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Chapter I. THE BULL-VOICED MIDGET

IF anyone had wanted to find the most gentle and most level-headed man in Crescent City, they correctly
could have selected Thomas Worth as the individud.

And if they had wished to pick out the man who was least likdy to daim that something unbelievable had
happened to him, they could have taken Thomas Worth. Gentle, middle-aged Thomas Worth had told
vay few liesin hislife

This helped make the matter particularly terrifying.

If Thomas Worth had been alying man, or a drinking man, or even the least bit of a haf-wit, people
would have been able to understand it. And they wouldn't have taken the maiter so serioudy. And in that
case, Doc Savage might not have learned of the mystery until it was too late to do any good.

Thomas Worth was adso a poor man. The fact that he was crippled had a good ded to do with his being
poor, dthough even before a piece of heavy machinery fdl on his leg, he had never been able to make
more than day wages. He was a poor, honest toiler; he just seemed never to be able to get anywhere
muchin life. He deserved success. God knows, he deserved it. He was thirty-eight, and looked fifty.

He had awife who was nice, and a son who wasiin his teens. The son was a good boy—he was named
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Don Worth, and he was dready a little too serious for his years, and worked a little too earnestly. At
leadt, the boy was more serious and worked harder than other boys of his age.

The poverty of Thomas Worth probably had very litile to do with the incredible thing that happened,
except that it accounted for his being employed as night watchman at the airport.

Thomas Worth's job was to hobble around the Crescent City airport at intervas each night, and stick the
beam of a powerful flaghlight into dark spots. Usudly, he didn’t have any trouble. He never even carried
agun. Once in awhile, somebody would try to pilfer light bulbs out of the fidd border lights but that was
about dl. It was smple work, not difficult, and honest Thomas Worth was deeply grateful for it.

He rdigioudy made his rounds of the airport a hour intervas—firs a eght o' clock, when he went on
duty, then a nine, a ten, a eeven, a midnight, and so on.

Thomas Worth was making his midnight round when he met the little golden dwarf.

Later, it became reasonably certain that this was the firs time one of the public had seen agold ogre.

FIRST, there was a voice in the darkness.
"Be careful where you're going!”

Thomas Worth jerked to an astonished stop. It was very dark. He had not been usng his flashlight for a
few moments, often he needed to use both hands on his cane, so he frequently kept his flaghlight in his
pocket when not in use.

"Wha?' he said.
"You dmog stepped on me” said the voice.

It came from Thomas Worth's feet. It was asmdl voice, but very hoarse and harsh. It reminded Thomas
Worth of the way a bull would sound, if the bull was about a foot high.

"Say!" sad Thomas Worth. "Who in blazes are you?'
"Never mind that. Just don’t step on me”

Thomas Worth decided it was either atramp or an intoxicated man, both of which types were sometimes
seen around the airport, and occasondly were found degping in secluded spots. He leaned on his cane,
dug out hisflashlight and pressed the button.

He got the big shock of hislife

It was a hideous little gold man. A man who looked to be not much more than two feet high. The fdlow
had a wide thick-lipped mouth, smdl pig eyes, and two holes for a nose. His face was not hairy; the rest
of hm was. Long, scraggly, golden-colored hair that 1ooked like gilded moss.

Thelittle golden ogre was naked except for a loindoth. This was brown, rather than golden, and looked
asif it was made out of muskrat fur. His sandd's were made of some kind of tree bark, held on by thongs
which ran up between his small gnarled toes and tied around his hairy golden ankles.

A dub was gripped by the litle ogre. The club wasn't gold ether; it was made of a dark wood and
studded with large thorns. The amdl golden ogre—he resembled a miniature caveman—qgripped the club



with both hands, and there was an expression of bestia ferocity on his face.

Thomas Worth took a long look—and wondered if he had gone crazy. He had been feding dl right
lady; he hadn’'t done more than his usud amount of worrying—it wasn't likey his mind had dipped.

Another possible explanation for this gpparition occurred to Thomas Worth.
"What carnivd did you escape from?' he asked.

"Canivd?' said the golden midget. "What's a carnivad ?'

"Maybe it was a circus?'

"Whét isacircus?'

"What are you?" Thomas Worth demanded.

The smdl man did not answer at once. His eyes had become accustomed to the light, and he was garing
a Thomas Worth. Judging by his expression, he was just as flabbergasted as the bigger man.

"Yeh, yah!" the little man said suddenly.

What?"

"Yah, yah!" repeated the ugly golden midget.

"l don't understand what you're trying to say—"

The ogre struck Thomas Worth with his club. 1t happened with surprising speed. The dub struck Thomas
Worth's servicesble leg and the bigger man cried out ininvoluntary pain and fdl to the ground.

It was as if dectric sparks had struck Thomas Worth's leg. The feding spread; a kind of tingling agony
rushed through his body until it reached his brain—and made Thomas Worth unconscious.

THE Crescent City airport remained open day and night, as befitted the flying fidd of a metropolis such
as Crescent City, which was a manufacturing city of some consequence located on the shore of one of
the Great Lakes. Severa men were on duty during the night, most of them young fdlows, and dl of them
nice. They liked Thomas Worth, and pitied hm while at the same time respecting him. For Thomas
Worth was a man who was struggling along and supporting afamily againg tremendous odds.

They soon missed their watchman that night at the airport.

Between one and two o' clock, they began looking for Thomas Worth. At fird, two mechanics and a
pilot waiting for duty made a casud search. Before morning, everybody was looking, and dl the giant
floodlights around the airport had been turned on, making it even brighter than it was after daylight came.

They did not find Thomas Worth.

Of course, they sent messengers to Thomas Worth's home—the Worth family was too poor to afford a
telephone—and learned that the father had not merely gone home.

Thomas Worth's wife, Mary, was home, and she naturdly became quite darmed, particularly since she
knew of no reason why Thomas Worth should disappear. Her son, Don, was away from home, working



a asummer camp for boys.

"Itisnot at dl like Thomas to go away without a word,” Mary Worth said. "I am sure there mugt be a
good reason.”

Later, she said, "Please, couldn’t we keep my son Don from learning his poor father had disappeared?
Don isworking hisway a summer camp.”

The summer camp authorities codperated, so Don Worth did not learn anything about the mydery just
yet.

The arport men were convinced there must be a reason, too. But what was it? They didn’'t know. They
couldn’t find any clues. No abandoned wdls, or old cisterns or anything like that.

Two days passed and everybody got worried.

The police had taken up the matter, and teletyped a description of missng Thomas Worth to every place
where they thought it would do any good. The police were dso keeping a sharp lookout for bodies that
might float up in the lake, and the State troopers were giving tramps close examinations.

The vanishing of Thomas Worth got in the newspapers in a amdl way. The missng man was not an
important person, so the story was a mere paragraph in afew of the metropolitan papers, to which it was
carried by the wire services. Probably if Thomas Worth had been a night watchman for anything but an
arport, his vanishing would not even have seen print outside Crescent City. There is gill something
romantic about airports, and everything connected with them.

The news item about Thomas Worth landed on the desk of Doc Savage.

It did not do any good, which was too bad. Doc Savage's assgtants merdly kept a dipping file of
anything that seemed unusud. This dipping was one among many. It merdy looked like the case of a
poor man who had skipped out and abandoned his family—judging from the dipping’s mere statement
that an airport watchman named Thomas Worth had disappeared in Crescent City.

So Doc Savage showed no interest in the Thomas Worth matter a this point. Doc Savage was a
remarkable individud, a man of astounding abilities, and aso aman who followed one of the strangest of
careers—but he was no darvoyant. He was not superhuman. He didn’'t know that Thomas Worth had
met alittle gold ogre of a caveman in the darkness near the Crescent City airport.

So Doc Savage just went on about his business, which was a very strange business indeed.

FOUR days later. Not midnight thistime, but rather close to it. Ten minutes after deven that night.

Mary Worth, the wife of missng Thomas Worth, heard a ragping sound on the front porch. Mary Worth
hed been stting, hands clasped lightly, waiting without knowing what she was waiting for. She sprang up.

"Whoisit?" she demanded nervoudy.

The dragging sound was repeated, followed by a low whimpering noise. It might have been one of the
neighbors dogs lying down on the porch and whining, but Mary Worth opened the door anyway.

Mary Worth immediatdy fainted.
The Worths could barely afford eectric lights, and they had to burn twenty-fivewatt and thirty-watt



bulbs to save money, and these did not give much light—but enough to show Mary Worth what made
her fant.

Later she regained consciousness—how much later it was, she didn’'t know—and she dragged what she
hed found on the porch into the house, without knowing how she managed that, either. It was Al
confused and terrible. She mugt have sobbed the whole time, because she redized later that her face was
wet.

It was her missng husband she had found. At last he opened his eyes. He seemed to want to speak, but
restrained himsdf, asif afraid to say what was in hismind.

Thomas Worth drank of a broth his terror-stricken wife made him; obvioudy he'd had nothing to eat for
sometime. He rested, waited for the broth to give im strength, in the meantime letting his wife bathe and
dress the sirange wounds on his body.

"Mary, do any of the neighbors know | have come back?"
Those were hisfirg words.
Mary Worth shook her head. She had been too flustered to cdl the neighbors.

"Don't tdl them," Thomas Worth said weakly, "until you hear my story. And maybe we had better not tdl
anyone my gory."

"Not tdl anyone!” Mary Worth gasped. "Why?'

Thomas Worth muttered, "Wait until you hear it, and you will understand.”

He dtirred a little, then groaned involuntarily. The flesh was cut deeply in circles around his wrigts, and his
hands were badly skinned, as if he had been bound, and had torn himsdf free. There were many other

cuts and abrasions on his body. But the bruises were the worst. He was bruised from head to foot, not
large bruises, but hideous ones, many of them had started to fester.

"What happened to you, Tom?" hiswife asked with tense anxiety.
Thomas Worth lay back on the pillow, clenched hisfigts againg the pain, and began his story.

"Thiswill sound utterly insane, Mary, so please just St and ligen until | finish,” he said. "'l was meking my
midnight round at the airport, and | found a hideous little gold man in the darkness. He wore no clothes
except aloindoth, and he carried a club. He looked like the pictures of old-time cavemen. In height, he
reached only a little above my knees. The gold-colored dwarf struck me with his club and | became
unconscious ingantly.”

Thomas Worth shut his eyes and shuddered.

"When | regained consciousness,”" he continued, "'l was in a greet sone cavern of a place. There were
many of the little golden ogres present. | was a prisoner. | was tied. | don't know how many of the
hideous dwarfs there were, but there must have been a lot of them, dthough | never saw over a dozen
together in agroup a any one time. They tortured me"

He saw that his bewildered wife was about to speak, and he shook his head at her.

"The gold ogres beat mewith their clubs™ he said. "It was horrible. They could speak English, dthough |
could hardly understand some of them. They were going to do something horrible to me. | was to be



besten for days, fird, then their medicine man was going to put some kind of terrible spell on me. | don’t
know what they meant by the spdll.”

Thomas Worth suddenly shoved himsdf up tensdy on the cot. His face was a picture of horror.

"Mary—that wasn't dl!" he gasped. "They planned something hideous! Againg Crescent City. Againgt
everybody living herel | don't know what itid | just heard them talk."

Thomas Worth shuddered again, then turned over and buried his face in his hands,
"I escaped,” he said, "before the medicine man got around to doing whatever he was going to do to me™"

THE quiet of the night was very dill in the modest home of Thomas and Mary Worth. The darm clock
hed stopped, as it had a habit of doing, and once in a while the kitchen faucet dripped with a didinct
gplatter of a sound. In the neighborhood somewhere, a radio played, and a dog began barking furioudy,
then stopped.

Thomas Worth said, "Mary."

"y e

"Now you understand why | didn’'t want the neighbors to hear my gory."

Mary Worth nodded miserably. "They wouldn't bdlieveiit."

"Worse. They would think | was crazy."

"What about tdling the police?' Mary Worth asked uneeslly.

"Do you think they’ll have me committed to an insane asylum?' Thomas Worth asked.

Mary Worth began to tremble; suddenly she burst into tears and buried her face in the worn cover which
she had spread over her husband.

"Oh, Tom, Tom! What horrible thing is wrong? What did happen to you? Think, Tom. Think! Try to tdl
mewha redly did happen to you!"

Thomas Worth shuddered.

"See" he sad. "Even you don't believe me”

There was no answer except his stricken wife' s uncontrollable sobbing.
"Does Don know | was—was gone?' Thomas Worth asked.

"No. They kept it from him at the summer camp.”

"It was very kind of them, because Don would have worried.”

Hiswife s reaction to his fantagtic te had a digtinct effect upon Thomas Worth. She was the one person
inthe world who was mogt likdy to believe him. Obvioudy, she thought he was suffering halucinations.
What would the police think? He visudized himsdf committed to a mentd ingtitution, and broke out in an
agonized swedt.



Thomas Worth thereafter refused to talk. Perhaps he was off mentdly. Time after time, that suspicion had
sruck him during the course of his incredible experience. What was happening was something that
couldn’t happen. Thomas Worth redized that.

When the police came, Thomas Worth only muttered incoherently. The doctors explained that he was
delirious from suffering, which was what he wanted them to think. He didn't tdl them a thing about the
litle golden ogres. He was afrad to.

So the newspapers carried a short item, saying Thomas Worth had returned home, apparently suffering
from exposure and a beeting at the hands of persons unknown, probably enemies he had made in the
course of his duties as a night watchman.

Thisitem was dipped and found itsway to Doc Savage's desk, where it was filed with the article about
Thomas Worth's disappearance. And that was that. Nothing to arouse Doc Savage' s interedt.

It was unfortunate that Doc Savage saw nathing in the matter that required his attention, because the Man
of Bronze, as the remarkable Doc Savage was known, might have prevented what happened next.

Thomas Worth disappeared agan. There was absolutely nothing to show how or why. He just
disappeared.

Thistime, the news was sent to the missng man’s son, Don Worth.

Chapter I1. FOUR FRIENDS

IT was doubtful if there exised a more pleasant summer camp for boys than Camp
Indian-Laughs-And-Laughs. The camp was named after the cliff-bordered lake cove, on the shores of
which it was Stuated. How the cove got the name was a mydery, but many an Indian brave probably
laughed with ddight when he firs saw the shug cove in which great fish legped dl night long and the
towering diffs, and thelittle brooks that raced over the edge and fdl sheer, turning into sparkling spray so
that, during al hours when the sun shone, one could see at least one rainbow and often many, no matter
inwhat part of the cove one stood.

Camp Indian-Laughs-And-Laughs was composed of a number of cabins and larger buildings, dl made of
logs, and surrounded by a stockade, after the fashion of forts in the frontier days. Picturesque was a
word that hardly did the place justice. An array of birch-bark and canvas-covered canoes rested on
racks dong the lake shore.

The parents of boys who sent their sons to Camp Indian-Laughs-And-Laughs found it rather expengve.
Consequently, there was a goodly number of sons of wedlthy parents.

There were other boys, however, who worked their way through.
Don Worth was one of the working boys.

As yet, Don Worth had no inkling that anything mysterious had happened to his father, poor crippled
Thomas Worth, who was airport night watchman in Crescent City.

Don Worth was at one of his tasks, chopping wood for the camp fireplaces.

His ax flashed, hissed and bit off great chips. He was dmogt a giant for his age—athough ill a youth,
there were muscles cabled across his shoulders, and coiled indde his coat deaves that made him more



then a physicd meaich for most fully grown men. Other boys were frequently amazed a big, quiet, serious
Don Worth's muscular strength. He was a young Hercules.

Don Worth had awill power that was stronger than his big muscles, dthough you didn’t redize that until
you knew him well. He was a very gentle young man who never forced his ideas on anybody; aso he
was extremedy ambitious. He was going to make a success in life, no matter how much earnest work it
took. He got up early and went to work, and he labored industrioudy until dark, then usudly could be
found studying. Most busy bees were loafers compared to Don Waorth.

Because he was s0 serious about life, Don Worth was kidded a lot. He took the razzing good-naturedly,
and everybody liked him. Now and then some bully mistook his quiet seriousness for cowardice, so that
Don Worth occasiondly had afight. The fight usudly conssted of Don Worth's taking hold of the bully,
and after he' d had hold for a moment or so, the opponent was invariably howling and glad for a chance
to run.

The camp chief approached Don Worth and handed him a telegram. Don opened it and read:

SOMETHING | CANNOT UNDERSTAND HAS HAPPENED TO YOUR FATHER. HE
DISAPPEARED, THEN CAME BACK LOOKING AS IF HE HAD BEEN TERRIBLY BEATEN.
NOW HE HAS VANISHED AGAIN. TRY NOT TO WORRY .

YOUR MOTHER.
Don Worth was shocked and mydtified.
"But thisisthe firs | knew of anything wrong!" he exclamed.

"I know," the camp chief said. "Your mother asked us to keep it from you at fird, so you would not be
worried."

The camp chief then handed Don Worth a sheaf of dippings from the Crescent City newspapers. Don
read them, and began to get afeding of deep bewilderment and uneasiness,

He went looking for B. Elmer Dexter.

He was not at dl surprised when he found B. ElImer Dexter concocting a new get-rich-quick scheme.

B. ELMER DEXTER was about the same age as young Don Worth, and they were pas. They had just
two things in common. Both owned poor parents, and both were determined to make a success—but B.
Blmer Dexter had no intention of working for it. Work? Not for B. ElImer. Not while he had so many
awel idess for getting rich in a hurry.

B. Elmer was surrounded by sheets of paper, a borrowed typewriter, and enthusasm.

"I'mwriting letters to companies that make diving suits”" he explained rapidly. "You know how many
ships loaded with cod and iron ore have sunk in the Great Lakes? Dozend Hundreds! I'm going to start
svaging them dl. WE Il raise the ships and get the cargo. We're young fdlows, so the newspapers will
play it up. Give us a lot of publicity. The companies will furnish us the diving suits free because of the
publicity. Like companies furnished suff to Admird Byrd for his South Pole exploring. There€' s millionsin
it Milliond And it won't cost us a cent! I'm gonnalet you in on it, and Mentd Byron, and Funny Tucker.
Well dl make so much money that— Say, what' s the matter with you?"



"Read this”" Don Worth said, and passed over the tdlegram and the newspaper clippings.

B. Elmer Dexter read swiftly. He did everything swiftly. He was a dender fdlow with dark hair, sngpping
eyes, more conversation than aradio announcer, and a persondity that whizzed like an dectric dynamo.
He was dmost completely the opposite of big, serious, placid Don Worth.

"Blazed" said B. Elmer, waving the telegram. "What does this mean”?"

"I do nat know," Don replied serioudly.

B. Elmer jumped up, waved the telegram and the dippings again.

"Let’s see what Menta Byron thinks of it," he said. "Mentd knows everything.”

Don Worth nodded. The opinion of Morris (Mental) Byron would be worth while. Everybody respected
Mentd’ s brains and thinking powers.

They found Mentd Byron, as they expected, seated comfortably againg a boulder on the lake shore,
cogiteting. The boulder was his favorite spot, for it afforded one of the mogt insoirationd and beautiful
views around Camp Indian-Laughs-And-Laughs. Mentd could St for hours and contemplate something
beautiful. He was a dreamer. And no mean philosopher, either.

"Hdlo," Mentd said placidly.

No one had ever seen Mentd any other way than cam.

He was along youth with a rugged face—in fact, he looked remarkably like the picture of Abe Lincoln.
"We ve got trouble" B. Elmer explained.

Menta Byron smiled dightly and said, "Don't be too worried when you sumble. Remember, a worm is
the only thing that can’t fdl down.”

Which was atypica piece of Morris Mentd Byron’s philosophy.
"Give the brains the tdlegram and dippings™ B. EImer told Don Worth, "and see what he thinks"

Mentd took the message and examined it thoughtfully. From his manner, one would have guessed him as
much older, whereas he was exactly the same age as Don Worth and B. Elmer Dexter.

"Thisisvery strange," he declared. He looked a Don Worth. "What is your thought about this?'
"My firg impulse was to hurry home" Don said.

Mentd nodded. "Being on theright track is a very good thing. But if you just stand there, you'll likdy get
run over."

Don asked, "You mean | should go home?'
"Exadtly."

"And we should go with you," Mentd Byron added. "If two heads are better than one, think how good
three heads would be."



"NOW look here" Don Worth said uncomfortably, "I can’t burden you with my troubles. You're having
a swdl time here a camp, and you don’t redly want to go back to Crescent City. Thanks a lot. |
appreciate it, but you fellows wouldn’t have a good time going with me."

"l think we would," Mentd said.
IIWI,.M?I
"We like excitement. And this sounds exciting.”

Asif this dismissed any chances for further argument, Menta arose from the rock and said, "I'll have my
bag packed in ten minutes™

"I'll have my bag in five!" B. Elmer yelled. He started to dash away, stopped, shouted, "Say, maybe we
can olve this mystery, then make it into a story and sl it to the movies for amint of money!"

And he was off after his bag.
"B. Elmer can see a get-rich-quick schemein everything,” Don chuckled.

Menta nodded soberly. "If you go around firing a shotgun in the ar long enough, you're bound to hit a
duck eventudly. Some day, one of B. Elmer’sideas will dick."

Don Worth was secretly delighted at the idea of his two pas accompanying him, but he did not want
them to miss out on the fun of Camp Indian-Laughs-And-Laughs, so he was earnest in his protestations
that they were working a hardship on themsdaves. Mentd only smiled.

They went looking for ther third pal.
"Where do you suppose Funny Tucker is?' Don pondered.
"Did you notice the luncheon he ate? Probably helll be in his cabin repenting.”

Leander (Funny) Tucker was in his cabin, dl right, and he was ful of repentance. Funny Tucker, if he
didn't watch out, would soon be as wide as he was tal—but there was scant posshility of his watching.
Funny liked his food. Also his laughs. Funny Tucker was a roly-poly joy boy without a care in life. His
fund of gags, both his own and those purloined from the radio and movies, was unlimited.

Funny was holding his ssomach.

"If the bravest are the tenderest,” he complained, "the steer that provided that luncheon steak was sure a
coward!"

"What you fed is probably the humiliaion of the steer at finding out one boy could eat dl of him," Menta
advised.

" didn’t eat the whole steer. Only seven steaks.”
When he heard of ther plans, Funny Tucker forgot hisindigestion.
"Exatement!” he exclamed. "Hot ziggety!”

The four of them caught the midafternoon launch that brought the daly mal and provisons to Camp
Indian-Laughs-And-Laughs. It was with regret that they watched the camp, where they’d had so much
fun, apparently snk into the sun-jeweled waves as the launch carried them away. They caught a train at



the village where the launch landed them.

By dark that evening, the four young fdlows were in Crescent City.

MORRIS MENTAL BYRON and Leander Funny Tucker were—unlike Don Worth and B. Elmer
Dexter—the possessors of fathers who had a great dead of money. So Menta and Funny staked the
crew to a taxicab in which they rode from the gtation toward the rather poverty-stricken didrict on the
edge of Crescent City, where the Worths lived.

The four had gotten to talking about mysteries, and people who were famous at solving them. Don Worth
took little part in the conversation while it referred to the G-men, Scotland Yard, Sherlock Holmes, and
others.

Suddenly Don spoke up.
"What about Doc Savage?' he asked. "Ian’'t he one of the greatest mystery-solvers of dl time?"

"You mean the individud they cdl the Man of Bronze" Mental said thoughtfully. "I once read a book on
psychology and philosophy that he wrote. It was amazing.”

"Doc Savage does a lot of things besides write books," Don explained. "He is an astounding fellow. He
was trained by scientists from childhood, until now he is a kind of combination of physcd mave and
mentd wizard. He has five assstants, and each one of these hepers is a famous expert in dectricity or
chemigry or some such line But Doc Savage knows more about those things than any one of his
assgants”

"What does he need assstants for?" asked Funny Tucker.

"To hep himin his strange lifé s work."

"Strange?' B. Elmer asked.

"Work of any kind seems strange to me™ announced Funny Tucker.

Don explained serioudy, "Doc Savage goes to the far corners of the earth, righting wrongs and punishing
evildoers, and he takes no pay for it."

"No pay," sad B. Elmer, "makesit strange indeed.”
Menta Byron said thoughtfully, "Y ou seem to know a great ded about this Doc Savage. Ever meet him?'

"No, | never met Doc Savage.” Don Worth colored with embarrassment. "You see, Doc Savage just
happens to be the man | admire most in the world, next to my father."

They arrived at the modest Worth home.

Mary Worth was wel acquainted with Don’'s four companions, and she greeted them with a flicker of
hope. Don was shocked at his mother’s worried expresson—it seemed to him that much more horror
lurked in her features than was warranted by the fact that his father had disappeared. The feding that
much more was wrong than appeared on the surface oppressed Don dl through the tasty dinner which
his mother prepared for them.

"Mother," he said quietly, "there is something more that you haven't told us."



Mary Worth nodded miserably.
"What isit?' Don asked.

Mary Worth looked at the boys. She knew them wel enough to be sure that they would not spread the
impresson that her hushand had gone insane.

"Your father told me an incredible story,” she said, and gave them the tale of the little golden ogres.

DON WORTH and the other three were rather close to speechlessness after the tde had ended. Tdling
ghogt gtories had been a favorite evening pagtime a Camp Indian-Laughs-And-Laughs, but none of
those hair-curlers quite equaled this one.

Without finding anything much to say, they went to bed. Because the house was smdl, they dl bedded
down on palets in the living room. Mrs. Worth dept in the bedroom. The kitchen was the only other
room in the amdl house,

Fndly, Mentd Byron spoke. "Don."

"es"

"Has there ever been any insanity in your family?"
"No," Don said, shuddering. "There haan't.”

Mentd reached over and put a hand on Don Worth's shoulder. There was something that Don found
definitdy comforting about his touch.

"I've got afeding in my bones, Don, that there isn't anything in the least wrong with your father’s mind,”
Mentd said earnestly.

Don couldn’t have explained why, but the other boy’s reassurance made him fed a great ded better.
Sill, however, he was not able to deep, and he judged from the squirmings that the others were having
the same trouble. They did not hold a long conversation, something they ordinarily would have done;
probably the weirdness of the story which Mrs. Worth had told them held them to silence.

It mugt have been after midnight when Don—he was rather more than hdf adeep by now—redized that
Mentd was getting up. To awhispered query, Mentd responded that he couldn’t deep and he was going
out on the porch to St and contemplate stars.

Don watched Menta move slently outdoors. It was a moonlight night, except at intervas when dinking
clouds made it very dark. It would have been a quiet night, too, except for one thing—the snoring of
Funny and B. Elmer. They were fumishing a goose-and-bumblebee duet, one doing the honking and the
other buzzing accompaniment.

Came a moment when the clouds made it very dark. Theintervd of sepia lasted for at least five minutes,
then it was suddenly bright moonlight again outdoors.

Abruptly, Menta whisked in from the porch. He moved slently, reached Don's side, and sank down.
Don redized with a start that Menta was trembling.

"Don" Mentd breathed. "I just saw a little golden man who wore a breechcloth and carried adub!™



Chapter I11. THE OGRESAND THE BOYS

DON WORTH jerked upright, would have exclamed adoud had Mentd not pressed a hand over his
mouth.

"Sh-h-h!" Mentd whispered. "Thelittle gold fdlow is poking around the outside. He might hear.”

"Show him to me" Don ordered, as quietly as he could manage in his excitement.

The two of them crept to awindow, and stood looking out in the moonlight. Menta pointed.

"Therd" he breathed. "And I'm glad you can see him, too! | am afraid people would think | was crazy.”
Don Worth stared.

"Great Gulliver!" he gasped.

His eyes had some difficulty distinguishing the little gold-colored man on the lawvn. Then the midget figure
stepped out into brighter moonlight, and it was more dearly visble.

The head of the little golden ogre would not reach to the bet of even Funny Tucker, whose bet was
closer to the ground than any of the others. The dwarf was naked except for a brown fur loindoth and
sandds, and his hideoudy gnarled hands gripped a club.

Thetiny one trotted across the lawvn and disappeared into shadows.
Don Worth gripped Mentd’s arm.

"We ve got to follow that . . . that—whatever itid" Don gasped.

"Wl, we know now that your father wasn't crazy,” Mentd said tensdly.

They awakened Funny Tucker and B. EImer Dexter. It was no task to arouse B. Elmer dlently, but they
hed the good judgment to jam a pillow over Funny’s head and St on it until he understood what it was dll
about. Funny’s awakenings were something like a bull warus having a spasm.

Asswiftly as possble, they crept out into the night. All four were Boy Scouts, and Crescent City wasin a
forest section, so they dl had some experience a woodcraft. Moreover, the art of traling a quarry
slently had been practiced in games at Camp Indian-Laughs-And-Laughs.

"Say, an Indian couldn’t do a better job than this™ whispered Funny Tucker.

They came upon the little golden dwarf so suddenly tha they dmost gave themsdves away. Hattening
thar bodies in dew-wet grass, they watched.

The samdl ogre was obvioudy conducting a search. He was squetting and peering, giving particular
atention to the vidnity of a stone fence. He began picking up rocks and peering under them.

Suddenly they heard him give a smdl, unpleasant grunt. He had found something under a rock.
"Maybe he's hunting his supper,” Funny Tucker whispered.

But it was no fat grub or cricket that the little fellow had found. It was a paper, as nearly as the watchers
could tll. Nearby was a corner street light, and the dwarf carried the paper to this, where they saw him



peer at it for sometime.
Ancther unpleasant grunt came from the weird creature.

He picked up a stick, poked around, found a soft spot, and carefully buried the paper. They watched
him scatter the débris over the spot to cover his handiwork.

Ading stisfied, asif he had completed his night's work, the amdl man grolled away.

Don Worth scuttled swiftly to the spot, and aided by Mentd and Funny, dug up the paper. They could
read, by the street-light luminance, the words scrawled upon it.

THE GOLD OGRES HAVE SEIZED ME. THEY WERE AFRAID | COULD LEAD THE POLICE
TO THEIR CAVERN.

Don Worth gasped, "That’s my father’ s handwriting!™

None of the four boys were dow-witted. The sgnificance of what they had found became plain to dl of
them a about the same moment. Mental Byron voiced it.

"They must have carried your father away, and he managed to leave a note by the stone fence. They
seem to have found out about the note, and one of them came back to hunt it. He found it, and buried it
where he thought nobody would ever locate it."

Don Worth nodded. "That's what it looks like. But how come they didn't find out about the note
immediately?"

Mentd gave histheory of the explanation rductantly. "Your mother said that your father daimed he had
been tortured.”

"You think they’ ve made dad tdll about the note?' Don asked.
n M wmll
Don shuddered.

"Thisis such an impossible thing," he said. "It's plain fantastic. | wouldn't believe such quff, even in a
book."

B. Elmer Dexter groaned. "Wish | had a camera and photoflash bulbs.”
"Camera?'

"Think of what the newspapers would be willing to pay for pictures of that little golden men!" B. Elmer
explained. "Boy, I'll bet | could sdl the picture for a thousand smackers.”

"Come on," Don growled. "WEe Il falow him. Maybe helll lead us to my father.”
Ther quarry was not exercisng much caution, so they did not have difficulty following him.

The forest that bordered Crescent City on three Sdes—the lake made the fourth sde—came close to the
aty limits at some points, and this was one of them.

The dwarf plunged into the woods, and immediately it was hard to follow him, for it was very dark. The
four stuck close together. Each of them would have been rdluctant to admit it, but the night was giving



them a large case of the cregps. They were modern boys of the twentieth century, and nobody could
have told them that something like this could happen. But it was hagppening. They had stepped, literdly,
into afary story.

"I wouldn't be surprised to see a goblin in here” B. Elmer whispered, feding his way in the forest
blackness.

"There€ re no such things as gobling" Funny Tucker told him.

"There re no such things as little golden cavemen, ather,” B. Elmer retorted.
"Sh-h-h!" breathed Mentd Byron. "Look!"

They drained ther eyesin the shadows.

"Two of them!" Don exploded.

The dwarf they had been falowing had joined another, and the two were sanding in the moonlight glade,
leening on their dlubs and conversing.

Don and Mentd crawled close enough that the gutturd little voices were understandable. They watched
the two little ogres—one of them was pointing with his club at something in the distance.

"Yah, yah," the midget said.
"Yah, yah," agreed the other.
Funny Tucker crawled up behind Don and breathed. "Quite a vocabulary.”

The midget continued to point with his club—and Don craned his neck to see what the club indicated. He
saw a man—a fuly grown man dad in dishevded gaments—stumbling through the woods, some
distance away.

The poor man was weak, hardly able to travel. His progress was a series of gsumbling runs from one tree
to another.

"My father!" Don exploded.

Don Worth was as quiet and patient as a mountain—but he was the kind of mountain that could turn into
avolcano. He erupted now.

Inawild rage, Don legped up and charged a the dwarfs.

DON thought only of what had happened to his father, what these little horrors had done. He wanted to
saze them, punish them severdly, put them where they could not harm anyone ese.

Both dwarfs ran. Vanished into dark underbrush. Don plunged after them. He cornered one, launched a
footbd| tackle for the felow. The midget dodged. He walloped Don’'s head with his club. The blow was
gunning. Don saw assorted pain-lights.

Funny yeled, "There goes the other! | got ‘im!"
Judging from the noises, Funny got more than he bargained for. They dl began to get more than they



bargained for.

Don heaved up—only to have aterific blow send him sprawling. He crashed into a thorn bush. In spite
of himsdf, he ydled in pain. He clawed out of the tangle. Hands grabbed his ankles. He went down. He
was struck severa blows—with afig, he thought—that were agonizing.

More desperate now, Don floundered around. His big, strong hands found alimb as thick as his wrist He
flailed with the huge club, riking random blows at the smothering darkness.

It was intensdy dark. He could not see what he was hitting.

Abruptly, the club was wrenched out of his hands with incredible forcel Don was very strong. But the
cub was yanked from him as if he was a child.

He could tdl from the struggle and confusion in the shadow-blackened underbrush thet his three friends
were faing as badly as himsdf. They were, in fact, getting whipped! If this kept up, the little gold dwarfs
would capture them dl.

Moreover, they weren't fighting two midgets. There mugt be at least a dozen!
It was Don Worth, the quietest one of the four, who made their decisions in the emergency.
"Beat it!" Don barked. "We ve bit off more'n we can chew!"

"Wat!" B. ElImer Dexter ydled. "I wanna catch one of these dwarfd | could get rich showin' himin a
Sdeshow!"

Then B. Elmer howled painfully. He must have gotten a whack that discouraged his collecting indtincts. In
fact, B. Elmer thereafter took the lead in the running.

The four boys ran headiong until they decided they had outdistanced their pursuers. Then they stopped
for a sheepish conference.

"Fine bunch of heroes we turned out to be" Don Worth said grimly.

"Don't they say that he who fights and runswill be around to fight another day?' Mentd asked dryly.
Funny Tucker produced a flaghlight and started examining himsdf.

"What gave you that black eye?' B. Elmer asked him.

"It wasn't any gift," Funny groaned. "Boy, | fought for it."

Don Worth said soberly, "I formed a suspicion during that fight, fellows. | wonder if any of you formed
the same idea”

"All | fdt forming was knots on my head," Funny Tucker said. "What do you mean, Don?'

"We had more than two foes in that fight,” Don explained. "And | got the idea that some of them were
perhaps grown men."

"Grown men—I got the same ideg,” Mentd said. "Somebody had me by the neck for a while, and I'll
swear it wasn't any dwarf."

"You guys" sad Funny, "wouldn’t be making excuses for our falure?'



They weren't sure. It had been very dark, and the excitement furious Whether they had fought some
grown men, they couldn’t tell.

"What about my father!" Don Worth said impatiently. "We ve got to find him!"

They went looking for the man they had glimpsed dimly, staggering through the moonlit open spaces in
the woods. They found him, sprawled in a dearing.

"Dadl" Don Worth shouted, and dashed forward.

But it wasn't his father.

Chapter V. SPELL OF THE OGRES

THE man was short, much shorter than Don Worth's father, and he was rather wide. He had a swarthy,
but not unpleasant face, with a wide mouth that was twisted by suffering. Recently his suit had been
excdlent, but now it was mangled until it seemed remarkable that it stayed on him.

He had asmdl club. He clutched this menacingly.
"Takeit easy, miger,” Don Worth said quickly.
"Whosayou fdla?' the man demanded.

Menta Byron let out an exclamation.

"Hey, it's Tony Bandorral" Menta said. "Tony is the head mechanic for one of Mr. Marcus Gild's truck
lined"

Tony Bandorra was obvioudy about to pass out from injuries and exhaustion.
"Wha happened to you, Tony?' Don asked.

Tony sad quite a number of wordsin aforeign language, to express hisfedings
"I notta crazy!" he inasted unexpectedly.

"Nobody has said you were—"

"But you gonna say so when you hear whet | tdlayou,” Tony said grimly.

He hegitated, then gave his explanation.

He had been waking home from work late two nights ago, and a hideous little golden dwarf had leaped
out and struck him with a club. "He's mucha ugly bambino,” Tony described the midget. Tony had
become unconscious. He had awakened in a cavern, a great unpleasant place, which was, "Plumb fulla
them ugly bambinos—"

Don Worth interrupted excitedly, "Did you see my father?'
"Who' sa bambino you?'
"My father is Thomas Worth," Don told him. "Did you see dad?"



"They have bunchafdlathat place. | notta see ‘em dl.”

"You mean," gasped Don, "that the dwarfs have a number of prisoners?’

"That' saright.”

Thefour ligeners were dumfounded. They stared at each other in the moonlight.

Tony Bandorra said, "Whatta mat’ with you bambinos? Y ou no thinka I’ m bats in the befry?"
"No, Tony," Don said. "We believe you."

"Yousa crazy, then. She' sa story nobody shoulda believe.”

"How do you account for what happened, Tony? Why were you seized?'

"Boys, you guess as gooda as me. They make me drink of some suff what she no taste good.”
"Made you drink something?"

"No taste good. Then they turname loose.”

Surprised, Don asked, "You didn't escape? They freed you?'

"That'saright.”

A doud passed over the moon, and sudden darkness pounced like black animds, caudng it to occur to
dl of them amultaneoudy that they didn’t like their surroundings.

"WEe re not out of the woods yet," said Funny Tucker, "and no joke intended.”
"Hows about you bambinos helpa me home?' Tony Bandorra asked.

The four exercised their woodcraft, made a stretcher out of two poles and their coats, then took turns
carying. It probably wasn't as long as it seemed before they got Tony Bandorra home to the pleasant
little cottage where he lived done, a bachelor.

They gave Tony firg aid, then cdled a doctor, and the medico assured them they had done dl they could.
The doctor was naurdly puzzled, but they decided to let Tony Bandorra explain metters.

There seemed nothing ese to do, so the four headed for Don Worth's home,
"They made him drink something, then turned him loose," Menta Byron pondered.
"Myserious™ Don Worth admitted.

"I dill bet we can I the story to the moviesfor apile of jack,” said B. Elmer Dexter.

THE next morning, Funny Tucker got up early—ggetting up early was unusud for joy-loving Funny, very
unusua—and went out to get dl the newspapers that had been issued in Crescent City and vidinity during
the past severd days. Funny came rushing back in a swesting excitement.

"You act,” B. EImer told him, "asif you had ants on you."



"Yegh. Cold-footed ones," Funny gulped. "Here, look & these papers!”

The others gathered around. Funny had used his pencil to mark severa different items in his assortment
of newspapers. All of these articles were Smilar.

"Theré sax items™ Don Worth said, "and they're dl about dike."
Funny Tucker pointed. "Here s atypicd one"
They read:

Mrs. Rose Moritz appeared at police headquarters yesterday afternoon and asked officers to
conduct a search for her husband, Maoss, who disappeared two days ago.

Having read that item and others of a Smilar nature—about the only variation was tha different persons
were concerned—Don Worth, Menta Byron and the other two could not hdp seeing something
unpleasant.

"Whew!" Mentd exclamed.

"It looks" Don said, "asif there has been an epidemic of disappearances in Crescent City."
Astonished, they gave the papers a more thorough examinaion.

"No doubt about it," B. Elmer said. "There' salot of people getting missing.”

Mentd nodded soberly. "Crescent is a amdl city,” he pointed out, "and while now and then someone
disappears—it never happens on such ascae asthis. Why, at least Sx persons have vanished in the last
few days. Too many to be coincidence.”

Don Worth went to the window and frowned at the bright morning sun. His mouth was grim. They hadn’t
found his father. They had only learned that something incredible seemed to be afoot. Don clenched his
teeth. Terror, like a dark animd, was skulking in the corners of his mind, and only his determination not
to be afraid kept it from legping out.

"Therewas't," he said, "aword in the paper this morning about Tony Bandorra.”

"Queer, too," Funny said.

"Tony Bandorra apparently didn’t tel the police what he told us.”

"Either that,” Menta pointed out, "or the police thought the story was too goofy to be true.”
Don reached for his hat.

"Thing for us to do," he sad, "is go get Tony Bandorra and the police together, and make the police
bdlieve the story. The officers should redize that something incredible and terrible is redlly hgppening.”

The others nodded approval.

"Maybe we can make alotta money,” suggested B. Elmer, "by organizing a detective agency and finding
these missng people.”

THE moment they reached Tony Bandorra's house, they knew something was wrong. People stood on



the Sdewalk, saring a Tony’s neet little house. Neighbors, evidently.
"What'swrong?' Don demanded.

"Fdlow lives there is acting funny,” a man explained. "Somebody came to vidt him, and he started
screeching and throwing things”

Don and the other three exchanged knowing looks. Funny said, "The guy is probably scared giff is dll.
Hell fed better when he sees us”

They strode onto the porch and knocked—and nothing happened. Not for some time. B. Elmer
muttered, "Funny,” and went over to awindow and tapped on it and cdled, "Hey, Tony! It's the fdlows
who helped you last night.”

Tony Bandorra opened the door then.

Don Worth fdt a bite of uneasness. Something he couldn’t have worded. Conceivably it was the
expression on Tony Bandorra s face—a difference.

"Why, it'sabambinod"” Tony said heartily. "Come onain'™

Tony was bandaged. He wore a neat dark suit, evidently his Sunday suit, and a cleen shirt. His necktie
was loud. His grin was big. Big and atrifle strange.

Don's uneasiness began growing.
"How are you, Tony?' he asked.
"Fedafineasslk," Tony said.

"Didn't you tdl the police what happened?' Don asked, getting to the point a once. "The newspapers
had nothing about it."

Tony' s grin collapsed, then came back again. "Whata you talk about?"

"You know—the golden-colored dwarfs who seized you. Everything. Didn't you tdll the officers?'
Tony had large teeth. All of them showed in aweird, foxy grin.

"Bambinos, you come to basement,” he said. "Tony showa you something.”

Tony led the way to a door that led down into the basement of his bungaow. He stepped back, gestured
for them to go down.

"Shel sasomethin’ down there you like to see” he said.
Mentad Byron started down the steps, trailed by Funny Tucker.

Don Worth made a move to follow, got as far as the firg step. His uneasiness burst up, like a flame of
warning. He grabbed a Mentd and Funny.

"Wait!" Don barked. "Fedlows, there's something wrong here—"

He never finished. Tony Bandorra screamed. He emitted a shriek that Don Worth heard for a long time,
in nightmares. And he whipped out a piece of gas pipe which had been hidden under his coat.



B. Elmer Dexter for once wasn't preoccupied with a scheme to get rich quick. He dived for Tony. B.
Blmer was afarish footbdl player; he made good use of his skill. Tony went down.

Don pitched for the gas pipe. He got ablow on the shoulder; it shocked his whole sde. But he fastened
both hands to the pipe. He was stronger than Tony, adthough not one person in a thousand would have
guessed it. Don wrestled furioudy, got the gas pipe. He sumbled back with it, a little surprised. He was
adways astonished at the results of his strength, being indined to underestimate his muscular power.

Funny and Mentd legped back up the dtairs, sorang for Tony. But Tony rolled, struck B. Elmer,
managed to kick Funny’s well-fed midriff—and got away. He was up and out of the door with
adonishing agility.

Tony Bandorra ran away from the bungalow making weird gigglings and snarling.

Chapter V. THE SPECIALIST IN MYSTERY
FUNNY TUCKER hdd hismiddie and gasped, "Let’s get outa here.”
"Wait," Don sad grimly.

He went down into the basement, holding the piece of gas pipe ready. He saw a switch, poked it; the
place flooded with light. There was nothing except the things that should be in a basement.

Don went back upstairs. He found the others waiting, looking as if he had gone barehanded into a lion
cage.

"Nothing," Don explained. "We Il look over the house."
They looked. There was nothing out of the way.
"But he was going to do something terrible to ud" Mental croaked.

"Let's scram,” Funny said earnestly. "This place makes me fed as if caterpillars were crawlin® al over
r],E.ll

They went home. They were very quiet. Funny Tucker didn’t think of a 9ngle gag, and B. Elmer didn’t
uggest even one way of getting rich. Something terrible was going on.

The afternoon newspapers showed just how red the terror was.
CRAZED EMPLOYEE SLAYS

FELLOW WORKER, ATEMPTS

TOKILL MARCUS GILD

This afternoon, Tony Bandorra ran amuck and clubbed to deasth Albert Lan, a fdlow worker, then
attempted to reach the office of Marcus Gild, Crescent City financier. Bandorra was screaming that he
was going to kill Marcus Gild. Police seized Bandorra.

It is stated that doctors are ungble to explain Bandorra's strange menta condition.

"That isanvful,” Mentd Byron said hoarsdly.



There was a great ded more to the sory—particularly about Marcus Gild—but nothing that shed any
light on the mygtery.

The entire last column of the story was devoted to explaining how important was Marcus Gild,
informetion which everyone in Crescent City knew. Hdf the peoplein town worked for Marcus Gild. He
owned the leading bank, the light plant, the telephone system, the three leading factories, and so many
garmdl businesses that probably no one knew the number but his manager-secretary, a remarkable and
effident young womean with amazing red har, named Vee Main. The news story mentioned that Vee
Main's dertnessin barring the door of Marcus Gild's office had probably saved the moneybags' life

"Hah!" said Funny Tucker. "Smdl lossif he'd gotten old Marcus Gild!"
"That's an avful thing to say," Don said.

"I don't care" retorted Funny. "That old money magnet, Marcus Gild, is the meanet man dive
Everybody knows that."

"And Marcus Gild don't seem to care," Don admitted.
"I wish | had his gift for decoying dollars" B. Elmer said, and sighed.
"Bvenif Marcus Gild isrich and a mise—"

Funny snorted. "Miser! That old rip is so dingy that he goes out to lunch before his appetite comes on, so
hell save money!"

B. Elmer sghed again. "I dill wish | had his hypnotic power over money.”

Mentd grinned philosophicaly. "Oh, well, some men are born greet, some achieve greatness—"

"And some grate on your nerves" Funny Tucker said. "Hey, Don! Where you goin'?"

Don Worth said serioudy, "We re going sraight to the police and tdl them about the little golden ogres.”

Funny snorted. "Wait'll | cal my mother and tell her to send my supper to the locd insane asylum.”

THEIR interview with the police was as bad as Funny Tucker had predicted it would be. It was worse.
They were laughed at. Very heatily.

"You boys run dong home," the police sergeant advised, "and give your imagingion a rest.”
"Little gold cave men!" a cop chuckled. "Say, thisis good!"
Another officer suggested, "Maybe we' d better lock them up for dangerous lying."

There was nathing the four friends could do except march out of the police station, which they did with
slence and what dignity they could mugter.

"What | expected,” Don muttered.
“I'm not surprised, ether,” Mentd admitted.

"There' sgoing to be some red police ears," Funny Tucker said, "when they find out there redly are little
ugy gold dwarfs.”



They stopped on a corner in the business didtrict, waiting for atraffic light to change. All four had formed
the prudent habit of waiting for the green light.

Across the dtreet towered the First Bank of Crescent, a skyscraper that was as impressve as aw in
New York, evenif it waan't astdl. The bank was owned by Marcus Gild, Don Worth thought—and an
idea hit him.

"Blazed" he exploded. "Something has been sumbling around in my mind! And | just remembered!”
"Remembered what?' B. Elmer asked.

"Something | had heard about Marcus Gild."

"Waan't nothing good, I'll bet," Funny said.

"Wasit anything about how he makes his money?' B. Elmer asked hopefully.

Don st out with agrim expression. "Come on. We're going to Marcus Gild's home™

Marcus Gild lived in the coldest and grimmest-looking house in Crescent City. Measured by a pure
masonry standard, it was dso the greatest house in town; it had taken a good-sized quarry to supply the
bleak stone blocks from which it was constructed.

Fird, there was a wadl, very high, warted a intervals with turrets. Behind that was the house itsdf,
supposed to be cadtlelike, but redly more of atomb aspect. One looked at it and did not think of rooms;
one thought of dungeons.

A grim-looking gateman findly admitted them as far as a forbidding halway in the vast house. Here, they
were adlowed to chill their heds for atime. The hdl was long, high, and dmogt as vast as the Crescent
City opera house.

Fndly, a woman appeared.
"That's Vee Main, the old reprobate’ s secretary-manager,” B. Elmer whispered.

It was the fird time any of the boys had seen Vee Man a close range. She was, they dl redized,
grikingly beautiful for a young woman as capable as she was reputed to be. She was tal, well-shaped,
and had dl the good points, not the least of which was a wedlth of griking flame-colored hair.

"Boy!" Funny Tucker whispered, "if | was alittle older, | could go for her!"
Vee Man amiled a them.
"Marcus Gild probably won't see you," she said. "What do you want?'

Don Worth said, "We want to see Marcus Gild's collection of little statues of men made out of gold.”

ASTOUNDED slence gripped the other three young fdlows. A dropped pin would have sounded like a
gunshot. Funny Tucker and B. Elmer swalowed severd times Only Mentd Byron looked as if he
understood. Menta had remembered.

Marcus Gild was supposed to have a hobby for collecting amdl statuettes of solid gold, and Statuettes
only of men. During a palitical campaign, about the time the government was cdling in dl gold, a politician



had made quite a point of demanding to know why the government didn’t collect Marcus Gild's gold
statuettes. That the palitician had been defeated, and later forced to leave the city, was beside the point,
dthough it did indicate Marcus Gild's power. Marcus Gild was undeniably the Czar of Crescent City.

"You look like nice young men," Vee Main said. "I'll ask Mr. Gild."

She didn't need to tdl them what Marcus Gild said. They could hear him. So could the neighbors for
blocks around, if there had been any neighbors, which there weren't, because this grim castle stood on a
hill by itsdlf. Marcus Gild said, "Har-r-rumph!™ and it sounded asif a donkey had brayed.

"Throw ‘em out!" Marcus Gild yelled. "Sick the dogs on ‘em!”
Vee Man sad, "But Mr. Gild—"
"Throw ‘em out! They're thieving urchind™

Don Worth was a placid, retiring young man, but he was not without a temper—and certainly no one had
ever accused him of alack of determination to accomplish anything that he started. He had come here for
apurpose. He intended to succeed.

Don stepped into the room, past surprised Vee Main.
"Mr. Gild," he said, "we want—"
"Get out!" Marcus Gild squaled.

If a baby dephant was to be supplied with pants and shirt and carpet dippers, have his face revised
somewhat and gt in a chair, the result would have been a driking resemblance to Marcus Gild. Instead of
atrunk, Marcus Gild had a round and rather plum-shaped nose, and two eyes that might have been amadl
purple grapes. His ears stuck out from his head until it was possible to hang a hat upon ether one.

The whole effect of Marcus Gild was surprisngly like that of one of Snow White's dwarfs, except that
there was nothing smal about him. As Funny expressed it later, "He' s fat enough to tilt a battleship!”

"Beat it!" Marcus Gild howled. "I don't like people. | don't like you! The more you didike me, and the
sooner you get out of here, the happier I'll bel™

The sentiments were returned, Don thought heatedly. But he kept his temper, having learned that, while
you could lose your temper and get it back, at the same time you dmost dways lost something else that
you couldn’t get back.

"We want," Don said, "to see your little gold man-statuettes.”

The effect of that on Marcus Gild was surprisng. He let out an astonished breath. His mouth fel open.
Hislittle round dark eyes regarded them with sudden intengity.

"Eh?' he said.

"We remembered,” said Don, "that you have a collection of amdl gold statues of men. We just wanted to
See them.”

If Marcus Gild had been gunpowder, he would have exploded. Asit was, he beat the arms of his chair.
"What do you know about my gold men?' he ydled. "Who stole them?'



"Stole them?' Don gasped.

"The whole group of cavemen!” Marcus Gild got up out of his chair ominoudy. "How'd they get out of
their exhibition case? Where are they?'

"Cavemen?' Don gulped.
The interview wasn't meking sense.

Marcus Gild snatched at a knobbed cane leaning againg his chair. It was evident to Don and the others
that a quick retreat was advisable.

They didn't exactly flee. They just walked out in haste.

"Tdl the police" old Marcus Gild howled a Vee Main, "to investigate these four fdlowd"

THE four walked rapidly until they had left the castldike house of strange old Marcus Gild wel behind.
"Onething you can say about this" Mental Byron remarked grimly, "there€ s no lack of mystery.”

"You heard what he said,” Don muttered.

"About his gold cavemen?'

"es"

"But the ones he meant were made out of metd,” Mentd reminded. "Red gold. I've read about them.
And they’re not even afoot high. Smaler than these—these—cavemen we' ve been mesting.”

The quartet, gripped by the same eerie sensation, stopped and stared at each other. It was a quiet street,
amog atomblike Slent street. The sun had gone behind a cloud.

"If you're thinking what I’m thinking," Menta Byron told the others, "we' re dl crazy.”

"You meen that Marcus Gild's gold statuettes of cavemen couldn’t have come to life and escaped from
thar exhibition case?' B. Elmer demanded.

"So we were thinking about the same thing."
Don sad firmly, "A thing like that couldn’t happen!”
"All right,” Mentd said. "I agree with you."

"We dl agree on the point,” Funny Tucker muttered. "But the fact remains that we dl saw little
gold-colored dwarfs that were dressed like cavemen. That couldn’'t happen either.”

They returned to the Worth home and sprawled in the shade of the big meple tree in the yard and
discussed the matter. It looked more ridiculous the longer they considered it.

Later, they made aforay into the woods and endeavored to follow the trall of the little golden cavemen.
They had no success, but they did find little prints of gnarled bare feet which sent chills up and down their
back.

They got back intime to read the last edition of the evening newspaper.



Ancther missng man had returned to his home. He was acting strangely. The news article stated merdly
that the authorities were doubtful of the story which he told.

"If it sa story about gold ogres sgizing him," Mentd said, "no wonder they're Skepticd.”

That night, the returned man ran amuck and shot down the president of the First Bank of Crescent, the
bank which Marcus Gild controlled. He wounded two others before he was captured.

Doctors who tried to ascertain what was wrong with the man were baffled.

Don Worth said grimly, "If you ask me, fellows, something pretty awful isgoing on.”

THE next day, a bricklayer named Jm Weaver, who had disappeared, came back—and the newspapers
printed the story of what Jm Weaver dlamed had happened to him.

So the story of thelittle gold ogres found print for the firg time. The police said Jm Weaver was having
hdlucingtions; in redity he had probably been out on a binge somewhere.

Then the store clerk, Harry Toping, came back, and aso daimed little gold cavemen had captured him.
The newspapers began to go to town on the story.
Bricklayer Jm Weaver tried to drop a hod of bricks on Vee Man.

Grocery Clerk Harry Toping put poison in some groceries intended for Marcus Gild's table, and Marcus
Gild's cook became very ill as aredult.

Gold ogres were now in black heedlines four inches high on every newspaper.
A fresh horror struck.

The victims of the gold ogres puzzled doctors, physcians could not explain the maady which affected
them and made them want to kill people.

The madady was contagioud!

This developed unexpectedly—persons who came in contact with the victims began loang ther minds,
and attempting wild acts.

Almog before the authorities redlized the truth, fully a score of persons in Crescent City were victims of
the strange afliction.

Horror began to march over the ity like a ghestly army.

Don Worth and his three friends held a conference.

"I"ve thought of something,” Don said, "that | should have remembered before.”
"What?"

"Doc Savege."

"The Man of Bronze" Mentd muttered.



"Exactly,” Don said. "Doc Savage makes a professon of solving myderies, righting wrongs, and
punishing evildoers."

"There' s plenty of work for him around here," B. Elmer muttered.
"Maybe he won't come," Mentd hazarded.

Don sad, "WeIl soon know. How much money you fdlows got between you? Enough for a
long-distance telephone call to New Y ork?"

They didn’'t have, it developed. "Wait until | get back,” Mentad Byron said, and mugt have gone to see his
wedthy father, because he returned with ample funds for the telephone call.

Soon avoicein New York was saying, "Doc Savage spesking.”
"We ve got some trouble herein Crescent City," Don explained.
"What kind?' Doc Savage asked.

Thevoice of Doc Savage, was remarkable, even when heard over hundreds of miles of telephone wire.
It had power and qudity, dso a controlled vibrance that indicated it was a voice that could perform
remarkable fests when necessary.

Don Worth gave a brief and complete summary of the mysterious Stuation in Crescent City.
He ended, "I redlize that the whole thing sounds like a piece of wild imaginaion.”

"But it isthe truth?" Doc Savage asked quietly.

"Itis"

"Wewill bein Crescent City," Doc Savage said cdmly, "infive or 9x hours."

"Godh!" sad Don. "Five or 9x hours™"

"If you wish, you can meet my plane a the Crescent City airport,” Doc Savage added.

That ended the conversation.

It did not end the interest of aman who had been eavesdropping on the Worth telephone line

THE wire-tapper was hardly astdl as a ten-year-old boy, but much wider. In fact, he was so thick that
he was dmogt distorted. He sat hunched, swathed in a black blanket. He wore a black skullcap over his
gold-colored hair, and his dub reposed on the floor besde him. He looked like a darksome little
he-witch.

His wire-tgpping contraption was an extremey modern scientific device. It could be connected to the
wire and its presence not be detectable.

The dwarf put down the headset with which he had been ligening.
"Damn the luck!" he said.
He was in a hurry. He whisked his dark blanket tighter about himsdf, then shoved up the round sted



manhole over his head and peered out cautioudy.

He was hiding indde a manhole which was used by the telephone company to give access to a
connecting box for dl the linesin the neighborhood. It was an excdlent hiding spot.

Outsde, there was dusky night. The dwarf dimbed up, carefully replaced the manhdle lid, and scuttled
away through the gloom. He had a definite destination, and he wasin a hurry to get there.

Fifteen minutes later, the ugly little fllow eased up dongsde a cabin in atourist camp. He gave the cabin
door amighty kick.

"ThisisFHddle" he said.

"Yeeh, and thisis Faddle," sad avoice ingde. "Whét the hdll isthis, anyway?"
Thelittle man gave the door another kick.

"Open up, you foal!" he snarled. "I'm Fddle"

A large bull-necked man opened the door, looking angry. But his rage collapsed.
"Blagt it, | didn’t know it was you," he said apologeticaly.

Thelittle man poked the bigger onein the chest with a forefinger.

"Doc Savage is coming here.”

"What?"

"Infive or 9x hours, hell be here” The dwarf swore fiercdy. "Those blasted kids caled Doc Savage on
the telephone. It was lucky we kept a tap on ther phone wire.”

The bigger man whirled into the cabin, dived for a telephone, made a cdl, and gave the news in wild
haste. Then he listened. He hung up the telephone with a grim grunt.

"Well have a reception committee waiting for this Doc Savage," he said. "He |l never leave the Crescent
City airport.”

Chapter VI. TERROR AT THE AIRPORT

DOC SAVAGE did not like publicity. It might make stars out of actors, and governors and presdents
out of paliticians, but it was the kind of suff that could land Doc Savage sx feet underground in a pine
box. Publicity would tel enemies too much about his movements.

But a great many people knew that Doc Savage maintained headquarters on the eghty-sxth floor of the
mog impressive skyscraper in New York City. Few had entered the place, however, fewer had gotten
beyond the reception room into the great library containing thousands of scentific tomes, or the vast
|aboratory which was one of the most complete in existence.

Of late months, Doc Savage himsdf had rardly been seen. That was because he had indaled a pneumatic
tube-car from the skyscraper headquarters to his private waterfront hangar-boathouse, which
masqueraded as an innocent old warehouse on the bank of the Hudson River.



Doc Savage was aided by five assstants in his unusud career of going to the far corners of the earth,
righting wrongs and punishing evildoers.

Three of the assgtants—Colone John Renny Renwick, noted engineer; William Harper Johnny
Littlgohn, learned archeeologist and geologis; Maor Thomas J. Long Tom Roberts, eectrica
wizard—were not in the United States. They were saving as conallting specidigs for foreign
governments.

That |eft two of Doc’s assstants in the United States.

One of them was Lieutenant Colond Andrew Blodgett Monk Mayfar. He clamed to be the homdiest
menin the United States. Other people damed he was the best chemig dive.

The second man was Mgor Generd Theodore Marley Ham Brooks, who damed to be the
best-dressed man, and didn't limit hisdam to the United States. Ham Brooks was aso the pride of the
Harvard law-school graduates.

These two gentlemen had gone to the Maine woods, daming they were going to hunt bears. Actudly,
they were probably going off to have a long uninterrupted quarrel with each other. From such a quarrd,
they should return grestly refreshed. Squabbling was ther recreation.

So Doc Savage It his headquarters done, by stepping through a door into a padded cartridge of a car.
He jerked a lever; there was shock, then roar for some moments, and he stepped out in the great
hangar-boathouse on the Hudson.

Doc Savage' s appearance was deceptive. When he was not ganding close to anything to which his sze
might be compared, he seemed aman of average build. But put a man of average build near, and it was
a once evident that Doc Savage was a physcd giant. Not only was he of Herculean Stature, but the
cabled snews vishlein his neck and on the backs of his hands indicated he owned fabulous strength and
agility.

Actudly, his9ze was the least impressive thing about Clark Savage, Jr., or Doc Savage, or the Man of

Bronze, as he was known. Mogt driking, probably, were his eyes—strange, compdling eyes that were
like pools of flake gold being aways tirred by tiny winds.

But the ahilities of Doc Savage, the things he could do, surpassed anything unusud about his appearance.
Asagreat many had learned.

Of severd modern planes available in the great warehouse-hangar, Doc Savage chose a smdl low-wing
speed ship that seemed composed mogtly of motor. A plane that was faster than any military airplane in
exisence.

FHve hours later, his ship circled for a while above the Crescent City airport. Then the plane went into a
long, gentle glide, its air-speed dowed by the scientific wing flaps.

The plane made a rather bumpy landing at the far end of the runway, rolled toward the hangars and
adminidration buildings and came to a stop. It sat there, motor idling, for a moment; then the motor
stopped.

Doc Savage had not yet gotten out.

The motor of another plane suddenly began roaring. This ship was an old one; it had landed only three
hours before. It raced across the ground—straight for Doc Savage's plane. A man sprang out of the
cockpit of the crate. He ran.



The old plane hit Doc Savage's ship. Indantly, there was a tarific exploson. Windows broke for
hundreds of yardsin every direction.

HALF the airport personnd were knocked off ther feet, induding Don Worth, Funny Tucker, B. Elmer
Dexter and Mentd Byron, who had come out to meet Doc Savage.

When they picked themsdlves up, they saw that the air around the two blasted planes was full of hissng
fire. The blagt Ste itsdf was one greet bdl of flame from which smoke poured.

Airport attendants dashed for the mangled planes. Frightful heat drove them back.
"Thermit!” Mental Byron gulped.

"What's thermit?' Don demanded.

"Suff the army uses in incendiary bombs," Mentd explained. "It burns with terrific heat.”
Don groaned. "Doc Savage never had a chance!™

Hdf a dozen persons had seen the pilot jump from the bomb-plane. A search was dtarted for the
fdlow—mbut he had disappeared.

By now it became generdly known around the airport that the destroyed plane belonged to Doc Savage,
and that the Man of Bronze had never been given a chance to step from the cockpit. The word spread as
fagt as newspaper men could dive to telephones.

Doc Savage was dead!

Few inhabitants of Crescent City had dreamed of the importance of the bronze man—now they began to
get some idea. Long-distance cdls began to pour into Crescent City from every mgor newspaper office
in the country, and from many foreign countries, because Doc Savage had a worldwide name.

In the meantime, the pilot of the bomb-plane was skulking hisway to safety.

The Crescent City arport, like the flying fidlds of most moderate-sized cities, was Stuated on the
outskirts of town, and was surrounded by weed-grown fidds, as wel as some woodland. The pilot had
reached this shdter, and was working hisway cautioudy dong ditches and through patches of brush.

He was a large bull-necked man—the same fdlow to whom the dwarf, Fiddle, had rushed with the news
of Doc Savage's coming.

Once, abush rustled sharply nearby. The man flattened, whipped out a gun, waited. He heard no further
sound. The man began to crawl agan.

Almog at once, he found the stedl box that contained the money.

The box lay in the man’s path. It was about a foot long, four inches wide, not quite as high. It was green,
but there were vertilation perforations in the top. The man picked up the box curioudy, peered through
the perforations.

"Hdl'™ he exploded.
Money! He could see paper money indde the box. There mugt be a great sheaf of it, because the



topmost banknote, the one he could see, was jammed againg the top. It was a twenty-dollar bill.
"Tak about luck!" the man chortled.

He tried to get the box open. It was stronger than it looked. His best prying efforts failed.

He ended up by tucking the box insde his dathing, and hurrying away.

That was as far as Doc Savage followed the man, for the time being.

DOC SAVAGE maeridized with eerie dlence from behind a tree, stood for a while ligening to the
quarry go on—then the bronze man went back toward the airport. There was sedth of awild thing in his
movements, and absence of sound that indicated how he had managed to follow the pilot of the
bomb-plane without being discovered.

Don Worth and his three companions were sanding disconsolately beside a hangar.
"Good evening, young men,” Doc Savage said.

They jumped, particulaly Don Worth, who had heard the bronze man's remarkable voice over the
telephone, and recognized it.

They stared at Doc Savage unbdievingly.
"Grest grief!" Mentd exploded. "You're not alive!"
Doc Savage, who usudly wore a rather noncommittal expression, smiled pleasantly.

"Sorry," he said. "It was not feasible to get in touch with you fdlows and tdl you of my plan to come
down some distance from the city by parachute, then bring my planein to alanding by radio control—"

"There was nothing but a radio control in that planel™ Mentd exploded.
"That isdl. No one was in my plane when the bombship exploded.”

B. Elmer gasped, "Say, if you've got aradio control that can land a plane that wdl, I'll bet | could sl it
for amillion—"

"B. Elmer doesn’'t see anything but dollars” Mentd explained. "Anyway, radio control for planes has
been used experimentdly for years"

"Where s your parachute?' Funny Tucker asked curioudy.
"Conceded near here, with the radio-control device" the bronze man explained.

Y oung Don Worth had been thinking—and something unpleasant had occurred to him. He stared at the
bronze man.

"Gogh," he exdamed anxioudy, "I hope you don’t think we had anything to do with setting that trap for
you?"

"Not &t dl."

"They mugt have had my telephone line tapped and heard us cdl you,” Don Worth surmised.



"Probably,” Doc Savage said. " Suppose we find a private spot and get the whole story.”

They walked to a nearby patch of brush, and seated themsdlves on the ground near the bundled sk of a
parachute and an gpparatus which was obvioudy the radio-control transmitter. There were dso four light
meta boxes which, the bronze man explained, contained other eguipment.

Don Worth began with the disappearance of hisfather, and told the whole weird story of the little golden
ogres, and the hideous maady which they seemed to be communicating to their victims.

Hefinished, "We know that it'sdl unbdievable. But that’s the sory."
Doc Savage asked, "You have no clues?'

"W, there' s the mysterious fact that Marcus Gild daimed his collection of little gold statues of cavemen
hed disappeared from his collection case.”

"Thet is rather fantadtic.”
“I'll say!"

Funny Tucker, who was aredigt, and didn't believein pixies, faries or little gold dwarfs, whether he saw
them with his own eyes or not, said, "Nobody isgoing to tdl me that Marcus Gild's gold statues came to
life and got out of the case.”

"All right,”" B. Elmer grumbled, "don’t try to get us more bewildered than we are."

"Since we have no other clues” Doc Savage sad quigtly, "we might as wdl trail the man who blew up my
plane”

"Tral hm!" young Worth exploded. "But he disappeared!”
"The police and everybody are looking for him!" Funny added.

"Neverthdess" the bronze man said, "we might be able to trall him."

Chapter VII. THE MEAN MARCUSGILD

THE four boys had aready been greaily impressed by Doc Savage. They had heard some remarkable
gories about the bronze man, yans they had taken for granted were exaggerations, but they were
beginning to redlize that the truth about Doc Savage went a lot further than any fiction they might have
heard.

Open-mouthed, they ligened to Doc Savage explain tha he had managed to tral the pilot of the
bomb-plane. They heard Doc describe how the man had picked up the tin box and carried it away.

"Actudly, the box contains a tiny short-wave radio which is sending out a continuous sgnd,” the bronze
men informed them. "The box can therefore be located with a conventiond radio direction-finder."

"Whew!" B. ElImer said, dumfounded. "But what if he throws the box away?'
"Would you be likdy to throw away a box that you thought was full of money?"
B. Elmer grinned, shook his head. "But is there redly much money in the box?' he asked curioudy.



"Only afew notes on top.”

They now watched Doc Savage open one of the metd equipment cases which stood beside the
parachute, and put the radio direction-finder in operation. The device was no larger than a midget
radio-receiver, and resembled one, except for the loop aérid.

They listened to a series of dots come in over the apparatus, heard them grow louder when the loop was
pointed in a certain direction.

"We merdy keep going toward the point where the gnds are loudest,” the bronze man explained.

Firgt, however, Menta and Funny Tucker rented a car with money which Doc Savage supplied. It was
thought advisable that Doc himsaf not rent the machine, Snce he was supposed to have died in his plane,

Theterrific heat of the thermit bomb which had destroyed the plane had aso, the airport attendants and
police had concluded, consumed the bronze man's body completely.

"I the enemy thinks | am out of the way," Doc Savage explained, "it might help.”

They rode in the car, fdlowing the direction-finder's loudest Sgnd. It was merdy a matter of driving
through Streets.

Before long, Doc stopped the car. The Sgnd was very loud.

"Close" the bronze man explained.

They were near a clugter of neighborhood grocery and drugstores. They kept watch.

"There heid" Mentd bresthed.

The bull-necked man had come out of a drugstore. He entered a taxicab, and the machine drove off.
"We might see what he was doing in the drugstore,” Doc Savage said. "B. Elmer, suppose you do that.”
B. Elmer Dexter was back soon.

"The guy did some teephoning in the booth, the clerk said," he advised.

Doc Savage nodded. They drove on, 4ill tralling their quarry by means of the radio direction-finder. The
chase did not last long.

"There" Doc Savage pointed, "is where he went."
"Marcus Gild's housa™ Funny Tucker exploded.

DARKNESS was gathering. They parked nearby and waited, on the chance tha their quarry would
come out of the Marcus Gild castle. Later, Doc Savage made a circle of the greet place, just to ascertain
that the pilot of the bomb-plane was 4ill insde.

"I don't see how they got the place to look that ugly,” muttered Mental, who liked beautiful things.
"Wemight aswel goin," Doc Savage said.

Don Worth advised, "We went in once, and the reception we got wasn't so hot.”



"Thistime" the bronze man said, "we may not meet anyone, if we can hdpit.”
It became apparent that the bronze man was going to scae the wal slently in the rear.

It dso was apparent that every one of the four boys was determined to go dong—which began to
goprise Doc Savage of one outstanding fact about ther characters. One thing that dl four had in
common. They liked excitement. Adventure, to them, was like afire to a fireman.

"Now look here" Doc Savage sad earnestly, "we cannot have you getting into danger.”
That appeared to be exactly what each was determined to do.

They compromised on Menta and Don Worth accompanying the bronze man. Funny and B. Elmer
would remain outsde, to give an darm, in case one was needed, or summon help, which might be a more
likdy necessity.

To scae the high stone wall, Doc Savage used a collapsible dloy grappling hook on the end of a long
dlken cord that was knotted for dimbing. They ascended.

Doc Savage carried the radio direction-finder, too—he had converted it, he proved, by turning a knob,
into a supersendtive detector which would indicate the presence of eectric wires carrying even the
dightest of current changes.

"In case the place iswired with burglar darms” the bronze man advised.
"Say!" Mentd breathed. "Y ou've got a gadget for every Stuation, haven't you?'
They reached the yard ingde.

The bronze man opened a recess in the radio and brought out another attachment, a supersenstive
parabolic microphone, which he plugged in. This with the hep of the radio amplifier, would detect
sounds that even Doc Savage' s highly developed hearing could not catch.

"To help locate any movement near us™ he explained.

There were scrawny, lesfless trees in the castle yard, and a quantity of starved shrubbery. The grass
looked asif it needed fertilizer, water and mowing.

Having caught no darming sound over the ligener, Doc Savage switched the radio back to the
direction-finder circuit, and carefully took bearing on the note given out by the little transmitter hidden in
the tin box that gpparently contained money. He changed position, took another bearing.

Unexpectedly, a weird sound became audible. It was a trilling, so fant as to be hardly detectable, a
sound that possessed some fantastic qudity that made it seem to come from everywhere in the
surrounding darkness. It was as exatic as an arctic breeze drculating through ice pinnacles.

"What on earth!" Mentad gasped.

The sound stopped. Doc Savage did not explain. He made the note unconscioudy, as a peculiar habit,
whenever he was under stress, or when he made a surprisng discovery. Thistime, it was a discovery.

Thetin box was buried under a rosebush in the courtyard of Marcus Gild's strange mansion.



FOR the time being, the trall had ended. They were sumped. There seemed nothing they could do.
Eventudly, of course, the man would return for the tin box, which he supposed contained a large sum of
money. But they would have to wait for that.

Doc Savage said, "'l will talk to Marcus Gild before we leave.”

"But | thought,” Don Worth whispered quickly, "that you wanted our enemies, whoever they are, to think
they had killed you?'

"I will let only Marcus Gild know | am dive" Doc explained.
"BU—"
"And if the enemiesfind it out, we can reasonably suspect that Marcus Gild told them.”

The good sense of that strategy appealed to Don Worth and Mentd Byron. They walked over and gave
the pull of Marcus Gild's doorbell ajerking.

Rather to their surprise, Marcus Gild himsdf appeared a asmdl, barred aperture in the door and peered
out a them, looking remarkably like asmdl dephant ingde a cage. He batted hisamdl eyes.

Doc Savage made a mentd note that the aperture in the door was closed with a glass tha was
undoubtedly of the bulletproof variety, and dso that the door appeared to be made of armored sted,
likewise bulletproof.

"Go away!" Marcus Gild snarled.

His voice came through smdl dots below the glass pand. Doc Savage folded one of his busness
cards—a rather griking card of plain bronze tint, with lettering of a bronze dightly darker than the rest of
the card—and shoved it through one of the door dots.

Marcus Gild glanced &t the card.

"Humph!" he snorted. "Doc Savage, eh? Don't make no difference who you are. Go away!"
"We warnt to tak to you," Doc Savage explained.

"Humph!"

"Thereis amatter of little gold men which we are investigating—"

Ingantly, Marcus Gild flew into a violent rage.

"You get away from here" he screamed. "Best it! You may not beieve me, but | got these premises
piped with poison gas, and I’ll turn it loose on you if you hang around!™

Doc Savage' s answer was to grip the doorknob and giveit a vidlent tugging, a the same time drawing a
dime from his pocket and dicking it againg the lock, asif he were usng a key or picking the mechaniam.

Hissng came from assorted pointsin the darkness about them. It had a serpentine qudity, menacing.
"The gad" Mentd Byron exploded.
"He wasn't fodlin'!" Don Worth yeled.

Both boys would have run wildly had Doc Savage not gripped ther arms. The next thing they knew the



bronze man was putting meta dlips on their nodtrils and insarting a mechanica device between their teeth,
a contrivance that made a rather large mouthful.

"Hlters" the bronze man advised. "Breathe through them.”

Doc Savage used one of the filters himsdf, and they retreated. The gate in the outer wal was locked
from the ingde, but they got it open. They dashed for some distance through the darkness with more
haste than dignity. Their eyes were smarting and lesking.

"Hetried to murder ud" Don Worth blurted when they were clear.
Doc Savage said, "He was exaggerating about the gas being poison. It was tear ges.”
"Old Marcus Gild is sure acting queer.”

Doc Savage sad, "Did you notice that the bulletproof door looked as if it had been inddled very
recently?"

That fact had escaped the notice of both boys, but they agreed that it might indicate Marcus Gild had
very recently acquired a case of fear.

Funny Tucker and B. Elmer Dexter joined them, and their mouths stayed open while they listened to Don
Worth and Mentd explain what had happened insgde Marcus Gild's home. The fact that Doc Savage had
been able to produce protective devices againg the gas amazed them as much as anything.

"I don't see”" B. Elmer muttered, "how you manage to prepare agang every emergency.”

"Gasis not an uncommon means of defense,” Doc Savage explained. "Banks have used it for along time
as robbery protection. Experience in this sort of thing has taught me what one is mogt likdy to run up
agang, so | merdy carry akit of devices to take care of most emergencies.”

Menta Byron, having reviewed the stuation mentally, voiced a conclusion.

"It looks" he said, "asif Marcus Gild was mixed up pretty deep in this mygery.”

FOR the time being it was impossible, Doc Savage pointed out, to trail the pilot of the bomb-plane, since
the man had buried the tin box containing the radio device in Marcus Gild's castle yard. Until the fdlow
dug up the box, there was no more trailing they could do in that direction.

"Thething to do," the bronze man advised, "isto keep the direction-finder tuned in on the little transmitter
inthe box. It is possible to rig a device on the direction-finder which will cause an darm bdl to ring if the
tin box is moved any appreciable distance.”

The group returned to Don Worth's home, where the bronze man rigged the direction-finder with the
darm. They placed the device in the attic of the Worth home, out of sight, but Hill eesily heard.

It was obvioudy a good idea for Doc Savage to remain at the Worth home during his stay in Crescent
City. The Worths had been victims of the first convolutions of the weird mystery, when Thomas Worth
disappeared. Since then, Don Worth and his three companions had been more cosdly involved with the

mystery than anybody ese.

Furthermore, the boys pointed out, Doc Savage could accomplish moreif he could remain where he had
willing young assistants. All four boys were enthusiagtic about helping the bronze man.



So Doc Savage established himsdf at the Worth home in a amdl rear bedroom, with windows that gave
out on kindly Mrs. Worth's flower garden and rosebushes, and honeysuckle arbor. In this the bronze
men placed the baggage which he had landed by parachute from his plane—his metal equipment cases.

Next morning he broached an idea.
"Mind showing me to the spot to which you trailed the gold-colored dwarf that night?* he asked.

The four were perfectly willing. There was a possihility that Doc Savage might pick up atral of the little
gold ogres.

The woods furred the side of a greet hill that was dmost a mountain. Walking through the trees, they got
rather impressive glimpses of Crescent City below, and a rather ingpiring panorama of the lake spread
beyond. The clouds were white, looked as peaceful as lambs; the sky itsdf was full of beaming warmth.
Even the birds made happy noises.

The scenery was dl the pleasure they got out of the morning. They did find a few litle man-tracks, but
nothing else.

Lack of success depressed the four boys, dthough Doc Savage' s features remained inscrutable.

B. Elmer Dexter borrowed Doc Savage' s compact collgpsible telescope and held it to his eyes to see
how powerful it was.

"Gawd" he said.
"Go on!" Funny Tucker said. "Thelensan't that srong.”

"Wadl, it's a good telescope, anyway,” B. Elmer declared. "I bet somebody could make a lot of money
manufacturing and sdling these.”

They went back to the Worth home, and found more mysery.

THEY were gtting on the Worth front porch, and Don Worth and the others noticed that Doc Savage
graightened abruptly. Something had caught his interest.

"What isit?' Don asked.

The bronze man made a smdl gesture indicating they should lower their voices, then asked, "Smdl
anything?'

Don sniffed. So did the others.

"Wil, there' s kind of aflower amdl,” Don said. "I hadn’t noticed it before.

The bronze man nodded. "The odor is the same as that contained in a number of samdl glass capsules
which are scattered over the floor of my room. Any stranger prowling in the room is dmost certain to
step on them, break them, and release the odor. | scattered the capsules lagt night. | have trained mysdf
until the presence of this particular odor will arouse me from a sound deep.”

"Which means" Don Worth whispered excitedly, "that someone isin your room!"

"Unless your mother entered the room this morning to tidy it up. | asked her not to."



"I haven't been near it," Mrs. Worth said nervoudy.

Doc Savage beckoned, indicating Don Worth and Mental should remain with Mrs. Worth, while Funny
and B. Elmea accompanied him. There was shrubbery in the yard. They took to that, crawled a few
yards.

The bronze men pointed.
"Know her?' he asked.

The rays of the morning sun danted through the window of the bedroom in the Worth home which had
been assgned to Doc Savage, and disclosed a red-headed young woman who was doing an energetic
job of searching the bronze man's meta equipment cases.

"Vee Man!" B. Elmer exploded.
"Marcus Gild's secretary-manager?!
"Exactly."

They watched the young woman finish hunting, then give attention to a number of papers and documents
which she had collected—an assortment of police and military commissions, which assured Doc Savage
of officd codperation.

Vee Main cdimbed out of the window—obvioudy, she had entered that way—and crept away through
the shrubbery.

At the same moment, Don Worth came from the front of the house.
"Man to see you," hetold Doc Savage. "He says it's very important.”
"What kind of man?"

"A swel-looking young fdlow,” Don said. "And he seems mighty worried. And it's about the little gold
ogres. He said 0."

Doc Savage made, brigfly, the low and exatic trilling sound which was his characterigtic reaction to a
mentd impact.

"Think you young fellows can trall the girl?" he asked.
"If we can't,” said B. Elmer, "it won't be because we didn’t try."
"All right. Go ahead. Report back from time to time to Menta, who will stay here.”

Doc Savage produced a metdlic article, shaped like the innersole of a shoe, amdl enough to fit indde
amaog any man's shoe, and rather thick.

"Put thisingde your shoe" he directed Don Worth. "It is not likdy to be found there.”
"What isit?"
"Something to usein case of ajam.”



"Merdy take the shoe off, remove the gadget and tear loose the little metd ribbon you will notice on one
sde of the thing, and throw it from you. But throw it outdoors. Not under trees, or ingde a building, or
inany other close place. Outdoors, you understand.”

They nodded.
The three boys then set out after Vee Main.
Doc Savage went to the front of the Worth home.

He was met by a large, light-haired, blue-eyed, didinctly handsome and manifesly upset young man
whom he had never seen before.

"l am Vick Francks" the young man said nervoudly.
llY@l

"I'm here" said Vick Francks, "to show you where you can find some little gold-colored men who go
amog naked and carry clubs.”

Chapter VIII. THE SHADOW OF A GIRL

DON WORTH, Funny Tucker and B. Elmer Dexter fdt rather proud of the job they did following Vee
Main, for they had presence of mind to send B. Elmer racing off to get a taxicab, which was a fortunate
move indeed, because Miss Man had a car waiting, an expensve roadster which was composed mogly
of shiny hood.

"Follow that spiffy roadster,” Funny Tucker directed.

Thar driver looked around, scowling; his humor changed when he saw B. Elmer exhibit a bank note, one
of severa which Doc Savage had furnished for expenses. After that they kept in close touch with the
flashy roadster of Vee Main.

Shortly theresfter, the young woman entered the Crescent City Public Library. She went to the room that
contained the files of out-of-town newspapers.

After reading newspapers for a time, she went to another room and got a volume on contemporary
famous men.

She became very preoccupied a reading. Also, her expresson was that of a young woman gregtly
impressed.

Funny Tucker reported their whereabouts to Mentd at the Worth home.

B. Elmer took a chance and sauntered past close enough to glimpse what their quarry was reading.
"She' s reading up on Doc Savage," he reported.

"It looks," Don Worth decided, "asif she isfinding out dl she can about the bronze man.”

"Reckon old Marcus Gild gave her the job?"

"If he did, he' s gonna be more scared of Doc Savage than ever when he gets her report.”



"You think it's Doc Savage he's scared of 7'
"You guess™

Guessing, if any, was postponed when Vee Main |eft the library; the number of admiring mde glances
which followed her was some indication of her beauty.

"You can't tdl me" said Funny Tucker, "that agirl as pretty as that can be a crook.”
The young womean stopped, made a telephone cdl in a store, then drove on.

They were puzzled when Vee Main |eft her roadster in the Crescent City park, and srolled away dong a
tree-bordered path.

"Looks like she' s going for awak," Funny opined.
"Or going to meet somebody and tdl ‘em what she'slearned,” B. Elmer offered.

So they followed the young woman. But not for far. Only until three grim-looking men stepped out
suddenly, grabbed them, and pinned their arms. They struggled, naturdly, but with no luck. They were
thrown, and found strips of adhesive tape plastered over ther lips, so they could not cry out.

Pretty Vee Man came out of the shrubbery and stood watching.

"This" Don Worth thought, "is the result of that telephone cdl she made. We weren't so dick. She
learned we were fallowing her.”

The biggest of the three men had seized Don, who was the strongest. The man was big enough to assure
Don being helpless.

"Better tie them," Vee Main said.

The boys were bound.

Vee Man examined the bonds, then nodded gpprovingly.

"Marcus Gild picked three good men when he sent you in answer to my telephone cal.”
"How long have they been fallowing you?' one of the men asked.

"Well learn," she said. "l firg noticed them just before | got to the library.”

The young woman came over and looked down &t the three boys.

"You young felows" she said, "have just made the mistake of your lives. I'm afraid none of us are going
to like what is to happen next."

DOC SAVAGE had driven, in the car he had rented, for some time, and now the young man at his side
muttered and pointed, and Doc stopped the machine.

"You satisfied no one will overhear us here?'

Vick Francks, the large, light-haired young man, had been watching behind the car steedily during the
long interval while Doc Savage had been driving. He nodded.



"Furthermore,” he said, "I’'m sure no one isfalowing us.”
Doc Savage said quietly, "Y ou have behaved very strangely. Suppose you get your story started.”

"If you were as scared as | am," Vick Francks said, "you'd act queer, too." He gave the bronze man a
close gppraising glance. "I don't know whether you would ether, at thet."

"Go ahead with your gory,” Doc sad.

Embarrassment seemed to mix with Vick Francks frignt He squirmed, rubbed his square jaw and
clawed and squared his hat around on his hair, which was about the color of well-cured hay.

“I'm glad the newspapers have been printing the suff," he said grimly. "Otherwise, I'd be going to a
psychopathic ward ingtead of coming to you."

He gave his surroundings severa stabbing glances.
"It's about the gold dwarfs."
"Whet about them?'

"I was one of the men seized by thelittle devils. | escaped before they got through with me—before they
did whatever infernd thing they are doing to the minds of their prisoners.”

"How did you escape?’
"Jug broke loose. Ran. Y ou got no idea how fast those little fiends can chase a man, ather.”

Doc Savage had been waiting for the man to voluntarily explain what seemed to be an important point,
but it appeared that the fdlow was going to neglect it. So Doc put a question.

"How did you happen to come to me?' he asked.

"Why," the man said, "l just happened to be going past that house—the Worth home—and saw you: |
recognized you from your pictures.”

Doc Savage nodded. "Do you know of any reason why you were singled out and seized by the dwarfs?'

"No. | think they were grabbing men at random. Ther idea is to seize the fdlows, turn them loose—and
as they are turned loose the men become carriers of some kind of hideous maady.”

Doc Savage asked. "Where did the little men hold you?"
"Inacavern. A grest, weird place.”

"Know whereitis?'

"I can take you there" Vick Francks said.

Theman raised up in the seat, turned his head dowly and surveyed his surroundings. He put a hand ingde
his coat.

"But | won't show you," he added.

He took aknife out of his dothing and rammed it into Doc Savage's chest.



The knife was razor-sharp, needle-pointed. It made a sound something like two pieces of sandpaper
being rasped together hard when it hit the fine dloy metd mesh of the bulletproof garment, fashioned
something like an undershirt, that Doc Savage wore. The man made a snarling noise, tried for the bronze
man's throat with the deadly blade.

Thewhole character of Vick Francks had changed indantly. His eyes distended, his teeth showed, wild
desperation was in his manner.

Doc Savage got the knife wrigt. He twisted, shoved the blade away. He threw his weight againg the
other man, mashed the fdlow into a corner of the seat. The man's body had a hard, well-muscled fed.
The car door burst open and they hit the pavement.

It was not exactly afight. It was more of a sraining of powerful anews. Vick Francks began to make
sounds like steam escaping, and these turned to puppy wallings.

Doc Savage threw the knife into the ditch. He went through Vick Francks pockets, jerking them indde
out, even fdt of seamsin the man’'s dothing, but dl he found was the shegth of the long, sharp knife.

The sounds that Vick Francks made became more and more inhuman. Spray flew from between his
teeth, sdlivaran from the corners of his mouth. His manner was atogether mad.

Holding the man—it was not easy—Doc Savage stripped off the fdlow’s coat, his shirt.

There were afew bruises across the man's back—bruises that might have been made by the beeting of
gamdl clubs such as the ugly little dwarfs were supposed to carry.

After that the bronze man did nothing but hold Vick Francks. He put the man back in the car, forced hm
in the seat, made him remain there. It mugt have been five minutes before the man's mad twitching and
frothing subsided, after which Vick Francks spoke, with fair coherence.

"I lied to you," Vick Francks said. "Now you know that."
"You remember what you just did?' Doc asked.

The man shuddered. "Yes" He grabbed his head with both hands, and made a sobbing sound. "Whét . .
.what . . . iswrong with me?'

"What do you think?'
Vick Francks did not answer immediately. His behavior was that of a man completdy crushed by horror.

He said shakily, "l lied when | told you that those little devils didn't get to finish with me. | didn't escape
before they were done. It was after. They—wel—they made me drink something like they made the
other prisoners. | got that—whatever it is"

"Why did you try to kill me?"
"I don't know. Something just—nhappened to me"

Doc Savage' s remarkably regular bronze features had not changed expression a great ded during the last
few minutes. His manner was cam, his voice unexcited.

"Will you resent,” he asked, "having your wrigts and ankles bound?!
Vick Francks swallowed. "I think it would be the best thing for everybody," he said.



"Anything more about this mystery that you care to tdl me?"

Vick Francksfdl to shuddering again. "l don’t know anything more.”
"The cavern where the dwarfs held you?'

"l lied about thet. | don’t know whereitis”

When Doc Savage drove up to the Worth home sometime later, Vick Francks rested in the back seat of
the car, ropes holding his wrists and ankles securely, but not uncomfortably. There was resignation on the
young man's handsome face, and a trace of something that looked like rdlief.

Mentd Byron came out. He looked a little worried.

He reported, "Lagt time Funny, Don and B. Elmer reported they were in the public library. No word
from them since.”

"How long ago?" Doc Savage asked.
"Not long enough to worry about,” Mentd admitted, "but | am worried anyway.”

Chapter IX. TROUBLE HASA LOUD VOICE

FUNNY TUCKER was worried—and it was only a very tense occasion that could get hm worried
about anything. Don Worth and B. Elmer Dexter were in not exactly a placid frame of mind, ether.
However, they were keegping quiet about it Funny wasn't—he had managed to work loose the tape
which had been plastered over hislips.

Funny then addressed the man seated on his ample midriff.

“I'll knock your ears down," Funny advised, "0 that people will have to tak into your pocket to make
you hear!"

The man seated on Funny’s midriff, exhibiting a knowledge of anatomy, reached down and gave Funny’s
elbow atap.

"Ow-w-w!" Funny squdled. "You hit my crazy bone."
"You should ache dl over then,”" the man advised dryly.
"Your jokes," Funny said indignantly, "are like income taxes—no laughing matter."

The man gtting on Funny snorted and looked at his companions. "Hey, guys, we' ve got us a practica
joker."

Pretty Vee Man said, "You'll have alot of trouble, too, if you don't put that gag back on him. Suppose
he howls and the police hear?'

The gag was plastered back on Funny again and he was jammed down on the floorboards beside Don
Worth and B. Elmer Dexter. They were in a milk-ddivery truck, there were several wire baskets filled
with milk bottles setting on the floor of the truck; these kept up ajingling and danking. The truck interior
was spotlessly clean, amdled of disnfectant. Vee Main was driving, and the three men who had seized
the boys in the park were back in the body of the truck with the prisoners. Besides the one astride plump



Funny Tucker, a man gripped B. Elmer and another, the largest one, hddd Don Worth. They had been
driving for some time.

All three boys knew very well that the truck was far out in the country—the difference in the air told them
that. The amdl. The strong pleasant tang of the woods was in their nodrils.

The car turned off the blacktop pavement—they could tdl it was blacktop because of the absence of
joint bumps, such as would have been in concrete pavement, as the car rolled aong—after which the
mechine bucked, swayed and squeaked its sorings over a rutty road. Branches scraped the sides and
brush whacked the underparts. Fndly the car stopped.

"Unload them,” the girl directed. "They can ydl their heads off here without anybody hearing them.”

When the three were dragged out of the milk truck, they saw that they had been taken to a savmill deep
inthe woods. The sawmill was not in operation, but it did not look as if it was entirely abandoned. There
were logs on the piling ground, more logs in the water storage pond—and the power plant, fud house,
refuse burner, kilos and planing mill were in good repair. The loading platform looked sturdy, and there
was lumber in the "rough-dry" and "finish" storage sheds. There was not, however, anyonein sght except

their party.
"Take them to the timber dock," Vee Main directed.

NO one could live in Crescent City for long without getting acquainted with lumber terminology, so the
three boys knew what atimber dock was—samply alarge storage shed, a double decker. When the mill
was in operation sawn lumber was fed into the timber dock by along row of liverollers.

The captors had tossed them in a threeewheded buggy—the carts used for hendling sawvmill
lumber—and they had been wheded past the big circular head saw, the band-head saws and one
sash-gang saw. It was alarge plant, they decided. Also they had gotten a glimpse of the name of the mill.

MARCUSGILD NO.7

It meant, of course, that the savmill was one of the large number owned by the bad-tempered
moneybags of Crescent City, Marcus Gild.

The three boys were lashed to beams ingde the timber dock.
"Do nat tie them so tight they will be uncomfortable” Vee Man said.
"Hdl, they an't kids" one of the men growled.

Vee Man's expresson indicated that she did not entirdy approve of her assstants. She waited until they
hed tied the three boys, then came over and tested the tenson of the ropes. She made the discovery that
dl of them, particularly Don, had been tied with agonizing tightness.

The young womean stepped back, stared coally at her assstants, and there was an unexpected sted in her
manner. "Do the job over," she ordered coally, "so that they will be comfortable.”

"Aw hdl!" one of the men snorted. "Be reasonable, Sse—" The man stopped, swalowed twice and
unconscioudy took off his hat. He began to look like a fdlow who had just escaped from a stroke of

lightning.



A few minutes later, he got a chance to whisper to one of his companions. "Say,” he breathed, "did you
see that look in her eye?”

"I was wondering,” the other said, "how long it would take you to learn that she's the wrong kind of a
person to cross up.”

The boys were retied, and dthough they were in less discomfort, there seemed to be extremdy little
chance of their escape. Vee Main ordered their gags removed. This was done.

"Use your judgment, fellows" she advised. "If you start ydling, you will be gagged agan.”
"What are you going to do?' Don demanded.

"Ask questions"

"Let’s have them.”

"Wha," said Vee Main, "do you know about this whole mysterious business?'

"You kidnaped us and brought us out here to ask that?' Don inquired wonderingly.

"It happens to be very important to mysdf and some others.”

"By some others—you mean Marcus Gild?' Don asked.

Thegirl did not answer that. She said, "Come, come, how much do you know?"'

Don thought it over—there didn't seem to be a good reason why he shouldn't admit that they redly
knew precious little about the mystery of the snider golden dwarfs. He asked the others what they

thought; they agreed.

So Don Worth told the story, complete, of what had happened to himsdf and his companions.
"And that," he finished, "isthe truth."

"This Doc Savage—why did you cdl hm?' Vee Man demanded.

"Why, his busnessis solving mysteries such as this—and helping people out of trouble.”

"If we let you go, would you stop tinkering around with the mystery?' VVee Main asked.

Don Worth looked at the young womean levely. "No," he said, "I wouldn’'t. Have you forgotten that my
father is dtill missng? That iswhy."

Vee Man seemed pleased, rather to thar surprise.

"I don't blame you," she said.

"Are you going to turn us loose?' Don asked.

"Tha," Vee Main told him, "depends on how strongly we believe your sory.”

One of the men said sourly, "'l don't believe thiskid. 1t sounded like he was lying, to me™"
"Shut up,” Vee Main said, "and let’s do some telephoning.”



THE young woman and the three tough men walked off and left quiet and the odor of new-sawn lumber
behind. The boys were ill, so dill that a porcupine that had been baled up in the shadows of the lumber
dock uncoiled itsdlf, let nervous quillslie down, and departed for a less-disturbing spot.

"It looks,” Don Worth said gravely, "as if they seized us for the sole purpose of finding out what we
know."

B. Elmer said, "That leaves us two guesses. Firdt, they may be as puzzled as we are about the whole
thing, and doing detective work, like we were."

Funny Tucker thought of the other possibility—and gave a tremendous shudder.

"Or they're tryin’ to find out if we know enough that they’Il have to—to— Whew! Oh, my!"
"Kill us, you mean?' Don asked grimly.

"Whew!" Funny croaked. "Don't talk about such thingd™

Tha unpleasant idea froze their voices for a few moments. There was a scratching and pattering sound
on the roof, and they listened carefully, until they redlized it was nothing but a curious squirrdl.

Don Worth said, "WEe ve been too excited to think of something.”

"That metd innersole” Don Worth said, "that Doc Savage gave me to wear in my shoe.”
"That idea," said Funny Tucker, "iskinda like a rainbow."

"How do you mean?'

"It didn’t come around until after the storm was over."

"Itian't over," B. Elmer put in. "Don, seeif you can reach that shoe with your hands.
"Out of the question,” Don assured him.

However, it was possible to use one foot and literdly force the shoe off the other foot. Don was
perspiring fredy before he had that done.

He said, "You think you're a basebd| player, don't you, B. Elme?’

"I'm good enough,” said B. Elmer with typical modesty, "that some day I’'m gonna manage a big leegue
team and get rich.”

Don sad, "I’'m going to kick this shoe toward you. Think | can do that. You catch it—because if it fdls
clear, it sgone™”

"Kick it draight,” B. ElImer warned tensdly. "I can only move my hands a few inches™

They were tied a short distance apart, a few feet, but it seemed a hundred yards. Don got set hdf a
dozen times, only to decide he had better practice kicking without the shoe afew more times. Findly—

"Hat dog!" B. Elmer exploded. "Got it!"



"Openit," Don directed, "and get the innersole out and pull the ribbon loose, as Doc Savage directed.”

Before B. Elmer had managed that, he was swesting, too. He pulled the metdlic ribbon loose—it was
something like the seding around a sardine can.

Frightful-amdling vapor began coming out of the interior of the innersole gadget.
"Throw it out of the lumber dock," Don said. "Aitch it as far as you can.”

B. Elmer stuck out histongue, clamped it with his teeth, and threw. The gadget fdl far out in the sunlight,
inthe middle of a pile of rusty bull chain, and lay there giving out its strange odor.

"That smdl," Funny Tucker gasped, "should make something happen.”

Chapter X. AIR TRAIL

THE passing of severd hours had done two things for Doc Savage, neither of them pleasant. First, he
was more and more impressed with the gravity of the Stuation in Crescent City, and its probable future
repercussons.

Terror. Terror was growing. Fear of the nameess and impossible malady that distorted minds and sprang
from the victims who had been seized by the little golden ogres—the fear was spreading. Knots of
people gathered everywhere on the dtreets, a firs—but now there were no gatherings, and people
hurried dong with handkerchiefs pressed to mouths to keep out germs, if there were germs. Hospitals
were besieged—not so much by the stricken, as yet, dthough their numbers were growing, but more by
people with imaginary attacks. It was afiesta day for every crank in town with an aling, imaginary or not.

The newspapers had played up the terror in giant type. Now they were redizing their gridy mistake. They
were printing bare facts, embdlishing not at dl. They were urging the populace to be cadm, to look at it
sengbly.

There was no sensble way of looking at such an insane thing as little golden dwarfs saizing people and
inoculaing them with an unknown maady that made the victims want to kill. That wasn't sense. There
was no way of meking it sense.

The bus companies began to find themsealves booked up solid with tickets out of Crescent City. So did
the railroads. The companies that moved household furnishings by truck began to get alot of cdls.

It was very much past the laughing stage.

Somehow or other, word got out that Marcus Gild's collection of litle golden man-statues had
disappeared from ther case. Ordinaily, that would have been considered a mere theft. It wasn't this
time

At noon, when Marcus Gild Ift his office in the First Bank of Crescent, a smdl mob threw brickbats at

his car. Except for the fortunate and unexpected fact that the financier's car turned out to have
bulletproof glass, the crusty old dollar-magnet might have been brained.

The newspaper carried that story. It turned attention toward Marcus Gild. Nobody liked Marcus Gild,
and he had dways gloried in the fact, which didn’t help matters.

Wheat the frightened people of Crescent City needed was a common object they could dl blame for the



terror. Marcus Gild was a fird-class object. They began blaming him. Within two hours, it was so bad
that the police had a specid guard around old Marcus Gild's castlelike home.

And another thing bothered Doc Savage. His three young helpers—Funny Tucker, B. Elmer Dexter and
Don Worth—had not been heard from.

Doc Savage cdled the Crescent City airport

"Sorry, no chance to rent a plane” someone told him. "Every ship has been hired. A lot of people are
leaving Crescent for alittle vacation.”

Doc Savage had his cdl transferred to the commercid arline which served Crescent City, made his
identity known, and was assured:

"Any plane you want will be warming up in two minutes, Mr. Savage. But we thought—"
"No one mugt know | am dive" Doc said.
"Why—yes. Yes, of course. No one will know."

Doc Savage happened to be on the board of directors of that arling and it was largdy money supplied
by the bronze man that had started the line. Doc Savage had a secret source of fabulous wedth in an
unknown valey in the Centrd American mountains, and during the depression, he had used much of this
wedth in garting new enterprises and refinancing old ones, in order to give innumerable men new jobs, or
enable them to keep their old ones.

"Expect us" Doc sad, "infive minutes."

MENTAL BYRON was puzzled when they arrived precipitoudy at the airport. Mentd aso watched the
grange young man, Vick Francks, who had tried to kill Doc Savage, and who seemed ashamed of it,
and damed he might try it again if they turned him loose.

Vick Francks had been amodd prisoner, except that a intervas he had vidlent spasms during which he
gibbered and snarled and tried to tear himsdif free.

"Well load himin the plane" Doc directed.

This caused Vick Francks to have one of his spdlls. He didn’t want to get in the plane, he screamed, and
he fought violently.

"I'll kill everybody for thid" Vick Francks screamed.
Doc Savage gave him a drug that put him to deep within a few moments.

The bronze man then donned a long coat, a wig of white hair which fitted over his bronze har, and a
wide-brimmed black hat, after which he looked like a senator. A fake mustache and a cigar completed
the disguise.

They loaded degping Vick Francks into the plane.
"Poor fdlow," Menta muttered.

The plane was a transport ship, a regular passenger liner, and Menta took one look into the cockpit and



began to doubt that anybody could fathom such a conglomeration of indruments. He held his breath
while Doc Savage was taking the ship off.

"Boy, that was something!" he gasped.

Back on theflying fidd, severd pilots said, "Boy, that was something!” too, and wondered who the pilot
was who had taken the big ship off so perfectly.

The plane was equipped with a mechanica device, a robot pilat, to take some of the strain of flying off
the pilot. Doc connected this. Then he opened another one of his equipment cases.

The article which Doc Savage brought out of the equipment case resembled a pair of binoculars with fat
lenses that were dmogt as large as darm clocks; there was a switch on these, which he threw.

He produced an exactly identicad device for Menta. The contrivances were equipped with straps which
held them over their eyes.

"What do | do?' Mentd asked.
"Jugt look down at the earth.”
"What do | look for?'

"A deep-purple patch, rather smdl. The patch will have a glowing, phosphorescent qudity, and a purple
color different from anything you ever saw before, probably.”

Mentd stared at the ground, said, " Say, everything looks different through these!™
Doc Savage gave aword of explanation.

"These gadgets through which we are looking," he said, "are sendtive to infrared wave lengths of light
and, more than that, convert the infrared which is invisble to the unaided humen eye, into light that we
can see”

llArﬂ?l

"The container indde Don Worth's shoe" Doc said, "hed a chemicd which turns to a vapor, and the
vapor will settle on its surroundings, meking a smudge which becomes quite visble as a purplish smear
when seen by infrared light."

Mentd nodded. He was something of a scientist himsdlf. "The infrared rays are in the sunlight, right?"

"Exadlly. If it gets dark before we find what we seek, we will have to rig a very powerful infrared
projector, which will be difficult.”

"And of course” Mentd reminded, "we may fal even then, if Don Worth hasn't managed to drop the
chemicd in a place where it can be seen.”

Twenty minutes later, Doc Savage brought the big plane down on the sandy beach of the lake.
"We going to take hm?' Mentd, asked, pointing at Vick Francks.
llYall

“Why?



Doc Savage appeared not to heer—which introduced Mental Byron to another of the strange qudities of
this unusud man of bronze. It was not the lagt time in the course of their association that the bronze man
appeared not to hear a question which he did not wish to answer, for one reason or another.

DOC SAVAGE himsdf shouldered Vick Francks, and thereafter Mentd marveled at the way the bronze
men handled the burden without apparent effort.

"WEe ve got about three miles to wak," Menta warned.
"Through timber country,” Doc agreed.

"You sure" Mentd persisted, "that the purple smear we saw in the middle of that unused savmill came
from the chemica that you gave Don Worth? The sawmill’s a doggone long way from Crescent City."

"Only fools are ever sure," Doc reminded him.
"That’sright,” Menta admitted.

They left the sandy beach where waves crawled up and broke white and dghing, and plunged into
primitive wilderness where dark, cool slence was populated by birds, and an occasiona owl hooted
bdligerently. Mentd, who pretended never to consder his physicd condition, but who in redity took
regular exercises, was rendered breathless severd times, and they had to rest, before they came to the
cut-over land which had fed the sawmiill that was their destination.

"I don't see" Mentd puffed, "how you managed to carry that guy and dill not get winded. I'm tuckered

"Good time" Doc Savage said, "for you to watch Vick Francks while | go ahead and scout.”
Mentd nodded gratefully—then he thought of something.

"I’'m not going to miss some excitement?' he demanded anxioudy.

"Let us hope there is no excitement, as you cdl it," the bronze man told him.

A somewhat doubtful Menta Byron remained behind to guard Vick Francks—whom they gagged as a
meatter of safety, dthough he dill dept from the drug—while Doc Savage disappeared into the shrubbery.

Menta had been astounded by the bronze man's lack of fatigue, but he would have been amazed at the
increased pace with which Doc now moved. Embarrassed, too, because Mental had thought they were
meking very good time Doc Savage traveled at severa times the rate they had been managing.
Furthermore, when the bronze man came to a point where the woods turned into an dmost impenetrable
jungle—the kind of a tangle which he would have had to circle cautioudy if accompanied by
Menta—Doc Savage grasped a tree bough, swung, landed on his feet atop the bough, remained there an
ingant, then pitched through the air and his metdlic hands clamped another tree limb.

His progress thereafter was an uncanny exhibition of strength and agility—it was circus aéridist suff, but
without the benefit of practice and timing. A jungle anthropoid could not have moved through the tregtops
with greater kill, or Slence. From time to time, he stopped to survey surroundings and listen.

The long-legged, long-armed man was lying on the ground. Lying beside a rifle that was dso very long
and incased in a green cloth covering.



The prone man wore olive-green overdls tha blended with the moss and grass on which he lay, and
made him amog indiginguishable. Even his hat was dlive green, and his gloves. He had tied strands of
mass around hiswalst, other strands around his legs a intervals, to heighten the camouflage.

He was watching the sawmill.

He turned on his back, pursed hislips, and imitated a bird with sartling redism. He gave the bird whistle
three times, left an intervd, gave it again.

Anidentica answer reached him from the distance.

There was enough breeze to make tree leaves shuffle agang each other with some sound, and under
cover of this noise, Doc Savage sank through the tree boughs to a spot a few yards above the man.
Gathering branches together to make a thick cdugter of leaves, the bronze man remained conceded
behind this.

More men joined the one below.

They wore disguisng dlive green, carried guns wrapped in dull-green cloth. So perfectly did they blend
with their surroundings that they might have been drifting shadows.

"Bverything set?' the firs man asked the newcomers.
"All cocked."
"You think we had the Stuaion guessed right?"

One of the newcomers nodded. "Marcus Gild sent the girl to grab the boys, and bring them here.
They’ ve been questioning the three kids."

"To find out how much they knew?"
"Obvioudy."

Another of the men growled, "Wdl, whether they know anything, or whether they don't, their luck is
going to be just as tough.”

"Boss wantsiit that way, eh?"
"He does™

The men began to unwrap dull-green doths from ther firearms, an indication they were preparing to
attack the sawmill, which lay in avalley below them.

"Those boys," said one man grimly, "are mighty young to be dead.”

"So are alot of other people” growled another, "who may get that way before this strange business is
over."

"Tha outfit in the sawmill comes firs."

"Don't worry. We've got enough men in these woods tha we could take that place if it was a
blockhouse."



Chapter X1. BRONZE MAN DEAD

DOC SAVAGE waited for a breeze to come rudling through the woods; one came, and made enough
noise to cover hisfurtive departure from the spot. The bronze man moved swiftly, Sraight for the sawmiill.

The place was surrounded. That was obvious. There was to be a raid—desaths afterward. The degths of
Funny Tucker, B. Elmer Dexter and Don Worth, at least.

Who the raiders were, Doc Savage had not been able to ascertain.

There was no time to waste getting information—the urgent thing that needed doing was to get the three
boys out of the sawmiill, enable them to escape the raid which was imminent.

Doc Savage dropped to the earth, put on speed, carrying as he went a cluster of leaves that helped him
blend in with his surroundings. He reached a fence that surrounded the sawmill. It was high, of wire
amog asthick as alead pencil. Doc Savage grasped the bottom, wrenched dowly, and by a display of
terrific srength, lifted the fence sufficiently to roll under.

He made graight for the lumber dock, outside which they had seen the purplish chemicd smudge from
the plane.

There was no smudge when he passed the spot—it was only when seen through the infrared scanning
device that there was a visble smear.

"Doc Savagel" Don Worth exploded.

"Sh-h-hI" the bronze man warned. "Who brought you here?"

"Vee Main, and three men."

"All right,” Doc said. "Get down out of Sght as soon as you're free”

He cut them loose. Indantly, they flopped under cover. Funny was the last; he was giff, and he couldn’t
seem to draighten out.

"Boy," he puffed, "I fed like my monkey ancestors mugt have fdt after they roosted dl night in trees.”
"You bdlievein evolution?' B. Elmer asked him.
"Not me—where | come from don’t bother me" Funny told him. "It swhere I’'m goin’ that interests me"

Where they were going became the main thing for dl of them—Dbecause the attack started before they
could creep clear.

There was a tarific exploson. The green-garbed men had crept clear—one had thrown a grenade. It
knocked down apile of lumber.

Ydlsfollowed. The green-clad men leaped into sght. Three of them pitched more grenades a once. The
fence jumped into the air, a tangle of wire and posts. The men charged through. Guns smacked.

"This" Funny said, "is no joke."
"Come on," Doc directed quietly.



THE boys—they were frank, and would have admitted it—were scared. The bronze man's camness
reassured them—as much as anything could bring reassurance with bullets going past with sounds like
fiddle strings being broken.

They raced for the fence. Doc Savage hoped to get them clear, send them on. As he ran, he told them
where they would find Menta Byron and the prisoner, Vick Francks.

"Down!" the bronze man rapped.

They went down behind logs. Rifles whacked. Bullets came past—enough lead hit the logs to make them
ral alittle.

"Thiswon't be any wedding,” Mentd gulped.
"Nope—here we don't know who'll lose the fight," Funny Tucker said with shaky determination.

Thefact that Funny could manage a somewhat doubtful gag under such circumstances was a tribute to his
courage. Doc Savage tossed severd metdlic objects dong the course they wanted to pursue—the
articles were smoke bombs, and they hatched great black blobs.

Ingantly, however, the attackers began pouring a orm of lead into the smoke.
"Too dangerous to try that way," Doc warned.
They remained low.

It might be too dangerous to try it any way, they began to redize. Doc Savage searched for routes out of
the sawmill. One way seemed open. But it wasin plain view.

Jugt one route. And that in Sght of many men, a number of whom seemed to have submachine guns.
The bronze man hurled severa smoke bombs, scattering them. Their smudge spread, made a pall.
"Whilether attention is drawn,” Doc said, "you fdlows make a sneak for it."

"Whet'll draw ther attention?" Funny asked.

He saw in a moment. For Doc Savage left them, showed himsdf boldly, made a dash for a big dasher
saw leaning againgt a sump. He made it. Bullets made the dasher saw ring like a Chinese gong.

The three boys began to crawl. The smoke helped, possibly. But most hdp of dl was the fact that
atention had been digtracted by Doc Savage.

Vee Man and her three men seemed to be barricaded in the planing house, a Szable structure which
contained a mass of mechinery used infinishing sawed lumber. Their guns whacked occasondly.

Doc Savage moved again—exposing himsdf. Thistime, a larger sorm of bullets greeted his appearance.
More dugs than he had expected. He wore body armor, but if a bullet hit his head— He dived for the
handiest cover, asnglelog near the edge of the water storage pond.

"Cirdethat log!" a voice howled. "Get that bronze guy! It's Doc Savage!™

The gunmen rushed to cover the other sde of the log. Doc had to move. He knew that. He had only one
smoke bomb left. He let that one ripen into a doud of black.



The bronze man then took a running legp through the smoke and landed in the water storage pond. He
went down among the logs.

The attackers rushed up, began tossng hand grenades in anong the logs.

THERE were over a dozen raiders, dl in the strange camouflaged green coverdl outfits Most of them
hed knapsacks of grenades.

"Blow that pond dry!" shouted the man in charge.

Grenades fdl in the water. Geysers jumped fifty feet and more, mushrooms of foam. Huge logs hopped
out of the water, swapped ends, fdl back again. Echoes blasted back from the surrounding hills in
bumping thunder.

The water storage pond was fed by a stream which was larger than a creek, and dill not a river, dthough
doubtlessit ran frothing and furiousin the springtime,

Above the storage pond, the river was wide, shdlow and rocky. Below the pond, it was more narrow
and deep.

"Get on that lower Sde” the leader barked. "Watch it!"

The men rushed to that point. But it was ingantly obvious that no man could svim that far without
showing himsdf.

"Hdl, nothing short of a submarine could make it!" aman growled.
They kept sharp watch, nevertheless.

The bombing of the water storage reservoir continued. Fish, killed by the concussions, became floating
white spots here and there. Bark and foam coated the water, and logs jumped and spun and bumped
agang one another.

"Out on those logd Shoot at every suspicious spot! Keep heaving in grenades!”

The men advanced onto the logs. Meantime, part of their group kept a steady fire on the planing house,
fordng Vee Man and the others to keep out of Sght.

At leadt fifty more grenades went into the storage pond, and many rifle bullets. The water was bailing
with mud. Split and shattered logs were everywhere.

The men came ashore & lagt.

"If Doc Savage isdive now," he said grimly, "he can’t be killed.

"Some remark like that was made at the airport, after the planes burned,” growled the boss.
The other was dill confident. "He couldn’t have gotten away thistime.”

"You sure?'

"Sure enough thet I'll give you a free shot a meif Savage shows up again.”

"There was blood in the water over there" a man advised.



"Hsh"
"Dead man, too, maybe."

The man in charge seemed satidfied. He issued a few terse orders. His men advanced on the planing
house. They threw two grenades. One sde fdl out of the planing house.

"You can come out,” the man in charge yelled, "or do what you damn please.”

It did not take long for pretty Vee Man and her three associates to decide. Their weapons saled into
view. They followed, arms up.

More than one raider eyed Vee Man admiringly.

"Brothers" one said, "I’'m hoping aready we can keep her around for awhile"
The leader was not so impressed—or he had something else on hismind.
"Those kids" he snapped, "are next."

They looked, found no trace of Funny Tucker, B. Elmer Dexter and Don Worth. There was profanity.
Also running around.

"They got away while Doc Savage was drawing our etention!" the leader ydled. "Hunt them!”

Chapter X11. QUARRELSOME HELP

THE howled order of the chief of the raiders was probably understandable at least hdf a mile away.
Funny Tucker, B. ElImer and Don Worth were not far distant, and they heard it distinctly.

"At this point," B. ElImer said grimly, "we should dl fed like running.”
Don protested, "But Doc Savage—"

"They killed him," B. Elmer said.

"l know. We saw it. But—"

"Doc Savage logt hislife giving us a chance to escape,” B. Elmer reminded. "He would want us to go on.
Particularly ance we can’t whip those men without weapons.”

"Or with weapons, ether,” Funny muttered. "You see how many there was? At leest a dozen.”

They ran. They had dl come out for school track teams, and in Camp Indian-Laughs-And-Laughs, but
this running was something ese again. It was deadly serious business. And it wasn't on any prepared
cinder track, or smooth sand beach. It was through some of the thickest brush, and over the roughest
hillsthat they had ever met.

Funny, who could hardly be constructed in a more ample fashion, was soon puffing.
"Boys," he gasped, "remind me to go on a diet.”

They tried not to make noise. Evidently they were successful enough, because they were able to get
away, make a circle, and come upon the spot at which Doc Savage had explained that he had left Mentd



Byron and the prisoner, Vick Francks.

They found Mentd concedled up a tree. He had managed to pull Vick Francks into the treetop and tie
him there, where they were concealed.

Mentd appeared suddenly, and the others gave vidlent arts.
"All these surprises,” Funny complained, "are lidble to give me heart trouble.”
"What about Doc Savage?' Mentd asked anxioudy.

The boys exchanged tense glances. It was hard for them to bring themsdves to admit what had
happened.

"Dead," Don mumbled findly. "He dived into the log storage pond to give us a chance to escape, and
they blew the pond to pieces. He couldn’t have lived through that.”

"Who blew it to pieces?"

"About a dozen men. | don’'t know who they were. But they attacked the place, and after killing Doc
Savage, they seized Vee Man and her three men.”

"Who was holding you prisoner?’
"Vee Man and her three men."
B. Elmer explained, "It'sdl kind of mixed up. | don’'t make heads or tals of it."

"It haan't got heads or talls” Funny said. "All it's got is mystery and a bunch of things that just couldn’t
happeninred life"

They got Vick Francks down out of the tree.

"Who isthisguy?' B. EImer demanded.

"One of the victims of the little gold dwarfs" Mentd advised. "He sdl right a times™
"Why ishetied up?'

"On account of the times heign't dl right. He tried to kill Doc Savage in one of his spells™

They started away, trying to carry Vick Francks, but the latter proved consderable of a load for four
young fellows who werein the biggest hurry of ther lives to leave a spot.

"Untie my legs and I'll run with you,” Vick Francks suggested. "You can leave my wridts tied, if thet'll
reassure you—and | believe it's best.”

They untied Vick Francks.

But they had covered no more than a hundred yards when Vick Francks whirled, and went diving away
inflight.

VICK FRANCKS was fagter than any of them suspected. They failed to catch him.



"Blag it!" Mentd gasped. "We ve got to overtake hm."

"Why?

"Because Doc Savage wanted us to keep him, for some reason.”
"Whét reason?’

"Now you've got me" Mentd admitted.

"And he' s gotten away," said Funny. "Fdllows, that Vick Francksisrunning right back toward those men
inthe green ouitfits. | move we go the other way."

"Motion seconded," said B. Elmer and set out.

It was getting late in the day, the sun having dropped until the cone-shaped tops of evergreen trees on the
disant hills seemed thrugt into the hot copper solar disk, and the birds that had been abroad during the
day were seeking roosts among the boughs. They stopped to lisen, and at first heard only the uncouth
honking of some water bird far out on the lake.

But pursuit sounds came to ther ears. Ydls. A shot. More shouts.

"They got Vick Francks," Mentd groaned.

They listened—to other sounds that began coming speedily in their direction.
"Yes, and they’re chasang ud" Don Worth gasped.

Ther pace had been dow to the one they set now. Even Funny Tucker miraculoudy discovered a second
breath and not only held his own, but took the lead at times.

"The plane" Mentd puffed.

"Who will fly it?"

"I’'ve had some flying lessons," B. Elmer admitted, "in a glider. Y ou guys want to take a chance?'
"Not me" Funny assured him. "I’'m taking too many chances asis”

When Mentd Byron explained that the plane was a big transport with complicated controls, they redized
it was foolhardy to think of getting the craft off. Making menta notes to learn to fly the first chance they
got, they changed direction and headed for another spot on the lake shore.

Dusk arrived suddenly as the sun dropped behind the hills, and when they came out on the lake beach,
the waves were touched with faint purple on their crests, and the hollows were crawling in dark shadows.

"Nothing to do but run down the beach,” Mentd said.
"After this" Funny groaned, "I'll never run agan.”

They waded out into the shdlow water, where the waves would wipe out ther footprints, and went on as
rapidly as they could. Ther legs were growing rubbery, and every one of them had the impresson that
there was a bonfirein hislungs.

They found the boat within a mile. It was an old boat, drawn up on the beach near a cabin that was
evidently used by someone for a hunting lodge, and was deserted. There were two oars in the boat, and



they found two canoe paddles—one whole one and one broken amogt in hadf—in the cabin.
"Shdl we take the boat?' Don Worth asked.

Funny Tucker assured them, "It's @ther that, or a hearse for me. | may be able to use my amsto paddle,
but my legs are sure going on gtrike.”

They rowed out on the lake, making as little noise as possible, and the increasing darkness swallowed
them.

"We madeit," Menta Byron said gratefully.

B. EImer looked around, groaned, and said, "Yes, but theré's sure a lot of water between here and
Crescent City."

"And just think," Funny told him with reviving cheer. "Y ou can only see what's on top.”

LATE in the night, in black darkness, they bumped the old boat againg piling of the Crescent City
municipd wharf, and dimbed out. Their arms, they were convinced, were more exhausted than their legs.

"Whéat do we do now?' B. Elmer asked.
"Go to the police”

It dawned on Don Worth, while they were enroute to the police station, that their spirits had fdlen very
low. He made an effort to revive them.

"Has anybody noticed,” he asked, "that it's been some time since B. Elmer thought of a way to make a
million dollars?'

"I've had other things to think of," B. Elmer retorted. "My neck, for ingtance.”

They got more attention than they had expected a the police dtation. An officer was on duty who
remembered that the boys had been among the firg to come to the authorities with the fantagtic sory of
the little golden ogres.

"Boys I'll gpologize" the policeman said. "The story wasn't as crazy as we thought.”
"We ve got another story tonight,” Mentd assured him, "that is dmog as fantadtic.”

The officer heard them through. Immediately, a squad of State police were dispatched for the lumber
camp, owned by Marcus Gild, where the fight and the death of Doc Savage had taken place.

A telephone cdl was made to Marcus Gild about the matter.

Marcus Gild's angry answer was loud enough to rattle the telephone receiver and carry to the ears of the
four young fellows.

"I’'ve got a hundred lumber campd” howled the old dollar-magnet. "How the hdl can | be responsibleif a
gang of thugs movesin on one of them?”

"But your secretary-manager, Vee Main, kidnaped these boys and took them there.”
"Thet'sali"



"And Vee Man was seized by the strange men who raided the camp.”
"You're crazy!" Marcus Gild screeched, and hung up.

The policeman looked thoughtful after he replaced the receiver.

"You know something?' he muttered.

"Marcus Gild sounded scared,” Don Worth ventured.

"S0 you noticed it, too?"

Don Worth nodded grimly, and pointed out, "Don’'t you think there is evidence enough to warrant caling
Marcus Gild in for quegtioning?'

The cop did not fancy that idea. Marcus Gild was the Mikado of Crescent City politics, and considerably
more than a prince in State affairs. He had more money than dmaost anybody knew about, and power to
meatch. Anyone who stepped on old Marcus Gild' s toes was lighting matches in a dynamite bin.

"Have a heart, boys," the cop said.

"Don't you redlize that terror is sweeping Crescent City?* Don asked. "What kind of a heart has anybody
got, to let poor people suffer, possbly just because they're afrad to question arich man.”

"Who's afraid?" the cop demanded indignantly.

"Who does the shoefit?' Funny Tucker suggested.

The officer got red and bloated, but findly let his breeth out with a shegpish whoosh!

"O. K.," hesaid. "I'm scared of old Marcus Gild. | don’t give a damn who knowsiit."
The officer punched a buzzer, summoning subordinates.

"Send a squad of detectives out and arrest old Marcus Gild and bring himin," he ordered.
"You supplying the harps and wings, too?' the other demanded.

e

"You know what old Marcus Gild will do to any cops we send around there.”

"Hell get me, too," sad the firg policeman grimly. "But the more | think about this, the more I'm
convinced old Marcus Gild knows more than he' s told anybody. Bring himin!™

A squad of detectives set out to arrest old Marcus Gild.
Thirty minutes |ater, they were back.

"Marcus Gild has disappeared!” they reported.

THERE was indignation around the police station, and a word-brew of accusations and denids, until it &l
findly cooked down to the bare truth as firg reported.



Marcus Gild had indeed vanished. The disgppearing had occurred between the time the crusty old
finencier was cdled by the policeman in the presence of the four boys, and the time the squad of
detectives arrived to arrest him. Where Marcus Gild had gone, no one knew—his servants had no ides,
they’d daimed.

All anyone could tdl was that Marcus Gild had snatched his hat, coat and a handbag, and dashed out of
the house, looking asiif he had discovered the place was haunted.

"He's been actin’ asif he/d seen a spook,” an officer explained, "for the past severa days, according to
the servants.”

"Worried, en?
IIY$II

"WEIl give hm more to worry about!" Now that old Marcus Gild was on the run, figurdively, the cops
seemed to have more heart toward pursuing him. "Take a squad out there and search the place. Look for
those spooks.”

Thiswas done, and some frightened butlers, maids, gardeners—it was somewhat amazing to redize that
gardeners spent time tending the terrible castlelike garden—and various chauffeurs were dragged into the
police gation and raked with questions.

Marcus Gild had left in haste. Concerned and flustered. That was dll.

"What about the little gold images that disappeared?’ There were uneasy looks and lip licking. Enough
that the cops were loudly suspicious. The truth findly came out.

Marcus Gild had threatened every servant with penitentiary, hanging, and everything ese—trying to learn
if one of them had tolen the images. They hadn’t. They were ingstent on that point.

Don Worth described one of thelittle gold-skinned ogres that he had seen.
"Did the statues look like that?" he asked.
"Wal, sort of "

"What the blazes you getting a?' a cop yelled. "Those statues came to life—you can’'t mean that! It's
imposshle”
Don Worth colored uncomfortably, because that wasn't what he' d had in mind.

"What sgnificance” he countered, "did the disappearance of the statues have? That's what I'm trying to
et a”

"Sgnificance?'

"I don't know about thet,” said another officer, "but | know what effect they had.”
"Effect?'

"It's got the Crescent City public ready to lynch old Marcus Gild if they catch him.”

Don Worth looked speculative.



"Maybe that," he said soberly, "was the purpose of the theft."”
Menta Byron nodded thoughtfully at that.

BEING tired, the four youths went to Don Worth’s home—just how tired they were, they redized when
they tried to relax. Their arms, their legs, were diff with extreme fatigue.

"Like sticks" Funny complained. "Boy, | never want to see another rowboat.”

Seep was out of the question—particularly snce there had been no report from the squad of State police
who had been sent to the lumber camp where, as the boys had explained, Vee Main and three helpers
hed been saized, and Doc Savage had been killed. Don Worth went on the telephone repestedly to
ascertain what the troopers had found.

In about an hour, Don learned. He replaced the receiver with a shocked expression.
"They catch the guysin green?' B. Elmer demanded excitedly.

Don shook his head. "No. They were dl gone"

"Escaped?”

"Yes"

"And what about Doc Savage's plane? Did the police find thet dl right?'

"Gone, t00."

"What?"

"Stolen by the menin green, they think."

A barrage of questions brought from Don Worth exactly what the police had said over the telephone, but
it added nothing to what he had told in hisfirg haf dozen sentences. The raiders had disappeared without
aclue. With them had gone Doc Savage' s plane. That was the Sze of it.

When he had explained everything, Don Worth got up and began putting on his coat.
"Come on, felows" he said.

"What's the ides?"

"I've thought of something.”

They Ieft the Worth home, the others puzzled, Don grim and purposeful. Suddenly, Don began to run. He
sporinted, the others pounding in his wake, until he had passed under a bright street light and into the
shadows beyond—where he stopped. They crouched there, ligening. The others began to redize the
meaning of their companion’s somewhat strange conduct.

"Nobody fallowing us, gpparently,” Mentd hazarded.
"WE Il make darn sure Don said.
They took a taxicab, changed suddenly. They got onto an assortment of streetcars, and off again. They



parted, and met again at a prearranged point.

"All right, nobody iswatching us" Mentd decided. "What's up, Don?"

"Mentd," Don said, "you have an amateur radio station, haven't you?"

Menta Byron nodded. He had become a radio ham at a remarkably early age, and ill had the bug.

They went to Mentd Byron's home—a surprigngly paatid place, because Mentd’s parents were
wedlthy—and shut themselves up in the privecy of the attic room which Mental had rigged up as a radio
shack.

"I want,” Don Worth explained, "to contact an amateur radio in the State of Maine who can find two
hunters named Brigadier Generd Theodore Marley Brooks, and Lieutenant Colond Andrew Blodgett

Mayfar."
"Wha good will the army do us?'

"These men aren’t the amy,” Don said. "They’re worth severad armies; if what I've heard about them is
true”

"Do you know whereabouts in Maine we're likdly to find these two one-man armies?"

There was a magp of the United States on the radio shack wall. Don studied it, then pointed out a small
town deep in the Maine woods.

"That'sswdl,” Mentd said. "I’ ve got CZ cards from a bunch of hams around there."

IT took four hours.

A smdl, squeaky voice, a childiike voice that obvioudy didn't belong to a child, findly reached the ears
of the four youths clustered about the e ectro-dynamic speaker in Mentd’ s radio shack.

"Blazes" sad this pip-squeak of voices, "what's the idea of bugting up our hunting trip? This is Monk
Mayfair taking."

"And showing your usud good manners, you homdy missng link," said another voice. "Get away from
that mike and let a dvilized man do thetaking. . . . Thisis Ham Brooks talking."

Both of them proceeded to talk—to each other. The second voice, that of Ham Brooks, was a large and
pleasant one, ful of persuasion, like a sdlesman’s, or a lavyer who'd had plenty of experience trying to
make juries think black was white.

Judging from the sounds, the pair were about to start breaking the furniture on each other.
"You overdressed shyster lavyer!" the smdl-voiced Monk told Ham.

"You hary pretense of achemid!" Ham said.

"I wouldn’t throw you a rope if you were drownin'!" Monk assured him.

"And | wouldn't touch it if you did!"

"Gentlemen—gentlemen!” Don Worth put in anxioudy. "Doc Savage is dead.”



Monk’s voice, infinitdy shocked, said, "What did you say?"

Don Worth explained—began with the disappearance of his father and continued with the whole chain of
incredible events. The fact that, after the fashion of amateur radio conversation, he repeated each dient
fact, made the story take on even greater feding of starkness.

Monk said, "WEell be there by morning.”

Ham snapped, "Before morning, probably.”

Don Worth asked, "You do not, by chance, have a seaplane?’
"We have one that will land on water," Ham told him.

"Better land on the lake near Crescent City," Don Worth advised. "We will have fires lighted in the shape
of aletter D, a agood spot.”

That sgned off the radio conversation.
Before they left Mentd’ s radio shack, Don Worth looked at them speculatively.

"You've probably guessed by now," he said, "that Monk Mayfar and Ham Brooks are two of the group
of five assstants who work with Doc Savage regularly.”

They had guessed that.

Chapter X11I. THE FOXESAND THE TRAP

ALTHOUGH he wasn't fat, Lieutenant Colond Andrew Blodgett (Monk) Mayfair probably came as
near as any man who ever lived to being as wide as he was tdl. His ams were so long that he had been
accused of being able to tie his shoes without bending over. The arms were the size of fence posts, and
there was more hair on them than should be. His mouth was very big, and his eyes were very samdl, like
his voice, dthough his voice became something like a combination of the Queen Mary's foghorn and a
wild cat with its tail caught in a trap, when he was aroused.

Monk was famous for three things. First, he was a renowned chemis. Second, he was a damant for the
title of homediest man of the generation. Third, he had a pet pig.

The pig was named Habeas Corpus, to irritate Ham Brooks, who abhorred hogs, pigs, pork, sausages,
and who had even been known to wash his hair after discovering he had brushed it with a hog-brigtle
hairbrush. Habeas Corpus, the pig, had long legs, oversized ears, a snout built for inquiry, and brains.

Ham Brooks aso had brains. They had made him one of the greatest lawyers in the land—those, and his
gift of gab.

What had made Ham Brooks the mogt famous fdlow in the land was his dothing. No roster of
best-dressed men was ever issued without Ham Brooks name, and usudly it was at the head of the list.
It was an oft-repeated fact that tailors frequently followed him down the street to see clothes being worn
as they should be worn. Whenever there was a new fashion for men, the chances were that Ham Brooks
hed =t it.

Wherever people stood in gap-jawed amazement dong Park Avenue, the chances were it was Ham



Brooks out walking with Chemidtry, his pet chimpanzee—or ape, or baboon, or runt gorilla, or whatever
Chemigtry was. Authorities disagreed about Chemistry’s ancestry.

Monk cdled Chemidry that blankety-blasted what-is-it, whenever he cdled Chemidry anything that
mede fit hearing. Chemidry could not speak English, so he was confined to squeaks, walls, clacks,
grunts, hisses and a marvelous Bronx cheer. Monk maintained Ham had taught the animd that Bronx
cheer—to express his opinion of Monk.

Monk and Ham quarreled. Habeas Corpus and Chemidry quarreled. The men didn't like each other,
and they couldn’t stand each other’s pets—they maintained.

As amatter of fact, Monk and Ham had been known to save each other’ s livesin the past.

This squabbling quartet arrived at Crescent City in a segplane that was amdl and fast enough to give a
Schneider cup racer a run for its money. They sghted the fire Sgnd lighted on the beach, and came
down, the plane floats hitting the tops of waves like a glancing bullet.

Monk and Ham were impressed by Don Worth, Funny Tucker, Menta Byron and B. Elmer Dexter. If
the four boys were not impressed by Monk and Ham, they were polite enough not to say so, dthough it
was a fact that Monk and Ham did not look like two world-beaters, nor did they sound like it, for most
of the noises they made were bdlligerent, and aimed at each other.

They listened to arepeat of the incredible story of the golden ogres.

"Either you boys are the biggest prevaricators we ever heard,” Monk said, grinning, "or this is something
mighty mysterious”

Monk and Ham then reached a decison.

"Well go," Ham declared, "to the Worth home, and get some deep.” He flourished the sword-cane
which he carried.

The boys were flabbergasted.
"But my home may be watched, as we ve discovered,” Don explained.
"Nevertheless—and despite the way | hate to agree with Ham—to the Worth home we go,” Monk said.

So they went to the modest Worth residence, and alittle golden ogre saw them.

THE ugly dwarf was in the most unsuspected of spots—in the chimney of an abandoned house that was
near the Worth home, but not too near. Age had made the chimney crooked, and the little felow had
removed some loose bricks to make peepholes. It was a fireplace chimney, rough on the indde, and it
could be dlimbed.

Getting down the chimney was more of a job than getting up. The dwarf fdl the last few feet, landed in a
cloud of soot.

"Damn whoever got that chimney ideal” he snarled.

He looked at himsdf, saw that he was more soot-black than gold-colored, and decided the hue blended
with the night; so he did not clean himsdf off.



He left the old house, took to the weeds, and ran urtil he reached a cabin in a touris camp tha
outwardly appeared not to be open for business. He gave the tourist-cabin door a kick.

"Open up!" he barked.

"Who the hdl isit thistime, Fiddie?" a voice indde asked.

"It sDiddle, FiddI€'s brother," advised the little man grimly.

The large, bull-necked man opened the door with weary patience and not too much respect.

"This business of sarving as an information booth for you damned freaks is gettin’ on my nerves”" he
complained. "What isit now?'

"Two of Doc Savage's assgtants, the ones named Monk and Ham, just hit town. You better find out the
thing to do about it."

The thick-necked man came to life, dashed out of the cabin, was gone some time, and came back
panting.

"They’ll send hdp," he said. "WEell trap this Monk and Ham. They probably don't have any suspicion of
the truth as yet. WE |l get them before they smdl athing.”

"If they do amdl the truth," said the dwarf dryly, "they’ re gonna be plenty surprised.”

"And you' re gonna be surprised,” the other assured him, "when you hear your part inthis trap.”
"My part?

"Bat."

"You show yoursdlf. They trall you. You lead ‘em into our trap."

"Thehdl | will!"

"The hdl you won't. Them's orders.”

The dwarf threw his dub on the floor and swore like a mule-skinner.

"Lucky—that’s mel" he snarled.

HABEAS CORPUS, the pig, was the fird occupant of the Worth home to glimpse the ugly little
gold-colored midget who was to serve as bat. Habeas came slling into the Worth living room,
practicaly usng his ears for wings, and looking asiif he had indeed seen something.

"Ps-st!" Monk warned. "Habeas is scared.”
"Maybe he found amirror,” Ham suggested dryly, "and got alook at himsdf."

As a mater of fact, Ham had dmogt as much respect for Habeas as had the pig's owner, Monk,
athough Ham would have let an arm be burned off to the shoulder before he would have admitted of any
feding toward Habesas that was kinder than an intense desire to see breakfast bacon made out of the



hog.

They went outside, very quietly, after making a great business of hemming and hawing and yawning to
gve the idea they were going to deep. For a while, they made ther eyes ache, draning them to see
anything suspicious in gloom that was soon going to turn into daylight.

"Therd" Monk breathed. "Over therel A little man!"

It certainly was alittle man—at least aman much smaler than Monk or Ham had expected to see, even if
they had gotten beyond doubting that they would see any golden dwarfs a dl, doubt being the only
sengble reaction to thiskind of story. But there the golden midget was.

He carried his dub over his shoulder, crossed an open space in the lawn, and waited for a while in the
shadow of atree. They heard him cough. It was a humarn-enough cough, dthough asmdl one.

Once, a bird made the faintest of fluttering sounds off to the right, and the little man whirled ingtantly.
Later, the midget sauntered away.

"There he goes” Monk said. "Wdl falow him."

"Sh-h-h, stupid!" Ham hissed. "He|ll hear you!"

Monk put on a big grin, and watched the midget golden figure atentively. The dwarf did not seem to
have heard. Monk’s loud voice had not been an accident. It was deliberate. The weird little man had
heard a bird rudtle the bushes a few moments ago—but now he couldn’t hear Monk’s voice, which was
louder.

"Worth thinkin' about,"” Monk said.
IIE,]I?I

"He knows we're fallowin' him, and it don’t excite him,"” Monk explained. "Therefore, he wants us to
tral him. Which leaves a conduson.”

"Leading usinto trouble” Ham nodded soberly.

Ham then leaned down, picked up Chemidry, the chimp, and pointed out the midget to the animd with
his sword cane, after which he replaced Chemistry on the ground.

"Go get him!" Ham directed.
Chemidry shot ahead.

The swearing the dwarf did when the chimp seized him was a classc. To the litle man, Chemidry
probably seemed as large as a good-sized ape. He howled, squaled. Evidently he struck some good
cub blows as wdl, because Chemistry made distressed sounds himsdif.

Monk rushed upon the scene, seized the little golden men by aleg, and held him doft.
"Now," Monk declared, "we ve got hold of the mydery.”

THE dwarf dill hdd his dub—he sivung it, and connected with Monk’ s head, and Monk fdl down. Ham



pounced upon the midget when he would have scampered away, and for a while there were grunts and
dugt inthe air. Inthe end, it came out dl right, with dl of them in aring around the midget, who was about
to run out of profanity. Findly, he did run out.

"Ar-r-r'" he said. "Nutsto dl of you!"

"For a pint-Szed edition of a prehigoric caveman,” Don Worth said thoughtfully, "he speaks a
remarkably modern brand of English.”

Thelittle man scowled at them.

"You think I am dumb?' he demanded. "Think | am not smart enough to learn ample thing like the English
language?'

"If you aren’t smarter than you look," Funny Tucker said, "you're plenty knot-headed.”
Reflection on his intelligence seemed to enrage the little man. He sputtered rage.

While he was sputtering, Monk got out a smdl metd case which could have held cigars, but held instead
a hypodermic needle and some bottles containing a supply of suff for usein the needle.

"Truth serum,” Monk explained.

The boys looked a the hypo needle and the chemicd, and Mentd Byron said, "I've heard of it. Drug
affects the conscious thought processes, so the victim can't think up lies”

Monk agreed, "Yeah. That's a generd idea of how it works."

The homdy chemist now seized the little golden dwarf, and prepared to thorn him with the hypo needle.
The midget didn’t like the idea.

"Y ou're gonna stick me with that Suff?* he yelled.

"Yep," Monk said.

"Whet'll happen?'

"You'll fed something like being unconscious.”

"How long," the midget asked wildly, "before I'll know anything?'

"Aren't you," Funny Tucker put in, "hoping for too much from the serum?’

Thelittle man glared at Funny, snarled. "Fat boy, we ve got plenty of smarter men than you in the cavern!
And before thisis over, you'll be there, too!"

Funny sobered.
"Let’'s hope not," he said.

The midget beat his chest, stuck out his minigture plowshare of a jaw, and bawled, "We're the next
medters of the world—we little men are! And don't think we aren’t!"

"Jugt how," Monk asked him curioudy, "do you figure to do the magtering?”

"Weve got Crescent City in terror, haven't we?' the litle fdlow howled. "They're scared



now—everybody id They'll get a lot more scared! And the only way they can save themsdves is to
move out of Crescent City and turn everything over to ud”

"That's how you'll take Crescent City?"

"“That's how!"

Monk grabbed him and got the hypo needle ready again.

"Wat!" the dwarf gasped.

"What for?'

"If you gtick thet thing into me, it'll make metdl the truth?" the little man snarled questioningly.
"That'sright.”

"Which means that I’ll tdl you where our cavern is?"

"Yep.

The dwarf took in a deep breath and swore some more.

"I'll show you the cavern,”" he said, "without dl that trouble.

THE little man led them out of Crescent City.

The sun was rigng, birds were coming to life, and it was that time of day when the mill whistles of
Crescent’s indudrid digtrict should have been blowing—but on this morning the mgority of the city's
plants were not opening, having been closed, as schools are closed during an epidemic, in a hopeless
effort to prevent spread of the weird maady which was causing such horror.

"You're smart,” Monk told the midget, "because this truth serum is redly dangerous suff, and we might
gvealittle guy like you an overdose, which would make him very dead.”

"Humph," said the midget.

His gold-tinted complexion—there wasn't enough daylight as yet, particularly since they had entered the
foregt, to give them a good look at his skin—was quite pronounced. The little man was very homdy, and
his homeliness was a type that seemed to grow more repulsive on longer acquaintance, his body being
gnarled and puffy, and dmost of atogether distorted aspect. There was something horrible about him, as
if a Cupid had become old and evil without ever growing up.

"You didn't expect usto grab you, did you?' Monk asked him. ™Y ou thought we would follow you?'
"I'm not giving you any information,” the little man snapped.

"Remember,” Monk said threateningly, "wheat | said about that truth serum maybe being fatd. Well use it
on you if you get tough.”

The amdl ogre swallowed.

"I wanted you to follow me" he admitted.



"Into a trap?'

" egh”

"We were too smart for that,” Monk said. "We saw through your scheme.”
They came to a particularly dense and deserted thicket of woods.

The dwarf stopped.

"You weren't so smart,” he said.

"Huh?'

"This
isthe trgp!" snarled the dwarf.

And men began coming out of the thicket. Little men and big, full-grown men. There were plenty of guns,
plenty of ugly expressions. All of the full-grown men wore green coverdl outfits that would enable them
to move about in the woodland with a minimum chance of being discovered, dthough it was apparent,
from glimpses of neckties and collars ingde the coverdls, that they wore avilian dothing beneath. Not
meany words were spoken.

"Up—everybody!" one man said.

There was no doubt about what he wanted up. Ther arms. There was aso no doubt thet it was sensble
to comply with the command. All arms lifted.

The prisoners were searched, then ther wrists were bound tightly, and they were gagged.

After the binding, the dwarf named Diddle strode over and kicked Monk urtil he was both exhausted
and satisfied, despite the threats which Monk tried to snort around his geg.

Habeas Corpus and Chemistry had not been seized.
"Shoot those two animds," the spokesman ordered.

Both Monk and Ham made, wildly, certain gestures which they had taught their pets to mean quick flight.
Habeas and Chemidiry took off, vanished in the woods.

"Damn!” aman said. "Somebody may find them!”

"Thenif the pig and ape can tak, that’ll be swel,” the leader remarked, and grinned. "Le&t’s go.”
"WEe re heading—"

"For the cavern," the spokesman explained.

The other pointed at Monk, Ham and the four boys. "Do we have to take these? Surdly, the chief don't
intend—"

"Don’'t worry. They’ll be deader, before long, than their overrated friend, Doc Savage.”

They filed off through the woods with the prisoners, waking rapidly, occasondly swearing at the speed
with which the sun was rigng.



Chapter XI1V. STOWAWAY
THE warmth and the brightness of that same new sun probably helped arouse Doc Savage.

For alittle while, he did not know where he was—his mind was befogged, for he had been drugged. He
had drugged himsdf. The capsule, that had contained the potent sedative which he had taken
ddiberatdy, lay a hisside.

He tried to move his arms. He managed that. He was pleased. He had hardly expected as much.
There was incredible illnessin his ears.

The night had been chilly, and the temperature had not risen much as yet, but it was perceptibly warm
among the rocks where he lay. A squirrd was investigating him, and so had been a buzzard, dthough the
latter was now winging away disappointed. Background for everything was the dampness of the nearby
rushing river.

It was the same river that ran through the lumber mill of Marcus Gild, and was dammed to form the long
storage pond into which Doc Savage had dived to escape from the menin green.

He had dived into that pond a long time ago. A very long time ago, it seemed. He moved his ams and
legs some more, and began to redize that he hurt dl over. Every nerve was a telegraph line for agony.

The concussions of the grenades had done that. Not the grenades thrown in among the logs of the
storage pond. He had been clear of those. It was just one grenade, a lucky one, tossed far down in the
river, that had dl but removed hislife with one sckening thump.

Now the utter dtillness was hurting his ears.
He spoke. He could not hear himsdf. He was dedf.

Beside him, near the sedative capsule, lay the diving "lung’'—it was aso the gas filter that he had used on
that earlier vigt to Marcus Gild's home. Use of that device had enabled him to swvim below the surface of
the river and escape the menin green.

He had taken the sedative after reaching safety. Taken it because he knew he wasin no physicd shape to
pursue the raiders, and because he wanted to rest, and did not want to be tortured by thoughts while he
rested. The sedative had made hismind blank, except for afew gridy nightmares, while he had rested.

He tried his voice again, tested his ears. Above and beyond dl the bronze man's other accomplishments
was his ability as a surgeon, his knowledge of human anatomy.

He did not think he was permanently deaf. But the shock of the grenade exploding under water had done
his eardrums no good, even though he had plugged his ears when he fdt the firsd underwater blast, a
precaution that had probably saved his hearing.

He began taking exercises and carefully kneading muscles—he knew a great ded of osteopathy, and he
used that knowledge. So that in haf an hour he not only could walk, he was fairly active.

He made no effort to reach the lumber mill and pick up the trall of the menin green as they fled with Vee
Main and ther other prisoners. The men in green would be clever enough to hide that trall.



It was their other trail, the one they had made coming to the vidnity, that Doc Savage sought.
He found the trail without much difficulty.

It led to a spot where boats had been beached. Doc Savage examined the boat marks, made his
grangdy low and exatic trilling sound briefly—for they were the marks of folding boats, and that meant
something.

THE raiders in green had come back to therr folding boats and paddied away in them, the marks
indicated.

Doc found Vee Man's footprints among the returning marks. Or a woman's tracks, a least. That they
were Vee Man' s was just a reasonable guess.

Theriver water was bitterly cold, frigid enough to sap strength, and the bronze man knew that he needed
vitdity, so he did not swim. He followed the river.

Where the river entered the lake, there was a wide cove of smooth water that crinkled lazily in the
morning sunlight.

The plane sat on the cove. A hig plane, two-motored, both engines huge cowled reservoirs of power.
The cabin would hold twenty in a pinch, and the ship was certainly large enough to fly fast with that
burden.

Morning breeze was kicking the heavy plane around, giving trouble to the three green-coverdl-clad men
who hdld the mooring lines. Two of them gripped the lines, braced heds, and were dragged, making
grooves across the sandy beach, until they were hauled into the water. The third man stood on the plane
wing and gave them profane advice.

"Run her up to shore again!" ydled one of the pair in the water. "Then you get off there and hdp ud
Three of us can get her tied to that tree.”

The green-coverall-garbed man on the wing began laughing.
"Why can't you guysjust svim around and lead her?' he demanded humoroudly.

The pair in the water didn’t think it was funny; they dimbed onto the plane, and one of them knocked
their humorous companion overboard.

"When the others come back, they may wanta get aboard in a hurry!" one snarled. "So we keep this
plane close to the beach, without actudly grounding her. Them'’s orders.”

All three of them got overside with lines, after one of the drenched men had entered the cabin and pulled
the ship close to the beach with roaring motors.

They labored on the sand. The motors idled, hdping them. Findly they got the lines to a amdl tree and
began making them fadt.

Unexpectedly, there was a popping sound. The preoccupied men whirled. Black smoke was bailing
around one of the plane motors, swirling back to envelop the craft.

"Hdl! She's dird” one squaled.



They dived for the ship. Both motors were turning. One man floundered into the cabin, splattering water,
and cut the engines.

The black smoke cleared away, and there seemed no harm done.
"What happened, danmit?' one man demanded.

"Mudt’ ve been a backfire."

"Made a blasted lot of smoke, didn't it?'

"Yegh. But you can see that’s dl it could ve been, can't you?"

"l guess 0."

They were satidfied it was a backfire.

Which pleased Doc Savage no little. The bronze man was now crouched in the tall of the plane, back of
the lavatory, where chances were one in a thousand againg anyone ever looking. The smoke had not
been a backfiring motor—it had come from a smoke bomb which the bronze man had used to hide his
act of swinging into the plane.

Eveaything had worked out very wdl. Even the fact that the men themsdves were soaked, and had
splattered around in the cabin, had concealed the water that had dripped from the bronze man's
garments.

"We re getting the indde of this crate as wet as the devil,” one man complained.
But the dampness aroused no suspicion.

Doc Savage carefully pocketed the diving "lung’ which he had used to svim underwater to the plane. The
gadget was being repeatedly useful.

TWENTY minutes or so later, a man dashed out on the beach. He was a messenger, apparently, who
hed come on ahead.

"The trap worked like a cham,” he explained. "They'll be here as soon as | go back and tdl ‘em it's
sfe”

"Why shouldn't it be safe?’

"The State police are combing the woods," the other advised. "Weve seen ‘em once or twice from a
digtance.”

He went away to advise his companions that the coast was clear. Doc Savage set to work with the tip of
aknife blade that had very good sted, and got tiny apertures in the skin of the plane, one on each side,
and one in the bottom, to serve as peepholes.

And he saw, abit later, the arriva of the prisoners—a cava cade consgting of severa green-garbed men,
anumber of caveman midgets, Monk, Ham, and the four boys. It was the firg time Doc Savage had
known that Monk and Ham were involved in the mysery, and the bronze man dmost made his amdl
involuntary trilling sound of mentd stress, but caught himsdf intime.



Thorn bushes had scratched the captives, tree limbs had horned them and ripped their dothing. They
looked asif they had been dapped around somewhat. On top of that, their tempers were bad.

They were heaved into the plane.

The ship took the air. It flew south fifty miles, west for a hundred, south some more, then swung and,
after a good ded of flying, crossed the thickly populated suburbs of Chicago, where planes passed
frequently enough that the chance of a particular one of them being noticed was very rare. From Chicago,
the craft angled up until it entered clouds.

After the plane was in the clouds—it was suddenly obvious the pilot had been hunting clouds for such a
purpose—the craft completely changed its course, and droned northward while hidden high in the vapor
masses, following a course that was teking it far out over the lake.

The flying had become monotonous, the motor roar prevented any chance of overhearing conversation,
and s0 Doc Savage gave more atention to his surroundings—the interior of the tail of the big plane.

There was afolding boat, carefully lashed down, two or three parachutes neetly packed, and one ‘chute
that had not been packed, and was a great loose bundle of slk that squirmed and shifted under the
impact of such amdl wind-streams as entered through cracks, or around control-wire guards.

Doc had noticed the loose ‘ chute before—but now its shape had changed somewhat.
Suddenly, the bronze man scuttled back, fdl upon the ‘ chute pile with open arms, and clutched.
"Quiet!" he hissed. "It's Doc Savage."

The ‘chute pile heaved for awhile, until the man concealed under it decided he was helpless, after which
Doc Savage uncovered the face of his new captive.

Marcus Gild's dephantlike visage stared up a him quizzicdly.

Chapter XV.ISLAND AND CAVERN

MARCUS GILD’S big round body made a great cushion under the parachute folds, dthough the
cushion was not as soft as might have been expected when one had seen Marcus Gild in Street clothes.

The moneybags of Crescent City was worried, but not exactly afrad. He was more puzzled then
anything; his amdl eyes sparkled with inquiry, and his big ears were dmost gicking forward to hear
answers to questions.

"It getsme" he said.
"What does?'
"You sowing away in here" Marcus Gild explained.

Doc Savage' s regular metdlic features showed no surprise. He said, ™Y ou had me figured as the schemer
behind what was happening, didn’'t you?'

Marcus Gild nodded. "All I had ever heard of you was rumors—stories about an unusud felow named
Doc Savage, who was dways getting in trouble. After you came to my house, and | ran you away with
the gas, | sent Vee Main out to find out who you redly were, and what you were up to."



"Vee Man went through my belongings at the Worth home" Doc said, "then she visted the Crescent
City library and read up on me"

"She was checking up on you for me" Marcus Gild pointed out. "But she was seized before she could
report.”

Doc Savage asked, "How did you get here—in this plane?’
“I'mnot so supid,” said Gild.
"Obvioudy."

"I have alot of property in Crescent City, and alot of men work for me—so | have to keep pretty close
check on things. | have spies. | know about everything that goes on."

Marcus Gild sat on the folds of the parachute and looked proud of himsdf, like a little elephant that was
very dy. He continued:

"Snce this mystery turned up in Crescent City—and more particularly, snce my golden images were
golen—I’ve had my private detectives watching everything."

"Ard?'

"One of my private detectives," Marcus Gild explained, "reported that a mysterious large plane had made
severd landings recently a the mouth of the river that led to my lumber camp. It is one of the few
suitable—and hidden—anding spots for a planein this vicinity.”

Thefat, dy old dollar-magnet paused to look proud of himsdf again.

"The golden images were stolen to make things hot for me" he said. "To point suspicion & me. The fact
that Vee Man saized the boys—she redly meant them no harm, and only intended to learn what they
knew about the mystery, and about you—it was a misteke, I'll admit, for it made the police suspect me
more and more. It got to the point where the police were going to arrest me. So | skipped.”

"You shouldn’'t have skipped,” Doc Savage told him, "if you had no guilt to cover."

"Guilt? Hel, | was guilty of ordering Vee to kidnap the boys, wasn't 1? Anyway, with me locked up, who
was there |eft to solve the mystery?”

There were the palice, the State troopers, and afew others around to solve the mystery, but Doc Savage
did not remind the rather egotigtica dollar-trap of that.

"S0 you came to the river mouth to seeif the mystery plane was there?' the bronze man asked.

"Exactly. | got aboard her in the darkness. It was't hard. | just hid on her, figuring they’d take me to the
hideout of these little gold cavemen. Y ou're doing the same thing, aren’t you?'

Doc Savage ligened to the motors, which were panting with less violence. He put a flake-gold eye to the
tiny hole he had made in the fusdage.

"Idand below," he said.
And the plane landed.



IN about ten minutes, al was quiet.
Marcus Gild muttered, "It sounded asif they ran the plane into a hangar.”
"Quiet," Doc Savage warned.

The bronze man, pressing an eye to the peepholes, made out what seemed to be rock on both sides, and
water below. He crept to the hatch, got it open cautioudy, made sure no one remained in the cabin of the
hig plane, then eased to a window.

The ship stood in avast, crude, but strong-looking hangar made out of stone set in concrete mortar, and
great caling beams. The place seemed deserted.

Doc Savage dimbed down to one of the floats, from which he could step ashore. Marcus Gild followed,
hisweight making the plane bobble and sway.

Exit from the hangar appeared to be through a stone doorway, which was closed. Doc Savage did not
go near the door, but entered the water and beckoned Marcus Gild to fallow, a suggestion which the fat
men followed, after hissing hitterly about the coldness of the water. They swam out of the hangar glently,
turned right, and touched the stony shore of the idand.

Theidand, as Doc Savage had seen from the air, was a stone wart on the shiny blue skin of the lake. A
large wart, maybe hdf a mile across, and horned dl over with ledges, rocky peaks, as wel as knobbed
with big boulders. Trees stuck like moss in the stony cracks, and there was a furring brush. It hadn’t
looked s0 good from the arr.

At close range, the idand looked like something that had been hdlf created, then forgotten.
Doc Savage peered around the hangar corner.
There was aman crouched in the bushes, watching the hangar door.

Doc Savage waited long enough to be reasonably sure that no one ese was around. Then he legped,
came down on the water, clutched the fdlow’s throat to paralyze sound, and turned him over.

It was Vick Francks.

DOC SAVAGE had started to administer a pressure on certain soind nerve centers which would induce
unconsciousness, but he changed hismind. He held Vick Francks, kegping the man slent, until the fellow
should get the Stuation sraight in his mind.

"Know him?' old Marcus Gild demanded.

"His name is Vick Francks" Doc explained. "He came to me and explained that he was one of the
vidims of the little gold ogres. He is rationd-minded mogt of the time, but he has murderous spells.”

Vick Francks was garing at them in amazement.
Doc Savage told him, "Don’'t make a sound,” and released the throat pressure.

Vick Francks kneaded his neck, swalowed; the firg two times he tried to whisper, he only managed
croakings.



"I got away again,” he gulped findly, "1 was watching the hangar, afraid to go in and try to sted the plane.
| canfly alittle

"Where are the four boys?' Doc Savage asked grimly.

"They're dill ssfe—here on the idand—in the cavern.”

"Cavern?'

Vick Francks pointed toward the centra part of the idand. "It's up there.”

"You willing to hep us?" Doc demanded.

"You're here to raid theidand?’ Vick Francks stared at them. "How much help have you got?!
"You, if you're willing. And Marcus Gild, here."

"Only the three of ud" Vick Francks shook his head. "WEe Il never makeit! There s alot of them herel™
"Wewill not make it if we do not try," Doc assured him.

Vick Francks shuddered, thought for awhile, shuddered again.

"I'mwith you," he said, "but | think we're dl crazy."

Doc Savage led the way a few rods into the mass of boulders, upheaved stone, gnarled trees and thorn
bushes that bit them as vicioudy as animds, and halted.

"You gay here," he directed, "while | go ahead and reconnoiter.”
"Think that's safe?" Vick Francks asked uneedly.

Doc Savage did not comment, because it obvioudy waan't safe; he went ahead. The shrubbery, the
waste of stones, swalowed him.

There was dmogt complete tillness after the bronze man had gone, because the idand seemed devoid of
bird life, and the leaves on the scrawny shrubs were so starved that they made a noise only when the
gronger puffs of the lake breeze came, which was &t long intervals.

Marcus Gild waited until the wind and the emaciated leaves were meking some sound.
Then Marcus Gild hit the unsuspecting Vick Francks aterrific fist blow and dropped him senseless.
"It's about time" Marcus Gild said grimly, “thet this thing got wound up.”

MARCUS GILD got down on his knees beside unconscious Vick Francks and went through the man's
pockets, then swore when he found nothing whatever therein. He used Vick Francks belt, and his own,
to bind the man's ankles and wrigts. Then, to make sure the fdlow was redly unconscious, he hit him

again.

Marcus Gild I€ft his victim hidden under a bush, and started off. He had trouble with his batless trousers,
and hitched them up.

Marcus Gild disappeared in the direction of the cavern.



Doc Savage came out of the bush behind which he had been concedled, waiching. Snking beside Vick
Francks, the bronze man administered a powerful simulant which he carried as a part of emergency

equipment.

Vick Francks was soon groaning and batting his eyes.
"Thet fat old devil!" he gritted feebly.

"Hehit you," Doc Savage said.

Vick Francks nodded. "And don't that prove something? I'll bet everybody in Crescent City was right!
The old reprobate is behind this mess.”

"You think Marcus Gild is the boss of the men in green and the little gold-skinned dwarfs?' Doc asked.
"l sure do."
"We might follow him and see.”

Vick Francks was shaky on his legs, but with the aid of the bronze man, he managed to navigate the
seeply doping stone sides of the idand, dimb over masses of boulders that stood as thickly together as
racked pool bals, and catch sght of Marcus Gild.

Marcus Gild was cregping dong, making for a sheer diff that had an overhang which looked as if it might
hide the mouth of a cavern.

A little golden-skinned midget appeared unexpectedly behind Marcus Gild. The little man wore a amdl
overcoat with a velvet collar, such as old-time actors affect, but he took this off in order to move more
slently, disclosing that his knotty and unpleasant little body was clad only in a breechcloth. He carried a
club.

The dwarf proceeded to tral Marcus Gild.

"That's queer,” Vick Francks breathed. "He straling his chief."
"Apparently.”

"He doesn't act,” Vick Francks said, "asif he meant Marcus Gild any good.”
"Wait here" Doc directed quietly.

"Wha are you going to do?'

"Get the midget.”

Vick Francks stopped, stood very 4ill. Doc Savage went ahead, usng dl the speed and slence he could
muster. His muscles, due to the effects of the grenade in the log storage pond, lacked their usud

effidency, but he managed wel enough.

The dwarf was taken completdy by surprise. His grunt was not loud enough to attract Marcus Gild. He
dropped his club.

Doc Savage held the sruggling little man in silence, until Marcus Gild went on, not knowing thet anything
out of the ordinary had happened behind him.



Then the bronze man began examining the dwarf. He gave atention to the little flow’ s golden skin.

Something that he found caused the bronze man to make, for some moments, the strange, low trilling
sound, the note as exatic as the song of some unknown tropica bird.

With pressure on spind nerves, Doc made the midget harmlesdy unconscious.

Then he picked up the dwarf’s club, examined it, gave it a twist, and the lower portion came off like a
shdl in his hands.

There were severd very modern-looking trick hypodermic needles insde the club, arranged so thdt,
when a blow was struck, a chemica fluid would be injected into the victim.

Doc emptied the chemica out of the hypo needles insde the club. He put the club back together again,
tossed it on the ground where it might have dropped.

A few moments later, Vick Francks came cregping up.

Doc Savage was examining the dwarf’s skin again. The bronze man had squeezed water from his own
damp dlothing, was scrubbing the midget's gold-colored skin.

"Here' s something,” the bronze man said grimly, "thet probably explains the whole mysery.”
Vick Francks picked up the club.

"| was afraid of thet," he said.

He struck Doc Savage with the club.

Doc jumped up, staggered around enough to make it look good, then fdl down and pretended to be
overcome by the hypodermic which had been—but wasn't now—in the club.

Chapter XVI. THE OGRE’'SNEST

VICK FRANCKS proceeded to have a fit—but not the kind of fit that he had advertised himsdf as
being subject to, due to the evil machinations of the little golden ogres. Thiswas afit of joy. He wanted to
howl his ddight, to jump up and down, but couldn’t because of the nearness of Marcus Gild, so he was
about to bust. He managed severd very large sSlent laughs, and pinched himsdf hard, the pain giving relief
to hisfedings

He shouldered Doc Savage, showing some astonishment at the bronze man's weight, then walked to the
right, quickened his pace, and shortly stepped through a narrow aperture in the sony idand, into the
mouth of a cave.

Ingantly, he was surrounded by fully-szed men, and smdler ones.

Vick Francks dropped Doc Savage to the floor. Severa men got a look at the bronze giant, and began
to take uneasy steps backward.

"Hdl, he's hdpless" Vick Francks snapped. "I popped him with one of the clubs filled with hypo
needles. It'll be hours before he wakes up.”

"Doc Savage," aman muttered, “istricky suff to monkey with. I’ ve heard plenty about him.”



Vick Francks snorted. "As if | didn't know. That firg time, when | went to him and daimed to be a
vidim of the golden ogres, | thought it'd be smple to knife him. But it wasn't, even if he never did
suspect me”

"He never suspected you?' aman asked.
“Not once."
"He must be dipping,” the man mumbled.

The remark angered Vick Francks, and he scowled darkly, said, "Don’t underestimate my own &hility,
fdlom" after which he whirled on the others.

"Old Marcus Gildison theidand," Vick Francks explained grimly. "Go look for him. Grab him."
"And that," said the man who had complained, "will make everything perfect.”
He was't complaining this time—he meant it. Vick Francks grinned appreciatively.

"All Crescent City needs now,” he said, "is for old Marcus Gild to appear and dtart acting insane and
trying to kill people.”

All of the full-9zed men, and part of the midgets, hurried out into the bright sunlight to search for Marcus
Gild.

The other dwarfs fdl upon Doc Savage, dragged him deeper into the cavern. Some of the little felows
were strong, but they dl got out of breath quickly.

"Thisisahdl of ajob!" one puffed.

"You're right," agreed another. "l wish | was back in the circus. It may be tough to be stared it, but it
an't haf as much hdl as we ve got oursalves mixed up in."

"What circus were you with?"

"The Internationd Congress of Wonders. Good outfit. Fired me for working a dip racket. | was
black-baled.”

Ancther dwarf said grimly, "'l was black-balled, too. Off a carniva. Couldn’t get booked anywhere.”

"If well compare notes, we'll find that we ve dl been blackbdled,” the firg explained. "That's the way
Vick Francks managed to pick out midgets who—er—would work this for him."

Doc Savage, who was perfectly conscious, but pretending to be otherwise, heard dl of this and it
checked with what he aready knew, or surmised.

Examination of the dwarf’s gold-colored skin, a few minutes ago, had shown him that the unusud
complexion came from a smple chemicd dye.

Theplain fact was that dl these little men were merdy midgets whom Vick Francks had hired to play a
part.

Doc et them toss him through a barred gate, and dam the door.



THE ged bars of the gate were thick, and the gate itsdf was set in athick iron pand which closed off an
am of the cavern. The floor was of stone, the ar was cool, and the dillness dmost immediatey broken
by avoice.

"Blazed" it said. "Doc Savage!"

The voice was amd| and squeaky, so Doc said, "Monk! How meany of you arein here?!
"Jus Ham, the four boys, Vee Main, and three other men.”

Doc asked, "Who are the three other men?'

Don Worth's voice answered thet. "Oneismy father. The other two are men who were smart enough to
redize the truth about the little gold ogres. They were not fooled, so they could not be released to tdl a
med story about being seized by smdl golden cavemen.”

"And the truth—"

"The dwarfs are redly ordinary freaks, mog of them former circus attractions. Hired to perpetrate a

Doc Savage knew that, of course.
"What kind of a hoax?' he asked.

"We're not sure” Don explained, "but it's got something to do with disrupting the commercid life of
Crescent City until—"

"Until Marcus Gild isruined!" VVee Man snapped.
IIE.]?I

"Oh, it sdl pefectly clear to Marcus Gild and mysdlf, and has been for some time" the girl said grimly.
"Sx months ago, a gang of crooks approached Marcus Gild and offered aridiculoudy cheap price for dl
hisholdingsin Crescent City. Marcus Gild refused, naturdly. And thisis the result.”

Doc Savage asked, "Isthis the cavern to which the prisoners who thought they were seized by fantastic
little gold men were brought?"

Mentd Byron said, "That’s right, Mr. Savage. But the victims are kept in another part of the cave, and
they never get to see any full-9zed men—while they are conscious.”

Doc sad, "We have a generd line on everything but the maady that the prisoners have been given. Do
you know anything about that?'

"Nothing," Menta admitted.
Ham said, "Doc, from what we ve learned, that mdady isred.”

There was a noise outsde—men gpproaching—and Doc Savage hurriedly flattened out on the cavern
floor and became an excellent imitation of a man Hill unconscious.

"I'm supposed to be drugged from a dub blow," he explained.

The door was unlocked, and two men came in, protected by rifles that thrust menacingly through the



door, and seized Doc Savage. They carried him out.

THE bronze man was dumped on the floor of another arm of the cavern—the place seemed to have as
many branches as a tree—where there was enough light coming from a portable eectric lantern to show
canvas cots, cooking equipment, and assorted litter. Evidently the living quarters.

And a0 the throne room—because Vick Francks walked in, pulled a canvas chair into postion, and sat
down.

"He coming?' he asked.
"They're bringing him," amean told him.

Vick Francks turned his attention to Doc Savage, eyeing the bronze man sourly for atime, then getting up
and kicking himin the Sde a few times.

"Am | going to enjoy giving it to im!" Francks said grimly. "It'll take & least two hours for him to regain
consciousness, though.”

He went back and sat on the canvas chair.
"What the hdl’ s kesping them?' he complained. "Why don’t they bring im in?"
"Say, he's s0 heavy he must be stuffed with lead,” aman explained, "and he' srefusing to walk.”

They meant old Marcus Gild, who was towed into the place shortly. The eephantine old moneybags was
not waking, so they had rigged a kind of stretcher on which to carry him, and the Sx men who managed
this were swesting.

Marcus Gild showed some scars, evidently results of a battle when he was captured prowling around on
theidand in search of the cavern. They had tied him hand and foot.

They dropped the sdtretcher in front of Vick Francks, and Marcus Gild landed on the stone floor hard
enough to make a plunk! somewhat like a ripe mdon. That enraged him. He lashed out, and upset two
men, despite the fact that he was tied. Then he got a third down, and proceeded to rall on the fellow. The
vidim shrieked for help, howled that he was being crushed.

They got Marcus Gild off the unfortunate man. They sat the old finencier againgt a rock, and proceeded
to dap and kick him. He did not seem to mind much, athough the smdl eyes of the Crescent City
moneybags promised plenty of trouble for them if he ever got loose.

"All right,” Vick Francks announced, "we'll get down to brass tacks, as the man sad.”

Doc Savage, quite conscious and dert, his ams not bound, and his legs free, remained very dill and
lisened. The mystery seemed to be dearing up by itsdf.

Vick Francks said, "Mr. Gild, you are alone walf, are you not? That is—you have no near rdaives”
"How the hel’d you find that out?' Marcus Gild snarled.
"Invedtigation.”

"Wdl, what of it?'



Vick Francks nodded at one of his men, directed, "Bring those papers.”

The man went away, came back with a sheaf of legd-looking documents, as wel as a fountan pen.
These were hdd where Marcus Gild could read them.

Marcus Gild scanned the papers, emitted a roar.

"It'sadamned lie" he shouted. "These things say I've got ason! | haven't got any son!™

VICK Francks laughed. "Y ou're going to acquire a son—Ilegaly.”
"Who?'

"Me"

"Why, you damned—"

Vick Francks held up a hand, snapped, "Those papers are pre-dated two years ago. They contan my
picture, my fingerprints, and your affidavit that | am your son, by a former marriage. It just happens that
my nameisredly Gild—Victor Gild."

"You're no blood of mind" Marcus Gild howled.

"Of course not. But | wouldn't be any prouder of it than you would be, you old hippopotamus! But you
dgn those papers. We know how to get them into your strong boxes, and have them found later.”

Marcus Gild grimaced, heaved futildy at his bonds, then yelled, "What' s the meaning of this?*

"I'm becoming your heir,” Vick Francks said camly. "I appear and take over the vast Marcus Gild
holdings, after—"

"After what?' Marcus Gild snarled. "Y ou gaing to kill me?"

"Only legdly—if you behave. But if you don’t 9gn those papers—actudly.”
"What do you mean—egdly?'

"Insanity."

"Huh?'

"You'regoing,” sad Vick Francks, "to become one of the victims of the maady which affects the minds
of those who have seen the little golden ogres.”

Old Marcus Gild became very dill and thoughtful, and no doubt it was now al clear in his mind, because
he blew out anoisy grunt of comprehension.

"Thiswhole thing," he said, "is an elaborate scheme to rob me of everything and make it look good.”
Vick Francks grinned.

"Not look good," he said. "It will be very sad. Eminent financier vicim of mysterious maady which is
swesping city. Is committed to bughouse. His estranged son comes and takes over financier’s business
interests—as directed by document found in unfortunate man’'s strong box." Vick Francks shook the



papers. "Here are the documents! Sign them!”

Old Marcus Gild said many things, and none of them was pleasant or complimentary, or devoid of
sulphurous content; it was not known around Crescent City exactly what old Marcus Gild's previous life
hed been, but judging from his vocabulary, it had included stevedoring or mule-skinning.

After old Marcus Gild ran dry, they beat him. Rather terribly. Doc Savage became a litile pale from the
grain of lying and watching and doing nothing, but he knew it was not wise to make his break as yet.

Vick Francks became tired of the torturing.

"Itll take time" he said. "Gag the old rhinoceros so he can't tak and give my identity away. The others
do not know but what | am just an innocent viciim of the little gold men. I'll go among them as prisoner,
pump them, and see if Doc Savage left anything in Crescent City that may give us future trouble.”

After Marcus Gild was gagged, he and Doc Savage were carried back to the cavern am where the four
boys, Vee Man and Monk and Ham were imprisoned.

Vick Francks had himsdf gripped firmly, carried ingde with Doc and Marcus Gild, and dumped on the
floor asif he was one of the prisoners.

The guards withdrew.
Monk dashed forward. Before Doc Savage could stop him he let the fdine out of the sack.

"Doc!" he exploded. "Y ou were conscious dl the time—why didn’t you make a break!"

Chapter XVII. HELL ISUNDERGROUND

VICK FRANCKS seamed to rise draght off the cavern floor as if he were being levitated in a
magidan's act. He had just received one of the great shocks of his career—possibly the last one, it was
plan, unless he got out in a hurry.

"Hdp!" he squdled. "Damn it! They’ve tricked ud"

He made for the door like a bullet. So did Doc Savage. The men outsde yanked the door open. Doc
Savage tripped Vick Francks as they went through, and the would-be son of Marcus Gild was down and
across the floor, swapping ends.

"Whet the blazes is this?' Monk howled.
"The end of saverd carears," Doc shouted, "unless we dl move fas."

Everybody was moving fast. The prisoners came charging out of the cavern am. There was no light
except dectric lanterns and flashlights carried by the Francks men, and these threw grotesgue dancing
shadows over cavern wals and celing. Arms that were twenty feet long, in shadow on the celing,
reached out and connected with chins that were as big as suitcases.

Doc Savage had been searched, of course. His gadgets—those carried in a specid vest of many pockets
which he wore—had been taken. He had, to dl appearances, no resources but the remarkable physica
srength which he had developed by a consstent dally two-hour routine of exercises which he had taken
since childhood.



Monk was howling. Monk’s amdl squeak of a voice had a faculty of turning out more noise than a
braying donkey when he got excited. The homdy chemig dived a men, dugged with fists. Whenever he
could, he dragged victims down on the floor, because he liked to fight on the floor, where his long arms
and smian agility gave him an advantage.

Ham was more of a dilettante among fighters He belonged to the dance-and-jab school. He even
preferred to do his jabbing with the innocent-looking sword cane which he usudly carried—Dbut the
enemy had taken that. Ham jigged in, speared a man with his fis—and was knocked flat on his back
from another quarter. After that, Ham got up and used Monk’ s wild-cat tactics.

Vee Man got a man's coat, pulled it over his head to hamper and blind him, then began pounding the
fdlow’s head with the hed of one of her dippers, which she had removed.

Doc Savage lunged clear of the mélée, got between the fighting group and the door. He stripped off his
coat, hisvest.

The front lining of his coat, and the back lining of his vest—two parts of his garments which never,
ordinarily, came in contact—were taken in the bronze man's hands and rubbed together. The friction
created a hissng blue flame that began to burn the cloth.

Chemicdly treated, the doth—it was impregnated with the compound parts of tear gas—began to give
off blinding vapor.

Doc Savage threw the burning gas-cloth, not among the fighters, but out in the cavern, where any more
men who ran up to join the fight would pass through the vapor and be blinded.

THE cavern was ful of voice-thunder. Echoes made none of the words understandable. Shots were
ear-plitting concussions. Stamping and grating of feet was magnified by the cave acougtics, made into
landdide and volcano noises.

Monk and Ham and the four boys could handle the Stuation here, it appeared.

Doc Savage headed for the spot where the other prisoners were confined—the poor unfortunates who
hed been deluded into thinking they were the victims of fantadtic little golden dwarfs. The bronze man ran
swiftly through the darkened cave.

He saw lights ahead—smoking torches. Fitch knots burning with fitful scarlet, throwing off smoke.
Torches, of course, would be part of the theetrica color used by the midgets to make it seem they were
fabulous little creatures out of prehistoric eras, indead of down-and-out circus midgets who had been
hired by Vick Francks.

Behind the torch-carrying midgets was an array of prisoners. These captives were not behind bars. They
were lashed to boulders, tied to pegs set in cracks in the stone floor.

Doc Savage lifted hisvoice. He imitated Vick Francks' tone.
"Runfor it! Leave everything!" he shouted. "The police have come!”

Thelittle men could not see him. They recognized Vick Francks' tone. They were aready worried by the
fight sounds. Panic came with a rush.

"Quick!" Doc shouted. "Escapeif you can! The police are herel”



As amatter of fact, the police were there—Doc Savage and his men held honorary police commissons
as a convenience in thelr strange work of righting wrongs and punishing evildoers.

The midgets raced for the exit.

Doc reached the prisoners, began untying them, and ordering those whom he freed to help get the others
loose. He thought of something.

"Jud free those who do not have the madady!" he warned.

He was too late with the warning, he redized. But they could recapture the maady victims later. Now,
they needed dl the fighting help they could get.

The bronze man plunged back toward the scene of the man fight. He found the Vick Francks men
dready in retrest—the tear gas in the cavern had been too much for them. They were fleaing out in the

daylight.
Monk howled, "Hey, guyd Gund Rifled"
He had found a amdl arsend which the enemy had not been able to reach.

Doc Savage shouted, "No unnecessary killingd" 1t was his policy never to take a human life if it could
possibly be avoided.

If Monk heard, he pretended not to, Monk not being entirdly in sympathy with the bronze man's respect
for the lives of gentlemen such as Vick Francks. Monk scattered rifles through the crowd.

Bullets began moving in quantities, and gun-sound shook rocks and dust off the cavern wals. The fight
worked rapidly outside, where fusillades of echoes bumped back and forth across the idand.

Vick Francks took flight. They saw him, running wildly, with two other men, toward the spot where the
plane was concealed.

Doc Savage ydled, "Your chief is desarting you! He s fleaing in the plang!”

EFFECT of that on the enemy was about what the bronze man had hoped. They broke and ran. As
many of them wanted to get away on the plane as could—and ther infuriated former prisoners were
intent on stopping them.

It was one of the ex-prisoners—a former vidim of the little gold ogres—that brought disaster to Vick
Francks. The man mugt have been a vidim of the maady, demented. Maddened. No sane man would
have done what he did.

They saw the madman, fird, after Vick Francks got the big plane out of the stone hangar, and the craft
was scudding across the lake.

The maniac dung to the tal of the craft. He was riding it. Evidently he had snatched hold a the last
moment. He tried to work forward into the cabin, but could not.

The plane got into the air, moving at terrific speed. Again and again, the man on the tal tried to creep
dong the cabin top. Unable to do that, he began attempting to beat a hole in the plane fusdage with his
figs



Ingde, they must have heard the fig blows. Because a man leaned out, and began shooting a the
unfortunate maniac on the tall of the plane.

The madman must have known something about planes. Because he got to the tall controls, managed to
force the eevator flippers down—drove the plane in a screaming dive into the lake.

There was a great splash when the craft struck water. One wing came off, went glandng across the
surface like a thrown flat stone. Water dlimbed up, sheets of it that turned into spray. There was smoke,
asurprisng amount of it—and after the plane had sunk, great bubbles that came up, bubbles the sze of
barrels, that burst with solashings.

On the idand, they watched with ready rifles, but no one ever svam away from the plane crash.
Don Worth said, "The other plane—the one they stole off Doc—is on the other Sde of theidand.”
"Right!" barked B. Elmer Dexter. "These midgets may try to useit.”

They reached the plane ahead of any of Vick Francks men.

Hdf an hour later, they had the midgets and the full-szed men of Vick Francks gang rounded up and
incarcerated in the prison arm of the cavern.

Funny Tucker took a deep breath.

"Wdl, brothers," he said, "as Godiva remarked when she finished her well-known horseback ride, we're
drawing near our clothes"

Nobody laughed.
"Close—clothes. Get it?" Funny asked disgustedly.

THE digposition of the prisoners, Don Worth and the others learned, was to be made in Doc Savage's
usud fashion, which was an unusua one. The captives would go to Doc Savage's unique "college” for
curing ariminas

The"college’ was an inditution in up-State New Y ork, the existence of which was unknown to the public
in generd. Doc sent criminds here, where they underwent ddicate brain operations a the hands of
gpecidists whom the bronze man had trained, operations which permanently wiped out dl memory of the
past. The ex-criminds were then trained—taught to hate crime and wrongdoing, and ingructed in a
trade—and later released, to go through the rest of life without ever knowing of their past.

Monk and Ham began the job of ferrying the captured crooks, midgets and dl, to the "college.”

Doc Savage assembled Don Worth, B. Elmer, Funny and Mentd.

"Fdlows" he said, "the worst part of this messis dill unsolved—the madady. We haven't a cure for that.”
Menta Byron nodded soberly. "There must be a cure, or a preventive inoculation.”

"You suggedt that,” Doc said, "because Vick Francks and the others did not seem at dl afrad of the
afliction.

“Exactly."



They proceeded to search the cavern, seeking some trace of the serum which had caused the maady, or
its cure.

A number of things were cleared up by the search. Almog the firg objects they unearthed were the little
gold statuettes of Marcus Gild.

"These things were solen to throw suspicion on me” Marcus Gild said soberly.
The old moneybags was in a remarkably chastened mood.

Doc Savage mentioned the fact that, much earlier in the mystery, he had passed a tin box apparently
containing money—redly holding a radio transmitter—to one of the villains and it had ended up buried in
Marcus Gild's cadtle yard.

"Describe the man who got it," Marcus Gild requested soberly.
Doc Savage did so.

"That," groaned Gild, "was one of my trusted employees. The fdlow mugt have been bought off by Vick
Francks."

The old financier stalked off gloomily.
"The old dollar magnetizer,” said Funny Tucker, "seems to have changed.”

They gave truth serum to the survivors of Vick Francks gang and, late that afternoon, found the cache of
serums—two serums. One to produce the maady. One to combat it.

THE week that followed was atumultuous one in Crescent City’s history.

Four times, mobs stormed the hospitad headquarters which Doc Savage set up to administer trestment to
the victims of the maady—the dfliction was a kind of fever, which flared sporadicdly, and affected the
brain, making the victim irresponsible and vidently inclined.

Twice, old Marcus Gild was dmos mobbed—despite the fact that the newspapers printed stories
showing he was not the cause of the whole thing, but the victim.

Marcus Gild became a very depressed man. A changed man. He approached Doc Savage.
"l am," he said gloomily, "the most hated man in the world.”

"Only in Crescent City," Doc corrected.

"What would you advise me to do about it?'

"You might try usng some of your money to establish a hospitd, a recreationa center, summer camps for
needy children, and possibly a restaurant or two where a person can get amed for afew cents.”

"Those thingswon't pay,” the old moneybags grumbled.
"They'll pay you off by giving you a good feding," the bronze man assured him. "You'll find that out.”
Marcus Gild stamped off, and evidently thought it over, because the next day he was back.



"Give me some idess," he ordered.

In the combined task of sdtting old Marcus Gild up in the wholesde charity business, and getting
Crescent City rid of the maady, the four boys proved to be a great ded of hdp to Doc Savage.

B. EImer Dexter, for once, saw a chance to make amillion dollars, and passed it up chearfully.

"We could cash in," he remarked, "by cherging for the cure to this malady. But brothers, think how we'd
fed."

Even Funny Tucker was industrious, which was unusud for him. As he explained fredy, he was so lazy
that the only exercise that came his way was generdly during the winter, when he got a cold and his nose
ran.

As the dtuation in Crescent City began to shape up, and it was evident that Doc Savage would soon
leave, the four young friends held a conference, as a result of which they approached Doc Savage.

"We ve got an idea," Don Worth explained.
"Itsaswdl idea" B. Elmer said.
"We like excitement,” Funny Tucker added.

"So we figured it would be swdl to join you,” Don Worth told Doc Savage, "on one of your future
adventures.”

Somewhat to his own surprise, the bronze man discovered he was not averse to the idea. Many persons
hed wanted to join his little group in the past, and he had turned down the gpplicants as fast as they
came, for one reason or another. But these boys were different. They were four young fdlows who were
unusud, had courage, and a great many likable qudlities.

"Well see" Doc Savage said. "It might be managed.”

Monk and Ham findly located a farmer who had found their pets, Habeas and Chemidiry. They brought
the animas back to Crescent City.

"I just thought of somethin’ funny!" Monk declared.

"Got hismind on himsdf again,” Ham said unkindly.

Monk glared indignantly at Ham. "'l look upon you," he told Ham, "as a shyster, and a polecat to boot.”
"You can assume any character you want to," Ham assured him, "when you look upon me"

Funny Tucker asked, "Does this squabbling go on and on?'

"Always and aways" Doc admitted.

THE END



