

Once nore, Doc asked what Ben Lane’s business was, and there cane crackling back another
assurance that the sergeant did not know, and that, furthernmore, the whole affair was making him
think that Ben Lane mi ght be slightly cuckoo.

Doc term nated the hookup via the air.

Monk | ooked intently at Doc. He asked no verbal question, but there was inquiry all over the

sim an chem st’s honely face.

Doc did not reply to Monk’s unspoken question. He evidently guessed its nature, however, for he
nodded al nost i nperceptibly.

"Where' s ny snowshoes?" Mnk how ed, and wheeled in the direction of the |aboratory.

"What do you wear in the snow country?" questioned Ham who apparently knew what the pantonm ne
neant .

That woul d be your first worry!" Mnk snorted fromthe | aboratory.

Pretty Mdnat D Avis showed evidence of bewildernent. "Does this nean you are going to northern
Canada, mnisieu ?" she queried.



"As fast as a plane will take us," Doc advised her. "W can nmeet Ben Lane sonewhere al ong the
trail from Snow Mountain to the nearest railroad point."

The young worman ni bbl ed her lower lip. "lI'mgoing along."

"As far as Toronto, where you have your detective agency office, if you wish," Doc agreed
politely.

Non! | nean-all the way to Snow Mountain."

Doc shook his head. "It is spring here, but only a little past the worst of the winter up there.
It is no country for a wonan."

M dnat D Avis stanped a snall foot. "Ben Lane hired ne," she insisted. "I have a right to go!"

"Doc is right," put in big-fisted Renny, siding with the bronze man. "Wat is your purpose in
goi ng, anyway, young |ady?"

"To help Ben Lane, for which | amgetting paid. He has hired ne, | told you."

Renny eyed her gloonmly. "Do you think you can acconplish nore than we can?"

"l would not be surprised, nmsieu ," said the young woman frostily.

"The crust of the hussy!" Ham breathed in an aside. "But | like her style."

THE question of whether Mdnat D Avis was to acconpany themor not was held in abeyance while

Doc’s nen got their equi pnent together.

Each took such apparatus as m ght be needed. Mnk, for instance, had a wonderfully portable

| aboratory of chemicals, w thout which he never made a foray to a foreign cline.

Renny took maps, navigating instruments, and such other articles as he mght find useful in any
job for which his unusual ability as an engineer fitted him

Johnny, the geol ogi st and archaeol ogi st, posted hinself on the geologic facts concerning the
vicinity of Snow Mountain.

Long Tom had an el ectrical assortnent as conpact and unique in its way as Monk’s chemi cal

| aboratory. Wth it, he could fashion countless of the electrical devices which Doc frequently found
useful. He got this together.

Ham t he | awyer, finding his legal ability tenporarily unneeded, nade use of his |eaning for

cl othes. He assenbl ed a wardrobe for everybody, which woul d equip them agai nst the snow country

col d.

M dnat D Avis stood around and tried to eye Doc into permitting her to go al ong. She had not
stopped to figure out just why she was so keen on going. Had she done so, she could not have hel ped
but realize it was not the rather noderate fee which Ben Lane had tel egraphed to her in Toronto. Nor
coul d her desire be notivated by a personal concern over Ben Lane’'s safety. She did not even know
the fellow by sight.

Had she mulled the situation over |ong enough, the entrancing young | ady m ght have been forced

to admt to herself that it was a fascinated interest in this remarkabl e group of men which nmade her
want to acconpany them Not the l|east attraction was big, handsone, bronze Doc Savage hinself.

It would have irked her to admit this.

She told herself that Doc was a cold nman-machi ne, that she would snub hi munnercifully when her
chance canme. The chance woul d come, too. She had never seen the man who could remain invulnerable to
her charms for long. In her heart, she was quite confident that Doc woul d take her al ong.

M dnat D Avis got a shock. Doc left her in New York.

He did this politely but firmy, explaining that, since she was bei ng stubborn, they woul d not

bot her taking her even as far as Toronto, which would cost them val uable tine.

M dnat was speechl ess.

Doc took off first, in a tiny plane which was alnost all engine. It was, in fact, a racing ship,
with a top speed of nearly four hundred miles an hour. In it there was roomfor only one man.

The other five took the great tri-notored speed craft which, although remarkably fast, fell short
of the racing bus by almbst a hundred mles an hour.

They had nade full preparations for the peril which they m ght neet in the snow country. Yet they
got away from New York before the com ng of another dawn.

M dnat D Avis stood on the banks of the Hudson and watched them off. She stanped first one snmall
foot, then the other. She exploded angrily, tinme and again, in her attractive French-Canadi an
speech. She was experiencing the pique of a ravishingly attractive young wonman who had, for the
first time in her recollection, met a man whose attenti ons she woul d have wel comed, but who had
quite firmy ignored her.

"He is not worth one snap of ny finger!" she excl ai med peevishly.

The two planes | ost thenmselves in the murk—boc’s racer first, then the larger, tri-notored craft.

Qui, what a man!" Mdnat D Avis sighed. "Wll, he will not get rid of ne so easily!"

Chapter XII. SNOWEN GVA
IT was cold. The thernormeter in the plane cockpit—t registered electrically the tenperature out
on one wing tip, awmay fromthe engi ne heat—+ead two degree-marks over fifty bel ow zero.



The altineter needl e swayed at two thousand feet. Down on the snow covered ground it m ght be
war ner; probably it was no nore than thirty-five or forty bel ow

Doc Savage slanted the plane down a little. The altineter retreated to five hundred. There were
exhaust silencers on the racer, but they were cut out. The cannonading of the giant notor rattled
like thunder for many miles over the snow country waste.

The dash clock read two in the afternoon. The sun had already set. Up here, at this tine of year,
the sun was visible for only a period of two or three hours.

The moon was full, bright and yellow, |like a round window with a candle behind it, and a little
dirt on the window to outline the configuration sonmetines dubbed the face of the Man in the Mon.
Moon and stars were both extrenmely brilliant. At tines, when crossing a low hill, the plane

actual |y made a darting noon-shadow.

Cccasi onal hot blue sparks sprayed fromthe exhaust stacks of the motor. They were bright, bright
like the unnaturally radiant stars.

Aurora Borealis surged in the northern sky; great, iridescent bands of green and blue and purple,
an ethereal display of pyrotechnics breath-taking in its magnitude.

The plane thernoneter had warned up to forty below zero, with the decrease in altitude.

Doc Savage wore the universal winter garnents of the north country—a |oose-fitting tunic reaching
nearly to the knees, with attached hood—a parka—all ed "parky" by the natives. It had the advantage
of offering freedom of novenent, and had no openings between buttons, through which the wind could
bl ow.

The hood coul d be yanked down over the face, to shut out the wind. The margin of this hood was
trinmred with wolverine fur, which has the peculiar and desirable quality of not frosting when

br eat hed upon.

Trousers were of bear skin, noccasins of noosehide. Over the whole was drawn an electrically

war med coverall, which was fitted with zi ppers and coul d be stripped of f instantaneously.

The bronze man’s features were hooded conpletely with an electrically warmed mask. To this was
attached |ight, spectacle-like binoculars.

Doc was air-tracing the trail fromthe railroad to Snow Mountain. He had not yet sighted Ben
Lane’ s dog-team caravan.

The sky held no cl ouds. A nountainous horizon sawtoothed whitely against the ultramarine of the
heavens. There seened to be no wind at all. The snow waste |ay white, inmobile.

Spruce thickets stood up blackly. Al ong streans, naked cottonwoods jutted skel etons of gray. A
few willows protruded above the snow. Here and there, in |ow country, snow had bl own away fromthe
round knobs of small hills.

It was a vista of chill desolation.

The weird efful gence of the Borealis in the northern sky |l ent an aspect of ommipotence, a feeling
of vastness.

It was the snow country, frozen and cruel, a land | oved by those who knew it, a land in which
there were no weak ones, for the fragile did not survive its rigors.

A domai n of strangeness, of nystery, this. A region where the native folklore was replete with

| egend of the supernatural.

No nmystery of the snow country, real or inmagined, exceeded the fantastic scene upon whi ch Doc
Savage suddenly cane.

DOC saw the dog teans first. The huskies were mlling about. That was why he discerned them
first; noving objects attract attention. Too, the back fur of the sled dogs was dark, and the snow
al |l about was very white.

The ani mal s—two teans of them hooked to basket sledges—were in the mddle of a clearing in the
spruce. They stood out plainly against the snow.

No men were in sight; no tents were up; no cabin or other nman-made shelter was near. A fire
smoul dered near the sleds. Its snoke-plune stood straight up, |ike sonething nmade of blued steel.
Doc Savage retarded the throttle, decreasing speed. He booted the racer into a tight circle over
the dogs, the sledges, the fire. He searched for men.

The husky teanms were not runaways. The fire showed that. It was down to coals. It had burned for
a long tine without the addition of fuel.

The utter nystery of the scene suddenly dawned on Doc Savage.

The snow was soft. Sledge trails to the canmp were grooved deeply. Snowshoe prints stood out with
di stinctness. Snow covered the entire clearing |ike powdered sugar.

The man of bronze had encountered many nysteries in his career. He had school ed his nerves until
they were under superb control. He could encounter grave peril, and by his capacity of
self-restraint, fend off such feelings of fear as another woul d experience.

But, |ooking at what was bel ow, his spine seened to becone one long, cold icicle, and his nerves
threads of ice.

No tracks led fromthe canp!

DOC SAVAGE di scarded the spectacl e-1ike binoculars and enployed a | arger, nore powerful glass.



Ti me and again he surveyed the snow in the clearing.

In spots, near the sledges, the snow was stained an omi nous red.

The sl edges were |l oaded lightly, as if for fast traveling. The stores had been opened; it | ooked
as if a neal had been partly prepared.

But of the men who had expected to consune that food, there was no vesti ge.

A quarter of a mle fromthat clearing was another, nuch |larger. Doc swung the plane toward it.
The ship had a high | andi ng speed and needed plenty of room

A smal|l crank was affixed to the cockpit wall. Doc gave it several revolutions. This |owered | ong
| andi ng skis, which had been retracted against the fusel age belly.

Wth skilled hands of netal, Doc sank the racer. At nearly a hundred mles an hour, it touched
the ground. There was a | oud hissing. Snow funneled up in a cloud behind the ship.

As speed sl ackened, a squealing of runners on snow arose. In the intense cold, the snow was |ike
sand. The squealing nounted to a banshee sound, which ended in a groan as the craft halted.

Doc un-zippered his electrically warmed coverall and dropped out of the cockpit, sinking in snow
to his waistline. The skis were in deep. The enornous horsepower of the engine, however, would nake
a take-of f possible.

Opening a | ocker back of the cockpit, Doc renpved snowshoes. The webbing fitted his nposehide
noccasi ns.

The motor di ed when the ignition switch was touched. Starting it would not be difficult, since
the carburetors had el ectric warners.

Strangely |ike sonmething nebul ous yet solid, the utter silence of the snow country clanped down.
The col d-dry snow noaned under the snowshoe webbing as the bronze giant swung toward the small er
clearing. He breathed slowy through his nostrils, for the bitterly cold air was like fire against
lung tissue. His breath ran out in |ong steam pl unes.

Doc entered the spruce. The conifers were stunted; they did not grow close together, and hanpered
passage by snowshoe not at all.

Fromoff to the left came sound. It was a crack like a rifle shot, with ensuing reverberations,
rem ndful of the chatter of great, hard teeth. Doc paid it no attention. It was the cold, cracking a
tree.

DOC SAVAGE did not go directly to the canp. Instead, he circled the clearing which held the dog
sleds and fire. Hs flake-gold eyes switched everywhere, seeking tracks. The deep snow, fluffily
soft, would carry the inprint of anything, even a ptarm gan, or other hardy bird.

There were no tracks—except those which led to the canp. These latter received close scrutiny.
They required no great talent as a trailer to read. The unusually soft snow showed everyt hi ng.
Five nmen had conprised the party.

Doc’s radi o contact from New York with Snow Muntain had brought advice that three nen who knew
the snow country, and a Muunted Policeman, had acconpani ed Ben Lane. That nade up the five.

Doc went on to the canp. The dogs greeted himwi th whines. They cowered in the snow. There was
sonething curiously like abject terror in their behavior.

The bronze man nade pointed note of the weird actions of the sled teanms. It was unusual. These
northern huskies were not easily frightened.

The red snears on the snow were frozen solid. They lifted up like stove |ids when Doc inserted a
stick under them Unquestionably, the smears were spilled bl ood.

Marks in the snow about the thin scarlet platters indicated that nen had fallen there. But the
bodi es were gone.

Snow about the canp was tranpled. The dogs, their harness snarled, had w ped out nuch of the sign
in their shifting about.

On the chance that someone, wearing reversed snowshoes, had carried the bodies over the
back-trail, Doc backtracked for some distance. Then he returned.

He was absolutely positive that no one had back-trailed. The snow woul d assuredly have shown

t hat .

The fire coals glowed redly in the strangely brilliant northern night. A frying pan, a coffee pot
sat anmong them Bl ackened shreds in the frying pan had once been bacon. Steam poured fromthe coffee
pot .

Doc tipped up the lid. The pot had boiled nearly dry.

A nysterious tragedy had struck some time ago.

Rifles lay in the snow—+five of them Doc exam ned them and found that sone held di scharged
cartridges. Fromthe soft snow he unearthed other enpty shells.

The party, it seermed, had battled the unknown horror which had overconme them

The bronze man exami ned the sleds and their |oads. He found one duffle sack stanped with the nane
"Ben Lane." |t contained only clothing.

Anot her di scovery was a kit-bag which had bel onged to a Munted Policeman. It contai ned, anong
other things, a scarlet tunic, letters and various official papers of trivial nature.

Sergeant Leopol d Casker had been the Muntie' s nanme. He was attached to the Snow Muntai n Post
commanded by Captain Stonefelt.



Doc Savage made another wide circle of the clearing. He found no tracks except his own.
Incredible as it seened, Ben Lane and his conpanions had vani shed without |eaving a trace.

Chapter XI11. KULDEN

DOC SAVAGE snowshoed back to his plane. It held a radio set, a short-wave outfit, the type nost
efficient in coping with the static disturbances which seened associated with the play of the Aurora
Borealis. The apparatus could be used for either code or tel ephonic transm ssion. Doc enpl oyed the
latter.

He contacted the big speed plane which was bringing his five conpani ons northward. The | arger
craft had been left sone hours behind by Doc’s racer.

Long Tom the electrical wi zard, was operating the tri-nmotor’s radio.

"What' s your position now?" Doc queri ed.

There was a pause while Long Tom consul ted Renny, the navigator.

"We're about four hundred miles south of Snow Muuntain."

"Continue on to Snow Muntain," Doc advised. "Land there and await further instructions."

"Did you find Ben Lane?" Long Tom questi oned.

"l found a nystery on the snow," Doc told him "A profound nystery."

"l don’t get you."

Packing into his words all the uncanny command of description of which he was capabl e, Doc Savage
told exactly what he had encount ered.

Apparently all five men in the distant speed plane heard the story. The other m crophone was
sensitive. Doc distinctly heard Renny's, "Holy cow" and the bony Johnny's, "I'Il| be

super amal gamat ed! " —ej acul ati ons of astoni shnent.

"But Doc, it’'s inpossible!" Long Tom expl oded. "Mybe sonebody | anded in an airplane, and carried
themof f."

"A landing plane would have | eft marks. There are none."

"It could have been an autogyro, or even a helicopter. The latter ship could rise and descend
vertically."

"The snow is extrenely soft," Doc explained with patience. "Rotation of a helicopter’s wing

bl ades woul d create quite a stir in the air. It could not help but disturb the snow No, the thing
can’'t be explained that sinply."

"I"ve got it! The attackers cane in a dirigible—an airship. One of those things, a blinp, for
instance, could sink down w thout using its engines."

"And what would it have to do to take off agai n?" Doc countered.

"Drop ballast. It's too cold to use water ballast, so they probably enployed dry sand."

"There you are," Doc told him "There was no sand on the snow. "

"Then | give up. Wiat’'s your idea, Doc?"

"On the face of it, the thing seens inexplicable," Doc countered. "You fellows go on to Snow
Mount ai n, consult Captain Stonefelt of the Mounted Police. He nay be able to give you infornation.
"o K"

"And inquire about Ben Lane. Try to ascertain his profession—what he was doing here in the snow
country."

"o, K"

Doc turned off the radio and left the racer.

W THI N si ght of the canp of nystery once again, Doc Savage cane to a halt. The dogs were behaving
strangel y.

Hol ding his breath, so that it would not nake steam before his eyes, Doc watched the huskies.
Before, they had given the bronze man their attention. But now, when he was not near, they were
staring at something el se—a near-by snowdrift.

Doc advanced rapidly. The sledge teamshifted their attention fromthe drift to him

Directly toward the drift, the bronze man swung. He was ten feet fromit when a great flurry
arose in the white pile. Geyser fashion, the snow erupted.

A man appeared. He had been perfectly hidden there, all the time. Wthout a word, the fellow
plunged away in wild flight. He did not have snowshoes. Floundering in the deep snow, he nade hardly
any progress at all.

Doc ripped forward, his great speed hanpered little by the ponderous snowshoe webs.

The man standing in the snow wrenched out a knife.

"Keep away fromne!" he yelled.

Hi s voice was deep and showed evidences of culture. The man hinsel f was of average size. He had a
skin remarkably white for one dwelling in the northland, where the glare of sun on snow produces
conpl exi ons al nost as dark as those in the tropics. H's garb was the regul ati on parka, skin trousers
and noosehi de noccasi ns.

Doc Savage voiced no word. He continued his rush toward the stranger.

"Get back!" the other shrilled.

Doc towered over him



The fellow |l unged desperately with his knife.

There was a blurred novenent, a slapping sound—and the nman stared vacantly at the hand whi ch had
held the knife. The bl ade was gone! |t had been extracted fromhis clutch with a sw ftness which
def eated his eyes.

He started, as if vastly surprised, when he saw the glittering steel in Doc’s hand.

The bronze man tossed the bl ade over by the canmp fire.

"How many nore of you are hidden in the snowdrift?" he asked dryly.

The other shivered, stared, said nothing.

Doc wal ked slowy around the canp, studying the drifts. He perceived why he had not discovered
the presence of the man earlier. The dogs had walked to the drifts in which the fell ow was
conceal ed, tranpling out such traces as the man had made in burying hinself.

He ki cked about where the man had lain, wondering if others were hidden there. There was no one
el se. Doc’s bootings brought to light an automatic pistol, a |large weapon, of foreign manufacture.
Doc’ s bronze fingers tested the nechanism O, unfitted to the terrific cold of the north, had
been used upon it. This had congeal ed solidly. The weapon was literally frozen. It would not

di scharge when Doc pulled the trigger.

He went back to the pale nan, and asked, "Are you Ben Lane?"

Bef ore answering, the other considered for sone tine.

"l am Kul den," he said at |ast.

DOC juggled the gun. "Is this yours?" he asked.

"No, " Kul den disclaimed, in his well-nodul ated voice. "It belonged to Ben Lane."

"Why did you hide yourself from me?"

Agai n, Kul den appeared to debate his reply. "I thought you m ght be connected with the—the
thing."

Doc’s fl ake-gold eyes bore steadily upon him "What thing?"
"Who are you?" the other countered.

"Doc Savage."
Kul den started, as if profoundly inpressed. "Wat a ghastly nmistake | cane near nmaking! |f that
automati ¢ had not been frozen, | mght have shot you!"

"A native of the snow country would know enough to use proper oil on his gun during the winter,"
Doc remarked, watching the man.

"It was Ben Lane’s gun, | told you. And | do not think Ben Lane was a native of the north. In
fact, he was a tenderfoot."

Was?"
Kul den passed a hand over his brow, as if he felt slightly dizzy. Hs steam ng breath canme in
staccato spurts.

Was is right," he nuttered. "Sonething happened to hi msonething incredible!"

"Suppose you give ne a coherent story," Doc suggested.

"Ben Lane hired ne and two others as guides and dog drivers on his trip to the railroad," Kul den
said slowy. "I ama trapper by profession. Ben Lane told us he was in a hurry to reach New York
City—to see you, Doc Savage. He told us nothing else."

"What is Ben Lane’s business?"

"That | do not know." Pausing, the man eyed Doc Savage; then he went on nore rapidly, nore

firmy. "Ben Lane is something of a nystery as far as the residents of Snow Muuntain are concerned.
He bought his supplies there. Then he woul d di sappear into the back country for |ong periods."

Doc was intently watching Kulden's features. The lineanments were regular. It was not an

unhandsone face, and was | osing some of its pal eness.

"We canped here to get a neal and rest," Kulden went on. He passed a hand over his forehead

again. "You won't believe the rest. You'll think | amcrazy. | don't know+ may be. As | lay there
in the snow and thought about it, | began to believe | was insane. That is the only way to explain
it—the hallucination of a crazy man."

Doc’ s expressive voice was quiet. "Wat happened?”

Kul den suddenly covered his eyes. "It couldn't be! There nust be sonething wong with ny nmind!"
Doc waited for the nman to go on.

Kul den uncovered his eyes. "Something came—sonet hing invisible."

"l nvisiblel"

"It attacked us!" Kulden's voice suddenly rose to a scream "Don't believe ne; | nust be crazy!
You couldn't see it, and it tore open their throats, just like a beast!"

The man began to trenble. "I can hear their screans yet, and the blood fromtheir throats—t

spouted, it streamed on the snow. They fell down and died, every one of them"

"Except you," Doc rem nded.

"I ran and hid in the snow," Kulden groaned. "I shot at the things. But you couldn't see them
There was nothing to fire at. And it got nme, | hid, and for sonme reason they didn't conme for ne."



"The bodi es?" Doc questioned.

Kul den’ s voi ce had gone shriller and shriller. He waved his arns, beat his chest. A fine spray of
saliva blew through his teeth with his words.

"That’'s the nost hideous part," he shivered. "The bodi es di sappeared, right before ny eyes. It
was as if the invisible thing had—swal | owed them "

KULDEN sank to his knees, as if weakened by his own excitenent. He rocked fromside to side. But
gradual |y his breathing becanme nore regular, his novenents |ess nervous, until finally he sat
perfectly still. Wen at |ast he | ooked up at Doc Savage, it was with an attitude of wan hope.
"Tell me," he requested with an unnatural calm "is nmy nmnd affected? Could | only be dream ng?"
"Sonet hing nysterious did occur,” Doc told him "You cane here with four other men, and they have
vani shed wi thout |eaving a trace."

The smile which Kulden made was plainly a nmuscular effort. "It—was—horrible!"

"Get up," Doc suggested. "Walk around. You'll feel better."

Kul den was still unconvinced. "I’'ve heard of you, Savage. Your nane has penetrated even up here.
You are the man who is skilled at many things. But greatest of all is your ability as a doctor. Tell
me, do | show any synptons of becom ng an inbecile?"

"No," Doc assured him "You are greatly excited, and that is all. Forget that idea of possible
insanity."

"That is a relief,"” Kulden sighed, and got to his feet.

Doc Savage gathered up the rifles. One high-powered piece in particular aroused his interest. O
nmost nodern construction, there was nuch inlay work of gold and silver and pearl. It was a weapon
whi ch woul d be owned by a man who | oved guns.

"That bel onged to Ben Lane," Kul den offered.

The rifle was of English manufacture. Doc jerked open the mechani sm

"The proper oil for this climate was used for the rifle," he remarked.

Kul den seemed not to hear. He had turned, and was bendi ng over the coffee pot.

"l believe hot coffee would help me get rid of the nenory of the awful invisible things," he
muttered. "Liquor would be better. Have you any?"

"No. "

Doc unl oaded all the rifles and placed themin a pile on one of the sleds. The cartridges he kept
in a pocket. Then, fromwi thin his clothing, he produced a case holding a magni fying gl ass and,
anong other articles, enpty bottles.

"What are you doi ng?" Kul den asked curiously.

"Going to make an endeavor to dig up sonething which will explain what happened to your

conrades, " Doc replied.

The bronze man noved away fromthe canp in w dening, concentric circles. Frequently he stopped,
and at each halt he filled a bottle with snow.

Hi s sanpling carried himto the surroundi ng spruces. He di sappeared into the tinber.

Chapter XIV. TREACHERY

FOR sone tinme after Doc Savage was lost to sight in the spruces, Kulden sat notionless. H's eyes
were fixed intently on the spot where the bronze man had vani shed.

Kul den’ s not unhandsone features had undergone a narked change. They hel d viciousness, and ugly
det erm nati on.

"Damm him" he gritted. "I wonder if he suspects ne? He unl oaded all the guns and took the
cartridges with him"

Wth the bloodthirstiness of a mink waiting at a burrow nouth for a rabbit to appear, Kulden
gazed at the black wall of spruce.

"If that automatic had not frozen, | could have killed him" he grated.

Conviction that Doc was engaged in a prolonged scrutiny of the thicket seized Kul den. He noved
away fromthe canp, nmeking toward the spot where Doc’s racing plane stood. He did not show undue
haste, nor did he glance around to see if he was observed.

"That woul d nmake the bronze guy suspicious if he saw me," he nunbl ed.

Passi ng through the spruce, he did not encounter Doc Savage. He stood briefly eyeing the fast
plane. Its excellent lines inpressed him

"Unusual aérofoil design," he said appreciatively. "Somewhat uni que di hedral rigging, which no
doubt decreases head resistance."

Kul den, it was evident, possessed nore than a | ayman’s know edge of aircraft.

He advanced, and wal ked slowy around the fast ship, then stepped up into the cockpit. Standing
there, he | ooked around intently, searching for Doc Savage.

There was no sign of the bronze man.

Kul den drew a pen knife and, opening the parachute pads which fornmed the cockpit cushion, cut the
shroud lines. He carefully closed the pack to hide his handi work.

Scranbling forward, Kul den opened a door in the cowing back of the engine and plunged in a hand.
He knew what he was doing. He twi sted val ves which shut off the fuel supply back of the carburetors.



The carburetor bows and a tiny vacuumtank held enough fuel to pernmt the engine to run for four or
five mnutes. Then it woul d stop.

"Wth this fast ship he hasn't a chance in a mllion of getting down alive," Kulden chuckl ed.

"These two clearings are the only ones for niles where this ship could | and safely."

Kul den cl osed the door of the cow carefully, clanbered back to the cockpit and dropped down into
the snow. Using a mtten, he knocked off such snow as his noccasi ns had deposited. Then he stepped
back.

Judgi ng by visible tracks, he had nerely | ooked into the plane, as any curious individual m ght

do.

He wal ked back to the canp.

SOMVE minutes el apsed before Kul den sighted Doc Savage. To the sinister fellows relief, the
bronze man was on the opposite side of the clearing. Doc’s actions caused Kulden to mutter profanely
under his breath.

"What in blazes is he doing?" he grow ed.

Doc Savage was noving fromtree to tree. Fromeach he scraped particles of bark. These he pl aced
in one of his small bottles. As the bottles were filled, he racked themin the case.

Last of all, Doc merely uncorked bottles, waved them about, then corked them agai n.

"Mnd telling me what you are doi ng?" Kul den asked, when the bronze man wal ked up.

"Merely taking sanples of the snow, tree bark, and air," Doc informed him

"\Why 2"

"As | told you, they may be useful in solving the puzzle of what happened to your conpani ons—Ben
Lane and the other three."

Kul den covered his face with his hands. "It was awful +the invisible thing, tearing at their
throats."

"And the bodi es being swallowed by invisible nonsters,"” Doc added.

"Pl ease—+’'d rather not—talk about it."

Doc nodded synpathetically. "I see you left the canmp."
"Yes," Kulden replied easily. "I wal ked over to | ook at your plane."
"Like it?"

"l don’t know rmuch about airplanes,” Kulden lied. "Never been up in one. But yours |ooks like a
sky wagon that can get up and step."

"I"'mgoing to fly to Snow Mountain and inform Captain Stonefelt of the Munted Police of what
occurred here," Doc said.

"Can you take me, too?" Kul den demanded, knowi ng very well fromhis inspection of the racer that
it would carry only one man.

"No room" Doc advised him "You will have to stay here."

Kul den nanaged to | ook blank. "I don't fancy that. The—thi ng—ay cone back."

"The racing plane is designed with everything sacrificed to speed,"” Doc advised him "There is no
way of taking you."

"Then it looks like | stay," Kulden said, |lips warping a crooked smle. "Better |eave me sone
cartridges for a rifle, though."

Wthout the slightest hesitation, Doc dropped a bronze hand into a pocket under his parka and
drew out a fistful of shells.

"These are for Ben Lane's rifle," he said. "It’'s the nost powerful gun of the lot."

Kul den pi cked up the expensive inlaid rifle which he had stated was the property of Ben Lane. He
did not, however, thrust cartridges into the magazine.

Doc wal ked toward his plane, Kulden striding al ongside.

The big notor, thanks to the electrical warm ng pads on the carburetor, started with the first
grunt of the starter. Doc Savage warned the notor thirty seconds, a m nute.

Perspiration began to steamon Kulden's forehead. He was fearful that the fuel would run out
before Doc took off. But it did not.

Wth a blasting roar of giant cylinders, the plane ploughed forward. Ski runners clinbed up on
top of the soft snow. Wiite flakes squirted in a boiling nmael strom behind the tail skid.

The craft lifted into the cold, northern air.

A range of low hills lay imediately to the westward. The ship nounted just enough to top these,
then dropped out of sight beyond.

Kul den smirked as he listened to the throbbing of the great engine.

"He's flying low, " he chuckled. "He don’'t know it, but he is conmtting suicide. He will have no
tine to pick a landing spot, even if there was one, and there is not."

Kul den hastily | oaded Ben Lane's expensive rifle.

"l mght have managed to shoot him" he grow ed, "but the chance was too great. That bronze
fellowis no ordinary foe."

The gun rel oaded, he lifted a hand to an ear. The volleying of the racer notor was still |oud.
Suddenly, it stopped.

Kul den could not restrain a yell of vicious delight. "It ran out of gas!"



Dropping the rifle, Kulden cupped both hands behind his ears. He listened with a strained

i ntent ness.

The di stant pl ane, descending, was meking a whistling sound. This reached Kul den, although
faintly. It told himthe craft was com ng down fast.

"Wsh | could see it," he groaned.

The range of high hills prevented that.

Then cane a series of crashes. The first was not |oud, being nade, no doubt, by the plane
colliding with the tree tops. Those whi ch succeeded, however, mounted in vol ume—a crackling,
snappi ng, which culmnated in one vast, hideous carom of sound.

"That finished him" Kulden gritted. "Hope he tried to use his parachute!"

BEN LANE' S rifle tucked under an arm Kulden ran forward. He was anxious to see the results of

hi s handi work. The snow hanpered himgreatly, and he floundered, cursing.

An unpl easant train of thought gave hima bad few m nutes.

"Suppose Doc Savage carried a spare parachute where he could get to it?" he groaned.

But after he had thought that over for a tinme, he felt easier.

"No chance!" he assured hinself. "Even if he had one in the baggage conpartnent, he coul d not
possi bly have gotten it out between the tine the notor stopped and the crash cane."

Kul den was not w thout cunning. Wen he topped the hill, he uttered several |oud, anxious shouts.
"Doc Savage! What happened? Are you safe?"

He got no answer. And that nade himgrin. He searched—and stopped grinning. He did not find Doc’s
mangled formin the torn remains of a ‘chute, as he expected. Doc nust have remained with the plane.
Kul den was sonewhat di sappoi nted when he found the plane. This feeling did not arise fromthe
condition of the weckage. That was highly satisfactory. The ship had knocked itself into countless
fragments. Metal skin, bits of wing spars, were scattered over a w de area.

The engine and mgj or portion of the fusel age, however, had gone into the river. And there was no
sign of Doc’s body.

The stream was one which ran with tremendous speed. It was frozen solid, except at certain points
where the water rushed along at breakneck pace. It was into one of these stretches that the racer
engi ne had pl oughed, pulling the fore part of the fuselage with it.

So violent was the rush of water that the heavy engi ne had been roll ed downstream under the ice,
which covered a | ess turbulent stretch.

Kul den tranmped around and around, using his eyes to the fullest. Finally, he breathed easier.
"Got him" he concluded. "His body went into the river with the cockpit, part of the fusel age,
and the engine."

KULDEN di d not return imediately to the canp. He nade three wide circles, just on the chance
that Doc Savage had actually | anded with a spare parachute.

"Savage!" he screeched. "Did you escape?"

VWhen no answer canme, he tried not to |augh |oudly.

He returned to the scene of the plane weck. Wth painstaking thoroughness, he gathered up every
fragment of the denolished ship. These, he flung into the river, and the pitching water carried the
bits under the ice.

Kul den expended nearly two hours in that task. Wien he was finished, he was sure no piece of the
pl ane could be found. He took a spruce bough and switched it over the snow, snoothing out the
flakes. He did this to his own tracks.

Cl ose inspection mght show that the snow had been di sturbed, but fromthe air, the fact could
not be detected, even with binoculars.

Moreover, the first slight wind would obliterate all signs.

Wth sweepings of the spruce bough, Kul den erased his trail back to the canp. He gathered
together all the rifles and nade a bundle of them

He made several apparently aimess trips to and fromwhere the plane had | anded. H s purpose was
to |l eave tracks, which would indicate to the unknow ng that the party that had attacked the canmp had
cone by pl ane.

"Alittle blood to drip along the trail would be a good idea," Kulden grinned. He tried to shoot
a rabbit, intending to use its life fluid for this purpose.

It was then that he got an unpl easant surprise. The rifle would not discharge.

Kul den exam ned the cartridges. Twi sting, he nanaged to extract the lead fromone. It contained
no powder.

"Savage gave nme worthl ess shells!" he exploded. Thinking this over, he paled slightly. "Savage
suspected ne. He was taking no chances on ne shooting himin the back."

Kul den nade a pack of the rifles, slung themover his shoul der and set out in the direction of
Snow Mount ai n.

Fromtine to time he grinned in a warped fashion.

"Savage's five men are following himnorth, no doubt," he said grimy. "But | have a little idea
that will take care of them They' |l never |earn what happened to Ben Lane."



Chapter XV. THE LI AR

THE Snow Mountain Mounted Police post consisted of a single building of | ogs—a conbination
barracks and admi nistration office. The cabin had two wi ngs, one on either side of a |long structure.
The wi ngs were abbreviated, each one small room These were cells. Radio aérial nmasts protruded
above the roof.

Spruce had been cut away in a belt a hundred yards wi de, as a protection against forest fires.
Beyond, the trees grew thickly.

Near by, a river made a | ane through the tinmber, the streamat present being frozen solid.
Encircling nmountains stuck up white fangs at the weirdly brilliant night sky.

The hour was |late, even for a region where little attention was paid to daylight, there being
only about three hours of it out of the twenty-four.

Captain Stonefelt of the Mounted sat in his office, w de awake. There was a sheet of paper before
hi m

A sergeant of the Mounted was al so present.

Wth the pencil, Captain Stonefelt drew circles on the paper.

The captain drew circles while in deep thought. He drew thembig and little, joined them
together, and tried to make things out of them—+rabbits and donkeys, and sonetimes a Santa C aus. The
Santa Claus was his best creation.

Qut doors, when he had no pencil and paper, he drewcircles in the snowwith his toe. The
circle-inscribing was a habit.

In build, Captain Stonefelt was a husky man. He had a face like a red beet, and a white nustache
the cl ose-cropped bristles of which resenbled nothing so nuch as a toothbrush. He was a rough nman,
given to violent talk and violent action.

Captain Stonefelt had only been in command of the post for a few weeks. He ruled with an iron
hand.

He was npody, given to acts which vaguely bothered the officers in his command. For instance, he
frequently betook hinself away on snowshoes and was gone for days at a tine. Questioned, he stated
gruffly that he was keeping an eye on his realm

This reflected on his subordinates, indicating he did not trust them and it got under their

ski ns.

In the few weeks he had been at the post, Captain Stonefelt had become thoroughly unpopul ar. Wen
spring cane, and the snow nelted and the inspector paid his usual visit, sonebody woul d probably
conpl ain, and Stonefelt would be censored.

The Mounted nmen at the post had decided that it was Captain Stonefelt’s surliness which had
caused himto be banished to this renmpte spot.

CAPTPTAI N STONEFELT was getting fromthe sergeant, who had been in charge, a report of what had
occurred in his absence.

Some days ago, Ben Lane had cone to Captain Stonefelt, saying he feared a man whom he knew only
as Stroam Stonefelt had put nmen to searching for Stroam but they had found no sign of such an

i ndi vi dual .

Captain Stonefelt had then gone off, expressing dissatisfaction, and saying he would find Stroam
But he was back without the man he had sought.

Wth the pencil, the red-faced officer drew several circles, so that they nmade a caricature of a
particularly awful -1 o00king ogre. As an afterthought, he attached a spiked tail and a pair of horns.
This last showed that Captain Stonefelt had forned an advance dislike for the individual he had in
m nd.

That personage was Doc Savage.

The sergeant had just inforned Captain Stonefelt, who had | ess than an hour ago returned to the
post, that Doc Savage had radioed for infornmati on about Ben Lane. Stonefelt had not shown true
Mounted spirit at the news.

"1've heard of that Yankee!" he grow ed. "He goes around show ng off and mixing in other people's
business. | don’t like that kind."

Qut si de, where the spruces were gl oom est and thickest, another wakeful individual crouched. He
kept under cover. Fromtine to tinme, he cupped a palmto an ear and |istened. Wien he snoked a
cigarette, he took care to keep its glow ng tip hidden.

It was Kul den.

He had travel ed fast in reaching Snow Mountain. Very tired, he would have preferred to sinply sit
and rest, but to keep fromfreezing, it was necessary to nove frequently about.

A stick crackled behind him He whirled, drawing a revolver. This weapon, he had nmade sure, would
not freeze in the intense cold.

The shadowy figure of a man shuffled up.

"Not so much noi se, you fool!" Kul den comranded.

"Nobody is near, misieu ," nmunbled the newconer. "Me, | ‘ave cone to tell yo' zat trap down
river, she is set. Zat place is only one close where plane, she can land."



"CGood!" said Kulden. "Stroamwi |l be pleased."
"Zis one, Stroam it funny we nevair see him" remarked the other.
"You see his noney, don't you?"

Qui, msieu. But me, | lak to know—

"Lay off!" Kul den snapped. "Now, about the trap down the river. The men there understand
everyt hi ng—about the pig?"

"They is all understan ."

"All right," said Kulden. "Get back, and keep out of sight. There nmay be nore orders, later."
"Stroamis say for me to do zat, non?"

O course. Stroamgives all orders."

The ot her—-he was a stocky breed—was apparently on the point of inquiring nore about Stroam but
he withheld his questions and listened intently.

"Me, | hear what is sound |like gnat," he grunted.

Kul den’s ears were less efficient. It was several seconds before he heard the gnat sound.
"It's a plane," he growled. "That's ny cue!"

KULDEN ran for the Mounted Police station. There was no need for himto stagger to feign
tiredness. He was already tired enough. He began to pant dranmatically.

Wth a wild suddenness he flung open the door and plunged headlong into Captain Stonefelt’s

of fice.

A big service revol ver appeared with magi cal suddenness in Captain Stonefelt’s capable hand. The
sergeant stared, w de-eyed.

"What's this?" Stonefelt rapped.

Kul den, in the presence of Doc Savage, had denpnstrated he was an excellent liar. He did hinself
handsonel y now.

"Man in a plane!" he barked. "They attacked Ben Lane. They shot down your officer and the other
two gui des, and ki dnaped Ben Lane."

Captain Stonefelt’s toe absently described a circle on the floor as he digested this. "Wo are
you?" he asked.

"Kul den is ny nane. | was one of the three gui des Ben Lane took al ong."

Captain Stonefelt eyed Kulden intently. "I’'ve seen you before, all right. But you haven't been
around here |ong, Trapper, aren’'t you?"

"That’s right," said Kulden. "lI’'ve only been in this vicinity a few nonths. Ben Lane hired nme

because |'m a good dog driver."

"We questioned himwhen hunting Stroam" put in the sergeant. "He showed us a cabin and sone
freshly caught furs."

"1 knew Ben Lane took along three nmen besides ny officer," the Munted Police commandant runbl ed.
"I didn’t know who they were. Ben Lane was satisfied they were reliable, he evidently thought. Now,
what’s this about nurder and ki dnapi ng?"

Kul den began to tal k. He spoke loudly and rapidly, as though he wanted his voice to drown out the
noi se of the approaching airplane. He told a glib story, probably as fine a tissue of lies as was
ever spun in the snow country.

Men had attacked the two sled teans after arriving by plane, he reiterated.

"My officer was killed?" Captain Stonefelt thundered.

"He certainly was."

"Then how did you escape?

"When | saw the fight was hopeless, | dived into a snowdrift," Kulden expl ai ned snoothly.
"Apparently they weren't sure how many were in the party. They didn’t even hunt for me. They carried
Ben Lane off alive, and took the bodies of the three dead nen. They took all the rifles, too."
"The rifles, eh?" Captain Stonefelt nuttered. "Ben Lane's rifle, too?"

"Yes."

"I woul d know that gun anywhere. |'I|l renmenber that. It may help us identify them if it turns up
later."

The Mounted officer now heard the plane. He ran to the door, opened it, and heedl ess of the fact
that he was in his shirt sleeves, stepped out into the biting chill. He watched the aircraft as it

swooped | ow and began to circle.

Kul den had foll owed the policeman outside. Then he sprang his ace. "That’'s it!" he how ed.
"That’ s what ?"

"That’'s the plane which attacked us!" Kul den declared. "That's it, positively!"

Chapter XVI. THE ARREST

TWO mi | es bel ow Snow Mountain Post the river widened, ran slowy and in a straight |ine, beconing
at this point alnpst a long, narrow, natural |lake. And here, at this tinme of the year, the ice
varied in thickness fromthree to nine feet, depending on the current bel ow



The bony, scholastic Johnny was at the controls of Doc Savage’'s giant speed ship. He made for the
wi de point of the river, this spot offering the only suitable |Ianding space in the nei ghborhood.
"An ul tranodul ated terrain," he remarked.

"What ?" queried Mnk.

"He neans that it’'s a rough country, you hairy m stake," Ham advi sed.

Bi g-fisted Renny, occupying a seat beside Johnny in the pilot’s conpartnent, was sweeping the
ground with gl asses.

"That stretch of river is the only place for landing," he runbled. "Well, | guess the ice is

t hi ck enough. "

Long Tom swi tched off his radi o apparatus and nade a puckering nouth of disgust.

"You know, |'d feel a lot easier if we had heard some word from Doc, since he found Ben Lane’s
rai ded canp,"” the electrical w zard said gloomly. "But | haven't even heard the carrier-wave hiss
of his transmtter."

Monk, after peering at the chill, ghostly white world bel ow them crossed his long arns and
shivered el aborately.

"Brothers, this is the original icebox," he chattered.

Johnny flew very | ow above the river, scrutinizing the ice as best he could in the brilliant
northern night. There was nothing nore treacherous than a frozen river, he knew.

Monk, after surveying the chilly real mbel ow again, continued his dissertation on the surm sed
bad points of the vicinity.

"Dog- gone | onesone, too," he grunbled. "Bet there ain't a girl within two hundred mles."

"Still indulging in |achrymations because Doc decreed that Mdnat D Avis remain behind," chuckl ed
gaunt Johnny.

"Do you guys blane nme for grousing?" Mnk grinned. "She was a peach for |ooks. A guy couldn't
want for better conpany."

"She was sure set on fire when Doc wouldn't take her," Long Tom chuckl ed.

"It served her right," Renny boomed. "The young | ady was slightly conceited."

The conversation came to an abrupt end, as Johnny cut the throttles and coasted down cold air
lanes for a landing. Al knew that even a snall patch of ice, nmade thin by fast running water
beneath, would bring disaster. The big plane was heavy. Mreover, it bore a substantial |oad, and
the |ight was deceitful.

They were blissfully unaware that the ingenious Stroam had set a trap which held greater peril
than tricky river ice.

SKI'S for snow |l anding were affixed to the hull. Johnny fishtailed away speed, kept the nose up
and the tail down. The speed ship hit, bounced slightly, settled, and the skis scraped up a cloud of
snow.

The nmen piled out, bulky figures in their Arctic garb, and anchored a wing tip. Johnny gunned the
notors, swinging the big bus half around. They taxied close inshore where, in case the ice broke,
the water was shal | ow.

Johnny cut the notors, then dropped out of the cabin.

The pig, Habeas Corpus, followed the skel eton-thin geol ogi st. Habeas was a bl asé traveler. He had
been asleep in the rear of the cabin.

The dapper Ham t ook one | ook at Habeas—and bl ew up.

Habeas was wearing what mght be called a porker-style parka. This was of rich seal skin.

"My dress-up pair of sealskin trousers!" Ham snarled, and rushed Mnk. "You m ssing |ink! You cut
a leg off ny best pants and nade that freak hog a fur coat."

Monk scooped up a double fistful of snow and dashed it in Hamis face, blinding himfor the
moment. Then he got clear of the enraged barrister’s bel aboring sword cane.

Ham rubbed the snow out of his eyes, then | ooked about for Mnk. It chanced that he saw Habeas
instead. He lunged, apparently with the idea of retrieving what was left of his best seal skin
trousers.

Habeas fled for the nearest shelter—he spruce-lined bank of the river. Traveling through the
snow like a nole, at times lost entirely to sight, the honely pig vanished into the gl oony
evergreens.

Ham turned his attention to Monk. He charged at him spouting invectives.

Monk, ridicul ously short-Iegged, was handi capped in the deep snow. Down the middle of the river,
a trail was broken, probably by the passage of Munted Police dog teans fromthe Snow Muntain Post.
Monk sought to reach this, but unsuccessfully.

Ham over haul ed him

An observer, uninforned that the quarrel between these two was entirely good-natured, would have
expected nothing | ess than a nurder.

The whacks whi ch Ham dealt Monk with his sheathed sword cane were |usty. Mnk how ed and grabbed
Ham-and they were suddenly enveloped in a fog of |oose snow Qut of the white nael strom cane Mnk’s
wor ds.

"1"11 peel your clothes off and run you down this river in your underwear, you shyster."



"Separate ‘em" Renny runbled, and started forward.

"Let ‘em slaughter each other," yelled Long Tom Both he and Johnny sprang upon Renny, and a
second squabbl e started

The whol e affair was a boyishly enthusiastic method of letting off steamafter the |ong
nmonot onous pl ane flight

A volley of terrified squeals cane fromthe point where Habeas Corpus had entered the spruce

THE scuffles stopped. The five men poised, rigid, as if some breath of magic had petrified them
"Habeas!" Ham snapped. "Something’s got him"

Ham sprang to his feet. Gipping his sword cane, he rushed toward the sound of Habeas Corpus
squeal i ng

Hami s mani fest anxiety was a narked reversion of his pretended attitude a nonent earlier. It
denonstrated what all of Doc’s men knew. Ham was probably as fond of Habeas Corpus as was Monk,
hi msel f

"Habeas must be in some guy’'s wolf trap," Monk groaned. "But | thought the hog had nore sense
than that."

They plunged into the spruce, crashing into |inbs, digging through underbrush. Snow, jarred off
the coniferous twigs, fell down on them

Unexpectedl y, they caught sight of a running figure. In the gloomamd the evergreens, the form
was i ndistinct

"A bear!" Mnk groaned. "A bear got Habeas!"

"Bears are in hibernation at this season,” Johnny rapped. Habeas was still squealing. Obviously,
the running figure they had seen was carrying the shoat

The five nen put on speed. They had neglected to get their snowshoes, and the going was hard
Monk st ooped suddenly and picked up a yell ow object. He thrust it out for the others to inspect
"Lookit!"

"Corn!" Renny thunmped. "An ear of corn!"

"A man got Habeas," Mnk grow ed. "He used an ear of corn for bait."

They continued the chase. Their quarry, however, on snowshoes, drew farther and farther ahead
This was denoted by the increasing faintness of Habeas' pleading squeals. They covered possibly a
quarter of a mle.

"Blast it!" Long Tomgritted, wallowing in snow which cane to his neck. "It’'Il pay us to go back
and get our snowshoes."

This could not be denied. Reluctantly, they reversed their course. But they did not go far
"Listen!" breathed Mnk, pausing. "Habeas' squealing is getting |ouder!"

They strained their ears. Mnk was not mistaken, for shortly afterward, Habeas hinself appeared
still squealing, having untold difficulties with the deep snow.

"He nust have got away," Mnk grinned, and picked the delighted Habeas up by one over-sized ear
Sober -faced Renny eyed the steam plunme of his own breath

"There's somet hing phony about this," he runmbled. "Wy should anybody want to kidnap that hog?"

HAD Renny been back at the big speed plane at the nonent, he would have received visual proof of
his conjecture that sonething sinister backed what had just happened

A squat, greasy man bundled in furs came down the trail, which was broken in the center of the
river. He approached rapidly, and he was careful to keep on the trail. In his arnms he carried a
bundl e of rifles.

Abreast of the plane, the man carefully stepped out of his snowshoes. He waded through the snow
al ready di sturbed by Monk and Hamin their scuffle, and reached the ship. He thrust the rifles into
t he cabin.

Very noticeable among the rifles was one which had costly and expensive inlay work. It was Ben
Lane’s rifle. The guns, five in all, were the weapons which had bel onged to Ben Lane’'s party.
Leaving the rifles in the plane cabin, the man waded back to the trail, ducked into his snowshoe
webs and conti nued downstream

"Luck is with ne," he chuckled. "They cannot prove from snow zat ze gun is be planted. Bon
Good! "

The greasy one was headed away fromthe Snow Mountain Munted Police Post. He chuckl ed again
wel | contented wi th hinself

"Stroamis give ne bonus for zat job, oui!" he assured hinself optimstically; then he added
generously, "Feller who is grab pig an’ decoy nen from pl ane, maybe get extra pay, too."

Once, he paused to listen. He could hear dogs barking in the distance. The Arctic stillness

carried sound well, but the barking of the dogs was very faint. It came fromthe Munted Police
post, and signified activity.

"Captain Stonefelt is on way to plane, oui," the dark-faced one smirked. "An’ what evidence he
will fin!"

Chapter XVII. THE DI SAPPO NTMENT



I'N handl i ng snowshoes, Captain Stonefelt of the Muunted had denonstrated hinself an expert, with
few equals in the snow country.

Captain Stonefelt was going his best as he canme down the river. Kulden, who had started fromthe
post with him had been left half a mle behind.

Sighting the plane, Captain Stonefelt |oosened his service revolver. He carried it under his
parka, where body warmth woul d keep the fulmnate in the cartridges from being rendered usel ess by
the brittle cold.

Fi ndi ng the pl ane deserted gave hima surprise. He snow shoed up briskly and | ooked in. It was
rather dark in the cabin. He decided to turn on the light. The switch, he reasoned, was forward on
the dash. The captain stooped to free his feet of the snowshoes, preparatory to scranbling inside.
A great weight slamed unexpectedly upon Captain Stonefelt’'s shoulders. He was smashed down, half
buried in the snow. The flakes got in his eyes, blinding him He wenched and ki cked, swearing
violently. The service revolver was torn fromhis clutch before he could fire it. After that, he was
yanked to his feet.

Sputtering, the officer pawed snow out of his eyes, then glowered wetly.

The man who had sei zed hi mresenbl ed nothing so nuch as an enornous, slightly humani zed gorill a.
Four ot her nen stood about, wearing om nous expressions.

Monk and the others, returning to the plane, had m staken Captain Stonefelt for a marauder whose
intentions were not good.

"Tal k fast, beet face!" Renny runbled at the ruddy-featured Munted officer.

"You' re under arrest," grated Captain Stonefelt.

"Holy cowl " Renny expl oded.

Monk reached forward abruptly and wrenched up Captain Stonefelt’s parka. This disclosed the

regul ation red coat.

"He's a Mounted Policenan!" Mnk said, small-voiced.

"1"11 be superamal gamated, " offered the bony Johnny.

"You' re all under arrest," Captain Stonefelt repeated.

Long Tom his sallow features angry, denanded, "Wat for?"

"For ki dnaping Ben Lane and nurdering three of his conpanions, including a Munted Policenman, "
the redcoat retorted grimy.

Kul den now put in an appearance. Some di stance behind hi mcame other redcoats.

Kul den | evel l ed an accusing arm at Mnk and the others.

"This is the gang that attacked us!" he shouted. "They kidnaped Ben Lane, killed the others."
Renny enmitted a roar and started for Kulden, who prudently retreated.

The arrival of the other Munted Policenen, rifles ready, brought Renny to a stop.

"This is the gang," Kulden repeated vehenently. "Wy don't you search their plane, Captain
Stonefelt. You may find Ben Lane, or the bodi es—er maybe they’ve got Ben Lane's rifle in there."
"1"11 look," Captain Stonefelt growl ed. He clanbered into the plane. During the next several

m nutes, he made an extensive search. Then he thrust his head outside.

"There is no evidence in here,"” he stated.

Kul den hastily turned his head, in order that his blank expression m ght not betray him He was
stunned. Ben Lane’s rifle not there! Kulden felt sure his henchman had planted the rifle.

Going to the plane, Kulden conducted a search of his own. When he energed, he was very baffled

i ndeed. The planted evi dence was nowhere in sight. Mreover, it was apparent that Doc Savage' s five
men had not renoved the guns. Had the breeds, after all, failed to nmake the plant?

Kul den shivered a little inside his parka, as he tried to figure out the answer to that question.

THERE ensued a good deal of argunment, some of it violent. Doc Savage's five nmen declared their
innocence in no uncertain terns. The protestati ons had no appreciable effect upon Captain Stonefelt.
The Mounted chief sinply listened, scowming blackly, drawing circles in the snowwith a toe.
Perceiving that loud talk was getting them nowhere, Doc’s nen changed their tactics. Ham took

over the conversation and began an inpassioned pl ea.

A nore convincing tal ker than Hamwoul d be difficult to |l ocate. The sartorially perfect |awer

had spent years developing a glib tongue in swaying juries. He now put forth his best oratory. He
gestured, chose his words carefully; he flattered and cajol ed. The talk he put up woul d have nelted
a stone man.

"Bal oney!" grow ed Captain Stonefelt, after listening to Hanis best. "I’mgoing to | ock you up
while | hunt for evidence."

Monk and the others were searched, then marched back to the post. They were a dispirited |ot.
Furthernore, there occurred one of the quick changes in the weather for which the northern climate
is noted.

W nd gusts cane scanpering down fromthe direction of the North Pole. These cane faster, and

within ten mnutes a young gale was bl owing. The sky remai ned cl ear and cl oudl ess, but the wind blew
up the snow in choking clouds, and it becane quite nurky.

"A blizzard when it ain't snowin'," Mnk grunbled. "Wat a country!"

Cel | accommpdations at the Snow Muntain Munted Police Post were not commpbdi ous. Captain



Stonefelt scratched his head over the problem of how best to distribute the captives.

"We'd better separate the two big ones," he decided, indicating Mnk and Renny.

So Monk and Ham were placed in one room while Renny, Long Tom and Johnny were incarcerated in
another. The latter chanber was a regulation cell with barred wi ndows. The quarters which Mnk and
Ham occupied unwillingly was a storeroom w th a heavy door and no wi ndows at all. A large bar
secured the door on the outside.

Captain Stonefelt seemed to take a liking to Habeas Corpus. The honely pig was accorded the

warnth of the officer’s private quarters. The fact that Habeas ignored Captain Stonefelt’s overtures
of friendship, in the shape of the ear of corn which had been taken away from Monk, seened to affect
his standing not at all.

Monk and Ham sat in their cell and listened to the wind howl. Mnk frowned at Ham They sel dom

got into a predicament which made them forget their good-natured personal quarrel.

"I magi ne being |ocked up with the likes of you!" Mnk grunbl ed.

"Dry up, ape," Hamsaid in a worried tone.

NOR was Ham the only one with a nental problem which brought brow winkles. Kulden was uneasy.
True, Doc’s five men were | ocked up. But, other than Kulden’s |lying statements, there existed no
concrete evi dence agai nst them

As soon as an opportunity presented, Kulden wandered out into the jungle-thick spruce. The gale
was terrific. Flying snow nade the air alnpst solidly white around him It was as if he were
enbedded in a block of cold, white chalk.

He sought a certain rendezvous. Three greasy-|ooking breeds waited there, junping about |ike
caterpillars on a hot griddle to keep warm

"What a bunch of dunbbells!" Kulden greeted them "You failed to plant the rifles."

Sacre bleu! W did plant them "

Kul den mai ntained a |l ong mnute of flabbergasted silence. Then: "Wuat becanme of thenP"

"Me, | not know. "

"Did you remain and watch the plane? |If so, you should have seen who renpved them"

"We did not wait, misieu . Your orders to us were to |eave the place damm quick, after rifles

pl anted. "

"Those were your orders," Kulden agreed reluctantly.

For several minutes they discussed the situation. They kept very close together, in order to see
each other in the how ing nmael strom of snow.

"l do not |ike the way those rifles disappeared,” Kulden nuttered at last. "I think we had better
change our plan."

"Change it how, misieu ?"

"Listen!" Kulden notioned all three closer, until their heads al nbst touched. Then he began to
speak rapidly.

H s three henchmen listened, with a dark-eyed intentness. Frequent nods, or nuttered "Qui’'s"
signified their conprehension.

"It would be easier to kill them nisieu ," offered one of the three.

"No," said Kulden. "You will do as | tell you. Stroamwould desire it like that."

Thr ough the naked birches and anong the spruce boughs the wind wailed |ike | ost wol ves. Linbs
swayed, cracked and popped. Snow was sucked away from exposed places, piled el sewhere in great
drifts.

"Hurry!" was Kulden's parting word to his three swarthy fellow conspirators. "This blow will not
last long, and we want it to cover our trail."

"

Qui!" agreed a breed. "The wi nd, she not blow ver’ dam |ong."
The sinister little group di sbanded.

MONK, the chemi st who cane near being the world s honeliest man, sat cross-I|egged on the floor of
his prison cell and whiled away the tinme by nmaki ng nmbaning noises in imtation of the blizzard sound
around the eaves outside. Mnk, in addition to being a ventriloquist, would have been a gift to a
radi o studio as a sound-effect man. His imtation blizzard wail was very realistic.

Ham was not an appreci ative audi ence.

"Cut that out!" he snapped.

Monk only gave a louder inmitation.

Ham threatened, "I1’'Il pull a wad of that red hair off you and choke you with it."

"Any time you feel lucky," Monk invited.

There canme an interruption. The door was unbarred, and a Munted Policeman shoved his head in.
"You chappi es hungry?"

"Brother, |I'’malways hungry," Mnk told him

"We'll send you sone food around in a few minutes," said the officer, and closed the door.

It was in connection with the preparation of this food that Kulden got in another touch of the



under handed work at which he was so adept. He watched the hot dishes being placed on a tray. He
inquired, and was told who they were for.

Kul den had nanaged to return to the post without any one having noticed his absence.

The Mounted Policeman who was filling the cups turned away for a nonent.

Kul den drifted a hand quickly to the coffee pot. Conceal ed between his fingers was a snall

bottle. The contents of this, a pale liquid, he poured into the coffee. He was unobserved.

Monk and Ham ate the food and drank the coffee. Since it came to themfromthe Munted Policeman,
they suspected not hing.

"Lousy coffee,” Mnk offered.

"These Canadi ans are tea drinkers," Hamtold him "Maybe that explains it."

And that was as near as they came to suspecting that the beverage was drugged.

Ten mnutes later, they slept very soundly.

Kul den sat in Captain Stonefelt’'s office and tal ked. Qut of his fertile brain he conjured further
details of the inmaginary ki dnaping and rmurder of which he had accused Doc’s nen.

Wiile he listened, Captain Stonefelt, grimfaced, drew circles on a piece of paper. The sergeant
was present, but he said little.

"1 have di spatched troopers to the scene of the crime," Stonefelt advised. "Unfortunately, this
wind will have w ped out the tracks."

No expression crossed Kulden's features at these words. But he was not displeased. It was just as
wel | that the Mounted Police should not be able to neasure the tracks nade by Doc’s racer. They
m ght note that the ski prints were spaced nore widely than those made by the big tri-nptored speed
pl ane.

Kul den had a reason for talking to the two policenmen. He wanted to keep the of ficers occupi ed.
Shoul d one of themtake a notion to visit Monk and Ham it would be disastrous.

Even whil e Kul den tal ked, the bar of the door which inprisoned Monk and Ham sl i pped back
silently. Three furtive men entered the cell—the trio w th whom Kul den had held his conference in
the spruce copse. Lifting the notionless fornms of Monk and Ham they bore themout into the swirling
snow.

Bef ore departing, one of the nen enployed a hunting knife, and painstakingly cut a nick in the
door, level with the bar. This was to nake it | ook as if Mwnk and Ham had secreted a knife on their
persons and had nanaged to |iberate thensel ves, sliding the bar back with the bl ade.

The greasy trio bore their two sensel ess prizes off into the storm The wind-stirred snow swiftly
obliterated all tracks.

Chapter XVIIl. MAN W THOUT A FACE

UNFORTUNATELY, as it had devel oped, Monk and Ham had gul ped down the entire pot of coffee. Hence
they fell victimto the full strength of the drug. They slept soundly for some hours.

Monk, being al nbst as tough-fibered as one of the gorillas to which he bore physical resenbl ance,
awakened first. He opened his small eyes, but at once shut themtightly.

"I"ve been hit in the head with an axe," he bl eated feebly.

He tried to bring up his hand to explore, to see what it was that made his head ache so
intolerably. H's wists were bound with noosehi de thongs, he discovered. Furthernore, they were
linked to the floor with a chain perhaps two feet long. Monk tried to free hinself, but failed.
He finally concluded that his head was not outwardly danaged, after all.

"Knockout drops," he nunmbled. "That’'s where the ache canme from"

He roved his eyes around the room The roomwas w ndow ess; it was built of logs, with a

ponder ous door. The ceiling seened to be of logs also, dirt-covered. This place was nmuch | arger than
the Mounted Police post cell.

The sole article of furniture was one built-in bunk, which stood fully four feet above the fl oor.
Monk, fromhis sitting position, could not see into the bunk.

Ham r eposed near by, |ikew se bound and chained to the floor. He snored weakly.

Managing to roll over, Mnk reached Hamwi th a toe nudge. This got no response, so he kicked with
nore force.

Ham groaned, then wailed faintly, "My head!" He squirmed, succeeded in sitting up, and peered
around. "Great Scott, we've been noved!"

"Where are we?" Mnk asked.

"How shoul d | know?" Ham snapped, then tried to grab his aching head. The chains stopped his
arns.

Monk |istened intently. Sonething was am ss. Abruptly, he got it. The whoop and how of the
storm This could no | onger be heard.

"We've been laid up quite a while," he decided al oud. "Say, where in blazes can we be?"

Said a voice which neither Monk nor Ham had ever heard before, "You can't prove it by ne."

BOTH t he honely chem st and the dapper |awer tried to spring erect. The chains kept them down.
The voi ce—+t had come fromthe bunk—spoke again. "If you will raise up as high as you can, and if
I roll over as far as ny chain will permt, we nay be able to see each other."



Monk and Ham fol |l owed the suggesti on.

A man becanme visible in the bunk. H's ankles and wists were |ashed, and he was chained to the
wal | .

Monk and Ham enmitted twin gasps of horror. Shock induced by what they had seen caused both to
sink back to the floor.

The man on the bunk al so collapsed, as if the effort of lifting hinself slightly had taken all of
his strength.

They coul d no | onger see each other. But, before the eyes of Doc Savage's aides still swamthe
imge of the man’s head.

The man had no facel

Monk shuddered, then closed his eyes as if to shut out the vision.

Mich of the flesh was gone fromthe features of the nman on the bunk—+titerally eaten away. On his
forehead, bare bone actually showed. That any one could live in such a condition was surprising.
That the unfortunate coul d speak with conparative levity was astoundi ng.

The facel ess man’s eyes, both had noted, were untouched by the horror which had consuned part of
his features.

During twenty or thirty seconds of pin-drop silence, nothing was said.

"I must look like hell,"” the man on the bunk said weakly.

"What did it?" Ham asked.

"Acid," replied the weak voice. "They let it fall on ny face, a drop at a tinme. It hurt—t hurt

awmfully. | al nost passed out every tinme a drop fell."
Monk, having a little difficulty with his words, asked, "Your eyes are—©O K ?"
"Oh, yes, they saved those. You see, | know the whereabouts of something they want. So they |et

me keep nmy eyes, to use in guiding themto the spot."

"Torture!" Monk nuttered.

"HelI!" said the man on the bunk. "That’s what it was."

Monk and Ham swapped i ntent |ooks, then nods. Both had reached the same concl usion.

"Ben Lane!" Monk call ed.

"Yes," said the facel ess man. "That is ny nane. Now, who are you fellows?"

Monk i ntroduced hinself and his conpanion, ending, "W’'re two of Doc Savage’'s gang."

"Doc Savage!" Delight entered Ben Lane's feeble tones. "He canme north? Were is he?"

"I wish | knew," groaned Ham "The |last word we had from hi mwas by radi o. He was—

Ham subsided as a rattling cane fromthe door; it was being unfastened. Rusty hinges conpl ai ned
metallically.

Men cane in—+wo at first, rifles ready with hammers | atched back. Four nore trailed them There
were six all together.

"The devil’'s half dozen," Mnk grow ed.

He coul d not have been far wong. Squat, broad, unappealing to the eye, offensive to the
nostrils, not one could boast the pure blood of red Indian, olive Eskinmp, or white Canadian. On
their faces they bore the scars of past fights, and in their eyes an ugly glitter—a pinched beady
|l ook that comes fromevil thoughts and vicious living.

"Stroami s nmen," Ben Lane said, wan-voiced, fromthe bunk.

ONE man, stocky and mal odorous, sidled over and | ooked into the bunk.

"What a damm pret’ face, misieu s," he said thickly.

"You’' ve got what you want," Ben Lane told him "Go ahead and cut ny throat. That's your style."
The other cursed himhoarsely. "W is keep yo' alive, nisieu’ . Maybe yo' give us wong dope,
non?"

You got the truth!" nuttered Ben Lane.

The horely Monk scow ed, and the expression on his unlovely features thereby becane so ferocious
that one of the riflenen retreated uneasily.

So Stroam had made Ben Lane di vul ge the whereabouts of the thing he wanted! The torture—droplets
of acid to eat away the flesh of Ben Lane’'s face-had been successful .

The fellow at the bunk sw vel ed away, and addressed one of his gang. "Ze acid, you got her?" he
asked.

A thick-wall ed gl ass bottle was produced, together with a glass rod. The procedure was evidently
to dip the rod into the acid, let the drops trickle off.

The spokesman studi ed Monk, then Ham Monk’s honeliness seemed to intrigue him He pointed at the
furry chem st.

"Zis one first," he directed. "Acid, she not mak’ that face much worse to | ook at. Sacre bl eul
But she mak’ himyell out ze truth.”

Ham who ordinarily relished any crack about Mnk’s | ooks, showed no liking for this one. Hurling
to the end of his chains, he tried to pull arifle toward himwith his knees. By a bare margin, he
was unsuccessful .

"Yo' later, misieu ," he was proni sed.



Monk wat ched the gl ass cork being extracted fromthe bottle. Hs little eyes seenmed to acquire a
trace of redness, although his features remained immobile. Too, his face began to steamin the chill
air, as perspiration cane.

One rifleman took up a position as guard at the door. Four others seized Mnk. They seened to
expect the big anthropoid of a fellow to struggle. But he disappointed them Mnk was canny; he
intended to concentrate his efforts on spilling that bottle of acid.

The man with the bottle took up a position near the chemst’'s head. "Yo' will answer questions,"”
he insisted.

"What do you wanta know?" Monk asked, quietly enough.

"How much yo' know about Stroam hairy one?"

"Huh?"

"Stroam-he want know if yo' got any idea who he is," explained the breed. "Did yo' boss, Doc
Savage, | eave any ideas about Stroamwitten on paper. T ings zat police is nmaybe get?"

"What do you nean—di d Doc Savage | eave—What's happened to Doc?"

"Bronze man is dead."

Monk reared up. Great nuscles began to withe and knot under his clothing. And then, quite
suddenly, he col |l apsed.

A trilling sound—a note totally unlike any other—had inpinged upon his ears. Wth an uncanny
rhythm it traveled up and down the nusical scale.
Monk closed his eyes tightly, as if doubting his ears, and wondered if the trilling was a freak

of his imagination. For the fantastic note, if it was genuine, signified the nearness of Doc Savage.
It was real enough.

THE door had been closed. Now it snapped open. The squeal of its hinges seened to nmingle with the
abrupt, terror-stricken shriek of the rifleman who stood there on guard.

Stroanmi s breeds spun about, jaws slackening at what they saw. For a nonent they stood rigidly
unmovi ng, like birds nerve-frozen by the nearness of a serpent. But in this case, they might be
likened to the snake, and the giant nman of bronze in the door a nemesis, a personification of the
justice which they had | ong evaded.

Doc Savage’'s corded bronze fingers were about the neck of the guard. Wth a twist, he could have
disjointed the fellow s head fromthe spinal colum. A blowto the jaw could have ended the fellow s
life with equal ease.

The bronze giant did neither. H's know edge of human anatomy told himthe | ocation of responsive
nerve centers. He exerted pressure on those—a sudden twi st. The guard becane |inp, dropping the
rifle which there had not been tinme to use.

The breeds broke their spell as the bronze giant flashed toward them One flung up a rifle. He

was too slow, for the man of netal was nmgically beside him

Doc grasped the back of the fellow s neck, exerted brief pressure, then released him

The man let fall his rifle. He walked blindly, in strange fashion, across the cabin. He showed no
awar eness of the fight behind him Unseeingly, he smashed against the wall. Even then he did not
fall. He stood there erect, weirdly, rigid, as if his brain had gone to sleep—as indeed it had, for
Doc’s pressure had induced nerve paralysis.

Four of Stroanmis henchnmen remained on their feet. Mnk di sposed of one of these—the one with the
acid. The honely chem st kicked violently. The acid was spilled over the swarthy individual who held
it.

The man began to cry out with tremendous vol unme. He pawed at his face and his clothing, and wung
his hands violently, as the acid got on them and began to eat through the skin. He plunged outdoors,
but wal l owed only a few yards through the snow before he fell, mpaning and squirmng. After a tine,
he fainted.

A breed, unable to find Doc with his rifle sight, swung his gun club-fashion. The fell ow goggl ed
as his weapon seenmed literally to pass through the bronze man, so swiftly did he dodge.

Doc | eaned forward and struck the fellow on the jaw, just hard enough to cause unconsci ousness.
Then he | unged upon the other two.

So unearthly was the agility with which Doc noved, that the surviving pair seemed unutterably
clunsy. They floundered about. One of their guns drove an ainm ess shot into the wall.

Then they were down, both linp, neither quite sure that he had seen the netallic fist which had

hit him

Si x armed nen had been vanqui shed. Yet a few divisions on a stop watch dial would have tined the

whol e fray.

Ben Lane, lifting hinself slowy and weakly on the bunk, did not get in positionin tine to see
any of the fight, so rapidly had it been term nated. He | ooked, saw only a towering man of bronze,
and, on the floor, the spraw ed breeds. He saw al so the breed standing against the wall, as if
paral yzed.

Ben Lane tried to point at that one. "Wat the hell ails hinP" he asked weakly.

Chapter Xl X. THE MASTER METAL



DOC SAVAGE strode over and shoved the breed standing against the wall. The fellow coll apsed as if
he were a jointed toy.

Monk and Ham junped up and down to restore circulation, after Doc untied them

"They thought you were finished, Doc!" Mnk exclained. "How cone?"

"That fellow Kul den doctored ny plane so it would crash,"” the bronze man expl ained. "He didn't
know | was watching himdo it. Taking off, | flew over the nearest hill, bailed out with a spare
parachute, and let the plane crash in a river."

"But why?" Monk sputtered

"To give ne a chance to follow Kul den, in hope that he would | ead ne to Stroam Kulden had sone
of his breeds plant rifles in your plane, Ben Lane's rifle anong them Just why they were not there
when Captain Stonefelt searched, is a great nystery to Stroam"

"You took them Doc?"

The bronze man nodded. "It was not difficult. Later, Kulden had his nen carry you two away from
the Mounted Police post. Hope of finding Stroamor Ben Lane was nmy notive in follow ng."

"How far are we fromthe post?"

"Quite a distance. They haul ed you here by dog team"

"Any sign of StroanP"

"Not yet—tnless these fell ows know himby sight." Doc indicated the breeds

It required exactly thirty mnutes to learn that the breeds had no i nfornmati on of inportance
concerning Stroam They were not brave souls. Awakening, the spell of terror induced by the bronze
man's first appearance was still strong. They would talk, and did, gladly.

"We have nevair see Stroant one insisted. "M, | speak truth, nisieu . Kulden is hire us. Oder,
she come from Kul den. Al ways, oui."

The other five used different words, but they told exactly the same thing. The nman burned by the
acid was experiencing considerable pain. Everything considered, he had cone off |ucky. He was in no
danger, and woul d not be permanently disfigured, for in all probability he could have new skin
grafted on his forehead

"Kul den seenms to be the main straw boss," said Mnk

"Kul den is our man," Doc agreed. "W seemunable to get a line on Stroam unless—

The bronze gi ant went over and | ooked down at Ben Lane. The latter had al ready been untied

"Have you ever seen Stroan®?" Doc queried

"No." Ben Lane managed a slight shake of his head. "Stroamis only—a nanme. He remains in the
background. "

Doc’s fl ake-gol d eyes studied Ben Lane. "Feel pretty tough, don’t you?"

"l can take it."

"Buddy, you sure can!" Mnk declared admiringly.

"You're not in a serious condition," Doc told Ben Lane. "The acid had a burning effect, which was
actual ly self-cauterizing."

Frominside his pocket, Doc drew a tiny but conplete first-aid kit. Wth this, he treated Ben
Lane’s features

"Don’t worry too nuch about how you | ook," he suggested. "You'll be surprised how plastic surgery
can fix that up."

"Thanks. And now | suppose you want ny story."

THE horely Monk took it on hinself to answer this. "W’ve gone through a |lot to get your yarn,"
he said. "Let’'s have it before sonething el se happens."

"I ama netal lurgical engineer," said Ben Lane. "Mre properly, | should say that was ny
profession. Four years ago, | resigned ny position on the |laboratory staff of one of the |argest
snelting firms in the United States. | was tired of working for a salary, and not an especially

large salary at that."

"Scientists are practically always underpaid," Doc remarked. "Go on."

"l canme north to prospect. A year ago | hit it. |I wasn't sure about the stuff, so | took sone of
it south and had it refined and tested, to nmake sure of what | had."

"What was it?" Doc put in.

Ben Lane closed his eyes. "It is sonething nore valuable than all the gold ever taken from

Al aska, or the dianond fields of Africa. It has a value hard to estinmate, a worth the extent of
whi ch taxes the inagination."

Monk squinted at Ham The | awer returned the glance, then nmade a corkscrew notion with one

finger.
Ben Lane opened his eyes in tinme to see the by-play.
“I"mnot screwy," he said dryly. "It is every bit as big as | say. You see, |'ve visited all the

great nmetal conpani es of Canada and the United States. Everywhere they were enthusiastic. They wll
take mllions of tons, the nonent | can prom se delivery."

Ben Lane stared levelly at Doc. "You see, M. Savage, in the manufacture of steel, nanganese is
added to give certain qualities of toughness and tenper. Now this nanganese in itself is not an
especi al ly val uabl e product. Its principal sources are in the Caucasus section of Russia—n India



West Africa, and Brazil. Not a great anount is produced el sewhere."

Ben Lane closed his eyes again. "It seens that a syndi cate—a trenendous organi zati on—Aow control s
the greater part of the world' s output of manganese. The syndicate seens confident of furthering its
scope, and eventually controlling the entire manganese industry. The men back of this syndicate have
invested a tremendous sum of noney, many mllions. Naturally, they do not want to lose it."
"Stroamis the head of this syndicate," Doc suggested

"Yes. How did you know?"

"Fromcertain things one of ny nmen overheard Stroamtelling a henchman in New York City, a
henchman whom Stroam |l ater killed."

Lifting a hand, Ben Lane felt gingerly of the bandages on his features

"Here in Canada, not fifty mles fromthis spot, | found a new netal which totally displaces
manganese. This netal | have called benlanium You see, | am an egotistical cuss."

"Your benlaniumis present in quantities?' Doc demanded

"An entire nountain of it," the other replied. "Benlanium does nore than manganese ever did. Any
steel conpany to which | gave denonstration will tell you that. By alloying it properly, you can
produce a netal of unequalled lightness and strength, perfect for airplane construction."
"Stroam got wi nd of your discovery,"” Mnk surm sed al oud. "How?"

"A steel conpany executive in the United States apprised himof the fact, not dream ng of the
trouble it would cause,"” Ben Lane explained. "This man Kul den cane to me. He offered me a flat sum
of two mllion dollars, in Streams nane, for the location of ny benlanium"

"They wanted to devel op and market it?" Doc queried

"No; not until they had got back the noney they had sunk in the manganese industry. They sinply
wanted to get control of ny product, keep it off the market until some future time. Naturally,
turned the two million down. The benl anium deposit is worth many tinmes that."

"And now Stroamis trying to find out where the deposit is."

"He has found out," Ben Lane said weakly. "They nade ne tell."

DOC SAVAGE was silent, quiescent as a statue of the bronze netal which he resenbled. Small |ights
seemed to play in the flake gold of his eyes
"Guess | have | ost the benlanium" Ben Lane continued feebly. "It's a shame, too. The netal would

be invaluable in the devel opment of aviation."

"You haven't lost it. Not unless Stroam whips us," Doc stated

Monk put a question. "Listen, Lane, why didn't you |locate clainms?"

"I was a dammed fool not to do that when | nade the discovery,” Ben Lane nuttered. "But | didn't
have much noney. | decided to save the fees, to finance ny trip south and test the stuff thoroughly.
| came back to locate the clainms and make further tests. That’s why |’ m here now "

"There are two or three points you might clear up," Doc suggested

" Shoot . "

"Did Kul den acconpany your two dog teans when you started for the railroad?"

"No. What nmkes you think he did?"

Doc told of his landing beside the trail of the nysteriously abandoned canp, of the fantastic
tal e which Kul den had told of invisible nonsters

"Kul den was |ying, of course,” he ended "What di d happen?"

Ben Lane nede a snall, bewildered gesture. "Danged if | know. "

Doc Savage said nothing, and after a tinme Ben Lane conti nued

"It was like this: W stopped to get a neal. Al of a sudden | began to feel dizzy. Then things

went blank and | keeled over. Wien | woke up, | was in here, and those greasy devils were getting
ready to torture ne."
Monk scratched his red-bristled neck. "As Johnny would say, |'Il be superanal gamated! How did

Kul den get to that canp w thout |eaving tracks?"

"How Ben Lane and the other four—er their bodies, if they are dead—were renoved, is an equa
nystery," Doc said dryly. "Their rifles had been fired, but maybe Kulden did that."

Searching the cabin, and the | ean-to adjacent, Doc Savage found several sets of dog harness. He
enpl oyed thongs cut fromthese to bind the hands of the six breeds, then linked themtogether in a
living chain, far enough apart to permit themto walk freely

The dog sl ed upon which Monk and Ham had been haul ed to the cabin was of the Yukon type. On the
platformof this, Ben Lane was made confortable, swathed in furs. Dogs were harnessed in

Wth Mnk at the gee pole of the sled, they started to nush for the Snow Myuntain Munted Police
Post .

The string of six captives were forced to trot ahead and break trail. They cursed fluently at
this job, but fell fearfully silent whenever the bronze man was near them

"It's four hours of hard traveling to the post," Doc Savage advi sed

"A lot can happen in four hours, sonetimes," Mnk grunted, throw ng his weight agai nst the gee
pole to steer the sled between two naked cottonwood trees

Chapter XX. SNOW MAG C



MONK had nmade his remark, about it being possible for a lot to happen in four hours, wi thout
particul ar thought. He was nerely making tal k.
He was nore of a prophet than he knew.

In their cell in the Snow Muuntain Munted Police Post, gaunt Johnny did his best to make his
bones confortable on the hard, bare floor.
"1"11 be superamal gamated if | like this," he conplained.

Renny, at the wi ndow, tested the bars with his big fists. He strained until his fur parka all but
split across the shoul ders. The bars only squeaked.

"The wi nd has died down entirely," he booned, pretending an interest in the weather.

Long Tomsat in a corner. They had been fed sone hours before—at the sane time Mnk and Ham
received their ill-omened portion. The food for these three had not been drugged.

The fact that they had not been doped was expl ained by Kulden's inability to get to their food

wi t hout bei ng observed.

Long Tom had not eaten his food. He had carefully wadded it in two round balls, which he had
allowed to freeze. He now had two missiles equal to baseballs.

"I may want to bean sonebody," he said grouchily.

Kul den, his usual affable, glib self, sat in Captain Stonefelt’s office. Privately, he was
wonderi ng when the prisoners would be fed again, and hoping he woul d be able to dope the rest of
t hem

A bright, evil idea had evolved itself in Kulden's mind. If all five of Doc Savage’'s nen could be
gotten away fromthe post, they could be killed, and their bodies hidden. That woul d di spose of them
ni cely.

Captain Stonefelt, red-faced, nore flushed than usual, had covered nunerous sheets of paper with
penciled circles.

The Mounted officers sent to Ben Lane’'s canp had returned. To a degree, they had corroborated

Kul den’s lying. The canp had been found deserted. True, the wi ndstorm had wi ped out all tracks, but
they had found the frozen platters of blood, which indicated viol ence.

Captain Stonefelt’'s train of thought was interrupted. The door burst open and |l et a redcoat in.
"Two prisoners gone!" he shouted. "The ones called Mnk and Ham "

"Damm the |uck!" Captain Stonefelt thundered. "Let's see if the other three are gone, too."

He charged to the cell where Renny, Long Tom and Johnny were incarcerated. Wen he saw them
inside, he heaved a gusty sigh of relief, and drew a circle in the snoww th his toe, while he
consi der ed.

"What’'s the excitenent?" Renny runbled through the w ndow.

Captain Stonefelt informed themthat Monk and Ham were missing, punctuating the advice with sone
scorching profanity.

"The wi nd has bl own the snow i nto whatever tracks they nade," he grated. "All | can do is send
every available man out to travel in circles around the post, until their tracks are picked up. Now
that the wind has died down, they'|Il nmake a plain trail."

Redcoats began to | eave the post on snowshoes. They carried packs, for no wi se man ever ventured
far in the snow country w thout supplies. They were |ight packs, however.

Captain Stonefelt hinself departed to hunt. He was now convinced of the guilt of the prisoners,
he stated |oudly.

Only two redcoats were |eft behind. One had a | ame ankle; the other was the cook.

Kul den al so stayed behind, pleading fatigue. He pronised to help guard the renaining three
prisoners.

FIVE minutes after Captain Stonefelt was out of sight, Kulden was in the Mounted Police radio
room Fortunately, the post was equipped with an electric lighting plant. Hence the notor generator
whi ch supplied current to the radio transmtter did not make enough noise to attract the attention
of the two officers who had remai ned behi nd.

Kul den put this in operation.

Previ ously, Kulden had shown no snall know edge of airplanes. He now proved hinself a radio man

of ability. He changed the wave |l ength on the post transmtter.

For sone minutes he alternately spoke and listened, his voice | ow so the remaining redcoats woul d
not hear him

Ret urni ng the wave-length adjustnent to where he had found it, he shut off the power. He | ooked
sober, innocent, when he rejoined the two redcoats. He kindly hel ped the one who was | anme to bind
hi s ankl e.

Renny, staring at Kulden through the bars, thunped deep in his chest. H s hands shut into
trenendous bl ocks of gristle and bone.

"I"d like to give that oily whel p’s neck one good squeeze," he gritted.

Long Tom juggl ed one of his baseball-like lunps of frozen food. "Want to peg this at hin®"

"Save them" Renny said. "W nay need ‘em"

Two | ong hours passed. Toward the end of this interval, Kulden showed signs of uneasiness. He

gl anced frequently to the westward. Finally, he released a sigh.



Four nen had appeared in the west, advancing rapidly on snowshoes. No packs were on their backs.
Rifles lay in the crooks of their arns.

Wien the quartet cane closer, it could be noted that their high npccasins were beaded in the
native fashion. Tails of fur-bearing animals fringed their parkas. Very worn, their garb woul d have
been i mproved by a washi ng.

"Breeds," said one of the two Mounties, studying them "Tough |ookin', too. Seens to nme like
there’s been a lot of those birds in this section the |ast few weeks."

Kul den sai d not hing, but he took a position near enough the officer who had spoken that he could
attack the fellow, if necessary.

The four newconers were arriving in answer to the sumons which Kul den had radi oed. They al ready
had their orders nor did they lose tine follow ng them

Twenty feet distant, all four snapped rifles to their shoul ders. The weapons cocked in a clicking
concert.

"Up with ze hands, misieu s!" one snarl ed.

THE two Mounted Policenen glared, but they were no fools. Up went their hands.

The rifl emen advanced cl oser.

Kul den al so started to el evate his hands. Then he dived fingers to a pocket as if to draw a gun.
Lungi ng, a greasy nman rapped Kul den over the head with a rifle barrel.

Kul den sl unped down heavily in the snow and pretended to be stunned. This by-play was just to
make it | ook good.

One of the dark-skinned quartet | ooked at Renny’s long features, franed in the barred w ndow.
"W ‘ave cone to rescue you, misieu ," he grow ed. "Doc Savage sen’ us."

Renny drew back fromthe window to stare at Long Tom and Johnny. They all wore dubious

expr essi ons.

"He's a liar, |I'mbettin ," said pale Long Tomgriny.

"Ostensibly a nendacity," agreed verbose Johnny.

"If there was any rescuing to be done, Doc would do it hinself," Renny concluded. "He wouldn’'t
enlist the aid of birds like these. Still, we'd better make sure that he didn't send them"
Pressing close to the bars, Renny called, "Danged if | believe you cane from Doc Savage."

Qui! But we do. He give us orders hinself."

"Then you can describe Doc," Renny booned. "Do it."

The greasy face outside becane bl ank. The fell ow was stunped. He floundered desperately for

wor ds.

"Doc Savage is ver’ strong—

"For his size, you nmean," Renny suggested.

The other took the bait. "Qui, strong for his size, nmisieu . Doc Savage is not big man."

"You liar!" Renny roared. "You ve never seen Doc Savage."

"We not argue about zat, misieu ," snarled the greasy man. "Yo' will go with us."

The Mounted Pol i ceman and Kul den, who had now gotten up fromthe ground, were backed agai nst the
log wall of the post and searched for weapons. Then the four riflemen prepared to open the cell.

Long Tom hastily conceal ed the balls of frozen food in his clothing, whispering, "I had a hunch
these woul d conme in handy."
Renny nodded. "I hope they don’t nelt."

The bar rattled and the door opened, followed by a small aval anche of snow.

"Come out, misieu!"

Renny stanped outdoors, steamfromhis breath spurting angrily. He stared straight at the two
Mount ed Policenmen and said, "Get this straight, officers. Doc Savage didn't send these guys."
The breed quartet gestured with their rifles. "Yo' will walk away fromhere ver’ fast."

"On the contrary,"” said a netallic, fem nine voice, "you will stand very still, msieu s!"

LIKE startled ows, the four arned nen swivel ed their heads toward the voice. The others were
scarcely less surprised. All eyes sought the corner of the |og post building.

"M dnat D Avis!" Long Tom expl oded.

The small, attractive fem nine detective from Toronto nade a striking picture—for two reasons.

I'n New York, she had been an entrancingly pretty young wonan. Now, she was even nore ravishing.
Her parka was colorful, exquisitely decorated. Her seal skin trousers were snug, ornanented with a
nosai ¢ panel consisting of many bits of colored | eather. Her high boots were finely nmade, and
replete with bead work. A nore advantageous costune could hardly have been desi gned.

The thing about her which struck the four greasy visitors, however, was her rifle. Her manner of
holding it indicated famliarity with firearns. The nuzzle shifted neaningly fromone to the other
of the quartet.

Cochons!" she snapped. "Pigs! Drop your guns."

Three of the men tossed their rifles into the snow. The fourth made a mstake. He whirled, tried



to get his weapon into action.

Red flane and a clap of noise, junped fromthe snout of the girl’'s rifle!

The breed squawked as the |lead struck his gun and tore it fromhis fingers. He wung his hands.
"The next bullet will bounce off your thick skull—aybe," Mdnat D Avis advised, brittle-voiced.
Renny | ooked very gl oony, which was his way of show ng pl easure. Shooting guns froman eneny’s

hand is a trick which fiction witers have nade sound easy. Renny happened to know that it required
remar kabl e mar ksmanshi p.

"Dog-gone it, we're glad to see you," he told the young woman.

"That's surprising,” Mdnat D Avis told himcoldly, "after the way you left me in New York."

Renny ignored the sarcasm "How d you get up here?"

"By plane, of course."

"We didn't hear any ship arrive. Were is it, and your pilot?"

"I flewit nyself,” Mdnat D Avis told him "I could not |ocate the post in that windstorm M
gasol ine was getting low, so | nmade a forced | andi ng about five mles to the westward. | was headi ng
for the post on snowshoes when | saw these."

She indicated the four griny fell ows.

"In the north, msieu, nmen do not travel fast and wi thout packs, except for good reasons. | did
not like their |ooks through binoculars. So | trailed themand saw them hold up the officers. It was
a sinple matter to approach unobserved fromthe other side of the post."

Kul den, who had successfully masked his perturbation over the turn things had taken, furnished an
interruption. He pointed.

"There conmes Captain Stonefelt. He will straighten out this affair.”

Chapter XXI. SOMETH NG | NVI SI BLE

CAPTAI N STONEFELT was approaching fromthe west. He was following the trail nade by the four
breeds. A wathful roar poured out of his parka hood when he saw Doc’s three nmen standi ng beside the
post .

"What are you doing out of your cells?" he shouted.

"Four men cane with rifles and held us up," said one Munted Policenan.

"And then the girl held everybody up," ended the other officer.

Renny boored, "We didn’'t want to be turned | oose!"

"W not know a t’'ing," scow ed a breed.

Captain Stonefelt turned purple. He hated being confused, and this hodgepodge was making him
dizzy. He waved his arns, and cried, "One of you at a tine."

Kul den tried to talk. "This girl here, she—

"Shut up!" growl ed Captain Stonefelt. Then he eyed Mdnat D Avis. "Wo are you? Wat are you
doi ng here?"

"I ama Toronto private detective," retorted the young wonan. "I am here to render Ben Lane any
assi stance | can."

"And why were you so free with your rifle?"

"l am hel pi ng Doc Savage, too."

Captain Stonefelt lunged forward, caught the young woman by surprise, and jerked the rifle from
her hand.

"You're in with Doc Savage, eh? Well, you' re under arrest."

The young worman pronptly kicked of f her snowshoes, in order to nove nore freely, and rushed
Captain Stonefelt. She hit himin the eye, on the nose. She clutched her rifle and had al npst
recovered it, when a policeman ran forward and sei zed her, holding her.

Whe-e-w " sputtered Captain Stonefelt. "Wat a tigress!”

M dnat D Avis glared at the red-faced conmandant. "You dunb boeuf! Ox! You are naking a great
m st ake. "

Captain Stonefelt frowned. "Can you prove you are a detective?"

Qui ." The young wonman groped a hand inside her parka, then nmade a face of disappointnment. " Non!
| left ny papers in the plane!"

For sone nonents Captain Stonefelt eyed Mdnat D Avis. He was human. Her exquisite beauty nelted
him it seened.

"I will go with you to get those papers,” he said. Renny, Johnny and Long Tom were now r et urned
to the cell. For conpany, they had their four woul d-be rescuers.

KULDEN was a nman of nmany talents. One of these was the ability to efface hinself, to remainin
t he background, unnoticed, when he so desired. He was very careful to do this now. Wen an
opportunity presented, he managed to enter the radi o room

Once nore he switched on the notor generator and retuned the transmtter.

"Stroanm s headquarters?" he asked.

"Yes," canme the answer through the static.



"Things are not going so well," said Kulden. "The attenpt to renpve Doc Savage's three nen from
the hands of the Munted Police ran into a snag."

"That is unfortunate."

"It is worse than that. Altogether, | do not |like the way things are going."

"l have even worse news," said the voice on the radio.

What is it?"

The two nen—Monk and Ham-are free. Mreover, they have rescued Ben Lane and captured those of our
men who were hol ding them"

For once, Kulden was not his bland self; he showed signs of apoplexy. Thirty seconds el apsed
before he got his voice.

"How did it happen?"

"A nessenger went to visit the cabin where they were being held," said the radi o voice. "The
tracks told hi mwhat had happened. It seens that some outsider overcanme our men."

Kul den, thinking this over, lost color. H's skin becane doughlike. The next words fromthe radio
did not help his state of mnd.

"This one who attacked wal ked with tremendous strides, and the depths of the snowshoe prints show
himto be a very heavy nman," cane through the ether.

Ugh! " Kul den gul ped, and | ooked as if he were ill. The words had nade hi mthink of Doc Savage.
"W must act quickly,” he snapped.

There followed a volley of low, terse orders, an interchange of questions and answers.

Stilling the nmotor generator’s faint sound, Kulden left the radio room

IN their cell Renny, Long Tom and Johnny were in a huddl e, heads close together, whispering. They
had been tal king things over and had decided it was time to do sonmething. In the opposite corner,
the four breeds stood and scow ed at them

Renny anbl ed over to the barred wi ndow.

Long Tom casual |y dropped a hand into his parka. The two |unps of frozen food reposed there; they
had not nelted. Wthout being observed by their swarthy fellow prisoners, Long Tom passed one of the
hard lunmps to the bony Johnny.

Then they went into action.

Long Tom drew his arm back and popped a breed between the eyes with the frozen food |unp. The
fellow coll apsed in a heap. Johnny downed another in the same fashion.

Renny accounted for two nore with mallet swings of his huge fists. The speed of the attack
prevented an outcry.

Reviving a few minutes later, the dark-skinned quartet found thensel ves bound hand and foot with
parts of their own clothing. Gags made out of their mittens distended their jaws.

The cell being virtually invulnerable, the outer air extrenmely cold, there was no guard at the
door. The Mounted Policeman had taken the precaution of |ocking up all snowshoes. Wthout these, the
prisoners, even if they escaped, could not get far. No noise fromthe cell had carried to a Munted
ear.

Renny seated hinself on the chest of the npbst cowardly-I|ooking breed, and from his own pocket
extracted a coin—a silver half dollar.

Before the eyes of his captive, Renny calmy pinched the coin between a thunb and forefinger, and
folded it neatly. It was an exhibition of incredible strength; it inpressed the breed. He began to
trenbl e.

Renny renoved the gag, but kept a huge hand ready to prevent the fellow fromcrying out for help.
"Do you know where Doc Savage is?" Renny denanded.

The other coul d have deni ed any know edge of the bronze man, and Renny woul d have believed him

but the fellow was frightened into speaki ng what he thought was the truth.

"Bronze man dead, nisieu ," he whinpered.
"Holy cow " Renny thunped. "I don’t believe it!"
"Stroamis say zat," insisted the other desperately.

"Do you know Stroan®?" Renny runbl ed.
The ot her maintained silence.
"Spit it out, you lardy |lunk!" Renny booned. "Wo is Stroan®"
The breed rolled his eyes. "Yo' turn nme loose. Me, | tell yo' then."
Renny’s long face was grimjustice itself. "You'll tell me anyway."
The breed’ s eyes sought the far corners of the room

Non! Me, | fear to tell."

RENNY [ifted his enormpbus fists. But instead of striking with them Renny eyed the fists. A
strange and vacant expression overspread his long features. He scow ed; then shut his eyes and
opened them He rubbed a hand against his forehead, and swayed a little as if dizzy.



Back of him Johnny |ikew se | ooked befuddl ed.

"My head—+ feel —superanal gamat ed," Johnny nunbl ed.

Long Tom had been hunkered down on the floor. Attenpting to straighten now, he nearly fell. Geat
effort was required to maintain his bal ance. Staggering to the wi ndow, he | ooked out.

"It's comng!" he shrieked suddenly.

"What — Renny tried to get up, but could not.

"The thing that’'s getting us!" Long Tomtried to point through the window. The effort

overbal anced him and he fell heavily.

" Sonet hi ng—you can’t see—s getting us— Renny thunped cavernously.

In an adjacent portion of the post, Mdnat D Avis heard Long Tomi s | oud screech. She, too, was
feeling strangely. She had been waiting for Captain Stonefelt to appear and say he was ready to
acconpany her to the plane for her credentials.

Her head lolled, although she tried to hold it straight. Her struggle to | eave the chair resulted
only in depositing her on the floor. Her eyes cl osed—and remai ned so.

A great quiet descended upon the Munted Police post.

Chapter XXI|. CORPSE PLANE

DOC SAVAGE' S party—Mnk, Ham Ben Lane, and the six prisoners—aere near the end of the |ong nush
back to the Snow Muntain Post.

Ben Lane, on the sled, said little. Wien he did speak, it was with a dry hunmor which seened

unaf fected by the agony he nust have been suffering.

"l forgot sonething!" he call ed.

"What ?" Doc Savage queried. Doc had relieved Monk at the gee pole of the sled.

"l neglected to tell you how | |earned Stroamwas on his way to New York to investigate you," Ben
Lane expl ained. "You see, | was keeping an eye on this Kulden. | didn’t have anything to warrant
having himarrested. So | just shadowed him | heard hi musing the post radio."

"He had access to it?" Doc demanded.

"He sneaked in. He seened to be an excellent radio operator. He radi o-phoned a nessage to be
transmtted to the man Mahal in New York. Inmediately | got into the radio roomnyself and sent the
message to Mdnat D Avis, asking her to pick up the trail at Mhal's place in New York."

"How di d you cone to pick Mdnat D Avis?"

"l visited Toronto when | was sounding out netal conpanies on benlanium and saw her nane in a
newspaper. She had just solved a case. | happened to renmenber her nane."

Wth seening ease, Doc lifted the sled bodily over a fallen log. "There is another point: how did
Stroam | earn that you intended to appeal to ne?"

"That, | don’t know, " Ben Lane replied. "I told Captain Stonefelt. Sonmebody must have been
eavesdroppi ng when | did. | think Stroam had me shadowed a lot of the tinme."

The six prisoners plodded ahead sullenly, breaking trail. They were | aggi ng.

Monk anbl ed up beside them |ong arns a-sw ng.

"Hunp al ong, you mugs, or you'll get your ribs kicked in," he said fiercely.

"l wonder what becanme of ny sword cane,"” Ham conpl ai ned. He was sel dom wi thout his weapon. Now,
he mssed it.

It was very cold. Not a breath of wind stirred. A snowshoe rabbit, frightened up ahead of them
fled in a small mmel strom of snow. An oW hooted faintly. They crossed tracks of caribou.

The snow, made brittle by the intense cold, gave forth gritty grunts each tinme it was stepped
upon. The sled runners screanmed softly in the frigid air.

Then they sighted the lighted windows of the police post. Fromthe chi mey, blue snoke stood up
straight in the sky, like fuzzy yarn invisibly suspended.

Their sled dogs barked and yi pped; but strangely enough, there came no answering canine call from
the post. Drawi ng cl oser, they noticed sonething peculiar.

The Mounted Police dogs cowered in their stockade, whinpering.

"Sonething is wong here," Doc Savage said evenly.

THE bronze giant glided ahead. H's fl ake-gol d eyes probed, searching for sonething physical to
explain the terror which obviously gripped the sled huskies.

About the post, nothing stirred; no policenman appeared. There was only the whinpering of the
weirdly terrified dogs.

The bronze man stepped out of his snowshoe webs and entered the post. He came first to the |ong
barracks room with its bunks, its neat unifornms on hangers and in duffle chests. On a table was a
pai r of snowshoes in the process of being re-strung.

The place held no policenen.

Doc tried other roons—the kitchen, the radio room Captain Stonefelt’s office. In the latter

pl ace he noted the numerous paper sheets which Captain Stonefelt had covered with circles.

"Who around here had the absent-mi nded habit of draw ng circles?" he queried.

"Captain Stonefelt," explained Monk, who had noted the officer’s addiction.

Doc Savage went to a wi ndow and stood notionless, staring out into the chill.



So softly that it was al nost inperceptible at first, the air becanme filled with an exotic,

mel odious trilling. Fantastic, defying analysis, the eerie note came and ebbed, cane again, and
finally sank away, as if absorbed conpletely by the nothingness fromwhich it had cone.

Ben Lane had hobbl ed i nside. Hearing the unusual sound, he was baffled. Recollection that he had
heard it before, back at the prison cabin, came to him

"What was that?" he asked.

Monk nodded at Doc, conveying wordlessly that the trilling sound was a thing the bronze man nade
unconsci ously. But Mnk, too, was wondering what it was that had caused Doc to make the sound.

" Sonet hi ng up, Doc?" he queri ed.

Doc Savage did not reply. He swng out, and around to the prison cells. The door of the one which
had hel d Renny, Long Tom and Johnny, gaped open. Only enptiness was inside.

Producing his flashlight, which had no batteries that m ght have frozen in the intense cold, Doc
Savage began a search of the surroundings.

Monk, worriment on his siman features, muttered, "Say, what’'s happened around here? Were is
everybody? And where’'s Habeas Corpus?"

"Call him" Doc suggest ed.

"Habeas!" Monk how ed, his usually small voice raised to a forlorn bellow

Fromwi thin the post came a faint grunt.

Monk cal | ed agai n.

Then, from around the corner of a door, Habeas poked an uneasy snout and a pair of w ngilke ears.
Squeal i ng, apparently satisfied at seeing his master, the pig bounded for Monk.

Monk, knowi ng Habeas, understood what his actions neant.

"The pig's scared stiff!" munbled the honely chemni st.

DOC SAVAGE was a man who possessed faculties and abilities far beyond those of others. There was
no nystery about this. Exercises, tw intensive hours of them each day, had given himhis unusual
powers.

Portions of the daily two-hour routine were devoted to ruscul ar devel opnent. Other parts of the
routine, in which special apparatus of a scientific nature was utilized, had devel oped his hearing,
his sense of touch, his olfactory organs. Intricate calculations in mathematics, done nental ly,
devel oped concentration. He had school ed hinmself in observation, and in powers of menory.

Al of the bronze man's unique skill went into his scrutiny of the Snow Muntain Munted Post and
its environs.

"What do you think, Doc?" Mnk asked finally.

The man of bronze did not reply imrediately. H's parka hood was thrown back; his hands bare. He
seened inpervious to the cold. At |ast he spoke.

"Anot her nystery on the snow. "

Surprise spurted breath steamfrom Monk’s |ips. "Huh?"

"Certain Munted Policenmen |left the post, probably to search for you and Ham" Doc el abor at ed.
"The officers wear a snowshoe woven in a particular style. A pair of them partially threaded, are
in the barracks room That identifies their tracks. But the others, who remained behind, have
nmysteriously vanished."

Doc noved around, eyes searching, and indicated a small noccasin print.

"A woman showed up at the post. Mdnat D Avis."

Ben Lane, listening, was struck with astonishnent. "How do you know it was M dnat D Avis?"

"She has a short, mincing walk," Doc inforned him "And the noccasin indentations correspond to
the size shoes she would wear."

Ben Lane seened only half convinced. "If she linped or sonething, | could understand it. But the
tracks |l ook |ike any other woman’s to me."

Doc Savage did not go further into the matter of footprints. It m ght have taken sone little tine
to convince Ben Lane that the bronze man, thanks to his uncanny powers of observation, could glean
much informati on where others could see nothing of interest. To Doc, footprints differed al nost as
greatly as the features of the people who nmade them

In sone magi cal fashion, those at the post had vani shed, and the agency which had wafted them
away had struck terror into Habeas Corpus and the sl ed huskies.

Ham had found his sword cane in the post. He switched it about violently and scow ed.

"Blast it, Doc," he growled, "this is as nysterious as Ben Lane's canp!"

"It couldn't have been a dirigible that carried ‘emaway,"” Mnk grunbled. "A blinp would have to
drop a lot of ballast to conpensate that weight. And there ain’'t no sign of ballast having fallen on
the snow. "

Doc Savage indicated the trail which the four breeds had nade.

"We' Il followthe tracks," he said. "They were strangers."

THEY t ook Ben Lane al ong.
"I know |'Il slow you up," said the man with the add-eaten face. "But 1'Il be jiggered if | like
to be left behind. There's sonething uncanny about these di sappearances. |t gets under ny skin."



They exchanged the Yukon-type sled for a basket sled in which the wounded nman woul d be nore
confortable. Doc added a small pack of food.

They set out, retracing the trail of the four breeds. Ben Lane did not prove nmuch of a hindrance.
The dogs—they had borrowed a fresh team of the Munted huski es—+eadily drew his weight.

A quarter of a mle fromthe post, Doc indicated a discovery to the others.

"M dnat D Avis seens to have followed the four breeds to the post. Note how her tracks cover
theirs. She wears the tracker type of snowshoes, the form adopted by snowshoe clubs in the vicinity
of Toronto. The others are wearing the Indian style, which is nmuch broader."

Ben Lane, listening, eyed the bronze man thoughtfully. He was beginning to realize that this big
fellow of metal possessed a know edge which touched all things.

"A wal ki ng encycl opedia, that's what he is," Ben Lane reflected silently. "And what nuscles!"
They crossed a hill, another, then traversed a wide flat where small hills made nodul ar hunps.
Cot t onwoods and willows, |eafless, fringed a creek which was frozen solid. Ptarm gan flushed up from
a clump of Arctic sage.

They nmushed over another hill.

"There's her plane." Ham pointed with his sword cane.

M dnat D Avis’ ship was a cabin job—+found of fusel age, tapering of wing. The single big notor was
speed- cow ed.

"It's fast," Monk offered.

"It had to be, to get her up here this quick," Ham agreed.

It was significant that these two were not handi ng each other nasty digs. The uncanni ness of what
they had found back at the post—the di sappearances of the men—was heavy in their thoughts.

What they found in the plane did not inprove their state of mnd.

Doc reached the craft first. He | ooked i n—and kept on staring, perfectly notionless. The trilling
sound, which was his particular property, trebled up faintly, like a far-away, half-lost |anent.
Monk cane al ongsi de, stood on tiptoe and peered in. He sagged back suddenly and turned away. No
breath steam came fromhis |ips.

"What is it?" Ham demanded.

"The plane is full of dead nen," Mnk said strangely.

Chapter XXIIl. THE WH TE TERROR

RENNY—tong TomJdohnny!" Hamyelled shrilly. "Is it thenf"

Monk shuddered. "There's four of them They're lyin' so you can't see their faces."

Doc Savage opened the cabin door. He noved the bodies until their features were distinguishable.
The cadavers made cl unping sounds, |ike |ogs of wood, when he shifted them for they were frozen.
St eppi ng back, the bronze man lifted Ben Lane and hel ped himto peer into the plane. "Know thenP"
he asked.

"A Mounted Policeman—three natives!" Ben Lane gasped.

"Know t hen?" Doc repeated.

"They are the men who started for the railroad with nme," Ben Lane cri ed.

Monk, overcoming his first shock, made a second scrutiny. "Look how they were killed," he gul ped.
Not a pl easant sight—this one to which Moink had called attention. The dead nmen were laid open in
great rips. They were deep, those gashes. They cleft through bone, nuscles, and internal organs.
Ben Lane suddenly began to trenble. The trenors shook him from head to foot.

"Those wounds— he choked. "That story Kul den tol d—about sonething invisible devouring them
Those holes |l ook like the teeth marks of some gigantic beast."

Doc hel ped the wounded nman back to the sled, bundled himin the basket with furs, saying nothing
the while. Then he circled the plane.

Monk started after Doc, as if to corroborate the findings. Wat they found seened to nake him
nore mserabl e than ever. There were no departing tracks—ether than those nmade by thensel ves and
M dnat D Avis.

"The bodi es nmust have been—n the plane when she cane,"” Mnk said jerkily.

In the sled, Ben Lane's teeth made jerky clickings. "I really know very little of Mdnat D Avis.
As | told you, | renenbered her name froma story | read in a Toronto paper."

"Do you think she’s connected w th—Stroan?" Ham asked, apparently to hinself.

No one answered him

Doc Savage cl osed the plane door, making sure the |atch caught. Then he straightened out the dog
t eam

"Mush!" he commanded.

The huski es twi tched against the traces, showi ng anxiety to | eave the plane and its macabre
contents.

They returned to the trail of the four breeds. It |ed westward two niles, and termnated at a
ranmshackl e cabi n.

The interior of this structure held cooking necessities—lour, beans, salt. A caribou haunch
dangl ed fromthe roof peak. There were furs—not many of them—which appeared to have been caught



within recent weeks.

There was no stove in the cabin. Cooking had been done in a mekeshift fireplace. There was no one
present.

The one nodern touch was a conpact, portable radio transmtter-and-receiver. This was of |ow
power, operated on short wave-length, and had sinplified controls.

"Works on voice alone," Doc stated, after an inspection. "Sinple enough that a baby could operate
it. Throw one switch, and it’'s ready to go."

The bronze man experinmented with the set. Then he spoke into the transmtter.

"Stroam" he call ed.

Perhaps a mnute el apsed. Then a | ow hiss denoted the carrier waves of a sending station. A

voi ce—the shrill, querul ous tones of Stroam—eane fromthe portable speaker.

"You are about at the end of your string, bronze man," it jeered.

Then the carrier-wave hiss expired.

THREE hours | ater, Doc Savage and his party were approaching their speed plane. They went up the
river, watching their dog teamclosely to guard agai nst the huskies’ barking. Scrutiny froma
near-by hilltop had shown that Munted Policenen, sent out to hunt for Ham and Monk, had returned to
the post. Doc did not want to draw their attention.

"You said it," Mnk had agreed. "We'd have a tall time explaining things now. Anyway, we’'ve got
to clear this up or they'Il grab Mdnat D Avis for nurder."

"Maybe she did have sonething to do with it," Ham snapped.

"Do you think so?" Mnk scow ed.

"l don’t know," Ham said uneasily. "I hate to think so."

The plane furnished themw th fresh shocks.

"The fuel tanks!" Mnk expl oded.

The big plane carried its fuel in wng receptacles. These had been ri pped open in enornous

sl ashes and jabs, sonme | arge enough to adnit a nman's foot.

"That could have been done with an axe," Ham decl ared, then halted, and his eyes popped. "But
there are no tracks!"

This was true. The earlier w ndstormhad snmoothed the snow around the plane. It was absolutely
bare of indentation.

Monk pointed at the gasoline. "The fuel was spilled since the windstorm that’'s obvious."

Doc Savage, after scrutinizing the holes in the plane, clanbered into the cabin. H s equipnent,
contained in netal boxes of light, stout construction, was intact. Each box bore a nunber. Doc
sel ected two, carried themout and | oaded them on the dog sl ed.

Monk pointed at the spilled fuel, at the holes in the w ng tanks.

"This thing is beginning to get me," he puzzled. "Once nore, you'll notice that the snow around
here bears no sign of dirigible ballast."

"Get your portable |aboratory out of the plane," Doc directed.

Monk conplied; this case al so was added to the sled | oad.

"Feel equal to nore traveling?" Doc asked Ben Lane.

"Sure, if it'll help any." The di scoverer of benlani um nanaged a faint note of cheer.

"We're going after Stroam" Doc told him

"Then I'mwith you."

"Where is your nountain of benlaniun®"

"Due north," said Ben Lane. "You can't miss it. It's the blackest nmountain in the region. The

bl ack color is caused by an oxide of ny benlaniumnetal ."

Doc nushed the husky team The dogs, freshened by the short breather, set out at a goodly clip.
The party went north and kept noving fast, until the dogs began to pant and | ag.

Doc called a rest halt. Then he called to Mnk.

"Get your |aboratory, Mnk."

"Huh?" A | ook of surprise was on Mnk’'s face.
"We're going to do sone high-speed anal yzi ng,

Doc infornmed him

MONK carried his case of apparatus to a near-by drift and, wadi ng and ki cking and stanpi ng, nade
hinmself a place to work. He opened his portable |aboratory. It required sone one skilled in

chem stry to realize its conpleteness, its infinite conmpactness. Such an individual woul d have been
ast ounded.

From his cl othing Doc Savage produced a flat case which, once opened, yielded several bottles.

"At Ben Lane’'s canp—where | met Kul den—+ took sanples of the snow, the air, and pieces of outer
tree bark," the bronze man stated. "The snow is now nelted, of course, but that makes little
difference."

"I"'mto analyze it?" Mnk denmanded.

"Exactly."

The honely chemist went to work. Secretly, he wondered why Doc did not conduct the analysis

hi msel f. The gi ant of bronze, Mink was not ashanmed to adnmit, was his superior as a chenmist. Doc had



studi ed that profession intensively, just as he had pursued nmany other lines of know edge.

Doc Savage, however, wi shed to question Ben Lane.

"Describe exactly the contour of the region around your nountain of benlanium" he directed.

The man with the acid-marred face conplied. The nountain, he explained, was surrounded by sone
extremely rough terrain—gullies, canyons, unscal able cliffs.

"That’'s one reason | didn't locate clains," he added. "The nountain is not easy to get to.
Moreover, there are few prospectors, this not being a region noted for mineral wealth."

"Any bad canyons to cross?"

"Well, one. It swings around to the eastward, and is narrow and pretty deep. But we can make it."
Wth a noisy grunt, the honely Mnk extinguished the flashlight which had furnished illum nation
for his work, and folded up his |l aboratory. He had conpleted the analysis wi th mracul ous speed.
Monk possessed a snull device perfected by hinself, which, utilizing a conbination of

el ectro-chem stry properties, enabled himto ascertain the conposition of any substance al nost

i nstantaneously. This device had a big brother which the nore | earned chemists of the industrial
wor |l d had begun lately to enpl oy.

"Argon, krypton, oxide of hydrogen, xenon, carbon dioxide," Mnk said, and took a fresh breath.
Then he |l aunched into a nore involved stream of chem cal term nol ogy, nam ng what he had found.
Ham a bystander, winkled his brow perplexedly. Chem stry had been one of his courses in

coll ege, but he was quite sure he had never before heard at |east two-thirds of the words Mnk was
usi ng.

"Excel lent!" Doc said, when Monk had finished.

Monk grinned widely. "You say that stuff | analyzed came from around Ben Lane’'s canp?"

"Right."

"Then | think | understand the solution to these nysteries on the snow," Mnk declared. "The
anal ysi s furnished the clue."

"Let's get noving," Doc suggested. "If we're fortunate, we'll find Stroam near the nountain of
benl ani um "

BEFORE nushi ng the dogs, Doc Savage opened the two cases he had renpbved fromthe plane. One of
these hel d stubby repeating shotguns. These differed fromthe regul ar sporting-goods-store weapon in
that breech and barrel parts were of singularly stout construction.

The second case held shells to fit these weapons. There were ball cartridges, gas shells, shot
shells, flare shells, explosive bullets—amop for all purposes. Each row of shells bore its
distinctive identification mark.

The shotguns were charged with shells which the bronze man sel ected. The case did not hold many
of the particular cartridges which he chose.

"There seenmed little |ikelihood of a need for these missiles here in the north," he stated. "As a
result, we have only a few. Try to nake each shot count."

Doc distributed the shotguns.

Ben Lane, who was retaining his strength in remarkabl e fashion, balanced the shotgun across his
fur-swathed chest. "I hope the target’s big enough for ne to hit," he said.

"It will be," Doc assured him

They went forward. The wi ndstorm had not endured | ong enough to pack the snow, hence it was
necessary to trail-break through drifts. The dogs panted and tugged, taking the drifts at a run.
The pi g, Habeas Corpus, had been riding the sled with Ben Lane. He bounded out, but after a few
m nutes of hard going through the snow, decided to clanber back into the sledge.

A nmarsh studded with branbl es nade hard going, although its quaggy surface was frozen.

Ahead, a black mountain finally reared up.

"Benl anium " said Ben Lane, pointing at the upthrust of earth. "A stupendous deposit."

They began to encounter hills, not large, but abrupt and difficult to scale. Soon it becane
necessary to work around these. Spruces becane stunted, then al nbst non-existent.

To the north, the Aurora Borealis had | ost sonme of its eerie splendor. It was being faded by a
growi ng rosiness in the southern sky.

"Dawn approachi ng," Mnk hazarded.

"Yeah—the begi nning of our three-hour day," Ben Lane agreed.

A few nonents after that exchange, Doc Savage said sharply, "Quick! The rocks to the left. Into
them "

The others had heard nothing, seen nothing. Hamturned the dog team hastily, guiding theminto a
cluster of rocks which had been w nd-scul ptured by countless northern gal es. They crouched there,
wondering at Doc’s sudden conmand.

"Stroam nust have had a | ookout on the nountain," Doc Savage said quietly. "They're comng for
us."

The others, with senses |ess keen than those of the bronze nman, had not detected danger. They
listened, but could hear nothing. But the dogs began to Iift their heads, bristles erect on the
napes of their necks.

Habeas Corpus thrust his head out of the sled, huge ears distended. He enmitted an uneasy grunt or



t wo.

"Directly north," Doc rapped. "Watch!"

Monk did so, and his little eyes suddenly began to protrude
"Lookit!" he cried in wondernent. "A small blinmp!"

Chapter XXI'V. THE UPSET

THE airship was painted an unrelieved white. The bag, alone, was not of al abaster hue, but the
gondol a and engi nes, even the dangling hand lines, as well.

The exhaust stacks of the notor—the power plants nunbered two, one on either side of the car—were
efficiently silenced. A faint buzz was the only sound the ghostly ship made, and that could not be
detected by nornal ears at a distance of a quarter of a nmle

"The white color blends with the snow on the nountains,"” Hamsaid grimy. "That explains why it
hasn’t been seen.”

"But they have to drop ballast!" Ben Lane exclainmed. "Were does it go to?"

"Monk’ s chem cal analysis answered that question," Doc Savage told him "For ballast, they use a
liquid chem cal m xture which, when poured out, beconmes a gas. The sanples fromyour canp site
showed presence of deposits, invisible to the eyes, made by such a gas. The blinp explains the
nmystery attacks."

No nore was sai d. Shotguns poised, they watched the blinp.

The craft was of |ight construction, the gondola in sections, capable of being quickly

di smantl ed. The gas bag, having no nmetal framework in contrast to a dirigible proper, could be
defl ated and hurriedly packed

"Stroam probably brought it north to use in a secret hunt for ny benlanium deposit,"” nuttered Ben
Lane

Monk cocked his shotgun. "Wat do we aimat, Doc—the gondol a?"

"The gas bag!" Doc replied

The blinp swept toward them There was an uncanniness in its sepul chral quiet. Mere sight of the
strange airship seemed to create again sone of the horror which had come with the discovery of its
earlier depredations. Its presence, its silence, smacked of fresh nystery over the snow.

The blinmp sl owed, began to hover notionless

A man | eaned out of the gondol a—a breed! He slanted a rifle, ainmed and fired. Wth a coughing
sound, his bullet lost itself in the near-by snow. Echoes rebounded, whooping

"They started it," Doc said, quietly enough. "Turn | oose, brothers! The gas bag!"

The bronze man ai med, put weight on the trigger, and the reénforced shotgun nade an unexpectedly

| oud noi se. Miuscul ar giant though the bronze man was, the recoil jarred him
Ham firing a split-second | ater, was upset conpletely; Mnk grinaced at the terrific kick of his
own gun.

"CGolly!" he gul ped. "Cannons!"
Ben Lane shot, and the shock was al nbst too nuch for him He | ay back, gasping
In the blinp's white gondola a nman | eaned out, peered upward, then began cursing at what he saw.

Sacre bleu!" he shrieked. "They are cut ze bag to pieces!"

He had not exaggerated. The missiles the shotgun fired with such pronounced recoil were

di mi nutive chain shot—+two bl obs of nmetal connected by a sawlink chain of tough alloy. They opened
ragged apertures each tine they struck

The ghost blinp began sinking, to the profound horror of the crew. Frantic hands on the rudder
wheel sought to sheer the ship to one side. The nobve succeeded partially, but it becane obvious the
craft would strike within a hundred and fifty yards of Doc and his nen

Doc opened the ammo chest on the sledge. A fresh type of shell for the shotguns canme out

"Gas," he said. "Let themhave it as soon as they land."

His siman face all a-grin, Mnk charged his gun

Doc Savage whirled abruptly to | ook behind them He stared perhaps ten seconds. Then, very

slowy, he laid his shotgun in the snow.

Monk gl anced around. He, too, deposited his weapon in the white fl akes

MOUNTED Pol i cenen, red coats showi ng inside their parkas, had crept close under cover of the
blinmp fight. They had stubby service rifles |leveled. Hard resolve sat on their features. They were
in no nmood to be trifled with
"Luckily, we decided to take a | ook at your plane," the Munted spokesman grow ed. "W found your
trail and followed it. W saw what just happened. Attenpt to kill those in the airship can be added
to the charge of nmurdering Ben Lane."
"You nunskul | s!" Ben Lane shouted weakly.

1" m Ben Lane!"
The officer showed teeth in a cold grin. "W'Il give you a chance to prove that. Drop your gun!"
Canme a crash, a thunp, shouts and swear words intermngling, as the blinp struck. It lay
wal | owi ng sl uggi shly, bag winkling and col | apsing slowy. The hunman cargo scranbl ed out from under



the fabric folds.

Qui ckly hissing words, the breed who seened to be in comuand, stopped the crew. They conferred in
a whi spering group.

"Watch that gang!" Doc warned the Munted officers. "They're Stroanmis nmen."

The policeman scow ed doubtfully, then yanked off his fur parka, in order that his scarlet

uni form coat m ght show nore plainly.

"We're Mounted nmen!" he yelled at those near the blinp. "You fell ows conme over here. Mnd you, no
guns!"”

Stroanmi s henchmen—boc hel d no doubt about their being such, although he had seen none of them
bef or e—hesitated. Mre whispering ensued. Then the group approached.

"They’'re up to sonething," Doc rapped. "Keep an eye on them"

"Quiet," he was ordered. "W have an eye on you, too, bronze man."

Doc Savage had his hands up. He shifted three paces to one side, and stood beside the sled which
hel d the netal equipnment cases. Small lights stirred in his flake-gold eyes, a tiny |um nance which
m ght have cone fromthe begi nning of the short snow country day.

The redcoats gave Doc Savage's party nost of their attention. This signified no | ack of
astuteness on their part. Moink and Ham stood accused by Kul den as nmurderers. They were escaped
prisoners. Ben Lane clained to be a man whom Kul den had said was dead. And Doc’s group had been
caught shooting down the blinp.

They reasoned that Doc’s gang were the mal efactors. And that thought was their downfall.

Stroanmis men came within a score of yards. Not all were breeds. Two, who seened to be Europeans,
had faces showing intelligence in a ratty way. G ease-stained garments marked them as pilot and
mechani ¢ of the blinp.

Forty feet distant, they all noved in concert. Their hands snapped under parkas, brought out
metallic canisters and flung them The containers opened in the air, thanks to sone trigger device.
Vile-tinted liquid sprayed out with each gyration.

Rid of their surprise mssiles, Stroamis nmen whirled and ran.

The mounted policenmen shouted angrily. Three fired their rifles, dropping with | eg wounds two of
the breeds.

The vile liquid had turned into a colorless vapor. This descended upon the policenmen. They began
t oppl i ng over.

MONK and Ham | eaped to Ben Lane, scooped himup, and tried to escape by running. But they had no
chance. Even if they had had Doc Savage's superior speed, they could not have gotten clear. Al
three fol ded down.

Habeas Corpus ran to them squealing, then coll apsed.

Doc Savage al one noved with a purpose that seened other than a wild attenpt at escape. He swooped
upon the sled near which he stood, and wrenched out an equi prent chest. Wth this, he dived headl ong
into the nearest snowdrift.

There was a flurry of white flakes, then he vanished entirely beneath the drift surface.

Stroani s men stopped at some di stance.

"Yo' sure ze gas not reach ‘ere, misieu s?" one nuttered dubiously. "She got no snell, so we not
know until too late."

Non. Not zis far."

They waited. The col |l apse of the Munted officers brought grins from sonme—and curses fromthose
who had stopped bullets with their |egs.

"Shoot ze damm redcoats!" one of the latter shouted.

Non, " refused the spokesman. "Wy shoot zem now? Let Stroam nmake deci de. Maybe he get ze big
idea. Killing redcoats bad business."

Sonme ten minutes el apsed, during which a sharp watch was kept on the drift where Doc Savage had
di sappeared. The bronze man had not shown hinsel f.

"Damm! " expl oded a man. "Ze gas zat mak’ yo' sleep, reckon she is soak down in ze snow?"

Nobody seermed to know about that. Soon they concluded the vapor had di spersed, and they ran
forward.

"Renmenber," yelled the chief. "Yo' not shoot a damm one! Let Stroam mak’ the deci de on what to
do."

"How about ze bronze one?"

"1f he be unconscious, we tak’ himto Stroam |f not, we shoot hell out of him"

They found Doc in the snowdrift into which he had dived, his giant, netal-like frame |inp. They
how ed in delight at the sight. Two backed off and ki cked the bronze figure to show how they felt.
Doc Savage did not stir at the inpact of the feet. Only regul ar breathing of cold-steamfromhis
lips showed that he still was alive.

Bon!" a breed grinned. "Now we use zat radio t'ing in ze airship to ‘ave Stroam sen’ us help for



haul these fellair to ze headquarter’."

Habeas Corpus was lifted, inspected curiously, and remarks were nade concerning his extrene

honel i ness. Then he was tossed at a snowdrift, into which his sharp-nosed formdi sappeared |like a
bul | et.

Chapt er XXV. DEATH PLAN

THE pil ot and nechanic of the wecked blinp galloped off to see if the radio apparatus in the
craft would still function. Upon reaching the coll apsed mass of the airship and inspecting the
radio, they called back it would work.

One breed thought of sonething.

" Sacre bleu! Ze bronze man ‘ave box w en he junp into snow. Were it go?"

Mich ki cking about in the snow ensued, and they turned up the box finally. Curious, they opened
the metal container, and there came to view many contrivances which had been with the shotguns. The
intricate nature of the devices befuddl ed the exam ners.

"Dam bronze man’s box of magic, oui!" was their decision.

Pil ot and nmechanic returned fromthe winkled white hunp of the blinm—t now | ooked |ike a huge,
snow hued prune—and brought with themthe handling ropes, which they had cut off, and verbal
informati on that they had contacted Stroam and that men were now on their way to help carry in the
prisoners.

The handling ropes were cut into lengths for binding Doc and the others. Upon the bronze man a
particularly thorough job was done, nunmerous turns being taken.

A breed, pinching Doc’'s franme, and finding it rock-solid, opined, "He ver’ strong, |ak boeuf,"

and added a few extra knots.

Doc gave no sign of life.

Stroanis other men arrived shortly, nushing with dog sleds, and the prisoners were | oaded wi thout
delay. Stroam it seenmed, wi shed to have the prisoners at once, and the salvaging of the white blinp
could be left for later.

The mush to headquarters was narked by a | ack of conversation. Breath was needed for traveling in
t he deep snow.

Headquarters proved to be two | arge cabins in the very canyon which Ben Lane had indicated to Doc
Savage might be difficult to cross. The structures showed by the newness of ax marks that they had
been built within the last few weeks. There were no chimeys, and the cabins stood bel ow a great
sloping cliff. Aradio aérial was slung above the rooftops.

Qovi ously, the cabins were intended to attract no notice. The lack of chimeys hinted at gasoline
stoves for cooking and heat.

The cabins were close together, with an alleylike space between them which had been cl osed of f
with walls of spruce poles, and on which had been nail ed bark, crudely hacked sl abs, and even a few
cari bou hides. The penlike enclosure thus nade served as a sort of hangar for the strange white

bl i mp.

There were two planes in the encl osure. One, |large and slow, nust have been used as a transport;
the other, a snaller craft with lines denoting trenmendous speed, was undoubtedly the ship in which
Stroam had made his race northward from New Yor k.

"Stroamis nmak’ headquarters close to benlaniumnountain an’ not knowit," grinned a man.

"He ver’ well know it now, " chuckled another.

"Mush, yo’' barking devils!" one yelled at the dogs.

They pulled up before the less pretentious of the two cabins. Here, the prisoners were unl oaded
and taken inside.

Bound figures were already arrayed along the wall.

RENNY, Long Tom Johnny and the two Mounted Policenen fromthe Snow Mountain Post were in the
assortment. There was no sign of Captain Stonefelt, nor of dark-eyed M dnat D Avis.

Renny groaned runblingly at sight of Doc. "Holy cow "

Gaunt Johnny said he woul d be superamal gamat ed, and Long Tom wenched futilely at the ropes which
secured him The two redcoats stared unw nkingly.

The breeds stacked the new captives against the wall, then went over their bonds to make sure
they were solid. Once nore, a man was inpressed with Doc’s hardness of nuscle.

"Thees man | ak a rock," he nuttered.

Kul den, smug, and swaggering of step, put in an appearance.

"Stroamwants to see you mugs," he said. "He's got an idea that will take care of everything.

Post a guard outside."

"What about ze two zat redcoats shoot in |eg?"

"Stroam Il fix themup."

The men filed outside, closing the door as they departed. It became very dark within the cabin,
for there were only two openings, which served as wi ndows, over which was stretched cari bou stonmach
tissue. Mreover, it was exceedingly gl oony here under the shadow of the cliff.

Renny groaned. "I wonder how long it’'lIl be before Doc cones out of it?"



"Depends on how | ong ago he was gassed," Long Tom offered. "The stuff kept us under for about two
hours."

Renny opened his nouth to nake a further comment, and was dunbfounded when his own cavernous
tones—er it seened they were his own—eane thunping froma spot in the pitch dark several feet away.
"Lay off the talk, you guys!" said the voice.

Renny wet his lips, wondered if his ears had turned practical jokers—then suddenly understood.

Doc Savage! The bronze man had spoken.

The nmetallic giant was a master of voice mimecry. He was directing themto remain quiet, and

usi ng Renny’s voice so that the guards outside would not suspect he was conscious.

Doc Savage silently stood erect fromthe sitting position in which Stroanis hirelings had pl aced
him At no time on the long trek to the headquarters, or before, during the gas attack in the snow,
had the bronze nan been unconsci ous.

Diving into the snowdrift during the gas attack, he had plucked a mask fromthe nmetal equi pnent
case, donned it, and only renoved it when the vapor was dissipated and he had heard Stroanis breeds
comng to investigate.

Their words that the captives were not to be slain i mediately had noved Doc to pretend

unconsci ousness, so he had thrust the gas mask away, knowing that to return it to the case m ght
arouse suspicion. Tenporarily, he knew, there was no danger. He wanted to find his conpanions.

In tying Doc, the breeds thought they had done a good job. They woul d have been thoroughly

shocked at what happened now, for the bronze man had kept his great nuscles tense during the tying,
and the ropes were actually only noderately snug. He tw sted and squirmed; coiling thews rose in
great nounds, like cats arching their backs under his bronze skin. A knot gave, a rope parted, and
ot her strands sli pped.

Thirty seconds after his effort began, Doc quietly lowered the coils to the dirt floor and

st epped cl ear.

Then he listened intently.

QUTSI DE, snow squeaked as the guards stanped about, keeping warm These sounds, snall as they
were, echoed back fromthe cliff. Fromthe other cabin drifted a nunble-junble of talk noises, none
of it understandable.

A wol f how ed somewhere in the canyon, and that unholy note was unnaturally |oud, thanks to the
towering walls.

To Renny, Long Tom then Johnny, Doc noved in turn, acquainting themwith his freedomin a voice
whi ch coul d not be heard outside, then untying their bonds.

Monk, Ham and the redcoats were also freed, although the latter, except for the two Munties who
had been seized with Renny’s party, were still in a doped sl eep.

"Ten or fifteen minutes nore should see them awakeni ng," Doc breathed. "That is, if the gas
effects last two hours, as you said."

"Two hours is right," Long Tom agr eed.

"Wiere are Captain Stonefelt and the girl?"

"They were taken away—for questioning, Stroamis rats told us," Renny answered, experiencing
trouble in keeping his deep runble to a whisper.

"Where' s Habeas?" asked a faint voice.

It was Monk. Wth his toughness of fibre, he had been first to awaken. Doc glided over to him
"The pig was left behind in a snowdrift,"” he advised. "He'll be all right."

"Unl ess he freezes," Mdnk nmuttered uneasily. "Say, they nust feel pretty sure of us, or they' d
have us tied up."

"You were tied; |'ve just untied you. They don’t know we're |oose," Doc replied. "But we're a

Il ong ways fromout of this, or taking care of Stroam"

Ham revi ved next, then the Munted Policemen. One of the latter breathed an apol ogy to Doc
Savage.

"What jolly goats we turned out to be!" he decl ared.

"You fellows were doing your duty, and no hi gher conplinment could be paid," Doc told him

genui nel y.

"You seemto be a man of miracles," nurnmured the cop. "You don’t happen to have snuggled a gun
in, eh?"

"They searched ne," Doc advi sed. "But they negl ected—

He did not finish. Fromthe direction of the other cabin a shrill sound piped, fem nine and
angry. It was Mdnat D Avis, and she cried out again.

Bl ows snacked; the squeaking of snow indicated a struggle.

A man was shouting wathfully as well—and his voice was one entirely strange. They had not heard
it before.

The sounds came closer. The girl and the man—the stranger—were being carried to the cabin, and
fighting against it.

The door bar rattled, the panel came open—and M dnat D Avis canme flying across the threshold,
propel | ed by angry arns.



A man was flung after her. He was a burly man, somewhat ruddy of countenance, with a prom nent
nose that was now streami ng crinson, and pale blue eyes, one of which was swollen nearly shut. This
was the individual whose voice had not been heard before.

He wore a regul ation red Mounted Police coat, fromwhich a sleeve had been ripped.

The door sl ammred quickly, Stroamis nen not having seen, due to the darkness, that those inside
were free of their tyings.

M dnat D Avis cried out frantically.

"They have send a man up the cliff!" she shrilled. "He is to use dynanmite, nisieu's, to start
aval anche that will bury this cabin so deeply it will never be discovered."

Qut si de, Kul den bellowed, "G ab your stuff and get away fromthe cabins! Stroanmis orders! W're
to nove the planes, too."

DOC SAVAGE was al ready at the door. He exerted pressure on it, but the tinbers hardly shifted. He
explored with sensitive finger tips, and knew instantly that the panel would defy even his
trenendous nuscl es.

The wi ndows got his attention next. He did not rupture the caribou tissue panels, for the
openings were too small to pass even the smallest of the men in the cabin.

M dnat D Avis cried, "The door! Try to smash it—

"Get away fromthe door!" Doc ordered.

That was the first Mdnat D Avis knew of the bronze man’s presence, for the darkness in the cabin
was dense. The quality of quiet strength in his voice caused her to go silent.

"M si eur Savage—you here?" she said in a voice that held stark horror. "How awful!"

Not a man in the room hearing her, but knew what her words nmeant. The young wonman was in | ove
with this nmighty man of bronze. The fact throbbed in her voice. And the fact that he was in danger
af fected her even nore profoundly than her own peril.

As Monk said in an aside to Ham "Dog-gone it! She's sure tunbled for Doc, She's nore worried
about himthan herself."

Doc Savage hinself said nothing. He had not missed the quality in the exquisite voice, and,

al though a light on his nmetallic features at that instant woul d have shown no expression, he was
noved nore than a little.

The bronze man sank to the floor, and pulled off one high noccasin, then the other. These |ined,
not with the usual sheepskin or rabbit fur, but with what m ght have seenmed to an experienced
northerner, somewhat inefficient felt.

But that felt possessed special qualities.

Doc picked the lining bodily fromeach noccasin. He dived to the door, twi sting the Iinings
together as he did so. By the tinme he reached the heavy door, he had a rope of felt perhaps two feet
in length.

Wth stiffened fingers, he calked the felt rope under the bottom of the door. Then, npistening a
finger tip on his lips, he danpened one end of the felt tw st.

"Back!" he rapped, and pitched to the far side of the cabin.

The others followed him Huddl ed agai nst the wall, they watched the door.

First, their nostrils detected snoke scent, as of sonething burning. Then the end of the felt,
where it had been noistened, began glowing redly. Finally, flame spurted out in a tiny tongue.
Instantly, there was a flash of such brilliance that their eyes ached for nonents afterward.
Concussions—a titanic slap of sound that seened to smash air through their eardruns, acconpanied the
gush of white.

The door was rent apart, ax-hewn tinmbers splitting as if lightning-struck. A full half of the
panel sl apped across the cabin; the rest went outdoors.

Chapter XXVI. HABEAS DCES A BI T

DOC SAVAGE was through the door while splinters still boiled in the air.

Kul den stood a dozen feet to one side. He held arifle, but it was |oose in his hands, and he
goggl ed, stupefied by the unexpectedness of the blast. He had no i dea what had caused it.
Nei t her Kul den nor the others had the inmagination to picture noccasins lined with a

chem cally-treated felt, which, when tw sted together, nade a hi gh expl osive akin to gun-cotton.
They had relieved Doc of all fire-nmaking inplenents—atches and the cigarette lighter which the
bronze man al ways carried, although he never snoked.

That noisture applied to sone chemicals woul d produce conbustion was somnet hi ng they had
forgotten, if they had ever studied chem stry.

Kulden's rifle started upward too late. Doc was upon him a nenesis in bronze. Kulden felt the
gun leave his clutch with an irresistible wench.

Stroanmis |ieutenant was agile. He bounded backward, turning in md-air, and fled.

Doc lunged for him only to whip aside as a rifle barrel poked froma wi ndow of the other cabin
and spat a clapping noise. Twisting, the man of bronze reversed his course and gained the shelter of
the prison cabin.

Kul den popped into the structure which held his fell ows—and Stroam



Renny, Mdnat D Avis and the others were outside. The young worman kept her gaze on Doc with a
fasci nated steadiness, until, realizing she | ooked her enotions, she colored and gl anced away.
"Keep behind the cabin and run!" Doc directed.

The others set off, except for Mdnat D Avis, who saw that Doc was remai ning, and showed sone
vague intention of staying herself. Mnk scooped her up and bore her away.

The rifle in the other cabin was rapping steadily. Orders for the breeds to get outside and fight
were volleying, too, and they bore, in their high anger, a squeaky quality.

It was the voice of Stroam although only vaguely like the artificial tones with which he had
addressed Mahal in New York City.

Doc | unged around the cabin corner; his rifle whacked. There was no human target in sight, but
one of the rifle barrels protruding froma w ndow bent slightly under the inpact of his jacketed
slug. Considering that he was firing a strange weapon, it was not a bad shot.

The bronze man hinself now retreated. He | ooked upward at the cliff face—and gave a terrific
spring to one side. A bullet, striking about where he had stood, knocked up snow.

The man who had been dispatched up the cliff to start the aval anche, had sent the missile. Doc
noved to snap | ead back, but the other, a cautious soul, ducked from sight.

Doc continued his retreat.

In the cabin, Stroamstill swore shrilly at his men trying to get them outdoors. But they had
nore conservative ideas.

"Zat bronze one, he could hit gnats on ze wing!" a breed wailed fearfully.

Doc kept a watch upward and soon saw sonething to warrant uneasiness; the man with the expl osive
was noving along the steep sl ope above, sheltered by the boul ders and snow.

H s purpose was plain. He intended to get into a position where he could hurl his dynanmte, no
doubt al ready capped and fused, down upon Doc and the others.

Doc lifted his rifle, but the other was sharp of eye and too quick, ducking anong the nmany

boul ders which clung to the steep sl ope.

The canyon bed veered, and Doc, calculating swiftly, realized that the other man woul d head t hem
of f, since he had to traverse a shorter distance to get around the angle. Doc and his party woul d be
forced to go several yards beyond, to round an outthrust of stone.

Doc Savage halted, lifted his rifle and ained deliberately. Long seconds el apsed before the shot
cane. |Its echoes cackled and whooped in the canyon.

H gh above, at the spot where the man with the explosive was traveling, Doc’s rifle bullet
knocked a small boulder fromits foundation of ice and snow.

THE boul der junped downward. |t knocked | oose another stone, then a third, and these in turn

di sl odged others. Thus the aval anche started, slowy at first, with a few great rocks hoppi ng al ong.
These were joined by | oose snow, nore stones, and soon a great river of débris was flowi ng down the
sharp sl ope.

The man with the explosive came into view, and his behavior was not what Doc had expected. The

fell ow m ght have escaped by turning back; the slide was ahead of himand not far off, and he could
have escaped before it spread.

But he elected, in his bloodthirsty ferocity, to take the other chance: He tried to outrun the
slide, to get ahead of it where he could use his expl osive upon Doc Savage and the others. By doing
that he commtted suicide, in a manner of speaking.

Too late, the nman saw that the slide was going to overhaul him He spun, and endeavored madly to
escape; but his very haste was his undoing, for he took fatal chances and soon |ost his footing,
after which he gyrated down the slope, keeping ahead of the slide.

The aval anche overhaul ed himand he sank beneath it, screeching as only a man can screech when he

| ooks at death. He was soon |ost to sight between the grisly, white, boulder-freckled quilt that was
the slide.

Over the roar of the down-pouring snow and stone, Doc Savage lifted his voice.

"Stroam " he yelled. "Run for it!"

Stroam and his nmen, thinking there was sonme trick in the bronze man’s warning, held to the cabin.
"Run!" Doc yelled at them

Stroani s men conprehended their danger, for the slide was bearing down upon their shelter. The
doors burst open and they sprang out, eyes wild, yelling in sudden terror.

Kul den appeared first, then the breeds, then—€aptain Stonefelt!

Captain Stonefelt was not bound or gagged, and he ran with the others. Mre swarthy nmen, anong
whom were the blinp pilot and the engi neer, brought up the rear. No one other than these cane from
the cabin.

Li ke dirty sugar with an adm xture of dark beans and peas, except that the picture was nmagnified

a thousandfold, the slide poured upon the fleeing men. They had del ayed too | ong.

In the space of a finger snap they were inundated. One nonent their shrieks of fear piped out,
remarkably |ike sheep bleating, and the next instant that sound was gone, and there was audi ble only
the mamot h grunbl e of noving snow and stone. The men had di ed, but had been permtted, before the
end canme, a few nmoments in contenplation of death.



DOC SAVAGE, retreating swiftly to escape the outernost edge of the slide, joined his conpanions.

He found that Ben Lane had col | apsed from exhaustion, to which was added the agony of his acid-eaten
features.

Lane’s thoughts, however, were not for his own condition, for he stared bl ankly at Doc, then

spoke in a voice which held an undertone of horror.

"Captain Stonefelt,"” he said. "Poor fellow"

"Yeah," the honmely Monk put in, small-voiced. "They nust’ve turned himloose and | et himrun for

it with them but he died with the rest. That's tough. He didn't deserve it."

"That depends on how you look at it," Doc said dryly. Then the bronze man turned to eye the

stranger—the man who wore the red jacket of the Mouunted. "I have a good idea who you are. WII you
verify it?"

The redcoat who had been Stroamis prisoner, nodded. "Of course. | am Captain Stonefelt."

"This guy—+s Captain Stonefelt!" Mnk’'s sinmian face was blank. "I don't get this, Doc. | just saw

Captain Stonefelt caught in that snow slide!"

"You nean—you saw the end of the man we have known as Captain Stonefelt," Doc corrected.

"That other Stonefelt was an inpostor, a faker!" snapped the redcoat who was proving to be the
genui ne Captain Stonefelt. "He seized me sonme nonths ago and held ne prisoner. He took ny identity
and assuned command of the post."

Monk shook his head slowly. "But how could he nanage that?"

"Not so difficult, blast it!" explained the genuine Captain Stonefelt. "As you know, there was an
of ficial change of commandants at the post some nonths ago. | was sent up fromthe south to take
charge. No one around Snow Muntain knew ne by sight. This man sinply grabbed me, then went on with
nmy papers to the post. Since it was winter, and no one cane in fromthe south, he stood little
chance of being discovered."

"Holy cow " runbled Renny. "That other guy wasn't a Munted Policeman at all!"

"He was Stroam " said the genuine Captain Stonefelt.

Monk scratched in the bristles atop his bullet head. "Stroam"

"Stroamwas his nane," insisted the officer. "I heard himcalled that by his nen, and he bragged
of his cleverness to ne."

"That guy sure had a head on ‘im" Mnk grunted. "Masqueradin’ as the Munted Police conmandant,
he was in touch with everything that went on. That’'s why he took all the risk of swappin’
identities. He wanted to keep in touch with things."

Ben Lane, sprawl ed on the snow where he had col | apsed because of exhaustion, put in, "And it

wor ked! Hell! Wthout knowin' it, | went to that guy Stroam and asked himto hunt hinself. Wat a
| augh that was!"

Doc eyed Captain Stonefelt. "You know why you were kept alive?"

The of ficer who had been a prisoner nodded. "Righto. This fellow Stroam did not know too nuch
about official routine. Whenever he got stuck, he cane to ne and nade ne advi se himwhat to do. That
is why he forswore the pleasure of killing ne."

"That other Stonefelt-was Stroam" runbled Renny, as if the whole thing had hi m stunned.

"Bally glad | amto have you get nme out of this nmess," the redcoat prisoner told Doc earnestly.
"Stroam woul d have killed me eventually."

Monk squinted at Doc Savage. "Say, Doc, you don't seemvery surprised to find out that Stonefelt
was Stroam "

"No," Doc admitted. "Renenber when | told you about the strange circle on the floor behind the
curtains in Mahal's office in New York—a circle which nust have been made when sonme one

absent-m ndedly drew their toe over the floor?"

"l remenber,” Mnk said.

"Captain Stonefelt had a habit of drawi ng circles—the fake Stonefelt, that is."

Monk grinned. "So that tipped you off."

ENTRANCI NGLY pretty, Mdnat D Avis nurnured, "Thank you, M sieur Savage, for saving our lives."

Doc did not quite nanage to keep from | ooking enbarrassed. He would, he reflected, have to nake
this totally inviting bit of fem ninity understand that she had best subdue her affections, and
probably Monk was the best one to whomthat job could be relegated. At the first chance, Doc
resolved, he would tip Monk off to explain to the young lady that there was no place for the
so-call ed tender passion in the perilous career which he had chosen as his lot.

Anot her thing demanding attention was the condition of Ben Lane’'s features. The outcone there
woul d be satisfactory, for plastic surgery, of which Doc was a master, would return to the
metal lurgi st alnost the perfect features that he had been given by nature.

At this point, Ben Lane evidenced sonething akin to mind-reading ability.

"M . Savage," he said abruptly, "I amgoing to insist upon turning over a half interest in the



benl ani um deposit to you and your group of nen."

That, Doc deci ded, was another angle which would have to be disposed of before they |left Canada,

for hinmself and his men never accepted financial reward, possessing as they did al nost unfathomable
weal th of their own.

Proceeds fromthe sale of benlaniumwould go, Doc reflected, to financing construction of

railroads into northern Canada, a region rich in mneral deposits and with agricultural
possibilities of a sort. Transportation facilities would open up an industrial field that would give
enpl oyment and homes to thousands of people.

THE END



