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Chapter I. THE OWL
TROUBLE comes to men in strange shapes. It came to Doc Savage in the form of an owl.

It was a Tuesday afternoon. There came a knock at the door. The cold winter wind was meking such a
whoop and whine around the midtown skyscraper that no one heard the knock the firg time. The next
knock was louder. Monk Mayfar opened the door.

Monk blinked. "Wdl, wdl," he said. "A man with an owl, as | see the Stuaion.”

The man was a boy in uniform; otherwise, the statement was correct. The boy wore the uniform used by
the attendants in the candy shop in the lobby downgtairs. The owl wore feathers and a degpy look. He
was not alarge owl. He was arather fa one. He was brown, indined to red. The owl’s ears were rather

long.
Monk winked solemnly at the owl. "Hoot mon, what's the idea?' he asked.
Monk had a smdl squeaky voice that might have belonged to an individud just above digper age.
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"ltan’t funny," said the boy in uniform. "It ain't funny, a dl.”
Monk winked at the owl again. "He looks funny to me. He looks like Ham Brooks.”
"He got handed to me" the boy said.

Monk thought there was something very funny about the owl. He lifted his voice. "Ham, come here
quick!" he shouted. "Here's an owl that looks just like you."

Someone in the next room said something that was to the point about one of Monk’s ancestors.
Something about tails and trees.

The owl blinked his eyes dowly. He was a boy owl—or an old man owl—there was no doubt. He had
the reversble outer toes of an owl, and he flexed these dowly. After that, he was mationless, gpparently
adeep with his eyes wide open.

The boy said, "Here" He took hold of one of the owl’s legs "Hereé's why | brought him." The boy
exhibited atag. Thetag sad:

For Doc Savage. URGENT!

Monk eyed the tag. "A present for Doc, en?' He burst into laughter. "Ham, hurry out here!”™ he bellowed.
"Thisowl looks exactly like you."

The boy in the uniform got impatient.

"Ligen, brother," he said. "A guy handed me this bird in an awful dither. There was something wrong
about the guy.”

"Wrong?' Monk said.

"He ran away from there in ahurry.”

"The guy who gave you the owl, you mean?'
"Yegh. The guy had a ski pole.”

"Maybe he wasin a hurry."

"Sure hewas," sad the boy. "So was the other guy who was after him—the guy who wore the diamonds
and camein a Rolls-Royce."

"One guy chased the other?"
"That'sit," the boy said. "And if you ask me, there will be one dead guy if they get together.”

WHILE Monk’s jaw was down in astonishment, a dapper man with a large mouth, good shoulders, a
thin was, seven hundred dollars worth of clothes and an innocent-looking cane came out of the
adjoining room. He asked, "Where isthis owl that 1ooks like me?*

As a mater of fact there was no resemblance between Ham Brooks and the owl that anyone except
Monk Mayfar could see, then or afterward. Except thet the owl did not look wise, and Ham did, which
was not a resemblance.



Ham was displeased. "Day by day, you show more earmarks of a goon,” he said.

Monk swalowed. "You don't get it. There's some trouble.”

Ham flourished the cane. "There will be a decapitation if you don’t stop saying | ook like animas.”
"Thisisabird."

"All right! A bird isequdly as offengve.”

The boy who had brought the owl was becoming desperate.

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

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

Theboy said, "l an't friends of either of you guys, if you ask me. All | do up here is ddiver the owl, like
it says on the tag.”

Ham examined the tag. "This says the owl isfor Doc."
The boy nodded violently. "Now, you' re getting places. Doc Savage. Where is he? This his place?’
"Isthishis place?' Ham looked startled. "Y ou mugt be a stranger in these parts.”

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

Monk and Ham gave the matter thought. Doc Savage was a democratic fdlow, but he was adso a work
on an important manuscript of scientific data. A matter of two men quarrding over an owl might not be of

enough importance.

While they were thinking, the owl scratched his hooked beak in a tired fashion, wriggled the tufts that
mede him look asif he had long ears and settled back into slent contemplation.

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

"Suppose 0," Ham grumbled. Ham hated to agree with Monk.

"Hurry up, you two humorigts," said the boy angrily. "My boss gives me five minutes to ddliver this night
chicken. Y ou wanna get me fired?'

"Itsanidea" Monk said.

DOC SAVAGE had one qudity not dways owned by famous men. Doc looked the part. His giant Size,
his-bronze hair, hisregular features, bronzed a hue dmogst as dark as his hair, made him impressve. But
the things that were gartling about him were the smdl things. The nature of his eyes, like pools of flake
gold, perpetudly stirred by smdl currents. The amazing timbre of his voice—like thunder under control,
as someone had once put it. The snews in the backs of his hands and in his neck which hinted at the
physca power he possessed.

The Man of Bronze, as the newspapers cdled him occasiondly, was a remarkable combination of mentd



ability and physical brawn, trained and directed since childhood toward the unusud occupation which he
followed, the career of righting wrongs and punishing evildoers.

Doc Savage did not follow his unorthodox profession for any impracticdly idedidic reasons. If there
were an idedig, it had been his father, who had placed him in the hands of the world's leading scientists
in specidized 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.

Actudly, no normd man is likdy to be a professond Sr Galahad, unless he has good reasons. Doc
Savage was normd in that respect. He had his reasons.

His reason was excitement. He liked it. The fire and crackle of danger in far places, the impact of the
unexpected. He was one of those men—and they are few—uwho thrive on things that keep other men
awake nights and give them gray hair.

He had gathered together a group of five associates—Monk Mayfar and Ham Brooks were two—who
shared hisliking for excitement.

They had, the bronze man and his associates, made a reputation that had filtered to the far corners of the
earth. They could get recognition from the authorities of any nation. Bandits in outer Mongolia, thievesin
Paris, had been known suddenly to shut up shop and lie very low upon getting the mere information that
Doc Savage wasin the vidnity.

All of which seemed to mean nothing to the boy in uniform. He extended the owl. "Here" he said. "This
chickenisfor you, | guess™

Doc Savage took the owl. The bird accepted the transfer placidly, looking the bronze man over with one
eye.

"The boss says," sad the boy, "for you to ask your friend not to stick his owls in our candy jars no
more."

"Did your boss see the man who brought the owl?' Doc asked.
"Uh-huh."
"We might talk to him, then," Doc said.

The bronze man placed the owl on a chair. The bird had become interested in Monk. He fdl to watching
the homely chemigt with gimlet intengity.

Doc Savage went downstairs with the boy.

THE candy-shop proprietor was an advertissment for his business—rotund, pink, cherubic. He looked
like a piece of hisown candy. His temper, however, was a green persmmon.

"You owe me, miger,” he said fiercdly, "for the jar of candy in which that owl was thrugt.”
Doc Savage asked quietly, "What did the man look like?!

"What do | care?' the man snapped. "He looked like Abraham Lincoln. He carried a ski pole. What
about the candy?'



"The man fled, | undergtand,” Doc said.

The proprietor turned purple. "He was a crook.” He reached under the counter. "I will thank you to tell
your friends not to bring these around!™

He dapped alarge revolver down on the showcase.
Doc indicated the gun. "Which man dropped that? Or 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 fdl from hisfingers and skidded under the counter. He did not seem to think he had time to
recover it. He fled."

"Thank you." Doc took the gun.
"What about the candy?' yelled the other.

An assstant manager of the building dashed up, full of gpologies to Doc Savage and with a hilefilled
look for the candy man. Doc Savage, as the assstant manager wel knew, was probably the mogt
important tenant in the building. He also owned the structure.

DOC SAVAGE went back to his headquarters and, in the recreation room, found Monk walking around
and around the owl.

Monk pointed at the owl. "Thisthing’s neck ison a swivd. | wak around and around him, and he keeps
turning his head.”

Doc Savage placed the revolver on the table.

"That owl’s neck must be wound up like a rubber band in amode arplane™ Monk said.

Doc examined the gun. It was good, but there was nothing to identify the man who had carried it.
Ham said, "Doc, did the man have a ki pole?!

"Apparently.”

"Jus 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 slly cane.”

Ham ignored the suggestion. "The fdlow was in trouble, Doc. He was coming to us. The other man, the
one with the diamonds and the Rolls-Royce, intercepted him. The man with the ski pole had to flee for
hislife"

Doc Savage nodded dightly. "That must be what happened.”
"Why the owl?' Ham asked.
The owl himsdf proceeded to ask that question in away that stood ther hair on end.



The revolver lay on the table. The owl flew to it, landed beside the gun. In a lesurdy way, but as if he
knew what he was doing, the owl turned the gun around.

"Dumb duck," Monk said. "He thinks that gun is something to play— Hey! Look out!"

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

The gun exploded with the tremendous report that guns dways make in a room.
The bullet broke the glass out of the window.

The owl camly flew out of the hole he had made, and away.

Monk made fighting-off-the-impossible movements with his hands.

He said, "That night chicken shot off that gun asif he had a human mind!”

Chapter Il. JASPER

DOC SAVAGE jerked open a drawer and got a pair of binoculars and went to the window. He said,
"Grab two portable radio outfits and get downgtairs. We are going to catch that owl if we can.”

Monk and Ham hedily dashed into the laboratory—the laboratory comprised most of the
headquarters—and snatched up radios. The outfits were about the Sze of the so-called "persond” radio
sets, but these were complete tranamitter-receiver outfits which would function on short wave for a great
distance.

The fact that chasng an owl was a glly thing to do did not occur to Monk and Ham until they were
downdairs.

"If it wasn't Doc’s orders,” Monk said, "l would think somebody had lost hismind around here.”
Ham said, "Doc sounded serious.”
Monk rubbed hisjaw. "That owl did act funny, a tha."

The radio outfits which they were carrying said, "Go south from the main entrance of the building. When
you reach the corner, advise me”

Monk and Ham hurried outside. The cold grabbed them ingantly. The wind had a biting vigor and a
hurried force. It seized ther coat skirts and popped them againg thar bodies. It tried to pull the breath
out of their lungswith icy fingers.

They had dashed out without their overcoats.

Monk said into hisradio, "WEe're at the corner, Doc."

"Look up about ten stories,” Doc Savage said. "Thereis aledge. The owl dighted there.”

Monk and Ham squinted upward. Ham leveled an arm. "That’s your night chicken there, ign't it?"
Monk nodded, sad, "Heisn't ming" and into the radio, advised Doc, "We see him. What 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 owl?'

The bronze man did not answer immediatdy. Instead, there was a amdl trilling sound from the radio, a
noise that caused Monk to stare at the ingrument with interest. The trilling, low and exatic, was a thing
Doc Savage did without thinking, when he was mentdly excited.

Fndly Doc said, "Thereis a posshility that the owl is a key to something very important.”
Monk wanted to go further into the subject, but he was prevented from doing so by a sudden gasp from
hissde.

Ham did not do the gasping. Their pointing upward, and the intendty with which they were watching the
owl on the ledge, had stopped a crowd of curious pedestrians. The weether never seems to be too cold
for a New Yorker to stop and ogle something that someone e<e is ogling. Already, there were a least
fifty people around them, and a woman was sobbing and moaning that it was a baby up there on the
ledge and that it was going to fdl any minute.

The gasping was caused when the owl flew off the ledge. On spread wings, the bird came downward.
Now and then, he flapped hiswings. He seemed comfortable, unmindful of the cold, at home in the wind
thet seemed about to turn to ice.

Also, the owl had a destination. A car. The hird flew to the machine. A window was down, and a hand
reached out and took the owl indde.

Monk reached the car and thrust his head ingde.
Monk took a good look, said, "Blazed"

Thekid said, "What do you want, knob nose?

HE was a round apple of a youth who looked as if his name should be Fritzie Katizenjammer or
something like that. He was fat enough to be uncouth in a pair of skin-tight Fauntleroy pants, out of which
his stockinged legs stuck like black sausages. Twelve would caich his age. More or less. But not much
more or less.

"What did you cal me?' Monk asked.
"Knob nose," the boy said. He examined Monk’s face. "'l can think of other names”
"Kid," Monk said, "you better not—"

"Kid," sad the youth, "is a varied word. The word kid means a amdl wooden tub, an indentured white
servant, a hoax, the young of such animds as the antelope, the goat, and the roe deer, if under one year
old. Originated from the Scandinavic—Germanic word kizz."

Monk swalowed. "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 owl?* Monk asked.



Thetike scowled a Monk. "None of your business, octopus countenance,” he said.

Monk was an extremely homdy fdlow. One did not have to meet imin a very dark dley to have the
eeriefeding that an ape had gotten loose. Monk was not ordinarily sendtive about his extreme, but rather
pleasant, homeliness. But the fat boy was beginning to get Monk’s goat.

"Gimmethat owl, you little punk!" Monk growled.

He reached for the owl. The boy jerked the owl back. This disturbed the owl, who decided Monk’s
hand was the mogt suitable object for his displeasure.

There was a brief interva of howling, commotion, after which dl combatants separated to take stock of
themsdves Monk’s hand looked as if a cat had tried to dine. Two owl festhers were floating around in
the car. Ham was halding his sdes with mirth. He thought it was very funny.

The boy was indignant. "What do you mean, tregting Owasso that way?' he demanded.
Monk indicated the owl. "Isthat Owasso?'

The boy nodded. "Owasso is a type Bubo virginianus, a cousn of Bubo ignavus which is common
over Europe and Asa north of the Himaayas. The species is sometimes called the eagle owl.”

"Hell he a hairless owl if he takes hold of me again,” Monk said.
Something occurred to Ham and he ingpected the boy thoughtfully.
"You see anything of aman with aski pole?' Ham asked.

"Pole" said the boy, "comes from the 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 beongs to a given linear
complex, morphologicaly or physologicdly differentiated areas of an axis, a point where a function
complex variable becomes infinite so that the reciprocd of the function is holomorphic in the immediate
neighborhood of the point— Are you ligening, dog face?'

Monk indicated the boy. "Ham, how old would you take it to be?"

Ham scrutinized the boy. "Tweve" he said. "Which would be deven years, eeven months, twenty-nine
days too old."

"What do you two beans want?' asked the boy.
Monk indicated the boy again. "Ham, isit human?'

"You two make me die laughing,” the boy said. "Will 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,” Monk advised.

Ham stepped back, stared at the car. "Hey, thisis a police mechine”
"Sure" sad the kid.

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

"I snitched the car,” said the boy. "If my old man was a cop, my old woman would have drowned him



when he was a pup.”
Ham and Monk exchanged looks. "Nice spriggins” Monk said. "He stedls police cars.”

"I"d be able to stand him," Ham said, "if he told us something about that owl. Where did you get the owl,
boy?"

"You see that man yonder?' The boy pointed. "He gave me the owl. Go ask him. Tdl him little Jasper
sent you."

The man indicated was an average-looking felow, Saring into a show window.
Monk and Ham walked toward him.

The car started behind them. They turned. The unusud boy was driving away. He drove recklessly, in a
way to make hair stland on end.

"I got a hunch,” Ham said, "that little Jasper pulled one on us”

The man the boy had pointed out told them, "Owl? | know nothing about any owl. | am a bookkeeper
employed by a ha company on the Sxth floor of this building. | just came down to lunch, and | have been
working since early this morning without leaving my desk. | can prove it, too."

"Jud let it go, brother,” Monk told him. "Just forget dl about it."

MONK and Ham contemplated each other unhagppily. "Doc will not have any paroxysm of joy about
this" Monk said. "That kid pulled usin, what | mean."

"He poured usright down a hole, dl right,” Ham admitted.
"Did you ever see such akid before?' Monk asked in amazement.

"Seaing him was not hdf as much as hearing him," Ham said. "Did you hear that guff he rattled off about
owls?'

"If the owl was his maybe he's read up on owls™"
"He had read up on the word, pole, and the word, kid, too,” Ham reminded. " Some brat, little Jasper.”

"He beats me" Monk admitted. "He couldn’t be more then twelve years old. And he was rattling off Suff
there that | never heard of. Sounded to me as if he had committed the suff to memory out of the
dictionary and the encyclopedia”

Ham was slent. He was a0 thoughtful. He ran his fingers over the cane he carried—it was a sword
cane—abstractedly.

"Remember the owl, Monk?"
Monk eyed his clawed hand. "Heck, I’'m not likely to forget that chicken.”
"The owl was smart.”

"He had sharp claws, too."



"I 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 chuckled, and the chuckle turned into a hearty laugh.

"What's so uproarioudy funny?' Monk asked him.

Ham straightened out his face. "Jugt the idea of us sanding here and discussng an owl and akid asif it
were a life-and-death matter. 1t's sort of wacky, don't you think?'

Monk said, "For some reason, Doc seemed excited. Do you remember Doc ever getting excited over
something that was not important?”

Thar radio outfits—they were carrying the gadgets under thar aams—said, "Monk, Ham, go a block
west and a block south.” It was Doc Savage' s voice. "Thereis some kind of commotion there.”

The commotion consisted of a wrecked car—the machine the sassy boy had been driving—rpiled againgt
a pole. Its caved-in radiator was seaming; its windshidd lay in pieces in the snow. There were two
policemen and a couple of hundred curious onlookers on the sdewalk and hanging out of windows in the
neighborhood.

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

"A amdl boy was driving this car,” said the man who had seen it, "when a man tried to kill him. The boy
seemed to know he was in danger. He drove the car toward the subway, skidded it into that pole,
jumped out and ran into the subway.”

"Describe them,” directed the officer.
"The man had a wooden ki pole,” said the observer, and the boy had an owl."

Monk nudged Ham. "Doc was right," Monk muttered. "There is something going on. And it's not as
funy asit looked to us aminute ago.”

Chapter Ill. THE GALLANT MAN

JEFFERSON SHAIR Ieft his agpartment at four o'clock that afternoon. He was carrying his sed ki
pole, his favorite pole, the mate to which he had lost in an unexpected avalanche, while he was cutting
across a mountain dope on his kisin a steep schuss the week before.

Because it was only four o' clock, Jefferson Shair believed that he might be able to obtain a mate for the
polein a ski shop in the neighborhood. Previoudy, he had not known there was a large ski supply shop in
the immediate vidnity. He had obtained the information from the telephone classfied directory, something
he had not thought of doing before.

He le&ft his brownstone house in the Seventies but stopped on the steps to look around. He whistled twice
and made enticing dlucking noises.

"Here, Owasso," he cdled hopefully. "Come, Owasso! Nice owl."

There was no 9gn of Owasso, the owl.



On second thought, Jefferson Shair turned back to his door, rang and spoke to the dignified butler who
opened the door. "Clarence, if little Jasper should return, try to confine him to the premises, will you?'

Clarence, the butler, looked as if someone was trying to feed him an apple containing a worm. "Begging
pardon, S, but that may be difficult,” he said.

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

"Could you suggest a method of doing so, Sr?' asked the butler.

Jefferson Shair grimaced. "1 would suggest a thorough gpplication of an old-fashioned razor strap, if you
have one”

"I have tried that, gr. It was not effective.”
"Then try a stove poker on him," snapped Jefferson Shair. "Do your best, Clarence.”
"Yes, dr," sad Clarence.

Jefferson Shair then adjusted his hat againgt the cold wind, turned up his collar, tucked in his muffler, put
his hands in his pockets and moved out on the street. He whisiled as he walked dong between the banks
of shoveled snow, but his eyes were not carefree or happy. They kept roving with the unending caution
of a hunted animdl.

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

She took hold of Jefferson Shair’'s well-pressed coat deeve and said, "Please!™
Shair looked at her and said, "I beg your pardon. There must be some mistake.”
"Please” the girl said. "Please walk down the Street with me”

Jefferson Shair was a long and very gaunt man with some of the physicd qudities of Abraham Lincoln.
The fact that he was so very wdl groomed detracted somewhat from his Lincolnesque characterigtics,
but the resemblance was nevertheess marked. This made him look like the kind of a person to whom
young ladiesin distress would naturdly appedl.

"l am sorry," said Shair, "but | never saw you before.”

Thegirl gave hisarm an imperative tug. "Please walk down the street with me" she said.
With some suspicion, Shair asked, "Will you explain why | should do that?'
"I'mindfficulty,” the gil said.

Shair looked at her face. It was dmost impossible to be suspicious of such a nice countenance, and he
melted. He put a hand on the young lady’s elbow, and they strolled down the street, bending forward
agand the wind that was so cold it fdt solid.

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



Thegirl nodded. "Let us go into some place where itiswarm, and I'll tel you the story.”

Jefferson Shair glanced about, and selected a tea room across the street. He said, "Will that place do? |
have been a patron severd times, and they serve an excdlent minestrone soup, a bowl of which would
do each of usgood.”

"Oh, excdlent,” sad the girl.

A moment before she entered the tea room, the girl turned and glanced back dong the street. She
gripped Shairsarm.

"See that man?' She pointed.

Sharr got only a glimpse of the fdlow, because the man seemed to redize they had noticed hm and
turned hadlily into a doorway. Shair could tdl little about the man. The individud wore a checkered
Mackinaw coat. That was about dl.

"I got a bare glimpse of the person,” Shair admitted.

"Tha," said the girl, "isthe man | am &fraid of."

They sat in atiny booth where there was privacy.

"My name" sad the girl, "is Lola Huittig."

"My nameis Jefferson Shair, Lola™ Shair told her. "I am a big-game hunter. A professiona hunter.”

Lola s eyes widened. "My profession is ot nearly as glamorous as that,” she said. "I worked as a modd
for a company which manufactures raincoats, until a week ago, when | lost my job. Since then, | have not
been able to find work." She hesitated, then touched Shair's deeve. "l do not want you to get the idea
that | am going to ask you for money.”

"The thought never entered my head,” Shair said gdlantly.

"However, | do want hdp,” Lola added.

"What can | do for you?'

A waitress brought them steaming minestrone soup in red bowls. They waited until she had gone.
"Theman | showed you—" Lola Huttig said, and hesitated.

"Yes" prompted Shair.

"He's been molesing me," Lola explained. "He follows me everywhere. | think he got me fired from my
modding job. Since then, he has been a terrible nuisance.”

"Why is he bothering you?' Shair asked.
Lolagrimaced. "It's rather ugly. He seems to think he can terrify meinto marrying him."

Shar amiled. "I thought that sort of thing went out of date with family mortgages and villans with long
mustaches"

"Wl that' sthe way itis" Lolasad disagtefully. "It's awful.”



"Whét is the man's name?"
"l don't know," Lola said. "I've never even had a date with him."

Shair chuckled again. The girl’s concern seemed unnecessary to him, but she was such alittle bird of a
thing in distress that he fdt an urge to asss her.

"What do you want me to do?" he inquired.

Thegirl produced arevolver. She camly placed the pistal on the table and said, "'l want you to take this
and scare him."

Jefferson Shair looked at the pistol with dightly distended eyes.
"You don't scare people with those things" he said. ™Y ou kill them.”

"Oh!" Lola's hand flew to her cheek. "You don't understand. The gun was my father’s. He is dead. And
it is loaded with blanks."

She broke open the cylinder of the gun. The way she did it showed that she had not handled fireerms to
any extent. She pushed the cartridges across the table to Shair. The shdls obvioudy had no lead in them.

"See? Blanks" thegifl said.

Shar nodded. "Yes, they are blanks. Y ou wouldn't hurt anyone shooting them with these.”
"It would make a big noise, wouldn't it?" Lola asked.

"Oh, yes. AlImogt as big a noise as a genuine cartridge.”

"That," said the young woman with satisfaction, "iswhat | thought. Y ou see—it is my idea to threaten the
men with this and shoot a him afew times. But | lost my nerve. | an scared of guns. | . . . | couldn’t pull
the trigger.”

Jefferson Shair chuckled comfortingly. She was indeed a helplesslittle thing.
Loasad, "l .. .| wonder—please, would you shoot the man with the blanks for me?"
Shair was dartled. "Me?!

"Oh, yes" Lola said. She took his hand pleadingly. "You see, he would probably think you were a boy
friend of mine, or even my husband, maybe. And shooting him with the blanks would scare the wits out
of him, and he wouldn’t bother me any more.”

Right there, Jefferson Shair showed something that made him different from other men.

An ordinary man would not have accepted the strange young woman's invitetion to be her defender in
such an unusud fashion. But it was exactly the kind of a thing that appealed to Jefferson Shair. He was
somewhat of an adventurer at heart.

“I'll doit," Shair told her. "It will be amusing.”
"Oh, I'm so glad!" Lola looked asif she wanted to hug him. "You are a brave man, aren’'t you?"

"Not necessaxily brave," Shair said modestly. "It just happens thet | have done afew unusud things in my
time"



Lola Huttig was wide-eyed with interest. "You said you were a professond hunter; didn’t you, Mr.
Shar?' Lola, wide-eyed with interest, was redly something to make a ma€e's heart sand up and shake
itsdf.

Jefferson Shair showed he was entitled to a little hair on his chest by expanding warmly under the
attractive young woman's obvious admiration.

"I was in Africa for a great many years," he explained. "I was what they cdl a white hunter in Africa |
took out parties of big-game hunters. But after the war began, | came back to America and went to my
mountan lodge. There, | conduct big-game hunting parties in the fal—and, now and then, a party of si
experts. It isvery rugged country around my lodge, and only expert skiers are able to work in the didtrict.
But for an expert, it iswonderful.”

Lolaindicated the ki pole. "You are an expert, | presume.”
Shair nodded. "I i alittle”
"I think it would be wonderful,” Lolatold him, "to be an expert on skis"

Shar expanded even more. "l was internationd dadom champion, three years running, and downhill
champion of Europe two times™

"Isthat good?' Lola asked navely.
Shair laughed. "I’'m the only man in the world who has been able to do it."
"Oh," Lolasaid.

She gave him another haf-hour of the build-up, as sweet as molasses turning to sugar and as smooth as
velvet.

JEFFERSON SHAIR then killed the man!
It was what they had wanted him to do, naturdly.
It happened after they |eft the tea room and while they were walking down a deserted street.

The man—the man in the checkered Mackinaw which Lola had pointed out as her annoyer—stepped
out of a doorway and said, "Wat aminute, dear."

Lola clutched Shair's arm and said, "Here heis agan!"

Shair scowled a the man. He was warmed up to the point where he was very anxious to be a defender
of womanhood, provided the sample of womanhood was as attractive as Lola Huttig.

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

The man in the Mackinaw scowled. "What'sit to you? Listen, you better drift dong."
Sharr sad, "Y ou've been annoying thisgirl. It's got to stop!™

Lolahdped it out by taking hold of Shair's arm and saying, "Mr. Shair ismy boy friend.”

"That'sright!" Shair snapped. "Ligen, fdlow, you've got to stop annoying Miss Huttig."



The man sneered, told Shair, "Better go rall your hoop, pd."
Shair brigtled. "Don't tdl me what to do, you chaser!”
"Yeeh?' the men snarled. "Don't get tough!™

Shair was enjoying this. He liked protecting Lola. Also, he didiked this man. He detested the felow
intensdly, for such short acquaintance.

Shair cdled the man severd violant names.

At this point, a man stepped out of a car across the street and leveled a amdl hand motion-picture
camera a the tableau. Smultaneoudy, another man farther up the street appeared with another movie
camera. Shair did not happen to notice this.

Sharr called the man some more names. He drew the pistol which the gifl had shown him contained blank
cartridges.

He proceeded to shoot the man in the Mackinaw coat. He shot the man six times. The man fdl on his
back. His mouth opened and a red flood came out. His chest convulsed, and red came out of it like amdl
fountains

"You'vekilled hm!" Lola gasped.

She turned, ran, bending forward and fighting the bitterly cold wind.
Shair looked fodlidhly at the gun.

"Blanks" he muttered. "They weren't blankd™

Across the street, the man with the movie camera yelled, "You murdered that man! He didn’t even
threaten you. You just shot him down in cold blood. | got a picture of you doing it!"

Shair’s face turned dightly blue with rage.

He lifted the gun and amed a the man with the camera and pulled the trigger twice. The hammer
snapped on discharged cartridges. The man with the camera fdl over backward into an areaway,
screaming, "Policel Help!™

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

Then he turned and ran away through the cold and the biting wind that chased him like an animd of ice.
Shair took dong his ki pole.

Chapter IV. GIRL GETS OWL

LOLA HUTTIG was crying. Sobbing as she ran. She traveled wildly with no particular destination and
no specia object except to get as far away from there as quickly as she could. Inginct was driving her.
Theindinct of self-preservation.

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



Those blanks in the pistol—they hadn’t been blanks at dl. They had told her the shdlls were blanks when
they hired her. But they hadn’'t been. The cartridges had been specidly loaded dugs which—probably
with an increased powder charge—would kill a man a close range. They had killed the man in the
Mackinaw coat!

The man in the Mackinaw was another actor. At least, 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 work, and
about losng her job modding raincoats. The part that she had not told Shair was that she was an actress.

Lola had not told Shair how hungry she was, how badly she needed money. How, when a man
approached her in a theatrica agent’s office, she had been desperate enough to take this job. The men
hed made it sound innocent.

"Itsagag,” the fdlow told her. "I know it sounds screwy. Bt it's just a gag on this fdlow Shair. A gag
towin a bet. He bet a pd that chivdry was dead, and he would not fdl for heping any lady in distress.
Rul this off, inveigle him into shooting the blank cartridges at this other actor who is supposed to be
molesting you, and you'll get fifty dollars.”

Hfty dollars was alot of money.
So now the actor was dead, back there on the sdewak. And two men had taken movies of the killing.
Movied

Lola stopped. The pictures She just remembered them, actudly. She had noticed the men with the
cameras, but she had been too shocked to put two and two together and get an answer.

She had been an innocent victim in a frame-up for murder.
"How fantadtic!" she said through clenched teeth.

She turned and went back.

SHE probably would never have found the men, except that she had a piece of luck. The pair—the two
men who had taken pictures of the murder with smal cameras—were conferring with a third man. They
handed this third men their cameras, and the fdlow drove away with the camerasin great haste.

The two men waited on the sdewak. They stood there long enough to become very cold. They stamped
and windmilled their arms, blew fogging gulps of breath on their diffening fingers.

Eventudly, another man appeared and joined the pair of photographers who had gotten rid of ther
cameras and the film the insruments contained.

The three spoke to each other. Then dl three turned and waked to a bar.

Lolahad come back to get the moviefilms Now, they were gone. All she had was the license number of
the car driven by the man who had taken the cameras away.

Lola had wanted the films because they showed that she was present when the murder occurred.
Probably, they implicated her. She did not know. She did know tha she wanted the films so0 that she
could destroy them.



Grimly, she followed the men into the bar. She was careful about it. She took a Sde door, made sure the
place was gloomy. She noted that a policeman was sanding at the bar having a cup of coffee and
decided she would be safe in case the men discovered her eavesdropping on them.

She did into the adjacent booth without attracting attention, and proceeded to take in dl she could hear.
The three were having hot Tom and Jerries to warm them up for alittle job they seemed to have ahead.
"I don't like to go to Shair’s gpartment,” one of the men said.

"Likeit or not, orders are to go there," another man told him.

"The owl probably isn't there.”

"The boss wants us to look and see, anyway."

"Suppose,” sad the uneasy member of the trio, "that Shair is there."

"Hewon't be."

"What makes you think not?'

"He's got sense enough not to come back. He'll figure we have put the police on histral.”

The third member of the trio, who had not previoudy spoken, said, "Orders are to go to Shair's place, so
well go there. Say, that was a neat gag we pulled. | never thought the slly thing would work."

"It was crazy!" said the timid one.
"It was damned smart!" corrected the other.
"How you figure?'

"Shar," sad the other, "had got it into his head to go to Doc Savage for hep. We stopped him this
afternoon. But he was sure to try again."

"How do you figure the murder he just got framed into pulling will stop him from seeing Savage?"
demanded the timid man.

"Ligen, hell be afrad of the police, now. HEIl go back to his lodge. Once he does that, well know
where heis and how to handle him."

The second member of the trio said, "I think you got the boss' plan wrong.”
"Yeeh?'

"I think he wants a hold on Shair. | think that’s why the boss had us take the pictures. Those films are
evidence that Shair killed that fdlow in cold blood. At leadt, 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? Where will that leave her if she goes to the
police? She''s smart enough not to do that.”

"All right, we |l forget about the girl," the other man declared.



LolaHuttig, in the adjacent booth, compressed her lips grimly.

THE butler named Clarence opened the door of Jefferson Shair’s town house and said, "Good evening,
gentlemen. What 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 dl the butler’s atention long enough for him to get hit over
the head with a blackjack made out of a stout sk handkerchief filled with broken icicles which they had
picked off a nearby ledge. Theicide blackjack had the advantage of being an insrument which could be
disposed of readily. It was not something likely to be produced in court as evidence.

The widder of the blackjack tossed the ice onto the stoop where it would melt.

"Drag the old geezer indde," he said.

Thiswas done. They closed the door behind them.

"Now, look for Shair," said the man. "And be careful! Shar isaguy with iron in his system.”

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

"Theré s somebody in a back room,” one of them reported. "He won't let usin.”

"Shair?"

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

"Let hm gtay in there."

"That's O. K. by me" the man agreed chearfully. "Little Jasper is something | don’t need inmy life”
"Hnd the owl, and quit trying to be funny.”

"O. K.," theman said.

They hunted. They wandered through tal rooms, rich with the fine things that taste and money can
acquire. There were rooms of old armor and old paintings and fine old furniture as rich and pleasant as
the gold from an Egyptian pharaoh’ s tomb.

"No owl," one of the men said. "We ve looked everywhere.”
"Everywhere," said the man who had used the ice blackjack, "except that room where little Jasper is”

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

They seemed to know what would get results with little Jasper.

"Go away," little Jasper advised from the other side of the door. ™Y ou’ re waking me up.”



One of the men said confidentidly to the door, "Jasper, if you don't want your head pulled off your
shoulders, come out of there."

"You think I will?" Jasper asked.
"I think you better."

"You're crazy," said Jasper, "if you think 1 will. I know you fellows. You're Terrence. Soppy Stone and
Harry are with you."

"Come outta there, Jasper!" bellowed Terrence.
"Nothing doing," Jasper replied. "'l would as soon associate with three fully primed skunks.”
"Jasper," Terrence said ominoudy, "we may become angry with you."

"Nutd" Jasper said. "The word nut means a goddess of the heavens, an indihescent polycarpdlary
one-seeded fruit, a man's head, a perforated block of metd, a part on a vidin, the verticd axis of a
potter’s whed, a rounded biscuit, and the act of currying favor. | am not referring to the last-mentioned
meaning.”

Terrence took a deep breath.

"Jasper,” he asked, "isthat owl in there?"

"What owl?"

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

The three men drew back from the door and looked at each other. They nodded solemnly. They knew
Jasper.

"Theowl isin there," one of them said. "WE Il have to break down the door and get it."

Jasper gpparently heard this, because he said, ™Y ou try smashing this door down, and you will be sorry. |
know dl about you fdlows and what you are trying to pull on Jefferson Shair.”

The three looked at each other uneaglly.
Jasper added, "I'll tdl the police the whole story. Then where will you be?!
"You don’'t know a damned thing, Jasper,” said Terrence,

"Inthejalhouse, that's where you'll be," Jasper assured him. "A nice rock jailhouse with an dectric chair
init."

The man's face darkened. "Get a chair,”" he ordered. "A heavy one. WE Il get this door. We've got to
have that owl."

They bustled around and found a piece of furniture heavy enough for their project. One of them looked
out the front door, and another one scrutinized the court in the rear, to make sure the coast was clear,
with no policemen sufficiently in the neighborhood to hear the racket of bresking down a door.

Theman who looked out of the rear nearly discovered Lola Huttig. Nothing but a stroke of luck saved



her from being found. She was standing dmogt beside the back door. She smply stepped to the left,
where there was agmdl projection, and flattened hersdf there. The man did not notice her. He was not

expecting anyone o close.

The man eased the door shut very carefully when he closed it; and, like many doors, this one required
damming before the soring lock would function. It did not catch. Lola opened the door and went in.

She was discovering a rather surprising thing about hersdlf. She had much more courage than she had
thought she possessed. It was a good feding.

LolaHuttig's past life had been for the most part a poverty-stricken one. She had never held a job which
pad a great ded of money. She had persondly secured her education with hard work and persistence,
and she had fdlen into the habit of envying others ther easy life and smooth manners. The next naturd
step was to wonder if she didn't lack something that other more successful people had. Courage,
perhaps. Or confidence, or whatever it was.

But now she was going ahead in what was unquestionably a dangerous Stuation and was finding that she
was perfectly sure of hersdf. She was even intrigued by the bizarre mydery of it.

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

THERE was some doubt whether Lola actudly saved little Jasper’ s life.

What happened was smple in one way and complicated in another. It was Smple in the direct passons
concerned. The men were there to sted an owl and kill litle Jasper. That was the Smple part. The
complicated portion was the motivations. Why sted an owl? Why kill little Jasper? The killing of little
Jasper was, in part, understandable. They wanted to Slence him. He knew them. They wanted to shut
him up.

Lola Huttig used two cans of pepper out of the kitchen. They were large cans. She took off the lids, then
threw the cans at the men who were bresking down the door. She got the throwing done just as the door

collapsed.

There was sneezing and profanity. In the midgt of the confusion, little Jasper popped out of the room. He
ran very fast, condgdering that he was dmost as wide as tal. He had an owl. The owl for once did not

look deepy.

Lola grabbed little Jasper’s arm, and ran with him down the hdl. In this, she got no co-operation from
Jasper. He kicked her shins, and when that had no effect, tried to trip her.

Lola had been nursemaid to enough bratsin her own time to have a system of her own. She took hold of
Jasper’ s left ear with a grip that left no doubts.

The pepper did not work aswel as she had hoped, and the men behind them started shooting.
Jasper said, "Here, go thisway!"

They ducked through a door. Across the room was another door. No doubt, it led outside to cold winter
freedom. But it was locked. Lola struggled with the lock. Then she picked up a chair with the idea of
smashing at the door.



"That'sno use" advised Jasper. "These doors are made of Tectona grandis, better known as teak. The
ydlow or brown heartwood of genuine teak does not attack iron, unlike oak, and India, Burma, and
Sam are the only sources of genuine teak. Other fase tesks are the West African teak, and ‘eng’ or
‘yang teak from Indo-Maaya."

Lola had neglected this lecture on teak to try another door which let her into a bathroom. Or at firg she
thought it was a bath. Then she saw that it was a gymnasum. There was an exercise mechine or two, an
electric-cabinet bath, a shower, and the other Suff found in a fairly wedthy man’s gym. There were bars
over the windows.

Jasper had closed the door through which they had come. A bullet clouted a smdl but impressve hole in
the pand.

"They've got us trapped,” said Jasper.

Lola dill carried her chair. She broke one of the gym windows. The cold outdoor ar jumped in as if it
were an animd.

Out of the window, Lolaydled, "Help, police! Burglard Help! Help!" She put enough stark fear—it was
not hard to do—in her voice to convince anybody who might hear.

To Jasper, she sad, "Come here, little boy! 1 can push you out through these bars.”

Jasper looked at the bars. "Not me, you won't. I'm fatter than you think."

A happy idea hit Jasper.

"We can put Owasso outdoors, though," he said.

"Owas0?" Lolawas puzzled.

"My owl."

Lola snapped, "Oh, stop being sily about that owl. Let the thing go. Our lives are in danger.”

Little Jasper looked at her grimly. "You got it wrong, lady. Those men want the owl. If we turn the owl
loose, they may go chase im and let us done.”

Lolathought that if there was much more of this foolishness about an owl, she was going to get hystericd.

Something with the hard sound of a gun muzzle rapped the door and one of the men said, "Let's have
thet owl!"

Lolawondered if she was actudly crazy.

AFTER the man pounded twice more on the door, Lola concluded that a certain amount of lying was
judtified, and shrieked, "Don’t you comein here! I'll shoot! | have agun!”

"Lady," sad the man ominoudy, "you're mixed up in this plenty aready, without getting us peeved a
you."

Lola snapped, "Don’'t comein! I'll shoot!"



Jasper had been gazing about the place. Now he looked at Lolawith considerable disgust.

"Aloohdl," Jasper said, "is a hydroxide of organic radicas, obtained chiefly from potatoes and maize.
Purified, or absolute alcohol, bails a 78.3 degrees centigrade and has a specific gravity of 0.763."

Lolamade awild sound. "That," she said, "is as crazy asthe rest of this"

Jasper was disgusted. "Take that big jug of rubbing acohol and pour it in that pal," he said. "Pour some
of the dcohol on the floor. 1t will burn. Set amatch to what you pour on the floor. When those men rush
in, throw the bucketful of acohol over them."

Lola pressed a hand to her cheek in astonishment. It would work!

"WE Il have fun!" Jasper said gledfully.

"How will we get them indde?’ Lola asked.

"Y egh, they think you' ve got a gun." Jasper shrugged. "Just fix the alcohol, and I'll take care of the rest.”

Lolahurriedly prepared the dcohal trap. The pungent order of the suff rushed through the room. When
she tossed a match into the acohaol she had poured on the floor, the guff burned with such a transparent
blue flame that she had to hold her hand over the blaze before she was sure it was aflame.

Jasper said. "All right, now. Threaten them.”
"Stay out!" Lolacried at the door. "I've got agun! I'll shoot you!™
Jasper sad loudly, "Lady, you an't got no gun. What are you lying to them for?'

Outside, the men swore. They hit the door together, burst it down. They came through, dl three of them,
inan eager hurry, and Lola tossed the bucket of rubbing acohol!

The results were dl she had hoped for. The three men forgot al about the owl named Owasso, and
whatever dse wasin their minds.

LOLA and Jasper stepped over the form of the butler, Clarence, who was dill unconscious, and ran out
into the wind-filled street.

They haled a passing taxicab and dimbed insde. Jasper dill had the owl.
Lola settled back breathlesdy. " Jasper, you are wonderful! You are amazing!”

Jasper grinned. "Mr. Jefferson Shair dways said that megting me was like finding poison in the sugar
bowl."

Lolastared a& him. He actudly didn’t look a day over twelve years old, and she didn’t believe he was.
"Something like that," she admitted. "But you redly are amazing, Jasper.”
Jasper contemplated the owl thoughtfully.

"I'm amazing enough to have another idea," he said. "But | don’'t know whether I'll tdl you about it.
Jefferson Shair dways said you couldn’t predict what a dame would do.”



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

Jasper frowned for awhile. Then he nodded. He leaned forward and tapped on the window to get their
driver’s attention.

"My man," he said to the driver, "kindly convey usin amidtown direction at an accelerated pace.”
The driver glanced around a Jasper, scratched his head, and shrugged. He headed the cab downtown.
"What is your idea, Jasper?' Lola asked.

"Jefferson Shair was going to a man named Doc Savage,” said Jasper. "l think it might be an excdlent
ideaiif we copied his example."

Lolawas puzzled. "Who is Doc Savage?'

"He s quite aguy,” Jasper said. "And | think | make an understatement in saying s0."
"Why was Mr. Shair going to Mr. Savage?'

"He was taking him the owl,” Jasper explained.

Chapter V. DEATH FOR OWASSO

DOC SAVAGE, with no show of expression, lisgened to Lola Huttig's story. Whenever the girl paused
to assemble more words, there was no sound but the needling of amdl hard flakes of snow againg the
windows and the fluttering of a large sheet of aildloth which Monk Mayfar had stuck with adhesive tape
over the hole made in the window when Owasso the owl fired the revolver.

Lola took hdf 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 invagling Jefferson Sharr into firing a
supposedly blank cartridge at another actor.

"They told meit was agag, and | believed them," she repeated. "I guess hunger makes people gullible”
She finished the story, leaving out nothing, and waited for Doc Savage to comment.

He did not say anything.

"You can turn me over to the police” she sad nervoudy. "As | have explained, | suppose | am
technicdly guilty of some kind of murder charge in connection with the degth of that poor actor.”

During the girl’ s recitd, firs Monk had arisen and |eft the room. Then, when the homely chemist returned,
Ham departed.

Ham now returned.
Doc turned dightly toward Monk and Ham and asked, "Does her story check?”

Monk said, "A murdered man identified as an actor was found in the Sixties a while ago. He answers the
description of the actor Miss Huitig says was hired to play the part of her annoyer.”

Ham said, "l just checked on Jefferson Shair's home. The fire department just finished putting out a fire
that had started in the gymnasum. The butler, a man gving his name as Clarence Maken, was found



unconsciousin the place.”

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

"No trace," Ham replied. "But a neighbor reports three men dashing into the street and ralling in the snow
to put out their flaming clothes. Then the three ran away. That explains what became of them.”

Doc Savage told Lola Huttig quietly, "Y our story seems to check. Now, would you mind explaining just
why you came to us?'

Lola showed some confusion. "'l guess™ she said, "it was because | couldn’t think of anything else to do.”
"You want help?'

"Naturdly. | do not like what those men did to me. | think it was pretty horrible, murdering an innocent
men the way they did. It was ruthless™

Jasper and the owl had taken in everything in slence. Now, Jasper snorted.
"Not hdf as ruthless™ he said, "as other things they will probably think up.”
Doc Savage turned to the youngster. "They were redly after the owl, Jasper?”
"Sure! They've been after it for days."

"Why?

"Riddle" said Jasper, "isa deve, a device for draightening wire, to perforate with holes, an apparatus for
threshing grain, and anything puzzling, an enigma, or an ambiguous proposition.”

"Meaning?' Doc suggested.
"Just what | sad,” answered Jasper. "A riddle”

DOC SAVAGE leaned back, his srange flake-gold eyes intent on Jasper. He contemplated Jasper for
some time, and the youngster showed signs of uneasiness. Jasper findly decided to ignore the bronze
men and fdl to contemplating Monk, who was admiring pretty Lola Huttig. Jasper tore a corner off a
newspaper, made a spitbal and hit Monk on the ear.

"Hey, you" Monk sad indignantly. "I didn’'t like you the firg time | saw you, and the feding is
increesing.”

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

Doc Savage said thoughtfully, ™Y ou seem to be a unique young fellow, Jasper. How old are you?'
"Fourteen," Jasper said.

"I took him for about twelve" Lola remarked.

"I'm fourteen,” Jasper said, asif proud of it.

Doc Savage told him, "You seem to have a remarkable fund of unusua information for a young men of



your age, Jasper."

Jasper seemed embarrassed. "Aw, nutd” he muttered. He squirmed uncomfortably and would say
nothing more.

Doc Savage nodded dightly to Ham, and they went into the adjoining room, which was the library. There
were banks of shdves laden with scientific volumes.

Doc Savage sad, "What do you make of the boy, Ham?"

"He's a remarkable combination of menta giant and street devil," Ham muttered. "l never saw anything
like him before.”

The bronze man indicated the telephone. " See what you can learn about Jefferson Shair," he directed.

He returned to the reception room, noted that Jasper dill seemed embarrassed and paid no attention to
the boy. He walked over to the owl, sudied the bird for a while. When he extended a finger, the owl
moved over onto it. Jasper seemed surprised.

Doc sad, "Outwardly, he seems an ordinary type of owl."
"He' s not ordinary,” Jasper said defensvey. "He's smart.”
"You mean that you have trained the owl?* Doc asked with interest.

"Nah, he's just smart. He understands what you say to him." Jasper frowned. "I'll demondtrate to you.
This fancy Dan you cdl Ham, here, has been tdling me you have a laboratory on this floor. In a
laboratory, you keep things to experiment on. Have you got any micein the |aboratory?'

"Yes, there are mice™ Doc replied. "The doors are open to the library, and the mice are in an open cage,
50 that the owl could get them if he wished.”

The owl cameto life, spread hiswings, and started flying away.
"Sed" sad Jasper. "He understood.”
Doc sad hadtily, "The mice are poisonous. They have been treated with a chemicd in experiments.”

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

"Sed" repeated Jasper. "Understands every word."

Monk Mayfar stared at the owl asif the bird were going to give off sparks and musc or explode like a
bomb.

"l don't bdieveit!" he muttered.

THE impressed slence created by the demongtration of owl intdligence was 4ill thick in the room when
Ham Brooks camein.

Ham said, "Jefferson Shair is what Miss Huttig said he was. White hunter in Africa for years. Didn't have
to do it for alivdihood. HE' s a sportsman, farly wedthy. Graduated from an American school and went



to severa foreign inditutions of learning. He specidized in zoo-chemistry, whatever thet is. A year or two
after the war started over there, he came back to America”

Ham reviewed some notes he had made on a piece of paper. "Thet is about dl. Since he come back to
America, Sharr has not engaged in business, dthough he owns enough stock in a few smdl companies to
take a part in ther management. He never has done so. Principdly, he stays at his skiing lodge and
occasondly accepts parties of high-paying expert skiers. Oh, yes—Shair is one of the best skiersin the
world. He won the downhill a two big Eastern meets last year, and has aready won once this year."

Monk said, "That isalot of information not to tel us anything.”
"Maybe you can do better,” Ham snapped.

Monk and Ham never got dong quietly together. A stranger momentarily expected them to have a fight
or worse, but violence never seemed to materidize between the two.

There was an interruption caused by the arrival of two more of Doc Savage' s group of five associates.
The newcomers were Colonel John Renny Renwick, who had a large voice, larger figs and was an
eminent engineer. The second was William Harper Johnny Littlgohn, who was an eminent archaeologist
and geologist and used words nobody understood.

For the bendfit of the new arrivals, Monk recited what had happened.
"Hdy cow!" said Renny.
“I'll be superama gamated,” said Johnny.

Monk indicated the owl. "This night chicken seems to be at the bottom of the trouble. But there dts the
owl. Do you see anything about him that would start people committing murders?’

Renny ambled over to the owl. Owasso and the big-fisted avil engineer contemplated each other. The
disapprova seemed to be mutud.

"Jugt an owl," Renny rumbled.

Doc Savage said, "The owl belongs to the species Bubo virginianus, which extends over most of North
America. They are somber-colored birds and among the larger members of the species. The owl,
inddentdly, forms a very common assemblage in nature, and its suborder, Strigiformes, is not closdy
related to the hawks and eagles. They are unlike other birds in that they incubate from the laying of the
firs egg." The bronze man shrugged dightly. "All of which is fact, but not of importance at the moment.”

"That owl," Monk reminded, "can fire a pistal. He can dso understand what you say to him."
Renny frowned. "I don’t bdieveit."

Johnny—the archaeologist and geologist was tdler and thinner than it seemed any mean could be and have
hedth—also eyed the owl.

"A meandrous arcanum,” he remarked.

Renny blinked. "A what?'

Little Jasper said, "A Hyrcynian annagrammatism, a logogriphic adjuration of labyrynthine rebus.”
Johnny’s mouth came widdy open and he absent-mindedly tried to put his monocle in his eye. The



monode habitudly dangled from his coat lgpd. 1t was not a monocle at dl, but a magnifier which Johnny
used in his work. It had been years snce Johnny used a monocle for anything ese, but now he tried to
put it in his eye. He was redlly dumfounded.

Big-fisted Renny burst into laughter. "Did you get a dose of your own medicing!™

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 ory," he said.

Jasper rolled samdl foxlike eyesin around face that was like afox’s face without the pointed muzze.
"I'm hungry,” Jasper said. "It's past my dinner time."

LolaHuttig said, "The boy knew those men who wanted the owl."

"Did you know them, Jasper?' Doc Savage asked.

"Nah," Jasper said. "L ook, when do we eat? Owasso is hungry, too."

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

"Me?" Jasper brigtled. "Me, alia?'

"A regular Munchausen,” Monk said.

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

"That's enough,” Monk muttered.

"W, why don’'t you be origind?' Jasper suggested. "With dl those greet liars to choose from, why do
you have to give Munchausen the credit?”

Doc Savage sad, "Jasper, tdl us your sory."

Jasper squirmed. He seemed to have no respect at dl for the others, but Doc Savage had him overawed.
Jasper grimaced.

"Aw, | an't nobody much," he muttered. "I’'m an orphan. My mother and father died four or five years
ago. | was put inahome"

"When did you come to live with Jefferson Shair?' Doc asked.

"Lessnayear ago," Jasper muttered. "He got me out of an orphan home last January.”
"You were in the orphan home prior to thet?"

"Yesh"

"Whereisit located?"

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



DOC SAVAGE arose went into the laboratory, and telephoned the orphanage about a former inmate
named Jasper Coogle. Jasper had admitted his name was Coogle.

There was a delay while records were examined a the home. Yes, there had been such a boy. He had
been taken from the home by a wedlthy man named Jefferson Shair.

"Itisrather important,” Doc Savage said, "thet | talk to someone who knew young Coogle while he was
inyour inditution.”

The other hegitated. "Perhaps | can find Nurse Tile. Nurse Tile recdls dl the boys."

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

"Infact," said Nurse Tile, "poor little Jasper was never able to learn the multiplication table.”
"Perhaps,”" said Doc Savage thoughtfully, "we are not talking about the same Jasper Coogle.”

"This Jasper Coogle was a round fa boy with rather amdl eyes™ said Nurse Tile "His eyes were blue,
hishair red, his nose freckled and his hands aways dirty."

Doc Savage now made the samdl trilling sound which was his involuntary reaction to menta stress, to
surprise and kindred emations.

Fndly he said, "This seems to be the same boy. You say he was backward?'
"l never saw amore knot-headed one" said Nurse Tile "And we have our share of blockheads here."

"Thank you," Doc said. "Oh, by the way, did Jefferson Shair have any particular reason for taking Jasper
out of the home?'

"I imagine he just wanted a boy."
"Did Mr. Shar express any preference for a backward boy?"

Nurse Tile was slent. "Now that you mention it," she said findly, "I believe he did. That was strange,
waan't it?"

"Not as srange," Doc Savage said, "asit may be tarifying.”

THE telephone began ringing again as soon as Doc Savage put it down. He picked it up. The voice that
came out of it belonged to an educated stranger. "This is Jefferson Shair,” it said. "May | speak to Doc
Savage."

"'Savage oesking.”

"I believe you have a young lady and a rather extraordinary boy at your place, now," Shar sad. "They
came to you concerning some rather sartling 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 me”
"Wewill have to know more about you than we know now.”

"I can see that you do. | mean—!’ll tdl you dl about it."

"Hon?"

"By meeting you and tdling you the whole amazing story."

Doc Savage sad, "Wewill wait here for you."

The other coughed nervoudy. "I'm afraid you do not expect other men to be cowards. Unfortunately, |
am one. Frankly, | am afraid to come to your headquarters.”

"You attempted to reach me once?" Doc asked.

"Exactly," said the voice. "That iswhy | am not willing to go there again. | was discovered by an enemy. |
bardly escaped with my life"

Doc Savage caught Ham's eye, and made gestures with the fingers of one hand. He used the manud
aphabet employed by deaf-mutes and directed Ham to get little Jasper.

Ham nodded, went out, returned with Jasper.
Doc sad, "Is this something you cannot tdl us over the telephone?’
"It certanly id" said Shair.

Doc held the recelver so Jasper could hear. Jasper nodded. "Sure, that's him," he said. "That's Mr.
Shar.”

Doc asked, "Shair, where will we meet you?'

Shair said, "Wak south on Ffth Avenue from Thirty-fourth Street. As soon as | am sure you are not
followed, 1 will join you. Bring the owl."

"Y ou want the owml?'

"Jud fetchit. | don’t want it." Shair swore. "The owl isthe last thing on earth | want. But bring it. | need it
to explain the Stuation.”

Doc Savage sad, "In about fifteen minutes?'
"Make it twenty," Shair said. "l have to get down there.”

"Rignt," Doc Savage said. "By the way, shdl 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. "Monk, rush out and buy a stuffed owl that looks something
like Owass0."

"A suffed owl?' Monk said.



llYall
Monk went out, looking puzzled.

Doc sad, "The rest of you get on bulletproof vests and hdmets. Thisis not what it is supposed to be."

THEY waked south on Ffth Avenue. They were normd-looking men in their long overcoats and caps
with the ear flaps pulled down. Doc was a little larger than Monk or Ham. Renny and Johnny were not
waking with them, but were driving taxicabs dowly in the street, not getting far away.

Monk said, "Jasper inggsit was Shair on the phone.”

Doc Savage did not comment.

Ham said, "We haven't got any ki pole, Monk. Not one that belongs to Shair.”
Monk growled, "Yeah, | know, but—"

Ham said, "The man taking on the telephone acted as if he was not surprised that we had the ski pole.
Shair would have been surprised. He would have asked Doc where he got the pole. Therefore, it was
not Shair on the telephone.”

"Yegh. But Jasper ought to know Shair’s voice" Monk snapped.

"Jasper may know alot of things” Ham said, "but | don’t believe he knew that. He— Oops!" Ham made
agrab for the duffed owl he was carrying. "Thisthing jump—"

Monk emitted a howl, dived for a fire plug. He took shelter there. "Somebody just put a bullet through
the owl!" he ydled. He made a scuttling dive for a doorway, hit it Stting down and went through it in a
cloud of snow.

The owl lay for a moment on the sdewak where Ham had dropped it. Then the owl jumped. They dl
heard the spat! of the bullet. Also, feathers flew.

Ham took to the same door Monk had chosen, knocking Monk down in his hurry.
Doc Savage remained on the street.

Three more bullets hit the owl! They were wdl aimed, wonderfully amed! The owl lost some of its
shape, so evidently the bullets were high-vdocity dugs which mushroomed. The type of bullet with
shocking power to kill a grizzly, but which would not shoot through aloaf of bread.

One more dug knocked guffing out of the owl, and there was Slence.
Doc Savage sad, "The bullets seem to be coming from the building directly across the street.”

Monk looked at the building in disgust. It was a typicd downtown New York structure. About thirty
gories high, each floor covering a quarter of a block. At a consarvaive guess, a thousand people
worked in the place.

"Hnding which flea bit us" Monk said, "may not be so easy.”



Chapter VI. DEATH FOLLOWS THE OWL

DOC SAVAGE took two grenades out of his dothing and tossed them toward the door of the big
building. No one was entering or leaving the big man entrance a the moment. One grenade was a
combination of smoke and tear gas. The other was Sraght explosive.

Thetwin blast broke a few windows, filled the lobby with smoke and fumes.
Doc sad, "Monk, get back to headquarters and bring Equipment Case 176."
Monk knew better than wait to ask questions. He departed.

Doc added, "Ham, put on your gas mask. Get in the lobby and tdl them there has been a gas exploson.
Let them think it is dangerous. Have everyone kept on upper floors of the building.”

Ham was as puzzled as Monk, but he nodded. He crossed the street hadtily. The gas mask he put on
was a portable afar which Doc had designed, a transparent hood with a smdl gadget which would
purify ar and add oxygen for a short time. Usudly, they had found, gas masks were employed for very
brief intervals.

Doc Savage moved around to the freight entrance of the building. From this point, he could watch both
sde and freight entrances. No one eft the structure, so, evidently, Ham's blockade was effective.

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

"Yegh, Doc." The homdy chemigt had his set cut in.
"Bring Case 176 to the fraght entrance,” Doc directed.
"Sure”

A crowd had gathered, by now. The tear gas had drifted out on the street. A very amdl| quantity of it was
highly effective and rather terrifying. Curious individuds who approached the building turned and fled
hedtily. Word that the gas was poisonous seemed to be getting around.

A police emergency squad arrived with gas masks. They entered the building.

Monk appeared with the equipment case. The box was somewhat larger than a portable typewriter case.
Doc took it.

"Go into the building, Monk," Doc directed. "Find the police. Explain that you are a chemid, and
therefore a gas expert. Make some tests, and inform them that the people in the building should be gotten
out. Advise thet they have everyone leave by the rear sairway and this freight entrance.”

Monk grinned. "l begin to get the idea.”

Renny and Johnny had remained in the background. Keeping out of the action had been difficult, but that
hed been their orders. They were not to make themselves conspicuous unless something could be gained.

Doc summoned them.
"Both of you," said the bronze man, "stand on the sdewak outsde."
Renny nodded. "What do we do?'

"Waich the people who come out of the building. Try to spot anyone with a greenish cast on ether hands



or face"
"Hdy cow!" Renny stared. "Greenish face?
"Or hands," Doc said. "Watch closdy. The greenish cast will be very dight.”

Renny remembered something. He snapped his fingers. "Now | know what thisis" he said.

LOLA HUTTIG was an dttractive young woman. Monk Mayfar was beginning to appreciate her. He
was adso meking hay while the sun shone. Or, in this case, meking as much progress as he could while
they were driving out of the city.

Monk was piloting the car. Lola was a his Sde. Little Jasper rode in the rear, with the owl, and with
Monk’s pet pig and Ham's pet chimp. The pig was named Habeas Corpus, the chimp was named
Chemidry. Habeas and Chemigtry got dong together about as wel as fire and gasoline.

Monk gave Lola his homdiest grin.
"I'm sure glad Doc asked me to comein and get you and Jasper,” he said.

Monk had long ago discovered that his homeliest grins worked best with femininity. There was something
fascinating about his complete homeliness. Ham clamed it was a type of snake-and-bird fascination, but
Monk did not agree. He damed there was honety in his countenance, or something ese of which
women approved; he didn’'t know what.

Lolasmiled. "You say you found the man who called up and pretended to be Mr. Shar?'
"Yeeh," Monk said. "We got on histrall after he took afew pot shots a the owl.”
Lolasad, "I understand he fired from a window in a large office building. How did you find him?"

Monk expanded proudly. "That," he said, "was the result of some experimenta work Doc and | did a
few months ago.”

There was more snow fdling, now. The flakes swirled in the headlight beams. It was now dark. The tires
meade a doleful whining where the flakes had drifted over the pavement. Now and then, the machine
skidded dightly.

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

Monk braked for a red light, got on the Streetcar ral and did broadside for some distance. He
draightened out.

"Ever hear of the paraffin test?' he asked.
"The paraffin te?' Lola said blankly.

"It's something the police use" Monk explained. "Take a person who fires a gun. Powder fumes jump
back out of the breech of the gun and deposit on the skin of the gunman’s hand—or 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
paaffin is warm. They ped it off. They treat it with chemicals, and the result is a discolored crystd
formation, usudly greenish. If the greenish discoloration is there, the person has fired a pistal.”



"I never heard of that," Lolatold him.

"W, the police have been doing it for years,” Monk assured her. "All Doc and | did was improve the
method. We did it by diminating the paraffin and, therefore, the necessity of even getting close to the
shooter.”

Lolawas impressed. "How did you do that?'

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

Lola frowned. "You mean the occupants of the building where the shots came from were tricked into
waking through the gas?'

"Sure. Doc made them think there was poison gasin the lobby, and everybody had to leave by the back
way. He set up our apparatus where it was not noticed, kept the freight-entrance hdf ful of our
gas—and we got our men.”

Lolawidened her eyes. "Won't the police arrest im for doing a thing like that?"

Monk grinned. "They never caught on. It will be dl right if they do. Doc's got a high commisson. It's
honorary, but plenty effective.”

"Mr. Savage," Lola said thoughtfully, "seems to be a remarkable man.”

"You'll leearn more about him," Monk said, "as you watch him find out why some guys are so anxious to
do things with, or to, thisowl."

He reached out and turned on the windshidd wiper. The snhow was getting worse, and the heedlights
were like ghogts chasng the night.

IT seemed to Lola Huttig that there was no reason why they should stop at this particular place on a
country road. But Monk said, "They’ll be here" He got out but did not offer to hdp her out into the
snow-filled wind. He said to Jasper, "You keep hold of that night chicken, Jasper.”

"Don’'t worry about Owasso, grasshopper face," Jasper told him.

There was a period of slence, then gaunt and thin Johnny Littlgohn came out of the icy night and said,
"Aphonics are pandectively acromatic—"

"Huh?' Monk said. "Wait aminute. What are you saying?'
Jasper sad, "Heisexplaning that it'll be smart to make no noise, barrel neck.”
"He knows some amdl words," Monk said indignantly. "He might use them for a change.”

Johnny, patiently with amdl words, advised, "Don’'t ydl and holler. You don’t need to whisper, ether.
Did anyone follow you?'

"No," Monk said. "l kept usng the radio direction finder and spotted your tranamitter.”



Both Lola and little Jasper looked a Monk in surprise, and Jasper said, "Oh-oh, a smartie-pants. Radio
compass and everything."

Johnny frowned in Jasper’ s direction. "An artsmay upspay.”
"Huh?' said Jasper.
"I think he means you,” Monk told Jasper.

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

"Look it up sometime" Monk suggested. He turned back to Johnny. "What goes on?"

"Nothing, yet," Johnny said. "But it is getting ready to happen, as nearly as we can tdl.” He beckoned.
"Come on. Doc sent me down to mest you."

They got out of the car. The snow was deeper here in the country; it was above ther ankles.
They walked in slence for awhile.

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

"The canine part may be giving you too much credit,” Johnny told him.

DOC SAVAGE waslying in the snow on a smdl ridge among some dwarfed trees, with a telescope to
one eye. It was a large, long telescope, the kind marksmen use for spotting ther shots on targets. The
telescope was amed down into a vdley where a house stood in the chill winter moonlight. The moonlight
was coming brightly through arrift in the clouds and probably would not last long. 1t was Hill snowing.

Lola Huttig touched Ham Brooks arm, indicated Doc. "What is he doing?'
"The man who tried to shoot the owl"—Ham pointed &t the valey—"is down there."

Lola asked Ham eagerly, "Can you make sense of this? Why did they trick Jefferson Shair into murdering
aman? Why the commoation over the owl? Who are the men who are doing dl this?'

"And why?" Ham said.
"What?

"I was jugt adding another question to yours. And why?' Ham explained. "The thing doesn't make
Eene”

Doc Savage took his eye away from the telescope and said, "The man is il lying there in the snow with
arifle. He seems to be watching the driveway to the house."

Doc got to hisfeet. "The rest of you wait here" he said.

The bronze man then |eft, going quickly and taking to the black shadows beneath stunted evergreen trees
with a slent fading-out effect that made Lola Huttig gasp.

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



The place was large, so very large that undoubtedly there were servants. Doc pressed a rear doorbell.
There was an abrupt end to conversation in what seemed 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 rooms, probably, and one or two of them fifty feet or so long. The evergreen shrubbery
was neat enough to have been gone over with nall clippers and a magnifying glass.

A portly gentleman in a much-too-ornate butler’ s livery, minus the coat, opened the door.

Doc asked, "Is the master in?"

"No," sad the butler curtly. "And we are not buying anything from peddlers.” He started to shut the door.
Doc Savage put a hand againg the door. "Who lives here?'

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

Doc sad, "l asked you who lives here.”

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

"Thisis the residence of Edwin Quell True," he said, speaking the way he was paid to speak.
"Does he have an owl?'

The butler popped his eyes, swalowed, said, "No, sr," sincerdly.

"Where is Mr. Edwin Qudl True?'

"Heisnot a home, gr."

"Inhiscar?'

"Yes, ar.”

"What kind of a car?'

The servant named a popular make, and Doc Savage said, "Thank you,” and went away.

THE moonlight was gone, and the snowflakes were hard, like fine sand. Doc dimbed the hill. The loose
snow made noisaless gaing easy, but he had to be careful of sticks that might break benesath its surface.

Lola Huttig jumped and gasped, and Jasper squesked in surprise, when the bronze man seemed to
appear slently in ther midg.

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

Johnny never used large words on Doc Savage. "Knowing the bulletproof glass in that car,” Johnny said,
"I won't mind."

"Go back and get the car,” Doc said, "and drive dowly to that house. Probably you will be shot at by that
men down there with therifle. If you are, | want to catch the felow red-handed. So in case you are shot



at, act asif the bullet was fatd."
Johnny nodded and went away.

JOHNNY LITTLEJOHN came driving dowly up the drive that led to the house.

The kneding man sghted carefully with his rifle and gave the trigger the dow squeeze of an expert. He
was a man who knew where his bullets would go, evidently, because he whirled to his feet indantly for
flight. He made two jumps, and Doc got him!

Theman had asmdl head, not much of which was forehead. He had plenty of body, filled with muscles.
It was not hisfirgt hand-to-hand fight. He went down with Doc Savage. He logt hisrifle. 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 more or less complete paradyss. He aso struck his blows with the
edge of his hand, after the way of ajujitsu man.

They wrestled around in the snow for awhile, and the man began to groan and gasp from a large dose of
hisown medicine,

Then suddenly the man was doubled over and crying. Not crying from pain.
"He made me shoot True" he sobbed.

"Who did?"

"Shar—Jeff Shair," the man blubbered.

A man crying is not pleasant. There is something about it that islike watching a dog kill a cat. Interesting,
but a little Sckening.

Down in the driveway, Johnny Littlgohn had put on an act. Following the shot, he had swerved his car
into atree. Not hard enough to damage the car, but with enough violence to make it look impressve.

Monk Mayfar and Renny Renwick came galoping down the hill, followed by Lola, Jasper, the pig and
the chimp. They made a rather bizarre procession.

To hdp everything dong, the be-liveried butler dashed out of the great house and belowed, "Mr. True
has been killed!"

Doc shook his prisoner vidlently. "Y ou murdered that man. Shot himin cold blood.”
Thebig jujitsu expert with the bullet head made blubberings.

Doc demanded, "Who are you?'

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

Monk came up. "Murder, eh?' he said impressively. "And there were plenty of witnesses."

Ham Brooks returned to the car, looked indde, collared the excited butler and said something that sent
the man dinking back to the house in slence. Then Ham came to Doc and announced, "There€' s nothing
we can do for im." He sounded very solemn. He took a pair of handcuffs out of his pocket. How he
happened to have the handcuffs was a mygery.



Pinestopp croaked at them, "You are the police?’

Ham camly showed him a card. It indicated Ham hed a high commisson on the metropolitan police
force. A specid commisson, the card stated. It was genuine. Doc and the others had them.

Jasper pointed a Pinestopp and said, "I know him. He' s been working for Mr. Shair.”
"I was a skiing ingructor,” Pinestopp mumbled.
"You were aflunky," Jasper corrected. "The dumbest cluck | ever saw.”

Pinestopp shuddered and put his face in his hands again. He muittered something about not knowing what
he was going to do.

Ham said, "I know what you' re going to do, buddy. Y ou're going to St in anice dectric char with straps
around you and a shaved place on your head, and pretty soon you'll give a jump, and after that they’ll
come for you with a box made out of cheap ydlow pine"

Pinestopp’s body seemed to wind up asif it were full of clock springs, and his eyes were like bls.

"Shar made me do it," he said hoarsdly. "He has evidence that will convict my hdf sster of murder. He
was going to turn it over to the police. | . . . I— What ese could | do?'

Ham poked the man with afinger. "Nuts, friend. Y ou expect us to beieve tha?'

Pinestopp’ s hands seemed to be squeezing something. "The evidence was a moving picture” he said. "It
showed my hdf sster and another man killing amanin cold blood on the Street.”

LolaHuttig emitted a gasp.

Pinestopp turned dowly to Lola

"That'sright,” he said.

"What . . . you—" Lola could not make words.
"That’s right—you're my hdf sger,” Pinestopp said.
"Butl ... | never saw you beforel" Lolawas aghast.

Pinestopp nodded. "I know you haven't. Look, your mother was named Anne Lola Colt before her
mariage?"

Lolawhitened. "Yes"

"All right, that was her maiden name. But she was married before. She was married to my father, Bill
Pinestopp. The marriage split up, and my mother took her maiden name of Colt. My father took me.
Y our mother was my mother.”

In avoice which, if it had had color, would have been a strained white, Lola said, "I don't believe you."

"Your mother," said Pinestopp, "liked strawberries, but they made her ill. She collected dolls. She was an
amaeur painter and once won a prize when she was fourteen years old. The picture that won the prize
was cadled ‘A Fawn a Evening” Am | right?'

"Y yes'" Lolawhispered.



"You see, she was my mother, too,” Pinestopp said.

Monk Mayfar said, "Theré s a car coming. Bet it's True"

Chapter VII. DEATH IS A QUESTION

MR. EDWIN QUELL TRUE looked asif, at the dightest sound, he would jump into a hole. But it would
be a gold-plated hole.

"Redly, thisis dumfounding,” he sdd. "Redly, it is Redlly."

He fumbled with his gold watch chain and twisted the diamond ring on his left hand. On his right hand
were two other diamond rings with stones so large that, even in the moonlight, they glittered. He looked
a his car, then at his great house. His shiver might have been from the cold.

"Shdll we go indde?" he asked. "Redly, please?'
Doc Savage nodded.

The bronze man had the peculiar habit of letting his associates push the questioning on occasions such as
these. Not that Doc retired into the background. He had a qudity of magnetic power that made him the
focd point of any group, dthough he might not speak a word.

They entered a doorway large enough to admit a cavalryman on his horse, went from there into a library
large enough to stable a troop of cavarymen. Suits of armor stood in niches around the wals, on guard
under paintings that were large and subdued.

Edwin Quell True pointed afinger & Pinestopp and said, "Why did you try to kill me, Piney?'
Pinestopp swallowed and seemed too cramped with fear for words to come out.
Doc Savage sad, "Answer the question, Pinestopp.”

Pinestopp jumped as if a switch had been closed, said, "I do not know. It completdly astounded me
when Shair made the demand.”

Doc asked, "You knew Mr. True, here, previoudy?'

"Oh, quitewdl," said Pinestopp. "Mr. True was the caretaker of Jefferson Shair’s mountain lodge while
Shair was in Africa”

"I was not caretaker,” True corrected. "l had the lodge leased. | have abundant means'—he waved an
am—"asyou can see."

Doc Savage asked, "Y ou inherited your wedth?'

True brigtled dightly and said, "That is an impertinent question, redly. It happens | made it mysdf.”
"How?"

"l am afinancd speculator,” True said.

Ham Brooks jumped. "Wait a minute—are you the one they cdl Wild Boy True? And Too Good To Be
True. Are you that one?'



True amiled. "They dso cdl me True is Stranger Than Fiction.”
"Tha," said Ham, "explains the diamonds and everything."

Ham glanced a Doc Savage, but the bronze man was expressionless. Ham was farly certain Doc had
heard of Lucky Boy True, or Wild Boy True, or the other things he was called.

True was the man who, in spite of government restrictions caculated to lessen gambling on the stock
market, had taken millions out of Wall Street, recently.

True sudied their faces uneadly. "I cannot understand why Jefferson Shair should force Piney, here, to
try to kill me. It isredly puzzing; it redly is"

Doc Savage asked, "Know anything about owls?'

True blinked. "Very little. That one'—he pointed at the owl Jasper was carrying—"is the firs bird | have
seen in months. We do not seem to have owls around here”

Monk groaned, "I was hoping somebody would explain the owls. Or, a least, an owl named Owasso."
"Redly,” True said, "you gentlemen can see | know nothing about this™

Doc Savage said—and his voice was surprisngly impressive, "Ham."

"Yes"

"You have an acquaintance in Wal Street, have you not?"

"Yes" Ham admitted. "I know some important men on the Exchange, and afew others.”

"Get on the telephone” Doc Savage said, "and ask questions about Edwin Quel True, known as Wild
Boy True and other names."

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

"When did True descend on Wall Street?' Doc said. "That can be your principa question.”
A strong emotion crossed Edwin Qudl True's face. He demanded, ™Y ou suspect me?'
"We are going to investigate you," Doc advised.

Edwin Quell True coughed and put hisleft hand to his mouth and kept coughing and brought up his right
hand asif to get a handkerchief out of his breast pocket. But it was a gun he brought out. The gun was
gmdl and—this was to be expected—qgold-plated and ornately carved.

True pointed the gun at them.
"Gaudy but deadly," he said. "Please be sengble, gentlemen.”

THERE was a minute or two filled mostly with astonishment.

Jasper broke it by remarking, "The various species of owl incdude Agan tawny owls, eagle owls, snow
owls, long and short-eared owls, screech owls, barn owls and spotted owls™



True moved his wegpon enough to incdlude them al. "Don’'t move™" he said, "or ther€ |l be dead owls™

He went back then, one foot behind the other with care, to the door. He was out through the door in a
flagh. The door dammed.

The lights then went out.

Severd things followed. Pinestopp tried to escape. Monk and big-fisted Renny Renwick had surmised he
would. They made a rush for Pinestopp and got each other ingead. Monk swung a fis, so Renny
knocked him down, not knowing it was Monk. Johnny Littlgohn rushed in to hdp them, and got
embroiled in the mé8ée. It was Ham Brooks who downed Pinestopp. The owl, Owasso, helped
everything out by setting up a terrific squaling and squawking. And Jasper showed that he was just a kid
after dl by burding into tears.

Doc Savage made light with a portable flash that had got tangled in his coat pocket.
Everything was about as to be expected, except the owl. Owasso was not in Sght.
Absence of the owl was alittle surprisng, Snce doors and windows were closed tightly.

Monk growled, "That night chicken must’ve flew under a chair, or something." He got down and Started
looking.

Doc Savage solved what had happened. He went out the door and through the great hdl. His flashlight
beam legped out like summer lightning and picked up afigure dimbing into a car. Edwin Quel True. And
he had the owl.

The snow dill came down in hard flakes, and there was about as much moonlight as there had been,
which came through riftsin the thin clouds. True's gun made four short red tongues in the night!

Doc Savage fdl down. He was shot! It was one of the few times in his life he had been shot. He
hebitudly wore a bulletproof undergarment—the thing was more than a vest—of his own design. He
ssemingly took great chances at times; but they were not chances, because he cdculated the risks with
cae.

Thisbullet cut open the left Sde of his face and nicked something solid enough to send him reding into the
SOW.

He was there in the cold hard flakes long enough for Edwin Quel True to drive away fagt in the car and
for the others to come out of the house.

Renny said, "Doc!” asif 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 ther car, leaving red spots on the snow.

He said, "True has the bird. He got away inhis car.”
Renny rumbled, "We I fix that. Rilein, everybody!"

THEY used the car which Johnny Littlgohn had turned into the tree. It was the handiest machine. They
had parked their other cars over the hill. Renny drove.

Headlights had been broken, it developed; they threw great shapeless bdls of white into the void of
fdling snow. The car chased the white bals, and the motor sound was powerful. They skidded on



corners, skidded about as much as was safe. Then the motor coughed like an animd caiching its breath.
A moment later, it did the same thing. The car lost speed.

"Oh, haly cow!" Renny complained. " Something came |oose when Johnny ran into thet tree."
They had been gaining on the car ahead of them. But now there was no more of that.

"I'll be superamagamated!" Johnny said. "We had a clue. The thing was beginning to lead somewnhere.
True grabbed the owl, so, obvioudy, he can explan dl this mysery about owls. We were getting
somewhere. But now he's escaping.”

Doc Savage took a handkerchief away from the side of his face, and the color on it was not pleasant.
"The radio trangmitter,” he said. "Switch it on."

Sill somewhat dazed by the bullet when he had entered the car, Doc Savage had dimbed into the back
sedt. But the radio microphone cord was long enough for Renny to hand it back to Doc. Doc sad, "Long
Tom," into the microphone. "Long Tom!"

Long Tom was Mgjor Thomas J. Roberts, who looked as if he had matured in a mushroom cdllar, and
who would be known to the next generation for his work in advanced eectricity.

Long Tom should have his short-wave radio receiver switched on to the wave length which Doc and his
group used for intercommunication. This was afixed rule.

Eventudly, Long Tom's voice sad, "Wha is it?" He sounded cranky. "I've got an experiment under
way—"

Doc Savage asked, "Time to hep us?'

"Oh, it's you, Doc." Long Tom's voice filled with interest. "Radio was over in the corner, and there's a
lot of noise in the lab from the generators, so | didn't recognize your voice. What is it? Sure, I've got
tirrell

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

"Right," Long Tom said.

THERE was slence from the radio. In the intervd, the car carrying Doc and the others had rough going.
The snow was drifting; the motor was hacking like an influenza victim. Some consolation was the fact that
the vehide ahead seemed to be having difficulties They could dill see its heedlights. And there were
fifteen miles or so to go before it would come to a highway which, a this hour of night, was likdy to be
snowplowed.

Theradio said, "Doc?' It was Long Tom. "I'min the ar with the gyro, now."

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

Long Tom's voice asked, "What goes on? What are you fdlows mixed in?'

Doc summarized the thing briefly.

"A man named Shair tried to bring us an owl, but he was chased away by aman named True. He got the



owl to us. A girl named Lola, an actress out of work, was innocently hired by persons unknown to decoy
Shair into murdering aman. 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 aso found a boy named Jasper, a rather
unique youth, whose life she saved. An attempt was made by a man named Pinestopp to kill the owl,
then to kill True. Both attempts faled. We caught Pinestopp and have him, and he says Shair made him
commit the crimes. We aso had True. True obvioudy knows the answers to the mysery. He seized the
owl, and we are pursuing him, now. He is ahead of usin a car. Our 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 Tom said. "You say thisfussis over an om?"
"I hardly think it is over the owl,” Doc said. "But the owl is probably the answer to the mygery.”
"It'sa queer thing, igT't it?"

"Before we get through with it," Doc Savage ventured, "we shdl probably find it has some amazing
asgpects."

Monk and the others—no doubt Long Tom, aso—were greatly impressed by Doc's remark about the
future amazing aspects of the thing. It was unusud for Doc to make a comment like that. If the thing was
going to be gtartling—and they would bet it was, Doc having made the remark—it would be extremely
dartling. Otherwise, Doc would not have mentioned the point.

A WHILE later, Long Tom's voice radioed, "l see the lights of two cars. They may be you and True"
Doc Savage sad, "Switch the lights off and on, Renny.”

Renny Renwick doused the lights briefly.

Long Tom said, "It'syou dl right. What do you want me to do?"'

Doc said, "Can you get close enough to True's car to get infrared compound on the machine?'
"Theideaisfor True not to see the plane?’

"That," Doc sad, "isthe idea"

The night was thick enough with snow dgfting down that they did not discern Long Tom's plane urtl it
was less than a hundred yards above True's car. The plane was like a big mosquito poised for flight. It
was an autogyro in the full sense of the word; an arrangement of whirling vanes could lift it Sraight off the
ground or hold it motionless. It had one drawback. It was not fast. Fast in relaion to motor cars with a
top speed of ninety miles an hour or so; but it was dow compared to military planes which could tear off
four hundred an hour or better.

The autogyro followed the car ahead. Then the plane lifted up, was lost in the darkness again.
Ham said, "He evidently hit the car roof with some of the liquid.”

Theliquid was infrared, active the way some materids, the radium compounds, are radioactive. Infrared
light being outsde the spectrum visble to the unaided human eye, the Suff was not noticeable. But with a
scanning apparatus operaing on the principle of a tdevison tube, the liquid could be discerned a great
distance as a noticegble blotch in the night.



Long Tom lifted the autogyro higher and higher. He would trail the car in which True was riding.
They reached a snowplowed highway, and True' s machine quickly outdistanced them.

Doc Savage turned to Jasper. "Jasper,” he said, "earlier in the day we asked you about the mydery of the
owl. You gave us the impresson of being unwilling to answer."

"Waan't unwilling," Jasper said. "Jugt didn’t know nothing.”

LolaHuttig put in, "Jasper, when | firsd met you a Mr. Shair’s house, you told me those men were after
the owl."

"Wha men?' Jasper parried uneeslly.
"The ones you cdled Terrence, Soppy Stone and Harry."

"Oh, them," Jasper said. "Well, they came to see Jefferson Shair yesterday and demanded the owl. There
was quite arow. | lislened in. Shair called them by name. He cdled them some names besides ther own.
He used sx or seven words | never heard before. He was sure med.”

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

"Nah. You see, they tried to ted the owl. That was day before yesterday. Jefferson Shair caught them.
He told them he would shoot their heads off if they didn’t go back to their boss and tdl him to lay off."

"Someone had hired the three men—Terrence, Sloppy Stone and Harry—to get the owl by sedth?’
"That," said Jasper, "was the generd idea.”

Long Tom's voice out of the radio advised them to turn east a the next man highway intersection. The
eectricd expert dso explained that his plane was going smoothly, that he was keeping track of True. The
snow was making alittle frictiond datic in the car radio.

"Jagper,” said Doc Savage, "where did the owl come from in the beginning?"

"Oh, Jefferson Shair brought imin out of the woods one day. He kept himin a glass bdl for five days,
then gave im to me for a pet. Heisavery smart owl."

"Where was this?'
"At the mountain lodge.”

Doc Savage was dlent for a moment. "Jasper, you say Mr. Shair kept the owl in a glass bdl for five
days?"

"y es"
"What kind of abal?'

"Bdl," said Jasper, "is an inking device printers use, a game, the head of a hammer, a part of the thumb, a
bloom, a batch of black ash, a seed pod, a white streak, atype of horse, aswel as a rounded mass.”

Doc sad patiently, "What kind of ball was it, Jasper?”

"Glass" Jasper muttered. "l only got a brief look at it through a door. Mr. Shair saw me looking, then
jumped and closed the door."



"Where was this bdl at the time?"
"Inaroominthelodge" sad Jasper, "where Mr. Shair never let me go.”

The bronze man then did a grange thing. He made a smdl trilling noise, his absent-minded habit in
moments of mental stress.

Ham and the others stared a Doc. The trilling meant something important had occurred to the bronze
mean. They could not know what it was. Jasper and his glass bdl with the bird insgde seemed to have no
sengble meaning.

"Jasper," Doc Savage sad abruptly, "where did you pick up your rather gartling titbits of knowledge?
For instance, the demondtration you just gave. The word bal. How did you happen to know so many of
its meanings?'

"Mr. Shair," said Jasper, "made me memorize the dictionary."”

"Did you have much trouble doing it?"

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

Doc Savage said no more.

Fndly, Monk growled, "Jasper, you meen to tel me you know the dictionary by heart?"

"I never said that, bean face," Jasper retorted. "'l said Mr. Shair made me memorize parts of it."
"Why?

"Wonder," sad Jasper, "is a sweet cake, an evil or a mishief, and an emation of surprise or
agonishment.”

They were findly in the city, and Doc Savage stopped the car a ataxi stand.

"Edwin Quell True was very much afraid of something we would learn when we started investigating how
long he had been working in Wall Street,” Doc said. "Monk, you and Ham leave us here. Take a cab to
headquarters. Start work on True. Learn everything about the man that you can learn.”

"We going to miss some excitement by leaving you?' Monk asked, an eye on pretty Lola Huitig.

Doc sad, "Take Miss Huttig with you. Also Jasper and Pinestopp, here. Do not let them out of your
sght.”

"Oh," said Monk, rdieved. "O. K., Doc."
Monk and Ham, Lola and Jasper and Pinestopp, got out of the car.
To Renny and Johnny, Doc said, ™Y ou will go with me"

They drove south, then east. The buildings became tdl around them, cold stone againg the night sky.
Fndly, Long Tom'’s voice came out of the radio. "True's car has stopped. Broadway and Eighty-ninth
Street.™

"Hdy cow!" Renny rumbled. "Thet's a busy part of the city. | hope we don't lose him."



Chapter VIIl. BLOOD ON HIS HANDS

THERE was an overcoat, a thing of loud gray checks, which Doc had not been wearing. He put it on.
When Broadway and Eighty-ninth came close, he said, "Rull in to the curb and wait." He got out and
walked through the blustering cold, looking for Edwin Quel True.

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

Doc went back to the car and moved the machine to where the restaurant entrance could be watched.
Renny muttered, "What's wrong with just going in and putting the grab on him?'

Johnny blew on his bony knuckles. "Avolaion may be adducent of cognoscence,” he said.

Renny scowled and complained, "Y ou are worse than Jasper, with them words."

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

Doc sad, "Johnny has the idea. We will fallow the man. He may lead us to something, or attempt to do
something that will be the answer to this efar.”

Renny turned on the car heater. 1t was not uncomfortable in the machine. Nothing happened for a long
time. Then Long Tom's voice said, "I landed this autogyro in the park. | don't think anyone saw me. I'll
wait around for developments. If you want me, say s0."

Renny picked up the radio microphone and said, "You'll languish in jall if the Civil Aréonautics Authority
catches you. Remember there's a rule againg flying too low over a city." Renny clicked off the mike,
chuckled, and added, "Beng in the dink wouldn’t hurt Long Tom’'s complexion any, at that."

They sat there another hour. Then Edwin Qudl True came out of the restaurant, walked briskly to his
car, and drove downtown. He traveled three blocks, turned I€ft into a street of brownstones, angled
south, then stopped.

Doc watched True disappear 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 them time to get into the courtyard
which probably backed the row of brownstone houses that stood shoulder to shoulder to present a solid
gone front to the Street.

Renny reported over one of the tiny portable radios thet dl was quiet in the rear. He mentioned its being
like a tomb. He sounded displeased. He liked action.

"Give mefive minutes”" Doc said. "Then come in, but it might be best to do it quietly.”
More pleased, Renny said, "Sure.”

Doc waked up steps on which the snow rested in worn grooves. There was only one set of tracks in the
snow, S0 they had to be True's tracks.

He put a handkerchief over his hand so as to leave True's fingerprints, and tried the door. It was
unlocked. He went in, moving dowly, a step at atime. After the second step, he breathed deeply, testing



an odor that seemed to be incense. Only it was not incense! He did not redlize that until he was fdling
forward into a menta blackness that seemed without limit or proportions, substance or existence. He
seemed to fdl dowly until there was no more motion, no more of anything!

THE smdl wiry man with the white muffler and white stocking cap came out of the rear door and said,
"Mr. Savage sent me"

Renny and Johnny moved cautioudy out of the darkness. ™Y eeh?'

"He asks me" said the man with the stocking cap, "to tdl you gentlemen that everything is satisfactory.”
"Yeeh?' Renny said. "He caught True, eh?'

"Thet'sright.”

"Who're you?'

"I am not important,” the man said. "My name is Doe. Not John Doe. Joseph Doe. | was fortunate
enough to be of amdl assstance to Doc Savage, of which | am very proud.”

Joseph Doe extended an article wrapped in a newspaper.

"Here, take this"" he continued. "Mr. Savage asked me to give it to you. He ingructed me to ask you to
take very good care of it, because it isimportant. It seems that it explains something concerning owls.

Renny grabbed the article. "What isit?"

“I'msure | don’t know. But Mr. Savage asked me to request you to come indde a once." Joseph Doe
stepped back and held 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 jump back and dam the door, locking them in the house, which was what
Joseph Doe did.

Then Joseph Doe made fast squesking tracks in the snow, leaving.

Renny hit the door. He hit it with hisfig. It was Renny’s vaunt thet 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 crossbars were
something ese. He fought with them. He got hold of the knob, but that did no good.

He findly drew back and used his machine pistol on the lock. The pistol happened to be loaded with
explosve pelets, and dthough he fired only one, the result was a demolished door and temporary
deafness for both Renny and Johnny.

They dashed out and got themsdves cold looking around for the little man in the stocking cap.
"He'sgone" Renny said. "We better go back and find out what happened to Doc.”

THEY went back to the house hurriedly. Something, they knew, must have happened. Renny had stuffed
the package handed him by the little man into a coat pocket. Such was Renny’s concern over wha might
have happened to Doc that it never occurred to him to open the parcel and learn what it held.



Two menin blue coats got in their way as soon as they entered the house.
"All right, it's the law," one of the men said.
There were other men in blue uniformsin the hall.

Suspicious, Renny growled, "All right yoursdf! Let's see something to identify you. I've met fake cops
before.”

"Can't you read a badge?' demanded a policeman.
"I can buy a hatful of those badges for ninety-eight cents apiece,” Renny growled.

A man with a square forehead and eyes the color of deep-blue marbles stepped forward. "You know
me, don’'t you, Renwick?'

Renny stared a the officer. "Sergeant Foster,” he said. "l guess you are cops, after dl." The big-fisted
enginer frowned. "What ticks off here?"

"We thought you might tell us" Foster said.
"I can't tdl you anything," Renny assured him.
"Won't? Or can't?'

Renny shrugged. "Y ou know how Doc Savage works, Sergeant Foster. He keeps things to himsdlf, fights
his own battles, when there are any. Usudly, the police approve of what he does and let im go ahead.”

"There might be occasions,” said Foster, "when they wouldn't.”
"What do you mean?"

"Thismight be one of the occasions.”

"I dill don’t get you," Renny told him.

Foster jerked his head. "Come in here" He wheded. Renny and Johnny followed him. Johnny noticed
that the policemen kept hands close to their guns and were alittle too slent. It did not look good.

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

They stepped into the room, dosing the door quickly, and Renny and Johnny saw that Sergeant Foster
referred to the owls. There was not one owl; there were a least twenty. Some of the owls were tame
and others were wild and frightened, and their fluttering made it look like a hundred owls instead of
twenty or thereabouit.

“I'll be superamagamated!” said Johnny.
He did not mean the owls so much as the three dead men and the one live one which lay on the floor.

The live man was Doc Savage; he was gtting rather than lying, and he wore handcuffd There was an
officer with a gun nearby to keep him on the floor.

The three dead men had something vagudy familiar about them. Renny and Johnny placed them after a
moment. These were Terrence, Sloppy Stone and Harry. The three men who had framed the murder of
the actor on Jefferson Shair. The trio who had—when Lola Huttig was following them—uvisted Jefferson



Shair’s gpartment to get an owl and kill Jasper.
They were quite dead from what a knife had done to their throats.
Ther pockets were wrong Side ouit.

Doc Savage's pockets bulged with suff that did not belong to him. He started to move some of the
things from his clothing.

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

Renny demanded, "What is that suff in your pockets, Doc?'
Doc indicated the dead men. "It seems to belong to them.”
Renny’s jaw fdl. ™Y ou mean—"

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

Sergeant Foster made a pained gesture.

"Alibi," he said, "is something they dl use" He compressed his lips. "You meaen to tdl me that you were
overcome with gas, and then it was made to appear that you had killed these men?'

"Thereisno evidence," Doc Savage sad, "thet | killed these men.”
Renny rumbled, "Y ou better be less free with your accusing, sergeant.”

Sergeant Foster gave Renny a narrow-eyed |look. "By the way," he said, "what is that package in your
pocket, Mr. Renwick?'

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 lift the package out of his pocket.

Renny had a premonition of what they would find in the parcel. He told Doc Savage, "This will make it
complete” He was right, for it was the knife! The blood on its blade was Hill sticky.

RENNY RENWICK did athing which surprised the police, but which was typica of Renny. He seemed
not bothered by the sudden evidence that they had walked into a colossd frame-up. That took acting; he
was plenty bothered.

Renny examined the owls with vague interest.
"Hdlo there, Owasso," he said.

One of the owls rolled his head around, walked sdewise dong the back of a chair, then went to deep
agan. The bird was Owasso.



A surprised cop said, "Whét the heck? Y ou know one of these owls?'
"Owassn? An old friend," Renny said.
The cop snorted. "What're dl these owls doing here?' he demanded.

"That," said Renny, "is a puzzle tha would—wel, never mind. What are you going to do with these
owlis?'

"You've got more than owls to worry about,” the officer said shortly.

Chapter IX. TROUBLE IS LIKE BANANAS

SERGEANT FOSTER was worried by the magnitude of what he had uncovered. He ordered an officer
to go telephone the precinct skipper to hurry to the place and adso to summon the didtrict atorney. Then
Foster stood and stared &t the owls.

"This gpartment,” he said, "was rented by a man named Edwin Qudl True. Well investigate True later.
Heig't a home, that's sure.”

Doc Savage made no commernt.
"What | don’'t understand,” Sergeant Foster said, "is these owls"

An officer came up from downgtairs. "The basement isfull of boxes and cages the owls camein,” he said.
"He's been buying them everywhere.”

"Who's been buying them?' Doc Savage asked.

"A man named Pinestopp, the tags on the boxes say.”

"Officer, refrain from answering the prisoner’s questiond” Foster snapped.
The policeman colored. "Uh—sorry, Sr."

Sergeant Foster planted himsdf in front of Doc Savage. "You better talk, Savage. You were found here
with your pockets full of articles bdonging to the murdered men. We know the suff belonged to them,
because it indudes thar wallets with their names and persond |etters which they had received. We dso
find two of your men in possession of the knife used, or probably used, to commit the killings. It looks as
if they were getting rid of the knife"

Doc Savage' s flake-gold eyes were drangdy dive. "Mind answering a question?”
"I might mind. I wouldn’'t know until 1 hear it."

"How," Doc asked, "did, the police happen to turn up here?'

Foster amiled thinly. "I suppose you think an anonymous voice telephoned us™
"Something like that."

Foster’ s smile got thinner and he shook his head. "The patrolman on this beat heard two men discussing a
murder that was to take place here. They—the two men—discovered that the officer had overheard.
They dugged him. The officer revived, turned in a cdl, and we came.”



"It amounts to the same thing as a telephone cal from a person who refused to give his name. A little
more clever, isdl." The bronze man sounded matter-of-fact.

Sergeant Foster snorted. "You don’'t mean to tdl me the knocking out of the patrolman was staged to tip
usoff? You don’t expect me to believe tha.”

"You may," Doc Savage sad quigtly, "learn that iswhat occurred.”
Foster shook his head again. After that, there was Sllence.
Renny broke the tenson with, "Doc, Pinestopp isin this. If he bought these owls, he'sinit."

Doc shook his head dightly. He spoke in ancient Mayan, a tongue they used for consultation when they
did not wish to be understood. The language was so ancient that not a dozen people in so-called
avilization spoke it. Doc suggested that Renny not discuss the matter & the present time.

"Who's Pinestopp?' demanded Sergeant Foster.
No one sad anything.

The telephone rang. Almog everyone but Doc Savage jumped and stared at the ingrument. Sergeant
Foster sdled over as if he expected the thing to jump and bite him, picked it up, said, "Helo, True
Spesking.”

Someone mugt have sworn at the sergeant, judging from his expression. He said, "Huh!" and "Yes" and,
"isthat s0? I'll be damned!" into the instrument. Then he hung up.

Foster svung dowly to face Doc Savage.

"We sent a squad car down to your headquarters to pick up the rest of your associates,” he sad. "They
found a rather queer thing when they got there."

Emation suddenly appeared on Doc’s metdlic features. "Queer?'

"Your headquarters," Sergeant Foster said, "isamess! There has been afight. There is a dead man in the
reception room. And no one dsein the place”

THE bronze man was entirdy quiet for a least a minute. Renny and Johnny stared a each other, losing
color. All three of them were thinking of the same thing.

"Who'—Doc's voice was very lov—"is the dead man?'

Sergeant Foster stared at the bronze man. "That, | am not going to tdl you," he said. ™Y ou have been told
too much aready.”

Doc Savage spoke in Mayan. He said one Mayan word which meant three English words. "Hold your
bresth."

Johnny and Renny knew what was coming. Anaesthetic gas. Odorless and colorless suff that would
produce quick, but temporary unconsciousness. They drew air into ther lungs, hdd it there. They
watched Doc Savage, and saw him innocently rub his right hed againg his Ieft leg as if the leg itched.
They knew the gas was in a container there and that Doc was releasing it.



When the firg officer dropped—it was a uniformed patrolman—they came 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 achair and smashed the glass out of the frame.

They went out of the window. Thiswas the firg floor, a front room. Twelve feet or thereabout to a hard
concrete areaway.

A policeman was at the house door. Five more officers were getting out of a squad car. One of them
ydled.

Johnny took a hed off his shoe, and threw it a them. At the sdewalk in front of them, more correctly.
Shoe heds are favorite places to carry concedled objects, and Johnny carried a spare smoke grenade
there. It was amply a cake of highly inflammable substance that produced a great ded of smoke. It was
ignited by a stripper fuse of the type used on railroad fusees.

The thing spouted a cloud of smoke that was more gartling than anything else. It looked like a black
mongter suddenly materidized on the sdewalk.

Doc Savage sad, "The park.”

They ran. There were no more words. Not until two shots had blasted behind them, and the lead went
skating past on the pavement. Then Renny said, "Aren’'t you the boy with the gadgetss Smoke bomb in
your shoe hed. Imaging”

Johnny snorted. "The quintessence of pragmatism,” he said.
They rounded a corner. "What does thet trandate to?' Renny puffed.
"Good ides, under the circumstances,” Johnny suggested.

"Oh, | won't deny it." Renny veered across the snow-whitened street. "Here' s the park. How we gonna
find Long Tom? Those cops got our radios.”

Doc Savage sad, "Thelogica spot is north of here. Not far from the bridle path.”

A car roared around the corner behind them. The smoke had not delayed the police long. There was a
gtone fence around the park at this point. They vaulted it, but not before there was more shooting behind
them. The bullets missed by enough to make it evident that the police were shooting into the air.

Doc said, "New Y ork policemen are marksmen. As soon as they become earnest with those bullets, we
will have trouble.”

The police car seemed to skid hdf a block on the icy pavement. It came to a stop agang the curb.
Judging from the sound, a whed smashed, because there was a considerable crash.

A police voice ydled, "All right! No more shooting in the air. They’ve had their warning.”
Renny said, "Holy cow! That'swhet | was afrad of!" and put on speed.

FINDING Long Tom and the autogyro was not as difficult as it seemed. There was, in fact, only one
spot redly suitable, and remote enough, for a plane to dight. Not that an ordinary plane could have
landed anywherein the park except the great greensward to the south. But that spot was too prominent,
too brightly lighted. Renny and Johnny were less familiar with the layout of the park, and it smacked of



black magic when Doc Savage came out abruptly in a clearing. And there was the autogyro.

They no more than appeared in the open space than the big rotors started whirling. Then Long Tom
recognized them. He started to cut the engine.

"Let it run," Doc said hedtily. "And get thisthingin the air.”

Long Tom's pale face was ydlowigh in the glow from the indrument pand. He said, "l heard some
shooting,” in an interested voice.

Then he hauled on the cant lever which caused the autogyro to jump upward. The shadow of the ship
below them was a grotesque convulang thing on the snow that got smdler. Then there were Sx or eight
loud hammer blows againg the skin of the fusdage.

Renny said, "Good thing this skin covering is bulletproof dloy.”
"Who's shooting?' Long Tom asked.
"Police"

Long Tom turned a face that was a wide mouth and staring eyes. "Gadzooks, as Grampa Roberts used
to say," hesadinalow voice. He gave the cant lever a harder yank, hit the throttle with his pam. "What
do they want with you?"

"Other than their obvious wish to shoot us™ Renny told him, "ther€' s an item of murder.”
"Whom did you kill?"

"Appearances,” sad Renny, "indicate we did a triple thing on three fdlows named Terrence, Sloppy
Stone and Harry.”

"The three owl hunters?"

Renny nodded. "And Jasper hunters” he added. "Too bad they didn't get Jasper. You haven't met
Jasper, have you?'

Long Tom sad, "I'll look forward to it."

Johnny Littlgohn, in agrim voice, with unusudly smal words for him, said, "What about Monk and Ham
and the others?'

Doc Savage sad, "Get over the spot where True' s car was standing when we lagt saw it."

The bronze man's voice was not loud, nor was it charged with tearing emotion. But there was a qudity to
it that the others caught. They knew what it meant, which was that Doc Savage knew as wdl as they did
that things didn’t happen the way they had just happened. Not naturdly, they didn't.

Thetrap a True's place had been set for them deliberately. Someone had known they were going there.
The someone had known it far enough in advance to get three men to the spot and murder them and
prepare the gas. The gas was unusud. 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 murdered men. And the two
conversationdists who had themselves been overheard by the cop and had knocked the cop over the
head to insure proper atention to the matter.

(It is the policy of Doc Savage never to reved the nature of gases and other equipment familiar to him,



for fear that in untrained hands these things might be harmful.)
It was dl s0 very clever that it was har-raisng.

Also something had happened to Monk and Ham and Lola Huttig and the others. As a result of the
something, another man was dead in Doc Savage's downtown headquarters. The identity of the other
men they did not know. The dead man could be Monk or Ham!

THERE was no sgn of Edwin Qudl True's automobile in the darkened street. Long Tom indicated
where the machine had stood. The closest ingpection of the spot through the infrared scanning device was
fruitless

“I'mnot surprised,” Renny said, rumbling his rage. "I think it was True who set the law 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 hisway. That's obvious,
it it?"

"Murdering three men," Long Tom pointed out, "seemsto be alot of bother to go to."
"Itisaregular nightmare" Renny muttered.

Johnny Littlgohn took a deep breeth. "Either there is something of immense proportions back of this or
someone has an insane disregard for human life”

Doc Savage put the infrared scanner on the cabin floor. The device was about the Sze of a press
camera—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 dso know about our water-front hangar on
the Hudson, the one in the warehouse. We had best stay away from both places.”

Johnny said, "How about my place, Doc? We could work from there.”
"The one on lower Max Street?" Doc asked.
Johnny was surprised. "I didn’t know you knew about the place” he said. "Yes, that'sit."

Doc told Long Tom, "Land on the East River above Brooklyn Bridge. We can taxi from there into a
seamship pier that belongs to a foreign concern, and which is vacant, now."

They came down dowly to the deckled grings of lights that was Brooklyn Bridge. The water was black
under them, with here and there awhite scab that was floaing ice. The ship—its whedls retracted so that
itsfat hull could take water like a duck—smacked the surface. Waves were large enough to pitch them
about, making the autogyro difficult to handle.

It was smooth when they got between two abandoned piers. High warehouses on the piers sheltered
them from the wind. They srung the ship out with lines to each dock.

A flaghlight beam sprang upon them unexpectedly. "The watchman,” Renny said. "I'll talk to him."

The big-fisted engineer went away, but was back soon. "It'sright asran.”



"What did you do?' Long Tom asked. "Bop him with one of those steam-shovel buckets you cdl
hands?'

"I just gave immy credentids" Renny explained.
"Credentials?"'
"Greenbacks, duly indorsed by Uncle Sam," Renny said.

They walked through the iced and blugtering night. The streets were unpleasant to the eye, deserted. The
ardl of the fish market mixed avesomely with the wind now and then.

Johnny said, "I like solitude for study. I'm not bothered with vistorsin this neighborhood.”
He turned into a hole that looked asiif it might be an opium den, or the back door of ajunk shop.

Renny took a machine pistol—he had brought the weapon from the plane gun rack—and carried it
ready. "Whoever we're mixed up with seems to know a lot about us Maybe they know about this
place”

He was wrong. Or at least there was no one upgars. There were just long, large rooms filled with rock
samples and bones of dinosaurs, with maps and volumes on archaeology and geology, with the things that
went with Johnny Littlgohn’s professon. The place looked what it was—the retreat of one of the
greatest living archaeologists and geologigts.

DOC SAVAGE sad, "We had better tackle thisthing in an organized fashion.”

The bronze man assigned parts in a quiet voice. "Renny,” he said, "you check over the beginning of this
afair. Go back and see that Lola Huttig told us the truth. Check up on the actor who was murdered so
thet Jefferson Shair would get the blame 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 tdl that Doc Savage was feding very grim.

Doc sad, "Johnny, you work on Edwin Qudl True. You can get informaion from Wall Street men,
probably. Find out what you can.”

"True broke loose from us when you mentioned finding out when he descended on Wall Street,” Johnny
sad. "l think that will be my principd line of questioning.”

"Good idea”
Johnny went away.

"Long Tom," Doc finished, "you take Pinestopp, the man who tried to kill the owl, and who tried to kill
Johnny, under the impression that he was shooting at True"

"Righto.”

Doc Savage waked into the workroom. It was not exactly a laboratory; it was a place where Johnny
tested rock and ore specimens. There was an array of chemicds, the bottles marked with formula
symbols. Doc began taking down suff, things which he could mix to form harmless concoctions for
changing the color of his hair, lightening his skin. Materias for a disguise of sorts.



LATER, Renny Renwick burgt into the room.
"Doc!" heydled. "What do you think! Do you know that Ham Brooks has a brother?”

Doc Savage nodded. "A hdf brother,” he corrected. "The felow’s name is Oliver Brooks. They barely
know each other, | understand. The hdf brother is older than Ham, and he is an English subject. Has
lived dwaysin Africa—"

The bronze man was suddenly slent.
Renny nodded. "That'sit."
"What is ‘it ?' Doc asked sharply.

"The actor that Jefferson Shair killed was Oliver Brooks, who was Ham's hdf brother,” Renny said. "If
you ask me, there was no coincidence in that murder.”

Chapter X. BROTHER'S SECRET

DOC SAVAGE entered his headquarters building as a stoop-shouldered, white-haired, pleasant-faced,
smple-looking old gentleman, whose career was nothing more exciting than sdling newspapers. He had a
bundle of papers under an arm, wore a dipshod suit and a badge which identified him as an employee of
the morning newspaper. He entered as if he had business in the building, waited until an eevator was

empty, and stepped into it.

"Teke me up, Joe," he said, usng his naturd voice.

The operator jumped, whirled, became pale. "Mr. Savage!"

Doc said, "Go for aride, Joe. And tdl me what happened here lagt night.”

Joe swalowed his astonishment. He set the elevator for dow speed, and leaned againg the sde pand. "I
know as much about it as anybody,” he said. "'l saw part of it. | didn't see the guys go up. Nobody saw
them go up. They didn't walk, ether. 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 invesigated the
Monarch Costume Co.—that's who the boxes were addressed to—and it was a phony. That is,
somebody had rented the office, and they didn’t have anythingin it. It was a phony, dl right.”

Doc listened to this patiently. "I am interested in the excitement thet followed,” he said.

Joe grimaced. "Exctement it was, too. Hdl broke loose! These people—the ones from the boxes—were
waiting for your men on your floor. | guessit was just a plain fight. | heard the fracas. | heard about fifty
shots. They sounded asif they came from different kinds of guns. Then, afterward, there was some kind
of gas. The suff was il in the hal 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?"'
"YS"

"My people—what happened to them?"



"An eevator. All of them. | saw it go past, and tried to get to the power pand to stop it. But they had
figured on that. The door of the power-pand room is generdly unlocked, but thistime it was locked.”

"And after they got them down in the elevator?' Doc asked.

The devator operator made a distressed gesture. "l wish | could tell you. | wish | knew. The police wish
they knew, too."

"The dead man?' Doc Savage asked.

"Heisin the morgue, | guess. The one two blocks over and three south.”

"What was his name?'

"I have no idea," said the boy. "I got alook a him, but that isdl. | didn’'t know him."

They reached the top floor, and the elevator operator reversed the controls and they began moving down
agan. There was no vibraions in the car worth mentioning, and the cables dipping past were less of a
sound than the wind outside the skyscraper tower. "Police are waiting in your headquarters,” Joe said
unecgly.

Doc sad, "Can you describe the man who got killed?!

The boy was dlent a moment. Then he lifted a white face. "I thought it was Ham Brooks,” he said. "I'm
not sure.”

Doc Savage sad nathing, made no comment whatever, ether during the remainder of the descent in the
elevator or after the cage reached the lobby. He did not speak while waking out of the building. There
was nothing unusud about him except that his complexion was more lead than bronze.

THE morgue was not an imposing building, and had no need to be. Not that it was paticularly drab. It
wasn't. A theater next door gave an odd touch of gaiety to the gray brick receptacle for death.

Anyone who walked in and asked to look at the man found dead in Doc Savage' s headquarters would
be an abrupt object of palice attention. He would be lucky if he did not land in detention as a materid
witness.

That was why Doc Savage used the fire escape, a glass cutter on the window, and a chemicd on the iron
bars ingde the window. The bars were ornamentd; ordinarily, bars are on the outsde of windows, but
these were on the interior. The chemicd foamed without noise and gave off a vapor that was so vidlent it
forced Doc to retreat down the fire escape for a while. But when he came back and pushed againg the
bars, they broke off. The chemicad had done its work.

(The exact formulae for chemicd mixtures employed by Doc Savage are purposgfully deleted. In the
possession of acrimind, for instance, the one Doc Savage has just used would be a distinct asset-to the
crook.)

Doc Savage went down a hdl, then aflight of stairs. He knew the building, and he logt no time.

Outsde, it was early morning; and indde the morgue, this was the quiet hour. The ar reeked of
disnfectants, of brass polish; but there was no odor of degth.

A sergeant sat at a desk beside the door that led to the refrigerated room where the bodies were kept.



From outsde, Doc said, " Sergeant, come here, will you?"

The officer looked up, got to his feet, moved toward the door. Doc made his voice sound far away, said,
"Hurry. Here a the door. Look!"

The officer rushed past without a Sde glance. Doc Savage stepped out from behind the door which had
concedled him. He went into the morgue and began searching.

It was not Ham Brooks.

It was a man who did look vagudy like Ham, but the resemblance was only in Sze and coloring. The face
had a hawking vicious cast. Doc had never seen the man before.

The sergeant returned to his desk, puzzled. He muitered, "I wonder who the hdl that guy was" and sat
down.

Doc hdd the door open a crack. He used his voice again, meking it sound far away, and demanded,
"Hey, have you got the clothes and suff off that guy who was found dead at Savage' s place?’

The officer stared a the outsde door, from which he thought the voice was coming. "Sure" he said.
"Who're you?'

Doc came into the room, came quietly, and got hold of the officer’s arms above the elbows. The man et
out a bark of astonishment. Doc changed one hand to the man's throat. They fought for a while, and the
loudest noise was a chair upsetting.

Doc used a hypo shot of a drug mixture which temporarily paradyzed the officer’s arm, leg and throat
muscles. The drug had been taken from a supply which Johnny had been keeping at his place.

The policeman sat there in impotent, hepless rage while drawers were yanked out of hisfiling cabinets.

The suff that had belonged to the dead man—it was planly labeled in the efficient police fashion—was in
thefifth drawer of the firg cabinet. The dead man’'s name was Elbert Wang. He had not looked Chinese.
But that was his name—Wang.

There was a penknife, some sdestax tokens from three Southern States on the Atlantic seaboard,
cigarettes, a cigar band, slver and copper coins. One of the coins was a South African piece, and two
slver ones were Portuguese.

There was a little notebook, a cheap one that could be bought at dmost any dime store. Pictures of owls
were pasted to its pages. There were about forty owl pictures, each one different, dthough al were not
Separate species of owls. There were pictures of eagle owls, snow owls, barn owls, both European and
American species of others.

There was no word of writing in the book. Jugt the pictures. They had been clipped out of reference
books, evidently, because the printed name of the species was benesath each picture.

Doc Savage spoke to the policeman. In spite of the pardlysis of the drug, the Suff was as harmless as the
novocaine dentists use; in fact, it was a amilar, but more potent, drug. The officer could hear. His mind
was not impaired in the least.

"The owls," Doc Savage said, "are probably giving the affair a zany touch that isfooling everyone.”
The bronze man then departed.



He took with him only one article. His taking the thing seemed to bewilder the policeman. The object
obvioudy had no meaning to the cop. It was one of the Portuguese coins. The coin was bright and new.

WHEN Doc Savage waked in on Johnny Littlgohn at the latter's downtown establishment, the gaunt
archaeologist and geologist looked up chearfully and said, "Glad to see you back, Doc. Who was it got
killed? At our headquarters, | mean.”

Doc Savage sad, "A man named Elbert Wang."
llWa.g?l

"Monk and the others" Doc said, "were probably carried off somewhere. At least, they were dive when
taken from the building. That would indicate that the purpose of the raid was to get them dive”

IIWWI
"That," Doc said, "is not exactly clear.”

Johnny pulled in a deep breath. "I'll be superamagamated if | see heads or tails of thisthing, yet," he said.
"However, I’ ve been getting some dope on Edwin Quel True"

"What about True?'

"He's anew boy among the wolves™ Johnny explained. "He blew into Wall Street only a few weeks ago,
and he' s been knocking them goofy. There' s a story that he walked into a broker’ s office with an old suit
of clothes, no money for his next med, talked them into loaning him five dollars, and ran the five up into
no tdling how many millions Now, he's got a penthouse on Park Avenue, that paace where we found
him on Long Idand, a yacht long enough to reach from here to there, and afew pints of diamonds.”

Doc Savage became drangdly thoughtful. "All of thisin afew weeks?'
"Nine weeks, as near as| cantdl.”

Johnny was then startled, because Doc Savage made the trilling sound that dl of them had come to know
meant a great deal. Almogt dways, the trilling indicated Doc had reached a conclusion, or that some
surprisgng fact had come to him.

Johnny waited for Doc to comment. Doc said nothing.

"l wish," said Johnny, "I had True's touch for gold. Millions of dollars in nine weeks. Imaging! All legd,
too. Or legd enough that the Federal government can’'t hang anything on him."

Doc Savage took agmdl object from a pocket.

"Johnny," he said, "you dabble with numismatics?'

"Coins? Sure.”

Doc extended the coin he had taken from his pocket. "Can you identify this one?'

Johnny turned the coin. "Portuguese,” he said. "First one | have seen.”

"Isit likdy," Doc asked, "thet many other people in the United States have seen such a coin?'



"Practicdly an impaosshility, | would say,” Johnny said. "That coin—the firg batch of this coinage—left
the Portuguese nationd mirt less than a week ago. Seven days ago exactly.”

"It was in the possession of the man found dead in our headquarters.”

"That," said Johnny, "means one of two things. Either he was a collector who got the coin by transatlantic
ar mall, or he came from Portuga mighty recently.”

"Portugd has an African colony.”

"Yes"

"The man dso had an African coinin his pocket.”
"I'll be superamalgamated!”

"The government,” Doc Savage sad, "is keeping a close check on people who come to America from
Europe by arplane these days."

Johnny jumped to hisfeet. "I have a friend who can do something for us there,” he said.

WHILE Johnny Littlgohn was on the telephone, Long Tom Roberts and Renny Renwick came in and
reported. Long Tom had been checking on Pinestopp.

"The man seems to be a half-baked skiing ingructor,” Long Tom said. "He has no aimind record. There
are no Pinestopps at dl in the police rogues gdlery, as a matter of fact. He has been working for
Jefferson Shair as skiing indructor, as he told us"

Doc asked, "Any record of hisbeng related to Lola Huttig?'
"I didn’t find any.”

Renny Renwick said, concerning Lola Huttig, "Asfar as| can learn, Lola Huttig iswhat she said she was.
There is a Lola Huttig registered with the actor’s union. She had a smdl part in the play ‘ Three for the
Money,” and a better part in ‘Question Mark,” the tragedy which had a short run last spring.”

"What about the actor who was killed?'
"Ham's brother?"
"Y%"

"I wasn't able to learn a thing. The police just identified him as Ham's brother by an insurance policy
which he had in his pocket. The insurance policy was an old one, made out to his mother and to Ham as
secondary beneficiary in case of his mother’s death. It gave Ham's New Y ork address, so there was not
much doubt.”

Johnny camein. His face was tight. "I'll be superamagamated!” he said. He stared at them.
Obvioudy, Johnny was about to explode with information.

"I've got something herel" he said dramaticaly. "How many of you fdlows think Lola Huttig was what
e sad shewas?'



No one spoke.

Johnny said, "Lola Huttig, Ham's haf brother and Albert Wang came from Africa to the United States,
via Portugdl, three days ago."

Complete slence held the room for awhile

Renny rumbled, "Let's get this straight. Lola Huttig, the actor who was killed by Jefferson Shair, and the
men found dead in our headquarters—all came from Africa?"

Johnny nodded. "By plane.”

"That," said Renny, "mixesit up alittle

Long Tom frowned. "Did they bring any owls with them?"

Johnny said, "No owls. But I’ ve got something dse."

Doc Savage became interested then. "Whet dse have you learned?’

"All three of them have been daying a a hotd on Fifty-seventh Street,” Johnny said. "I got that from a
government agent, perfectly honest, who owes me a debt of gratitude. The Federal government has been
keeping track of people who are important and in enough of a hurry to use transatlantic planes to get
over here these days."

Doc Savage came to hisfeet. "We might vidt that hotel and see what we can find," he said.

Chapter XI. GUILLOTINE
THEY were near the hotel on Fifty-seventh Street when Doc Savage changed his plans dightly.

"Long Tom," the bronze man said, "cal police headquarters and make them think you are a newspaper
reporter. Find out where the owls were taken."

"The birds which were in the room in True' s gpartment with the three murdered men?'

"Yes, those owls" Doc Savage sad. "When you find out where they are, go to the place and hang
around. Keep out of gght.”

Long Tom was disgusted. "An owl weatcher!" he muttered. But he got out of the machine, and stalked
away through the cold morning.

Doc Savage drove on toward the hotel. He was usng Johnny Littlgohn’'s old car, but they had changed
the license plates, putting on Pennsylvania license tags. The Pennsylvania plates were not fakes, they
were Imply registered in the name of Mr. Johnny in Pennsylvania

Johnny and Renny had been without deep throughout the night, as had Doc Savage. They showed it in
nervousness and under their eyes. Doc Savage weas less jittery, but there were lines on his medlic
features that had not been there before.

They were up againg a desperate Studion. It was not so much the tenson that bothered them as the
helplessness of it. They could not hep feding a complete futility. There had been at least five killings.
Monk and Ham were in trouble. The police were after Doc and the others. And there was this



unbelievably slly Suff about owls.

Reny sad fiercdy, "Theré's the hotd where Lola Huttig, Ham's brother from Africa and this Wang
fdlow put up."

They waked into the hotd, and Doc Savage said, "Good morning,” to the hotd clerk. Doc was 4ill
wearing his disguise as an dderly gentleman, dthough he was wearing better dathing than when he had
vigted his headquarters building as a newspaper peddier.

"Yes, dr," sad the clerk. "What can | do for you? Something nice with bath at nine dollars?'
Doc sad, "I’'m sorry—no. | am cdling on my good friend, Oliver Brooks."
The clerk nodded at the telephone. "Use the house phone. Suite 1804."

With the gentle persistence of an dderly person, Doc said, "Could you tdl me if Mr. Wang and Miss
Huttig are aso saying here?’

"Same floor," the cdlerk said. "Suite 1804 for Brooks, 1807 for Wang; 1816 for Miss Huttig." He
frowned dightly. "But you will have to use the house phone.”

Doc Savage nodded and thanked him politely. The bronze man then went to the bank of telephones and
picked up an ingrument, made sure the dightly suspicious clerk was watching him, and pretended to call
updtars. He amiled widdy asif he had received a satisfactory answer.

"Thank you," he said to the clerk. They entered the eevator. "Eighteen,” the bronze man said loudly. The
clerk was satidfied.

While they were riding up, Renny muttered, "Nine dollars for aroom. Y ou need amint to Say here.”
"Or to be another Edwin Quel ‘Too Good To Be True True," Johnny suggested.

Renny sad, "If we ever catch that fdlow, | want hisformula”

THE devator suddenly stopped. The operator looked around, scratched his head. He was a short dark
men with a great ded of har inwhich to scratch. "Very unusud,” he said.

The devator operator fooled with the controls for awhile. "Very unusud,” he ingsted. "I guess it mugt be
the connection box on top of the cage.”

The operator climbed up on the hand ralling with the agility of somewhat of an acrobat. "I'll 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 a Johnny and Renny. "Get the
door open!”

The operator kicked and made enough snarling noise to be a cat. Renny and Johnny stared, astounded.
"Get out!" Doc shouted.

"But_"

Doc sad loudly, "This hatch in the top of the cage was unfastened! Can't you seeit'satrgp!”



Renny and Johnny saw then. They began fighting the door. They did not exactly understand why Doc
wanted them out of the cage. But his orders were to get out. They did not question them.

The devator cage door was not hard to force back. The cage proved to be a few feet above the floor
levd. Renny scrambled out. Johnny followed. Renny leaned back, tried to assst Doc in holding the
kicking, ydling operator.

"Get out!" Doc sad grimly.
The forcein the bronze man’s voice shocked the big engineer back out of the cage.

A moment later, Renny was completdy white, and sheking so that he had to St down on the floor.
Because the cage had dropped. Ancther moment of delay, and Renny would have been guillotined!

He stared at the cables whidling in the elevator shaft.
"That cage isfdling!" he croaked.

Chapter XlIl. HOT TRAIL

LONG TOM ROBERTS was #ling peanuts. He was peddling them from a smdl wagon which had a
gadget that dso whigled and popped corn. Long Tom had never liked whigling. Peanuts were not his
favorite fruit. He had been forced to pay the former proprietor five dollars renta for the peanut cart, and
he was not happy about that. He was indined to be conservetive where money was concerned.

His peanut peddling was confined to the street in front of a society for the prevention of crudty to
anmas

It was the fird time that Long Tom had heard owls classed as animds.

The owls were in the place, however, and that was why Long Tom was outside. He walked 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 Tom a bad moment, lest he be recognized as a Doc Savage
ade at a time when the police were looking for Doc and anyone connected with him. But the officer
looked at the license—provided by the former proprietor of the cart as part of the five-dallar purchase
and was sdtisfied. He went on.

The next customer was a bit more to Long Tom's 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 asif a lot of
thought had been put on her by expensgve modistes. She had sea-blue eyes—the Gulf Stream part of the
sea—and hair that was the color of good Spanish leather, touched with enough gold to make it arresting.
Her hands and feet were smdll, but the dark purse she carried was large.

She said, "A bag of peanuts, please.”
"Yes mdam!” said Long Tom. "Right hot off the griddle. The very best—I hope.”
She opened the big purse. "How much?'

"Onedime, atenth part of a dollar,” Long Tom said enthusiagticdly. "Only | wouldn’t recommend them
too highly.”



She looked up. ™Y ou wouldn't?"

"Not these peanuts. | ate some a while ago, and they mugt have been cured in kerosene.” Long Tom
grinned.

Thegirl fumbled in her purse.
"My pet owl might like them, though,” she said.
She showed Long Tom the amdl but impressive snout of an automatic pistol!

"An old campaigner like you'—she moved the gun enough to show what she meant—"should know what
to do from this point on."

Long Tom looked into her eyes and knew what he had better do. He had better stand ill. He did.

Shortly, there was a racket from the direction of the animd society’ s building, and Long Tom said, "Mind
if 1 look?"

"Assuredly not," said the girl. "It might show you that we mean business.”

Long Tom turned his head. The racket had been caused by one man knocking another down with a short
club. The one who got fdled was wearing a society attendant’s uniform. The one who did the knocking
was large and solid, built for the job he was doing.

The man with the dub and another man ran into the building. They were gone an fidently short time,
During the intervd, there was one shot, two screams, and the sound of something bresking. They came
out carrying an owl. Owasso!

"You," sad the girl with the gun, "have done enough looking."

A moment later, a closed car, along but not pretentious sedan, pulled up at the curb.
"What you got there?" a man asked.

"A grandma who had big eyes," the gifl said. "He was sling peanuts, only he wasn't."

The man said, "Long Tom Roberts, the man of the volts and amperes, unless | miss my guess. Get in
here, eectrica wizard."

Thegirl asked, "You want to take him dong?'

"l don't want to very bad," the man said, "but | guess it would not be a bad idea, sSnce the man with the
brains gave us such orders."

Thegirl opened the car door. "Sometimes, | wonder if the man with the brains redly has them,” she said.
To Long Tom she said, "Climb in there, my ill-looking peanut salesman.”

Long Tom climbed into the car.
He stared a Doc Savage.

"Hdy cowl As Renny would say,” Long Tom muttered.



THE driver of the car—the man who had spoken to the girl—turned around and made a short but rather
impressive speech.

"You two try taking and you'll get your gutsfull of leed," he said.

He had a hatchet face made out of dark stone and other qudities which conveyed the impresson he
meant what he said.

They taked, anyway. They did it with ther fingers Not a word was said. It was a dow conversation,
because they had to go carefully and accompany thar finger talk with squirmings and other symptoms of
nervousness so that deaf-and-dumb sgn language they were using would not be noticed.

The conversation consisted mostly of Doc Savage explaning what had happened to him. He told about
the vigt to the hotel, and the mishgp in the elevator.

The elevator operator, the bronze man stated with his fingers, was thus obvioudy a planted villan. A very
effident one. The efficency of the fdlow, and the fact that he was planted there, went to prove what they
hed dready started to redize. They were up againgt an incredibly clever enemy—a foe who had been
outsmarting them to such an extent that it was not in the least funny.

It had taken genius to guess that they would find out that Ham's hdf brother, the murdered actor, Lola
Huttig and the mysterious man named Elbert Wang who carried the very latest Portuguese coin, and who
had been murdered in Doc Savage' s headquarters, dl had come from Africawithin the last few days and
were daying & the hotd on Fifty-saventh Street. Genius had guessed they would learn this. Genius had
foreseen the effectiveness of planting a man in the hotel, where Doc Savage and the others would never
suspect aman baing planted.

Doc mentioned the mechanics of his capture. The eevator, he explained, had been freed of its
governor—the cables had not been cut or anything like that—so that it had falen with great speed to the
basement. 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 dowly in the Sgn language. And where next?
Aloud, Doc Savage said, "Where are you teking us?'
"On awonderful, wonderful trip," the driver said, and laughed.

Thegirl dso laughed, but rather strangdly. She had been looking at Doc Savage, and it was obvious she
approved of him. Approved of him a great dedl. Enough that she had started chewing her lip.

Doc sad, "Why?"

"Why what?' the man asked.

"Why whatever you're going to do with us™"

"Oh, that." The man laughed again. "A little bird shdl lead the way.
"A little bird, alittle owl," Doc suggested.

"Not avery little owl. Hah, hah, hah," the man said. "Now shut up before you get some lead in that place
| mentioned.”

Doc sad, "A very dever little bird he is, haven’t you noticed? Perhaps—"



Theman turned around. He was utterly fierce. There was tiger in his eyes.
"I got permission to kill you if necessary,” he said. "Damn my soul, don’t think | won't!"
"Why?' Doc said. "It would seem alittle unnecessary."

"Because" sad the man, "I’'m scared iff of you."

THEY left a suburb of New York inaplane.
LolaHuttig sat white-faced in the plane and said nothing.

The ship was equipped with skis. It was a recent job. So recent that the job was just being finished by
two men, evidently the pilot who owned the ship and the helper. Flier and helper were two of akind. The
kind of men you expect to see when you vigt ajal. They could fly, though.

The plane bounced across a rough field and findly lifted into the air. They took off crosswind. As soon as
he was off, the pilat lowered the windward wing to get enough dip to keep them on a sraight course. He
climbed the regulation four hundred feet of dtitude before he made a lft turn, as if conscioudy taking off
in arport treffic. He did everything else by the rule, too. There did not seem to be much imagination
about hisflying.

From pde lips, LolaHuttig said, "Mr. Savage, I’ ve been so mistaken about thisthing!"
A man sad, "Girlie, close your trap.”

Loasad, "Itisn't what | thought it was at dl."

The man asked, "You want to lose hdlf that pretty face, girlie?”

Lolasaid, "l have been a part of it from thefird. | didn't know that. Ham Brooks was part of it because
hishdf brother—"

Theman said, "Girlid" and hit her. He used his hand. It was a large cdloused hand, and it landed on her
temple hard enough so that Lolafdl over sdewise, unconscious.

Doc Savage made a strangled sound and started to get up. A man menaced him with a pistol. The man
who had dapped Lola said, "Kill him if he gets funny.” The pistal holder nodded.

There was slence in the plane cabin for a hundred miles. Mountains passed below. They were rocky
mongters, adeep under snow. They were not large mountains. The plane turned north into the cold.

The sun stood above them, then started diding down in the sky. Afternoon, then late afternoon. It was
very cold in the plane cabin. The hedting system was not adequate. They got into a slorm, not a bad one,
but the pilot made it seem bad because he flew the plane like a nervous avilian pilot up with a avil
aéronautics ingpector for hisflight test.

Doc Savage did athing that plainly made the others think he was crazy. He took his exercises. Or part of
them.

Actudly the bronze man was so much on edge that he had to do something to rdax. He had no idea
where he was baing taken, or why. Even the fact that he was dive puzzled him. He did not, actudly,
beieve he was in danger, provided he remained meek. He could not explain that.



These men in the plane were araid of him. None of them was acting naturdly. There were seven men,
Lola Huttig, the pretty gil who had trapped Long Tom, and Long Tom himsdf. Long Tom sat in a gum
stew, doubtlesdy trying to figure out this mystery about owls and people from Africa To say nothing of

the encyclopedia boy, Jasper.

They worried about Monk and Ham, aso, until Lola Huttig said suddenly, "Monk and Ham are safe.
They are in another plane headed north like—"

The man knocked her loose from her consciousness again, and laughed abot it.

So Doc Savage took his exercises. Not the very energetic muscular ones. Just the ones where he
grained muscle againg muscle—a very effective sysem of development, once it was mastered. The ones
for hisfadd muscles intrigued the men in the plane.

"He's gone crazy,” one of them said with conviction.

Doc avoided the menta portion of his exercises. The regular routine was divided into a number of
sections designed to cultivate the sense of hearing, Sght, touch, taste, and so on, as wdl as draight
muscular ability. The whole routine was too complex for the plane. Also, the bronze man had a definite
purposein what he was doing, and mental exercise was not what he needed at the moment. His mentd
machinery was in enough of awhirl asit was.

The physcd exercise did what physcad exercise will dmos dways do—gave his nervous system
relaxation.

The others were convinced he was insane.

Chapter Xlll. SNOW BIRD

THE cabin stood on the shore of a lake. It was a naked kind of a lake with nothing to recommend it, in
particular, except that the snow-covered ice was an excdlent place to land a plane. The ship in which
Doc Savage was being carried came down there,

The fly-by-the-book pilot got mixed up somewhat, and put the ship down in a dight crosswind, so that
the landing was rough, skidding and atogether dubious.

Thepilot did a poor job of taxiing across the frozen lake to the cabin. He seemed to be accustomed to
land planes, where there were whed brakes to depend on. He did one ground loop inadvertently, which,
but for the smooth ice, would probably have scuffed awing off the ship.

"Get out and dretch,” aman ordered Doc Savage.

There was another plane near the cabin. It was a large ship and fast. Runners were on it in place of
landing whedls.

"Get into the cabin,”" the man added.

The cabin was big in a hog-house kind of way. It had been built without imagination, without concern for
appearances. The fireplace was fiddstone. The logs were chinked with grass and mud.

Doc Savage wondered—»but hardly believed it was—if this could be the mountain lodge of Jefferson
Shair, which had been mentioned. Probably it was't. It was not very pretentious.



The mountains around about were not impressive, were too wooded and furred with brush to offer good,
or spectacular, skiing. The impression had been that Shair’s lodge was in grictly expert skiing country.

Lola Huttig was marched into the lodge.

Doc Savage and Long Tom were urged to another door. Plenty of gun muzzles accompanied them. The
men with the guns were scared. They seemed to have heard about Doc Savage.

The mountain wind kicked up a flurry of snow and pushed them in through the door. Damply odorous
warmth that was less desirable than the cold tried to push them back outdoors again. The place smdled
of cobwebs, pack rats and old sparrow nests.

Monk and Ham and other occupants of the second plane were there. Jasper looked disagreeable.
Pinestopp was not in sight.

Doc Savage asked, "You are dl safe?!

"Safe" sad Jasper, "isaword meaning a piece of legther, the edge of a rasp, a tray under a bathtub, an
iron or sted receptacle for vauables, as wdl as safety from harm.”

"Amen," Monk said. "1 would say none of the definitions gpplies to us, unlessit's the one about a piece of
leather. That'swhat | would say."

Jasper nodded. "You sad it, baby frightener.”
Doc asked, "What are we doing here?'
Ham Brooks answered thet. "I gather that it's for no good," he said.

A man came in from another room. He indicated Doc Savage. "Bring the big one in here," he ordered.
They carried, dragged, Doc into an adjoining room that was no more inviting than the firg. "Strip him,"
the men ordered. "Take everything off him. Everything. And don’t give his clothes or anything ese back
to him."

A man laughed. "Kind of cold for September, an't it? Must be about zero outsde.”
The other dso laughed, but grimly. "We ll give im a leopard skin."

It turned out he actualy meant that. Only it was a bearskin. It was not in too good shape.

"BLAZES" Monk said when they conducted Doc Savage back into the room, attired sparingly in the
bearskin.

Lola Huttig caught her breath. The other girl, the one who had captured Long Tom Roberts, was aso
impressed. Her eyebrows went up. "Not bad, is he?' she said to Lola Huttig. "Samson must have been
like that before she used the scissors on him.”

"Samson,” said Jasper, "was the Isradlite by that name. It is dso gpplied to posts used where great
drength is needed, such as in supporting the deck of a ship, for garting a log, and to support the waking
beam in an ail-wdl drill rig."

Doc Savage looked at Lola Huttig thoughtfully. "Oliver Brooks and Elbert Wang are dead.”



Lolalooked a him blankly. "Who were they?'

Doc Savage was not watching her, now. He was looking over Lola s head at the other girl.
He added, "But killing them did no good.”

The other girl seemed to come up dowly on tiptoes, then snk back. The words had hit her.

Ham Brooks blurted out, "Oliver Brooks, did you say? I’ve got a hdf brother by that name. He livesin
Africa" Ham's jaw sagged suddenly. "Gresat grief. Come to think of it, | heard from him a couple of
weeks ago. Letter from southern part of Africa”

Doc Savage wheded abruptly. "What was in this |etter from Oliver Brooks?"

"It was kind of a funny letter,” Ham said. "I don’'t mean humorous. It just asked me where | could be
gotten hold of on the eighteenth of the month." He snapped hisfingers vidlently. "Say, that was yesterday!
That was when dl this started happening!”

"Did you answer the letter?”

"Yes, | did. | cabled. Hisletter said he would like areply by cable, so | sent him one. | never heard from
him after that. | didn’'t know what he wanted. He did not say in his letter.”

Doc Savage was dlent for awhile.

"Oliver Brooks intended to come to you for help,” the bronze man sad findly. "That is why he was
killed."

Ham went whitdy dlent.

Doc Savage turned to the gifl who had trapped Ham. "You came from Africa with Oliver Brooks and
Elbert Wang. You came by plane. You were in a greet hurry.”

The girfl was getting pale. She tried to be defiant.

"Hurry," she said, "isamild word for what we werein."

Doc Savage watched her intently. "There was a great ded a stake, was there not?"
She was slent a moment. Then she shuddered.

"The most important thing," she said tensly, "in the history of mankind."

She said it with such low intengty that it was utter truth. They could not doubt it. 1t gave Monk and Ham
and Long Tom a strange sensation.

Something had to be behind this, of course. They had known that. The something had to be of enough
consequence to cause the desths of at least four people. But it had been a vague thing, the mative.

Now, unexpectedly, they were told it was a very big thing by the girl’s tone. The most important thing in
the history of mankind, she had said. That was pretty big. It sounded like an overstatement. But the girl’s
way of saying it somehow made it seem genuine.

A man put his head in the door. He was wearing a muskrat-fur cap. He said, "The bulls of the woods
want the prisonersin the big room.”



THE girl from Africa beckoned diffly with a hand, indicating where they should go. Doc moved ahead,
because that appeared what they wanted, probably so more of them could watch him from behind. They
walked into a large room which was not as bad as the others, but which, like dl the rest, was entirdy
without furniture. This was an abandoned cabin which they had purloined for a brief purpose.

A man was pacing in front of a window, and his words gave the purpose. He ddivered them angrily.
"The damned fodl!" he snarled. "The truckload of gasoline should be here. Why hasn't he delivered it?"

Pinestopp and Edwin Quell True were stlanding with their backs to the flames jumping in a fireplace.
True said, "Are you sure your friend is dependable?"

"Sure he' s dependable!™ the man snapped. "I used to livein this country, didn’t 1?1 worked with the guy,
didn't I? | offered him plenty of money over the telephone to supply us with gasoline here at the cabin,
and he's the kind of a bird who would cut off his mother’'s leg for that much money. He wouldn't
double-cross me, either.”

"Perhaps,”" suggested True, "he doesn’t know where this cabin is”

"The hdl he does’'t! We used to hide our loads out here when we were bootlegging. He knows where it
is dl right. He owns it!"

"Then," said True, "the snow probably has the roads blocked.”

The man who was worried about the gasoline slamped back to the window. "We ve got to have more
fud to go on," he said. "It wouldn’'t be safe to stop at any airport. Not with this load 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 uneesly.

Pinestopp had hardly lifted his eyes. He seemed totdly interested in a knothole in the floor; he looked as
if he wished he could crawl away through it and escape this Stuation.

Edwin Quell True looked over Doc Savage's body. The bearskin they had given him was not much more
then a bathing suit in coverage.

"The cold does not seem to affect your body, does it, Mr. Savage?' True remarked. "l have heard a
great ded about your physique. Extraordinary, | would say. Fully dl thet it is said to be."

Doc Savage indicated True, then Pinestopp.
"You two fellows buried the haichet?' he asked.
True grinned. He was making himsdf grin.

"Yes" True said. "Buried it in you, wouldn't you say? At any rate, we came to our senses and saw that,
in the face of a common enemy—or rather, two common enemies—there was strength in union.”

Pinestopp made a grimace that was intended to be a satisfied smirk. Actudly, it was not much of
anything.

Doc said, "Two common enemies?

True nodded. "Jefferson Shair and yoursdf.”



"Shar is your enemy?'
True snorted. "Do you have to insult our intdligence with a remark like that?"
"My gpologies" Doc Savage said with a touch of irony.

True bent forward from the hips. "Look," he said. "This is unfortunate. | regret it. Mr. Pinestopp, here,
regrets it. My men, here, would probably regret it if they were not meking so much money from
Pinestopp and me, mogly me. | am sure the men who have died regret it."

"That makes the regrets practicaly unanimous” Monk Mayfar put in.

True bowed dightly. "Exduding Jefferson Shair, of course. | imagine he has no regrets. Heis not the kind
of man who would."

A man came in from outdoors. He said, "There is a pack train coming up the trall. About twelve or
fourteen horses, looks like. Think they’ve got five-gdlon gasoline cans tied to their backs.”

Theman who had been worried about his friend who owned the cabin emitted a rdieved grunt. "That'll
be Six-shooter with the gasoling” he said. "I guess the trail was blocked so he couldn’t make it with the
truck. Lots of snow down in the foothills, and they don't plow this road.”

NEWS that gasoline for the planes was coming cheered Edwin Quel True. He amiled and rubbed his
hands together.

"Mr. Savage, I'm redly doing the only thing | humanly can, under the circumstances,” he said. "l wish you
would understand that. Probably you won't. But | do wish you could.”

Doc sad, "It is hard to seeit like that."

"You mug think it is different than it redly is" True said. "Actudly, | believe you do. Actudly, | believe
you have mistaken idees.”

"I would gladly,” Doc said, "be corrected.”
True whirled to Pinestopp. "Shdl we try to correct him, Mr. Pinestopp? What do you say? Shdl we?"

Pinestopp lowered his eyes uneasly and muttered, "I don’t know. | don’t know about him. | wish he was
in Timbuktu, or | was there."

True clapped his hands. "Actudly, | think | shdl tdl him the true facts. | think it would be best, Mr.
Pinestopp.”

"Ugh!"

Pinestopp said. Or that was what it sounded like.

Teaking ahdf step toward Doc Savage, True said, "Mr. Savage, this man Jefferson Shair is a crue beast.
An unbdievably vicious man. He did something horrible to three people, of whom | am one.”

Monk Mayfair said, "It couldn’'t have been anything incredible he did to your pocketbook. I've heard
about you being alionin the Wal Street wolf pack.”

Edwin Quell True did not seem to think that was funny. He shuddered.



"Shar," he said, "had two friendsin Africa. They knew what he was doing. They were Oliver Brooks and
Elbert Wang. Oliver Brooks happened to be ahdf brother of Mr. Ham Brooks, here, but that was only
incidenta. He—"

Ham snapped, "Only my friends cal me Ham. You will please refer to me as Mr. Brooks, or Theodore
Marley Brooks."

"Brigadier Generad Theodore Marley Brooks." True bowed. "l gpologize.”
Ham shrugged.

True said, "Y ou gentlemen see the foundation of this affair, do you not? Jefferson Shair doing something
terrible to some people here in America; his two friends in Africa—Oliver Brooks and Elbert
Wang—knew what he was doing. That was the Stuation two weeks ago."

Doc sad quily, "You are not tdling us much.”

"Oh, but I am." True smiled grimly. "Shair’s victims decided to fight back. | was one of the vicims So
was poor Pinestopp, here. So was that boy, Jasper. So we—"

Jasper yelled, "Leave me out of that, you money grabber! Shair didn’'t do nothing to me. He's a swl
ouy, Mt id"

"Poor Jasper,” True sad. "You did not understand. You have never understood. You are 4ill a little
clod."

Jasper bloated with indignation, tried to think of something to say, and findly blurted out a definition.
"Clod," he said, "isa knot of worms, the neck of a cow, aloaf of bread, a piece of earth, and an unbright
fdlow."

True laughed.

"To return to my expostion of what has happened and why," he said, "we victims of Jefferson Shair
banded together and turned on him. Shair became scared. He sent for his two friends from Africa, Oliver
Brooks and Elbert Wang. They came a once."

True laughed again, glegfully thistime.

"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. "Miss Johnson, here. Miss Johnson knew Oliver Brooks and Elbert Wang
rather well. Well enough so that she was able to persuade them to take her into the fold. Our friend, Miss
Johnson, joined Oliver Brooks and Elbert Wang. We asked her to do so. Is that clear? We had planted
afriend of oursin the Shair gang.”

Doc Savage said, "Miss Johnson came to New Y ork with Oliver Brooks and Elbert Wang?'
"Naturdly."
Doc added, "Usng the name of Lola Huttig?'

True chuckled. "That was wonderfully clever, don't you think? Lola Huttig is related to Mr. Pinestopp.
Hdf sger. Quite a coincidence—Oliver Brooks is Ham Brooks hdf brother, and Miss Huittig is Mr.
Pinestopp’s hdf sgter. That gave us the idea of having Miss Johnson pose as Miss Huttig. You see, Mr.
Pinestopp, a that time, had not joined us. He was—if | may use a dang expresson—Jefferson Shair's



pup a the time. He has since joined us. Last night, in fact. A bit involved, don’t you think?"
Doc Savage looked at them steadily. "Why have Miss Johnson use Miss Huttig's name?

"Oh, something could have gone wrong,” True explained. "And in that case, we wanted the police to get
on thetral of Lola Huttig, which would lead them to Mr. Pinestopp, which would have, in turn, involved
Shair. It was just a thought. It might not have worked.”

"What," Doc asked, "about the rather brazen device which tricked Miss Huittig into persuading Jefferson
Shar to kill Oliver Brooks?'

True log hissmile He looked as satisfied as afox.

"Tha," he said, "was an excdlent use of psychology. We knew Shair would suspect the scheme, and
falow dong with what Miss Huttig wanted him to 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 hisfriend, Oliver Brooks."

Doc Savage looked at them steadily for some moments.
"For achange" he said, "why not tdl some truth?"

True giffened. "For example?!

"Why not,” Doc said, "tdl about the om?"

"The bird has no importance,” True said quickly.

Doc said, "Only enough importance so that every man who has been killed so far has been killed over the
owl."

True dowly whitened with rage.

"That kind of damned intdligence on your part,”" he said, "might easily cause your deeth.”
Pinestopp muttered, "We should have knocked them off back in New York."

True shook his head dowly.

"They are perfect examples, perfect subjects, for the test | wish to make," he said. "So we will take them
with us”

Chapter XIV. WHY THE OWL WAS WISE

THEY waited while the cans of gasoline were removed from the pack horses and emptied into the two
planes. Six-shooter, the man who had brought the gasoline, was big and sullen and asked no questions.

Monk asked, "Doc, how much 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?"

"Y$,"



Before they could go deeper into that, they were loaded into the plane. All of them in one ship, this time.
They were bound and placed on the cabin floor. Edwin Quell True rode in the plane, and Pinestopp. The
pilot was not the one who flew by the rule book. This one was good.

There was one other man. He had a revolver and stood over them the whole flight. He would not dlow
them to exchange a word.

They flew for two hours.

Then Doc Savage was forced to his feet, made to take a seat. He was lashed there. Monk and Ham,
Long Tom and Lola Huttig were forced to do likewise. Pinestopp put a sheepskin coat around Doc
Savage.

It turned out that the change from floor to seats was not an act of kindness.

It wasn't kindness. It was rather hideous deceit. They were bait. Bat there where they could be seen
through the plane windows.

The arplane landed on the snow in a leve mountain meadow and went flying through the powder flakes
to stop near afinelog lodge.

Pinestopp sprang out of the plane.
"Shar!" he shouted. "Oh, J&ff! Look who I’ ve brought to you!"

Jefferson Shair came out of the lodge. Doc Savage had not seen him before, but he recognized the man
from Lola Huttig's description and the description given by the boy from the candy shop when Shair had
firg tried to bring the owl to Doc’s headquarters. Shair had arifle

Pinestopp bellowed in well-imitated ddight.
"Jf!" he cried. "I've brought Doc Savage and some of hismen! Look—they’re herein the plane.”

The man with the gun was stting on the plane floor, out of Jefferson Shair’s view. He said, "One bla out
of you fdlows, and I'll see what the five bullets in this gun will do to you!"

There was nothing to do but st there. If there had been anything else, there was not much time to do it.

Because Pinestopp ran to Shair, holding out his hand like an old friend. And Shair took the hand,
obvioudy thinking Pinestopp was a friend. Pinestopp hit him over the head. He used a slk handkerchief
filled with broken ice.

Jefferson Shair put his hands straight out in front of him and fell on them.
Edwin Quél True leaned from the plane, screaming, "Kill him! Kill him, now!"
Pinestopp hdf turned. He shouted, "That’s not necessary, right now. We might need him."

True did not ing<t, which was strange.

THE lodge was magnificent. Each log was perfect, and they were fitted like cabinetwork, so that there
was no need of chinking. This was not Western country, but the cabin was furnished. There was Navaho
duff: rugs and pottery, blankets and sand paintings. Here and there was a Mexican gimcrack, but not



many. The Mexican suff was mostly hammered slver, and it was expensive, the workmanship good.

Doc Savage's hands were dill tied when he was thrugt into a large bedroom. The room had large
windows, and it was difficult to understand just why it had been sdected as a prison chamber. Difficult
only until Doc got alook through the window. There was a diff outside, a sheer drop.

Monk and Ham, Long Tom and Lola Huttig, were brought into the room. Ther hands were bound.
Jasper was shoved insde.

Pinestopp said, "True, you and the pilot and the other man stay here and watch them.”
"Where are you going?' Edwin Quell True demanded.

"Outsde," sad Pinestopp, "to see that the planeis out of the way and that afire is built so that, when our
other plane comes in, they can tdl the wind direction. We made a mistake and landed crosswind. If the
other plane lands the same way, and the wind should be allittle stronger, they might crack up.”

"That'sright,” the pilot said.
Pinestopp went out.
Monk Mayfar looked unhappily at Doc Savage. "How much longer do we put up with this, Doc?"

The door opened again, and Pinestopp dragged the senseless form of Jefferson Shair ingde. He dropped
Shair on the floor. "He might return to his senses,” he explained. Pinestopp then went out again.

Monk repeated his question. "How long do we play meek like this?"

The man with the pistal said, "Right up to the day of your desath, homdy face. And this might turn out to
be the day!"

Doc Savage watched Jefferson Shair. The man has his eyes open. He was watching True and the guard.
Whenever ether True or the guard would glancein his direction, Shair closed his eyes hadtily. Shair was
entirdy conscious.

Doc sad, "Ham, did they change your shoes?'
"No," Ham said. "Y ou were the only one who had his dathing taken from him."
Doc sad, "Use the gasin your boot hed."

That was risky. The guard or True might have shot Ham Brooks. Which would have been a shame,
because there was no gasin Ham's shoe hedl.

The guard did the other and naturd thing. He sprang headlong and fdl upon Ham's legs, dutching them.

Ham did a very nest job of a trick which he had practiced many times. He got the man’s head between
his knees. He did it with a convulsive jump and by being prepared. It was a head scissors, in wrestling
parlance, one of the mogt eficent holds in thet it was exerted by the largest musclesin the body. Ham
put on pressure for dl he was worth. The trapped man made moans, gasps and snorts of helplessness.

While True was popping his eyes a that, Doc Savage came to his feet slently in spite of his bound
ankles, and fdl againg True. True upset. Doc got on top of him, did an act with an elbow that brought
True' s head down on the floor. The man went loose.



Jefferson Shair sat up on the floor.

Ham's vicim stopped making noises, and beat the floor feebly with a fis. The blows were like the
tal-fluttering of afish out of water, and they became weaker, then stopped.

"Nice" Long Tom said.

"The word nice, believe it or not," sad Jasper, "dso meant lewd, lascivious or wanton, once upon a
time" He sounded pleased.

Doc Savage sad, "Shair, cut us loose”

Jefferson Shair hesitated. He seemed uncertain. His words showed how unsure he was. "1 . . . | don't
know why you are here" he said uneeslly. "It might—that thing you just staged—overpowering of these
two men—could be atrick to win my confidence.”

Doc sad sharply, "Do not be idiatic! The thing we care least about is your confidence. Cut us freg!™
Shair ill hesitated.

"There is another plane load of them on the way,” Doc sad rapidly. "They may be here any time. They
have the owl."

Shair jumped. "The owl? The one named Owasso?"
"Yes Owasso."

Jasper said, "He's not kidding you, Mr. Shair. It’'s the truth. We been having a heck of a time what with
getting kidnaped and people being murdered.”

Shair looked about wildly, then dashed to awdl plagque which consisted of an Indian tomahawk, a bow
and arrow and a feathered headdress, arranged for display. He cam back with the tomahawk and
chopped Doc loose.

Doc freed Monk, then turned the tomahawk over to him to use in loosening the others. Doc told
Jefferson Shair, "Ligen!”

Shair put his head back and on one sde for a moment, then said excitedly, "It's an arplane. The rest of
them are coming!"

"What," Doc asked, "is the Stuation on weapons?"

"I have onerifle with a telescopic Sght,” Shair said, "but | do not know what became of it. | had it when
they knocked me out.”

"Pinestopp has that gun, now," Doc explained. "What is the quickest route out of here?"
"Thisway," Shair said. "I'll show you."

Doc Savage took Lola Huttig's am. "Can you ki ?'

"Yes" she answered. "Jugt afar job, though."

"Shair, can we get kis?' Doc demanded.

"Sure. WE Il go by the ski hut.”



BEFORE they reached the ki hut, Shair led them through a room which was a great ded more
interesting. It was a neet place with three long tablesin the center and the walls packed with shelves. The
table contained apparatus of a chemicd nature, and the shelves hdd bottles and metd containers.

The plane was drding dowly around the lodge, judging from its noise.

"They may have guns in the plane. Machine guns, that is. Rifles would not be so bad,” Doc said. "We
better wait here afew seconds, until the ship starts landing.”

Jefferson Shair stared & Doc Savage. "Jugt who is againgt me, now?'
"Who arein the plane up there, you mean?"

"es"

"Jugt some thugs who have been hired by True and Pinestopp.”

Shair shuddered. "So True and Pinestopp have actudly merged. | had the idea previoudy that they had
been working separately. Each men for himsdf.”

Doc Savage made no comment.
Shar bit hislip. "Have | got time to talk?"
"Go ahead and talk," Doc said, "and we wiill interrupt you."

Shair nodded. "Edwin Qudl True summoned three friends from Africa to work with him. There was a
men named Oliver Brooks, another named Elbert Wang, and a girl named Miss Johnson. What became
of them?'

Ham exploded. "Wait aminute! Y ou say those three were working for True?'

"Yes" Jefferson Shair said.

"True told us different. He said you summoned my . . . Oliver Brooks and Elbert Wang to hep you."
"Alie" Shair said camly.

Ham brigtled. "Oliver Brooks happened to be my hdf brother. | hestate to bdieve he is a crook—or
wes."

Shar shook his head. "He was't, | think. | have never seen Oliver Brooks, that | know of. But |
gathered from what | overheard that he turned out to be honest and was a menace to ther plans because
of that."

"That," Ham said, "must be why they killed him."
"Killed him?

"Oliver Brooks," Ham said, "was the fdlow you were tricked into shooting when you played Sir Galahad
to Miss Huttig, here, right at the beginning.”

Shar became white. He stared at different objects in the room. "Tha wasn't the beginning,” he sad
dowly. "This has developed over a period of years.”



Doc Savage put in, "There were three other men named Terrence, Soppy Stone and Harry. They aso
are dead.”

"I am not surprised,” Shair admitted. "They were three thugs hired by Pinestopp. They learned wha
Pinestopp wanted from me"

"You mean," Doc said, "that Terrence, Sloppy Stone and Harry started looking out for themsdves. So
Pinestopp had to kill them?”

The plane made another moaning swoop overhead.

"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 much about the effair.”

Ham Brooks put in grimly, "That True and Pinestopp have been ingenious devils. They tricked you into
killing Oliver Brooks—"

Shar nodded. "They thought they could use thet to frighten me into giving them what they wanted. It did
not work."

The plane motor sound became abruptly less.

Ham said, "And they did a fiendish job of killing Terrence, Sloppy Stone and Harry—and even Elbert
Wang—and laying the job onto us."

Shar sad grimly, "Why shouldn’'t they be clever? They were subjects for my experiments. True and
Pinestopp, and little Jasper, here."

Jasper, astounded, said, "Me—a subject for what?'
Monk said, "That plane is landing. We better postpone this"
They headed for the door. Long Tom muttered, "What gets me iswhy that danged owl was so wise"

Chapter XV. OF THE MIND
JUST as they were going out of the door, Jasper pointed and let out a yelp.

"Therd" the kid said. "Theré sthe glassbdl | saw Mr. Shair kegping the owl in along time ago.”
"Yes, Jasper," Sharr sad. "Come on."
"Yegh, get amove on, you little encyclopedia,” Monk said.

The cold seized them when they stepped outside. It made Doc Savage redize suddenly that he wore
nothing but the improvised bearskin and the shegpskin coat which they had put on him.

The ki shack was andl. It was warmer there. The building was made of logs, and evidently heat was
piped from the lodge.

The skis were on racks. There were more than a dozen pairs, mogt of them the short, narrow dadom or
touring model, much used in Europe. There were two pairs of heavy jumping skis, with triple grooves for
steadinessin the rushing descent before the jump and afterward.



Jefferson Shair said, "Thisis a break.” He pointed at perhaps a dozen pairs of ski shoes. "I had them out
here ailing them and never took them back to the house."

Doc seized a pair of shoes that |ooked large enough. His feet were not smdl. "Put them on," he said.
Monk muttered, "Have we got time?'

"Without skis, we would be hdplessin this deep snow,” Doc said.

They laced on the ski shoes franticdly and began adjusting ski bindings

Ham said, "What was that glass bdl Jasper mentioned?’

Shair hesitated. Ham told him, "Y ou might as well out with it. Doc probably knows whet thisis dl about,
now. Therest of us are sure to find out. Doc will tdl us, if no one dse"

Sharr shrugged.

"I used the glass bdll to treat the owl," he said. "Jasper got a glimpse of it one day through the open door.
He did not understand that 1 was treeting the owl. He never understood.”

"Treeting the owl?' Ham eyed the man.
"Experimenting with the method of adminigtering the Vitamin M," Shair explained.
"Vitamin M?'

Sharr shrugged, thistime apologeticaly. "Well, that is what | have designated it. Vitamin M is as good a
name as any. The M smply occurred to me after | had been cdling the Suff Menta Vitamin for some
time Mentd—M. M for Mentd Vitamin."

The plane had landed, and suddenly they could hear shouting.

Doc sad, "Come on." He picked up an armload of skis. Monk took the remaning ones. They left no skis
inthe hut. Doc asked, "These dl 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
crugt 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 swving around that mass of
stone will put us out of Sght.”

They were shot at three times going down the dope, but the marksmanship had a hasty qudity, and the
lead hit no one. It sounded vicioudy close.

MONK MAYFAIR 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 understandable. Monk didn’'t blame
Shair. Shair wasin trouble.

Shair was a man who had been in trouble for some time, judging from the way his face looked. The lines
around his eyes looked as if they had been put there with a black pencil.



Someone took two more shots in ther direction. The lead went somewhere else, but the pair of reports
cracked out in the vdley with violence. An army rifle, or some other cdiber of that Sze, perhaps a .270.

"Where we going?' Monk demanded.
"Up the mountain dope," Doc said. "Keep our dtitude. If they get too close, we can dways go down.”

The same tactics you usein an arplane fight, Monk thought. Keep your dtitude. He looked back to see
how the others were making out on their skis. They were doing very well. Doc’s aides could dl ki.
Jasper was floundering, but Doc Savage was hdping him; so the kid would be dl right.

Jasper saw Monk watching him. "Skis" said Jasper, "were invented by a Norseman named Olaf the
Ache. Something should have been done about Olaf."

Monk grinned. Then he logt the grin. Great grief. This brat Jasper! The kid had memorized part of the
dictionary! Yet, Doc Savage' s investigation of Jasper’s previous life showed that Jasper had been a boy
30 dumb that he was unable to memorize the multiplication table. Monk suddenly recalled that Doc
Savage had made histrilling sound when he learned that fact about Jasper.

Monk glanced at Doc in surprise. So that was when Doc Savage had redized what was behind this.
Monk felt a touch of sdf-disgust. It had been right there before them dl the time, the truth had. And none
of them—at least Monk hadn’t—had seen it.

"Jagper was a dumb kid who had been turned into a menta phenomenon by your Vitamin M?' Monk
asked Jefferson Shair.

A flurry of bullets arrived. These were close. "They've dimbed on the lodge roof,” Doc said. "Get down
and work up thisgully.”

Shair answered Monk’s question. "Yes, that iswhy Jasper is now the youth heis”

"Pest would be a better word," Monk said cheerfully.

Jasper sad, "Lay off me, you short-haired object.”

Jefferson Shair told Monk, "Edwin Qudl True and Pinestopp were aso subjects for my experiments.”
"Yesh," Monk said. "l begin to see that."

"The experiments,” Shair sad bitterly, "were afalure”

"It strikes me they were ahdl of a success,” Monk told him. "I never saw two dicker crooksinmy life”

Jefferson Shair made a miserable gesture. "The acceleration of ther intdlects resulted in unbalanced
persondities—individuads without a socid intdlect commensurate with their menta capacities.”

Monk thought thet over, trying to figure out what it meant.
Ham Brooks yeled out suddenly and pointed. "I thought they didn’'t have skid" he exploded.

A procession of men on skis was flashing across a dearing. They were coming from the lodge. They
came double-semming down an abrupt dope with snow flying, and each man made a farrly good Christy
to the left and shot out of view.

Jefferson Shair said, "Thisis not good.”



Monk considered the remark superfluous. Anybody could see it was not good.

DOC SAVAGE indicated along ridge of rock. The ridge was exposed, and snow had been swept clear
of the stone by the wind.

"Up there" he said.

Monk surmised what the bronze man planned doing, and grinned. When they reached the rock ledge,
Monk was ready and promptly scooped pretty Lola Huttig up in his ams. He knew tha would
disgppoint Ham.

Doc sad, "That'sthe idea. Half of uswill carry the other haf. Take off your skis, to make it eeser.”

The hump of the ridge concealed them from the pursuers. They started downhill. Monk carried Lola,
Doc carried Jasper, and Ham, to his disgudt, rode the back of Jefferson Shair. Shair gave Ham a ride
that stood his har on end. They were not a hundred yards down the dope before Ham would rather have
been in the dlutch of an eagle.

Monk told Lola, "They'll think half of us went the other way, fallowing rock which will not show our
tracks. They may split up to follow what they think is both parties.”

Lolasad, "Mr. Savage isingenious, isn't he?"

"I'm pretty good mysdf,” Monk warned her.

"What will they do if they catch us?" the girl asked anxioudy.

"They’ll get themsdlves dl beat up with my figts™ Monk told her grimly.
"And then?'

"They're lidble to make us dead,” Monk said without any illusons. "We're unarmed. They’ve got guns
gdore"

Doc cdled, "Shair, you know this country. Whét is our best bet?"
"Our best bet,” Shair said grimly, "would be a mirade. | don’t know anything else that will save us."

This about coincided with Monk’s private opinion. They were good on skis but not a lot better than the
men who were falowing them. And they not only had no weapons, they had no food. No blankets,
ether. Probably no matches.

Doc began going draight up a steep dope. He used the herringbone dimb—each ki planted ahead of
the other at as nearly right angles to the dope as flexihility of leg muscles would alow.

Monk grimaced. He even wished Ham was carrying Lola He looked a Ham riding on the back of
Jefferson Shair. Even Shair was having tough going. Monk’s legs fdt as if they would split open. The
ache ran up as far asthe back of his neck. Ham helped the Stuation not at dl by grinning widdly.

At the top, Doc Savage surprised Monk—and apparently the others a so—by stopping.
Shair said, "WEe ve got to keep ahead of them. They haverifles”



Doc lowered Jasper to the snow. "Get back a dight distance, and rall up a snowbdl apiece” he sad.
"Get the bdlls about three feet in diameter, not |ess, then rall them to the edge.”

"Oh!" Ham said. "You are going to rall snowbdls down the dope at them.”

Monk rubbed his aching legs, then began ralling up a bl of snow. The show was barely damp enough to
bdl. It was a good idea. A bal of snow going down that dope would soon become as formidable as a
derailed locomative teking ariver bank.

Monk finished his snowbdl, sank down beside it. "Shair," he said. "I’ ve got a question.”
Jefferson Shair crawled to hissde. "Yes, what isit?'

"Those fellows, True and Pinestopp, had us prisoners for a while” Monk said remindingly. "They could
have done amog anything they wanted with us”

"Yan

Monk scowled. "Why didn’t they make a move to kill us? It wasn't because they were afrad to. They
hed dready killed those other poor devils"

Shair said, "They killed Oliver Brooks, Elbert Wang, Terrence, Sloppy Stone and Harry, dl because the
men who got murdered knew too much. True and Pinestopp were trying to keep the secret of Vitamin M
for themsalves"

"That," Monk said, "isal the more reason for their trying to get us out of the way. Why didn’t they?'
Sharr hesitated. "They wanted to experiment on you."

"Yegh, | heard them say that. Experiment how?

Shair said, "You will be surprised to know—"

Came an interruption in the form of five shots. The bullets hit close. Ham ydlled, "Here they come!™

Doc Savage lifted his head for a quick look down the dope. Four men were making an upward rush,
while others covered their charge with rifles A moment after Doc lowered his head, a bullet passed
where it had been, making a bullet’s characterigtic hissng suck and sngp sound. Doc said, "Two of the
showballs”

Monk heaved his snowbdl, then turned and burrowed through the snow to the shelter of a rock. Long
Tom let go his snowball, then likewise took cover.

Performance of the tumbling snowbals—about three feet in diameter when they darted ralling
downward—was impressve. It was tarifying! The balls got huge, and pieces broke off and formed other
bdls, so that the two missles became a dozen, some large enough to smash down trees.

Ham, after it subsided, sad regretfully, "They dl got out of the way. But they won't try coming up that hill
agan.”

Shair sad, "It will take them about an hour to go around. Thisis the only route up thet diff for about three
miles" He glanced at the sky. "But they will ill get here before dark.”



DOC SAVAGE crawled over to Shair and said, "You were about to tdl Monk something just before
they tried to rush us. | am curious to know whét it was."

"Oh, that." Shair brought out a cigarette and a windproof lighter. "1 was about to tdl Mr. Mayfar that my
experiments leading up to development of the menta vitamin followed the usud course.”

"Meaning?'

"I firgt found what causes stupidity. Y ou know—like the scientigts firg discovered there were germs, then
developed a method of killing them.”

"Thisguff of yours," Doc Savage suggested, "is properly a brain food?"

"Yes but alitle more complex than that,” Shair replied. "You see, | began my experimentsin Africa. I've
worked on them for years. Oliver Brooks and Elbert Wang were associated with me in Africa as
|aboratory men. They knew what | was doing."

"What did you start to tdl Monk?'

"Somehow,” Shair said, "people never seem to think it possible for a scientist to come from Africa. They
think of Africa as a place where lions roar and dephants trumpet. Well, it is. But | carried on my
|aboratory work, anyway. It was not difficult.”

"What," sad Doc, "did you gtart to tdl Monk?"

"That | have two compounds developed,” Shar explained. "I have one which will make a man—or any
other living thing—very dumb. It is the opposite of Vitamin M. It does the thing which Vitamin M cures.”

"Why were you going to tdl Monk that?'

"Oh, he was asking me why you fellows were kept dive" Shair replied. "It was because they wanted to
use the opposite of Vitamin M on you. Y ou were highly intdligent men. They could dope you up with the
guff, and you would become stupid. They wanted to test it.”

Why?

Shair shrugged. "Some devilish scheme, probably. | imagine Edwin Quell True had some idea of giving it
to avery rich or powerful individua—once he knew how it would work—and cheating the rich man after
he became stupid. In fact, True mentioned such a possibility to me once. That was before | redized he
was an incorrigible crook."

Tdking seemed to depress Jefferson Shair. He sank his chinin his pams. His face was long. "l should
have had better sense” he said, "than to tamper with men’'s minds. | should have known you cannot
upset the balance between menta capacity and socid intdlect which nature has taken millions of years to
develop.”

"At firg glance, it looks wonderful," Doc said. "Brain food which will make dumb men very clever. Tumn
adumb boy like Jasper into a mentd marved.”

"I got Jasper out of an orphan home because he was so dumb,” Shair said miserably. "But look a him! A
brain capable of amazing things. But no balance, no sense of vaues. He memorizes the dictionary and
quotes it. Does utterly childish things like that."

Doc sad, "Properly handled, the thing has possibilities”



Shair groaned. "I wish | had never found it." He gestured down the dope. "We wouldn't be here, now,
unarmed and without food, hunted by a gang of killers who are sure to get us”

Chapter XVI. LONE WOLF

MONK MAY FAIR szt in the snow and toyed with envious thoughts. He thought about the brain food.
The course of histhoughts, like dl rivers and streams, eventudly ended in the ocean. Monk’s ocean was
one of envious desire. He wished he had some of that menta vitamin.

He watched Ham. Monk and Ham had conducted a good-natured rivary for years. Hardly a day passed
but thet they had a quarrel. They had the habit of pulling gags on each other, and the score over the years
was about haf and half.

Monk scowled. Ham was taking to pretty Lola Huttig. He was comforting the young woman, making her
forget the danger. He was doing himsdf some good, too, it seemed to Monk. Monk was disgusted.

With some of that mentd vitamin, Monk reflected, he would be able to outclass Ham in al respects.
Which would be swdll.

There was enough kid in Monk that getting the brain food and becoming Ham's definite superior
suddenly became vitdly important.

Monk grinned fiercely. He grasped the skis, eased back into the shrubbery, and crept away from the
others.

He traveled two hundred yards, and his conscience got the best of him. He went back. He looked for
Doc Savage. The bronze man was not in Sght.

"Blazed" Monk said. He sat down. But he did not remain there long. He got up and eft.

Monk’s idea was to cirde widdy and go down the steep diff face on skis. The snow was loose, and the
diff too steep to be climbed. But going down it was a different proposition.

He found a point that looked possible. He took a deep breath. He went down, semming. He gathered
speed, probably gxty miles an hour. He was going too fast for any kind of sem turn, or even a tdemark.
He used the pure Christy turn, made with powerful and rhythmica weight shifting on his skis.

He was white and perspiring when he findly managed to brake with his sticks to a moderate speed of
forty milesan hour or so. Expert skiing country, someone had caled 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, made for
the spot below the lodge. Then he dimbed upward dowly. He made an ingpection from behind an
evergreen thicket.

Two men were guarding the planes.

After awhile, another man came and stood in the door of the lodge, looking upward, gpparently ligening
for some sound that would indicate how the chase was progressing.

Monk grinned. He was relaxed, now. Trouble was his dish, and danger somehow had never meant
anything to him. It did not occur to him that his one-man expedition was suicidd.



He worked upward, followed the thickets close to the lodge and left his skis. He took a ski pole,
however. It was a sed pole with a sharp point, a deadly weapon.

He waked cautioudy into the lodge. And immediately, he had a piece of luck. The guard, the man who
hed just stood outside ligening, walked unwittingly into Monk’s arms. Or close enough so that Monk got
him.

Monk got him with both hands and with force. He dammed the fdlow againg a wal and did his best to
ram a fig through the man's somach to his backbone. Then, while the man was green and gasping,
Monk listened. No one came. Thisfdlow must be the only onein the lodge.

Monk put his face close to the prisoner’s face and said, "Where isthis brain food?"

The captive croaked in horror. Ham often said that Monk’s face was the most unearthly thing yet
created, which was not too much of an exaggeration.

"Comeon,” Monk snarled. "Whereisit?'
Theman jerked an am. Hefindly managed words. "In there, the ydlow suitcase” he said. He pointed.

Monk hit him then. Monk hit him the way he wanted to do it, and jaw bones and teeth came loose.
Monk placed him tenderly on the floor.

He went in and found the ydlow suitcase.

THE guff was in amdl vids. It looked like molasses, with a touch of licorice. Monk eyed one of them.
Thelabe sad:

WARNING!

NOT MORE THAN TWO TABLE-
SPOONFULS EACH FOUR HOURS.
Monk snorted.

"If I ever needed this Suff | need it now," he muttered. "I’m going to have to be very mentd indeed to get
away from here and get back to the others."

He drank a bottle of the suff. It was alittle more than the prescribed dose of two tablespoonfuls. About
four tablespoons, to be exact. But Monk figured he was congtitutionaly fitted for a bigger dose.

The bottles—all of them—had green labels, he noted. He suffed his pockets with them.
He did one other thing. The owl, Owasso, wasin a cage. Monk turned him loose.

"Come to think of it, | never have found out why you are so important,” Monk told the owl. "But scat,
anyway. Scat! Go off and hunt rabhbits.”

The owl ignored an open window. The bird flapped after Monk when the latter started outside.
"Scat!" Monk said. The owl ignored the command.

Monk managed to creep outdoors without being discovered. The owl flapped to a tree and dighted.



Monk snapped hisfeet into the ski harness, and moved away. The owl followed him.
"Go away, you night chicken!" Monk muttered. "Go find a nice mouse.”

Monk was hopeful that the menta vitamin would begin to show results. All he could fed, however, was a
burning in his ssomach. Asif he had taken a very potent drink of tequila, the Mexican beverage made
from cactus.

He worked his way cautioudy through the trees. As soon as he dared, he threw a snowbadl a the owl.
Owasso brigtled his feathers indignantly, but did not depart.

Monk made another snowbdl, this one with a rock indde it, and was about to throw it when a voice
sad, "You hit that owl, goblin face, and I'll make you sorry.”

Monk jumped a foot. It was Jasper. It was the others, also. Ham and Long Tom and Lola Huttig and
Jefferson Shair. All of them but Doc Savage.

"I left you up on the mountain!" Monk gasped.
"We came down," Ham explained unnecessaxily.

It was Lola Huttig who said, "Mr. Savage has a plan. He had gone down to the lodge to get the mentd
vitamin, the brain food."

"Huh?' Monk said.

"Mr. Savage," added Lola, "has explained his plan. We will seize the brain food. There is only a smdl
quartity of it, and True and Pinestopp do not know how to manufacture more of it. They will follow us to
get what we have. We will lead them into atrgp.”

Monk opened his mouth to say that Doc could have saved himsdf the trouble, that he, Monk, had the
brain food in his pockets.

But Jefferson Shair stopped the speech. Shair’s words stunned Monk.

"Mr. Savage will get the red-labeled bottles," Shair said. "They contain the mentd vitamin.”

"Red labds?' Monk said hoarsdly.

The labels on Monk’s bottles were green.

"Yes" Shar said. "The green labels are on the bottles which contain the suff having the opposite effect.”
"What do you mean—opposite effect?' Monk asked.

"The green bottles" Shair said, "will make a man supid!”

Monk fdt asif he had been shot.

Or worse.

IT did not interest Monk at dl when Jefferson Shair explained why the owl, Owasso, had been the
source of so much trouble.



"Itispossble” Shair said, "to kill an anima—or even a person—which has been treated with the mentd
vitamin. By andyzing the brain tissues, the chemica content of the brain food can be ascertained. That is
apeculiarity of the uff.”

"Then True and Pinestopp,” said Ham Brooks, "were after the owl so they could kill im and make such
an andyss?'

"Yes" Shar eyed the owl. "An andyss of the bird's brain tissue would show the chemica content of my
formula”

"Thenwhy," said Ham, "didn’t they just andlyze the owl after they got him? Why come up here?’

Shar shrugged. "Greed. They wanted to get me out of the way. They wanted the other duff, the
concoction that makes a person stupid.”

Ham asked, "Could you andyze the brain of a dumb person and find out the nature of that compound?”
Monk had a hideous feding that Ham was looking at him when he said that.

Sharr laughed. "Oh, no, that wouldn't work," he said. "It just happens that the brain food is more subject
to andyds after it has been taken into the brain tissues. Strange, of course. Just one of those freaks of
science.”

Monk tried two or three times, findly managed to ask, "Could you make a guy dumb with one mixture,
then make him bright again with the other.”

Shair shook his head. "That does not seem to work."
Jasper stared at Monk for awhile. "What' s the matter with you, goon face?!

"Nothing," Monk said with horror.

SUDDENLY, shot sound was on the air. A Sngle report. Then hdf a dozen. From the direction of the
lodge. And then aman was bdlowing an darm.

LolaHuttig said proudly, "Mr. Savage."

Doc joined them shortly. He was moving fast on skis. He had a package—the bottles with red labels,
Monk reflected grimly.

"Get going,” Doc said. "They will be after us”

They traveled fagt for a while Monk saw that they were heading back up the mountain again, following
roughly the same course they had taken before.

Doc evidently had spotted some naturd trap for their enemies on thefirg trip up.
They were not chased immediaidy. Somewhat surprised, they sat down to get breath and wait.

Doc decided doud, "The three a the lodge are worried. They are waiting for the others to come back
before they chase us" The bronze man was slent a moment. "A very drange thing down there a the

lodge.”



Ham asked, "What do you mean, strange?"
"A man was lying unconsciousin the lodge," Doc said. "He looked as if he had been hit aterrific blow."

Monk did not explain how that had happened. He hdd his head in his hands. The less anybody knew
about what he had done, the better it would suit him. He could fed himsdlf getting dumb.

Long Tom reported, "Here they come at last." The dectricd expert gripped his i poles. "Want me to
go on ahead, Doc?'

Doc Savage nodded. "Y ou know your job."

Monk hoped that Long Tom knew his job, whatever it was. It speedily became evident that they were
going to be overhauled. Doc's party was tired. The group behind, some of them at least, were fresh. And
the pursuers were in a murderous frenzy.

They came to what amounted to a trail dong the face of a steep dope. It was a ledge, probably twenty
feet wide. Not difficult skiing, but with a deadly drop on the right, the sheer dope on the left.

The ski tracks which they themsalves had made earlier were now underfoot. And suddenly Monk knew
what Doc planned. It was a smple thing. So smple, Monk reflected sadly, that even he could dill
understand it.

They moved perhaps a hundred and fifty yards, and Doc said, "All right. We take cover here."
An avdanchein the past had Ieft boulders on the ledge, and they crouched among these.

The pursuers appeared shortly—True and Pinestopp and the whole gang. They were packed close
together, except for two stragglers, who were farther back.

Doc let them get wel out on the ledge.

He stepped out into view. He shouted, "True! Pinestopp! Look above you!"

Long Tom was above them. Two hundred yards up the sheer dope. He had a great snowbdl balanced.
Doc got under cover swiftly, because Edwin Qudl True had lifted arifle.

Then one of the stragglers shot Long Tom.

The rifle report was a vidous snap. The two stragglers were wel clear of any avaanche that might be
started by Long Tom’s snowball. Probably, that was why one of them fired so willingly.

Long Tom went down convulsvely. He was hard hit. Pain made him tie into a knot. And his agony spasm
didodged the snowbdll.

The snowbdl was big, at least five fet. It toppled over dowly. It Flit on the firs bounce. But there was
enough |eft to cause havoc. The gticky snow gathered in great lumps. They whirled downward.

It was not an avdanche. Nothing so spectacular. Just aralling flood of loose snow that pushed out on the
tral and carried True and Pinestopp and the others over the diff!

The sounds they made going over were not pleasant, and for fully five minutes a man could be heard
screaming down below. He screamed steadily, so continuoudy that it was hard to imagine when he took
in breath.



Jefferson Shair dimbed down to the screaming man, but the cries stopped before he got there, and Shair
came back and shrugged gravely.

Ham and Monk went up to Long Tom.
"Hiship bone is shattered,” Ham yelled down. "He s dso got a broken wrig."

Long Tom had had his right hand at his side when the bullet hit him, and the dug had broken both wrist
and hip bones.

Both stragglers—the man who fired the shot, and his companion—had fled. Later, one of the planes left
the fla near the lodge and logt itsdf in the sky. The pair must have been aboard, because they were not
Seen again.

"Grditude," said Jasper, "isthe state of warm and friendly feding awakened by a favor received. Which
iswhat we owe those two lizards"

Chapter XVII. NO WISE MEN

TWO weeks after that day, Ham Brooks waked into Doc Savage' s headquarters and fdl into a chair.
Ham held his sdes and laughed until his eyes ran tears.

"Oh, mamma" he chortled. "I just found out the funniest thing in my life”
Doc Savage showed interest.

"Monk," Ham explained, "raided tha cabin that afternoon ahead of you, Doc. He got what he thought
was the brain food. He took a whale bottle a one gulp. He was going to get smart.”

Doc Savage frowned. "Mr. Shair and mysdf checked the vids of Vitamin M, and found none missng.”
Ham blew up again with mirth.

"That's jugt it," he said. "Monk got the green-labeled bottles. The dumbbel maker. He got that by
migtake. He drank a whole bottle of it."

Doc draightened. "Thet is serious.

"It's funny to me" Ham roared. "It doesn't seem to have any effect on him. That's what makes it a
scream. The suff couldn’t make Monk any dumber.”

Doc looked at the lawvyer suspicioudy. "Did you tdl Monk that?"

"Yegh" Ham said. Ham took off his necktie and opened his shirt. There was a large bruise on his
shoulder. "Yeah, | told him. Thisis how close he came to braning me with a paper waght.”

The telephone rang, and Doc picked up the ingrument, said, "Yes, Mr. Shair. Come right up.”
Ham sobered dightly. "Thet Jefferson Shair?!
"Yes Shair iscoming up, now."

"He's been mighty scarce the last two weeks," Ham said thoughtfully. "What has he been doing?'



Doc Savage' s metdlic features were expressionless. "Shar said he had some thinking to do.”

Ham considered that. "What are you and Shair going to do about thet brain food?"

"That is up to Shair," Doc replied quietly. "It is his property.”

"He has dl the suff, hasn't he?!

Doc looked strange for a moment. "Y es, Shair indsted that he have the entire supply of the substance.”
Jefferson Shair was a man with amisson. He logt no time getting it off his chest.

"Mr. Savage," Shar said. "'l have reached a concluson. My Vitamin M, as | cdled it, is a tragic thing. It
speeds up the brain’s mechanica efficiency, but it does not speed up in like proportion the gppreciation
of the use of such effidency. In other words, it is mentd effidency unseasoned by experience, proving
amply that nature has the correct balance after dl. A great brain without the socid intelect to maich it is
exactly wha we have seen it to be—a menace to the owner and to others.”

Doc Savage made the low trilling that was his habit in moments of surprise.
"You have destroyed Vitamin M?' he asked.

"I have" Shair said grimly. "Every bit of it! And | am wiping from my memory dl thought of the formula |
will never manufacture the duff again. No one can ever make me tdl the formula. The process of its
meking is very intricate, and | doubt that | could do it now without my notes. | have burned those."

Utter slence held the office after the man's statement. There did not seem to be much for anyone to say.
Shair had announced his decison. He had spoken flatly. They had come to know the man well enough to
be sure he meant it.

In Ham’s mind was the thought that probably it was better that way. He suspected that Doc agreed.
Probably, the bronze man had foreseen this. Otherwise, he would not have turned the Suff over to Shair.

Shair cleared his throat uncomfortably.

"I have an added confession to make," he said. "It concerns that other formula—the materia for making
men stupid.”

Ham sat up draight.
"The latter compound,” Shair said, "does not exig.”
"Doesn't exid!" Ham blurted. ™Y ou mean the suff wasn't genuine?'

"Molasses™" Shair said. "With allittle harmless acid added to burn the tummy of anyone who took it. For
effect.”

"Great grief!" Ham ydled. "Why did you dam there was such athing?'

Shair looked uncomfortable. "A product of my distracted condition,” he explained. "I got the idea | could
make everyone think | had the means of righting the damage | had done with the brain food. | guess | had
gone completely asinine for awhile. Nervous desperation, | believe, led me to invent the existence of the
quff. It was purdly imaginary, | assure you. It never existed.”

Ham thought that over.



He doubled up with |laughter.

"Don't tdl Monk there was no supifier,” he said, hystericd with glee. "Don’t tdl him. Do me that favor.
It'll be years before | get another joke as good as this on Monk. Don’'t spail it!"

Sharr grinned faintly. "Y ou are not angry with me—about my decison.”

"Right," Doc Savage said, "means conforming to judtice, suitable, proper, to restore to naturd postion,
and the Sde opposite the |eft—as Jasper would say.”

THE END



