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Chapter |. THE OAL
TROUBLE cones to nmen in strange shapes. It canme to Doc Savage in the formof an ow.
It was a Tuesday afternoon. There came a knock at the door. The cold winter wind was naki ng such
a whoop and whi ne around the m dtown skyscraper that no one heard the knock the first tine. The next
knock was | ouder. Mnk Myfair opened the door.
Monk blinked. "Well, well," he said. "Anman with an owl, as | see the situation."
The man was a boy in uniform otherw se, the statement was correct. The boy wore the uniformused
by the attendants in the candy shop in the | obby downstairs. The owWw wore feathers and a sl eepy
| ook. He was not a large owl. He was a rather fat one. He was brown, inclined to red. The ow’'s ears
were rather |ong.
Monk wi nked solemtmmly at the oW . "Hoot nobn, what’'s the idea?" he asked.
Monk had a small squeaky voice that m ght have bel onged to an individual just above di aper age.
"It ain't funny," said the boy in uniform "It ain't funny, at all."
Monk wi nked at the owl again. "He | ooks funny to me. He | ooks |ike Ham Brooks."
"He got handed to ne," the boy said.
Monk thought there was sonething very funny about the ow. He lifted his voice. "Ham come here
qui ck!" he shouted. "Here’'s an ow that |ooks just |ike you."
Sonmeone in the next roomsaid sonething that was to the point about one of Mnk's ancestors.
Sonet hi ng about tails and trees.
The oW blinked his eyes slowy. He was a boy ow —er an old nan ow —there was no doubt. He had
the reversible outer toes of an ow, and he flexed these slowy. After that, he was notionless,
apparently asleep with his eyes w de open.
The boy said, "Here." He took hold of one of the owm’'s legs. "Here's why |I brought him" The boy
exhibited a tag. The tag said:
For Doc Savage. URGENT!
Monk eyed the tag. "A present for Doc, eh?" He burst into laughter. "Ham hurry out here!" he
bel l owed. "This ow |ooks exactly like you."
The boy in the uniformgot inpatient.
"Listen, brother," he said. "A guy handed ne this bird in an awful dither. There was sonething
wrong about the guy."
"Wong?" Mnk said.
"He ran away fromthere in a hurry."
"The guy who gave you the owl, you nean?"
"Yeah. The guy had a ski pole."
"Maybe he was in a hurry."
"Sure he was," said the boy. "So was the other guy who was after hi mthe guy who wore the
di anonds and canme in a Rolls-Royce."
"One guy chased the other?"
"That's it," the boy said. "And if you ask ne, there will be one dead guy if they get together."

VWHI LE Monk’s jaw was down in astoni shment, a dapper man with a large nouth, good shoul ders, a

thin wai st, seven hundred dollars’ worth of clothes and an innocent-| ooking cane canme out of the

adj oi ni ng room He asked, "Were is this ow that |ooks |ike me?"

As a matter of fact there was no resenbl ance between Ham Brooks and the ow that anyone except

Monk Mayfair could see, then or afterward. Except that the ow did not |ook wi se, and Ham did, which
was not a resenbl ance.



Ham was di spl eased. "Day by day, you show nore earnarks of a goon," he said.

Monk swal | owed. "You don’t get it. There's sone trouble."

Ham fl ouri shed the cane. "There will be a decapitation if you don't stop saying | |ook Iike
animal s. "

"This is a bird."

"All right! Abird is equally as offensive."

The boy who had brought the owl was becomnmi ng desperate.

"A guy rushes up," he said, "and jans this chicken in a candy jar. The guy has a ski pole. He
turns and runs. Another guy races after him This other guy is a million bucks on |legs."

Ham frowned and indicated the boy. "Friend of yours?" he asked Monk.

The boy said, "I ain't friends of either of you guys, if you ask me. All | do up here is deliver
the oW, like it says on the tag."

Ham exami ned the tag. "This says the owl is for Doc."

The boy nodded violently. "Now, you're getting places. Doc Savage. Were is he? This his place?"
"I's this his place?" Ham | ooked startled. "You nust be a stranger in these parts."

"I work downstairs," the boy snapped. "I haven't been there long. Say, do | stand here and argue,
or do | see M. Savage?"

Monk and Ham gave the matter thought. Doc Savage was a denocratic fellow, but he was also at work
on an inportant manuscript of scientific data. A matter of two men quarreling over an owl m ght not
be of enough inportance.

Wil e they were thinking, the ow scratched his hooked beak in a tired fashion, wiggled the
tufts that made himlook as if he had | ong ears and settled back into silent contenplation.

Monk said, "I guess we better call Doc."

"Suppose so," Ham grunbl ed. Ham hated to agree w th Monk.

"Hurry up, you two hunorists,"” said the boy angrily. "My boss gives ne five mnutes to deliver
this night chicken. You wanna get ne fired?"

"It’s an idea," Mnk said.

DOC SAVAGE had one quality not always owned by famous nmen. Doc | ooked the part. H's giant size,
hi s-bronze hair, his regular features, bronzed a hue alnobst as dark as his hair, made him
inmpressive. But the things that were startling about himwere the small things. The nature of his
eyes, like pools of flake gold, perpetually stirred by small currents. The amazing tinbre of his
voi ce—+i ke thunder under control, as soneone had once put it. The sinews in the backs of his hands
and in his neck which hinted at the physical power he possessed.

The Man of Bronze, as the newspapers called himoccasionally, was a remarkabl e conbi nati on of
mental ability and physical brawn, trained and directed since chil dhood toward the unusual
occupation which he foll owed, the career of righting wongs and puni shing evil doers.

Doc Savage did not follow his unorthodox profession for any inpractically idealistic reasons. |f
there were an idealist, it had been his father, who had placed himin the hands of the world's

| eading scientists in specialized lines for training. The idea had been to create a superb human
machine for fighting the battles of the weak. The project had been a success.

Actually, no nornal nman is likely to be a professional Sir Galahad, unless he has good reasons.
Doc Savage was nornal in that respect. He had his reasons.

Hi s reason was excitenent. He liked it. The fire and crackl e of danger in far places, the inpact
of the unexpected. He was one of those men—and they are fewwho thrive on things that keep other men
awake nights and give themgray hair.

He had gathered together a group of five associates—Mnk Myfair and Ham Brooks were two—who
shared his liking for excitenent.

They had, the bronze man and his associ ates, nmade a reputation that had filtered to the far
corners of the earth. They could get recognition fromthe authorities of any nation. Bandits in
Quter Mongolia, thieves in Paris, had been known suddenly to shut up shop and lie very |ow upon
getting the nmere informati on that Doc Savage was in the vicinity.

Al'l of which seemed to nmean nothing to the boy in uniform He extended the owW. "Here," he said.
"This chicken is for you, | guess."

Doc Savage took the ow. The bird accepted the transfer placidly, |ooking the bronze nan over
with one eye.

"The boss says," said the boy, "for you to ask your friend not to stick his owms in our candy
jars no nore."

"Did your boss see the man who brought the ow ?" Doc asked.

"Uh- huh. "

"We might talk to him then," Doc said.

The bronze man placed the oW on a chair. The bird had beconme interested in Monk. He fell to

wat ching the honmely chemist with gimet intensity.

Doc Savage went downstairs with the boy.

THE candy-shop proprietor was an advertisement for his business—+otund, pink, and cherubic. He



| ooked like a piece of his own candy. H s tenper, however, was a green persimmon.

"You owe ne, mster," he said fiercely, "for the jar of candy in which that oW was thrust."

Doc Savage asked quietly, "What did the nan | ook |ike?"

"What do | care?" the man snapped. "He | ooked |ike Abraham Lincoln. He carried a ski pole. Wat
about the candy?"

"The man fled, | understand," Doc said.

The proprietor turned purple. "He was a crook." He reached under the counter. "I wll thank you

to tell your friends not to bring these around!"

He sl apped a | arge revol ver down on the showcase.

Doc indicated the gun. "Wiich man dropped that? O was it dropped?"

"The man with the ski pole dropped it," snapped the proprietor. "He tried to get it out when he
saw the other man. It fell fromhis fingers and skidded under the counter. He did not seemto think
he had tinme to recover it. He fled."

"Thank you." Doc took the gun.

"What about the candy?" yelled the other.

An assi stant manager of the building dashed up, full of apologies to Doc Savage and with a
bile-filled |l ook for the candy man. Doc Savage, as the assistant manager well knew, was probably the
nmost inportant tenant in the building. He al so owned the structure.

DOC SAVAGE went back to his headquarters and, in the recreation room found Mnk wal ki ng around
and around the ow .

Monk pointed at the owm. "This thing's neck is on a swivel. | walk around and around him and he
keeps turning his head."

Doc Savage pl aced the revolver on the table.

"That ow's neck nust be wound up like a rubber band in a nodel airplane," Mnk said.

Doc examined the gun. It was good, but there was nothing to identify the man who had carried it.
Ham sai d, "Doc, did the man have a ski pol e?"

"Apparently."

"Just one?"

"Yes."

"l wonder," Ham said, "why he had just one ski pole?"

Monk said, "Maybe he carried it for the same reason you carry that silly cane."

Ham i gnored t he suggestion. "The fellow was in trouble, Doc. He was coming to us. The other nan,
the one with the dianonds and the Rolls-Royce, intercepted him The nman with the ski pole had to
flee for his life."

Doc Savage nodded slightly. "That must be what happened.”

"Why the owl ?" Ham asked.

The ow hinself proceeded to ask that question in a way that stood their hair on end.

The revolver lay on the table. The oW flewto it, |anded beside the gun. In a leisurely way, but
as if he knew what he was doing, the owW turned the gun around.

"Dunb cluck," Mnk said. "He thinks that gun is sonething to play—Hey! Look out!"

The ow clenched a claw over the hammer, squeezed and cocked the gun. Generations of forebears
who had picked up their living with their claws had given the ow strength to spare in his claws. He
cocked the gun without difficulty. Then he pulled the trigger.

The gun expl oded with the tremendous report that guns al ways nmake in a room

The bull et broke the glass out of the w ndow.

The oW calmy flew out of the hole he had made, and away.

Monk nede fighting-off-the-inpossible novenents with his hands.

He said, "That night chicken shot off that gun as if he had a human mnd!"

Chapter |I. JASPER

DOC SAVAGE j erked open a drawer and got a pair of binoculars and went to the wi ndow. He said,
"Grab two portable radio outfits and get downstairs. W are going to catch that ow if we can."
Monk and Ham hastily dashed into the | aboratory—the | aboratory conprised nost of the

headquart ers—and snatched up radi os. The outfits were about the size of the so-called "personal"
radio sets, but these were conplete transmtter-receiver outfits which would function on short wave
for a great distance.

The fact that chasing an ow was a silly thing to do did not occur to Monk and Hamuntil they
wer e downstairs.

"If it wasn’'t Doc’s orders," Mnk said, "I would think sonebody had |ost his mind around here."
Ham sai d, "Doc sounded serious."

Monk rubbed his jaw "That ow did act funny, at that."

The radio outfits which they were carrying said, "Go south fromthe main entrance of the

bui | di ng. When you reach the corner, advise ne."

Monk and Ham hurried outside. The cold grabbed theminstantly. The wind had a biting vigor and a
hurried force. It seized their coat skirts and popped them against their bodies. It tried to pull



the breath out of their lungs with icy fingers.

They had dashed out w thout their overcoats.

Monk said into his radio, "W're at the corner, Doc."

"Look up about ten stories," Doc Savage said. "There is a | edge. The ow alighted there."

Monk and Ham squi nted upward. Ham |l eveled an arm "That's your night chicken there, isn't it?"
Monk nodded, said, "He isn't mne," and into the radio, advised Doc, "W see him Wat now?"
"Keep an eye on the bird," Doc Savage said. "After he gets cold, he may be easy to catch."

Monk asked, "Doc, why so anxious to catch the ow ?"

The bronze man did not answer inmediately. Instead, there was a snmall trilling sound fromthe
radi o, a noise that caused Monk to stare at the instrument with interest. The trilling, |ow and
exotic, was a thing Doc Savage did w thout thinking, when he was nmentally excited.

Finally Doc said, "There is a possibility that the owl is a key to sonething very inportant."
Monk wanted to go further into the subject, but he was prevented from doing so by a sudden gasp
fromhis side.

Ham did not do the gasping. Their pointing upward, and the intensity with which they were

wat ching the owl on the | edge, had stopped a crowd of curious pedestrians. The weather never seens
to be too cold for a New Yorker to stop and ogle sonmething that someone else is ogling. Al ready,
there were at least fifty people around them and a wonan was sobbing and npaning that it was a baby
up there on the ledge and that it was going to fall any m nute.

The gaspi ng was caused when the oW flew off the | edge. On spread wi ngs, the bird came downward.
Now and then, he flapped his wings. He seened confortable, unm ndful of the cold, at hone in the
wi nd that seened about to turn to ice.

Al'so, the ow had a destination. A car. The bird flew to the machine. A wi ndow was down, and a
hand reached out and took the ow inside.

Monk reached the car and thrust his head inside.

Monk took a good | ook, said, "Blazes!"

The kid said, "What do you want, knob nose?"

HE was a round apple of a youth who | ooked as if his name should be Fritzie Katzenjamer or
sonmething like that. He was fat enough to be uncouth in a pair of skin-tight Fauntleroy pants, out
of which his stockinged | egs stuck |ike black sausages. Twel ve would catch his age. Mre or |ess.
But not much nore or |ess.

"What did you call me?" Mnk asked.

"Knob nose," the boy said. He exam ned Monk’s face. "I can think of other nanes."
"Kid," Mnk said, "you better not—
"Kid," said the youth, "is a varied word. The word kid neans a small wooden tub, an indentured

white servant, a hoax, the young of such aninals as the antel ope, the goat, and the roe deer, if
under one year old. Oiginated fromthe Scandi navi a—Germani ¢ word ki zzi."

Monk swal | owed. "Yeah?" he said.

"If you don’t believe it, look it up in the dictionary, frightful face," said the shaver.

"What are you doing with that ow ?" Mnk asked.

The tike scow ed at Monk. "None of your business, octopus countenance," he said.

Monk was an extrenely honely fellow. One did not have to neet himin a very dark alley to have
the eerie feeling that an ape had gotten | oose. Monk was not ordinarily sensitive about his extrene,
but rather pleasant, honeliness. But the fat boy was beginning to get Monk’s goat.

"Gme that oW, you little punk!" Mnk grow ed.

He reached for the owl. The boy jerked the ow back. This disturbed the oW, who decided Mnk’'s
hand was the nost suitable object for his displeasure.

There was a brief interval of howing, commotion, after which all conbatants separated to take
stock of themselves. Mnk’s hand | ooked as if a cat had tried to dine. Two ow feathers were
floating around in the car. Hamwas holding his sides with mrth. He thought it was very funny.
The boy was indignant. "Wat do you nean, treating Onasso that way?" he denanded.

Monk indicated the ow. "Is that Omasso?"

The boy nodded. "Owasso is a type Bubo virginianus, a cousin of Bubo ignavus which is conmon over
Europe and Asia north of the H nal ayas. The species is sonetinmes called the eagle ow ."

"He'll he a hairless oW if he takes hold of me again," Mnk said.

Sonet hi ng occurred to Ham and he inspected the boy thoughtfully.

"You see anything of a man with a ski pol e?" Ham asked.

"Pole," said the boy, "comes fromthe Latin word, polus. Various kinds of poles are a point of a
sphere, a place where a force is concentrated, the vertex of lines in that plane that belongs to a
given linear conplex, norphologically or physiologically differentiated areas of an axis, a point
where a function conplex variable becones infinite so that the reciprocal of the function is

hol onor phic in the i mredi ate nei ghborhood of the point—Are you listening, dog face?"

Monk indi cated the boy. "Ham how old would you take it to be?"

Ham scrutini zed the boy. "Twelve," he said. "Wich would be el even years, eleven nonths,
twenty-ni ne days too old."



"What do you two beans want?" asked the boy.

Monk indi cated the boy again. "Ham is it human?"

"You two make nme die |laughing," the boy said. "WII| you get your No. 12s off the running board of
this car, and let me drive on?"

"You're not old enough to drive this car," Mnk advised.

Ham st epped back, stared at the car. "Hey, this is a police machine."

"Sure," said the Kid.

"Where did you get it?" Ham asked. "I suppose your dad is a cop?"

"l snitched the car," said the boy. "If ny old man was a cop, ny old woman woul d have drowned him
when he was a pup."

Ham and Monk exchanged | ooks. "Nice spriggins,"” Mnk said. "He steals police cars."

"I'"d be able to stand him" Hamsaid, "if he told us sonething about that oW . Wuere did you get
the ow, boy?"

"You see that man yonder?" The boy pointed. "He gave nme the ow. Go ask him Tell himlittle
Jasper sent you."

The man indi cated was an average-|ooking fellow, staring into a show w ndow.

Monk and Ham wal ked toward him

The car started behind them They turned. The unusual boy was driving away. He drove reckl essly,
in away to make hair stand on end.

"l got a hunch," Hamsaid, "that little Jasper pulled one on us."

The man the boy had pointed out told them "OM ? | know nothing about any ow. | am a bookkeeper
enpl oyed by a hat conpany on the sixth floor of this building. | just canme down to lunch, and | have
been working since early this norning without |eaving ny desk. | can prove it, too."

"Just let it go, brother,"” Mnk told him "Just forget all about it."

MONK and Ham cont enpl at ed each ot her unhappily. "Doc will not have any paroxysm of joy about
this," Mnk said. "That kid pulled us in, what | nean."

"He poured us right down a hole, all right," Ham adm tted.

"Did you ever see such a kid before?" Mnk asked in amazenent.

"Seeing himwas not half as much as hearing him" Hamsaid. "Did you hear that guff he rattled
of f about ow s?"

"If the ow was his, maybe he's read up on ows."

"He had read up on the word, pole, and the word, kid, too," Hamremi nded. "Sonme brat, little
Jasper."

"He beats nme," Monk admitted. "He couldn’'t be nore than twelve years old. And he was rattling off
stuff there that | never heard of. Sounded to ne as if he had committed the stuff to nenory out of
the dictionary and the encycl opedia."

Ham was silent. He was al so thoughtful. He ran his fingers over the cane he carried—t was a
sword cane—abstractedly.

"Rermenber the ow, Monk?"

Monk eyed his clawed hand. "Heck, I'mnot likely to forget that chicken."

"The oW was smart."

"He had sharp claws, too."

"l mean the way he fired that gun up in headquarters."”

"Aw, shucks, that was just a trick someone had taught him | bet it was that sassy brat’'s work."
Ham chuckl ed, and the chuckle turned into a hearty | augh.

"What’'s so uproariously funny?" Mnk asked him

Ham strai ghtened out his face. "Just the idea of us standing here and discussing an owl and a kid
as if it were a life-and-death matter. It's sort of wacky, don't you think?"

Monk said, "For sone reason, Doc seemed excited. Do you renenber Doc ever getting excited over
sonet hi ng that was not inportant?"

Their radio outfits—they were carrying the gadgets under their arms—said, "Mnk, Ham go a bl ock
west and a block south.” It was Doc Savage’'s voice. "There is sone kind of commotion there."

The commotion consisted of a wrecked car—the machi ne the sassy boy had been driving—pil ed agai nst
a pole. Its caved-in radiator was steamng; its windshield lay in pieces in the snow. There were two
policemen and a couple of hundred curious onl ookers on the sidewal k and hangi ng out of w ndows in
t he nei ghbor hood.

A man was telling one of the cops what had happened.

"A small boy was driving this car," said the man who had seen it, "when a man tried to kill him
The boy seenmed to know he was in danger. He drove the car toward the subway, skidded it into that
pol e, junped out and ran into the subway."

"Describe them" directed the officer.

"The man had a wooden ski pole," said the observer, and the boy had an ow ."

Monk nudged Ham "Doc was right," Mnk nuttered. "There is sonething going on. And it’s not as
funny as it |looked to us a mnute ago."



Chapter 111. THE GALLANT MAN

JEFFERSON SHAIR | eft his apartment at four o' clock that afternoon. He was carrying his steel sk
pole, his favorite pole, the mate to which he had |lost in an unexpected aval anche, while he was
cutting across a mountain slope on his skis in a steep schuss the week before

Because it was only four o' clock, Jefferson Shair believed that he m ght be able to obtain a mate
for the pole in a ski shop in the nei ghborhood. Previously, he had not known there was a |arge sk
supply shop in the imediate vicinity. He had obtained the information fromthe tel ephone classified
directory, something he had not thought of doing before

He left his brownstone house in the Seventies but stopped on the steps to | ook around. He

whi stled twi ce and nade enticing clucking noises

"Here, Owasso," he called hopefully. "Conme, Onasso! Nice ow."

There was no sign of Omasso, the ow

On second thought, Jefferson Shair turned back to his door, rang and spoke to the dignified

butl er who opened the door. "Clarence, if little Jasper should return, try to confine himto the
prem ses, wll you?"

Clarence, the butler, |ooked as if soneone was trying to feed himan apple containing a worm
"Beggi ng pardon, sir, but that may be difficult," he said.

"No doubt it will," Jefferson Shair agreed. "But if little Jasper returns, endeavor to confine
himto the prem ses. Keep him here."

"Coul d you suggest a nmethod of doing so, sir?" asked the butler

Jefferson Shair grimaced. "I woul d suggest a thorough application of an ol d-fashi oned razor

strap, if you have one."

"l have tried that, sir. It was not effective."

"Then try a stove poker on him" snapped Jefferson Shair. "Do your best, O arence."

"Yes, sir," said darence

Jefferson Shair then adjusted his hat against the cold wind, turned up his collar, tucked in his
muffler, put his hands in his pockets and noved out on the street. He whistled as he wal ked al ong
bet ween the banks of shovel ed snow, but his eyes were not carefree or happy. They kept roving with
t he unending caution of a hunted ani nal

HE met the girl on the corner. She was a small, nice-looking girl in good clothing. She had brown
eyes and anber hair and a nose that turned up at the end and a scared expression. It was a very
scared expression

She took hold of Jefferson Shair’'s well-pressed coat sleeve and said, "Please!"

Shair | ooked at her and said, "I beg your pardon. There nust be sone m stake."

"Please," the girl said. "Please walk down the street with nme."

Jefferson Shair was a long and very gaunt nman with sone of the physical qualities of Abraham
Lincoln. The fact that he was so very well grooned detracted somewhat from his Lincol n-esque
characteristics, but the resenblance was neverthel ess marked. This made himlook |ike the kind of a
person to whom young | adies in distress would natural ly appeal

"I amsorry," said Shair, "but | never saw you before."

The girl gave his arman inperative tug. "Please wal k down the street with nme," she said

Wth sone suspicion, Shair asked, "WII| you explain why | should do that?"

"I"'min difficulty," the girl said

Shair | ooked at her face. It was al nost inpossible to be suspicious of such a nice countenance

and he nelted. He put a hand on the young lady’'s el bow, and they strolled down the street, bending
forward against the wind that was so cold it felt solid

"Wl you explain your trouble?" Shair suggested. "Perhaps | can help."

The girl nodded. "Let us go into sone place where it is warm and I'Il tell you the story."
Jefferson Shair gl anced about, and selected a tea roomacross the street. He said, "WII that

pl ace do? | have been a patron several times, and they serve an excellent mnestrone soup, a bow of
whi ch woul d do each of us good."

"Ch, excellent," said the girl.

A morment before she entered the tea room the girl turned and gl anced back al ong the street. She
gripped Shair’s arm

"See that man?" She pointed

Shair got only a glinpse of the fellow, because the man seened to realize they had noticed him
and turned hastily into a doorway. Shair could tell little about the man. The individual wore a
checkered Macki naw coat. That was about all.

"l got a bare glinpse of the person,” Shair admtted

"That," said the girl, "is the man | amafraid of."

They sat in a tiny booth where there was privacy.

"My nane," said the girl, "is Lola Huttig."

"My name is Jefferson Shair, Lola," Shair told her. "I ama big-ganme hunter. A professiona
hunter."

Lol a’s eyes widened. "My profession is not nearly as glanorous as that," she said. "I worked as a



nmodel for a conpany which manufactures raincoats, until a week ago, when | lost ny job. Since then

I have not been able to find work." She hesitated, then touched Shair’s sleeve. "I do not want you

to get the idea that | amgoing to ask you for noney."

"The thought never entered ny head,"” Shair said gallantly.

"However, | do want help," Lola added

"What can | do for you?"

A wai tress brought them steam ng mnestrone soup in red bows. They waited until she had gone

"The man | showed you— Lola Huttig said, and hesitated

"Yes," pronpted Shair.

"He's been nolesting me," Lola explained. "He follows nme everywhere. | think he got me fired from

nmy nodeling job. Since then, he has been a terrible nuisance."

"Why is he bothering you?" Shair asked

Lola grimaced. "It's rather ugly. He seens to think he can terrify me into marrying him"

Shair smled. "I thought that sort of thing went out of date with fanmily nortgages and villains

with long nmustaches."

"Well, that’'s the way it is," Lola said distastefully. "It's awful."

"What is the man’s nane?"

"l don’t know," Lola said. "I’ve never even had a date with him"

Shair chuckl ed again. The girl’s concern seened unnecessary to him but she was such a little

bird of a thing in distress that he felt an urge to assist her

"What do you want nme to do?" he inquired

The girl produced a revolver. She calmy placed the pistol on the table and said, "I want you to

take this and scare him"

Jefferson Shair | ooked at the pistol with slightly distended eyes

"You don’t scare people with those things," he said. "You kill them"

"Ch!" Lola's hand flew to her cheek. "You don't understand. The gun was ny father’'s. He is dead

And it is |oaded with blanks."

She broke open the cylinder of the gun. The way she did it showed that she had not handl ed

firearms to any extent. She pushed the cartridges across the table to Shair. The shells obviously

had no lead in them

"See? Blanks," the girl said

Shair nodded. "Yes, they are blanks. You wouldn’t hurt anyone shooting themw th these."

"It would make a big noise, wouldn't it?" Lola asked

"Ch, yes. Alnpst as big a noise as a genuine cartridge."

"That," said the young woman with satisfaction, "is what | thought. You see—+t is ny idea to

threaten the man with this and shoot at hima few times. But | lost ny nerve. | am scared of guns.
I couldn’t pull the trigger."

Jefferson Shair chuckled confortingly. She was indeed a helpless little thing

Lola said, "I . . . | wonder—pl ease, would you shoot the nman with the bl anks for ne?"

Shair was startled. "M?"

"Ch, yes," Lola said. She took his hand pl eadingly. "You see, he would probably think you were a

boy friend of mne, or even ny husband, maybe. And shooting himw th the blanks would scare the wits

out of him and he wouldn’'t bother ne any nore."

Ri ght there, Jefferson Shair showed sonething that nade himdifferent from other nen

An ordinary man woul d not have accepted the strange young woman’s invitation to be her defender

in such an unusual fashion. But it was exactly the kind of a thing that appealed to Jefferson Shair

He was somewhat of an adventurer at heart.

"I"1l doit," Shair told her. "It will be anusing."
"Ch, I"'mso glad!" Lola |looked as if she wanted to hug him "You are a brave man, aren’t you?"
"Not necessarily brave," Shair said nodestly. "It just happens that | have done a few unusua

things inny tinme."

Lola Huttig was wi de-eyed with interest. "You said you were a professional hunter; didn't you

M. Shair?" Lola, wide-eyed with interest, was really sonething to nake a nale’s heart stand up and
shake itself

Jefferson Shair showed he was entitled to a little hair on his chest by expanding warmy under

the attractive young wonan’s obvi ous admration

"l was in Africa for a great many years," he explained. "I was what they call a white hunter in
Africa. | took out parties of big-game hunters. But after the war began, | came back to Amrerica and
went to ny nmountain | odge. There, | conduct big-game hunting parties in the fall—-and, now and then

a party of ski experts. It is very rugged country around ny | odge, and only expert skiers are able
to work in the district. But for an expert, it is wonderful."

Lol a indicated the ski pole. "You are an expert, | presune."

Shair nodded. "I ski a little."

"I think it would be wonderful," Lola told him "to be an expert on skis."

Shai r expanded even nore. "| was international slalomchanpion, three years running, and downhil

chanpi on of Europe two tinmes."



"I's that good?" Lol a asked naively.

Shair laughed. "I'"'mthe only man in the world who has been able to do it."

"Ch," Lola said.

She gave hi m anot her hal f-hour of the build-up, as sweet as nolasses turning to sugar and as
snmooth as vel vet.

JEFFERSON SHAIR then killed the man!

It was what they had wanted himto do, naturally.

It happened after they left the tea roomand while they were wal king down a deserted street.
The man—the man in the checkered Macki naw whi ch Lol a had poi nted out as her annoyer—stepped out
of a doorway and said, "Wait a mnute, dear."

Lol a clutched Shair’s armand said, "Here he is again!"

Shair scowl ed at the man. He was warned up to the point where he was very anxious to be a

def ender of wonanhood, provided the sanple of wonmanhood was as attractive as Lola Huttig.

Shair said, "Brother, what do you want?"

The man in the Macki naw scowl ed. "What's it to you? Listen, you better drift along."

Shair said, "You ve been annoying this girl. It's got to stop!"

Lola helped it out by taking hold of Shair’s armand saying, "M. Shair is ny boy friend."
"That’'s right!" Shair snapped. "Listen, fellow, you' ve got to stop annoying Mss Huttig."

The man sneered, told Shair, "Better go roll your hoop, pal."

Shair bristled. "Don't tell nme what to do, you chaser!"

"Yeah?" the man snarled. "Don't get tough!"

Shair was enjoying this. He liked protecting Lola. Also, he disliked this man. He detested the
fellow intensely, for such short acquaintance.

Shair called the man several violent names.

At this point, a man stepped out of a car across the street and |l eveled a small hand
nmotion-picture canera at the tabl eau. Sinultaneously, another man farther up the street appeared
wi th another novie canera. Shair did not happen to notice this.

Shair called the man sonme nore nanmes. He drew the pistol which the girl had shown hi mcontained
bl ank cartridges.

He proceeded to shoot the man in the Macki naw coat. He shot the man six tinmes. The man fell on
his back. Hi s nmouth opened and a red flood came out. H's chest convul sed, and red canme out of it
I'i ke small fountains.

"You've killed him" Lol a gasped.

She turned, ran, bending forward and fighting the bitterly cold w nd.

Shair | ooked foolishly at the gun.

"Bl anks," he nmuttered. "They weren't blanks!"

Across the street, the man with the novie canera yelled, "You nurdered that man! He didn't even
threaten you. You just shot himdown in cold blood. | got a picture of you doing it!"

Shair’'s face turned slightly blue with rage.

He lifted the gun and aimed at the man with the camera and pulled the trigger tw ce. The hamer
snapped on di scharged cartridges. The man with the canmera fell over backward into an areaway,
scream ng, "Police! Help!"

Wth presence of mind, Shair wiped fingerprints off the pistol. He tossed it into the snow.
"Don't think | don’t see through this trick!" he bellowed in the direction of the man across the
street.

Then he turned and ran away through the cold and the biting wind that chased himlike an ani mal
of ice. Shair took along his ski pole.

Chapter IV. G RL GETS OAL

LOLA HUTTI G was crying. Sobbing as she ran. She traveled wildly with no particular destination
and no special object except to get as far away fromthere as quickly as she could. Instinct was
driving her. The instinct of self-preservation.

She knew what she had done, and the realization had brought horror that was like a black pit. To
run away was the only thing she could think of.

Those bl anks in the pistol—+they hadn’t been blanks at all. They had told her the shells were
bl anks when they hired her. But they hadn’'t been. The cartridges had been specially |oaded slugs
whi ch—probably with an increased powder charge—would kill a man at cl ose range. They had killed the

man in the Macki naw coat!

The man in the Macki naw was another actor. At |east, she supposed he was. That was what they had
told her he would be. But now he was dead.

One part of what she had told Jefferson Shair had been the truth—the part about being out of

wor k, and about |osing her job nodeling raincoats. The part that she had not told Shair was that she
was an actress.

Lol a had not told Shair how hungry she was; how badly she needed nobney. How, when a nan

approached her in a theatrical agent’s office, she had been desperate enough to take this job. The



man had made it sound innocent

"It's a gag,"” the fellowtold her. "I know it sounds screwy. But it's just a gag on this fellow
Shair. A gag to win a bet. He bet a pal that chivalry was dead, and he would not fall for hel ping
any lady in distress. Pull this off, inveigle himinto shooting the blank cartridges at this other
actor who is supposed to be nolesting you, and you'll get fifty dollars."

Fifty dollars was a | ot of noney.

So now the actor was dead, back there on the sidewal k. And two nen had taken novies of the

ki lling.

Movi es

Lol a stopped. The pictures! She just renenbered them actually. She had noticed the nen with the
caneras, but she had been too shocked to put two and two together and get an answer.

She had been an innocent victimin a frame-up for nurder

"How fantastic!" she said through clenched teeth

She turned and went back

SHE probably woul d never have found the nen, except that she had a piece of luck. The pair—the

two men who had taken pictures of the murder with small cameras—were conferring with a third man
They handed this third man their caneras, and the fellow drove away with the cameras in great haste
The two nen waited on the sidewal k. They stood there | ong enough to becorme very cold. They

stanped and wind mlled their arms, blew fogging gul ps of breath on their stiffening fingers
Eventual | y, another nan appeared and joined the pair of photographers who had gotten rid of their
carmeras and the filmthe instruments contai ned

The three spoke to each other. Then all three turned and wal ked to a bar

Lol a had cone back to get the novie filns. Now, they were gone. Al she had was the |icense

nunber of the car driven by the man who had taken the caneras away.

Lol a had wanted the filns because they showed that she was present when the nurder occurred
Probably, they inplicated her. She did not know. She did know that she wanted the filnms so that she
coul d destroy them

Gimy, she followed the men into the bar. She was careful about it. She took a side door, nmade
sure the place was gl oonmy. She noted that a policeman was standing at the bar having a cup of coffee
and deci ded she woul d be safe in case the nen discovered her eavesdroppi ng on them

She slid into the adjacent booth without attracting attention, and proceeded to take in all she
coul d hear

The three were having hot Tomand Jerries to warmthemup for a little job they seened to have
ahead

"I don’t like to go to Shair’'s apartnent," one of the nen said

"Like it or not, orders are to go there," another nman told him

"The owl probably isn't there."

"The boss wants us to | ook and see, anyway."

" Suppose, " said the uneasy nenber of the trio, "that Shair is there."

"He won't be."

"What makes you think not?"

"He's got sense enough not to cone back. He'll figure we have put the police on his trail."

The third nmenber of the trio, who had not previously spoken, said, "Orders are to go to Shair’s
place, so we'll go there. Say, that was a neat gag we pulled. | never thought the silly thing would
wor k. "

"It was crazy!" said the timd one

"It was dammed smart!" corrected the other

"How you figure?"

"Shair," said the other, "had got it into his head to go to Doc Savage for help. W stopped him
this afternoon. But he was sure to try again."

"How do you figure the nurder he just got framed into pulling will stop himfrom seei ng Savage?"
dermanded the timd man

"Listen, he’'ll be afraid of the police, now He' Il go back to his | odge. Once he does that, we’l
know where he is and how to handle him"

The second nmenber of the trio said, "I think you got the boss’ plan wong."

"Yeah?"

"I think he wants a hold on Shair. | think that's why the boss had us take the pictures. Those

filnms are evidence that Shair killed that fellowin cold blood. At least, that's the way it would
look to any jury."

"What about the girl?"

The other grunted. "She was in the picture, wasn't she? Wiere will that |eave her if she goes to
the police? She's smart enough not to do that."

"All right, we'll forget about the girl," the other man decl ared

Lola Huttig, in the adjacent booth, conpressed her lips grimy



THE butl er named Cl arence opened the door of Jefferson Shair’s town house and said, "Good

eveni ng, gentlenen. Wiat can | do for you?"

One of the men held out a paper and said, "Here, read this, and you'll understand why we are
here."

The paper had very fine print which required all the butler’s attention |long enough for himto

get hit over the head with a bl ackjack made out of a stout silk handkerchief filled with broken
icicles which they had picked off a nearby | edge. The icicle blackjack had the advantage of being an
instrument which could be disposed of readily. It was not sonething likely to be produced in court
as evi dence

The wi el der of the blackjack tossed the ice onto the stoop where it would nelt.

"Drag the old geezer inside," he said

This was done. They cl osed the door behind them

"Now, |ook for Shair," said the man. "And be careful! Shair is a guy with iron in his system"

Two men went seeking with pistols. They were gone about five mnutes, during which there was a
commotion in the rear of the house. Then they returned

"There's sonebody in a back room" one of themreported. "He won't let us in."

" Shair?"

"Nah, | think it’s that kid, little Jasper."

"Let himstay in there."

"That’s O K by nme," the man agreed cheerfully. "Little Jasper is sonething | don't need in ny
life."

"Find the oW, and quit trying to be funny."

"O K," the man said

They hunted. They wandered through tall rooms, rich with the fine things that taste and noney can
acquire. There were roons of old arnor and old paintings and fine old furniture as rich and pl easant
as the gold froman Egyptian pharaoh’s tonb

"No oW ," one of the nen said. "W’ ve | ooked everywhere."

"Everywhere," said the nman who had used the ice bl ackjack, "except that roomwhere little Jasper
is."

THEY knocked on the door of the room The first knock, a polite one with a doubled fist, got no
answer. For the next knock, they used a chair, which they broke against the door. They also fired a
pistol into the door for punctuation

They seened to know what woul d get results with little Jasper

"Go away," little Jasper advised fromthe other side of the door. "You re waking ne up."

One of the nen said confidentially to the door, "Jasper, if you don’t want your head pul |l ed off
your shoul ders, conme out of there."

"You think I wll?" Jasper asked

"l think you better."

"You' re crazy," said Jasper, "if you think I will. | know you fellows. You' re Terrence. Sloppy
Stone and Harry are with you."

"Cone outta there, Jasper!" bell owed Terrence

"Not hi ng doing," Jasper replied. "I would as soon associate with three fully prinmed skunks."
"Jasper," Terrence said om nously, "we may becone angry with you."

"Nuts!" Jasper said. "The word nut neans a goddess of the heavens, an indi hescent polycarpellary
one-seeded fruit, a man's head, a perforated block of netal, a part on a violin, the vertical axis
of a potter’s wheel, a rounded biscuit, and the act of currying favor. | amnot referring to the
| ast-nmenti oned neaning."

Terrence took a deep breath

"Jasper," he asked, "is that ow in there?"

"What ow ?"

"Onasso. "

"Of course not," Jasper said. "Watever gave you such an idea?"

The three nmen drew back fromthe door and | ooked at each other. They nodded sol enmmly. They knew

Jasper.

"The oW is in there," one of themsaid. "W'Ill have to break down the door and get it."

Jasper apparently heard this, because he said, "You try smashing this door down, and you will be
sorry. | know all about you fellows and what you are trying to pull on Jefferson Shair."

The three | ooked at each other uneasily

Jasper added, "I'Il tell the police the whole story. Then where will you be?"

"You don’t know a dammed thing, Jasper," said Terrence

"“In the jail house, that’'s where you' |l be," Jasper assured him "A nice rock jailhouse with an
electric chair init."

The man’s face darkened. "Get a chair," he ordered. "A heavy one. W'l get this door. W' ve got

to have that ow ."
They bustl ed around and found a piece of furniture heavy enough for their project. One of them



| ooked out the front door, and another one scrutinized the court in the rear, to nake sure the coast
was clear, with no policenen sufficiently in the neighborhood to hear the racket of breaking down a
door.

The man who | ooked out of the rear nearly discovered Lola Huttig. Nothing but a stroke of |uck
saved her from being found. She was standing al nost beside the back door. She sinply stepped to the
left, where there was a small projection, and flattened herself there. The man did not notice her
He was not expecting anyone so cl ose

The man eased the door shut very carefully when he closed it; and, |ike many doors, this one
required slanmm ng before the spring | ock would function. It did not catch. Lola opened the door and
went in.

She was di scovering a rather surprising thing about herself. She had nuch nore courage than she

had thought she possessed. It was a good feeling

Lola Huttig's past life had been for the nost part a poverty-stricken one. She had never held a
job which paid a great deal of nobney. She had personally secured her education with hard work and
persi stence, and she had fallen into the habit of envying others their easy life and snooth manners
The next natural step was to wonder if she didn't |lack sonething that other nore successful people
had. Courage, perhaps. O confidence, or whatever it was.

But now she was going ahead i n what was unquestionably a dangerous situation and was finding that
she was perfectly sure of herself. She was even intrigued by the bizarre nystery of it

It was, she took tine to think, a rather curious little sidelight to her character to crop up at
this point, and under such conditions as the present ones

THERE was sone doubt whether Lola actually saved little Jasper’'s life
What happened was sinple in one way and conplicated in another. It was sinple in the direct

passi ons concerned. The nen were there to steal an oW and kill little Jasper. That was the sinple
part. The conplicated portion was the notivations. Wy steal an oW ? Wiy kill little Jasper? The
killing of little Jasper was, in part, understandable. They wanted to silence him He knew them

They wanted to shut himup

Lola Huttig used two cans of pepper out of the kitchen. They were | arge cans. She took off the

lids, then threw the cans at the nmen who were breaking down the door. She got the throw ng done just
as the door coll apsed

There was sneezing and profanity. In the mdst of the confusion, little Jasper popped out of the
room He ran very fast, considering that he was alnpst as wide as tall. He had an owl. The ow for
once did not | ook sleepy.

Lol a grabbed little Jasper’s arm and ran with himdown the hall. In this, she got no

co-operation fromJasper. He kicked her shins, and when that had no effect, tried to trip her
Lol a had been nursenaid to enough brats in her owmn tinme to have a system of her own. She took
hol d of Jasper’s left ear with a grip that left no doubts

The pepper did not work as well as she had hoped, and the men behind them started shooting

Jasper said, "Here, go this way!"

They ducked through a door. Across the roomwas another door. No doubt, it |led outside to cold
winter freedom But it was |ocked. Lola struggled with the | ock. Then she picked up a chair with the
i dea of smashing at the door

"That’s no use," advi sed Jasper. "These doors are made of Tectona grandis, better known as teak
The yel |l ow or brown heartwood of genuine teak does not attack iron, unlike oak, and India, Burma
and Siamare the only sources of genuine teak. Other false teaks are the West African teak, and
‘eng’ or ‘yang’ teak from|ndo- Ml aya."

Lol a had neglected this lecture on teak to try another door which let her into a bathroom O at
first she thought it was a bath. Then she saw that it was a gymmasium There was an exerci se nachi ne
or two, an electric-cabinet bath, a shower, and the other stuff found in a fairly wealthy man’s gym
There were bars over the w ndows.

Jasper had cl osed the door through which they had cone. A bullet clouted a snmall but inpressive
hol e in the panel

"They’ ve got us trapped,"” said Jasper

Lola still carried her chair. She broke one of the gymw ndows. The cold outdoor air junped in as
if it were an ani mal

Qut of the window, Lola yelled, "Help, police! Burglars! Help! Help!" She put enough stark
fear—+t was not hard to do—n her voice to convince anybody who m ght hear

To Jasper, she said, "Conme here, little boy! | can push you out through these bars."

Jasper | ooked at the bars. "Not nme, you won't. I'mfatter than you think."

A happy idea hit Jasper

"We can put Owmasso outdoors, though," he said

"Onasso?" Lol a was puzzl ed

"My owl "

Lol a snapped, "Oh, stop being silly about that owm. Let the thing go. Qur lives are in danger."
Little Jasper |ooked at her grimy. "You got it wong, |ady. Those nen want the owl. If we turn



the oW |oose, they may go chase himand I et us alone."

Lol a thought that if there was nuch nore of this foolishness about an owl, she was going to get
hysteri cal

Somet hing with the hard sound of a gun nuzzle rapped the door and one of the men said, "Let’'s
have that ow!"

Lol a wondered if she was actually crazy.

AFTER the man pounded tw ce nore on the door, Lola concluded that a certain amount of |ying was
justified, and shrieked, "Don’t you cone in here! 1'll shoot! |I have a gun!"

"Lady," said the nman ominously, "you're mxed up in this plenty already, w thout getting us
peeved at you."

Lol a snapped, "Don't cone in! I'll shoot!"
Jasper had been gazing about the place. Now he | ooked at Lola with considerabl e disgust
"Al cohol ," Jasper said, "is a hydroxide of organic radicals, obtained chiefly from potatoes and

mai ze. Purified, or absolute alcohol, boils at 78.3 degrees centigrade and has a specific gravity of
0.763."

Lola nade a wild sound. "That," she said, "is as crazy as the rest of this."
Jasper was disgusted. "Take that big jug of rubbing al cohol and pour it in that pail," he said.
"Pour some of the alcohol on the floor. It will burn. Set a match to what you pour on the floor

When those men rush in, throw the bucketful of alcohol over them"
Lol a pressed a hand to her cheek in astonishnent. It would work!

"We' Il have fun!" Jasper said gleefully.
"How wi Il we get theminside?" Lola asked
"Yeah, they think you ve got a gun." Jasper shrugged. "Just fix the alcohol, and |'I| take care

of the rest.”

Lol a hurriedly prepared the al cohol trap. The pungent order of the stuff rushed through the room
When she tossed a match into the al cohol she had poured on the floor, the stuff burned with such a
transparent blue flanme that she had to hold her hand over the blaze before she was sure it was
af | ame.

Jasper said. "Al right, now Threaten them"

"Stay out!" Lola cried at the door. "I've got a gun! |I'll shoot you!"

Jasper said loudly, "Lady, you ain't got no gun. What are you lying to themfor?"

Qutside, the men swore. They hit the door together, burst it down. They cane through, all three
of them in an eager hurry, and Lola tossed the bucket of rubbing al cohol

The results were all she had hoped for. The three men forgot all about the ow named Owmasso, and
what ever el se was in their mnds

LOLA and Jasper stepped over the formof the butler, Carence, who was still unconscious, and ran
out into the wind-filled street
They hailed a passing taxicab and clinbed inside. Jasper still had the ow

Lol a settled back breathlessly. "Jasper, you are wonderful! You are amazing!"

Jasper grinned. "M. Jefferson Shair always said that nmeeting me was |ike finding poison in the
sugar bow ."

Lola stared at him He actually didn't | ook a day over twelve years old, and she didn't believe
he was.

"Sonething like that," she admitted. "But you really are amazi ng, Jasper."

Jasper contenplated the ow thoughtfully.

"1’ m amazi ng enough to have another idea," he said. "But | don’t know whether |'Il tell you about
it. Jefferson Shair always said you couldn't predict what a dane would do."

"It wouldn’t hurt to talk about it," Lola suggested

Jasper frowned for a while. Then he nodded. He | eaned forward and tapped on the wi ndow to get
their driver’'s attention

"My man," he said to the driver, "kindly convey us in a mdtown direction at an accel erated
pace. "

The driver glanced around at Jasper, scratched his head, and shrugged. He headed the cab

downt own.

"What is your idea, Jasper?" Lola asked

"Jefferson Shair was going to a man nanmed Doc Savage," said Jasper. "I think it mght be an
excellent idea if we copied his exanple."

Lol a was puzzled. "Wwo is Doc Savage?"

"He's quite a guy," Jasper said. "And | think | make an understatenent in saying so."

"Why was M. Shair going to M. Savage?"

"He was taking himthe oW ," Jasper expl ained

Chapter V. DEATH FOR OMASSO
DOC SAVAGE, with no show of expression, listened to Lola Huttig's story. \Wenever the girl paused



to assenble nore words, there was no sound but the needling of small hard flakes of snow agai nst the
wi ndows and the fluttering of a large sheet of oilcloth which Monk Mayfair had stuck with adhesive
tape over the hole made in the wi ndow when Onasso the ow fired the revol ver.

Lol a took half an hour and told her story thoroughly. She put in enough of her poverty-ridden
past to make it clear why she had accepted the rather strange job of inveigling Jefferson Shair into
firing a supposedly blank cartridge at another actor.

"They told ne it was a gag, and | believed them" she repeated. "I guess hunger makes peopl e
gullible.”

She finished the story, |eaving out nothing, and waited for Doc Savage to comment.

He did not say anything.

"You can turn nme over to the police," she said nervously. "As | have explained, | suppose | am
technically guilty of some kind of nmurder charge in connection with the death of that poor actor."
During the girl’s recital, first Monk had arisen and | eft the room Then, when the honely chem st
returned, Ham departed.

Ham now r et ur ned.

Doc turned slightly toward Monk and Ham and asked, "Does her story check?"

Monk said, "A nurdered nan identified as an actor was found in the Sixties a while ago. He
answers the description of the actor Mss Huttig says was hired to play the part of her annoyer."
Ham said, "I just checked on Jefferson Shair’s home. The fire departnment just finished putting
out a fire that had started in the gymmasium The butler, a man giving his name as C arence Mken,
was found unconscious in the place."

"Any trace of the three men Mss Huttig says were trying to get the o and kill Jasper?" Doc
Savage inquired.

"No trace," Hamreplied. "But a neighbor reports three nen dashing into the street and rolling in
the snow to put out their flam ng clothes. Then the three ran away. That explains what becane of
them "

Doc Savage told Lola Huttig quietly, "Your story seens to check. Now, would you m nd expl aini ng
just why you canme to us?"

Lol a showed sone confusion. "I guess," she said, "it was because | couldn’t think of anything
else to do."

"You want hel p?"

"Naturally. | do not like what those nen did to nme. | think it was pretty horrible, murdering an
innocent man the way they did. It was ruthless."

Jasper and the owl had taken in everything in silence. Now, Jasper snorted.

"Not half as ruthless," he said, "as other things they will probably think up."

Doc Savage turned to the youngster. "They were really after the ow, Jasper?"

"Sure! They’'ve been after it for days."

"\Npy 2"

"Riddle," said Jasper, "is a sieve, a device for straightening wire, to perforate with holes, an
apparatus for threshing grain, and anything puzzling, an enigma, or an anbi guous proposition."
"Meani ng?" Doc suggest ed.

"Just what | said," answered Jasper. "Ariddle."

DOC SAVAGE | eaned back, his strange flake-gold eyes intent on Jasper. He contenpl ated Jasper for
sone time, and the youngster showed signs of uneasiness. Jasper finally decided to ignore the bronze
man and fell to contenplating Monk, who was admring pretty Lola Huttig. Jasper tore a corner off a
newspaper, nade a spitball and hit Mnk on the ear.

"Hey, you!" Mdnk said indignantly. "I didn't |like you the first time | saw you, and the feeling
is increasing."

"Aw, dry up, dog face," Jasper advised.

Doc Savage said thoughtfully, "You seemto be a unique young fellow, Jasper. How old are you?"
"Fourteen," Jasper said.

"l took himfor about twelve," Lola remarked.

"I"'mfourteen," Jasper said, as if proud of it.

Doc Savage told him "You seemto have a remarkabl e fund of unusual information for a young man
of your age, Jasper."

Jasper seened enbarrassed. "Aw, nuts!" he nmuttered. He squirmed unconfortably and woul d say

not hi ng nore.

Doc Savage nodded slightly to Ham and they went into the adjoining room which was the library.
There were banks of shelves laden with scientific vol umes.

Doc Savage said, "Wiat do you nmake of the boy, Han®?"

"He's a remarkabl e conbinati on of nmental giant and street devil," Hamnuttered. "I never saw
anything like himbefore."

The bronze man indicated the tel ephone. "See what you can |l earn about Jefferson Shair," he

di rected.

He returned to the reception room noted that Jasper still seened enbarrassed and paid no



attention to the boy. He wal ked over to the oW, studied the bird for a while. Wen he extended a
finger, the ow noved over onto it. Jasper seened surprised

Doc said, "Qutwardly, he seens an ordinary type of ow."

"He's not ordinary," Jasper said defensively. "He's smart."

"You nean that you have trained the ow ?" Doc asked with interest

"Nah, he's just smart. He understands what you say to him" Jasper frowned. "I'l|l denpbnstrate to
you. This fancy Dan you call Ham here, has been telling me you have a | aboratory on this floor. In
a | aboratory, you keep things to experinment on. Have you got any mice in the | aboratory?"

"Yes, there are mce," Doc replied. "The doors are open to the library, and the nmice are in an
open cage, so that the oW could get themif he wi shed."

The oW cane to life, spread his wings, and started flying away.

"See!" said Jasper. "He understood."

Doc said hastily, "The mice are poi sonous. They have been treated with a chenmical in
experiments."

The ow turned and flew back, alighting on the polished top of the inlaid table, where he skidded
around awkwardly before settling in repose

"See!" repeated Jasper. "Understands every word."

Monk Mayfair stared at the o as if the bird were going to give off sparks and nusic or expl ode
I'i ke a bonb.

"l don’t believe it!" he nmuttered

THE i npressed silence created by the denonstration of ow intelligence was still thick in the
room when Ham Brooks cane in.

Ham said, "Jefferson Shair is what Mss Huttig said he was. Wiite hunter in Africa for years
Didn’t have to do it for a livelihood. He's a sportsman, fairly wealthy. G aduated froman Anerican
school and went to several foreign institutions of |earning. He specialized in zoo-chem stry,
whatever that is. A year or two after the war started over there, he cane back to America."

Ham revi emwed sone notes he had nade on a piece of paper. "That is about all. Since he come back

to America, Shair has not engaged in business, although he owns enough stock in a few snal
conpanies to take a part in their management. He never has done so. Principally, he stays at his
skiing | odge and occasionally accepts parties of high-paying expert skiers. Oh, yes—Shair is one of
the best skiers in the world. He won the downhill at two big Eastern neets |ast year, and has

al ready won once this year."

Monk said, "That is a lot of information not to tell us anything."

"Maybe you can do better," Ham snapped.

Monk and Ham never got along quietly together. A stranger nonmentarily expected themto have a
fight or worse, but violence never seened to materialize between the two.

There was an interruption caused by the arrival of two nore of Doc Savage’'s group of five

associ ates. The newconers were Col onel John Renny Renw ck, who had a |arge voice, larger fists and
was an eminent engi neer. The second was W/ |iam Harper Johnny Littlejohn, who was an emi nent

ar chaeol ogi st and geol ogi st and used words nobody under st ood

For the benefit of the new arrivals, Mnk recited what had happened

"Holy cow " said Renny

"1"11 be superamal gamated, " said Johnny.

Monk indicated the ow. "This night chicken seenms to be at the bottomof the trouble. But there
sits the owl. Do you see anything about himthat would start people conmtting nurders?"

Renny anbl ed over to the owl. Ownasso and the big-fisted civil engineer contenplated each ot her

The di sapproval seenmed to be nutual

"Just an ow," Renny runbl ed

Doc Savage said, "The ow belongs to the species Bubo virginianus, which extends over nobst of
North Anerica. They are sonber-colored birds and anong the | arger nenbers of the species. The ow
incidentally, forns a very commopn assenbl age in nature, and its suborder, Strigifornes, is not
closely related to the hawks and eagles. They are unlike other birds in that they incubate fromthe
laying of the first egg." The bronze man shrugged slightly. "Al of which is fact, but not of

i mportance at the nonent."

"That ow ," Mnk rem nded, "can fire a pistol. He can al so understand what you say to him"

Renny frowned. "I don't believe it."

Johnny—the archaeol ogi st and geol ogi st was taller and thinner than it seened any man coul d be and
have heal th—al so eyed the ow

"A meandrous arcanum" he remarked

Renny blinked. "A what?"

Little Jasper said, "A Hyrcynian annagranmati sm a |ogogriphic adjuration of |abyrynthine rebus."
Johnny’ s nouth came widely open and he absent-nindedly tried to put his nonocle in his eye. The
nmonocl e habitually dangled fromhis coat lapel. It was not a nonocle at all, but a nmagnifier which
Johnny used in his work. It had been years since Johnny used a nonocle for anything el se, but now he
tried to put it in his eye. He was really dunfounded



Bi g-fisted Renny burst into laughter. "Did you get a dose of your own nedicine!"
Monk said with infinite satisfaction, "Now you know what it's like to hear those words you use."

DOC SAVAGE arose and went to the boy. "Jasper, we have not heard your story," he said

Jasper rolled snmall foxlike eyes in a round face that was like a fox’s face w thout the pointed
muzzl e.

“I"mhungry, " Jasper said. "It's past ny dinner tine."

Lola Huttig said, "The boy knew those nen who wanted the ow ."

"Did you know them Jasper?" Doc Savage asked

"Nah, " Jasper said. "Look, when do we eat? Ownasso is hungry, too."

Monk snorted. "One good thing, he’'s not an expert liar."

"Me?" Jasper bristled. "M, a liar?"

"A regul ar Munchausen,” Mnk said

Jasper snorted. "Other great liars in history have been Janus, Tartuffe, Pharisee, Pecksniff
Joseph Surface, Judas, Tom Pepper, Scapin, Cagliostro—

"That's enough," Mnk nuttered

"Well, why don't you be original ?" Jasper suggested. "Wth all those great liars to choose from
why do you have to give Munchausen the credit?"

Doc Savage said, "Jasper, tell us your story."

Jasper squirnmed. He seened to have no respect at all for the others, but Doc Savage had him
overawed. Jasper grimaced

"Aw, | ain't nobody ruch,"” he nuttered. "I'man orphan. My nother and father died four or five
years ago. | was put in a hone."

"When did you conme to live with Jefferson Shair?" Doc asked

"Less’'n a year ago," Jasper nuttered. "He got nme out of an orphan hone | ast January."

"You were in the orphan hone prior to that?"

"Yeah."

"Where is it |ocated?"

"Uptown," Jasper said, "next to the gas works."

DOC SAVAGE arose went into the | aboratory, and tel ephoned the orphanage about a forner innate
named Jasper Coogle. Jasper had admitted his name was Coogl e

There was a delay while records were exam ned at the home. Yes, there had been such a boy. He had
been taken fromthe honme by a wealthy nman naned Jefferson Shair

"It is rather inportant," Doc Savage said, "that | talk to someone who knew young Coogle while he
was in your institution.”

The other hesitated. "Perhaps | can find Nurse Tile. Nurse Tile recalls all the boys."

Nurse Tile had a very pleasant voice and a fund of information about Jasper Coogle. Jasper had
been a timd boy. He had not mixed with the other boys. He had, in fact, been an extrenely backward
youth in alnmost all respects. In school work, he had not progressed past the third grade

"In fact," said Nurse Tile, "poor little Jasper was never able to learn the nultiplication
table."

"Per haps," said Doc Savage thoughtfully, "we are not talking about the sane Jasper Coogle."

"This Jasper Coogle was a round fat boy with rather small eyes," said Nurse Tile. "H s eyes were
blue, his hair red, his nose freckled and his hands always dirty."

Doc Savage now made the snall trilling sound which was his involuntary reaction to nental stress
to surprise and kindred enotions

Finally he said, "This seens to be the sane boy. You say he was backward?"

"l never saw a nore knot-headed one," said Nurse Tile. "And we have our share of bl ockheads
here."

"Thank you," Doc said. "Ch, by the way, did Jefferson Shair have any particul ar reason for taking
Jasper out of the honme?"

"l imagine he just wanted a boy."

"Did M. Shair express any preference for a backward boy?"

Nurse Tile was silent. "Now that you nention it," she said finally, "I believe he did. That was
strange, wasn't it?"

"Not as strange," Doc Savage said, "as it may be terrifying."

THE t el ephone began ringing again as soon as Doc Savage put it down. He picked it up. The voice
that canme out of it belonged to an educated stranger. "This is Jefferson Shair," it said. "My
speak to Doc Savage."

"Savage speaking."

"l believe you have a young lady and a rather extraordinary boy at your place, now," Shair said
"They came to you concerning sone rather startling events which have occurred around an owl. Am |
right?"

Doc Savage said bluntly, "What do you want?"



"Your help," said the other frankly, "if you can see fit to extend it to nme."

"W will have to know nore about you than we know now. "
"l can see that you do. | nean—+'11 tell you all about it."
" How?"

"By neeting you and telling you the whol e amazing story."
Doc Savage said, "W will wait here for you."

The ot her coughed nervously. "lI'mafraid you do not expect other nmen to be cowards.
Unfortunately, | amone. Frankly, | amafraid to cone to your headquarters."

"You attenpted to reach nme once?" Doc asked.

"Exactly," said the voice. "That is why | amnot willing to go there again. | was discovered by
an eneny. | barely escaped with ny life."

Doc Savage caught Hamis eye, and nade gestures with the fingers of one hand. He used the nanual
al phabet enpl oyed by deaf-nmutes and directed Hamto get little Jasper.

Ham nodded, went out, returned with Jasper.

Doc said, "Is this sonmething you cannot tell us over the tel ephone?"

"It certainly is!" said Shair.

Doc held the receiver so Jasper could hear. Jasper nodded. "Sure, that’s him" he said. "That's
M. Shair."

Doc asked, "Shair, where will we neet you?"

Shair said, "Walk south on Fifth Avenue from Thirty-fourth Street. As soon as | amsure you are

not followed, | will join you. Bring the ow ."

"You want the ow ?"

"Just fetch it. |I don’t want it." Shair swore. "The oW is the last thing on earth | want. But
bring it. | need it to explain the situation."

Doc Savage said, "In about fifteen m nutes?"

"Make it twenty," Shair said. "I have to get down there."

"Right," Doc Savage said. "By the way, shall we bring your ski pole? Your fingerprints are on it,
you know. "

"Yes, bring the pole," the other said. "And thanks."

Doc Savage hung up. He turned to Monk. "Mnk, rush out and buy a stuffed ow that |ooks sonething
I'i ke Onasso."

"A stuffed ow ?" Mnk said.

"Yes."

Monk went out, |ooking puzzl ed.

Doc said, "The rest of you get on bulletproof vests and helnets. This is not what it is supposed
to be."

THEY wal ked south on Fifth Avenue. They were nornal -1 ooking nen in their |ong overcoats and caps
with the ear flaps pulled down. Doc was a little larger than Monk or Ham Renny and Johnny were not
wal king with them but were driving taxicabs slowmy in the street, not getting far away.

Monk said, "Jasper insists it was Shair on the phone."

Doc Savage did not comment.

Ham sai d, "W haven’'t got any ski pole, Mnk. Not one that belongs to Shair."

Monk grow ed, "Yeah, | know, but—

Ham sai d, "The man tal king on the tel ephone acted as if he was not surprised that we had the ski
pol e. Shair woul d have been surprised. He woul d have asked Doc where he got the pole. Therefore, it
was not Shair on the tel ephone."

"Yeah. But Jasper ought to know Shair’s voice," Mnk snapped.

"Jasper may know a | ot of things," Hamsaid, "but | don’t believe he knew that. He—COops!" Ham
made a grab for the stuffed ow he was carrying. "This thing junp—

Monk emitted a how, dived for a fire plug. He took shelter there. "Sonebody just put a bullet
through the ow!" he yelled. He made a scuttling dive for a doorway, hit it sitting down and went
through it in a cloud of snow.

The oW lay for a nonment on the sidewal k where Ham had dropped it. Then the ow junped. They all
heard the spat! of the bullet. Al so, feathers flew

Ham t ook to the sane door Monk had chosen, knocking Monk down in his hurry.

Doc Savage renmined on the street.

Three nmore bullets hit the owl! They were well aimed, wonderfully ainmed! The ow |ost some of its
shape, so evidently the bullets were high-velocity slugs which nmushroonmed. The type of bullet with
shocki ng power to kill a grizzly, but which woul d not shoot through a | oaf of bread.

One nore slug knocked stuffing out of the owl, and there was sil ence.

Doc Savage said, "The bullets seemto be coming fromthe building directly across the street."
Monk | ooked at the building in disgust. It was a typical downtown New York structure. About

thirty stories high, each floor covering a quarter of a block. At a conservative guess, a thousand
peopl e worked in the place.

"Finding which flea bit us," Mnk said, "may not be so easy."



Chapter VI. DEATH FOLLOAS THE OAL

DOC SAVAGE took two grenades out of his clothing and tossed themtoward the door of the big

buil ding. No one was entering or leaving the big nain entrance at the noment. One grenade was a
conbi nati on of snobke and tear gas. The other was straight expl osive.

The twin blast broke a few windows, filled the | obby with snoke and funes.

Doc said, "Mnk, get back to headquarters and bring Equi pnent Case 176."

Monk knew better than wait to ask questions. He departed.

Doc added, "Ham put on your gas mask. Get in the |obby and tell themthere has been a gas
explosion. Let themthink it is dangerous. Have everyone kept on upper floors of the building."
Ham was as puzzl ed as Monk, but he nodded. He crossed the street hastily. The gas mask he put on
was a portable affair which Doc had designed, a transparent hood with a snall gadget which woul d
purify air and add oxygen for a short time. Usually, they had found, gas masks were enpl oyed for
very brief intervals.

Doc Savage noved around to the freight entrance of the building. Fromthis point, he could watch
both side and freight entrances. No one left the structure, so, evidently, Hanis bl ockade was
effective.

Doc used the portable radio, said, "Mnk."

"Yeah, Doc." The honely chem st had his set cut in.

"Bring Case 176 to the freight entrance," Doc directed.

"Sure."

A crowd had gathered, by now The tear gas had drifted out on the street. A very small quantity
of it was highly effective and rather terrifying. Curious individuals who approached the buil di ng
turned and fled hastily. Wrd that the gas was poi sonous seened to be getting around.

A police energency squad arrived with gas nasks. They entered the buil ding.

Monk appeared with the equi pnent case. The box was sonewhat |arger than a portable typewiter
case. Doc took it.

"CGo into the building, Mnk," Doc directed. "Find the police. Explain that you are a chem st, and
therefore a gas expert. Make sone tests, and informthemthat the people in the building should be
gotten out. Advise that they have everyone | eave by the rear stairway and this freight entrance."
Monk grinned. "l begin to get the idea."

Renny and Johnny had remmined in the background. Keeping out of the action had been difficult,
but that had been their orders. They were not to nake thensel ves conspi cuous unl ess sonething could
be gai ned.

Doc sunmoned t hem

"Both of you," said the bronze man, "stand on the sidewal k outside."

Renny nodded. "Wat do we do?"

"Watch the people who cone out of the building. Try to spot anyone with a greenish cast on either
hands or face."

"Holy cow " Renny stared. "G eenish face?"

"Or hands," Doc said. "Watch closely. The greenish cast will be very slight."

Renny renenbered sonet hing. He snapped his fingers. "Now | know what this is," he said.

LOLA HUTTI G was an attractive young wonan. Monk Myfair was beginning to appreciate her. He was
al so maki ng hay while the sun shone. O, in this case, nmaking as much progress as he could while
they were driving out of the city.

Monk was piloting the car. Lola was at his side. Little Jasper rode in the rear, with the ow,
and with Monk’s pet pig and Hamis pet chinp. The pig was named Habeas Corpus; the chinmp was naned
Cheni stry. Habeas and Chenmistry got al ong together about as well as fire and gasoli ne.

Monk gave Lola his honeliest grin.

"I"msure glad Doc asked ne to cone in and get you and Jasper," he said.

Monk had | ong ago discovered that his honeliest grins worked best with femninity. There was
sonet hi ng fascinating about his conplete honmeliness. Hamclainmed it was a type of snake-and-bird
fasci nation, but Mnk did not agree. He clainmed there was honesty in his countenance, or something
el se of which wonen approved; he didn't know what.

Lola smled. "You say you found the man who called up and pretended to be M. Shair?"

"Yeah," Monk said. "W got on his trail after he took a few pot shots at the ow ."

Lola said, "I understand he fired froma windowin a |large office building. How did you find

hi n?"

Monk expanded proudly. "That," he said, "was the result of sone experinental work Doc and | did a
few nonths ago. "

There was nore snow falling, now The flakes swirled in the headlight beanms. It was now dark. The
tires made a dol eful whining where the flakes had drifted over the pavenent. Now and then, the
machi ne ski dded slightly.

"l don't believe | understand how you identified the man who fired at the ow," Lola said.

Monk braked for a red light, got on the streetcar rail and slid broadside for sone distance. He



strai ghtened out

"Ever hear of the paraffin test?" he asked

"The paraffin test?" Lola said blankly.

"I't’s sonething the police use," Mnk explained. "Take a person who fires a gun. Powder funes

jump back out of the breech of the gun and deposit on the skin of the gunman’s hand—er on his face
if the breech of the gun is close to his face. Then the police take paraffin and put it on the hand
while the paraffin is warm They peel it off. They treat it with chemcals, and the result is a

di scolored crystal formation, usually greenish. If the greenish discoloration is there, the person
has fired a pistol."

"l never heard of that," Lola told him

"Well, the police have been doing it for years," Mnk assured her. "All Doc and |I did was inprove
the method. We did it by elimnating the paraffin and, therefore, the necessity of even getting
close to the shooter."

Lol a was inpressed. "How did you do that?"

"We found a chemical which, in gas form created a pronounced green deposit when it canme in
contact with anything that powder funmes had recently touched,"” Mnk told her. "W worked it out for
police detectives to use. They put the gas in a room walk their suspects through the room and the
one whose skin shows a greenish tinge has fired a gun. O course, it’'s not sure-fire, or anything
But it works if conditions are right. It worked today."

Lol a frowned. "You nean the occupants of the building where the shots cane fromwere tricked into
wal ki ng through the gas?"

"Sure. Doc made themthink there was poison gas in the |obby, and everybody had to | eave by the
back way. He set up our apparatus where it was not noticed, kept the freight-entrance half full of
our gas—and we got our nan."

Lol a wi dened her eyes. "Won't the police arrest himfor doing a thing like that?"

Monk grinned. "They never caught on. It will be all right if they do. Doc’s got a high

conmi ssion. |It's honorary, but plenty effective."

"M . Savage," Lola said thoughtfully, "seens to be a renarkable nman."

"You'll learn nore about him" Mnk said, "as you watch himfind out why sone guys are so anxious
to do things with, or to, this ow."

He reached out and turned on the wi ndshield wiper. The snow was getting worse, and the headlights
were |ike ghosts chasing the night

IT seened to Lola Huttig that there was no reason why they should stop at this particular place
on a country road. But Monk said, "They'|l be here." He got out but did not offer to help her out
into the snowfilled wind. He said to Jasper, "You keep hold of that night chicken, Jasper."
"Don’t worry about Ownasso, grasshopper face," Jasper told him

There was a period of silence, then gaunt and thin Johnny Littlejohn came out of the icy night
and sai d, "Aphonics are pandectively acromati c—

"Huh?" Monk said. "Wt a minute. What are you sayi ng?"

Jasper said, "He is explaining that it’'ll be smart to nake no noise, barrel neck."

"He knows sonme small words," Mnk said indignantly. "He might use themfor a change."

Johnny, patiently with small words, advised, "Don't yell and holler. You don't need to whisper
either. Did anyone follow you?"

"No," Monk said. "I kept using the radio direction finder and spotted your transmtter."

Both Lola and little Jasper |ooked at Monk in surprise, and Jasper said, "Oh-oh, a snartie-pants
Radi o conpass and everything."

Johnny frowned in Jasper’s direction. "An artsmay upspay."

"Huh?" said Jasper

"l think he nmeans you," Mnk told Jasper

"What'd he call ne, the long article of bones?" Jasper demanded. "What's artsmay upspay? Never
heard the words before."

"Look it up sonetine," Mnk suggested. He turned back to Johnny. "Wat goes on?"

"Not hi ng, yet," Johnny said. "But it is getting ready to happen, as nearly as we can tell." He
beckoned. "Conme on. Doc sent ne down to neet you."

They got out of the car. The snow was deeper here in the country; it was above their ankles

They wal ked in silence for a while

Jasper suddenly snorted. "I get it!" he gritted. "Artsmay upspay—that’'s hog Latin for smart pup."”
He glared at Johnny in the nmoonlight. "So, |I'ma smart pup, am|?"

"The canine part may be giving you too nmuch credit," Johnny told him

DOC SAVAGE was lying in the snow on a snall ridge anong sone dwarfed trees, with a tel escope to

one eye. It was a large, long tel escope, the kind marksnmen use for spotting their shots on targets
The tel escope was aimed down into a valley where a house stood in the chill wi nter nmoonlight. The
nmoonl i ght was coming brightly through a rift in the clouds and probably would not last long. It was
still snow ng.



Lola Huttig touched Ham Brooks’ arm indicated Doc. "Wat is he doing?"

"The man who tried to shoot the ow "—Ham pointed at the valley—is down there."

Lol a asked Ham eagerly, "Can you neke sense of this? Wiy did they trick Jefferson Shair into
murdering a man? Wy the conmmotion over the ow ? W are the men who are doing all this?"

"And why?" Ham sai d.

"What ?"

"l was just adding another question to yours. And why?" Ham expl ai ned. "The thing doesn’t nake
sense. "

Doc Savage took his eye away fromthe tel escope and said, "The man is still lying there in the
snow with a rifle. He seens to be watching the driveway to the house."

Doc got to his feet. "The rest of you wait here," he said.

The bronze man then |l eft, going quickly and taking to the bl ack shadows beneath stunted evergreen
trees with a silent fading-out effect that nmade Lola Huttig gasp.

Doc circled widely to avoid the man with the rifle. He went to the house.

The place was |arge, so very large that undoubtedly there were servants. Doc pressed a rear
doorbell. There was an abrupt end to conversation in what seened to be a kitchen.

The house was made of stone and was the type seen in England, the part of England around the
Scottish border. Twenty roons, probably, and one or two of themfifty feet or so |long. The evergreen
shrubbery was neat enough to have been gone over with nail clippers and a magnifying gl ass.

A portly gentlenman in a nuch-too-ornate butler’s livery, mnus the coat, opened the door.

Doc asked, "lIs the naster in?"

"No," said the butler curtly. "And we are not buying anything frompeddl ers."” He started to shut
t he door.

Doc Savage put a hand against the door. "Wo |ives here?"

The butler strained to shut the door. He evidently considered hinself a strong man, judging from
the 1 ook on his face when he did not get the door shut.

Doc said, "I asked you who |lives here."

He put a quality in his voice that was as fornmidable as the prow of a battleship bearing down on
a rowboat. It went over the butler like cold water.

"This is the residence of Edwin Quell True," he said, speaking the way he was paid to speak.
"Does he have an ow ?"

The butl er popped his eyes, swallowed, said, "No, sir," sincerely.

"Where is M. Edwin Quell True?"

"He is not at hone, sir."

"In his car?"

"Yes, sir."

"What kind of a car?"

The servant naned a popul ar nake, and Doc Savage said, "Thank you," and went away.

THE noonl i ght was gone, and the snowfl akes were hard, |ike fine sand. Doc clinbed the hill. The

| oose snow nade noi sel ess goi ng easy, but he had to be careful of sticks that m ght break beneath
its surface.

Lola Huttig junped and gasped, and Jasper squeaked in surprise, when the bronze nan seened to
appear silently in their mdst.

To Johnny, Doc said, "Do you mind getting in our car and letting yourself be shot at?"

Johnny never used |arge words on Doc Savage. "Knowi ng the bulletproof glass in that car," Johnny
said, "I won't mnd."

"Go back and get the car," Doc said, "and drive slowmy to that house. Probably you will be shot
at by that man down there with the rifle. If you are, | want to catch the fell ow red-handed. So in
case you are shot at, act as if the bullet was fatal."

Johnny nodded and went away.

JOHNNY LI TTLEJOHN cane driving slowy up the drive that led to the house.

The kneeling man sighted carefully with his rifle and gave the trigger the sl ow squeeze of an
expert. He was a man who knew where his bullets would go, evidently, because he whirled to his feet
instantly for flight. He made two junps, and Doc got him

The man had a small head, not nmuch of which was forehead. He had plenty of body, filled with
muscles. It was not his first hand-to-hand fight. He went down with Doc Savage. He lost his rifle.
He got after the tendon running downward from Doc’s ear with a viciousness that showed he knew
jujitsu. The right kind of action on that tendon would cause nore or |ess conplete paralysis. He
al so struck his blows with the edge of his hand, after the way of a jujitsu man.

They westled around in the snow for a while, and the man began to groan and gasp froma | arge
dose of his own medicine.

Then suddenly the man was doubl ed over and crying. Not crying from pain.

"He made ne shoot True," he sobbed.

"Who did?"



"Shai r—Jeff Shair," the man bl ubbered.

A man crying is not pleasant. There is sonething about it that is like watching a dog kill a cat.
Interesting, but a little sickening.

Down in the driveway, Johnny Littlejohn had put on an act. Followi ng the shot, he had swerved his
car into a tree. Not hard enough to damage the car, but with enough violence to nake it | ook

i mpressi ve.

Monk Mayfair and Renny Renwi ck cane gal |l oping down the hill, followed by Lola, Jasper, the pig
and the chinmp. They nmade a rather bizarre procession.

To hel p everything along, the be-liveried butler dashed out of the great house and bel | owed, "M.
True has been killed!"

Doc shook his prisoner violently. "You nurdered that man. Shot himin cold bl ood."

The big jujitsu expert with the bullet head made bl ubberi ngs.

Doc denmanded, "Wo are you?"

The man said, "West Pinestopp,"” through hands pressed to his face.

Monk cane up. "Mirder, eh?" he said inpressively. "And there were plenty of w tnesses."

Ham Brooks returned to the car, |ooked inside, collared the excited butler and said sonething
that sent the man slinking back to the house in silence. Then Ham came to Doc and announced,
"There’s nothing we can do for him" He sounded very solem. He took a pair of handcuffs out of his
pocket. How he happened to have the handcuffs was a nystery.

Pi nest opp croaked at them "You are the police?"

Ham cal My showed hima card. It indicated Ham held a high conmi ssion on the netropolitan police
force. A special commission, the card stated. It was genuine. Doc and the others had them

Jasper pointed at Pinestopp and said, "I know him He's been working for M. Shair."

"l was a skiing instructor," Pinestopp nmunbl ed.

"You were a flunky," Jasper corrected. "The dunbest cluck | ever saw "

Pi nest opp shuddered and put his face in his hands again. He nuttered sonethi ng about not know ng
what he was going to do.

Ham said, "I know what you’'re going to do, buddy. You' re going to sit in a nice electric chair
with straps around you and a shaved place on your head, and pretty soon you'll give a junp, and
after that they'|Il come for you with a box nmade out of cheap yellow pine."

Pi nestopp’s body seened to wind up as if it were full of clock springs, and his eyes were |ike
bal | s.

"Shair made me do it," he said hoarsely. "He has evidence that will convict ny half sister of
murder. He was going to turn it over to the police. I . . . |—Wat else could | do?"

Ham poked the man with a finger. "Nuts, friend. You expect us to believe that?"

Pi nest opp’ s hands seenmed to be squeezi ng something. "The evidence was a noving picture," he said.
"It showed ny half sister and another man killing a man in cold blood on the street."

Lola Huttig emtted a gasp.

Pi nestopp turned slowy to Lol a.

"That’s right," he said.

"What . . . you— Lola could not nmake words.

"That’'s right—you're nmy half sister," Pinestopp said.

"But I . . . | never saw you before!" Lola was aghast.

Pi nest opp nodded. "I know you haven’t. Look, your nother was nanmed Anne Lola Colt before her
marriage?"

Lol a whitened. "Yes."

"Al'l right, that was her maiden nanme. But she was married before. She was married to ny father,
Bi Il Pinestopp. The narriage split up, and ny nother took her nmiden nane of Colt. My father took
me. Your nother was ny nother."

In a voice which, if it had had col or, would have been a strained white, Lola said, "I don't
bel i eve you."
"Your mother," said Pinestopp, "liked strawberries, but they made her ill. She collected dolls

She was an amateur painter and once won a prize when she was fourteen years old. The picture that
won the prize was called ‘A Fawn at Evening.’” Am| right?"

"Y yes," Lol a whispered.

"You see, she was ny nother, too," Pinestopp said.

Monk Mayfair said, "There's a car coming. Bet it's True."

Chapter VII. DEATH IS A QUESTI ON

MR EDWN QUELL TRUE | ooked as if, at the slightest sound, he would junp into a hole. But it

woul d be a gol d-pl ated hol e.

"Real ly, this is dunfounding," he said. "Really, it is. Really."

He funbled with his gold watch chain and twi sted the dianmond ring on his left hand. On his right
hand were two other dianond rings with stones so large that, even in the noonlight, they glittered.
He | ooked at his car, then at his great house. His shiver mght have been fromthe cold.

"Shall we go inside?" he asked. "Really, please?"



Doc Savage nodded.

The bronze man had the peculiar habit of letting his associ ates push the questioni ng on occasions
such as these. Not that Doc retired into the background. He had a quality of magnetic power that
made himthe focal point of any group, although he m ght not speak a word.

They entered a doorway | arge enough to adnmit a caval ryman on his horse, went fromthere into a
library |arge enough to stable a troop of cavalrymen. Suits of arnmor stood in niches around the
wal I's, on guard under paintings that were |arge and subdued.

Edwi n Quel |l True pointed a finger at Pinestopp and said, "Wy did you try to kill ne, Piney?"

Pi nest opp swal | omed and seened too cranped with fear for words to come out.

Doc Savage said, "Answer the question, Pinestopp."

Pi nestopp junped as if a switch had been closed, said, "I do not know. It conpletely astounded ne
when Shair nade the demand. "

Doc asked, "You knew M. True, here, previously?"

"Ch, quite well," said Pinestopp. "M. True was the caretaker of Jefferson Shair’s nmountain | odge
while Shair was in Africa."

"l was not caretaker," True corrected. "I had the | odge | eased. | have abundant neans"-—he waved
an arm—-as you can see."

Doc Savage asked, "You inherited your wealth?"

True bristled slightly and said, "That is an inpertinent question, really. It happens | nade it
nysel f."

" How?"

"l ama financial speculator,” True said.

Ham Br ooks junped. "WAit a mnute—are you the one they call WIld Boy True? And Too Good To Be
True. Are you that one?"

True smled. "They also call ne True is Stranger Than Fiction."

"That," said Ham "explains the di anonds and everything."

Ham gl anced at Doc Savage, but the bronze man was expressionless. Hamwas fairly certain Doc had
heard of Lucky Boy True, or WId Boy True, or the other things he was call ed.

True was the man who, in spite of government restrictions calculated to | essen ganbling on the
stock market, had taken mllions out of Wall Street, recently.

True studied their faces uneasily. "I cannot understand why Jefferson Shair should force Piney,
here, to try to kill me. It is really puzzling; it really is."

Doc Savage asked, "Know anythi ng about ow s?"

True blinked. "Very little. That one"—he pointed at the oW Jasper was carrying—is the first
bird I have seen in nonths. W do not seemto have ow s around here."

Monk groaned, "I was hopi ng somebody woul d explain the ows. O, at |east, an oW naned Ownasso."
"Really," True said, "you gentlemen can see | know nothing about this."

Doc Savage sai d—and his voice was surprisingly inpressive, "Ham"

"Yes."
"You have an acquaintance in Wall Street, have you not?"
"Yes," Ham admitted. "I know sone inportant nmen on the Exchange, and a few others."

"Get on the tel ephone,"” Doc Savage said, "and ask questions about Edwin Quell True, known as WId
Boy True and ot her nanes."

"What," asked Ham "should be the nature of ny questions?"

"When did True descend on Wall Street?" Doc said. "That can be your principal question."

A strong enotion crossed Edwin Quell True's face. He demanded, "You suspect nme?"

"W are going to investigate you," Doc advi sed.

Edwi n Quel | True coughed and put his left hand to his nouth and kept coughing and brought up his
right hand as if to get a handkerchief out of his breast pocket. But it was a gun he brought out.
The gun was small and—this was to be expected—gol d-pl ated and ornately carved.

True pointed the gun at them

"Gaudy but deadly," he said. "Please be sensible, gentlenen."

THERE was a minute or two filled nostly with astoni shment.

Jasper broke it by remarking, "The various species of ow include Asian tawny ow s, eagle ow s,
snow oW s, long and short-eared owms, screech owms, barn owMs and spotted ows."

True noved his weapon enough to include themall. "Don’t nove," he said, "or there'll be dead
ows."

He went back then, one foot behind the other with care, to the door. He was out through the door

in a flash. The door slamred.

The lights then went out.

Several things followed. Pinestopp tried to escape. Mnk and big-fisted Renny Renw ck had

surm sed he woul d. They made a rush for Pinestopp and got each other instead. Monk swng a fist, so
Renny knocked hi m down, not knowing it was Monk. Johnny Littlejohn rushed in to help them and got
enbroiled in the mél ée. It was Ham Brooks who downed Pinestopp. The ow, Owasso, hel ped everything
out by setting up a terrific squalling and squawki ng. And Jasper showed that he was just a kid after



all by bursting into tears

Doc Savage nmade light with a portable flash that had got tangled in his coat pocket

Everyt hi ng was about as to be expected, except the owl. Onasso was not in sight

Absence of the oW was a little surprising, since doors and wi ndows were closed tightly.

Monk grow ed, "That night chicken nmust’ve flew under a chair, or sonmething." He got down and
started | ooki ng

Doc Savage sol ved what had happened. He went out the door and through the great hall. His
flashlight beam | eaped out |ike sumrer |ightning and picked up a figure clinbing into a car. Edwi n
Quell True. And he had the ow

The snow still came down in hard flakes, and there was about as nmuch noonlight as there had been
whi ch canme through rifts in the thin clouds. True's gun made four short red tongues in the night
Doc Savage fell down. He was shot! It was one of the fewtines in his life he had been shot. He
habitually wore a bull et proof undergarment—the thing was nore than a vest—ef his own design. He
seem ngly took great chances at tines; but they were not chances, because he cal cul ated the risks
with care.

This bullet cut open the left side of his face and nicked sonething solid enough to send him
reeling into the snow

He was there in the cold hard flakes |ong enough for Edwin Quell True to drive away fast in the
car and for the others to come out of the house

Renny said, "Doc!" as if he were about to explode. He started to drop in the snow, but the bronze
man got to his feet. He took ragged steps toward their car, |eaving red spots on the snow

He said, "True has the bird. He got away in his car."

Renny rumbl ed, "We'll fix that. Pile in, everybody!"

THEY used the car which Johnny Littlejohn had turned into the tree. It was the handi est machi ne
They had parked their other cars over the hill. Renny drove

Headl i ghts had been broken, it devel oped; they threw great shapeless balls of white into the void
of falling snow. The car chased the white balls, and the notor sound was powerful. They ski dded on
corners, skidded about as nmuch as was safe. Then the notor coughed like an animal catching its
breath. A nonment later, it did the same thing. The car |ost speed

"Ch, holy com" Renny conpl ai ned. "Something cane | oose when Johnny ran into that tree."

They had been gaining on the car ahead of them But now there was no nore of that

"I"1l be superamal gamated!" Johnny said. "W had a clue. The thing was beginning to | ead

sonewhere. True grabbed the owl, so, obviously, he can explain all this nystery about ows. W were
getting somewhere. But now he's escaping."”

Doc Savage took a handkerchief away fromthe side of his face, and the color on it was not

pl easant. "The radio transmtter," he said. "Switch it on."

Still somewhat dazed by the bullet when he had entered the car, Doc Savage had clinbed into the
back seat. But the radi o mcrophone cord was | ong enough for Renny to hand it back to Doc. Doc said
"Long Tom" into the microphone. "Long Tom "

Long Tom was Maj or Thomas J. Roberts, who | ooked as if he had matured in a nmushroomcellar, and

who woul d be known to the next generation for his work in advanced electricity.

Long Tom shoul d have his short-wave radio receiver switched on to the wave | ength which Doc and

his group used for intercomunication. This was a fixed rule

Eventual |y, Long Tonis voice said, "Wat is it?" He sounded cranky. "I’'ve got an experiment under
way—

Doc Savage asked, "Tine to help us?"

"Ch, it's you, Doc." Long Tomis voice filled with interest. "Radio was over in the corner, and
there’s a lot of noise in the lab fromthe generators, so | didn't recognize your voice. Wit is it?
Sure, |'ve got tine."

"Get the gyro plane," Doc directed. "And nmeet us as quickly as you can. We are in a car. Bring
infrared solution."

"Right," Long Tomsaid

THERE was silence fromthe radio. In the interval, the car carrying Doc and the others had rough
going. The snow was drifting; the motor was hacking |like an influenza victim Some consol ati on was
the fact that the vehicle ahead seemed to be having difficulties. They could still see its
headl i ghts. And there were fifteen nmiles or so to go before it would come to a highway which, at
this hour of night, was likely to be snowpl owed.

The radio said, "Doc?" It was Long Tom "I'min the air with the gyro, now "

Monk said, "Brothers, he made a quick trip down to the water-front hangar."

Long Tomi s voice asked, "What goes on? What are you fellows mxed in?"

Doc sunmmarized the thing briefly.

"A man nanmed Shair tried to bring us an ow, but he was chased away by a man nanmed True. He got
the oW to us. A girl named Lola, an actress out of work, was innocently hired by persons unknown to
decoy Shair into nmurdering a man. The plan worked. The girl Lola, trying to undo the harm she had



innocently done, found that the persons unknown were after an owl. She also found a boy nanmed
Jasper, a rather unique youth, whose |life she saved. An attenpt was nade by a man named Pinestopp to
kill the oW, then to kill True. Both attenpts failed. W caught Pinestopp and have him and he says
Shair made himconmmit the crines. W also had True. True obviously knows the answers to the nystery.
He seized the oW, and we are pursuing him now He is ahead of us in a car. Qur own car does not
have enough power to overtake him Meet us as quickly as you can, Long Tom"

"This plane engine is wide open," Long Tomsaid. "You say this fuss is over an ow ?"

"l hardly think it is over the oW ," Doc said. "But the oW is probably the answer to the

nmystery. "

"It's a queer thing, isn't it?"

"Before we get through with it," Doc Savage ventured, "we shall probably find it has sone ammzing
aspects.”

Monk and the ot hers—no doubt Long Tom al so—were greatly inpressed by Doc’'s remark about the

future amazi ng aspects of the thing. It was unusual for Doc to nmake a coment like that. If the
thing was going to be startling—and they would bet it was, Doc having made the remark—t woul d be
extrenely startling. Oherw se, Doc woul d not have nentioned the point.

A WH LE | ater, Long Tom s voice radioed, "|I see the lights of two cars. They may be you and

True."

Doc Savage said, "Switch the lights off and on, Renny."

Renny Renwi ck doused the lights briefly.

Long Tomsaid, "It's you all right. Wat do you want ne to do?"

Doc said, "Can you get close enough to True's car to get infrared conpound on the machi ne?"

"The idea is for True not to see the plane?"

"That," Doc said, "is the idea."

The ni ght was thick enough with snow sifting down that they did not discern Long Tonmis plane

until it was |less than a hundred yards above True’'s car. The plane was |like a big npsquito poised
for flight. It was an autogyro in the full sense of the word; an arrangenent of whirling vanes could
lift it straight off the ground or hold it notionless. It had one drawback. It was not fast. Fast in
relation to motor cars with a top speed of ninety mles an hour or so; but it was slow conpared to
mlitary planes which could tear off four hundred an hour or better.

The autogyro foll owed the car ahead. Then the plane lifted up, was lost in the darkness again.

Ham said, "He evidently hit the car roof with sone of the liquid."

The liquid was infrared, active the way sone materials, the radi umconpounds, are radioactive.
Infrared |ight being outside the spectrumvisible to the unaided human eye, the stuff was not
noticeable. But with a scanning apparatus operating on the principle of a television tube, the
liquid could be discerned at great distance as a noticeable blotch in the night.

Long Tomlifted the autogyro higher and higher. He would trail the car in which True was riding.
They reached a snowpl owed hi ghway, and True’s machi ne qui ckly outdi stanced them

Doc Savage turned to Jasper. "Jasper," he said, "earlier in the day we asked you about the

nmystery of the owl. You gave us the inpression of being unwilling to answer."

"Wasn't unwilling," Jasper said. "Just didn't know nothing."

Lola Huttig put in, "Jasper, when | first nmet you at M. Shair’s house, you told nme those nen
were after the ow ."

"What nmen?" Jasper parried uneasily.

"The ones you called Terrence, Sloppy Stone and Harry."

"Ch, them" Jasper said. "Well, they cane to see Jefferson Shair yesterday and denanded the ow .
There was quite a row. | listened in. Shair called themby name. He call ed them some nanmes besi des
their own. He used six or seven words | never heard before. He was sure mad."

Doc Savage asked, "Did you happen to hear why they wanted the ow ?"

"Nah. You see, they tried to steal the ow. That was day before yesterday. Jefferson Shair caught
them He told them he woul d shoot their heads off if they didn't go back to their boss and tell him
to lay off."

"Soneone had hired the three nen—Ferrence, Sloppy Stone and Harry—to get the ow by stealth?"
"That," said Jasper, "was the general idea."

Long Tomi s voice out of the radio advised themto turn east at the next nain highway

intersection. The electrical expert also explained that his plane was going smoothly, that he was
keeping track of True. The snow was naking a little frictional static in the car radio.

"Jasper," said Doc Savage, "where did the ow come fromin the beginning?"

"Ch, Jefferson Shair brought himin out of the woods one day. He kept himin a glass ball for

five days, then gave himto ne for a pet. He is a very smart ow ."

"Where was this?"

"At the nountain |odge."

Doc Savage was silent for a nonment. "Jasper, you say M. Shair kept the oW in a glass ball for
five days?"

"Yes."



"What kind of a ball?"

"Ball," said Jasper, "is an inking device printers use, a gane, the head of a hamer, a part of

the thumb, a bloom a batch of black ash, a seed pod, a white streak, a type of horse, as well as a
rounded mass. "

Doc said patiently, "Wat kind of ball was it, Jasper?"

"d ass," Jasper nuttered. "I only got a brief look at it through a door. M. Shair saw ne

| ooki ng, then junped and cl osed the door."

"Where was this ball at the tine?"

"In aroomin the |odge," said Jasper, "where M. Shair never let ne go."

The bronze man then did a strange thing. He made a snall trilling noise, his absent-m nded habit
in moments of nental stress.
Ham and the others stared at Doc. The trilling neant sonething inportant had occurred to the

bronze man. They coul d not know what it was. Jasper and his glass ball with the bird inside seened
to have no sensi bl e meani ng.

"Jasper," Doc Savage said abruptly, "where did you pick up your rather startling titbhits of

knowl edge? For instance, the denobnstration you just gave. The word ball. How did you happen to know
so many of its neani ngs?"

"M. Shair," said Jasper, "nade me nenorize the dictionary."

"Did you have nmuch trouble doing it?"

"Not much," Jasper admitted. "I know lots of things that are nore fun."

Doc Savage said no nore.

Finally, Monk grow ed, "Jasper, you nmean to tell me you know the dictionary by heart?"

"l never said that, bean face," Jasper retorted. "I said M. Shair made nme nenorize parts of it."
"\Npy 2"
"Wonder," said Jasper, "is a sweet cake, an evil or a mschief, and an enotion of surprise or

ast oni shnent . "

They were finally in the city, and Doc Savage stopped the car at a taxi stand.

"Edwi n Quell True was very nmuch afraid of sonething we would | earn when we started investigating
how | ong he had been working in Wall Street," Doc said. "Mnk, you and Ham | eave us here. Take a cab
to headquarters. Start work on True. Learn everything about the man that you can learn."

"W going to miss sone excitenent by |eaving you?" Mnk asked, an eye on pretty Lola Huttig.

Doc said, "Take Mss Huttig with you. Al so Jasper and Pinestopp, here. Do not |et them out of
your sight."

"Ch," said Munk, relieved. "O K., Doc."

Monk and Ham Lol a and Jasper and Pinestopp, got out of the car.

To Renny and Johnny, Doc said, "You will go with nme."

They drove south, then east. The buil dings becane tall around them cold stone against the night
sky. Finally, Long Toms voice came out of the radio. "True’'s car has stopped. Broadway and

Ei ghty-ninth Street."

"Holy cow " Renny runbled. "That's a busy part of the city. | hope we don't lose him"

Chapter VIII. BLOOD ON H S HANDS
THERE was an overcoat, a thing of |oud gray checks, which Doc had not been wearing. He put it on.
When Broadway and Ei ghty-ninth cane close, he said, "Pull in to the curb and wait." He got out and

wal ked through the blustering cold, |ooking for Edwin Quell True.

True was easy to find. He was in a restaurant. He sat at a table and absent-mindedly stirred an
oyster stew. Once, he fished an oyster out and ate it. The rest of the tine he seened to be

t hi nki ng.

Doc went back to the car and noved the nachine to where the restaurant entrance coul d be watched.
Renny nuttered, "What’'s wong with just going in and putting the grab on hin®?"

Johnny bl ew on his bony knuckl es. "Avol ati on may be adducent of cognoscence," he said.

Renny scow ed and conpl ai ned, "You are worse than Jasper, with themwords."

Doc Savage touched a bandage which Lola Huttig had applied to his face during the ride into town.
The wound True's bullet had nade was hurting.

Doc said, "Johnny has the idea. We will follow the man. He nmay | ead us to something, or attenpt
to do sonething that will be the answer to this affair."

Renny turned on the car heater. It was not unconfortable in the nachine. Nothing happened for a

long time. Then Long Tonmis voice said, "I |landed this autogyro in the park. | don’t think anyone saw
me. 1’1l wait around for devel opnents. |If you want ne, say so."
Renny picked up the radi o mcrophone and said, "You'll languish in jail if the Gvil Aréonautics

Authority catches you. Renenber there's a rule against flying too low over a city." Renny clicked
of f the m ke, chuckled, and added, "Being in the clink wouldn’t hurt Long Toni s conpl exi on any, at
that."

They sat there another hour. Then Edwin Quell True cane out of the restaurant, wal ked briskly to
his car, and drove downtown. He traveled three blocks, turned left into a street of brownstones,
angl ed south, then stopped.



Doc wat ched True di sappear into a house.

"Take the back door," he told Renny and Johnny. "Carry pocket radios with you."

The bronze man watched Renny and Johnny dash away. He gave themtime to get into the courtyard
whi ch probably backed the row of brownstone houses that stood shoul der to shoul der to present a
solid stone front to the street.

Renny reported over one of the tiny portable radios that all was quiet in the rear. He nentioned
its being like a tonmb. He sounded di spl eased. He |iked action.

"Gve me five mnutes," Doc said. "Then cone in, but it mght be best to do it quietly."

More pl eased, Renny said, "Sure."

Doc wal ked up steps on which the snow rested in worn grooves. There was only one set of tracks in
the snow, so they had to be True's tracks.

He put a handkerchief over his hand so as to | eave True's fingerprints, and tried the door. It
was unl ocked. He went in, noving slowy, a step at a tinme. After the second step, he breathed
deeply, testing an odor that seermed to be incense. Only it was not incense! He did not realize that
until he was falling forward into a nental blackness that seemed without linmt or proportions,
substance or existence. He seened to fall slowy until there was no nore notion, no nore of

anyt hi ng!

THE small wiry man with the white nuffler and white stocking cap cane out of the rear door and
said, "M. Savage sent ne."

Renny and Johnny noved cautiously out of the darkness. "Yeah?"

"He asks ne," said the man with the stocking cap, "to tell you gentlenmen that everything is
satisfactory."

"Yeah?" Renny said. "He caught True, eh?"

"That’s right."

"Who' re you?"

"I amnot inportant,” the man said. "My nane is Doe. Not John Doe. Joseph Doe. | was fortunate
enough to be of small assistance to Doc Savage, of which | amvery proud."

Joseph Doe extended an article wapped in a newspaper.

"Here, take this," he continued. "M. Savage asked me to give it to you. He instructed nme to ask
you to take very good care of it, because it is inportant. It seens that it explains sonething
concerning ows."

Renny grabbed the article. "Wat is it?"

“I"msure | don’t know. But M. Savage asked ne to request you to cone inside at once." Joseph
Doe stepped back and hel d the door open for them

Renny and Johnny entered the house. Renny was cautious. He had one eye on Joseph Doe. But he did
not expect Joseph Doe to junp back and slamthe door, |ocking themin the house, which was what
Joseph Doe did.

Then Joseph Doe mmde fast squeaking tracks in the snow, |eaving.

Renny hit the door. He hit it with his fist. It was Renny’'s vaunt that there was no wooden door
with a panel he could not knock out with his fist. He did a good job on this one, but the crossbhars
were sonething else. He fought with them He got hold of the knob, but that did no good.

He finally drew back and used his machine pistol on the |lock. The pistol happened to be | oaded
wi th expl osive pellets, and al though he fired only one, the result was a denolished door and
tenporary deafness for both Renny and Johnny.

They dashed out and got thensel ves cold | ooking around for the little man in the stocking cap.
"He's gone," Renny said. "W better go back and find out what happened to Doc."

THEY went back to the house hurriedly. Sonething, they knew, nust have happened. Renny had
stuffed the package handed himby the little man into a coat pocket. Such was Renny’s concern over
what might have happened to Doc that it never occurred to himto open the parcel and |earn what it
hel d.

Two men in blue coats got in their way as soon as they entered the house.

"All right, it's the law," one of the nmen said.

There were other men in blue uniforms in the hall.

Suspi ci ous, Renny grow ed, "All right yourself! Let's see sonething to identify you. |'ve net

fake cops before.”

"Can't you read a badge?" denmanded a policeman.

"l can buy a hatful of those badges for ninety-eight cents apiece," Renny grow ed.

A man with a square forehead and eyes the col or of deep-blue nmarbles stepped forward. "You know
me, don’t you, Renw ck?"

Renny stared at the officer. "Sergeant Foster," he said. "I guess you are cops, after all." The

bi g-fisted engi neer frowned. "Wat ticks off here?"

"W thought you might tell us," Foster said.

"l can't tell you anything," Renny assured him

"Wn't? O can't?"



Renny shrugged. "You know how Doc Savage works, Sergeant Foster. He keeps things to hinself,
fights his own battles, when there are any. Usually, the police approve of what he does and let him
go ahead."

"There m ght be occasions,"” said Foster, "when they wouldn't."

"What do you nean?"

"This m ght be one of the occasions."

"l still don't get you," Renny told him

Foster jerked his head. "Cone in here." He wheel ed. Renny and Johnny foll owed him Johnny noticed
that the policenen kept hands close to their guns and were a little too silent. It did not | ook
good.

Sergeant Foster opened a door cautiously. "Be careful,"” he warned. "Don't |et any of these things
out."

They stepped into the room closing the door quickly, and Renny and Johnny saw that Sergeant
Foster referred to the ows. There was not one oW ; there were at |east twenty. Some of the ow s
were tane and others were wild and frightened, and their fluttering nade it look like a hundred ow s
instead of twenty or thereabout.

"1"11 be superamal gamated!" said Johnny.

He did not mean the owls so much as the three dead nen and the one |ive one which lay on the
floor.

The live man was Doc Savage; he was sitting rather than lying, and he wore handcuffs! There was
an officer with a gun nearby to keep himon the floor.

The three dead nen had sonething vaguely familiar about them Renny and Johnny pl aced them after
a nonment. These were Terrence, Sloppy Stone and Harry. The three men who had franed the nurder of
the actor on Jefferson Shair. The trio who had—when Lola Huttig was foll ow ng themvisited Jefferson
Shair’s apartnment to get an owl and kill Jasper.

They were quite dead fromwhat a knife had done to their throats.

Their pockets were wong side out.

Doc Savage's pockets bulged with stuff that did not belong to him He started to nove sone of the
things fromhis clothing.

"Leave it in your pockets," the policeman ordered harshly. "The photographer will be here in a
mnute, and we want a picture of you just the way we found you."

Renny demanded, "What is that stuff in your pockets, Doc?"

Doc indicated the dead nen. "It seens to belong to them"

Renny’'s jaw fell. "You nean—

"A thorough job," Doc said. "Gas. Then they brought me in with the bodies. Planted the contents
of the dead nmen’s pockets on ne."

Sergeant Foster nmde a pai ned gesture.

"Alibi," he said, "is sonething they all use." He conpressed his lips. "You nean to tell ne that
you were overcone with gas, and then it was nade to appear that you had killed these nen?"

"There is no evidence," Doc Savage said, "that | killed these nen."

Renny runbl ed, "You better be less free with your accusing, sergeant."

Sergeant Foster gave Renny a narrow eyed | ook. "By the way," he said, "what is that package in
your pocket, M. Renw ck?"

Renny started. "Holy cow "

Foster snapped, "See what that package is, officer!"

A policeman stepped forward. Renny rolled his eyes longingly at the door, and a policeman lifted
a pistol warningly. Renny subsided, let the cop Iift the package out of his pocket.

Renny had a prenonition of what they would find in the parcel. He told Doc Savage, "This will
make it conplete.” He was right, for it was the knife! The blood on its blade was still sticky.

RENNY RENW CK did a thing which surprised the police, but which was typical of Renny. He seened
not bothered by the sudden evidence that they had wal ked into a col ossal frane-up. That took acting;
he was plenty bot hered.

Renny exam ned the owl s with vague interest.

"Hell o there, Onasso," he said.

One of the owls rolled his head around, wal ked si dew se al ong the back of a chair, then went to
sl eep again. The bird was Onasso.

A surprised cop said, "Wat the heck? You know one of these ow s?"

"Onasso? An old friend," Renny said.

The cop snorted. "What're all these ow s doing here?" he demanded.

"That," said Renny, "is a puzzle that woul d—well, never m nd. Wat are you going to do with these
ow s?"

"You' ve got nore than owls to worry about," the officer said shortly.

Chapter | X. TROUBLE | S LI KE BANANAS
SERGEANT FOSTER was worried by the magni tude of what he had uncovered. He ordered an officer to



go tel ephone the precinct skipper to hurry to the place and also to summon the district attorney
Then Foster stood and stared at the ow's

"This apartnment,"” he said, "was rented by a man nanmed Edwin Quell True. We'll investigate True
later. He isn't at home, that’'s sure.”

Doc Savage made no conment

"What | don’t understand," Sergeant Foster said, "is these ows."

An of ficer cane up fromdownstairs. "The basenent is full of boxes and cages the ows cane in,"

he said. "He's been buying them everywhere."

"Who' s been buying then?" Doc Savage asked

"A man naned Pinestopp, the tags on the boxes say."

"Oficer, refrain fromanswering the prisoner’s questions!" Foster snapped

The policeman colored. "Unh—sorry, sir."

Sergeant Foster planted hinmself in front of Doc Savage. "You better talk, Savage. You were found
here with your pockets full of articles belonging to the nurdered men. We know the stuff bel onged to
them because it includes their wallets with their names and personal |etters which they had
received. W also find two of your nmen in possession of the knife used, or probably used, to commt
the killings. It looks as if they were getting rid of the knife."

Doc Savage's fl ake-gold eyes were strangely alive. "M nd answering a question?"

"I mght mind. | wouldn't know until | hear it."
"How, " Doc asked, "did, the police happen to turn up here?"
Foster smiled thinly. "I suppose you think an anonynous voice tel ephoned us."

"Sonething like that."

Foster’s smle got thinner and he shook his head. "The patrolman on this beat heard two men

di scussing a nmurder that was to take place here. They—the two nen—di scovered that the officer had
overheard. They slugged him The officer revived, turned in a call, and we cane."

"It amobunts to the sane thing as a tel ephone call froma person who refused to give his nane. A
little nmore clever, is all." The bronze man sounded matter-of -fact

Sergeant Foster snorted. "You don’'t nean to tell ne the knocking out of the patrol nan was staged
totip us off? You don't expect nme to believe that."

"You may," Doc Savage said quietly, "learn that is what occurred."”

Foster shook his head again. After that, there was silence

Renny broke the tension with, "Doc, Pinestopp is in this. If he bought these ows, he’s init."
Doc shook his head slightly. He spoke in ancient Mayan, a tongue they used for consultation when
they did not wish to be understood. The | anguage was so ancient that not a dozen people in so-called
civilization spoke it. Doc suggested that Renny not discuss the matter at the present tine
"Who' s Pi nestopp?" denmanded Sergeant Foster

No one said anything

The tel ephone rang. Al npbst everyone but Doc Savage junped and stared at the instrument. Sergeant
Foster sidled over as if he expected the thing to junp and bite him picked it up, said, "Hello
True speaking."

Someone nust have sworn at the sergeant, judging fromhis expression. He said, "Huh!" and "Yes,"
and, "is that so? I'll be damed!" into the instrument. Then he hung up

Foster swung slowy to face Doc Savage.

"We sent a squad car down to your headquarters to pick up the rest of your associates," he said
"They found a rather queer thing when they got there."

Enoti on suddenly appeared on Doc’s netallic features. "Queer?"

"Your headquarters," Sergeant Foster said, "is a ness! There has been a fight. There is a dead
man in the reception room And no one else in the place."

THE bronze man was entirely quiet for at least a mnute. Renny and Johnny stared at each other
losing color. All three of themwere thinking of the same thing

"Who"—Poc’s voice was very |l ow—is the dead nman?"

Sergeant Foster stared at the bronze man. "That, | amnot going to tell you
been told too nmuch al ready."

Doc Savage spoke in Mayan. He said one Mayan word which meant three English words. "Hold your
breath."

Johnny and Renny knew what was com ng. Anaesthetic gas. Odorless and col orless stuff that woul d
produce quick, but tenporary unconsciousness. They drew air into their lungs, held it there. They
wat ched Doc Savage, and saw himinnocently rub his right heel against his left leg as if the |leg
itched. They knew the gas was in a container there and that Doc was releasing it

VWhen the first officer dropped—t was a uniforned patrol man—they canme to life. Renny lunged to

the window, tried to raise the sash. It was stuck. Doc Savage, after unlocking the handcuffs with a
key from Foster’s pocket, picked up a chair and snmashed the gl ass out of the frane

They went out of the window. This was the first floor, a front room Twelve feet or thereabout to
a hard concrete areaway.

A policeman was at the house door. Five nore officers were getting out of a squad car. One of

he said. "You have



them yel | ed

Johnny took a heel off his shoe, and threw it at them At the sidewalk in front of them nore
correctly. Shoe heels are favorite places to carry conceal ed objects, and Johnny carried a spare
snoke grenade there. It was sinply a cake of highly inflamrabl e substance that produced a great deal
of smoke. It was ignited by a stripper fuse of the type used on railroad fusees

The thing spouted a cloud of snmpbke that was nore startling than anything else. It |ooked like a

bl ack nonster suddenly nmaterialized on the sidewal k.

Doc Savage said, "The park."

They ran. There were no nore words. Not until two shots had bl asted behind them and the |ead

went skating past on the pavenent. Then Renny said, "Aren't you the boy with the gadgets! Snoke bonb
in your shoe heel. |nagine!"

Johnny snorted. "The quintessence of pragmatism" he said

They rounded a corner. "Wat does that translate to?" Renny puffed

"Cood idea, under the circunstances," Johnny suggested

"Ch, | won't deny it." Renny veered across the snow whitened street. "Here's the park. How we

gonna find Long Ton? Those cops got our radios."

Doc Savage said, "The logical spot is north of here. Not far fromthe bridle path."

A car roared around the corner behind them The snoke had not del ayed the police |ong. There was

a stone fence around the park at this point. They vaulted it, but not before there was nore shooting
behind them The bullets mssed by enough to nake it evident that the police were shooting into the
air.

Doc said, "New York policenen are marksnen. As soon as they becone earnest with those bullets, we
will have trouble."

The police car seened to skid half a block on the icy pavenent. It canme to a stop against the

curb. Judging fromthe sound, a wheel smashed, because there was a consi derabl e crash

A police voice yelled, "All right! No nore shooting in the air. They' ve had their warning."

Renny said, "Holy cow That’'s what | was afraid of!" and put on speed

FI NDI NG Long Tom and the autogyro was not as difficult as it seened. There was, in fact, only one
spot really suitable, and renote enough, for a plane to alight. Not that an ordinary plane could
have | anded anywhere in the park except the great greensward to the south. But that spot was too
prominent, too brightly lighted. Renny and Johnny were less fanmliar with the |layout of the park
and it snmacked of black magi c when Doc Savage cane out abruptly in a clearing. And there was the
aut ogyr o.

They no nore than appeared in the open space than the big rotors started whirling. Then Long Tom
recogni zed them He started to cut the engine

"Let it run," Doc said hastily. "And get this thing in the air."

Long Tonmis pale face was yellowi sh in the glow fromthe instrunent panel. He said, "I heard sone
shooting,” in an interested voice

Then he haul ed on the cant |ever which caused the autogyro to junp upward. The shadow of the ship
bel ow t hem was a grotesque convul sing thing on the snow that got smaller. Then there were six or
eight | oud hamer bl ows agai nst the skin of the fusel age

Renny said, "Good thing this skin covering is bulletproof alloy."

"Who' s shooting?" Long Tom asked

"Police."

Long Tomturned a face that was a wi de nouth and staring eyes. "Gadzooks, as G anpa Roberts used
to say," he said in a |low voice. He gave the cant |ever a harder yank, hit the throttle with his
palm "What do they want with you?"

"Qther than their obvious wish to shoot us,"” Renny told him "there's an item of nurder."

"Whom did you kill?"

"Appear ances," said Renny, "indicate we did a triple thing on three fell ows named Terrence

Sl oppy Stone and Harry."

"The three owl hunters?"

Renny nodded. "And Jasper hunters,"” he added. "Too bad they didn't get Jasper. You haven't net
Jasper, have you?"

Long Tomsaid, "I'lIl look forward to it."

Johnny Littlejohn, in a grimvoice, with unusually small words for him said, "Wat about Mnk
and Ham and the others?"

Doc Savage said, "Get over the spot where True’'s car was standing when we last sawit."

The bronze man’s voice was not loud, nor was it charged with tearing enption. But there was a
quality to it that the others caught. They knew what it meant, which was that Doc Savage knew as
well as they did that things didn't happen the way they had just happened. Not naturally, they
didn’t

The trap at True's place had been set for themdeliberately. Someone had known they were going
there. The sonmeone had known it far enough in advance to get three nen to the spot and nurder them
and prepare the gas. The gas was unusual. Not many men knew there was such a gas or how to obtain



it. It was hard to obtain. But the gas had been there. And the three nurdered nmen. And the two
conversationalists who had thensel ves been overheard by the cop and had knocked the cop over the
head to insure proper attention to the matter

(It is the policy of Doc Savage never to reveal the nature of gases and other equipnent famliar

to him for fear that in untrained hands these things m ght be harnful.)

It was all so very clever that it was hair-raising

Al so sonet hi ng had happened to Monk and Ham and Lola Huttig and the others. As a result of the
sonet hi ng, another man was dead in Doc Savage’'s downtown headquarters. The identity of the other man
they did not know. The dead nman could be Mnk or Haml

THERE was no sign of Edwin Quell True's autonobile in the darkened street. Long Tom i ndi cated
where the nachine had stood. The cl osest inspection of the spot through the infrared scanning device
was fruitless

"I"mnot surprised," Renny said, runbling his rage. "I think it was True who set the |aw on us
back there."

"Why' d he do that?" Long Tom asked

"To stop us bothering him To get rid of us. To put us where we would be out of his way. That's
obvious, isn't it?"

"Murdering three nen," Long Tom pointed out, "seens to be a lot of bother to go to."

"It is a regular nightmare," Renny nuttered

Johnny Littlejohn took a deep breath. "Either there is sonething of inmense proportions back of
this or sonmeone has an insane disregard for human life."

Doc Savage put the infrared scanner on the cabin floor. The device was about the size of a press
canera—the large type, about five by seven by four inches, which you press to your eye to focus
"The police will be watching headquarters,” he said. "They al so know about our water-front hangar
on the Hudson, the one in the warehouse. W had best stay away from both places."

Johnny said, "How about mny place, Doc? W could work fromthere."

"The one on | ower Max Street?" Doc asked

Johnny was surprised. "I didn't know you knew about the place," he said. "Yes, that's it."

Doc told Long Tom "Land on the East River above Brooklyn Bridge. We can taxi fromthere into a
steanship pier that belongs to a foreign concern, and which is vacant, now "

They canme down slowmy to the deckled strings of lights that was Brooklyn Bridge. The water was
bl ack under them with here and there a white scab that was floating ice. The ship—+ts wheels
retracted so that its fat hull could take water |ike a duck-—smacked the surface. Waves were | arge
enough to pitch them about, meking the autogyro difficult to handle

It was snmooth when they got between two abandoned piers. H gh warehouses on the piers sheltered
themfromthe wind. They strung the ship out with lines to each dock

A flashlight beam sprang upon them unexpectedly. "The watchnan," Renny said. "I'Il talk to him"
The big-fisted engi neer went away, but was back soon. "It's right as rain."

"What did you do?" Long Tom asked. "Bop himw th one of those steam shovel buckets you cal
hands?"

"l just gave himny credentials,"” Renny expl ai ned

"Credential s?"

"G eenbacks, duly indorsed by Uncle Sam" Renny said

They wal ked through the iced and blustering night. The streets were unpl easant to the eye
deserted. The snell of the fish market m xed awesonely with the wi nd now and then

Johnny said, "I like solitude for study. |I'mnot bothered with visitors in this nei ghborhood."
He turned into a hole that |ooked as if it might be an opiumden, or the back door of a junk
shop

Renny took a nmachi ne pistol —-he had brought the weapon fromthe plane gun rack—and carried it

ready. "Whoever we're mixed up with seens to know a | ot about us. Maybe they know about this place."
He was wong. O at | east there was no one upstairs. There were just long, large roons filled

with rock sanples and bones of dinosaurs, with naps and vol unes on archaeol ogy and geol ogy, with the
things that went with Johnny Littlejohn’s profession. The place | ooked what it was—the retreat of
one of the greatest living archaeol ogi sts and geol ogi sts

DOC SAVAGE said, "W had better tackle this thing in an organized fashion."

The bronze man assigned parts in a quiet voice. "Renny," he said, "you check over the beginning

of this affair. Go back and see that Lola Huttig told us the truth. Check up on the actor who was
murdered so that Jefferson Shair would get the blane for the killing. Be careful while you do your
checking. Do not let the police pick you up."

Renny nodded and went away. He could tell that Doc Savage was feeling very grim

Doc said, "Johnny, you work on Edwin Quell True. You can get information fromWall Street nen
probably. Find out what you can."

"True broke | oose fromus when you nentioned finding out when he descended on Wall Street,"

Johnny said. "I think that will be my principal |line of questioning."



"Cood idea."

Johnny went away.

"Long Tom" Doc finished, "you take Pinestopp, the man who tried to kill the oW, and who tried
to kill Johnny, under the inpression that he was shooting at True."

"Righto."

Doc Savage wal ked into the workroom It was not exactly a laboratory; it was a place where Johnny
tested rock and ore speci nens. There was an array of chemicals, the bottles marked with formula
synbol s. Doc began taking down stuff, things which he could mix to formharm ess concoctions for
changing the color of his hair, lightening his skin. Materials for a disguise of sorts.

LATER, Renny Renwi ck burst into the room

"Doc!" he yelled. "What do you think! Do you know that Ham Brooks has a brother?"

Doc Savage nodded. "A half brother," he corrected. "The fellow s name is Aiver Brooks. They
barely know each other, | understand. The half brother is older than Ham and he is an English
subject. Has lived always in Africa—

The bronze man was suddenly silent.

Renny nodded. "That's it."

"What is ‘it’?" Doc asked sharply.

"The actor that Jefferson Shair killed was Oiver Brooks, who was Hami s half brother," Renny
said. "If you ask me, there was no coincidence in that nurder."

Chapter X. BROTHER S SECRET

DOC SAVAGE entered his headquarters building as a stoop-shoul dered, white-haired, pleasant-faced,

si npl e-1 ooki ng ol d gentl eman, whose career was nothing nore exciting than selling newspapers. He had
a bundl e of papers under an arm wore a slipshod suit and a badge which identified himas an

enpl oyee of the nmorning newspaper. He entered as if he had business in the building, waited until an
el evator was enpty, and stepped into it.

"Take me up, Joe," he said, using his natural voice.

The operator junped, whirled, becane pale. "M . Savage!"

Doc said, "Go for a ride, Joe. And tell ne what happened here |ast night."

Joe swal | owed his astoni shment. He set the elevator for slow speed, and | eaned agai nst the side

panel . "I know as nmuch about it as anybody," he said. "I saw part of it. | didn't see the guys go
up. Nobody saw them go up. They didn't walk, either. We think they were in some big boxes that were
delivered to one of the upper floors by the freight elevators. | told the police about the boxes.

They investigated the Monarch Costume Co.—that’s who the boxes were addressed to—and it was a phony.
That is, sonmebody had rented the office, and they didn't have anything in it. It was a phony, all
right."

Doc listened to this patiently. "I aminterested in the excitenment that followed," he said.

Joe grimaced. "Exciterment it was, too. Hell broke |oose! These peopl e—the ones fromthe

boxes—were waiting for your men on your floor. | guess it was just a plain fight. | heard the
fracas. | heard about fifty shots. They sounded as if they cane fromdifferent kinds of guns. Then,
afterward, there was some kind of gas. The stuff was still in the hall when the police came. They

had to carry out two cops. It didn't hurt them though. Just knocked them out."

"There was one dead man?"

"Yes."

"My peopl e—what happened to then?"

"An elevator. Al of them | sawit go past, and tried to get to the power panel to stop it. But
they had figured on that. The door of the power-panel roomis generally unlocked, but this tinme it
was | ocked. "

"And after they got themdown in the el evator?" Doc asked.

The el evator operator nade a distressed gesture. "I wish | could tell you. I wish | knew The
police wish they knew, too."

"The dead man?" Doc Savage asked.

"He is in the norgue, | guess. The one two bl ocks over and three south.”
"What was his name?"
"l have no idea," said the boy. "I got a look at him but that is all. | didn't know him"

They reached the top floor, and the el evator operator reversed the controls and they began noving
down again. There was no vibrations in the car worth nentioning, and the cables slipping past were
| ess of a sound than the wi nd outside the skyscraper tower. "Police are waiting in your
headquarters,"” Joe said uneasily.

Doc said, "Can you describe the man who got killed?"

The boy was silent a nmonment. Then he lifted a white face. "I thought it was Ham Brooks," he said.
"I"mnot sure."

Doc Savage said nothing, nade no comrent whatever, either during the renai nder of the descent in
the elevator or after the cage reached the | obby. He did not speak while wal king out of the

bui | di ng. There was not hi ng unusual about hi mexcept that his conplexion was nore | ead than bronze.



THE norgue was not an inposing building, and had no need to be. Not that it was particularly

drab. It wasn’t. A theater next door gave an odd touch of gaiety to the gray brick receptacle for
deat h.

Anyone who wal ked in and asked to | ook at the nman found dead in Doc Savage' s headquarters woul d
be an abrupt object of police attention. He would be lucky if he did not land in detention as a
material witness.

That was why Doc Savage used the fire escape, a glass cutter on the window, and a chem cal on the
iron bars inside the window The bars were ornanmental; ordinarily, bars are on the outside of

wi ndows, but these were on the interior. The chem cal foamed w thout noise and gave off a vapor that
was so violent it forced Doc to retreat down the fire escape for a while. But when he canme back and
pushed agai nst the bars, they broke off. The chemical had done its work.

(The exact formulae for chem cal mxtures enployed by Doc Savage are purposefully deleted. In the
possession of a crimnal, for instance, the one Doc Savage has just used would be a distinct
asset-to the crook.)

Doc Savage went down a hall, then a flight of stairs. He knew the building, and he lost no tine.
Qutside, it was early norning; and inside the nobrgue, this was the quiet hour. The air reeked of
di sinfectants, of brass polish; but there was no odor of death.

A sergeant sat at a desk beside the door that led to the refrigerated roomwhere the bodies were
kept. From outside, Doc said, "Sergeant, cone here, will you?"

The officer |ooked up, got to his feet, noved toward the door. Doc made his voice sound far away,
said, "Hurry. Here at the door. Look!"

The officer rushed past w thout a side glance. Doc Savage stepped out from behind the door which
had concealed him He went into the norgue and began searching.

I't was not Ham Brooks.

It was a man who did | ook vaguely like Ham but the resenbl ance was only in size and col ori ng.

The face had a hawki ng vicious cast. Doc had never seen the nman before.

The sergeant returned to his desk, puzzled. He nuttered, "I wonder who the hell that guy was,"

and sat down.

Doc held the door open a crack. He used his voice again, neking it sound far away, and denanded,
"Hey, have you got the clothes and stuff off that guy who was found dead at Savage’'s pl ace?"

The officer stared at the outside door, from which he thought the voice was coming. "Sure," he
said. "Wio're you?"

Doc cane into the room cane quietly, and got hold of the officer’s arns above the el bows. The
man | et out a bark of astoni shment. Doc changed one hand to the man’s throat. They fought for a
whil e, and the | oudest noise was a chair upsetting.

Doc used a hypo shot of a drug mixture which tenporarily paralyzed the officer’s arm |eg and
throat muscles. The drug had been taken froma supply which Johnny had been keeping at his place.
The policeman sat there in inpotent, helpless rage while drawers were yanked out of his filing
cabi nets.

The stuff that had belonged to the dead man—+t was plainly |labeled in the efficient police
fashion—was in the fifth drawer of the first cabinet. The dead man’s nanme was El bert Wang. He had
not | ooked Chinese. But that was his name-Wang.

There was a penknife, some sal es-tax tokens fromthree Southern States on the Atlantic seaboard,
cigarettes, a cigar band, silver and copper coins. One of the coins was a South African piece, and
two silver ones were Portuguese.

There was a little notebook, a cheap one that could be bought at alnbst any dinme store. Pictures
of owWws were pasted to its pages. There were about forty ow pictures, each one different, although
all were not separate species of ows. There were pictures of eagle ows, snow ows, barn owms, both
Eur opean and Anerican species of others.

There was no word of witing in the book. Just the pictures. They had been clipped out of

ref erence books, evidently, because the printed nane of the speci es was beneath each picture.

Doc Savage spoke to the policeman. In spite of the paralysis of the drug, the stuff was as

harnm ess as the novocaine dentists use; in fact, it was a simlar, but nore potent, drug. The

of ficer could hear. His mind was not inmpaired in the | east.

"The ow s, " Doc Savage said, "are probably giving the affair a zany touch that is fooling
everyone."

The bronze man then departed.

He took with himonly one article. H's taking the thing seened to bew | der the policeman. The

obj ect obviously had no neaning to the cop. It was one of the Portuguese coins. The coin was bright
and new.

WHEN Doc Savage wal ked in on Johnny Littlejohn at the latter’s downtown establishment, the gaunt
ar chaeol ogi st and geol ogi st | ooked up cheerfully and said, "d ad to see you back, Doc. Wwo was it
got killed? At our headquarters, | nean."

Doc Savage said, "A nan naned El bert Wang."



"Wang?"

"Monk and the others," Doc said, "were probably carried off sonewhere. At |east, they were alive
when taken fromthe building. That would indicate that the purpose of the raid was to get them
alive."

" \Why 2"
"That," Doc said, "is not exactly clear."

Johnny pulled in a deep breath. "I’'Il be superanal gamated if | see heads or tails of this thing,
yet," he said. "However, |’ve been getting sone dope on Edwin Quell True."

"What about True?"

"He's a new boy anong the wol ves," Johnny explained. "He blewinto Wall Street only a few weeks

ago, and he’'s been knocki ng them goofy. There's a story that he walked into a broker’'s office with
an old suit of clothes, no nmoney for his next nmeal, talked theminto | oaning himfive dollars, and
ran the five up into no telling how many mllions. Now, he's got a penthouse on Park Avenue, that

pal ace where we found himon Long Island, a yacht |ong enough to reach fromhere to there, and a few
pints of dianonds."

Doc Savage becane strangely thoughtful. "All of this in a few weeks?"

"Ni ne weeks, as near as | can tell."

Johnny was then startled, because Doc Savage made the trilling sound that all of them had come to
know neant a great deal. Alnost always, the trilling indicated Doc had reached a conclusion, or that

sone surprising fact had cone to him

Johnny waited for Doc to comment. Doc sai d nothing.

"I wish,” said Johnny, "I had True's touch for gold. MIlions of dollars in nine weeks. | magine!
Al legal, too. O legal enough that the Federal government can’t hang anything on him"

Doc Savage took a snall object froma pocket.

"Johnny," he said, "you dabble w th num smatics?"

"Coi ns? Sure."

Doc extended the coin he had taken fromhis pocket. "Can you identify this one?"

Johnny turned the coin. "Portuguese," he said. "First one | have seen."

"Is it likely," Doc asked, "that many other people in the United States have seen such a coin?"
"Practically an inpossibility, | would say," Johnny said. "That coin—the first batch of this
coi nage—+eft the Portuguese national mnt |ess than a week ago. Seven days ago exactly."

"It was in the possession of the man found dead in our headquarters."

"That," said Johnny, "nmeans one of two things. Either he was a collector who got the coin by

transatlantic air nmail, or he came from Portugal mghty recently."
"Portugal has an African colony."
"Yes."

"The man al so had an African coin in his pocket."
"1"1l be superanal gamated!"

"The governnent," Doc Savage said, "is keeping a close check on people who cone to Anerica from
Eur ope by airpl ane these days."
Johnny junped to his feet. "I have a friend who can do sonething for us there," he said.

WHI LE Johnny Littl ej ohn was on the tel ephone, Long Tom Roberts and Renny Renwi ck cane in and
reported. Long Tom had been checki ng on Pi nestopp.

"The man seens to be a hal f-baked skiing instructor,” Long Tom said. "He has no crimnal record.
There are no Pinestopps at all in the police rogues’ gallery, as a matter of fact. He has been
wor ki ng for Jefferson Shair as skiing instructor, as he told us."

Doc asked, "Any record of his being related to Lola Huttig?"

"I didn’t find any."

Renny Renw ck said, concerning Lola Huttig, "As far as | can learn, Lola Huttig is what she said
she was. There is a Lola Huttig registered with the actor’s union. She had a small part in the play
‘Three for the Mnney,’ and a better part in ‘Question Mark,’ the tragedy which had a short run | ast
spring."

"What about the actor who was killed?"

"Ham s brother?"

"Yes."

"l wasn't able to learn a thing. The police just identified himas Hanis brother by an insurance
policy which he had in his pocket. The insurance policy was an ol d one, nmade out to his nother and
to Ham as secondary beneficiary in case of his nother’s death. It gave Hami s New York address, so
there was not much doubt."”

Johnny cane in. Hs face was tight. "I'I|l be superanal gamated!" he said. He stared at them

Obvi ously, Johnny was about to explode with information.

"I"ve got sonething here!" he said dramatically. "How many of you fellows think Lola Huttig was
what she said she was?"

No one spoke.

Johnny said, "Lola Huttig, Hamis half brother and Al bert Wang came from Africa to the United
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States, via Portugal, three days ago."

Conpl ete silence held the roomfor a while.

Renny runbled, "Let’'s get this straight. Lola Huttig, the actor who was killed by Jefferson
Shair, and the man found dead in our headquarters—all cane from Africa?"

Johnny nodded. "By plane."

"That," said Renny, "mixes it up alittle."

Long Tomfrowned. "Did they bring any owls with thenP"

Johnny said, "No owWs. But |’ve got sonething else."

Doc Savage becane interested then. "Wat el se have you | earned?"

"All three of them have been staying at a hotel on Fifty-seventh Street," Johnny said. "I got
that froma governnment agent, perfectly honest, who owes ne a debt of gratitude. The Federal
government has been keeping track of people who are inportant and in enough of a hurry to use
transatlantic planes to get over here these days."

Doc Savage cane to his feet. "W might visit that hotel and see what we can find," he said.

Chapter XI. GUI LLOTI NE

THEY were near the hotel on Fifty-seventh Street when Doc Savage changed his plans slightly.
"Long Tom " the bronze man said, "call police headquarters and make themthink you are a
newspaper reporter. Find out where the oW s were taken."

"The birds which were in the roomin True’'s apartnent with the three nurdered nmen?"

"Yes, those ow s," Doc Savage said. "Wen you find out where they are, go to the place and hang
around. Keep out of sight."

Long Tom was di sgusted. "An ow watcher!" he nuttered. But he got out of the nachine, and stal ked
away through the cold norning.

Doc Savage drove on toward the hotel. He was using Johnny Littlejohn's old car, but they had
changed the license plates, putting on Pennsylvania |license tags. The Pennsylvania plates were not
fakes; they were sinply registered in the name of M. Johnny in Pennsylvani a.

Johnny and Renny had been wi t hout sleep throughout the night, as had Doc Savage. They showed it
in nervousness and under their eyes. Doc Savage was less jittery, but there were lines on his
netallic features that had not been there before.

They were up against a desperate situation. It was not so nmuch the tension that bothered them as
the hel pl essness of it. They could not help feeling a conplete futility. There had been at | east
five killings. Monk and Hamwere in trouble. The police were after Doc and the others. And there was
this unbelievably silly stuff about ows.

Renny said fiercely, "There's the hotel where Lola Huttig, Hamis brother fromAfrica and this
wang fellow put up."

They wal ked into the hotel, and Doc Savage said, "Good norning," to the hotel clerk. Doc was
still wearing his disguise as an elderly gentlenman, although he was wearing better clothing than
when he had visited his headquarters building as a newspaper peddl er.

"Yes, sir," said the clerk. "Wat can | do for you? Sonething nice with bath at nine dollars?"
Doc said, "I'msorry—o. | amcalling on ny good friend, Oiver Brooks."

The cl erk nodded at the tel ephone. "Use the house phone. Suite 1804."

Wth the gentle persistence of an elderly person, Doc said, "Could you tell me if M. Wang and
Mss Huttig are al so staying here?"

"Same floor," the clerk said. "Suite 1804 for Brooks; 1807 for Wang; 1816 for Mss Huttig." He
frowned slightly. "But you will have to use the house phone."

Doc Savage nodded and thanked himpolitely. The bronze nman then went to the bank of tel ephones
and pi cked up an instrument, made sure the slightly suspicious clerk was watching him and pretended
to call upstairs. He smled widely as if he had received a satisfactory answer.

"Thank you," he said to the clerk. They entered the el evator. "Eighteen," the bronze man said
loudly. The clerk was satisfied.

VWi le they were riding up, Renny nuttered, "Nine dollars for a room You need a nmnt to stay
here."

"Or to be another Edwin Quell ‘Too Good To Be True' True," Johnny suggest ed.

Renny said, "If we ever catch that fellow, | want his formula."

THE el evator suddenly stopped. The operator |ooked around, scratched his head. He was a short
dark man with a great deal of hair in which to scratch. "Very unusual,"” he said.

The el evator operator fooled with the controls for a while. "Very unusual ," he insisted. "I guess
it must be the connection box on top of the cage."

The operator clinbed up on the hand railing with the agility of sonewhat of an acrobat. "I’'II
see," he said. He opened a hatch in the top of the cage.

Doc Savage grabbed the man’s legs. "Get out of this thing!" he shouted at Johnny and Renny. "Get
t he door open!"

The operator kicked and nmade enough snarling noise to be a cat. Renny and Johnny stared,
astounded. "Get out!" Doc shouted.



" But —

Doc said loudly, "This hatch in the top of the cage was unfastened! Can't you see it’'s a trap!"
Renny and Johnny saw then. They began fighting the door. They did not exactly understand why Doc
want ed them out of the cage. But his orders were to get out. They did not question them

The el evator cage door was not hard to force back. The cage proved to be a few feet above the
floor level. Renny scranbled out. Johnny followed. Renny |eaned back, tried to assist Doc in holding
the kicking, yelling operator.

"Get out!" Doc said grimy.

The force in the bronze man’s voi ce shocked the big engi neer back out of the cage.

A nmorment | ater, Renny was conpletely white, and shaking so that he had to sit down on the floor.
Because the cage had dropped. Another nonent of delay, and Renny woul d have been guill oti ned!

He stared at the cables whistling in the elevator shaft.

"That cage is falling!" he croaked.

Chapter XII. HOT TRAIL

LONG TOM ROBERTS was sel ling peanuts. He was peddling themfroma snmall wagon which had a gadget
that al so whistled and popped corn. Long Tom had never |iked whistling. Peanuts were not his
favorite fruit. He had been forced to pay the former proprietor five dollars rental for the peanut
cart, and he was not happy about that. He was inclined to be conservative where noney was concerned.
H s peanut peddling was confined to the street in front of a society for the prevention of
cruelty to animals.

It was the first tine that Long Tom had heard ow s cl assed as ani nal s.

The oW s were in the place, however, and that was why Long Tom was outside. He wal ked up and
down, pushing the cart that whistled. He sold two bags of peanuts. A dog tried to bite him A cop
demanded his vender's license, giving Long Toma bad nonent, |est he be recognized as a Doc Savage
aide at a time when the police were | ooking for Doc and anyone connected with him But the officer
| ooked at the |icense—provided by the former proprietor of the cart as part of the five-dollar
purchase and was satisfied. He went on.

The next custoner was a bit nore to Long Tonmis liking. He was not particularly susceptible to the
opposite sex, but this one was enough to make a wooden Indian turn his head.

She was not too young—though in her twenties—was shaped in the right way and dressed as if a | ot
of thought had been put on her by expensive nodi stes. She had sea-blue eyes—the GQulf Stream part of
the sea—and hair that was the col or of good Spanish |eather, touched with enough gold to nmake it
arresting. Her hands and feet were small, but the dark purse she carried was |arge.

She said, "A bag of peanuts, please."

"Yes, ma’aml" said Long Tom "Right hot off the griddle. The very best—+ hope."

She opened the big purse. "How nuch?"

"One dinme, a tenth part of a dollar," Long Tomsaid enthusiastically. "Only | wouldn't reconmend
themtoo highly."

She | ooked up. "You woul dn’t?"

"Not these peanuts. | ate some a while ago, and they nust have been cured in kerosene." Long Tom
grinned.

The girl funbled in her purse.

"My pet oW mght |ike them though," she said.

She showed Long Tomthe small but inpressive snout of an autonatic pistol!

"An ol d canpai gner |ike you"-she noved the gun enough to show what she neant —shoul d know what to
do fromthis point on."

Long Tom | ooked into her eyes and knew what he had better do. He had better stand still. He did.
Shortly, there was a racket fromthe direction of the animal society's building, and Long Tom
said, "Mnd if | |ook?"

"Assuredly not," said the girl. "It mght show you that we nean business."

Long Tomturned his head. The racket had been caused by one man knocki ng another down with a
short club. The one who got felled was wearing a society attendant’s uniform The one who did the
knocki ng was |large and solid, built for the job he was doing.

The man with the club and another man ran into the building. They were gone an efficiently short
time. During the interval, there was one shot, two screams, and the sound of something breaking.
They came out carrying an ow . Owasso!

"You," said the girl with the gun, "have done enough | ooking."

A nmoment later, a closed car, a long but not pretentious sedan, pulled up at the curb.

"What you got there?" a nan asked.

"A grandma who had big eyes," the girl said. "He was selling peanuts, only he wasn't."

The man said, "Long Tom Roberts, the man of the volts and anperes, unless | mss nmy guess. Get in
here, electrical wzard."

The girl asked, "You want to take him al ong?"

"l don't want to very bad," the man said, "but | guess it would not be a bad idea, since the man
with the brains gave us such orders."



The girl opened the car door. "Sonetinmes, | wonder if the man with the brains really has them"
she said. To Long Tom she said, "Clinb in there, ny ill-1ooking peanut sal esman."

Long Tomclinbed into the car.

He stared at Doc Savage.

"Holy cowW As Renny would say," Long Tom nuttered.

THE driver of the car—the man who had spoken to the girl—turned around and nade a short but

rat her inpressive speech.

"You two try talking and you' Il get your guts full of lead," he said.

He had a hatchet face nmade out of dark stone and other qualities which conveyed the inpression he
nmeant what he said.

They tal ked, anyway. They did it with their fingers. Not a word was said. It was a slow
conversation, because they had to go carefully and acconpany their finger talk with squirmngs and
ot her synptons of nervousness so that deaf-and-dunb sign | anguage they were using would not be
noti ced.

The conversation consisted nostly of Doc Savage expl ai ni ng what had happened to him He told

about the visit to the hotel, and the mshap in the elevator.

The el evator operator, the bronze man stated with his fingers, was thus obviously a planted
villain. A very efficient one. The efficiency of the fellow, and the fact that he was planted there,
went to prove what they had already started to realize. They were up against an incredibly clever
eneny—a foe who had been outsmarting themto such an extent that it was not in the |east funny.

It had taken genius to guess that they would find out that Hami s half brother, the nurdered

actor, Lola Huttig and the nysterious man nanmed El bert Wang who carried the very | atest Portuguese
coin, and who had been nurdered in Doc Savage's headquarters, all had come fromAfrica within the
|l ast few days and were staying at the hotel on Fifty-seventh Street. Genius had guessed they woul d
learn this. Genius had foreseen the effectiveness of planting a man in the hotel, where Doc Savage
and the others woul d never suspect a nman being pl anted.

Doc mentioned the nechanics of his capture. The el evator, he expl ai ned, had been freed of its
gover nor—the cabl es had not been cut or anything like that—so that it had fallen with great speed to
the basenment. There, four gentlemen who were loitering at the spot for the purpose had shown Doc
Savage the business end of guns. And here he was.

Here they both were, Long Tom commented slowy in the sign | anguage. And where next?

Al oud, Doc Savage said, "Wiere are you taking us?"

"On a wonderful, wonderful trip," the driver said, and | aughed.

The girl also | aughed, but rather strangely. She had been | ooking at Doc Savage, and it was

obvi ous she approved of him Approved of hima great deal. Enough that she had started chew ng her
lip.

Doc said, "Wy?"

"Why what?" the man asked.

"Why what ever you're going to do with us."

"Ch, that." The man | aughed again. "Alittle bird shall |ead the way.

"Alittle bird, alittle ow," Doc suggested.

"Not a very little ow. Hah, hah, hah," the nman said. "Now shut up before you get sone lead in
that place | nentioned.”

Doc said, "A very clever little bird he is, haven't you noticed? Perhaps—

The man turned around. He was utterly fierce. There was tiger in his eyes.

"l got permission to kill you if necessary," he said. "Damm ny soul, don’t think | won't!"
"Why?" Doc said. "It would seema little unnecessary."
"Because," said the man, "I'mscared stiff of you."

THEY left a suburb of New York in a plane.

Lola Huttig sat white-faced in the plane and sai d nothing.

The ship was equi pped with skis. It was a recent job. So recent that the job was just being
finished by two nen, evidently the pilot who owned the ship and the hel per. Flier and hel per were
two of a kind. The kind of nmen you expect to see when you visit a jail. They could fly, though.

The pl ane bounced across a rough field and finally lifted into the air. They took off crossw nd.

As soon as he was off, the pilot |lowered the windward wing to get enough slip to keep themon a
strai ght course. He clinbed the regul ation four hundred feet of altitude before he nmade a left turn,
as if consciously taking off in airport traffic. He did everything else by the rule, too. There did
not seemto be much inmagination about his flying.

Frompale lips, Lola Huttig said, "M. Savage, |’'ve been so nmistaken about this thing'"

A man said, "Grlie, close your trap."

Lola said, "It isn't what | thought it was at all."

The man asked, "You want to lose half that pretty face, girlie?"

Lola said, "I have been a part of it fromthe first. | didn't know that. Ham Brooks was part of

it because his half brother—



The man said, "Grlie!" and hit her. He used his hand. It was a large calloused hand, and it

| anded on her tenple hard enough so that Lola fell over sidew se, unconscious.

Doc Savage nade a strangled sound and started to get up. A nan nenaced himwith a pistol. The nman
who had sl apped Lola said, "Kill himif he gets funny." The pistol hol der nodded.

There was silence in the plane cabin for a hundred mles. Muntains passed bel ow. They were rocky
nonsters, asleep under snow. They were not |arge nountains. The plane turned north into the cold.
The sun stood above them then started sliding down in the sky. Afternoon, then |ate afternoon.

It was very cold in the plane cabin. The heating system was not adequate. They got into a storm not
a bad one, but the pilot made it seem bad because he flew the plane like a nervous civilian pilot up
with a civil aéronautics inspector for his flight test.

Doc Savage did a thing that plainly made the others think he was crazy. He took his exercises. O
part of them

Actual |y the bronze man was so nuch on edge that he had to do sonething to relax. He had no idea
where he was being taken, or why. Even the fact that he was alive puzzled him He did not, actually,
bel i eve he was in danger, provided he renained nmeek. He coul d not explain that.

These men in the plane were afraid of him None of themwas acting naturally. There were seven

men, Lola Huttig, the pretty girl who had trapped Long Tom and Long Tom hinself. Long Tomsat in a
glum stew, doubtlessly trying to figure out this nystery about ow s and people fromAfrica. To say
not hi ng of the encycl opedi a boy, Jasper.

They worried about Monk and Ham al so, until Lola Huttig said suddenly, "Mnk and Ham are safe.
They are in another plane headed north |ike—=

The man knocked her | oose from her consci ousness agai n, and | aughed about it.

So Doc Savage took his exercises. Not the very energetic nuscul ar ones. Just the ones where he
strai ned nuscl e agai nst nuscle—a very effective system of devel opment, once it was nmastered. The
ones for his facial nuscles intrigued the nen in the plane.

"He's gone crazy," one of themsaid with conviction.

Doc avoi ded the nmental portion of his exercises. The regular routine was divided into a nunber of
sections designed to cultivate the sense of hearing, sight, touch, taste, and so on, as well as
strai ght nuscular ability. The whole routine was too conplex for the plane. Al so, the bronze nan had
a definite purpose in what he was doing, and mental exercise was not what he needed at the nonent.
H s mental nachinery was in enough of a whirl as it was.

The physical exercise did what physical exercise will alnobst always do—gave his nervous system

rel axation.

The others were convinced he was insane.

Chapter XII1. SNOW BI RD

THE cabin stood on the shore of a lake. It was a naked kind of a |lake with nothing to recomend
it, in particular, except that the snow covered ice was an excellent place to land a plane. The ship
in which Doc Savage was being carried came down there.

The fly-by-the-book pilot got m xed up sonewhat, and put the ship down in a slight crossw nd, so
that the | anding was rough, skidding and al together dubious.

The pilot did a poor job of taxiing across the frozen |ake to the cabin. He seenmed to be
accustoned to | and pl anes, where there were wheel brakes to depend on. He did one ground | oop
inadvertently, which, but for the smooth ice, would probably have scuffed a wing off the ship.
"Cet out and stretch,” a man ordered Doc Savage.

There was another plane near the cabin. It was a large ship and fast. Runners were on it in place
of | andi ng wheel s.

"Cet into the cabin," the man added.

The cabin was big in a hog-house kind of way. It had been built w thout inagination, without
concern for appearances. The fireplace was fieldstone. The | ogs were chinked with grass and nud.
Doc Savage wondered—but hardly believed it was—+f this could be the nmountain | odge of Jefferson
Shair, which had been nentioned. Probably it wasn't. It was not very pretentious.

The nountai ns around about were not inpressive, were too wooded and furred with brush to offer
good, or spectacul ar, skiing. The inpression had been that Shair’s |odge was in strictly expert
skiing country.

Lola Huttig was narched into the | odge.

Doc Savage and Long Tom were urged to another door. Plenty of gun nuzzles acconpanied them The
men with the guns were scared. They seenmed to have heard about Doc Savage.

The mountain wind kicked up a flurry of snow and pushed themin through the door. Danply odorous
warnth that was | ess desirable than the cold tried to push them back outdoors again. The place
snel | ed of cobwebs, pack rats and ol d sparrow nests.

Monk and Ham and ot her occupants of the second plane were there. Jasper |ooked di sagreeable.

Pi nest opp was not in sight.

Doc Savage asked, "You are all safe?"

"Safe," said Jasper, "is a word neaning a piece of |eather, the edge of a rasp, a tray under a
bat htub, an iron or steel receptacle for valuables, as well as safety fromharm"



"Amren," Monk said. "I would say none of the definitions applies to us, unless it’'s the one about
a piece of leather. That’'s what | would say."

Jasper nodded. "You said it, baby frightener."

Doc asked, "What are we doing here?"

Ham Brooks answered that. "I gather that it’s for no good," he said.

A man cane in fromanother room He indicated Doc Savage. "Bring the big one in here," he
ordered. They carried, dragged, Doc into an adjoining roomthat was no nore inviting than the first.
"Strip him" the man ordered. "Take everything off him Everything. And don't give his clothes or
anyt hing el se back to him"

A man | aughed. "Kind of cold for Septenber, ain't it? Must be about zero outside."

The other also | aughed, but grimy. "We'll give hima | eopard skin."

It turned out he actually neant that. Only it was a bearskin. It was not in too good shape.

"BLAZES! " Mdnk said when they conducted Doc Savage back into the room attired sparingly in the
bear ski n.

Lola Huttig caught her breath. The other girl, the one who had captured Long Tom Roberts, was

al so inmpressed. Her eyebrows went up. "Not bad, is he?" she said to Lola Huttig. "Samson nust have
been |ike that before she used the scissors on him"

"Sanson, " said Jasper, "was the Israelite by that name. It is also applied to posts used where
great strength is needed, such as in supporting the deck of a ship, for starting a log, and to
support the wal king beamin an oil-well drill rig."

Doc Savage | ooked at Lola Huttig thoughtfully. "Qiver Brooks and El bert Wang are dead."

Lol a | ooked at him bl ankly. "W were they?"

Doc Savage was not watching her, now. He was | ooking over Lola s head at the other girl.

He added, "But killing themdid no good."

The other girl seemed to come up slowy on tiptoes, then sink back. The words had hit her.

Ham Br ooks blurted out, "Oiver Brooks, did you say? |’'ve got a half brother by that name. He
lives in Africa." Ham's jaw sagged suddenly. "Great grief. Cone to think of it, |I heard fromhima
coupl e of weeks ago. Letter from southern part of Africa."

Doc Savage wheel ed abruptly. "What was in this letter fromdiver Brooks?"

"It was kind of a funny letter,” Hamsaid. "I don't mean hunorous. It just asked me where | could
be gotten hold of on the eighteenth of the nonth." He snapped his fingers violently. "Say, that was
yesterday! That was when all this started happening!"

"Did you answer the letter?"

"Yes, | did. | cabled. Hs letter said he would like a reply by cable, so | sent himone. | never
heard fromhimafter that. | didn't know what he wanted. He did not say in his letter."

Doc Savage was silent for a while.

"Aiver Brooks intended to come to you for help," the bronze man said finally. "That is why he
was killed. "

Ham went whitely silent.

Doc Savage turned to the girl who had trapped Ham "You cane from Africa with Aiver Brooks and
El bert Wang. You cane by plane. You were in a great hurry."

The girl was getting pale. She tried to be defiant.

"Hurry," she said, "is a mld word for what we were in."

Doc Savage watched her intently. "There was a great deal at stake, was there not?"

She was silent a nmonment. Then she shudder ed.

"The nost inportant thing," she said tensely, "in the history of mankind."

She said it with such lowintensity that it was utter truth. They could not doubt it. It gave
Monk and Ham and Long Tom a strange sensati on.

Soret hi ng had to be behind this, of course. They had known that. The sonething had to be of
enough consequence to cause the deaths of at |east four people. But it had been a vague thing, the
noti ve.

Now, unexpectedly, they were told it was a very big thing by the girl’s tone. The npbst inportant
thing in the history of mankind, she had said. That was pretty big. It sounded |ike an
overstatenent. But the girl’'s way of saying it sonmehow nmade it seem genui ne.

A man put his head in the door. He was wearing a nuskrat-fur cap. He said, "The bulls of the
woods want the prisoners in the big room"

THE girl from Africa beckoned stiffly with a hand, indicating where they should go. Doc noved
ahead, because that appeared what they wanted, probably so nore of them could watch himfrom behind.
They wal ked into a large room which was not as bad as the others, but which, like all the rest, was
entirely without furniture. This was an abandoned cabi n which they had purloined for a brief

pur pose.

A man was pacing in front of a window, and his words gave the purpose. He delivered themangrily.

"The dammed fool!" he snarled. "The truckl oad of gasoline should be here. Wiy hasn’t he delivered
it?"



Pi nestopp and Edwin Quell True were standing with their backs to the flanes junping in a

firepl ace

True said, "Are you sure your friend is dependabl e?"

"Sure he’'s dependable!" the man snapped. "I used to live in this country, didn't 1? | worked with
the guy, didn't 1? | offered himplenty of noney over the tel ephone to supply us with gasoline here
at the cabin, and he’s the kind of a bird who would cut off his nmother’s leg for that nmuch noney. He
woul dn’ t doubl e-cross ne, either."”

"Per haps, " suggested True, "he doesn't know where this cabin is."

"The hell he doesn’t! W used to hide our |oads out here when we were bootl eggi ng. He knows where
it is, all right. He owns it!"

"Then," said True, "the snow probably has the roads bl ocked."

The man who was worried about the gasoline stanped back to the wi ndow. "W’ ve got to have nore
fuel to go on," he said. "It wouldn't be safe to stop at any airport. Not with this |oad of
prisoners we've got." He stood glaring out of the window, or pretending to do so, because part of
his attention was on Doc Savage—and uneasily.

Pi nestopp had hardly lifted his eyes. He seened totally interested in a knothole in the floor; he
| ooked as if he wi shed he could crawl away through it and escape this situation

Edwi n Quell True | ooked over Doc Savage’'s body. The bearskin they had given himwas not much nore
than a bathing suit in coverage

"The col d does not seemto affect your body, does it, M. Savage?" True remarked. "I have heard a
great deal about your physique. Extraordinary, | would say. Fully all that it is said to be."

Doc Savage indicated True, then Pinestopp

"You two fellows buried the hatchet?" he asked

True grinned. He was meking hinmself grin

"Yes," True said. "Buried it in you, wouldn't you say? At any rate, we cane to our senses and saw
that, in the face of a common eneny—er rather, two common enem es—there was strength in union."

Pi nestopp made a grinmace that was intended to be a satisfied smrk. Actually, it was not nuch of
anyt hi ng.

Doc said, "Two comon enem es?"

True nodded. "Jefferson Shair and yourself."

"Shair is your eneny?"

True snorted. "Do you have to insult our intelligence with a remark |ike that?"

"My apol ogi es," Doc Savage said with a touch of irony

True bent forward fromthe hips. "Look," he said. "This is unfortunate. | regret it. M.

Pi nest opp, here, regrets it. My nen, here, would probably regret it if they were not naking so nuch
money from Pinestopp and nme, nostly ne. | amsure the nen who have died regret it."

"That makes the regrets practically unanimous," Mnk Mayfair put in.

True bowed slightly. "Excluding Jefferson Shair, of course. | inmagine he has no regrets. He is

not the kind of man who would."

A man canme in fromoutdoors. He said, "There is a pack train coming up the trail. About twelve or

fourteen horses, |ooks like. Think they've got five-gallon gasoline cans tied to their backs."

The man who had been worried about his friend who owned the cabin emtted a relieved grunt
"That’' 1l be Six-shooter with the gasoline," he said. "I guess the trail was bl ocked so he couldn't
make it with the truck. Lots of snow down in the foothills, and they don't plow this road."

NEWS t hat gasoline for the planes was comi ng cheered Edwin Quell True. He smiled and rubbed his
hands toget her

"M. Savage, |'mreally doing the only thing | humanly can, under the circunstances," he said. "I
wi sh you woul d understand that. Probably you won't. But | do w sh you could."

Doc said, "It is hard to see it like that."

"You nust think it is different than it really is," True said. "Actually, | believe you do
Actually, | believe you have m staken ideas."

"l would gladly," Doc said, "be corrected."”

True whirled to Pinestopp. "Shall we try to correct him M. Pinestopp? Wat do you say? Shal
we?"

Pi nestopp | owered his eyes uneasily and nuttered, "I don’'t know. | don’t know about him | wish
he was in Tinmbuktu, or | was there."

True cl apped his hands. "Actually, | think | shall tell himthe true facts. | think it would be
best, M. Pinestopp."

"Ugh! "

Pi nestopp said. O that was what it sounded |ike

Taking a half step toward Doc Savage, True said, "M. Savage, this man Jefferson Shair is a crue
beast. An unbelievably vicious man. He did something horrible to three people, of whom| amone."
Monk Mayfair said, "It couldn’t have been anything incredible he did to your pocketbook. |’'ve
heard about you being a lion in the Wall Street wolf pack."

Edwin Quell True did not seemto think that was funny. He shuddered



"Shair," he said, "had two friends in Africa. They knew what he was doing. They were Qi ver
Brooks and El bert Wang. O iver Brooks happened to be a half brother of M. Ham Brooks, here, but
that was only incidental. He—=

Ham snapped, "Only ny friends call me Ham You will please refer to me as M. Brooks, or Theodore
Marl ey Brooks."
"Brigadi er General Theodore Marley Brooks." True bowed. "I apol ogize."

Ham shrugged.

True said, "You gentlenmen see the foundation of this affair, do you not? Jefferson Shair doing
sonething terrible to some people here in Anerica; his two friends in Africa—©@ iver Brooks and
El bert Wang—knew what he was doing. That was the situation tw weeks ago."

Doc said quietly, "You are not telling us nmuch."

"Ch, but | am" True smled grimy. "Shair’s victins decided to fight back. | was one of the
victinms. So was poor Pinestopp, here. So was that boy, Jasper. So we—

Jasper yelled, "Leave ne out of that, you noney grabber! Shair didn’'t do nothing to me. He's a
swell guy, Jeff is!"

"Poor Jasper," True said. "You did not understand. You have never understood. You are still a
little clod."

Jasper bloated with indignation, tried to think of sonething to say, and finally blurted out a
definition. "Cod," he said, "is a knot of worns, the neck of a cow, a |loaf of bread, a piece of

earth, and an unbright fellow "

True | aughed.

"To return to nmy exposition of what has happened and why," he said, "we victins of Jefferson
Shair banded together and turned on him Shair becane scared. He sent for his two friends from
Africa, Aiver Brooks and El bert Wang. They cane at once."

True | aughed again, gleefully this tine.

"But we had foreseen that," he continued. "In Africa, we had a friend." He turned and bowed at
the girl who had trapped Long Tom "M ss Johnson, here. M ss Johnson knew O iver Brooks and El bert
Wang rather well. Well enough so that she was able to persuade themto take her into the fold. Qur

friend, Mss Johnson, joined Oiver Brooks and El bert Wang. We asked her to do so. Is that clear? W
had planted a friend of ours in the Shair gang."

Doc Savage said, "M ss Johnson cane to New York with Aiver Brooks and El bert Wang?"

"Naturally."

Doc added, "Using the nane of Lola Huttig?"

True chuckl ed. "That was wonderfully clever, don't you think? Lola Huttig is related to M.

Pi nestopp. Hal f sister. Quite a coincidence—€ iver Brooks is Ham Brooks’ half brother, and M ss
Huttig is M. Pinestopp’s half sister. That gave us the idea of having Mss Johnson pose as M ss
Huttig. You see, M. Pinestopp, at that tinme, had not joined us. He was—f | nmay use a slang
expressi on—Jefferson Shair’s pup at the tine. He has since joined us. Last night, in fact. A bit
invol ved, don't you think?"

Doc Savage | ooked at them steadily. "Wiy have M ss Johnson use Mss Huttig s name?"

"Cnh, sonething could have gone wrong," True explained. "And in that case, we wanted the police to
get on the trail of Lola Huttig, which would |l ead themto M. Pinestopp, which would have, in turn,
involved Shair. It was just a thought. It m ght not have worked."

"What," Doc asked, "about the rather brazen device which tricked Mss Huttig into persuadi ng
Jefferson Shair to kill Oiver Brooks?"

True lost his snmle. He | ooked as satisfied as a fox.

"That," he said, "was an excellent use of psychol ogy. W knew Shair woul d suspect the schene, and
follow al ong with what Mss Huttig wanted himto do, in the hope of finding out what was behind it.
He did. He got surprised. He didn't know we had trick blanks in the gun. He was very, very astounded
when he killed his friend, Oiver Brooks."

Doc Savage | ooked at them steadily for some nonents.

"For a change," he said, "why not tell sonme truth?"

True stiffened. "For exanple?"

"Way not," Doc said, "tell about the ow ?"

"The bird has no inportance,” True said quickly.

Doc said, "Only enough inportance so that every nman who has been killed so far has been killed
over the ow ."

True slowy whitened with rage.

"That kind of dammed intelligence on your part," he said, "mght easily cause your death."

Pi nestopp rmuttered, "W shoul d have knocked them of f back in New York."

True shook his head slowy.

"They are perfect exanples, perfect subjects, for the test | wish to make," he said. "So we will
take themw th us."

Chapter XIV. WHY THE OAL WAS W SE
THEY wai ted while the cans of gasoline were renmoved fromthe pack horses and enptied into the two



pl anes. Si x-shooter, the man who had brought the gasoline, was big and sullen and asked no
questi ons.

Monk asked, "Doc, how rmuch of what he told us was the truth?"

"True? It was a clever story, with enough truth to confuse us, he hoped."

"Then some of it was the truth?"

"Yes."

Before they could go deeper into that, they were | oaded into the plane. Al of themin one ship,
this time. They were bound and placed on the cabin floor. Edwin Quell True rode in the plane, and
Pi nestopp. The pilot was not the one who flew by the rul e book. This one was good.

There was one other man. He had a revol ver and stood over themthe whole flight. He would not
all ow themto exchange a word.

They flew for two hours.

Then Doc Savage was forced to his feet, nmade to take a seat. He was | ashed there. Mnk and Ham
Long Tom and Lola Huttig were forced to do |ikew se. Pinestopp put a sheepskin coat around Doc
Savage.

It turned out that the change fromfloor to seats was not an act of ki ndness.

It wasn’t kindness. It was rather hideous deceit. They were bait. Bait there where they could be
seen through the plane w ndows.

The airplane | anded on the snowin a |level nmountain meadow and went flying through the powder
flakes to stop near a fine |og | odge.

Pi nest opp sprang out of the plane.

"Shair!" he shouted. "Ch, Jeff! Look who |’'ve brought to you!"

Jefferson Shair came out of the | odge. Doc Savage had not seen him before, but he recogni zed the
man fromLola Huttig s description and the description given by the boy fromthe candy shop when
Shair had first tried to bring the owl to Doc’s headquarters. Shair had a rifle.

Pi nestopp bellowed in well-imtated delight.

"Jeff!" he cried. "I’ve brought Doc Savage and sone of his men! Look—they're here in the plane."
The man with the gun was sitting on the plane floor, out of Jefferson Shair’'s view He said, "One
bl at out of you fellows, and |'I| see what the five bullets in this gun will do to you!"

There was nothing to do but sit there. If there had been anything else, there was not nuch tine
to doit.

Because Pinestopp ran to Shair, holding out his hand like an old friend. And Shair took the hand,
obvi ously thinking Pinestopp was a friend. Pinestopp hit himover the head. He used a silk
handkerchief filled with broken ice.

Jefferson Shair put his hands straight out in front of himand fell on them

Edwi n Quell True |eaned fromthe plane, screaming, "Kill him Kill him now"

Pi nestopp hal f turned. He shouted, "That’'s not necessary, right now. W might need him"

True did not insist, which was strange.

THE | odge was nmgnificent. Each |og was perfect, and they were fitted |ike cabi network, so that
there was no need of chinking. This was not Western country, but the cabin was furni shed. There was
Navaho stuff: rugs and pottery, blankets and sand paintings. Here and there was a Mexican gintrack,
but not many. The Mexican stuff was nostly hammered silver, and it was expensive, the workmanship
good.

Doc Savage's hands were still tied when he was thrust into a |large bedroom The room had | arge

wi ndows, and it was difficult to understand just why it had been selected as a prison chanber.
Difficult only until Doc got a ook through the wi ndow There was a cliff outside, a sheer drop.
Monk and Ham Long Tom and Lol a Huttig, were brought into the room Their hands were bound.

Jasper was shoved i nsi de.

Pi nestopp said, "True, you and the pilot and the other man stay here and watch them"

"Where are you going?" Edwin Quell True denmanded.

"Qutside," said Pinestopp, "to see that the plane is out of the way and that a fire is built so
that, when our other plane comes in, they can tell the wind direction. W made a m stake and | anded
crosswind. |If the other plane |ands the sane way, and the wind should be a little stronger, they

m ght crack up."

"That’'s right," the pilot said.

Pi nest opp went out.

Monk Mayfair | ooked unhappily at Doc Savage. "How rmuch |onger do we put up with this, Doc?"

The door opened agai n, and Pinestopp dragged the senseless formof Jefferson Shair inside. He
dropped Shair on the floor. "He might return to his senses," he explained. Pinestopp then went out
agai n.

Monk repeated his question. "How | ong do we play neek |ike this?"

The man with the pistol said, "Right up to the day of your death, honely face. And this m ght

turn out to be the day!"

Doc Savage watched Jefferson Shair. The nan has his eyes open. He was watching True and the

guard. Whenever either True or the guard would glance in his direction, Shair closed his eyes



hastily. Shair was entirely conscious.

Doc said, "Ham did they change your shoes?"

"No," Ham said. "You were the only one who had his clothing taken fromhim"

Doc said, "Use the gas in your boot heel."

That was risky. The guard or True might have shot Ham Brooks. Wich woul d have been a shane,
because there was no gas in Hanmis shoe heel.

The guard did the other and natural thing. He sprang headl ong and fell upon Ham's |egs, clutching
t hem

Ham did a very neat job of a trick which he had practiced many tines. He got the man’s head
between his knees. He did it with a convul sive junp and by being prepared. It was a head scissors,
in westling parlance, one of the nost efficient holds in that it was exerted by the |argest nuscles
in the body. Ham put on pressure for all he was worth. The trapped man nmade npans, gasps and snorts
of hel pl essness.

VWil e True was popping his eyes at that, Doc Savage canme to his feet silently in spite of his
bound ankl es, and fell against True. True upset. Doc got on top of him did an act with an el bow
that brought True's head down on the floor. The nan went | oose.

Jefferson Shair sat up on the floor.

Ham s victim stopped maki ng noi ses, and beat the floor feebly with a fist. The bl ows were like
the tail-fluttering of a fish out of water, and they becane weaker, then stopped.

"N ce," Long Tom said.

"The word nice, believe it or not," said Jasper, "also neant |ewd, |ascivious or wanton, once
upon a tinme." He sounded pl eased.

Doc Savage said, "Shair, cut us |oose."

Jefferson Shair hesitated. He seermed uncertain. H s words showed how unsure he was. "I . . . |
don’t know why you are here," he said uneasily. "It mght—that thing you just staged—everpowering of
these two men—ould be a trick to win ny confidence."

Doc said sharply, "Do not be idiotic! The thing we care |east about is your confidence. Cut us
freel"

Shair still hesitated.

"There is another plane |oad of themon the way," Doc said rapidly. "They may be here any tine.
They have the ow ."

Shair junped. "The ow ? The one named Onasso?"

"Yes, Owasso."

Jasper said, "He's not kidding you, M. Shair. It's the truth. We been having a heck of a tine
what with getting kidnaped and peopl e being nurdered."

Shair | ooked about wildly, then dashed to a wall plaque which consisted of an |ndian tomahawk, a
bow and arrow and a feathered headdress, arranged for display. He cam back with the tomahawk and
chopped Doc | oose.

Doc freed Monk, then turned the tonmahawk over to himto use in |oosening the others. Doc told
Jefferson Shair, "Listen!"

Shair put his head back and on one side for a nonent, then said excitedly, "It’'s an airplane. The
rest of themare comng!"
"What ," Doc asked, "is the situation on weapons?"

"l have one rifle with a telescopic sight," Shair said, "but | do not know what becane of it. |
had it when they knocked ne out."

"Pi nestopp has that gun, now, " Doc explained. "Wat is the quickest route out of here?"

"This way," Shair said. "I'Il show you."

Doc Savage took Lola Huttig's arm "Can you ski?"

"Yes," she answered. "Just a fair job, though."

"Shair, can we get skis?" Doc demanded.

"Sure. We'll go by the ski hut."

BEFORE t hey reached the ski hut, Shair |ed themthrough a room which was a great deal nore
interesting. It was a neat place with three long tables in the center and the walls packed with
shel ves. The table contained apparatus of a chemical nature, and the shelves held bottles and netal
cont ai ners.

The plane was circling slowy around the | odge, judging fromits noise.

"They may have guns in the plane. Machine guns, that is. Rifles would not be so bad," Doc said.
"We better wait here a few seconds, until the ship starts |anding."

Jefferson Shair stared at Doc Savage. "Just who is against me, now?"

"Who are in the plane up there, you nean?"

"Yes."

"Just sone thugs who have been hired by True and Pinestopp."

Shair shuddered. "So True and Pinestopp have actually nerged. | had the idea previously that they
had been working separately. Each man for hinself."

Doc Savage made no conment.



Shair bit his lip. "Have | got time to tal k?"

"Go ahead and talk," Doc said, "and we will interrupt you."

Shair nodded. "Edwin Quell True summoned three friends fromAfrica to work with him There was a
man nanmed O iver Brooks, another named El bert Wang, and a girl named M ss Johnson. Wat becane of
t henP"

Ham expl oded. "Wait a minute! You say those three were working for True?"

"Yes," Jefferson Shair said.

"True told us different. He said you summobned ny . . . Oiver Brooks and El bert Wang to hel p
you. "

"Alie," Shair said calnmy.

Ham bristled. "Oiver Brooks happened to be ny half brother. | hesitate to believe he is a
crook—er was."

Shair shook his head. "He wasn't, | think. | have never seen Oiver Brooks, that | know of. But |

gathered fromwhat | overheard that he turned out to be honest and was a nenace to their plans
because of that."

"That," Ham said, "nmust be why they killed him"

"Killed hinf"

"diver Brooks," Ham said, "was the fellow you were tricked into shooting when you played Sir

Gal ahad to Mss Huttig, here, right at the beginning."

Shair becanme white. He stared at different objects in the room "That wasn't the beginning," he
said slowy. "This has devel oped over a period of years."

Doc Savage put in, "There were three other men named Terrence, Sloppy Stone and Harry. They al so
are dead."

"I amnot surprised," Shair admtted. "They were three thugs hired by Pinestopp. They | earned
what Pi nestopp wanted fromne."

"You nean," Doc said, "that Terrence, Sloppy Stone and Harry started | ooking out for thenselves.
So Pinestopp had to kill thenP"

The pl ane nmade anot her npani ng swoop over head.

"I don't know if that was why he killed them" Shair said. "But Pinestopp would have to kill
them He was setting out to get rid of everyone who knew too nmuch about the affair."

Ham Brooks put in grimy, "That True and Pi nestopp have been ingenious devils. They tricked you
into killing Oiver Brooks—

Shair nodded. "They thought they could use that to frighten nme into giving themwhat they wanted.
It did not work."

The pl ane nmotor sound becane abruptly |ess.

Ham said, "And they did a fiendish job of killing Terrence, Sloppy Stone and Harry—-and even

El bert Wang—and laying the job onto us."

Shair said grimy, "Wiy shouldn't they be clever? They were subjects for ny experinents. True and
Pi nestopp, and little Jasper, here."

Jasper, astounded, said, "Me—a subject for what?"

Monk said, "That plane is |anding. We better postpone this."

They headed for the door. Long Tomnuttered, "What gets nme is why that danged owl was so w se."

Chapter XV. OF THE M ND

JUST as they were going out of the door, Jasper pointed and |let out a yelp.

"There!" the kid said. "There's the glass ball | saw M. Shair keeping the owl in a long tine
ago. "

"Yes, Jasper," Shair said. "Cone on."

"Yeah, get a nmove on, you little encyclopedia,” Mnk said.

The col d sei zed them when they stepped outside. It made Doc Savage realize suddenly that he wore
not hing but the inprovised bearskin and the sheepskin coat which they had put on him

The ski shack was small. It was warner there. The building was made of |ogs, and evidently heat
was piped fromthe | odge.

The skis were on racks. There were nore than a dozen pairs, nost of themthe short, narrow slal om
or touring nodel, much used in Europe. There were two pairs of heavy junping skis, with triple
grooves for steadiness in the rushing descent before the junp and afterward.

Jefferson Shair said, "This is a break." He pointed at perhaps a dozen pairs of ski shoes. "I had
them out here oiling themand never took them back to the house."

Doc seized a pair of shoes that |ooked |arge enough. His feet were not small. "Put themon," he
sai d.

Monk nuttered, "Have we got tinme?"

"Wthout skis, we would be helpless in this deep snow," Doc said.

They laced on the ski shoes frantically and began adjusting ski bindings.

Ham sai d, "What was that glass ball Jasper mentioned?"

Shair hesitated. Hamtold him "You might as well out with it. Doc probably knows what this is
al| about, now. The rest of us are sure to find out. Doc will tell us, if no one else."”



Shair shrugged

"l used the glass ball to treat the owl," he said. "Jasper got a glinpse of it one day through
the open door. He did not understand that | was treating the oW . He never understood."

"Treating the ow ?" Ham eyed the man

"Experimenting with the nethod of administering the Vitamin M" Shair expl ai ned

"Vitam n M"

Shair shrugged, this tine apologetically. "Well, that is what | have designated it. Vitamin Mis
as good a nanme as any. The Msinply occurred to me after | had been calling the stuff Mental Vitamn
for some tinme. Mental -M Mfor Mental Vitamin."

The pl ane had | anded, and suddenly they coul d hear shouting

Doc said, "Cone on." He picked up an arm oad of skis. Mnk took the renmining ones. They left no
skis in the hut. Doc asked, "These all the skis on the place?" Shair nodded

They went out into the cold afternoon. There was about five inches of powder snow over a crust
The crust was not thick enough to support them They broke through

Doc suggested, "Put on the skis, now. There is a short downhill run, then a swi ng around that
mass of stone will put us out of sight."

They were shot at three times going down the slope, but the marksmanship had a hasty quality, and
the lead hit no one. It sounded viciously close

MONK MAYFAI R had been digesting what Jefferson Shair had told them Shair’s conversation, to
Monk’ s notion, had been incoherent, hasty. The man was excited. He was like a man jerking cats out
of a sack and saying, "Here's one. And here's another." That was understandabl e. Mnk didn't blame
Shair. Shair was in trouble

Shair was a nman who had been in trouble for sonme tine, judging fromthe way his face | ooked. The
lines around his eyes |ooked as if they had been put there with a black pencil

Sonmeone took two nore shots in their direction. The | ead went sonmewhere el se, but the pair of
reports cracked out in the valley with violence. An arny rifle, or sone other caliber of that size
perhaps a .270

"Where we goi ng?" Mnk denmanded

"Up the nountain slope," Doc said. "Keep our altitude. |If they get too close, we can always go
down. "

The same tactics you use in an airplane fight, Mnk thought. Keep your altitude. He | ooked back

to see how the others were making out on their skis. They were doing very well. Doc’s aides could
all ski. Jasper was floundering, but Doc Savage was helping him so the kid would be all right
Jasper saw Monk watching him "Skis," said Jasper, "were invented by a Norseman nanmed O af the
Ache. Sonet hing shoul d have been done about O af."

Monk grinned. Then he lost the grin. Great grief. This brat Jasper! The kid had nmenorized part of
the dictionary! Yet, Doc Savage's investigation of Jasper’s previous |life showed that Jasper had
been a boy so dunb that he was unable to nmenorize the nmultiplication table. Mnk suddenly recalled
that Doc Savage had made his trilling sound when he | earned that fact about Jasper

Monk gl anced at Doc in surprise. So that was when Doc Savage had realized what was behind this
Monk felt a touch of self-disgust. It had been right there before themall the tinme, the truth had
And none of them-at |east Mnk hadn’t—had seen it

"Jasper was a dunmb kid who had been turned into a nental phenonenon by your Vitam n M Monk

asked Jefferson Shair.

A flurry of bullets arrived. These were close. "They’'ve clinbed on the | odge roof," Doc said

"Get down and work up this gully."

Shair answered Monk’s question. "Yes, that is why Jasper is now the youth he is."

"Pest would be a better word,"” Mnk said cheerfully.

Jasper said, "Lay off ne, you short-haired object."

Jefferson Shair told Monk, "Edwin Quell True and Pinestopp were al so subjects for ny

experinments."

"Yeah," Mdnk said. "I begin to see that."

"The experiments," Shair said bitterly, "were a failure."

"It strikes nme they were a hell of a success," Mnk told him "I never saw two slicker crooks in
ny life."

Jefferson Shair made a miserable gesture. "The acceleration of their intellects resulted in

unbal anced personalities—ndividuals wi thout a social intellect commensurate with their nental
capacities."

Monk thought that over, trying to figure out what it neant

Ham Br ooks yell ed out suddenly and pointed. "I thought they didn't have skis!" he expl oded

A procession of men on skis was flashing across a clearing. They were comng fromthe | odge. They
cane doubl e-stenm ng down an abrupt slope with snow flying, and each man nade a fairly good Christy
to the left and shot out of view

Jefferson Shair said, "This is not good."

Monk consi dered the remark superfluous. Anybody could see it was not good



DOC SAVAGE indicated a long ridge of rock. The ridge was exposed, and snow had been swept clear
of the stone by the w nd

"Up there," he said

Monk surm sed what the bronze man pl anned doi ng, and grinned. Wen they reached the rock | edge
Monk was ready and pronptly scooped pretty Lola Huttig up in his arnms. He knew that woul d di sappoi nt
Ham

Doc said, "That's the idea. Half of us will carry the other half. Take off your skis, to nmake it
easier."

The hunmp of the ridge concealed themfromthe pursuers. They started downhill. Mnk carried Lola
Doc carried Jasper, and Ham to his disgust, rode the back of Jefferson Shair. Shair gave Hama ride
that stood his hair on end. They were not a hundred yards down the sl ope before Ham woul d rat her
have been in the clutch of an eagle

Monk told Lola, "They' Il think half of us went the other way, follow ng rock which will not show
our tracks. They may split up to follow what they think is both parties."

Lola said, "M. Savage is ingenious, isn't he?"

"I"mpretty good nyself," Mnk warned her

"What will they do if they catch us?" the girl asked anxiously.

"They’' Il get thenselves all beat up with nmy fists,"” Mnk told her grimy.

"And t hen?"

"They' re |iable to make us dead," Monk said without any illusions. "W re unarnmed. They’' ve got
guns gal ore."

Doc called, "Shair, you know this country. What is our best bet?"

"Qur best bet," Shair said grimy, "would be a miracle. | don't know anything else that will save
us."

Thi s about coincided with Monk’s private opinion. They were good on skis but not a |lot better
than the nen who were following them And they not only had no weapons; they had no food. No

bl ankets, either. Probably no natches

Doc began going straight up a steep slope. He used the herringbone clinb—each ski planted ahead
of the other at as nearly right angles to the slope as flexibility of |leg nuscles would all ow.
Monk grimaced. He even wi shed Ham was carrying Lola. He | ooked at Hamriding on the back of
Jefferson Shair. Even Shair was having tough going. Mnk’s legs felt as if they would split open
The ache ran up as far as the back of his neck. Ham hel ped the situation not at all by grinning
wi del y.

At the top, Doc Savage surprised Monk—and apparently the others al so—by stopping

Shair said, "W’ ve got to keep ahead of them They have rifles."

Doc | owered Jasper to the snow. "Get back a slight distance, and roll up a snowball apiece," he
said. "Get the balls about three feet in diameter, not less, then roll themto the edge."

"Ch!" Hamsaid. "You are going to roll snowballs down the slope at them"

Monk rubbed his aching | egs, then began rolling up a ball of snow. The snow was barely danp

enough to ball. It was a good idea. A ball of snow going down that slope would soon becone as
form dabl e as a derailed | oconotive taking a river bank
Monk fini shed his snowbal |, sank down beside it. "Shair," he said. "lI’'ve got a question."

Jefferson Shair crawed to his side. "Yes, what is it?"

"Those fellows, True and Pinestopp, had us prisoners for a while," Mnk said rem ndingly. "They
coul d have done al nost anything they wanted with us."

"Yes."

Monk scowl ed. "Wy didn't they nake a nove to kill us? It wasn't because they were afraid to

They had already killed those other poor devils."

Shair said, "They killed Aiver Brooks, Elbert Wang, Terrence, Sloppy Stone and Harry, al

because the nmen who got nurdered knew too nuch. True and Pinestopp were trying to keep the secret of
Vitamin Mfor thenselves."

"That," Monk said, "is all the nobre reason for their trying to get us out of the way. Wy didn't

t hey?"

Shair hesitated. "They wanted to experinment on you."

"Yeah, | heard them say that. Experinent how?"

Shair said, "You will be surprised to know—=

Canme an interruption in the formof five shots. The bullets hit close. Hamyelled, "Here they
cone! "

Doc Savage lifted his head for a quick | ook down the slope. Four nen were nmeking an upward rush
whil e others covered their charge with rifles. A nonent after Doc |owered his head, a bullet passed
where it had been, naking a bullet’s characteristic hissing suck and snap sound. Doc said, "Two of
the snowbal I s."

Monk heaved his snowball, then turned and burrowed through the snow to the shelter of a rock

Long Tomlet go his snowball, then |ikew se took cover

Per f ormance of the tunbling snowbal | s—about three feet in dianeter when they started rolling



downwar d—was i npressive. It was terrifying! The balls got huge, and pieces broke off and forned
other balls, so that the two nmissiles becane a dozen, sone |arge enough to smash down trees

Ham after it subsided, said regretfully, "They all got out of the way. But they won't try coming
up that hill again."

Shair said, "It will take them about an hour to go around. This is the only route up that cliff
for about three mles." He glanced at the sky. "But they will still get here before dark."

DOC SAVAGE craw ed over to Shair and said, "You were about to tell Mnk sonething just before
they tried to rush us. | amcurious to know what it was."

"Ch, that." Shair brought out a cigarette and a wi ndproof lighter. "I was about to tell M.
Mayfair that ny experinents |eading up to devel opnent of the nental vitamin followed the usua
course."

" Meani ng?"

"I first found what causes stupidity. You know-tike the scientists first discovered there were
gerns, then devel oped a method of killing them"

"This stuff of yours," Doc Savage suggested, "is properly a brain food?"

"Yes, but a little nore conplex than that," Shair replied. "You see, | began ny experinents in
Africa. 1'’ve worked on themfor years. Oiver Brooks and El bert WAng were associated with me in
Africa as laboratory nen. They knew what | was doing."

"What did you start to tell Mnk?"

"Sonmehow, " Shair said, "people never seemto think it possible for a scientist to come from
Africa. They think of Africa as a place where lions roar and el ephants trunpet. Well, it is. But
carried on ny |aboratory work, anyway. It was not difficult."

"What ," said Doc, "did you start to tell Mnk?"

"That | have two conpounds devel oped," Shair explained. "I have one which will neke a man—er any
other living thing—very dunb. It is the opposite of Vitamn M It does the thing which Vitamn M
cures. "

"Why were you going to tell Monk that?"

"Ch, he was asking me why you fellows were kept alive," Shair replied. "It was because they
wanted to use the opposite of Vitamin Mon you. You were highly intelligent nen. They coul d dope you
up with the stuff, and you woul d becone stupid. They wanted to test it."

"\Why 2"

Shair shrugged. "Sonme devilish schene, probably. | inmagine Edwin Quell True had sone idea of
giving it to a very rich or powerful individual—-ence he knew how it woul d work—and cheating the rich
man after he became stupid. In fact, True nmentioned such a possibility to me once. That was before
realized he was an incorrigible crook."

Tal ki ng seenmed to depress Jefferson Shair. He sank his chin in his palnms. H s face was long. "I
shoul d have had better sense,” he said, "than to tanmper with nen’s mnds. | should have known you
cannot upset the bal ance between nmental capacity and social intellect which nature has taken
mllions of years to develop.”

"At first glance, it |ooks wonderful," Doc said. "Brain food which will make dunmb nen very
clever. Turn a dunb boy like Jasper into a nmental marvel."

"l got Jasper out of an orphan hone because he was so dunb,” Shair said mserably. "But |ook at
him A brain capable of amazing things. But no bal ance, no sense of values. He nenorizes the
dictionary and quotes it. Does utterly childish things |ike that."

Doc said, "Properly handled, the thing has possibilities."

Shair groaned. "I wish | had never found it." He gestured down the slope. "W wouldn't be here
now, unarnmed and without food, hunted by a gang of killers who are sure to get us."

Chapter XVI. LONE WOLF

MONK MAYFAI R sat in the snow and toyed with envious thoughts. He thought about the brain food

The course of his thoughts, like all rivers and streans, eventually ended in the ocean. Mnk’'s ocean
was one of envious desire. He wi shed he had sone of that nental vitamn

He wat ched Ham Monk and Ham had conducted a good-natured rivalry for years. Hardly a day passed
but that they had a quarrel. They had the habit of pulling gags on each other, and the score over
the years was about half and hal f

Monk scowl ed. Hamwas talking to pretty Lola Huttig. He was conforting the young wonan, naking
her forget the danger. He was doi ng hinself sonme good, too, it seemed to Monk. Mnk was disgusted
Wth sone of that mental vitam n, Mnk reflected, he would be able to outclass Hamin al

respects. \Wich would be swell.

There was enough kid in Mnk that getting the brain food and becom ng Hami s definite superior
suddenly becane vitally inportant

Monk grinned fiercely. He grasped the skis, eased back into the shrubbery, and crept away from
the others

He travel ed two hundred yards, and his conscience got the best of him He went back. He | ooked
for Doc Savage. The bronze man was not in sight



"Bl azes!" Mnk said. He sat down. But he did not remain there long. He got up and left.

Monk’s idea was to circle widely and go down the steep cliff face on skis. The snow was | oose,
and the cliff too steep to be clinbed. But going down it was a different proposition.

He found a point that |ooked possible. He took a deep breath. He went down, stenmm ng. He gathered
speed, probably sixty mles an hour. He was going too fast for any kind of stemturn, or even a
tel emark. He used the pure Christy turn, made with powerful and rhythm cal weight shifting on his
ski s.

He was white and perspiring when he finally nanaged to brake with his sticks to a noderate speed
of forty mles an hour or so. Expert skiing country, sonmeone had called this. It was worse than
that. It was man-killing country.

However, no one had shot at him so probably he had not been seen. He changed his course, nade
for the spot bel ow the | odge. Then he clinbed upward slowy. He made an inspection from behind an
evergreen thicket.

Two men were guarding the planes.

After a while, another man canme and stood in the door of the |odge, |ooking upward, apparently
listening for sone sound that would indi cate how the chase was progressing.

Monk grinned. He was rel axed, now. Trouble was his dish, and danger sonehow had never neant
anything to him It did not occur to himthat his one-man expedition was suicidal.

He worked upward, followed the thickets close to the lodge and left his skis. He took a ski pole,
however. It was a steel pole with a sharp point, a deadly weapon.

He wal ked cautiously into the | odge. And i nmedi ately, he had a piece of luck. The guard, the nman
who had just stood outside listening, walked unwittingly into Monk’s arns. O close enough so that
Monk got him

Monk got himwith both hands and with force. He slammed the fellow against a wall and did his
best to rama fist through the man’s stomach to his backbone. Then, while the man was green and
gaspi ng, Monk listened. No one came. This fellow nust be the only one in the | odge.

Monk put his face close to the prisoner’s face and said, "Were is this brain food?"

The captive croaked in horror. Hamoften said that Monk’s face was the nost unearthly thing yet
created, which was not too rmuch of an exaggeration.

"Come on," Mnk snarled. "Were is it?"

The man jerked an arm He finally managed words. "In there, the yellow suitcase,” he said. He

poi nt ed.

Monk hit himthen. Monk hit himthe way he wanted to do it, and jaw bones and teeth cane | oose.
Monk placed himtenderly on the floor.

He went in and found the yel |l ow suitcase.

THE stuff was in small vials. It |ooked like nolasses, with a touch of licorice. Mnk eyed one of
them The | abel said:

WARNI NG

NOT MORE THAN TWO TABLE-

SPOONFULS EACH FOUR HOURS.

Monk snort ed.

"“If | ever needed this stuff | need it now," he nuttered. "lI'mgoing to have to be very nental
indeed to get away fromhere and get back to the others."

He drank a bottle of the stuff. It was a little nore than the prescribed dose of two

t abl espoonful s. About four tabl espoons, to be exact. But Mnk figured he was constitutionally fitted
for a bigger dose.

The bottles—all of them-had green | abels, he noted. He stuffed his pockets with them

He did one other thing. The oW, Onasso, was in a cage. Mnk turned himl oose.

"Cone to think of it, |I never have found out why you are so inportant,” Mnk told the ow . "But
scat, anyway. Scat! Go off and hunt rabbits."

The owl ignored an open wi ndow. The bird flapped after Monk when the latter started outside.
"Scat!" Monk said. The ow ignored the conmand.

Monk managed to creep outdoors without being discovered. The oW flapped to a tree and alighted.
Monk snapped his feet into the ski harness, and noved away. The owl followed him

"Go away, you night chicken!" Mk nuttered. "Go find a nice nouse."

Monk was hopeful that the nental vitamin would begin to show results. Al he could feel, however,
was a burning in his stomach. As if he had taken a very potent drink of tequila, the Mexican
beverage nmade from cact us.

He worked his way cautiously through the trees. As soon as he dared, he threw a snowball at the
owl . Onasso bristled his feathers indignantly, but did not depart.

Monk made anot her snowbal |, this one with a rock inside it, and was about to throw it when a

voi ce said, "You hit that owl, goblin face, and |1'lI|l nmake you sorry."

Monk junped a foot. It was Jasper. It was the others, also. Hamand Long Tom and Lola Huttig and
Jefferson Shair. Al of thembut Doc Savage.

"l left you up on the nmountain!" Mnk gasped.



"We came down," Ham expl ai ned unnecessarily.

It was Lola Huttig who said, "M . Savage has a plan. He had gone down to the |odge to get the
mental vitamn, the brain food."

"Huh?" Monk said.

"M . Savage," added Lola, "has explained his plan. W will seize the brain food. There is only a
small quantity of it, and True and Pinestopp do not know how to manufacture nore of it. They will
follow us to get what we have. W will lead theminto a trap."

Monk opened his nouth to say that Doc could have saved hinself the trouble, that he, Mnk, had
the brain food in his pockets.

But Jefferson Shair stopped the speech. Shair’s words stunned Monk.

"M. Savage will get the red-I|abeled bottles," Shair said. "They contain the nental vitamn."
"Red | abel s?" Monk said hoarsely.

The | abel s on Monk’s bottles were green.

"Yes," Shair said. "The green |l abels are on the bottles which contain the stuff having the
opposite effect."

"What do you nean—epposite effect?" Mnk asked.

"The green bottles," Shair said, "will nmake a man stupid!"
Monk felt as if he had been shot.
O wor se.

IT did not interest Monk at all when Jefferson Shair explained why the owl, Onasso, had been the
source of so nmuch trouble

"It is possible," Shair said, "to kill an ani mal —er even a person—whi ch has been treated with the
mental vitamn. By analyzing the brain tissues, the chem cal content of the brain food can be
ascertained. That is a peculiarity of the stuff."

"Then True and Pinestopp,"” said Ham Brooks, "were after the oW so they could kill himand make
such an anal ysi s?"

"Yes." Shair eyed the owl. "An analysis of the bird s brain tissue woul d show the chemni ca
content of my formula."

"Then why," said Ham "didn't they just analyze the ow after they got hin? Wy cone up here?"
Shair shrugged. "G eed. They wanted to get ne out of the way. They wanted the other stuff, the
concoction that nakes a person stupid."

Ham asked, "Could you anal yze the brain of a dunmb person and find out the nature of that
conpound?"

Monk had a hideous feeling that Ham was | ooki ng at hi m when he said that

Shair |aughed. "Ch, no, that wouldn’t work," he said. "It just happens that the brain food is
nore subject to analysis after it has been taken into the brain tissues. Strange, of course. Just
one of those freaks of science."

Monk tried two or three tines, finally nanaged to ask, "Could you nake a guy dunb with one

m xture, then make himbright again with the other."

Shai r shook his head. "That does not seemto work."

Jasper stared at Monk for a while. "What's the matter with you, goon face?"

"Not hing," Mnk said with horror

SUDDENLY, shot sound was on the air. A single report. Then half a dozen. Fromthe direction of
the |1 odge. And then a nan was bell owing an al arm

Lola Huttig said proudly, "M. Savage."

Doc joined themshortly. He was noving fast on skis. He had a package—+the bottles with red

| abel s, Monk reflected grimy

"CGet going," Doc said. "They will be after us."

They travel ed fast for a while. Mnk saw that they were headi ng back up the nmountain again
follow ng roughly the same course they had taken before

Doc evidently had spotted sone natural trap for their enemies on the first trip up

They were not chased i nmedi ately. Somewhat surprised, they sat down to get breath and wait.

Doc deci ded al oud, "The three at the lodge are worried. They are waiting for the others to cone
back before they chase us." The bronze nman was silent a nonent. "A very strange thing down there at
the | odge."

Ham asked, "What do you mean, strange?"

"A man was |ying unconscious in the |odge," Doc said. "He looked as if he had been hit a terrific
bl ow. "

Monk did not explain how that had happened. He held his head in his hands. The | ess anybody knew
about what he had done, the better it would suit him He could feel hinself getting dunb

Long Tomreported, "Here they cone at last." The electrical expert gripped his ski poles. "Want
me to go on ahead, Doc?"

Doc Savage nodded. "You know your job."

Monk hoped that Long Tom knew his job, whatever it was. It speedily becane evident that they were



going to be overhauled. Doc’s party was tired. The group behind, sone of themat |east, were fresh.
And the pursuers were in a nurderous frenzy.

They canme to what anmounted to a trail along the face of a steep slope. It was a | edge, probably
twenty feet wide. Not difficult skiing, but with a deadly drop on the right, the sheer slope on the
left.

The ski tracks which they thenmsel ves had nmade earlier were now underfoot. And suddenly Monk knew
what Doc planned. It was a sinple thing. So sinple, Mink reflected sadly, that even he could still
understand it.

They noved perhaps a hundred and fifty yards, and Doc said, "All right. W take cover here."

An aval anche in the past had |left boulders on the | edge, and they crouched anong these.

The pursuers appeared shortly—Frue and Pi nestopp and the whol e gang. They were packed cl ose
together, except for two stragglers, who were farther back.

Doc |l et themget well out on the |edge.

He stepped out into view. He shouted, "True! Pinestopp! Look above you!"

Long Tom was above them Two hundred yards up the sheer slope. He had a great snowball bal anced.
Doc got under cover swiftly, because Edwin Quell True had lifted arifle.

Then one of the stragglers shot Long Tom

The rifle report was a vicious snap. The two stragglers were well clear of any aval anche that

m ght be started by Long Tonmis snowball. Probably, that was why one of themfired so willingly.
Long Tom went down convul sively. He was hard hit. Pain nade himtie into a knot. And his agony
spasm di sl odged the snowbal | .

The snowbal | was big, at least five feet. It toppled over slowy. It split on the first bounce.
But there was enough |left to cause havoc. The sticky snow gathered in great |unps. They whirl ed
downwar d.

It was not an aval anche. Nothing so spectacular. Just a rolling flood of |oose snow that pushed
out on the trail and carried True and Pinestopp and the others over the cliff!

The sounds they nmade goi ng over were not pleasant, and for fully five mnutes a man could be
heard scream ng down bel ow. He screaned steadily, so continuously that it was hard to inmagi ne when
he took in breath.

Jefferson Shair clinbed down to the scream ng man, but the cries stopped before he got there, and
Shair came back and shrugged gravely.

Ham and Monk went up to Long Tom

"H's hip bone is shattered," Hamyelled down. "He's al so got a broken wrist."

Long Tom had had his right hand at his side when the bullet hit him and the slug had broken both
wri st and hip bones.

Bot h straggl ers—+the man who fired the shot, and his conpani on—had fled. Later, one of the planes
left the flat near the lodge and lost itself in the sky. The pair nust have been aboard, because
they were not seen again.

"Gratitude," said Jasper, "is the state of warmand friendly feeling awakened by a favor

recei ved. Wich is what we owe those two |izards."

Chapter Xvil. NO W SE MEN

TWO weeks after that day, Ham Brooks wal ked into Doc Savage's headquarters and fell into a chair.
Ham hel d his sides and | aughed until his eyes ran tears.
"Ch, mammua!" he chortled. "I just found out the funniest thing in ny life."

Doc Savage showed interest.

"Monk, " Ham expl ai ned, "raided that cabin that afternoon ahead of you, Doc. He got what he
thought was the brain food. He took a whole bottle at one gulp. He was going to get smart."

Doc Savage frowned. "M . Shair and nyself checked the vials of Vitamin M and found none

m ssing."

Ham bl ew up again with mrth.

"That’'s just it," he said. "Mnk got the green-label ed bottles. The dunbbell naker. He got that
by m stake. He drank a whole bottle of it."

Doc straightened. "That is serious."

"It's funny to me," Hamroared. "It doesn’t seemto have any effect on him That's what nakes it
a scream The stuff couldn’t make Monk any dunber.”

Doc | ooked at the | awyer suspiciously. "Did you tell Mnk that?"

"Yeah," Ham said. Ham took off his necktie and opened his shirt. There was a |l arge bruise on his
shoul der. "Yeah, | told him This is how close he came to braining ne with a paper weight."
The tel ephone rang, and Doc picked up the instrunent, said, "Yes, M. Shair. Cone right up."
Ham sobered slightly. "That Jefferson Shair?"

"Yes. Shair is coming up, now "

"He's been mighty scarce the |ast two weeks," Ham said thoughtfully. "Wat has he been doi ng?"
Doc Savage's netallic features were expressionless. "Shair said he had sonme thinking to do."
Ham consi dered that. "Wat are you and Shair going to do about that brain food?"

"That is up to Shair," Doc replied quietly. "It is his property."



"He has all the stuff, hasn’t he?"

Doc | ooked strange for a nonent. "Yes, Shair insisted that he have the entire supply of the

subst ance. "

Jefferson Shair was a man with a mission. He lost no tinme getting it off his chest.

"M . Savage," Shair said. "I have reached a conclusion. My Vitamin M as | called it, is a tragic
thing. It speeds up the brain’s mechanical efficiency, but it does not speed up in like proportion
the appreciation of the use of such efficiency. In other words, it is nental efficiency unseasoned
by experience, proving sinply that nature has the correct balance after all. A great brain wthout
the social intellect to match it is exactly what we have seen it to be—a nenace to the owner and to
ot hers."

Doc Savage made the low trilling that was his habit in nonents of surprise.

"You have destroyed Vitam n M?" he asked.

"l have," Shair said grimy. "Every bit of it! And | amw ping fromny nmenory all thought of the
formula. | will never manufacture the stuff again. No one can ever nake ne tell the fornula. The

process of its making is very intricate, and | doubt that | could do it now wi thout nmy notes. | have

burned those."

Utter silence held the office after the man’'s statenent. There did not seemto be nuch for anyone
to say. Shair had announced his decision. He had spoken flatly. They had come to know the man wel |
enough to be sure he neant it.

In Ham's m nd was the thought that probably it was better that way. He suspected that Doc agreed.
Probably, the bronze nan had foreseen this. O herw se, he would not have turned the stuff over to
Shair.

Shair cleared his throat unconfortably.

"l have an added confession to make," he said. "It concerns that other formula—the material for
maki ng men stupid."

Ham sat up straight.

"The latter conpound,"” Shair said, "does not exist."

"Doesn’t exist!" Hamblurted. "You nean the stuff wasn’t genui ne?"

"Ml asses,"” Shair said. "Wth a little harm ess acid added to burn the tumy of anyone who took
it. For effect."”

"Great grief!" Hamyelled. "Wy did you claimthere was such a thing?"

Shair | ooked unconfortable. "A product of ny distracted condition," he explained. "I got the idea
I could make everyone think | had the neans of righting the damage | had done with the brain food.
guess | had gone conpletely asinine for a while. Nervous desperation, | believe, led nme to invent
the existence of the stuff. It was purely imaginary, | assure you. |t never existed."

Ham t hought that over.

He doubl ed up with I aughter.

"Don't tell Monk there was no stupifier," he said, hysterical with glee. "Don't tell him Do ne
that favor. It'lIl be years before | get another joke as good as this on Mnk. Don’t spoil it!"
Shair grinned faintly. "You are not angry with me—about ny decision.”

"Right," Doc Savage said, "means conformng to justice, suitable, proper, to restore to natural
position, and the side opposite the | eft—as Jasper would say."

THE END



