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Chapter |. TO CATCH A CANARY

THE afternoon sun sprayed gay cream-colored light on the tal buildings which surrounded the park in the
center of the city. But shadows lay across most of the park itsdlf, taking the glare off the sdewaks and
darkening the trees.

The darkest shadows in the park were probably those in the low bushes beyond the lagoon.

In one of these bushes was the canary. It was a genuineg, if ordinary, canary, as ydlow as any canary. It
flew around alittle.

Two men had watched the canary fly down from awindow of one of the gpartment houses. The two men
were now trying to catch the canary.

They were rather serious about it, because on catching the canary depended whether or not they would
kill a man.

One pointed. "There it goes, Abner. Right there," he said.

He was the amdl man, the well-dressed one, the important one. He had the suit by the Fifty-seventh
Street tailor, the custom-made shirt, the five-dollar cravat. He was the short man, the thin one.

Abner—the other man—said, "I'll get around the other sde of the bush, Mr. Manley. You wanna give
methe end of the net, huh? Maybe we can pen the dang thing up.”
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He was the big man, the one who was crudely dressed. Not chegply attired. Crudely. The crudeness was
inthe sze of the checksin his sit, the raw, ungentle color of his shirt. No one would ever cdl his necktie
acravat. It was common necktie, forty-nine cents on Broadway.

The dang thing referred to was the canary. They went about the business of catching it.

There was one other mistake no one would ever make about them, and that was. They were nat friends,
they couldn’'t be. And neather could they be business associates. The only possible status between them
was that of the man who gave orders, and the one who executed them. One was Brains, and the other
was Muscle. More nearly exact, one was Thug Muscle.

The net was hdf a dozen yards of the suff called "mosquito bar" in the South, or mosquito netting. Mr.
Manley had thoughtfully provided himsdf with this. It was ill in the paper sack, the way it had been
handed to himin the store where he bought it. He took the net out of the sack.

"Take the end, Abner," he commanded.
At the edge of the park, the towering apartment house showed a window-freckled wall.

From the apartment-house window out of which the canary had flown in escape a few minutes ago, a
men leaned. He waved his ams. He put his hands on edge againg his mouth and shouted. What he
ydled was not understandable.

"Mr. Manley," said Abner.

"y e

"A manisydling out of the window."
"Whoisit?' demanded Mr. Manley.
"l think it's that servant, Julian."

"You sure it's not Benjamin Boot, himsaf? Be sure about that. If it's Boot looking out of that window
now, | want to know it."

"It's the servant.”

"Good. The servant is shouting to attract Benjamin Boot’ s atention. Boot is probably in another room of
the gpartment,” said Mr. Manley. "Abner, let’s catch that canary.”

They stretched out the mosguito netting. The afternoon breeze caught it and wafted it like a plume of
smoke. Sx yards was eghteen feet of netting, and it was hard to manage.

The canary sat in the bush and twittered derisvely a them.

High up in the apartment-house window, there was a change in figures leaning out. The servant, Julian,
withdrew. Another man appeared. He wore a dressing gown that was very yelow indeed, about the
color of the canary.

Abner sad, "Benjamin Boot has come to the window, Mr. Manley."

"Good," sad Mr. Manley. "Punch me, and draw my attention to him. Let’s make this a well-rounded job
of acting.”



Abner punched Mr. Manley, pointed at the window. Mr. Manley looked up. The men in ydlow robe
waved his arms like an arplane propeler. Mr. Manley pointed at the bush where the canary sat, and
waved back. The manin the ydlow robe disappeared from the window.

"He's coming down here sad Mr. Manley. "Hurry up and catch that damned canary. And
Abner—remember thisis part of a murder, and the police do not think murders are funny.”

BENJAMIN BOOT gorinted through the park with ydlow robe flying. Under the robe he wore
buff-colored pgjamas, and bedroom dippers of metching color dung to his pounding feet.

He arrived dl out of breath & the scene of the canary caiching.
"For gosh sakes, don't hurt EImo!" he exdlaimed apprehensively.

Benjamin Boot was atal young man with an excellent pair of legs, superb shoulders—in fact, a body that
was S0 perfectly fashioned that it was beautiful. His hands, however, were very large and knobby, and
his face extremely homdly.

Bmo was the canary.

"Come, EImo, come, come,” said Benjamin Boot anxioudy. "Say, I'm sure glad you felows caught
Bmo."

Concern and ddight mingled on Benjamin Boot’s homely face, and the result made the face something
with which to haunt a house. Young Boot's face was not exactly ugly. Stupid was more the word. The
face was a dumb, illiterate, foolish, ample, shdlow, dense, donkeylike, wooden one.

Mr. Manley amiled.

"Glad to be of sarvice" he sad heartily. "l just happened to notice the bird as | was passing by, and this
sranger"—he glanced at Abner—"was kind enough to assst me, weren’t you, Mr.—"

"Mr. Jones isthe name," lied Abner.
"l an Mr. Manley," said Mr. Manley.
The owner of the canary extended a toadlike hand.

"I am Benjamin Boot," he said. "Thisismy canary, ElImo, and | sure love him. | wouldn’t part with Elmo
for anything. | couldn’t get dong without him. That jackass of a manservant of mine, Julian, accidentaly
let Elmo out of his cage. I'm everlagtingly grateful to you fdlows™

"It snothing," said Manley. "I'm glad to be of service. It was fortunate | had this mosguito netting dong. |
was taking it home to my wife, who was going to make some butterfly nets. She collects butterflies™

Benjamin Boot eyed the netting.
"The net isal messed up,” he said. "I'll buy you some more.”
"You needn’'t mind."

Benjamin Boot thrust a hand in his robe pocket, then looked cregtfdlen. "Gosh, | haven't any money with
me. | was going to offer you a reward.”



"Oh, no, no, we couldn’t think of thet,” said Mr. Manley.

"Nah, we couldn’t,” echoed Abner, rather rductantly.

Benjamin Boot showed a great ded of concern.

"Mercy me, you gentlemen just have to let me do something for you to show my gratitude," he said.
"You don't owe us athing," indsted Manley.

"Oh, but | ingg, | redly do. Would you—ah—accept adrink and some cigarsin my gpartment?’

Mr. Manley melted somewhat. "Wdl, now," he said, hesitating, "I might do that. How about you, Mr—"

"Jones," said Abner. "Yeah, | might stand a snifter of whiskey."

"Oh, my, I'm afraid | don’t have anything that strong,” said Benjamin Boot, abashed.
"O. K., I'll go dong and take the cigars, then,” said Abner hedtily.

They moved toward the gpartment house.

Benjamin Boot, showing exquisite ddight over the recovery of Elmo, walked ahead, cooing to the canary
and petting the bird.

Mr. Manley and Abner dropped behind.

Abner whispered from the Sde of his mouth, "This guy is a pantywaist. Hdll, he's slly over the damned
bird!"

Mr. Manley nodded. "Fine, fine. Our plan of bribing Julian to release the canary was excdlent. It is
getting usinvited into Boot’ s gpartment.”

Abner asked, "When we get this milk-toast in his apartment, what do we do?'
Mr. Manley eyed Abner gppraisngly. "You have your knife, Abner?

"Yeeh"

"Do you think you can get it in Benjamin Boot' s back without too much fuss?'
"Just watch mel" Abner’s face became uneasy. "What about the servant, Julian?'
"I have a knife of my own for Julian," said Mr. Manley.

"It'sgonna be apipe” sad Abner. "Like takin’ two babies."

A Mr. Manley and an Abner who were highly satisfied with themsdves got into an eevator in the
goartment building and were carried to the twenty-third floor, where they stepped out into a cream hdl
that had only one door, the sngle door indicating that Benjamin Boot's gpartment was a large one.
Apartments occupying entire floorsin this neighborhood cost around twelve thousand dollars a year.

Benjamin Boot unlocked the door, and stepped back for Mr. Manley to enter. They went insde
Benjamin Boot stepped in after them. He hit Mr. Manley a blow on the jaw. He turned and hit Abner’s
jaw ablow. Nether punch seemed hard, but the recipients flew backward and actualy bounced off the



wdls.

BENJAMIN BOOT examined Mr. Manley and Abner for 9gns of consciousness. He digtinguished
none.

"Jian!" he called.

The manservant appeared. He was a skinny man who perpetualy looked asif he had an gpple about half
swalowed.

"Jlian," said Benjamin Boot, "here they are.”

"Yes, ar,” replied dulian.

"Now what do we do with them?'

"l don't know, gSr."

"Are they the pair who bribed you?'

"Yes they are, ar.”

"Which one" asked Benjamin Boot, "actudly paid you the money?'
"Thisgentleman,” said Julian, indicating Mr. Manley.

"I suggest you return the sum you accepted, Julian. Since you did not fufill your contracted duty, you did
not earn the bribe. | shal mysdf reimburse you handsomely for doing the proper thing. Honesty aways
pays, Julian."

"Yes gr," sad dulian. "Shdl | tie them up?"
"Yes, tie them by dl means. Bt fird, let me examine the contents of their pockets.”

Thar pockets proved to have no contents except alittle Slver and paper money which in grand totd was
not twenty dollars. A pair of knife scabbards, one on each man, was a different matter. Benjamin Boot
withdrew the long sted blades which these hed and tested their edges admiringly with his thumb. He
flipped the blades away and they stuck in the hard oak paneling. It was rather expert flipping.

"Nothing to identify them,” he remarked. "What an excelent pair of unidentified corpses they would
make!"

Julian, the manservant, looked frightened. "The police, Sir, have so many ways of doing things” he said.
"It might be of danger to—ah—"

"I contemplate no violence, Julian.”
"l am glad, Sr." The servant was relieved.

They tied Mr. Manley and Abner. The mansarvant did the prdiminary placing of the ropes, but Benjamin
Boot tied the actud knots. He did an excdlent job.

Benjamin Boot waked to a window, stood there rubbing his jaw and contemplating the park. Behind
him, Elmo the canary twittered in his cage, to which he had been returned. Suddenly Benjamin Boot



whirled.

He said, "dulian, are you sure you don’t know why these men approached you with their slly scheme for
getting into my gpartment?’

"I have no idea," indsted Julian.
"It's a confounded mystery, then!" snapped Boot.
"Yes, ar.”

"The dangerous part of it is" said Boot, "that the mystery involves Miss Moldenhaeur and her father, it
would seem.”

"YS, S'r..u

"I've got to get at the bottom of the thing, Julian. | didn't deep at dl last night, wondering about it. | can't
have that. I've got to have my deep. To say nathing of the fact that I'm in love with Miss Moldenhaeur.”

Julian ventured, "Begging your pardon, S, but | do not think Miss Moldenhaeur is aware of your deep
afection. Perhaps if you made some dight move toward letting her know—"

Benjamin Boot shook his head vehemently. "Nothing doing. | told a young woman | loved her once. She
looked at my face, and didn't stop laughing for a week."

"I'm sorry, Sr," said dulian.

"l was sorry, t00," said Boot. "1 adso ruined the laughter-filled young lady’s father in a business dedl, and
the laughing damsdl had to become a waitress in a greasy-spoon restaurant. | was sorry | did that, too. |
was sorry dl around. I'm aways the one who is sorry. | was a baby lying in my cradle when | dtarted
being sorry about being born so homdy.”

"Yes, gar."
"Lay out my gray business auit, Julian. And see that | get dressed in a hurry.”

Benjamin Boot waked through a living room with heliotrope walpaper in ddicate desgn and dainty
furniture, into a bedroom with tender pink-cord wadls, a white wall, and a lovely old bedroom suite in
ancdient ivory. There were flowers growing everywhere, severd more canaries, and exquiste pictures on
the walls. The gpartment was a thing of loveliness, arranged with a touch somehow more dainty than a
woman could have managed.

"Jlian," said Boot, "did you ever hear of man named Doc Savage?'
"Yes, ar," replied the servant.
"What have you heard about him?'

"Mr. Savage composed a series of selections particularly adapted to the vidlin," Julian replied. "There is a
touch of genius to the work. They are going to become famousin future centuries.”

Benjamin Boot was surprised.

"Oh, 0 he composes music, too! | had heard of him as a scientist. One of my mining companies is usng
an invention of his for usng very short ultraviolet rays to locate deposits of fluorescent minerds at night.



Such minerds as schedlite, which is seventy percent tungsten.”
Julian hesitated. "l . . . @ . . . have heard of Doc Savage as amean of violence, too."
Benjamin Boot laughed.

"That," he said, "iswhy | am going to see Doc Savage about this confounded mystery. | think this affair
needs his peculiar brand of violence. And, take it from me, Julian, the violence of Doc Savage isin a
class by itdf."

"Ya S'r'u

"Also take good care of the two prisoners, Julian. In case they should escape, | fed dmost sure | would
Separate you from your ears.”

"YS’ S'r.ll

Chapter Il. MYSTERY AT MOLDENHAEUR

BENJAMIN BOOT entered a skyscraper in the center of the cty. He was exceedingly wel dressed,
twirled a cane, and hummed thoughtfully. Seen from the rear, he gave the impression of a mae movie
gar, but viewed from the front his homely, stupid, agnine face so dominated his appearance that he
looked like a harmless haf-wit out for the afternoon.

The skyscraper was the tdlest in that part of the city. He went to the elevator starter.

"Doc Savage?' said the Starter. "Go around that corner there, and take the private eevator.”
"I have heard his headquarters are on the eighty-sixth floor?' said Boot. "Isthat correct?”
"Take the elevator around the corner,” said the starter.

Benjamin Boot took an elevator operated by push buttons. On the control there was only one button,
and that one was labeled, Doc Savage. He punched the button. The cage rose only a few floors—no
more than five—and stopped, the door opening.

Boot found himsdf in a brightly lighted room, undergoing an inspection from two men.

Boot took alook at the two men, and wondered if he could have accidentaly gotten into an office which
booked animd acts for side shows.

One of the men examining him had a pet pig with enormous ears and long legs. The other man had a pet
baboon—some kind of an outsde member of the monkey family, a lees—which had a marked
resemblance to the fdlow who owned the pig.

Boot warmed toward the homey man. The latter was one of the few individuds Boot had ever met who
was as homdy as himsdf.

"Ah, good afternoon," said Boot.

The homdy man stood up. "I'm Monk Mayfar." He nodded a his companion, who was dready in
evening dress, tals. "Thisfashion plate is Ham Brooks. What can we do for you?"

"My nameis Benjamin Boot,” said Boot.



"The owner of the Boot Mines?' asked Ham Brooks, the dapper man.

Benjamin Boot nodded. "And some railroads, ships and ranches and things" he said. "I came here in the
hopes of seeing Doc Savage.”

"You'rein the right place Monk informed him. "This is the going-over gation. We look you over, and
find out if your businessisimportant enough to interrupt some experiments in eectrochemidry that Doc is
conducting.”

Boot frowned. "Jugt what postion do you gentlemen occupy in rdation to Mr. Savage?'
"We're hisright and left hands” Monk said.

Ham Brooks said, "That's exaggerating, Mr. Boot. Mr. Savage has five assstants, of whom we happen
to be two."

"Brooks. . . Brooks," said Boot thoughtfully. "I have heard of a noted lawyer by that name. A Harvard
man. Quite famous. Any relaion?'

"No rdaion,” Ham said, amiling, "but | happen to be the lawvyer of whom you are thinking, | imagine”

Benjamin Boot was impressed. If Doc Savage had an assgtant the caliber of Ham Brooks—Brigadier
Generd Theodore Marley Brooks, hisful title—the man himsdf must be extraordinary.

He said, "I want to see Mr. Savage about a mysterious thing that has happened. A business associate has
disappeared, and ayoung lady of whom | am. . . er ... fond, who is dso the associate' s daughter, has
become strangdly terrified. On top of that, two men have just sought to kill me™

Ham examined Boot’ s face thoughtfully. "Thet sounds urgent enough,” he said.

DOC SAVAGE exceeded any of Benjamin Boot's expectations. The name of Clark Savage, Jr., had
come vagudly to Boot's attention severd timesin the past, but his actua knowledge of Doc Savage was
not extensve. He had heard that the man was a scientist, student, something of a menta wizard—and
had a unique hobby of righting wrongs and punishing evildoers in the far ends of the earth. Savage had a
name of being the man to go to when in trouble of such a nature that the police might be helpless for one
reason or another.

"Goodness" sad Benjamin Boot. "l didn't expect agat ... e ... | mean, how do you do, Mr.
Savage. My name is Boot—Benjamin Boot."

Doc Savage' s unusud features included remarkable flakegold eyes that were like tiny pools of the metd
aways girred by tiny winds. His Sze was huge, yet proportioned so that it was not apparent until one
came close. His kin was deeply bronzed, and his hair was straight, a bronze hue a little darker than his
skin. The totdl effect was dmogt that of a man made out of metdl.

"Please be seated, Mr. Boot," he said.

Boot sat down. He hdd his hat in his hands. He said, rather embarrassed, "l—ah—your associates
passed me. | had heard of Mr. Brooks, the attorney. The other man—Mr. Monk Mayfair, | believe he
sad his name was—was a stranger.”

Doc Savage sad, "Monk Mayfair is probably the most skilled indugtrid chemigt in the world.”



Two things about the remark astonished Benjamin Boot. Fird, the idea of a felow as dumb-looking as
Monk being a famous chemist. And secondly, the rather amazing qudity of control and vitdity in the
bronze man's voice.

"I'll try not to waste your time" said Boot. "Isit dl right if | start my story?'
"Proceed.”

"l am Benjamin Boot, and | am arather wedthy man, owning a number of enterprises. | am not saying |
am wedthy because | am proud of it. In fact, the contrary. | happen to be wedthy because | was born
into this world such a homey, stupid-looking fdlow that there was nothing for me to do but devote my
time to making money. Girls would never have anything to do with me, and | have few men friends,
because they invariably make cracks about my looks, and | do not like that. So I'm a londy man, and a
rich one. | love beautiful things. | spend much time in my greenhouses with my flowers, or in my aviaries
with my birds, or ligening to fine music and admiring fine paintings”

Doc Savage nodded. His flake-gold eyes had traveled over Benjamin Boot completely, from head to
foot, with such a thorough intentness that Boot fet asif hismind had been read.

Boot said, "I have a business associate named Winton Moldenhaeur.”
"The indugtridig?’

"es"

"Head of the Moldenhaeur Chemicd Enterprises?”

"Wes"

"Proceed,” Doc Savage sad.

"He has disappeared—or something has happened to him," said Boot. "We had adedl on. | was to meet

him four days ago. He didn't keep the appointment. | couldn’t locate him. No one connected with him
seemed to know what had become of hm."

"What about his family?"

"I went to see his daughter, Liona" explained Boot. "I saw a once that the young woman was terrified. |
asked her where her father was. She said she didn’t know. | saw dl during her conversation that she was
beside hersdf with fear, or some such emotion.”

"Did she explan why she was frightened, or did you ask?"'
"| asked. She sad she wasn't. Tha was not the truth.”
"Then what?"

"I suggested that we natify the Missing Persons bureau of the police department that her father was gone.
She burst into tears. All her terror seemed to be brought out by my suggestion that we cdl the police.
She practicdly ran me off the place.”

Benjamin Boot was slent for a moment, frowning.

"I love Liona Moldenhaeur,” he said. "I have never told her so. | probably never shdl. | would not want
her to laugh a me. It would hurt me deeply. But | I€ft there—left her home—wanting to help her more



then | ever wanted to help anyone dse.”
"And then?"

"And then two men tried to bribe my servant, get into my agpartment, and kill me" said Boot. "l have the
two men prisoners. My servant is watching them.”

Doc Savage asked, "Did you tdl Miss Moldenhaeur anything else?"
Boot shook his head.

Then, "Oh, yes, | did,” he said. "I told her |1 was going to hep her whether she wanted it or not. |
remember that now."

"That might have a bearing on what happened to you," the bronze men said. "By the way, Mr. Boot, just
what do you want me to do?'

"Invedtigate this. If Miss Moldenhaeur isin trouble, hdp her. Help her father.”
"That sounds like the job of a private detective.”
"That'swhy | came to you."

"You seem to misunderstand,” Doc Savage sad patiently. "I am not a private detective, nor are my
associates. We are smply a group banded together by love of excitement, more than anything else, to do
things which we think need doing."

"I'll pay—"

"We do not accept pay."

"I'll pay any reasonable sum to any reasonable charity you suggest,” said Benjamin Boot.
"l am sorry.”

Benjamin Boot started up. "Y' ou mean you won't hdp me?'

"l am sorry, no."

Boot purpled. "But why?" he ydled.

"I see no necessity of explaining motives. Good evening, Mr. Boot."

Benjamin Boot ydled, "Thisisahdl of anotel” and stamped out.

DOC SAVAGE swung to the box-shaped office intercommunicator on the inlad table in the reception
room where he had been taking to Benjamin Boot. He flipped the switch on the box, said, "Monk."

"Yeeh?' said Monk Mayfar's smdl, rather squeaky voice.
"That fdlow Boot," Doc said.
IIYS?I



"Heison hisway out of the building. You and Ham follow him. Check on everything he does. If he goes
to his apartment, pay him a vist, make use of your specid police commissons, and take charge of the
two men he saystried to kill im."

Monk asked, "Are we stepping into this trouble Boot seems to have found?"

Doc sad, "We are going to learn more about Mr. Boot before we commit ourselves. Better get going,
you two."

"Right," Monk said.

Doc switched off the intercommunicator. Adjacent to the reception room was a larger room contaning a
sdentific library. Beyond that—and covering the remainder of the eghty-sxth floor of the
skyscraper—was the scientific laboratory.

The bronze man used a short-wave radio trangmitter in the |aboratory, cdled into the microphone,
"Johnny, Long Tom, Renny."

Almog indantly, a voice answered, "Long Tom."

Then, in a few moments, "Renny spesking,” rumbled a deep voice that could have come from a deepy
bull. "I don’t think Johnny is on deck. He went up to Westchester, where some explorer from South
America has a pre-Inca tablet of some kind that he wants Johnny to trandate.”

Doc sad, "Renny, Long Tom, meet me in forty-five minutes at a spot hdf a mile south of the Winton
Moldenhaeur mandon in Bayside."

"Right," Long Tom said.
"Haly cow, so something has started!” Renny rumbled. "I'll be there.”

The bronze man got a few things from the laboratory, smdl articles which he placed in the pockets in the
fabric of a bulletproof vest which he donned. The vest was not of sted plates, the usud congtruction, but
was made of achan dloy mall which was lighter, more flexible, and fully as good.

He took a car from a private garage in the basement. A garage, its driveway on a Sde street, which
passers-by no doubt mistook for addivery entrance, if they gave it any thought at dl. He used a sedan,
an ordinary-looking machine, and drove fad.

Because he did drive fast, he was able to spot the man who was fallowing him. The man drove a coupé,
gmdl and fast. But his frantic dodging in an effort to keep the bronze man in Sght made his presence
obviousin the rear-view mirror.

Doc drove more dowly. He changed his direction, so that he was not heading toward Bayside, dthough
dill going in the generd direction.

He kept in the treffic of a parkway, got into the region of truck farms, and turned off on a narrow road,
paved with blacktop.

It was getting dark now, being the time of the evening when the sun does not seem to furmish aufficient
light for ariving, and yet automobile headlights dso seemed inadequite.

The road was quite deserted.

Doc Savage reached under the dash and twisted a smdl vave in a copper pipe line of amdl diameter.



The engine then made a fant frying noise as the chemicas from a tank poured through the lineinto the hot
exhaudt line, were turned to vapor by the heat, and came out of the exhaust pipe a grayish fog, asiif the
motor was burning alittle cylinder ail.

Doc drove on three quarters of a mile turned into a crossroad, backed, and retraced the route he had
just come.

He stopped his machine near the coupé which had been fallowing him. The coupé now lay on its Sde in
the ditch.

The bronze man put on a gas mask, got out, went to the coupé.

A young, square-bodied man with a freckled face and red hair was adeep from the gasin the car. Doc
Savage pulled him out. Doc looked in the glove compartment, and then in the baggage compartment a
the rear of the coupé, but found nothing except some rusty tools.

Doc put the young man beside him, and drove toward the Moldenhaeur place in Bayside.

Chapter lll. THE HORRIBLE THING

THE Winton Moldenhaeur mandon sat in nearly a hundred acres of carefully-kept grounds. From the
mandon itsdf—there were severd buildings perched on a bulking knoll overlooking Long Idand
Sound—a paved road led curvingly through the trees and beyond a stone-arched gate, where it joined a
highway. Some distance south on this highway, alane turned off through some straggled trees.

Doc Savage pulled into this lane, stopped under the trees. Two cars, two men, were dready there. The
men—Renny and Long Tom, the pair he had radioed—approached.

Colond John Renny Renwick, was dmogt as big a man as Doc Savage, and notable for the overgrown
gzeof hisfigs and his perpetudly sad expression. He had considerable reputation as an engineer.

Magor Thomas J. Long Tom Roberts looked as if he had matured in a cdlar. He had no color, no
appearance of hedth. The impresson of feebleness was deceptive, as many a robust fdlow had
discovered. His specidly was dectricity.

These two members of Doc Savage' s group of five associates stared at the burly red-headed stranger in
the bronze man's car.

"Haly cow!" Renny exdlamed. "Who's the degping beauty, here?!

"I do not know"—it was a peculiaity of the bronze man's that his voice rardy showed any
emotion—"but he was fdlowing me. | released some of that gas Monk is trying to develop for use by
military airplanesin battle, and he has not yet recovered from the effects.”

Renny and Long Tom showed no surprise at the bronze man's matter-of-fact casudties. They had heard
him sound as unconcerned with violent desth crashing toward him, and knew it was a 9gn of his amazing
mentd control. A stranger would have been astounded.

Doc added, "We might go through his pockets."

O'Brien O Cdlaghan was the unconscious red-headed man's name. They found tha on his driver's
license. The license was New York State.



"Name sure fitshim,” Renny said, chuckling. "He' s sure a it of the ould sod. Faith, and that heis”

Long Tom fanned through the contents of Mr. O’ Cadlaghan’s hillfold. "Sx hundred and ten dallars” he
sad. "He goeswdl heded."

Doc Savage went through some papers from the young man's pocket.

O'Brien O Calaghan was associated with someone named Sam John Thomas, Inc., in the capacity of
generd research engineer.

There was dso a newspaper dipping. It sad:

Aboard the Yankee Clipper when it arrived from Portugd today was Sean Larkin, Irish palitician,
Maurice Revel, French miniger, and O'Brien O’ Cdlaghan, of South Africa

The dipping was dated two weeks previoudy.

"Heign't a samdl-timer, whoever heis” Long Tom remarked. "Hying the Atlantic by plane these days
costs money.”

Doc Savage turned aflashlight on O'Brien O’ Cdlaghan’s skin. It was deeply tanned. In fact, it was like
leather. He opened the young man's shirt. The skin there was dso tanned.

Doc took off O’ Cdlaghan's shoes and socks.
Renny stared and said, "H€E's been going barefoot.”

Long Tom Roberts got down and poked the soles of O'Brien O’ Callaghan’s feet with a thumb. "Regular
hoofs" he said. "The skin on the bottom of hisfeet ishdf an inch thick. He' s gone barefoot for years."

Doc Savage made no comment, except to ask, "Which one of you prefers to stay here with him?'

Nether Renny nor Long Tom preferred it. Findly, "Oh, wdl, I'll maich you to see who stays" Long Tom
sad. And then, when he had logt, he grumbled, "The lug probably won't want to talk to me when he
wakes up."

Doc Savage and Renny cdlimbed in one of the cars and drove toward the Winton Moldenhaeur estate.

THE gate was big, but it was closed with stedl. The sone walls were at least a yard thick, and to the left
and right there were smdl pillboxes of stone, perforated with windows high up.

A man put his head and a rifle out of the right-hand pillbox, asked, "Who're you guys and whatcha
want?'

Big-fised Renny Renwick turned the beam of a flaghlight upward. It illuminated the rifleman, disclosed
that he had a round, determined face, red nose, large ears, and the generd ar of a rock.

"Haly cow!" Renny exclamed. "It's Ollie Saff. Imagine finding you herel™

A flashlight beam jumped down upon them, and Ollie Saff said, "For the love o' little fish! My old boss,
Renny Renwick!”

"How are you, Ollie?' Renny said. "'l haven't see you since tha dam job on the Nile River, years ago.



Whéat on earth are you doing here?’

"I'm anight watchman," said Ollie Saff. "And danged if | don't like it better than contracting!™ He shifted
hisflash beam to Doc. "Isthat Doc Savage? I’ ve heard alot about him."

Renny sad, "Yes, it's Doc Savage. Come on down, Ollie. We want to talk to Moldenhaeur.”

Ollie came down, threw the gate open. "You won't talk to Moldenhaeur,” he said. "Anyhow, nobody has
seen him for severd days.”

"Miss Moldenhaeur will have to do then, Ollie" Renny said.

"Wdl, she's here Ollie Saff eyed them, rubbed his jaw uneasly. "You know, I'm glad to see you
fdlows Something iswrong here.”

"Wha?' Doc Savage asked.

"I don't know. All | know is that Liona Moldenhaeur is scared iff for some reason, afraid to leave the
house, and afraid to have anybody come. That's why dl the servants have been lad off, and only I'm
here. And I'm not alowed near the house. My orders are to stay down here with a rifle, and not let

anybody in"
"That sounds rather unusud,” Doc told him. "Are you going to let usin?'
Ollie Seff chuckled.

"Cffiddly, no," he said. "The sone wal around the edtate is wired with a burglar darm. One of those
capacity things which goes off if any prowler comes near the top of the wall, or tries to tunnd through.”
He peered at them foxily. "I guess the thing didn’t work. Anyhow. | haven't seen you."

"Thank you," Doc Savage said.

"Y ou're welcome. When you leave, | wish you' d stisfy my curiosity about what iswrong up there"
Doc nodded. "You knew Mr. Renwick in Africa?’

"Renny? Sure. On the Nile job. British government project.”

"Itisasmdl world, after dl," Doc remarked conversationdly. "How long since you left Africa, Mr. Saff?"
There was an abrupt Slence.

"Four years," Ollie SAff said.

Renny said, "It was only three years ago when you worked with me on the Nile job."

"Uh— Ieft right after that," said Ollie Saff.

Doc sad, "Wel, thank you very much for letting usin.”

Ollie Saff made no comment. He seemed rather subdued.

Doc Savage and Renny |eft their car parked near the gate, on the outside of the estate, and walked dong
awinding path bordered with tropica pines, overhung with weeping willow.

"He seemed a little uncertain when he left Africa" Doc remarked.



"Yes didn't he?' Renny muttered. "That guy you caught fallowing you, O’ Brien O’ Cdlaghan, was from
Africa, too."

Doc offered no comment but he turned abruptly off the path, and started to circle back to the gate,
keeping in the cover of the shrubbery.

"Where you goin' 7' whispered Renny.
"Did you notice Mr. Saff's shoes? Very large. They seemed uncomfortable on him.”
"Hdy cow!" Renny said.

Ealy in his strange career of righting wrongs and punishing evildoers, the bronze man had developed a
gas The gas was an aneesthetic, quick-acting, odorless, colorless, and produced a harmless
unconsciousness. Ordinarily the bronze men carried it in thinwaled gas containers, liquefied, which
would burgt and disperse the suff without too much commotion.

From concedment in the darkened shrubbery, Doc Savage broke an anaesthetic gas container near Ollie
Saff. The man shortly collapsed.

Renny removed Ollie Saff’s shoes.

"Yeeh," he said. "Been going barefooted along time. Sole hide like leather.”

"Ishis skin tanned?' Doc asked.

Renny looked. "Like an Indian.”

Doc Savage remarked thoughtfully, "It does not take long for amean to lose atan in dvilization.”
Renny grunted. "I'll seeiif he's got anything e se interesting on him."

ST didn't have. They left him there. Renny said, "He Il wake up in twenty minutes or so and wonder like
the dickens what made him faint, but otherwise hell be dl right.”

Doc Savage was dready waking toward the Moldenhaeur house.

LIONA MOLDENHAEUR was a frightened girl in a gray dack suit. Her face was not beautiful in a
Spectacular sense, but she was attractive. She looked kind. Her face was pae. Her eyes were dark. Her
har was dill darker, dthough not as dark as the barrdl of the automatic shotgun she hed when she
opened the door.

"Miss Moldenhaeur?' Doc Savage asked.

She had her mouth open, obvioudy to order them away in words they would not fal to understand. But
the bronze man’'s voice, the power and friendship in it, stayed her, caused her to look a him. She had
switched on the portico light. Looking a Doc Savage impressed her even more.

"I...yes" she sad, hestating. "I an Miss Moldenhaeur.”
"Thisis Mr. Renwick," Doc sad. "l an Clark Savage. Could we speak with you?"

“I...I'mafrad nat,” she said. "I'm very—waell, I'm not feding wdl. If it's business, you can take it up



with my father’s generd manager.”

"It is not business”

She frowned. "It couldn’t be anything else. | have never seen you before.”

"Do you know Benjamin Boot?"

Her eyesflew wide, exposng the utter fear intheir depths. "Yes. . . yes | do."
"He suggested we come."

Liona Moldenhaeur’s lips compressed. "Ben Boot isafool. | told im | don’t want help. You go back to
him and tdl him to mind his own business™

Doc said, "Two men tried to kill Mr. Boot this afternoon. Another man tried to trail me here. The name
of the latter man is O’ Brien O’ Cdlaghan. Do you know him?'

Her eyes went even wider. Then they narrowed.

"O Cdlaghar—" she said. "No . . . no, | do not know him."
Doc watched her. "Where is your father?' he asked.

Color Ieft her face. "He. . . ign't here”

"Whereis he?"

"He went away. A busnesstrip.”

"Why are you becoming pae?' the bronze man asked.

Her answer was motion. She jumped back, tried to dam the door. The bronze man, moving with what
looked deceptively like idle unhaste, was ingde before she got that done. And with a continuation of the
same unexcited movement, he took the shotgun out of her hands.

Renny followed them insde and closed the door.
Thegirl sank down on athrondike hdl chair, covered her face with her hands.

Doc Savage sad, "We are sorry, naurdly, Miss Moldenhaeur. But something is wrong. We have
decided to invedtigate it. There is nothing—we hope—that you can do to prevent that. Why don’t you
take a sendble attitude?'

She began to tremble, then to sob. She was, the bronze man saw, in no condition to talk.
"You stay with her," he told Renny.

He I&ft the big-figed engineer with Miss Moldenhaeur, and began searching the house. He took the
ground floor firg. The place was as magnificent as it had seemed from the outsde. The rug in the
west-wing parlor was an Orientd piece worth fuly twenty thousand dollars, and the other furnishings
werein kegping. The bronze man searched sysematicaly, unawed by the magnificence.

The only thing he found on the ground floor was evidence—in the shape of undusted furniture,
mogtly—that servants had not been in the house for severd days. In the kitchen, only one person,
gpparently, had been preparing medls.



Updairs, it was different.

There was a locked room. The bronze man examined the door. It was heavy. The lock was a modern
one, the keyhole did not go entirdy through. He rapped, received no answer, and went to work on the
door lock with a thin metal probe, one of the gadgets which he had brought aong. He worked three or
four minutes, during which there was no sound from the room, and got the door open.

It was a bedroom, a huge thing, fitted with a desk and office equipment as wdl as desping
accommodetions.

He went to the man on the bed. The men looked asif he might be adeep.

Theman was tdl, a well-preserved, fifty perhaps, and there was a feding of competence about him. He
looked so naturd, so certainly adeep, that Doc spoke.

"Wake up!" the bronze maen said.

The men did not move. He had the features of the gil downgtairs. Doc had never met him. But the men
was s0 famous that his picture had often been in the newspapers. He was the indudridis, Winton
Moldenhaeur.

Doc took hiswrigt. There was no pulse. Winton Moldenhaeur was not breathing.
And yet there was the conviction, absurd though it might seem, that the man was not dead.

Too, hisfeet were extremdy caloused.

AS Doc Savage came down the stairs, Liona Moldenhaeur looked at him. She had stopped sobbing.
"You. . . you found him?" she asked.

The bronze man nodded. "How long has he been that way?'

"Snce a week from last Monday," she said.

"That would be ten days."

"es"

For the firg time the bronze man’s face showed aripple of astonishment.

He said, "The manisyour father, of course?'

She nodded.

"All right, give us the story,” he said. "Firgt, tdl uswhy you were trying to keep his condition secret?"

Liona Moldenhaeur shuddered. "Two weeks ago, he told me he was afrad something horrible would
happen to him. He made a peculiar request. He said that if he should die, he would not be dead. He said
that if he did die, or appear to do o, | was not to cdl a doctor, or let anyone see him. He told me a
doctor would not be able to help, and that he would be pronounced dead by the doctor, and buried, or
turned over to an undertaker and embamed. | think that iswhat horrified him the most—the fear of being
embamed.”



Doc Savage's flake-gold eyes fixed on the girl. "Your father knew something was going to happen to
him?'

"Wes"
"How did he know that?'

She said, "I am not sure, but | think he had been threstened.”
"Threatened by whom?'

"He gave me no detalls.”

"None whatever?'

She shook her head. "Absolutely none. He refused. | . . . | thought his mind might be affected from
overwork, and | think he redized what | thought, and it irritated him."

"Had he been overworking? Or showing previous Sgns of worry, or excitement?'

"It began the day before he had that talk with me about not cdling a doctor in case something weird
happened to him—and above dl not dlowing him to be embamed. Prior to that, | had noticed no
difference inhim."

Doc Savage asked, "And thisthing that has happened to him—when did it occur?”

"Inthe afternoon. | . . . | just found him like . . . the way he is. On the bed. | thought . . . | would have
sworn, he was dead. But | know"—her eyes got round with horro—"he isn't redlly dead."

"Has there been any change in him?"

"None whatever. He has been exactly like that.”

"Have you cleaned the room, dtered it in any way?"'

"No."

Doc Savage was dlent a moment, asif assambling details, considering them.

He inquired, "Has anyone besides Benjamin Boot showed an interest in your father?”

"Oh, yes, naurdly. His business associates, of course. | told them he had—gone on atrip. | got rid of the
sarvants by giving them dl vacations. And then—there was the white-haired men.”

"The white-haired man? Who was he?"

She shook her head again. "I don't know. But he came here twice, demanding to see father. He seemed
to know thet father wasinthe. . . condition . . . heisin. | got the idea he had been sent hereto . . . or
told to come here, rather . . . to learn for sure tha father was in the condition heisin."

"What did you do?'
"I ... 1 was horrified. | refused to let the man in, and threatened him with the shotgun. He went away."

Doc Savage asked, "Did this white-haired stranger give you a name?'



"Sam John Thomas," she said.
Renny jumped, said, "Holy cow!"
The girl whirled and demanded, "Does that name mean something to you?"

Renny looked a Doc Savage, who was inscrutable. The big-fisted engineer swallowed, straightened out
hisface.

"Nope," he said. "l don't know any Sam John Thomas."

Which was, technicadly, the truth. But according to the documents in the pockets of O'Brien
O Cdlaghan, O Cdlaghan was associated with a concern named Sam John Thomas, Inc.

DOC SAVAGE asked, "Miss Moldenhaeur, isthat dl you can tdl us? Think hard, please. There must be
some detail, something you think might have a bearing on thisthing.”

She shuddered. "Nothing," she said. "I . . . I've racked my brains for days. | haven't the least idea whet it
isabout.”

"What were you going to do about your father?'

She sank down on achair, put her face in her hands, and said through her fingers, tremuloudy, "I didn't
know. It has been driving me mad.”

Doc moved toward the gtairs, obvioudy intending to go back to Winton Moldenhaeur.

He paused, asked, "By the way, you said you got rid of the servants. But there is a watchman at the
gate”

"Yes" sad Liona Moldenhaeur. "Ollie Saff. He has been a greet help. He has kept everyone away.”
"Except Sam John Thomas" Doc suggested.

"Yes, except Thomas."

"Has Ollie Saff been in your employ long?"

"In father's, yes" the girl replied. "Father brought him here two weeks ago, just before this . . .
happened. He said Mr. Saff had been working for him for years, and was a thoroughly trusted man. He
a0 sad that, in case anything did happen to him, | was to keep Saff here and accept hisad.”

Doc Savage made no comment on that.

But big-fisted Renny rumbled, "Whet kind of a job would your father give Ollie Saff where he would go
barefooted and dmost naked in a hot tropical sun for two or three years?'

Thegirl showed her surprise.
"My father said Mr. Saff had been working in his office” she said, "for severd years.”
Doc Savage went up the gtairs, out of Sght.

Renny eyed the girl. Renny’s face was even more woeful than usud, which, contrarily enough, meant



Renny was pleased with the Stuation. Not that he was dated over the misfortune of the Moldenhaeurs,
or anyone else who was in trouble. The satisfaction was persond. Renny liked trouble. The kind of
trouble he liked most of dl was the mydifying kind.

This was satigactorily mysterious. A man named Benjamin Boot had become darmed when two men
tried to kill him, and had appeded to Doc Savage for aid. Benjamin Boot had fdt the only explanaion of
the attack attempt lay in something mysterious at the Moldenhaeurs. And he was right. There seemed to
be ample mygery at the Moldenhaeurs.

If Renny would have been any sadder, he could not have helped burdting out laughing.
He hoped there would be some action connected with it.

He was thinking about the action when there was a rap on the door, and he opened the door
immediatdy, to face Ollie S&ff. Ollie Saff was excited.

"Ligen,” gasped Ollie S&ff. "I just fainted, or something, down at the gate, and when | woke up, this was
inmy hand.”

Renny stared at an object indigtinct in the darkness. "What isit?' he asked.
"Something from Africa" said Ollie Saff.

Renny was s0 astonished that he neglected his normd amount of caution to bend forward and peer a
what was in Ollie Saff’s left pdm, thereby completely forgetting to pay atention to Saff’s right hand,
which contained a blackjack that promptly whipped around and made a perfect connection with Renny’s
head behind the ear, where it would do the most damage. Renny was conscious of an exploson, then
conscious of nothing.

Chapter IV. DANGER FROM AFRICA
MR. SAFF swatted Mr. Renwick again, just to make sure.

"All right, take him away,” Saff said.

The order brought haf a dozen men out of the shadows. They were not masked, except that tenson was
holding their faces tight. Tenson and, in a case or two, open fear.

Liona Moldenhaeur stared in wordless terror.

She heard aman say, after daring at the recumbent hulk of Renny Renwick, "Hey, thisis a Doc Savage
men!"

"Sure" said Saff. "So what? Take him away.”
Themen sad, "Ligen, | don’'t want no part of Savage." He started to back off.

Ollie Saff drew a revolver and cocked it. "We can't have that," he said, in a voice completely cold and
determined.

The man who wanted no part of Doc Savage changed his mind. He seemed to decide that he wanted a
lot to do with Doc Savage, aslong as it would permit him to go on living.



Liona Moldenhaeur came out of her horrified trance then. She began screaming. Her shrieks set the farm
dogs barking and the chickens cackling in darm on farms nearly amile away. It was the firg indication of
athing which they later found out about her, that she had once studied to be an opera snger.

Ollie Saff said something—it was not in English—that must have been profanity. He lesped for the girl,
saized her. There was no senseintrying to slence her after that bugling shriek, and he did not seek to do
0.

She hit him.

"Cut that out, you!" he said.

She kicked his shin, stuck athumb in his eye, and pulled his hair.

"Hdp me" he snarled at his companions. "Gimme a hand. Doc Savage is somewhere around the place.”

Two men helped him with the girl. They ran, the whole group of them, taking dong Liona Moldenhaeur
and Renny Renwick, down the winding road toward the gate.

Ollie Saff stopped long enough to plant a flashlight—switched on so the beam blazed—in the grass
where it illuminated the door of the house.

"Keep awatch," he ordered. "If Savage comes out, we may be able to pot him."

Liona Moldenhaeur resumed her screaming.

"Bdler,” SHff told her. "See what good it does you."

They approached the gate to the estate.

There, to Liond s astonishment, Saff said, "Hell, we don’t need the girl. Throw her away."

The two men carrying Lionamus have been expecting the order. They promptly pitched her into a bush.
The bush was a rose dump, plentiful with thorns, and it was not pleasant.

Clawing out of the shrub, Lionaran in pursuit of the men.
"Mr. Savagel" she screamed. "They’ re going this way!"

Themen had a car parked close to the gate, a driver init, the motor running. They piled into the machine,
The car stood there a moment, while one of the men amed ddiberately at the girl. She knew, even
before he shat, that the man could have hit her, because she stood full in the glare of the automobile
spotlight. But the bullet missed her. It missed her at least twenty feet, which was too much of a miss to
have been an accident.

Another strange thing—Ollie Saff laughed. He laughed heartily, as if something had gone very much to
please him.

Then the car containing Saff, his haf dozen men, and Renny Renwick, went away at high speed.
And Doc Savage appeared beside Liona Moldenhaeur.
The bronze man asked a question which surprised the girl. "Did one of those men laugh?' he demanded.

"I...yes" shesad.



"They probably decoyed me away from the house so they could get your father,” he said.

HE wheded, ran back in the direction of the house. Liona Moldenhaeur followed him, but he far
out-distanced her. He wasin the house, upstairs, and back outside when she arrived.

"They got your father, dl right,” he said.
"Bth—"
"Ligen!" he said sharply.

She drained her ears. There was nothing, she thought, other than the night sounds, the barking of a dog in
the distance, cars on a faraway highway.

He said, "Is there a road north?"
"An old one, between the estate and the Sound,” she said.

The giant bronze man left her then, abruptly, slently. His going was fabuloudy ghostlike, and she stared in
amazement at the surrounding darkness.

Then, two or three minutes later, she heard a car motor. It was on the north road, the old one, and it
departed in a great hurry. She redized that the bronze man's hearing mugt be extraordinary, so that he
had heard sounds from that direction.

Shortly afterward, he returned.

"They had another car waiting," he said. "Ollie Saff moved in on us from the front, got Renny and you and
used him as a decoy to pull me away from the house. The other gang was waiting in the back. They
smply crept in, got your father, and left.”

He took out of a coat pocket an object that might have been a kitchen match box, except that it was
black, had two dids and atiny grilled opening. He hed the box close to his lips and told it essentidly
what he had just told the girl. He added, "Get in the car and get here as soon as you can. Bring O'Brien
O Cdlaghan with you."

"All right," the box said, and Liona redized it was an extremdy compact radio ouitfit.

Doc Savage entered the house, ran upgtars to the room in which her father had been lying. Liona
followed him, and watched him search.

She had heard of this unusua bronze man before—she was recdling that now. A friend, a young man
who was interested in science, had talked about Savage at a party; she was recdling things the friend had
sad, not the exact details, because the subject had held no interest for her a the time and, because she
was not awed or even mildy intrigued by celebrities, she had not pad much atention. But she
remembered the tone of the friend’'s remarks. Savage, the friend had seemed fully convinced, was a
phenomend individua with capacities and abilities amazingly devel oped.

Liona got a sample of the bronze man’s uncanny &hility as she watched.

She saw him go to the one thing which was out of place in the room. And yet she, who knew the place
thoroughly, had not noticed it before.



He examined a canary cage which hung on an ornate gilt stand.
"Whereisthe canary?' he asked.
Lionagtared. "Why ... 1. .. | don't know," she said.

"It was not in the cage when | entered the room the firg time"" The bronze man examined the cage.
"Apparently there has been no bird init in some time. Should there have been”?’

Liona nodded. "Why, yes. Yes, my father had a canary. He has had it for more than a year.”
"Where did he get it?'

"Mr. Boot gave it to him. It was a birthday gift.”

"Did you notice when the canary disappeared?”

She tried to remember. "No, | don't recdl.”

"Have you see it ance your father became the way he was?'

She paed. "No, | haven't.”

An automobile horn hooted in front of the building. Doc Savage dipped the canary cage from its hook,
took it dong down to the car.

Long Tom Roberts complained, "Blagt it! | missed the excitement. Y ou say they got Renny?"

Doc Savage nodded. He took Liona Moldenhaeur’s elbow. "You had better come with us" he said.
"Thereisno point in your staying here done.”

"You are going to look for my father?' she asked anxioudy.
"Naturdly. For Renny, too. And for the reason behind your father’s condition.”
Long Tom said, "This O’ Brien O’ Cdlaghan is beginning to come out of it."

Doc Savage examined O’ Cdlaghan. When he pinched O Cdlaghan, the latter stirred dazedly. Doc
camly clipped O Cdlaghan on the jaw with afig, prolonging his period of senselessness.

"Driveto Pat’s place," Doc told Long Tom.

PATRICIA SAVAGE was an extremdy attractive young woman who had the bronzed har and golden
gyes of the Savage family. She met them in her private office in the beauty establishment which she
operated for the bendfit of a Park Avenue dientde, charging unearthly prices.

Her eyes lighted, "Trouble?"

Doc Savage sad, "Peat, we have a young lady here, Miss Liona Moldenhaeur. Something we do not yet
understand has happened to her father. She may be in danger hersdlf. While we are trying to get at the
bottom of the thing, | wonder if you would look after her."

Pat eyed him narrowly. "Is that al that is wrong?"



"Reny has been seized by some felows™ Doc admitted.

Pat made an exaggerated gesture of pretending to faint. "Now the earth can come to an end, because
there' s nathing more gartling left to happen!”

This remark, meaningless to Liona Moldenhaeur, was perfectly understandable to Doc Savage and Long
Tom Roberts. In the past, they usudly had a great ded of difficulty with Pat Savage, trying to keep her
from getting mixed up in ther troubles. Peat liked excitement.

Doc Savage said, "You understand, Pat, that you are to take no part in thisthing.”

Pat’s face fdl. "Now you sound more like yoursdf. | suppose there is no danger whatever connected
with looking out for Miss Moldenhaeur.”

"None, | hope" Doc admitted.

"Dang!" Pat said. She took Liona's arm. "Come on, darling. Don’t misunderstand me and think you are
not welcome, because you are."

Doc Savage drove back to his headquarters building. He drove fast. There were many specid
gadgets—the gas equipment, for example—on the machine, and these included a police sren. He used
the gren to clear traffic, supplemented with two lights which ordinarily appeared to be fog lights but
glowed redly upon operation of the proper switch.

They entered the private eevator carrying the O’ Cdlaghan.
Long Tom said, "There s someone updtairs,” after a glance a an indicator button insde the cage.

Doc touched what seemed to be an ornamentd rivet high up on the cage side. The rivet was a push
button, and a moment later an answer came from a concealed loud-speaker.

"Inquietude is a supererogation of turgescence,” the loud-speaker remarked.
"Johnny," said Long Tom.

Johnny was William Harper Littlgohn, notable archaeologist and geologist, eminent user of big words,
and aman who was tdler and thinner than it seemed any man could be.

There was one favorable thing about Johnny’s big words. He never used them on Doc Savage. No one
knew exactly why.

Johnny said, "I just got back from Westchester County. That pre-Inca tablet the fdlow had was no more
pre-Incathan | am. In fact, it was not as much. Some fdlow had faked it within the last year and pamed
it off on him. Say, what isgoing on here? | dropped in a headquarters to find out what is going on, and
nobody is here”

Doc Savage told him. He used remarkably few words to do it, and said, "Moldenhaeur is not dead, and
yet he was not dive. | have never seen anything like it. It was rather incredible, whatever was wrong with
him"

Johnny was impressed.

"Ollie Saff and his men have Renny," Doc continued, and Monk and Ham are trailling Benjamin Boot.
And we have aman named O’ Brien O’ Cdlaghan, who should be able to give us some information.”



"What do we do about Renny?' asked Johnny uneeslly.

Doc sad, "Johnny, you take one of our cars. Long Tom, you take another. As soon as | can get hold of
Monk and Ham, | will have them take cars and help you. Use the cars which have powerful short-wave
ultraviolet light projectors equipped for mounting. Drive over those Long Idand roads, and keep your

eyes open.”
"That’s along chance," Johnny said thoughtfully.

"Yes, itis" the bronze man agreed. "But Renny was wearing the same type of dothing as the rest of us,
garments trested with metdlic salts which are highly fluorescent under ultraviolet light. He may regain his
senses, tear off bits of dothing or any persona object and drop it in the road. It is a dim possihility, but
the only one we have at the moment. | will keep in touch with you by radio.”

"Any idea where they might have been taking Renny?'

"None a dl,” Doc said. "But it is farly safe to assume that they would remain on Long Idand. Bridges
and faries are their only method of leaving Long Idand, and they would suppose that we immediatey
natified the police to watch those. We did not, but they would not know that. So confine your hunting to
Long Idand.”

"Right. We Il do our best with the ultraviolet lights."
"And the airports,” Doc added. "They might have used a plane.”
Long Tom and Johnny departed.

(The ultraviolet wave lengths of light utilized by Doc Savage in this ingance have been developed beyond
the experimenta stage by science. The light, being of a wave length invisble to the eye, is caled "black.”
It is being used more and more in prospecting for ores. For example, more than a hundred varieties of
ores which fluoresce under "black” lignt are found in one Cdifornia county done. These indude the
tungsten-bearing schedlite, hdite, cdcite, hydrozincite, types of borax, colemanite and many others.
Uranium-bearing minerds fluoresce vividly. The apparatus used by the ore prospector is usudly a
portable 6-volt outfit. The method of prospecting can only be used a night, because the presence of
daylight glare so much sronger than the fluorescence blots out the fluorescent phenomena entirely.
Among the animds which fluoresce under "black™ light are horned toads, lizards and snakes of many
vaieties)

DOC SAVAGE switched on a recording device which was connected up with both the telephone and
radio receiver. This somewhat complicated gimmick would record any cdl made to the headquarters in
his absence.

Monk and Ham had not called in, he found.
He put O'Brien O’ Cdlaghan in a chair, and used restoratives.

When the O’ Calaghan got around to opening his eyes, and his predicament seeped into his mind, he
took it camly. He rubbed his jaw.

Doc Savage sad, "The soreness is not serious. We found it necessary, or at least convenient, to dip you
severd times on the jaw.”



O Cdlaghan grimaced.

"It feds like you had run alocomoative back and forth over it,” he said.
"Have you any idea where you are?' Doc inquired.

O'Brien O Cdlaghan looked around. He nodded.

"I have heard of thisplace" he said, "so | can guess”

Doc told him, "You redize you are in difficulties, of course. We prefer to work with as little turmail as
possible, and without force. So | will ask you if you have any intention of talking to me”

"I don't mind taking to you."

"Of tdling me the truth, | should have put it," Doc said.

O Cdlaghan consdered that. "I guess | had better.”

"You were watching this building?' Doc asked.

"es"

"And followed me when | |eft?"

"es"

"Why?

"l was trying to find out,” said O'Brien O’ Cdlaghan, "what in the dickens is wrong with my boss."
"Who is your boss?'

"Sam John Thomas, of the company by the same name. | am employed by the company. | am cdled a
generd research enginear.”

Doc sad, "All of which we learned by examining the contents of your pockets.”
"I'mtdling you the truth. That's what you want, isn't it?"
"What is wrong with your boss?*

"He's scared. He isn't himsdf." O'Brien O’ Cdlaghan stared at the floor. "I don’t know what is wrong. A
week ago, about, iswhen it happened. He wouldn't tdl me what iswrong. | got the idea, though, that he
feared some kind of terrible danger.”

Doc Savage asked, "And how did you happen to be traling me?'
O Cdlaghaen lifted his head.

"That's easy. It was because of something | overheard the boss say over the telephone. It was just part
of a sentence. ‘—know damned well Doc Savage could stop it"” That was dl | heard. Sam John
Thomas wouldn't talk to me when | asked him abouit it. He became violent. | could see he was in a Sate
of terror. | think alot of my boss, so | started looking into it on my own hook. | was investigating you.
That's how | happened to be watching you."



"Whereisyour boss now?' Doc asked.

"At his country home, | imagine”

"Whereisthat?"

"OnLong Idand.”

"Near the Winton Moldenhaeur estate, by any chance?'

O'Brien O Cdlaghan’s forehead puckered. "I never heard of anyone named Moldenhaeur,” he said.
"Your boss, Sam John Thomas, paid the Moldenhaeur estate a vist recently,” Doc said.
"I can't help that. | don’t know any Moldenhaeurs. Never heard of them.”

Doc Savage was dlent a moment.

"Do you own a canary?' he asked.

O Cdlaghan stared in astonishment. "That’s afunny ong!”

"What is funny about it?'

"Somebody sent me a canary day before yesterday,” said O'Brien O’ Cdlaghan. "I don't know who. It
just came by messenger. The messenger said awoman hired him to bring it to me. Why do you ask?'

Doc Savage was dlent.

"So—awoman sent the canary,” he remarked findly.

Chapter V. FROM A DRUGSTORE
THE telephone had, ingtead of a bell, a buzzer which gave forth a high-pitched and not unmusica note.
When it sounded, Doc Savage picked up the instrument.
It was Monk. "Wdl, people have started dying,” Monk said. "Two of them so far.”
"Who?' Doc asked.

"Those guys who tried to get Benjamin Boot. Thar names seemed to have been Mr. Manley and Abner.
They're plenty dead. It happened this way: We trailed Benjamin Boot, like you said to, and he went
different places and fooled around as if he was mad and trying to take time to think. Then he went to the
apatment where he lives, and then was when we waked up to him. We told hm we wanted the two
prisoners, and he surprised us by not objecting.”

"When did Mr. Manley and Abner die?'

"Right after we got up to Ben Boot's gpartment with him. We went in the apartment, and Boot told his
servant, named Julian, to bring the prisoners. The servant went in another room. He came rushing right
back ydling that they were dead. Sure enough, they were."

"Where are you now?"



"Boot’s apartment.”
Doc Savage sad, "I will be up there immediatdy.”
He hung up the receiver, and turned to O’ Brien O’ Cdlaghan.

In a voice which held no particular emotion, the bronze man remarked, "Naturdly, your misfortune befdl
you because you happened to be traling us, and that made us suspicious. But your story explains severa
things By the way, how long have you been with Sam John Thomes, Inc.?"

"Oh, saverd years,” said O Brien O’ Cdlaghan.

"For the lagt severd months, have you been stuated so that you would have noticed any gradud change
inyour boss, any dow build-up of overwork which might result in a collapse, and nervous breakdown, of
which thisimaginary terror, in case it isimaginary, might be a symptom?"

O'Brien O Cdlaghan shook his head vehemently.

"I've been gtting right here in the New Y ork office for severd months he said.
"At a desk?'

"es"

"Then," said Doc Savage, "l am to presume you got those calouses on your feet gtting at your desk. And
the sunburn, the deep leathery tan of tropica sun, dl over you body—also a your desk?”

O Cdlaghan swalowed. All his muscles seemed to dacken.
"My lying didn’'t go very far, did it?" he muttered.

"Not very. Are you going to come across with the truth?"

O Cdlaghan shook his head again.

"No," he said. "We might as well get that understood.”

"Truth serum,” Doc Savage said, "is not very pleasant to take. It depends for its operation upon SO
addiing the conscious nervous system that the victim is unable to diginguish between truth and falsehood,
and cannot think clearly enough to concoct lies”

O'Brien O Cdlaghan leaned back. He was determined.

"Bring on your truth serum,” he said. "I don’t believe the damned suff will work."

DOC SAVAGE went to a cabinet, got out a hypo needle, and filled this with a villanouslooking
chemicd concoction. He gpproached O'Brien O’ Cdlaghan. The red-headed freckled faced young man
came up out of his chair. He brought the chair cushion with him, tried to hurl it in the bronze man's face.
Doc moved enough to make it miss.

O Cdlaghan cameinwith his left out, chin buried in his shoulder, carrying himsdf like a man who knew
how to fight. He feinted a few times with his left, saw wha he thought was an opening for a right
uppercut, shot it in—and found himsdf gtting on the floor. He groaned, took hold of hisjaw.



"You oughta been decent enough to hit me somewhere ese” he said thickly.
Doc kneed him down on the floor, held him there, and used the hypo.

"Unfortunatdly, there is no time to use the truth serum on you just now," the bronze man explained. "This
suff will keep you quiet for awhile. Incidentdly, it is harmless.”

A few minutes later, O'Brien O’ Cdlaghan was a dumbering hulk of a young men gtting in a closetlike
gperture in one wdl of the laboratory. The niche had a comfortable chair. Doc closed the door, which
became an indidinguisheble part of the laboratory wal, with a seemingly very heavy piece of apparatus in
front of it. The niche was ventilated.

The bronze man rode uptown.

Monk Mayfair let im into the Benjamin Boot gpartment. Monk had a worried look, and his pet pig,
Habeas Corpus.

"They'rein the library," Monk explained.
A twittering sound filled the air, and the bronze man lisened to this for a moment.
"Canaries?' he asked.

"A load of ‘em,” Monk said. "Howers, and paintings, and al kinds of fragile gimcracks. This Boot has
the tastes of awoman. But he' s got the nerves of an dligator, too.”

Doc Savage asked, "Did Boot seem to meet anyone when you were following him?*
"No."
"Where are the bodies?'

They were in the room adjoining the library, and the strange look on Monk’s face was a dight
forewarning of what to expect.

Doc made a brief ingpection, then turned to Monk.
Monk squirmed. "W, are they dead?' he asked nervoudy.
"What do you think?' Doc asked.

Monk stared at the bronze man, apparently wondering if he was being ribbed. Then the homdy chemigt
wiped perspiration off his face.

"No pulse, no heartbeat, no bregthing, no nerve reaction,” he muttered. "They say you gick a pinin a
dead man and the hole don't close up if he's dead. Wdll, | tried pins on both of them, and the holes
didn't clos="" He waved hisarms. "And yet | get the feding they are not dead!”

Doc Savage asked, "When you followed Benjamin Boot, you are sure he met no one?*
"He didn’'t meet anybody."

"Did he buy anything?"

Monk stared. "He went in a drugstore. He could have bought something.”



"What drugstore?’
"The corner drugstore, three blocks south of here.”

Doc Savage nodded. He went into the other room and summoned Ham Brooks. So that only Ham and
Monk could overhear, he spoke ragpidly. He told them what had happened, and about Johnny and Long
Tom being engaged in combing Long Idand roads with the ultraviolet light.

Doc sad, "l want you two to join Johnny and Long Tom at that job. Get cars at headquarters, and mount
projectors on them. Fortunately, we have enough powerful long-range projectors to equip the cars."

Ham nodded. "We will get in touch with Johnny and Long Tom by radio and find out what roads they
have covered, so we don't duplicate each other’s work."

"Good."

Taking ther pet pig and pet chimp dong, Monk and Ham |eft the beautifully furnished gpartment of
Benjamin Boot.

BENJAMIN BOOT confronted Doc Savage. He said, "I don't understand this. You said you wouldn't
hep me, and then you turned up, or your men did. What were you doing—checking up on me?"

"Wes"
"Wl, you didn’t find out anything against me" said Benjamin Boot, "because there isn't anything.”
Doc Savage sad, "You entered a drugstore down the Street?”

Boot hesitated. "Yes"

"What did you buy?'

" ... some cigarettes.”

Doc Savage went to the telephone, cdled the drugstore, three blocks to the south, and said, "This is a
police matter," and described Ben Boot, asked if he had been in the store recently, and what he had

bought.

Having received an answer, Doc hung up and faced Boot.

"You bought perfume” he said.

Boot reddened. "All right, dl right, it was perfume and not cigarettes,”" he said. "So what?"
"Why didn’'t you tdl the truth?'

Boot's color deepened. "I’'m sendtive about buying perfume” he said. "l like it, but I do not like being
jibed a when | buy it."

Doc Savage sad, "It might be better if you did not let your sengtivity interfere with your veracity.”
"What do you want to know?" Boot muttered.

"Would you care to hear what happened at the Moldenhaeur estate?" Doc countered.



Boot sprang to hisfeet. His face was anxious. "Yes, what goes on there?' he demanded.

Doc Savage told him the story—with reservations. The reserved items included dl reference to canaries,
to cdloused fedt, to tanned skins, and Africa. But the bronze man was very detailed about the strange
living-dead condition of Winton Moldenhaeur. Another point which the bronze man did not mention was
the present whereabouts of Liona Moldenhaeur. Boot pounced on that point at once.

"Whereis Lionanow?"' he demanded.

"Inasafe spot,” Doc said. "Have you noticed that | mention Moldenhaeur’s weird condition as being the
same, gpparently, as the condition of the two men in your gpartment?’

Ben Boot' s face went blank. "What do you mean?'

"The two men, Mr. Manley and Abner, if that was their names, seem to be in a condition which might be
described as completdy suspended animation. Notice that | say completely suspended. In a normad
case, immediady following deeth, certain chemica and physologica changes begin occurring in the
body, these resuiting in rigor mortis, anong other things. The presence of chemicds in the shape of
medicines may in a case of norma desath arrest certain otherwise naturd processes, just as embaming
arrests normd putrefaction. But in the present case—Mr. Moldenhaeur and these two men—none of the
normd after-processes of death are proceeding. Normd desth might be cdled a sugpension of the
processes which supply life and animation and consciousness, but not a suspension of dl activity in the
body, chemicd for the mogt part. The present thing consists of both—both a suspenson of life and
animation, and a suspension of dl natural chemica activity as well. Does that make sense to you?'

"What you are saying is thet they are dead, and yet they aren’t dead?' Boot inquired.

"Something like that,” Doc replied. "By the way, when you returned to your apartment with my two men,
and they asked for the prisoners, did you go to get the prisoners?'

"No."

"Then you had not seen the two men since you left to come to my headquarters?!

"Thet isright."

"Who did go to get the prisoners?’

"My man here, Jlian.”

Julian immediately began having trouble with the halfswallowed apple in his throat. It went up and down.
“I... 1 didn’t do anything to ‘em,” he mumbled.

Doc Savage s voice was quiet, the kind of a tone that would be very reassuring to an innocent man, but
equdly darming to one who was not innocent.

The bronze man said, "You need not be excited, Julian. We merdy wish to ask some questions. How
long did it take you to ascertain the men were dead?’

"Not . . . not more than aminute Julian replied.

"Mr. Boot sent you for the two men, and you were not gone more than a minute. At the end of that
minute, what did you do?'



"I rushed back in here shouting thet they were dead,” said Julian.
"That’sright,” said Benjamin Boot. "Julian wasin a dither.”

Doc Savage did not take his flake-gold eyes from dulian. "In that minute, you learned both men were
dead?’

"Yes" sad dulian.

"Thet was fast work," Doc said. "l would say the finest of doctors would have difficulty tdling for sure
thet two men were dead, and do it in aminute”

Julian paed. "l wasn't sure. | just—it just came over me that they were dead, so | rushed in here.”
"Then what?'

"Wedl went to look at the two men as soon as we could get the door unlocked,” Julian said.
"Oh, the door was locked now?'

Julian said, "In my excitement, | dammed the connecting door, and it has a spring lock. | was so wrought
up | could nat find the key immediatdly.”

"How much ddlay was there?!

"Not over two or three minutes. Maybe five"

"Would you swear it was no more then five?'

"l don’'t know," Julian said.

Benjamin Boot said, "Let's say tha no more than ten minutes elapsed. I'm sure that will cover it.”

"Thank you," Doc Savage told him. The bronze man leaned back and looked around the room. "You
have a number of canaries, haven't you?"

"Yes, | like canaries” replied Boot.

"I see you have some large Belgians" Doc remarked. "And | noticed you go in for variety. There are
hooped, bowed, feather-footed, topknots and various hybrids, anong other types of canary. | believe
that bird yonder is a hybrid of canary and Sskin, that one there a aitril hybrid."

Benjamin Boot amiled. "Y ou seem to know a bit about canaries.”

Doc Savage did not go farther into the subject of canaries. He glanced at Julian.
"dian," he said, "will you do one more thing for us?'

"Yes, gr," sad dulian. "Of course, gr."

"Take off your shoes and socks.”

"Take off your shoes, Julian. Then your socks."



Julian thought that over. Then he decided that, instead of removing his shoes and socks, he would
remove afla automatic from its hiding place under hisleft arm, and see what luck that would bring him.

Chapter VI. CALLOUSED FEET

DOC SAVAGE seemed hardly to be watching Julian a the moment the servant decided to turn Wild
West. But the bronze man lifted out of his chair, and had hold of Julian's wrigt about the time the gun
cameinto view.

Julian was fadt, had nerve, knew how to use a gun. On top of which he was desperate. He began
shooting. His haste was such that he even grooved his own shoulder with a bullet. He fired three more
times, and the lead knocked grooves in one wdl, broke alight fixture.

Doc hdd him. dulian kicked with both feet, flogged with the one arm which did not hold the gun. He said
things, loud angry and violent things, most of which were in English, but some in didect. The didect was
Oefinitdly foreign, and undoubtedly primitive.

A fig on the jaw findly Slenced Julian.

Benjamin Boot had been dancing around with a chair. He looked disgppointed. "I was going to brain
him," he said, glaiing a Julian. "The cheek of the devil. HE's one of my enemies, of course. HE's mixed

upinit”
Doc Savage asked, "How long has the servant been in your employ?”

"He worked for me three years about five years ago,” said Benjamin Boot. "Then he quit. About a month
ago, he turned up and wanted a job, so | hired him back."

"Then dulian has only been with you a month?'
"W, dightly less, | would say. Three weeks might come closer.”

Doc Savage stripped open Julian’'s shirt. Julian’'s skin was very deeply tanned. Next, the bronze men
removed the servant’s shoes and socks.

Benjamin Boot had been looking on in astonishmernt.

"Gracioud" he said.

The cdlouses on the bottoms of Julian’s feet were thicker than any callouses yet seen.
"My!" said Benjamin Boot. "What on earth made hisfeet like that?"

Doc Savage said, "It looks as if he might have gone barefoot in a hot sun for along time, not so many
weeks ago."

"Why, that's very drange" sad Boot. "Juian told me he had been derking in a store in Hartford,
Connecticut, for along time just prior to his coming with me"

The bronze man made no comment. He walked into the room where the two "dead" men lay, and began
another examinaion. This one was thorough. It included blood samples, spind fluid samples—every
known preparation for a scentific search and andyss.



He spent more than an hour at that task. Findly, after he had stowed samples in a case for later andyss
inthe laboratory, he straightened.

"Mr. Boot," he said.
"yes"

"Will you look over your canaries?' Doc Savage suggested. "Examine them closdly, and see if you notice
anything unusud or unnaturd.”

Puzzled, Benjamin Boot made a thorough ingpection of his canary flock. He cdled the birds by names,
whigled a them to get them to snging to him, and was otherwise thorough. He nodded his head in
satifaction.

"Nothing whatever iswrong with my canaries,” he said.
Doc asked, "Are they dl here?

"Y$"

THE devator attendant at the Benjamin Boot apartment house was somewhat puzzled when they carried
the two "dead" men out of the building. Doc Savage had sprinkled some rubbing acohol—Ben Boot had
nothing so base as whiskey in his apartment, he explained—on the two men to give the impression they
were inebriates. Julian looked more dive, dthough Hill limp.

The devator attendant seemed more astounded by the fact that drunks were being taken out of the Boot
gpartment, than by the fact that the three men were completely out.

Doc put them in the back seet of his car.
"You had better go with me" he told Benjamin Boot.

"Thank you very much,” said Boot heartily. "I do want to be with you. That may enable me to help Miss
Moldenhaeur.”

Doc Savage headed south on Centra Park West, then took the west Side to avoid the theatrica didtrict
which, dthough the night was getting on, was dill brilliantly lighted and crowded. He reached back and
rapped Julian again on the jaw.

Benjamin Boot continued, asking, "Do you think we will be gble to hep Miss Moldenhaeur?!
"Miss Moldenhaeur is perfectly safe” Doc said.
" mean her father, of course.”

Doc asked, "What was the nature of this business transaction you had scheduled with Mr. Moldenhaeur
when he met with this misfortune?"

"Oh, that." Boot shrugged. "We were going to combine one of his smdting companies and two of my
copper mines and make an efficient unit out of them.”

"Could that have had any bearing on this matter?"



Boot shook his head violently. "There is absolutely no possibility thet it could have.”
Doc Savage asked, "Do you know a man named Sam John Thomas?'

Boot nodded. "Sightly, thet isdl,” he said. "'l believe heis on the directorate of a concern of which | am
aso amember of the board.”

"What company isthat?"

"The Century Projects Corp."

The name told little enough about the company, so Doc asked, "What is the concern’ s business?"
"It has various manufacturing holdings” Boot replied. "Say, what are you going to do next?"

Doc sad, "Question O’ Brien O’ Cdlaghan, and investigate Sam John Thomeas."

The bronze man drove into his private garage in the basement of the midtown building which housed his
quarters. He shifted the two "dead” men to the devator, carried them up to the eghty-sixth floor, and
unloaded them, dong with Julian.

He spent the next two hours meking a scentific examination of the two, and running tests in the
laboratory. He drugged Julian.

One interruption occurred when Monk Mayfar cdled in, his amdl squesky voice sounding irritated over
the radio. Monk reported, "Nothing yet. No sgn of Renny.”

"Keep looking," Doc directed. He got O'Brien O’ Cdlaghan out of the concealed niche in the laboratory
wadl.

BENJAMIN BOOT looked a O Brien O Calaghan and said, "I never saw thisfdlow before.”

The O’ Cdlaghan rolled his eyes. He tasted hislips, as if they were bitter. "What day of the month is it?"
he muttered.

"It is dill the same night," Doc told him. "Are you ready to have that truth serum tried on you?
Incidentaly, | can assure you that it will not be pleasant. You will probably live through it, dthough there
are cases of men who have not, and you will not fed the same for severd days. The latest scientific
opinion, in fact, is that truth serum does an injury to your mind that may be more or less permanent.”

O Cdlaghan licked hislips again.

"I don't suppose,” he said, "it would make any differenceif | told you why I'm not tdling you the facts in
this”

"It probably would nat," Doc told him. "You can try, if you wish."
O Cdlaghan was logt in contemplation for a moment.

"It's because there’ s too much at stake," he said. "'l can’'t make mysdf think the Stuation is so serious that
we have to ring in any outsders.”

Doc asked, "Areyou a dl familiar with my organization and its methods?'



"I've heard of you," O Cdlaghan said. "I've heard you were honest.”
"You do not believe it?"

"One of thefird things | learned on this earth was that it was dways safest to go on the assumption that
there wasn't such athing as an honest man,” said O’ Cdlaghan.

Doc Savage turned away. "We are wadting bregth, | see. There seems to be nothing to do but try the
truth serum on you."

"Wait aminute” cadled O’ Cdlaghan. "How about a compromise? How about you taking me out to talk
to Sam John Thomas, my boss? What he saysto do, I'll do."

Benjamin Boot exclamed, "Ah, no doubt thisisatrick!"
Saing at Boot, O'Brien O’ Cdlaghan demanded, "Who is this homely goon who doubts my word?"
Boot registered indignation. "l am Benjamin Boot,” he snapped.

The O Cdlaghan showed sudden interest. "Say, I've heard of you, goldilocks. You're director in a
company in which my boss, Sam John Thomeas, is dso director.”

Doc Savage showed a great ded of interest.

"What concernisthat, O’ Cdlaghan?' the bronze man demanded.
"Century Projects Corp."

Boot snapped, "I am a director in dozens of corporations.”

Doc Savage sad, "Come on, O’ Cdlaghan. We will talk to Sam John Thomas. Boot, do you want to go
dong?'

Benjamin Boot hesitated. "l—yes, | will," he said. "But | think it is a trick. | don't trust this man
O Cdlaghan. | seem to read menace in hisface."

The O’ Cdlaghan told Boot, "I'd hate to say what | read in your face. It would make the devil blush.”

They went downgairs—after Doc drugged Julian, placed him and the "dead” men in the same niche
which O'Brien O’ Calaghan had lately occupied—in the elevator, riding directly to the garage. Boot and
O Cdlaghan were not even looking at each other.

They stepped out into the garage, and Pat Savage said, "W, good evening. Or, rather, good morning, it
being wdl past the hour of midnight, when evil is supposed to stak.”

Pat sounded brightly aert.
Doc Savage frowned a her. "What are you doing here?'

"Why, Miss Moldenhaeur and | couldn’t deep,” Pat explained, "and we decided to spend the rest of the
night hdping hunt Renny."

"How did you know about the hunt for Renny?' Doc demanded.

"I have aradio. | overheard Monk and the others reporting to you and talking to each other."



Doc sad, "You will have to go back to your place.

"Nothing doing,” Pat announced. "You let mein on this, and when I'm et in, | don’t stop with my foot in
the door. It's whole hog or nothing for me"

From past experience, the bronze man knew the futility of arguing. He had tried it before, and gotten
nathing for his pains. His five associates respected his judgment, took his orders without question. Pat
Savage respected his judgment, also, but only took such orders as appedled to her.

In an darmed voice, Benjamin Boot sad, "If thisgifl heard your men reporting by radio, what is to keep
anybody who has aradio receiver from hearing them?"

Patricia answered that.

"Nothing," she said, "except an unscrambler gadget thet is about three vacuum tubes and a cogwhed
more complicated than a teevison receiver. You see, Doc’s oultfits are equipped with them, and so are
mine. | don't think anybody else overheard.”

Doc frowned. "Where did you get your scrambler, Pat?'
"Soleit out of here one day,” Pat replied camly.

Benjamin Boot was examining Liona Moldenhaeur rather self-conscioudy. "Good morning, Liona" he
sad. "l ... I'msorry | girred up this mess, but it seemed the thing to do.”

Liona Moldenhaeur nodded. "Y ou were right, Ben," she said. "l redlize that now. I’'m the one who should
be sorry—sorry | did not tel you dl about it when you first wanted to hdp me. | . . . | understand | was
the cause of two men trying to kill you."

Ben Boot beamed. "I think that’s what the two men were going to do, but they didn’t make the grade.
And it was't your fault. Probably they were tackling me because | was showing an interest in the

mysery.

O'Brien O'Cdlaghan was dso examining Liona Moldenhaeur. The O Cdlaghan seemed gresly
impressed by Liona's qudlities.

"Come on," Doc Savage said briefly. "Wewill dl vist Sam John Thomeas."

SAM JOHN THOMAS lived as befitted his wedlth, and as became a modest man. His estate was large,
but it was not devoted to fancy shrubbery, as was the Moldenhaeur place, but to farmland which was in
production. The place looked profitable.

The house itsdf was not much more than a stone cottage, crowning without spectacle a low hill which
dropped down sharply to the waters of a cove. There was a boat in the cove, a large deep-water

cruisng yacht, possbly eighty feet in length.

The night was dark around them as they pulled up to the house. The car’s headlights seemed unnaturdly
bright.

Doc Savage got out of the big sedan. He said, "Pat, you stay here with Miss Moldenhaeur, Mr. Boot and
Mr. O Cdlaghan."

"Right;" Pat said.



"I'm going with you," Boot snapped.
He tried vainly to get the door of the car to open. He wrenched at the handle, pounded &t the glass.

Pat said, "You might as wel compose yoursdf. This car locks up tight, and I’'m the only one who can
open it. You stay here, as Doc suggested.”

Boot subsided, scowling, and watched Doc Savage vanish into the darkness.

The bronze man moved cautioudy to the house, carrying a ligening device which he had taken from a
compartment in the car. The ligener gadget was smple—a ribbon microphone of the contact type,
feeding into an amplifier which threw its output into a headset. He used the listener on various windows in
the house.

There was no living thing in the house, he decided. Degth there might be; he had no way of knowing. But
no living thing.

He approached the boat. With caution and with slence, keeping in the shadows, he drew near a smdl
dock to which the yacht was tied. All portholes were dark, and there was no sound from the boat. But
he detected, very faintly, the odor of pipe smoke. Not odor of a pipe, but of smoke, carried ashore by a
breeze which blew across the boat.

Hetied a dring to a bush, then moved away, took concedment behind a tree.
"Mr. Thomas" he called.

There was no answer. Water insects had been making smdl noises around about, and they went slent.
The dtillness was of infinite tension.

Doc Savage made his voice take on a ventriloquid qudity, so that its source was doubtful.
"Thomas™ he said, "we want to talk to you. It's about Moldenhaeur.”

No answer.

He pulled the gring to the bush and the bush shook.

Hame spouted from the fore deck of the boat, and a bullet clouted the bush which was moving. The shot
echoes whooped off the hills, and along time afterward came gobbling back from across the water.

Doc Savage threw a glass-ball anaesthetic grenade, lobbing it a the gun flash. He heard it break softly.
He threw two more. A man made the sound a man would make collgpsing on a boat deck.

The bronze man recovered his gtring. 1t was a silken cord, long and very stout, equipped with a grappling
hook on one end, and it had many uses. He rolled it carefully, then went aboard the boat.

THE white-haired men lay on the boat deck. There were documents—membership cards in excdusve
yacht clubs, mogtly, and a driver’s license—which indicated he was Sam John Thomas. He seemed to be
deaping. At least his breathing was regular and deep. Doc pinched him, and he did not move.

The bronze man searched the rest of the yacht. There was no one dse aboard. He noted that dl
portholes were fastened, dl hatches battened, dl companions secured firmly except one, that exception
being the companionway nearest where Thomeas lay.



It appeared that Sam John Thomas had been barricaded on the yacht.

Doc went back to his car, said, "All right, open up, Pat."

Benjamin Boot piled out of the machine and ydled, "What happened? We heard a shot?"

"Thomas was on his yacht, behaving like a cornered man," Doc said quietly. "We will question him."

Pat, who had worked with the bronze men before, was a little surprised. Doc was tdking more than
usud. Normdly, neither persuasion nor dynamite would move him beyond a cryptic remark now and
then. It had been Pat’s experience tha the less the bronze man said, the more progress he was making.
She was wondering why he was taking so much, explaining his moves before he made them. She
suspected he had some object in doing thet.

Doc waked back to the yacht, fallowing the others, tdling them where to go.
Pat, naticing that he did walk behind them, got a cold sensation on the back of her neck.

They had Sam John Thomas in the sdon of his yacht when he came out of the gas stupor. He blinked at
them.

Pat stood againg a wall. The feding she was having was stronger now, the impresson of danger, of
tensgon. She could tdl from the bronze man's extremdy cadm manner, from the continud motion of his
flake-gold eyes, that she was not wrong.

Doc sad, "You are Mr. Thomas?' to Sam John Thomeas.

The man nodded. "Who the devil are you?'

Doc indicated O’ Brien O’ Calaghan. "This young fdlow work for you?'

The man's eyes flicked at the O’ Cdlaghan. "Helo, O'Brien," he said. "What on earth does this mean?'

O'Brien O Cdlaghan shrugged. "This is Doc Savage. | don't know whether you have heard of him. He
follows a rather unusua career—righting wrongs and punishing evildoers, he cdlsit. | cdl it dicking his
beak into other peopl€e’ s business where he's not wanted.”

Thomas looked at Doc Savage. "I’ ve heard a great ded about you,” he said.
He seemed impressed.
O'Brien O Cdlaghan said sharply, "Don't tdl them anything, boss!”

Benjamin Boot grunted angrily, stepped forward and acted as if he was going to do nothing but tap the
O Cdlaghan on the chest. He did tap O’ Cdlaghan’s chest with hisleft hand, but after the second or third
tap hisright fis came whisling up and around to O’ Cdlaghan's jaw. O Cdlaghan’s teeth came together
with aloud noise, as of two rocks meting hard, and he would have fdlen backward diffly as a stick of
lumber would fdl, had Pat not caught him and lowered him to the floor.

Pat stared at Boot. "Some walop,” she said. "'l saw sparks fly when his teeth came together.”

Boot amiled a Pat. He levdled an am a Thomas. "The thing for you to do,” he said, "is tdl the exact
truth about this affar.”

Sam John Thomas scowled.



"I don't think | have anything to say,” he said.

Doc Savage suggested, ™Y ou might explain why you were so anxious to see Winton Moldenhaeur a few
days ago. You recdl you vidted the Moldenhaeur home and Miss Moldenhaeur would not let you in. Did
you know that something—ypeculiar—had happened to Mr. Moldenhaeur?'

"I have nathing to say," said Thomas.
"That blasted O’ Cdlaghan!" Boot said angrily. "He persuaded him not to talk.”
"Will you take off your shoes, Mr. Thomas?' Doc said.

SAM JOHN THOMAS was obvioudy dsartled, and he did wha seemed naurd under the
circumgtances. He shook his head. Then, after looking at Doc Savage and redizing the futility of
argument or resistance, he shrugged and began unlacing his black Oxfords.

He wore a neat business suit, a shirt which was well-cut and evidently custom made, an expengve wrist
watch, alodge ring on one finger, alodge emblemin his lapdl. His face was innocent for a man of nearly
fifty, and arich man. His eyes were clear blue, and now that the effects of the gas were wearing off, he
was beginning to focus them without trouble. He wasin dl afine, gentlemanly figure of aman, but scared.
Scared! There was no doubt of that. It showed in his eyes.

He kicked off his shoes.

"Now your socks,” Doc said.

Thomas removed his socks.

His feet were extremdy caloused.

Doc Savage asked, "Do you have a canary, Mr. Thomas?'

The man was startled. "Why . . . how did you know that?' he asked.

"Mog everyone seemsto have canaries in this affar,” Doc Savage said. "Where did you get yours, and
how?'

Thomeas frowned. "It was sent to me. Three days ago. It bore the card of a friend of ming Adam
Latimer. But | telephoned Mr. Latimer, and he indsted he did not send it. | was rather puzzled. | detest
birds."

"You do not know who sent you the bird?'
“No."
"What did you do with it?"

"I dill haveit. | detest birds, but | did not know what to do with this one except keep it. Eventudly, |
intended giving it to someone. When | had time to do it, that is”

"You have been rather busy?'

"Yan



"How did your feet become so hardened?’

Sam John Thomas compressed hislips. He fdl into a slence that was obvioudy going to be as permanent
as he could makeit.

Doc Savage tried one more question.

"What are you afrad of, Mr. Thomas?'

He got slence for an answer.

The bronze man turned to Liona Moldenhaeur. "Miss Moldenhaeur,” he said.
"Yes?' She was surprised.

"Will you show us your feet?"

"My feet!" She diffened. "What an insane suggestion!”

"Will you?'

"Why—" She began lodng color. Her face turned pae so swiftly that they could see the change. "No!™
she exploded. "Of course | won't!"

The bronze man said paiently, "We are involved in something very serious and very horrible. We are
trying to get at the bottom of it. Y ou must help us”"

Quite white now, she snapped, "Don’'t you dare touch me™

Pat Savage looked extremey chearful. Pat was a dender girl, but her dimness was deceptive. "Daoc,
you're wading time" Pat said. "Let me do it. I've been taking jujitsu lessons and I’ d like to try them out.”

Doc sad, "Go ahead.”

Pat advanced on Miss Moldenhaeur, a hand extended, saying, "Come on darling, don't be nasty about
this" Liona Moldenhaeur tried to dgp Pat, which mugt have been what Pat expected, because there was
some moation, violent and intricate movement, hard for the eye to follow, and when the swirl of skirts
subsided, which it suddenly did, Liona was flattened out helpless and Pat aready had one of her dippers
off. Pat stripped at aslk stocking.

"Cdlousad," Pat announced. "As horny as a hoof."

They could dl see the hardened sole of Liona Moldenhaeur’s smdl foot, so the remark was hardly
necessay.

Benjamin Boot had been stunned with the abruptness of Pat’s move, apparently. But now he got his wits
together. And his rage went dimbing.

"What do you mean—manhandling Miss Moldenhaeur that way?" he shouted.
He rushed forward, obvioudy to drag Pet off Liona.

What then happened to Mr. Boot would have been highly entertaining had anybody been in the mood for
humor. Pat used a grip on his necktie for initid leverage. During the firg part of what she did to Benjamin
Boot, she insarted an extended pair of forefingersinto his eyes, temporarily disrupting his vison. Boot Ieft



the floor and turned over inthe ar at least twice. He hit the floor. Dust flew up from the carpet.
Doc Savage shook his head, said, "Pat, you are too rough with that. You'll injure somebody.”

"I need more practice” Pat sad glesfully. She sat on Boot's back, hed him flat and gasping with a
variation of awresling toe hold. She looked a the shoe she was holding. "I wonder about his feet," she
sad.

Doc sad, "The same thought has occurred to me”
"Shdl | look?"
"DO."

Boot’'s immeculate patent-leather Oxfords came off easlly. He wore them rather large. His socks were
anklets, and as easy.

"Oh, oh!" Pat said.
Doc Savage examined briefly.
"Boot’s feet are as cdloused as any of them,” he remarked.

Chapter VII. MELEE IN A MARSH

DOC SAVAGE loaded Benjamin Boot, Sam John Thomas, O'Brien O’ Cdlaghan, and Liona
Moldenheeur, into the back of the sedan, where they made a tight-fitting, disgruntled group.

Pet looked them over. She gave an opinion.
"A fine bunch of liars dl of you," she said.

The sedan was equipped like a limousine—there was a pand of glass, inch-thick bulletproof glass in this
case, which rolled up out of the back of the front seat to make a partition. Doc raised this. Then he made
asmdl speech in an unconcerned voice.

He sad, "As Pat says, some or dl of you are lying. All of you have calloused feet, and no one of you
cares to explain why. All of you have canaries, or some connection with canaries. So | am afraid you
mus regard yourselves as prisoners.”

He closed the door to the rear compartment of the car.

Pet put her lips close to the window, and said, "To save you some possible headaches, be advised that
you couldn’t break out of the back of that car with less than dynamite. And in case you start acting funny,
dl we have to do ispull alever up here, and you'll get a dose of that anaesthetic gas”

Doc got behind the whed. Pat did in beside him.
"Where do we go now?" Pat asked.

"Back to the laboratory,” Doc Savage said. "l want to make some more experiments with those two men
who made the attempt on Boot’ s life”

Pat nodded. Then she frowned. "This Suff about their feet,” she said. "I don’t get it."



The bronze man suggested, "There seems to be a greet ded at stake.”

"Why won't they tak?"

"Some of them are confused, perhaps,” Doc said. "Others are full of greed and schemes. Maybe one or
two do not fully trust us. Mixed matives, as awhole"

Pat settled back and the car began moving. She said, "Y ou knew when we went to the boat thet the girl’s
feet and Boot's were caloused. | could tdl there was something wrong, the way you walked behind and
watched everyone.

Doc made no comment.

He was ligening to the radio receiver. It had been turned on throughout, but there had been nothing from
it but the frying of dtatic, occasondly the vague interference of some dation not on the wave band.
Because the speech went through a scrambler, the interference was quite unintdligible.

But now a background noise of a microphone had cut into the carrier.
Ham Brooks' very Harvard accent said, "Do you happen to be ligening, Doc?
The bronze man said, "Yes, Ham," into a microphone.

Ham said, "Fndly | think we have something. A bit of a job it was, too. But Long Tom located Renny’s
handkerchief with the ultraviolet light. It was on a road, a rather deserted part of countryside. The road
leads to a mud fla where a bunch of old barges are drawn up. We think Renny is being held there. And
possbly Moldenhaeur, too."

Ham gave the location of the road. "Thisisflat country,” he warned, "o be careful about usng headlights.
It should be near enough daylight that you won't need them, anyway."

FLAT was a mild decriptive for the country around the road where Ham Brooks and Monk Mayfar
met Doc Savage's car. It was marsh; with more vegetation, it would have been an impassable swamp.
Grass of atype which thrived in salt water grew high and rank.

Ham glanced into the car, exclamed, "By Jove! Who are these people?’

Pet told him, "They dl have calloused feet, and some of them have canaries, and they're dl full of lies
That's about dl 1 can tdl you. Oh, yes, they’'re dl connected in one way or another with a company
named Century Projects Corp."

Monk examined Liona Moldenhaeur. He was favorably impressed.

"I think somebody should stay here and watch the prisoners,” he declared. "I'll do that. Me and my hog."

Ham looked indignant.
Doc said, "Ham, both you and Monk and Pat had better stay here and keep an eye on the guedts.”

Ham nodded. "Come over here" he sad. "I'll show you why we think both Renny and Moldenhaeur
may be on the barges.”



A hundred yards down the road, he turned off on a patch of firm ground, and approached two parked
cars. Both machines were empty. Ham used a flashlight cautioudly.

Pointing a the car nearest the road—the machine had obvioudy been the last one to arive a the
spot—Ham said, "In the back of that one, we found a couple of buttons off Renny’s coat. It was the one
Renny wasin, dl right.”

Then Ham went to the second car. He dragged out a blanket that was soft and expensive, and
monogrammed "WM" e aborately in one corner. "Recognize this, by any chance?' Ham asked.

"On the bed on which Moldenhaeur was lying when | saw him," Doc said.
"Then they brought Moldenhaeur here, too."

Doc Savage examined the prints made by the car tires, Snking to a knee severd times for a closer
ingoection of details. More water had seeped into one set of tracks then into another; grass seemed a
little more recently mashed by one set of tires.

He said, "The cars came here about an hour apart. First, Moldenhaeur was brought. Then the machine
carying Renny arrived." He extinguished the flaghlight he had been using.

Ham was surprised. "We supposed Renny and Moldenhaeur were brought a the same time" He
pointed, finger falowing the road. "About hdf a mile down that way is the water. The barges are
scattered around. Johnny and Long Tom are down there. They are expecting you. Monk dipped down
and told them you were coming.”

"All right," Doc said.
"Imitate a farm dog barking in the distance,” Ham said. "They will know it's you."
Doc directed, "keep a close watch on Thomas, O’ Cdlaghan, Boot, and Miss Moldenhaeur.”

FROM the swampy nature of the flats around about, the marsh might have been expected to run into sea
gradudly. But it did not. The line of demarcation was sharp. There was even a sand-mud beach, deep
water farly close to it, and marsh grass leading up to the beach. Out to sea, or in the direction of the sea,
rather, for the sea did not properly touch the spot, was along and low neck of land that was not much
more than a sandbar.

There were seven barges. Two of these did not count, for they were submerged until only odd parts of
them stuck out of the water. One other barge lay onits Side, more or less. The other four were drawn up
on the mud where they had been floated a some high spring tide and left. They were worn beyond
ussfulness, and discarded here to rot in peace.

Doc Savage imitated a dog barking in the distance. It was not a difficult trick—the hard part of learning
the deep-in-the-throat art of ventriloquism; once that was mastered, it was farly easy to do tricks with
various sounds.

He heard an answer. It was not a good one. So bad, in fact that he hoped it would not be repested. He
mede for the sound.

It was Johnny, the long, lean archaeologist of big words. He was proud of his effort. "I should have been
an animd imitator,” he declared.



Long Tom joined them a moment later.
"The middle barge,” Long Tom said. "They're on that, near as| can tdl.”
Doc sad, "Wait, you two."

The bronze man then went forward. He was digrugtful of the beach, of thetal grass near it, and he made
awide circle. Up the shore a short distance, he removed much of his dothing. He took to the water.
Enough of a breeze was blowing to ripple the surface, and the sun was not yet up, or even near enough
the horizon to lighten the night. He approached the barge cautioudy.

His distrust included the wood of the barge. He explored carefully with his hands, located an iron fitting
thet would certainly support him.

There were at least two fast speedboats tied to the east Sde of the barge, he noted.

But the taking was going on near the bow, in the long box of a deckhouse. Ollie Saff’s voice. Doc
Savage moved close, got agang the deckhouse, an eye to a crack.

St had hislegs wide apart, fists on his hips. He spoke to Winton Moldenhaeur.
He said, "Last chance, Moldenhaeur."

Winton Moldenhaeur was now a man very much dive, but extremdy ill. lll to the point of caring for
nothing. He dumped in his green sickness, on his haunches on the floor, ams out on ether sde, pdms on
the floor, propping himsaf erect.

There were seven men, not counting Moldenhaeur. Seven visble ones. And others, no doubt, who were
out of gght. The crack did not give aview of the whole room.

St brigtled rage. "Come, come!™ he snapped. "I didn’t follow you out here for nothing! You are the only
one halding out. Thomas has come around to my way of thinking. So has Boot."

Winton Moldenhaeur said, "Damn you, no!”

SHf sad, "This thing isin two parts. | have one part. You, Thomas and Boot have the other part.
Together we can get rich.”

Moldenhaeur glared sckly a him.
"You gtole your part.”

SAf shrugged. "Sure. | got it. But then, | was dong with the rest of you when you got hold of the thing.
I’'m as much entitled to it as you are.”

"You were working on a sdary and we were risking the money we invested in the expedition,”
Moldenhaeur countered.

"Thisisjust an argument.”
Moldenhaeur said nothing.

ST tried again. "Look, now. You better use your head. | have the antidote, or whatever you want to call
the stuff, that will bring you out of it. I’ ve demongtrated that. Didn't | just bring you out of it?'



Moldenhaeur scowled. ™Y ou gave the inferna Suff to mein the first place!”

"Sure, sure—but we' ve got only the supply of it we stole from you. When that’s gone, we're licked, |
admit. But before it's gone, you'll be a dead man. So what is holding out going to get you?'

Glaing at Saff, Moldenhaeur demanded, "Who isin thiswith you?'
"Nobody," Saff said. He laughed. "What gave you such an idea?’

"You haven't the brain to tackle it alone.”

Saf sneered.

"Who," asked Moldenhaeur, "got Doc Savage mixed up in this affar?’

"It was Boot, damn him!" Ollie Saff cursed Benjamin Boot at some length.
Thetwo fdl slent, both angry.

DOC SAVAGE considered what he had heard. An expedition to somewhere—a tropica jungle—would
account for the tanned skins and calloused feet; an expedition to some spot where they had been forced
to go primitive.

And they had found something that caused the "death" effect. And an antidote.

They were dl init—Moldenhaeur, his daughter, Thomas, O’ Cdlaghan, Boot, Saff, Mr. Manley, Abner,
these other men.

Now they were fighting over the spoils. Ollie Saff’s group had terrorized—the way Saff told it—Boot,
Thomeas and the Moldenhaeurs, and Boot and Thomas had given in. That, then, explained why Ben Boot
and Sam John Thomas had not wanted to tak. The gifl had been gdlent because of her father. And
O'Brien O Cdlaghan, of course, worked for Thomas, so he was being slent because of orders.

That dl hed together—except for one thing.

If Benjamin Boot had cdled Doc Savage into the case—which he had—why had he then refused to tdl
the truth? Why had he painted it a mystery when he visited the headquarters with the story of the attempt
on his life, and his worry about the gifl he admired, Liona Moldenhaeur? That part needed some

explaning.

THE shot came rapping out of the distance.

Pet’ s scream followed. It was not a shriek of terror—it was made up of words, awarning. But the words
were not diginguishable, and more shots interrupted them.

Men came diving out of the barge deckhouse. Two of them were just indde the door. They appeared
with flashlights, and the beams landed upon Doc Savage.

The bronze man pitched forward. There was time only for hisfigts. He landed one blow, dropped a man.
The flaghlight dimbed up in the air, scattering light over water, barge and beach as it whirled, and fdl
overboard.



Doc was nat as fortunate with the second man. The fdlow was going backward, trying to get away. He
went in through the door, tripped, hit the il and stretched out fla on the floor. Going in, Doc walked
over him.

There was a gasoline lamp and an astounding number of men in the room. Doc made for the lamp. His
eyes searched, tried to locate Renny. But Renny was not in Sght.

Doc got the lamp, threw it at Saff. There was a pistol in Saff’s hand, and he hed up gun and hand to
ward off the lamp. It hit im. The brass chamber of the lamp hit the gun hard enough to split. The gasoline
inthe chamber was under pressure. It spouted out, sheeting into flame.

Saf, suddenly apillar of fire, screeched. He went back, had luck, and found the door. He went over the
Sde into the shdlow water and mud.

Streams of burning gasoline ran over the floor like red snakes.
To the right, there was a rectangular opening, a ladder sanding init.

Doc carried his anaesthetic grenades in a amdl metd case. He got this out, opened it, and dashed the
case on the floor, very hard.

Then he jJumped for the opening in the floor, went down it.
A man howled, "Gad Gasl Get outa here, you guys”

Doc knew then that it would be too much to hope that anyone would be overcome by the anaesthetic.
He held his breath, used hisflaghlight.

The mud was about knee-deep, about as thick as automobile grease, and part of a coat, the tal,
protruded from it. Doc grasped the tal and pulled. A form came up. A body that had been immersed
completely in the mud came into view.

The gze of the figts, more than anything else, showed that it was Renny Renwick.

The bronze man logt no time, but shouldered Renny’s huge form, dimbed back up the ladder. The fire
was spreading in the deckhouse. The rectangular opening, fortunatdy, was out of view of the door.

Doc had breathed down below. But now he held his breath. The gas was effective only when inhaed.

He popped a pair of smoke bombs down on the floor, one near the door, one just outside it. They turned
into fat clouds of intense black smoke.

The bronze man dropped Renny beside the ladder. He went back down again. He needed more air.

While he was in the hold of the barge, where the gas had not penetrated, he threw his flaghlight beam
around. In the extreme bow, there were large shelves, and these were laden with packing cases.

Outdoors, there was an abrupt moan. A huge sound, as if a great bullfrog had turned loose. It was a
mechine pigtol, a compact weapon of the type carried by Johnny and Long Tom. A burgt of rifle and
pigal fire replied.

Then someone put a pistol muzzle through a crack in the barge hull and shot the bronze man in the back.



THE bulletproof vest stopped the dug, but the blow knocked Doc sprawling. His flaghlight landed
somewhere in the mud and sank. For moments, he wallowed desperately, trying to get to his feet again.
The chain-mesh armor of the vest, while infinitdly lighter than the plate type, had the disadvantage of not
scattering shock as much. It was like being kicked by awdl-fed mule.

Severd bullets hunted unsuccessfully for him, splattering mud and douting the barge hull.

Coming to his feet, the bronze man found the ladder, held his breath—no amdl job, with the agony in his
back—and dimbed. The smoke made it intensaly black in the deckhouse. He found Renny.

He could not see the fire. Hames burned his legs. He made the door, got outside, jumped overboard and
landed in the waist-deep mud and water.

"Herd" someone bellowed a him from the stern. "We re getting in the boats!"
The voice belonged to Ollie Saff, and it meant they were using the speedboat to escape.
Doc changed his voice, shouted, "Wait for me!”

He shoved Renny’sform afew yards, left Renny on a hummock of mud, safdy away from the fire, face
out of water.

Then the bronze man went walowing boldly for the speedboat. He reached the bow of the boat. A man
was there, trying to turn the bow out to sea. Doc helped him. Then he cdlimbed on to the coaming deck of
the boat, hauled the other man up.

The big motor of the craft let out a shuddering moan, and they gathered speed. Doc Savage and his
companion lay on the coaming, braced againg the windshield.

From shore, a machine pistol gobbled suddenly. In the boat, there was profanity, and a man collapsed.
Doc kept down, behind the glass windshidd. He could tell, from the sound of the striking machine pistol
bullets, that they were mercy dugs, merdy shdls charged with chemicas which produced temporary
helplessness. It was the type of bullet Johnny, Long Tom and the others usudly employed in the machine
pistols

SHf cursed geadily for afew minutes.

"Where' s Moldenhaeur?' he snarled.

"I got him here" aman sad.

"Good!" Saff snapped. "Hey, you, turn this boat around.”

The man running the speedboat did not like that idea. He started to object.
"Tumit around!" Saff screamed.

The man obeyed. Doc Savage and the other man lying on the rounded bow portion of the speedboat
clutched each other to keep from ralling overboard.

The boat roared back toward the burning barge for awhile.
"That'sfar enough,” Saff said disgustedly. "Hdll, the barge is going to burn to the water’ s edge!”

A man groaned. "That means dl the Suff and the antidote will be destroyed.”



"It Il be worth it if Savage burnsin the barge,” Saff growled.
"Hewill," aman declared. "I tdl you, | shot Savage right square in the back.”

Ollie Saff turned to the speedboat operator again. "Head for LaGuardia Airport,” he ordered. "You
know where thet is, don’'t you?"

"You mean the big—"

"Yegh, | mean the big New York airport. Only we're interested in the transatlantic segplanes.”
"That's along way—"

"Can you make it by ten o' clock?' Saff demanded.

"Sure" said the man at the whed!.

"All right, do it," Saff ordered. "We're going to grab one of those big planes, the one that leaves at ten
o'clock."

"Hdl, we' ve got nobody capable of flying a job like thet," a men interrupted. "I'm a navigator, and |
could tel where we were going. But as for flying it—"

"Well make the crew fly it for us™ Saff snapped.

Doc Savage grasped the shoulder of the man lying with him on the coaming. He squeezed the shoulder
until the man gasped. Doc Savage moaned loudly. He croaked: "They . . . shot . . . me&" Then he made a
blubbering noise, afew gasps, and had a convulsion.

Eventudly he rolled off the coaming into the water, giving his body a shove which sent it clear of the
propdlers.

The boat passed him with a roar; its wash ran over his head. The noise of the speedboat exhaudts
immediatdy dackened.

He heard SAf bellow. "What the hdl happened to him?"
And the man on the coaming answered: "He was shot!”
"Tum around,” Saff ordered. "Pick hm up.”

Doc swam furioudy, and when the speedboat got close, dived. He kept under the surface. Ghogts of light
traveled over the water, indicating they were usng the boat spot and flashlights When he had to have air,
he took it with only his nose above the surface, then sank again. And findly the speedboat departed.

Chapter VIII. THE PILOT

A FLUSHED sun, harassed by storm clouds, was digpdling the night when Doc Savage crawled out of
the water and walked dong the mud-and-sand beach, the inlet on one side, the vast marsh expanse on
the other. Gulls moved fretfully overhead.

Pat Savage met him. Pat looked too angry, too horrified, for tears.
"Renny,” she said chokingly. "He. . . Monk and Ham say heislike. . . like. . . heisn't dive, and he isn't



deed."

"Like Mr. Manley and Abner?' the bronze man asked quietly.

Pat nodded. "And like Mr. Moldenhaeur.”

Doc sad, "Thereis an antidote. They brought Moldenhaeur out of it."

S3zng the bronze man’'s arm. "Oh, Doc!" Pat gasped. "You mean . . . he can be cured? Renny can?'
Doc sad, "He can be."

She stared at him. "Can we?'

"We do not have the antidote," he said.

"Is there a chance to get it?" Her voice was stark.

"Thet remains to be seen,”" he said.

Johnny, Long Tom, Ham and Monk were working over Renny. Or were sanding around him, rather,
looking helpless. They had carefully removed the mud, and one of them had driven their car to the spot.

What remained of the barge was pouring a cloud of smoke into the air.
Long Tom pointed at the front of the barge.

"It burned like a furnace” he said. "There must have been something inflanmable, chemicas or
something, stored in the front. Y ou never saw such afire for awhile™

Doc Savage sad nathing. His metdlic features were inscrutable, his manner composed.

Monk stepped forward, "Doc, we los dl the prisoners. Miss Moldenhaeur, Boot, Thomas,
O Cdlaghan—everybody we had in that car.”

The bronze man did not comment.

Monk added, "They came down the road. They had a new car, and they didn't use their headlights. They
mug have sent aman or two ahead to scout, and they located us. They set atrap, and wefdl for it."

Ham entered the conversation. The usudly dapper lawyer was mud-smeared, and his voice was full of
sdf-disggus.

"A nice bunch of saps we werel" Ham said. "I heard a man moan in the marsh nearby. | . . . | thought it
was one of you and you might have got hurt. | got out to look—"

Monk said, "I told him not to do that, but he—"

Ham's fids knotted. He strode over in front of Monk, snarled, "This is one mistake you better not ride
me about, you homdy goat!"

Monk subsided. Ordinarily, he took a great ded of pleasure in ribbing Ham unmercifully. Their existence,
infact, was a perpetua quarrel. But Ham was in a bad mood.

Ham faced Doc. "They jumped me. Pat and Monk got out to help. They were dl around us, loaded for
bear. They chased usinto the marsh. Then they grabbed dl the prisoners and got away with them.”



Doc Savage walked over to the remains of the barge. He got along plank, and began to splash water on
the flames with it, extinguishing them dowly.

"Monk," he said.
"Yeeh, Doc."

"I want every burned fragment, every hit of ash, metd, or any particle of anything, no matter what it is,
that remains of the front of this barge. Load it in the car—not our car, but one of thelr two machines.
Thar two cars are dill back there in the marsh, are they not?'

"Y es—the cars they brought Renny and Moldenhaeur here in. Both machines are ill there.”

"Use those" the bronze man directed. "Take the quff you gather to our water-front hangar, and load it in
the biggest plane. Put Renny aboard the plane. Go to headquarters and get that butler of Boot's, Julian,
and load him in the plane. Keep him drugged. Load Mr. Manley and Abner in the plane aso. You will
find those three in the hiding place in the |aboratory where we usudly keep prisoners.”

Monk nodded. "Then what?'
"Load plenty of gasoline on the plane, and stand by the radio for orders.”
"Right."

The bronze man's flake-gold eyes drifted to Renny, then back to the smoldering barge. "When you
collect the remains of the front of that barge, you can leave the timbers, dl but a few scrapings from the
outer surface. That will cut down the bulk of the load.”

Monk nodded. "You want dl of usto be ready to take off on along trip in the plane?
"Yes" the bronze man said.

Monk watched him walk to the car, dide behind the whed, and drive away.

THE transatlantic passenger plane—Bermuda, the Azores and Portugad—was &float a the passenger
loading dock. The ground crew were putting last touches on the craft before its take-off.

A car came across the fidd, drew up at the dock. The machine bore the markings of the arling, and the
executive head of the line dighted. He was followed by a burly, swarthy, black-haired man in a pilot's
uniform.

The pilot of the transatlantic plane saluted the executive, said, "Good morning, Mr. Lane.”

"Good morning, Ha," said Lane. "WIll you get your crew together a once indde the plane? | have
something to say to them.”

The pilot was puzzled, but he assembled his navigator, radioman, mechanic, co-pilot and steward.

Lane, the chief executive of the ling talked for some minutes to the crew. Then he reappeared and
addressed the black-haired man who had come in the car with him.

"They are willing to go through with it," he said. "The pilot ingsts on going dong. The navigator is the only
one who seems dubious, and he is the only married man aboard. | took the liberty of ordering him to



remain behind. The pilot will serve as navigator, ostensibly.”
"Good."

"You will take over as pilat.”

The black-haired man nodded.

"However," sad the airways executive, "I am not going to let thisthing happen to our regular passengers.
| will put aboard enough of our employees, whom | shdl ask to volunteer, to make up a pretended
passenger lig. | will ingst on that requirement. |Is that satisfactory?”

Agan the dark man nodded.

"All right, take over," sad Lane. "And good luck, Mr. Savage. The thing seems wildly fantagtic to me,
but, if 1 may spesak frankly, you own enough of thisarline that your requests must necessarily be granted,
regardless of what | persondly think of their sanity.”

The manager apparently redized he had expressed himsdf with more bluntness than tact, because he
looked nervous. But Doc Savage said, "Your pogtion is wdl taken. If you had expressed any other
opinion, | would doubt your sanity.”

Lane amiled faintly. "I'll go get volunteer passengers together,” he said. "The plane will take off a ten, as
scheduled.”

The arport attendants, unaware of any change in routine, finished servicing the big ship. A few minutes
before ten, trucks arrived, and mail sacks and ar express was placed aboard.

Later, hdf a dozen passengers filed into the plane.

Doc Savage took the pilot’'s compartment. In the polished window, he gave his reflection a last
ingpection, checking on his digguise He had changed the contour of his face—not by usng such
conventiond methods as parafin fills—with the use of chemicas which caused swelings, harmless and
not particularly unpleasant, of face tissue. The effects would last severd days. He had dtered the color of
har and skin with dye, and his flake-gold eyes with optical caps of tinted nonshatter glass, unlikely to be
noticed even on close ingpection.

Theregular pilot, HA Stevens, shook hands with him. The co-pilot, Tom Vandein, did likewise. And the
radioman, mechanic and steward exchanged brief gregtings and wishes for good luck. They seemed a
competent group, unafraid, rather eager for the excitement.

"Bdieveit or not," said Odets, the radioman, "this transatlantic run is about the most monotonous job
thereis. I’'m going to relish the trouble, if any."

Doc sad, "Can you change your radio tranamitter so that, when the switch shows off, it will actudly be
on?'

"Yes, | could.”
"Do 0."

The bronze man's eyes moved over the expanse of water in the direction of Hushing. A motorboat was
moving idly in the distance, fallowing the far shore. Doc used fidd glasses briefly, then replaced them in
thar case. Unless he was much mistaken, the boat carried Ollie Saff and a number of others.



It was ten 0’ clock.

THE wind was coming from the west, which made it necessary to taxi downwind, then turn and come
back into the breeze in order to make a take-off into the wind.

The bronze man drove the four big motors idly, and the plane crawled across the surface. It drew near
the Hushing shore.

The loitering motorboat turned, lifted up its nose, took a white bone of foam in its teeth and came
scudding toward the plane.

The bronze man turned the great plane expertly, but not too hurriedly.

The motorboat got directly in the path of the ship. Doc throttled the motors, and the plane drifted idly. A
man—Saff—stood up in the speedboat, waved his arms.

The steward opened the plane window and shouted, "Hey, you! Y ou're blocking our course!”
"Hold it!" Saff bellowed. "I’ ve got a message for you. We' re government agents.”
The speedboat approached the plane, drew dongsde. The steward held open a door.

SHt dimbed into the big transatlantic seaplane and took a gun out of his pocket. Other men followed him
and showed more guns.

"Radio operator, get away from that set!” Saff snarled.

Ollie Saf was wel acquainted with the arrangement of the plane, and he had ingtructed his men with
care. They spread rapidly, covering the—they supposed—passengers.

SAf said, "Nobody who does what he' stold is gonna get hurt.”

Doc Savage put his hands up meekly. Sitting where he was a the controls, he could see the speedboat
below. There were bound figures in the craft—five of them. Liona Moldenhaeur, her father, Sam John
Thomas, O'Brien O’ Cdlaghan, Benjamin Boot, dl of them were captives and being taken dong forcibly.

A man stood at the door of the pilot’'s compartment. He held an autométic as black as evil, asked, "You
the pilot?"

Doc Savage nodded.
"Sure, and what yez think you be pullin'?' he asked with a brogue.

"Black Irish, en?' The man with the gun showed his teeth unpleasantly. ™Y ou sound too much like a cop
for me to like you. Hey, you there—you the co-pilot?’

The co-pilot said, "Yes"
Tuming his head, the man cdled, "Filot and co-pilot are up here, boss."

"All right,” Saff said. "Pilot and co-pilot stay aboard. All the rest of you unload. Passengers and
everybody."

The co-pilot looked at Doc Savage. He moistened his lips, then tried to twid the fear off them with a



grin, but did not quite succeed. The thing had become something besides a promise of interesting
excitement; it was trouble now. Serious. Deadly, too. Men who stole severd hundred thousand dollars
worth of transatlantic seaplane were not likdly to take chances.

Doc Savage watched the personnd and passengers of the plane being loaded into the speedboat.
Moldenhaeur, Boot, O’ Cdlaghan and Thomas have been loaded on the plane.

SAf came forward. He looked at Doc.
"You the pilot?' he asked.
The bronze man gave him a stare under dark, beetling brows. "What about it?" he asked.

"Get hold of the airport dispatcher and tdl him nothing has happened,” Saff ordered. "Then take this thing
off and head it for the open sea.”

Doc scowled. "And if | don't?"

SHf cocked apigtal he was carrying. "We |l try getting along without you, then," he said.

Doc went through the motion of weskening. "The radio isin back," he said. "You got rid of the operator.”
"Can you operate the outfit?'

"Yes"

"Doit," Saff said. "And I'll be right there ligening.”

Doc Savage said something unintdligible, but which had the ring of a "damn" and a "hdl" and smilar
comment. But it was not English.

"Come on, come on, get moving," Saff ordered.

Doc obeyed. But he kept mumbling in the strange tongue while he went back to the radio cabin, dosay
traled by Saff. He kept muttering while he fiddled with transmitter and held the microphone close to his
lips, but scowled at Saff while he did so. With his free hand, he held a headset to an ear.

He sad, "Hdlo, flight seven reporting. That delay down here was just some dghtseers in a motorboat.
We got rid of them. Taking off now." He seemed to ligen for a moment. "O. K."

He threw switches, put the headset down and stood up.
"They don't suspect anything,” he told Saff angrily.

SHf grinned. "Get back and take off. Thiswill give us ten minutes or so leeway.” He pointed into the east.
"You see those clouds? Head for them.”

WHEN the plane had moaned across the comparaively smooth water, dimbed above the Triborough
Bridge and banked around, heading out to sea, Saff heaved a grunt of satisfaction. He tapped Doc on the
shoulder.

"You're doing fing Black Irish," Saff said. "Just keep it up. WEIl give you the course. We've got a
navigetor aboard, so don't try any navigation of your own."



St went back into the cabin for a moment.
The co-pilot threw Doc an anxious glance.
"Bverything isgoing dl right,” Doc told him.

"What language were you swearing in?' asked the co-pilat, trying to make conversation. "'l don’t beieve
| have heard it before.”

The bronze man made a quick negetive gesture, indicating Slence.

He did not want to discuss the matter. The language had been Mayan, and it was not profanity; the
emphads on the words had smply made it sound like swearing. He had started it back in the pilot's
compartment in order to make it appear that he was indulging in disgruntled muttering—but the muttering
into microphone had been specific indructions to Monk and the others to take the ar and follow, by
radio compass, the carrier wave of the transatlantic plane radio transmitter. The radio transmitter had not
been set on the airport dispaicher’s frequency, but on the wave length used by the bronze man's
associates.

The Mayan tongue was dmost unknown in the aivilized world. The bronze man and his aids had learned
it in the course of an adventure in a remote Central American vdley. They had used it dSnce to
communicate with each other when they did not wish to be understood by listeners.

(The use Doc Savage makes here of primitive Indian didects for secretiveness in communication is not
new. It was used by American troops in the World War, when American Indian telephone operators
were employed to thwart enemy wiretappers. In the recent training of American troops, the same subject
has received public atention, use being made of Indians who speak unwritten didects. Because the
didects are primitive, as wel as not being written, there are no words for such modern war gadgets as
tanks, so that the Indians usng the lingo to convey information by telephone or radio find it necessary to
improvise descriptive groups of words, cdling a tank, for instance, something like a"big turtle moves fas,
sitsfire)

Chapter IX. ATLANTIC CHASE
THAT was on Saturday.

It was late Sunday when Ollie Saff showed Doc Savage the muzze of his gun, and pointed downward.
"Land," he ordered. "That inlet.”

The bronze men brought the plane down on smooth, sagnant water, the mouth of a river. Following
Saf’ s indructions, he sivung the ship into the wind and waited.

A boat put in an appearance, circled them cautioudy, a man sanding up and saring at them.

SHf threw open awindow, bellowed, " Get the gasoline, you fool!™

Themanin the boat ydled back, "S, g, sefior. | make me sure he ees you. Keep your shirt on me."
"Get the gasolind" Saff squaled.

The motorboat went away. It came back towing two flat-bottomed craft |oaded with five-gdlon gasoline
tins. They began loading the fud.



Doc Savage moved back to the door, sad, "Be sure that is highttest suff. Ordinary gasoline isn't so
good in these motors.”

SAf snapped, "Get back in there. It' s the right kind of gasoline.”

The bronze man went to the radio cubicle, looked indde. A man was gtting there with an automatic. He
sneered. Doc shrugged.

He went back to the pilot’s compartment.

The co-pilot stared at him anxioudy. "There' s pdm trees on shore. Where do you think we are?"
"Somewhere on the eastern coast of Brazil, probably.”

"Did you get in contact with your men by radio?’

"They had a man watching the radio outfit.”

The co-pilot shuddered. "I wonder what this will turn into? They're loading the tanks plumb full of
gasoline”
Doc Savage did not seem concerned.

It was dark before they took off. Dark on Sunday evening.

TUESDAY afternoon.

There had been jungle below for a long time. Now there were mountains, amost entirdy of stone,
nekedly ominous.

Twiding awhite, tired, frightened face, the co-pilot asked. "How do you suppose they had that gasoline
waiting? Thefird timein Brazl, the second time on the African coast?!

"Cabled ahead before they ever sole the planein New York," the bronze man said.

He was watching the insruments, compass and dtimeter; from time to time he watched an object below,
checking drift as best he could.

Without instruments, he was having trouble keeping an exact track of their whereabouts. The crossng of
the South Atlantic had been particularly confusing. They had seen no ships during most of the trip.

Ingruments took care of everything except the measurement of wind drift. To check that, Ollie Saff’'s
navigator had used the method employed by the regular navigators on the transatlantic routes. He had
dropped overboard a thin-walled glass container filled with powdered duminum. This hit the surface of
the seg, burdt, and the powdered duminum made a shiny dick which the navigator could watch through
hisingruments. A man had stood over Doc Savage with a gun whenever this was done, to prevent him
getting even a naked-eye check on the drift. Charts had been kept from him.

"Africa?" the co-pilot asked questioningly.
Doc nodded. "Interior somewhere."

"There hasn't been adgn of avilization," said the co-pilot, "for severa hundred miles”



A man put his head in the compartment. "Fipe down,” he ordered. Then he pointed. "You see that
mountain range yonder? The peak with the snow on it?"

The peak was not much different from others they had passed. A little higher, possbly. More naked.
There had been snow on some of the others.

"Go south of it," the man ordered. "Then turn east and fly Straight east by southeast.”

The bronze man followed ingructions. The mountain range pushed upward, and he could diginguish the
terrain in more detail. Africa, beyond a doubt. And a very remote section. An area that was probably
fenced off from penetration by deserts to the north and east, impassable jungles to the south and west.

The peak svung dowly under the left-hand wingtip, its snow-helmeted crest above them.
"All right, dl right," said the man. "East by southeast now.”

The earth dropped away sharply; they had been but afew hundred feet above the rocky terrain, and now
within minutes the ground was thousands of feet below.

"Go down," the man said.

Ollie Saff elbowed the man aside, growled, "I'll take over now.” To Doc Savage, he said, "Keep losng
dtitude. Not too fast. And watch out for currents. They are like cyclonesin here”

Doc said, "You have flown in here before?!
"Sure" Saff said. Then he scowled. "Don't let along nose get you into trouble, buddy.”

There was jungle beneath. Incredible jungle and incredible stone, as if great hands had taken the jungle
and the mountains and mashed them together.

A ridge of verdant green whedled back and disclosed alake the color of indigo.
“"Land on the lake," Saff said.

The lake was extremdy deep. The intense blue of the water, like a polished gun barrel, came from the
depth. Doc Savage watched ther wake spread out dowly until it reached the shores of the V-shaped
inlet into which the plane moved.

Ollie Saff stood beside Doc Savage in the pilot’s compartment, staring down at the water, then at the
shores, searching for landmarks.

"Therd" he exploded, pointing. "Thereit is”

A spire of stone came up from the depths, its top forming a submerged idand perhaps a dozen feet in
each dimengon, and no more than four feet beneeth the surface.

Looking down in the utterly clear water, they could see a sted chain lying on the top of the idet. One end
of the chain seemed to be secured to a kind of bridle of three hawsers which were secured to
irregulaitiesin the stone itslf.

St punched the co-pilot.

"Jump in and pick up that mooring ling" he ordered.



St was grinning when he gave the command. The reason for his mirth was immediatdly apparent when
the co-pilot jumped into the lake. Because the co-pilot shrieked, grabbed up the chain, and snatched the
rope ladder with wild haste. His teeth were raitling by the time he had made the chain fast to a mooring
ring and climbed into the cabin.

"That water’s cold asicel" he gasped.
SHf sad, "Lay down on the floor, you two!”

Doc Savage and the co-pilot obeyed. Ther hands were lashed, and their ankles. They were dumped into
acompartment.

"Theréll be aman on waich," Saff warned. "So don't try any tricks."

The compartment door was not closed immediaidy. Watching developments through it, Doc saw that
Winton Moldenhaeur, his daughter, O'Cdlaghan, Ben Boot, San John Thomas—dl the
prisoners—were being unloaded, put aboard an inflated rubber life raft.

The réft was the usud type, one that could be inflated in a few seconds by the compressed carbon
dioxide gas in a amdl| cylinder. They made two trips with it, ferrying everyone ashore. On the lagt trip,
only one man returned with the raft.

This one man was evidently to be their guard. After he had looked in on them, he waked back in the
cabin, settled himsdf in another compartment, and made himsdf comfortable—judging by the sounds.

"How long have we gotta stay tied?" the co-pilot shouted at him.

"Shut up,” the man called.

"These ropes are too tight,” complained the co-pilot.

The guard asked, "You want me to kick your teeth in? Or you want to keep your blabber shut?'

The co-pilot subsided, rolled over to face Doc Savage—and his eyes protruded. For the bronze man
was Stting up, and the ropes were no longer on hiswrigts and ankles.

Doc shook his head for slence, indicated a thin blade of stedl that was like a fla wire. He had carried
thet in a tubing sheeth in his jacket collar, where it was no more noticesble than one of the horsehairs
used to diffen the collar foundations of cheap suits. Its serrated, tempered edge had cut through the
ropes readily—would saw through farly hard iron, if necessary.

He leaned close to the co-pilot, said, "Cdl the fellow. Raise arumpus™ in a whisper.

The co-pilot nodded, began to kick the wall with his bound feet and howl in anger, demanding thet his
ropes be loosened, that he be told what would happen to him, that it be explained what this was dl
about—anything he could complain about. Doc Savage sat back, draped the cut ropes innocently over
his ankles and wrigs so that they seemed to be tied, and waited. But the guard only laughed noigly at
them.

Fve minutes of steady noise from the co-pilot, however, got results.

The guard wrenched the door open, launched a kick, and Doc Savage got his foot like a bear trap. The
commotion ingde the compartment was violent for twenty seconds or so. A fig on the guard's jaw,
quardy againg the end of it, made him deep.



DOC cut the co-pilot free.
"Wetch thisfdlow," the bronze man ordered.

He went back to the radio cubby, entered, examined the apparatus. Power during flight was furnished by
awind-driven generator; the landing of the plane had slenced this. Doc examined the apparatus, then
switched over to battery operation.

"Monk," he caled. "If you heer this, answer in Mayan," he added, usng the Mayan tongue himsdlf.

Johnny Littlgohn, not Monk, replied dmogt a once. "I'll be superama gamated!” Johnny exploded. "Say,
thet radio carrier wave we' ve been tralling for days went off the ar a while ago, and were we worried!"
Heforgot to use Mayan.

Doc asked, "Is everything dl right aboard?

"Yes" Johnny said, remembering and usng Mayan.
"You have dulian, Mr. Manley, Abner, aboard?'
"Right."

"Has dlian talked?'

"No, we can't get anything out of him," Johnny admitted. "We came off in a rush without any truth serum,
or we would have tried that on him. Say, how much longer isthis chase going to last? All the way across
Africa?'

Doc asked, "What kind of country are you flying over?'
"Mountains. The dangedest mountains you ever saw."
"Take aradio bearing on my tranamitter,” Doc directed.
"Long Tom dready hasit."

Doc sad, "All right. Hy at right angles to your present course for five minutes, keep track of your ground
speed, and take another bearing on me. I'll come back on the arr.”

Doc Savage closed down the transmitter, sat wetching the chronometer, waiting for the five minutes to
elapse. He heard a commotion which was evidently the revivad of their guard, and, to judge from the
sound, the fig of the co-pilot putting the man back to deep.

After the five minutes had nearly passed, Doc went on the air again, and Long Tom took another radio
bearing.

"All right, you have your fix," the bronze man said. "Where the two bearing lines cross, you'll find a lake
in the mountains. It is a very blue lake, and our plane is stting on it. Hy very high, spot the lake, and
immediatdly head north.”

Doc glanced out of the windows of the plane.
"Thereisacloud bank in the north," he added. "Hang around in that for about two hours, which should



be jug alittle before sunset. Come in high, cut your motors, and land on the far end of the lake. That
would be the east end.”

"Isit big enough—the lake—that no one can see us from where you are?"

Doc sad, "No, but the water isvery cold, and the ar warm. As the sun goes down and the ar cools off,
the cold water will condense the moigureinit and cause afog, probably.”

"Right. We'll spot the place. Have you any idea why they made thiswild dash for Africa?"

The bronze man seemed not to hear the question. He said, "If | am not here, the co-pilot will be in the
plane Then he switched off the radio.

He began removing his dothing. He stripped down to shorts, then found a sheet, removed the arline
emblem on it, and fashioned himsdf a breechcloth.

Next he found a can of dark graphite grease, and began smearing his skin with the suff. By judicious
husbanding, he got the grease to spread from head to foot, turning him quite black.

He told the pilot, "Waich for my men. If Saff and the others return, cast off the mooring, start the plane
motors and taxi down the lake away from them.”

The pilot gaped at him. "Greet snakes, you're not going to snvim to shore! You'll freeze. | tdl you that
water is colder than icel”

The bronze man opened a door in the hull of the plane, a door away from the direction which Saff had
taken, and did into the water.

Chapter X. THE STRANGE CANARY

THE grease helped some. But the water was dill cold. Doc Savage was in excdlent physcd
condition—he made a practice of taking an average of two hours intendve exercise daly—hbut the ice
cdhill of the water clutched at his muscles with invisble force.

He gulped in severd deep breaths of ar, then put a meta dip over his nodrils, and placed between his
lips a chemicd "lung" gadget which resembled nothing so much as a toy baloon complete with metd
mouthpiece for inflating. The thing would filter breasth and add depleted oxygen. Its effectiveness was
limited to congderably less than hdf an hour.

But, usng the gadget, the bronze man was able to sink benegth the surface and svim for shore. He used
a very smple method of keegping his bearings—because to svim a draght line under water, with no
vishle object for a guide, isdmost impossble. The doping sun formed a patch of brightness down in the
depths, but itslight was confusingly diffused by the water. Its shadow, however, was noticeable. He kept
his directions by the shadow, after afashion.

The coldness of the water was not as bad after he got in motion. But the chill was bitter. In fact, the stone
bottom of the lake, when hefindly touched its upward dant, fdt asif it was covered with ice.

He came out of the water beneath overhanging jungle bushes. The air was hat, as if a furnace door had
been opened.

The bronze man found sand and dust, worked his hands in it, getting rid of the grease on his pdms. He
treated the bare soles of hisfeet likewise.



The graphite grease miaking him as black as any aborigina inhabitant of these jungles, he moved dong the
shore. He found that the rubber boat had been lifted out of the water, carried dong a path.

The path was awide, cleared one. Feet had used it enough to keep down the vegetation. Doc glanced at
the jungle above the path, then grasped a limb, svung up. An indant later, he was standing on the limb.
He went up a vine, hand over hand, more than twenty feet. He walked out a long limb, dropped off it
feetfirg into space, landed on another limb, kept his balance, and went on.

He came to adearing. In the center stood a circular hut made of stones and mud. The hut was obvioudy
awhite man’s method of congtruction, built for the purposes of defense.

There were portholes. There were holes in the roof for watching the treetops, and these were covered
with windshidd glass from a plane, as defense againg poison blowgun arrows. In addition, the hut was
Stuated so that it commanded the path dl the way to the lake. A stream of water trickled out of one Sde
of the hut continudly, indicating the structure had been erected over a spring.

Ollie Saff stood in the center of the cdlearing. Severd of his men were with him, and more were coming
out of the stone citadd.

All of them were stark naked except for breechcloths. Saff was lecturing one of his men in emphatic
terms.

"I don't give adamn if your feet are tender,” he was saying. "You go barefooted and like it. It an't safe
to wear shoes, or clothes, nether.”

The breechcloths they were wearing were dl a brilliant ydlow color. From ther looks, they had been
fashioned hedtily out of a balt of ydlow cloth.

"Hurry up," Saff yelled a the hut.

Liona Moldenhaeur appeared, wearing a length of ydlow cloth wrapped in sarong fashion. Her father
followed. The other prisoners aso appeared—Boot, Thomas and O’ Callaghan.

St put hisgun ingde his breechcloth, took care that its presence was not noticegble. "You guys be sure
your guns are out of aght,” he warned his men. "And come on."

They filed away into the jungle, fallowing another path that led upward.

DOC SAVAGE dropped slently from leafy heights where he had been crouching, wetching. He landed a
few feet from the crude stone blockhouse.

For moments he crouched there, ligening, every sense acute. His manner had changed to the tense, dert
caution of an animd. Findly, he moved to the door of the hut, went in, after dosing his eyes long enough
for them to become accustomed to the gloom that would be insde.

Jugt ingde, he stopped, his eyes on the floor. There was a design in ydlow on the floor, a likeness of a
bird, a canary. It was nearly ayard initslongest dimenson. Doc sank to a knee to look closer. Made of
hundreds of yelow pegs, colored ydlow and thrugt into the hard earth. The heads of the pegs were
tapered, sharp as needles, and coated with something sticky and dark. Possibly poisoned.

There was evidence that everyone usng the hut had carefully stepped clear of the strange, poisonous
ydlow picture on the floor.



In the hut there were bunks, shelves, pegs. The pegs supported clathing. The place was divided into two
rooms. A glance showed the bronze man that the second room was exactly like the firdt, except that only
Liona Moldenhaeur’ s dothing was there.

The remains of the bolt of ydlow cloth from which the breechcloths had been fashioned lay on one shelf.
Doc examined empty packing cases. These had contained supplies. They were marked:
MOLDENHAEUR-THOMAS

AFRICAN EXPEDITION

The hut obvioudy had been constructed months ago. The bronze man noted dso that the empty packing
cases were old. Certainly they had not been brought by Saff.

This spot, apparently, had been the headquarters of the origind expedition to this part of Africa He
searched for some time, hoping to locate something that would indicate just who had made up the origind
expedition personnel. But he found nothing to give that information.

He stepped outside, careful to keep clear of the ydlow bird picture of sharpened pegs on the floor.

Outsde, he picked up a rock, carefully scraped a series of pictures on stone near the hut entrance.
Picture writing. The Mayan symbols for danger and death. He drew them prominently, so that they would
warn his aids, should they reach here before he returned.

The warning was againg the sharpened ydlow pegs which composed the bird picture. He was convinced
they were poisoned.

Once again he took to the tree lanes. He went forward rapidly. Monkeys chattered hilly at him, and
once an ape showed him an ugly, astonished face, then made a sound like a large insect and bounded
away through the intertwining limbs.

The sun was behind the western mountains now. Shadows were crawling into the valeys, darkening the
incredible tangle that floored the jungle. Up high, where the bronze man moved, there was more light,
space for movement.

And gbruptly, in front of him, lunging upward, there was a diff. Of dark stone, coffee-colored, the sheer
surface was not smooth, but serrated with numerous cracks and water-worn channdls.

Doc Savage dropped lower, kept closer above the path, so as not to lose it. He was, he knew, going
dower than Ollie Saff’s group, but there was no hdping that. He distrusted the path, preferred the way
he was travding.

Then, suddenly he was a motionless image, Saring.

THEY were gtting dill. All of them. They were on low stones. The stones were arranged in a circle. And
in the center of the circle, on a stone block, stood the ydlow bird. The bird was as high as a man. Its
brilliance, the gartling contrast of its lemon-yelow againg the dark diff and the surrounding jungle, made
it seem larger.

They sat perfectly dill.
Doc Savage watched them. Not until one of the men made an angry swat a a fly was he sure they were



dive and not gtricken rigid by some mydterious power.
SHf cursed the man who had belted thefly.

"Cut that out!" he snarled. "Sit dill, you fool! Y ou make a couple of moves like that, and you'll be a dead
duck. And so will the rest of us™

"But these danged bugd They bite like lions—"
"Shut up!" snapped Saff. "Sit il
They sat dill after that. Waiting.

Beyond the circular ring of stones with the statue in the center, there seemed to be a path that led
upward. But there was no one on the path, no stir of movement in the numerous niches in the steep face
of stone.

The sun sank lower. In the distance, very fantly, Doc Savage heard a plane motor. He heard it shut off.
The group Stting with such agonizing rigidity did not hear the plane, apparently.

Then, high on the face of the diff, there was a whisling call, the cry of the strange ydlow birds. It rose
sharply, whipped to peak, sank away in amuscd tone that faded.

Then, so unexpectedly that Doc Savage jumped, two dark-skinned men stepped out of nichesin the diff,
where they had been concealed. They were natives, as dark as blacks, but without the thick lips of the
Senegambian. Nor did they have the overlong arms, the fla noses depressed at the base common to the
Gabun, Congo, or Mozambique types.

These could have been Arabs, dthough they were darker. They were well-built men, muscular, with the
completely erect carriage of peoples whose women carry burdens on their heads from childhood.

They stood perfectly Hill after they appeared. But they hdd, poised a ther lips, long reeds. The reeds
were blowguns. The whistle came again from the diff.

Doc lifted his eyes.

In the setting sun, which reddened the face of the diff, a column of men had appeared. They came down
what was obvioudy a wel-worn trall on the diff. They marched with sately precison.

Sight sounds drew Doc's eyes downward. It was, he saw, as wdl that he had not come on foot. There
were ndivesin the brush below, wel-hidden and motionless weatching the group around the yelow bird.
They were armed with blowguns, some of them with short throwing spears.

The cava cade came down the diff, surrounded the yellow bird, and stood perfectly ill in ther tracks for
awhile This formdity over with, they walked over and looked at the white men. They gave particular
atention to Liona Moldenhaeur.

"Ya inta,"
one of the natives said. "Da min deh?"
Doc was startled. The language was Egyptian. A gresting.

Ollie Saff looked helpless.



"Tdk to him, Moldenhaeur,” he ordered. "And don't try any funny suff, either.”
Moldenhaeur returned the greeting of the native in hating Egyptian.

He added, "We have returned because we wish to again enjoy the peace of your land. We have brought
with us friends, whom we hope you will like and befriend, as you befriended us before.”

The leader of the natives said something Doc did not catch.
SHT turned to the others after Moldenhaeur whispered to him.
"Come on, everybody," Saff said. "1t's O. K. They’re taking us to where they live"

Doc Savage watched them go upward and eventudly disappear. He remained where he was, keegping an
intent eye on the naivesin the jungle, the ones Saff had not seen.

The bronze men was puzzled. The Egyptian language was good, and in some respects these natives
resembled Egyptians. But this country could be nowhere near Egypt. Even the headwaters of the Nile
mugt be hundreds of miles away.

FHndly the watchersin the jungle walked over and began conversng with the two hidden guards.

Doc lifted his eyes. The reason for the relaxed vigilance was apparent. The column composed of natives
and whites had gone out of Sght.

Then, unexpectedly, a whisle came from the direction of the lake. It was very fant, but it started a
commotion. The armed natives jumped to the dert. Then, as one man, they dived through the jungle in
the direction of the lake.

From the lake were coming fight sounds. Y dls, a shot or two. Other noises of fight.
The bronze man made for the lake.

Chapter XI. DANGER AT DUSK

THE lake was blanketed in a low fog. In this gray abyss, there was excitement, violent movement. Doc
heard the sounds long before he reached the lake.

Then, close to the shore, he heard a man svimming furioudy. Other noises of a canoe being paddled.
Then the canoe seemed to overtake the svimmer. There was a commotion, howling and splashing. The
swimmer seemed to have upset the canoe.

Doc identified the howling.

"Monk!" he caled.

Monk liked noise with hisfights.

"Wherée s the shore of this danged puddle?’ Monk roared.
"Thisway," Doc said.

He ran to the water’ s edge, listened. Monk was svimming with about as much sedth as a paddle-whed
steamer. There were more canoes after him. At leest four of them.



Monk came floundering out of the water. He was exhausted, and fel amost at once.
"Thewhole. . . Africanamy . . . isafter me" he panted, lurching to his feet.

There was no doubt about that. A short spear made a whispering sound, then a skating noise as it
glanced off rock and stopped amog &t ther feet. Thetip seemed to be coated with a chemicdl.

"Come on," Doc sad.

He seized Monk, helped him to the jungle. A sharp pain hit the bronze man's shoulder; the missle went
on, whigling. It was a runga, the throwing stick with a knobbed end much used by natives over centra
Africa

Monk stumbled again, gasped, "I . . . I'm tuckered out."
Doc Savage sad, "Hang on my back.”

Monk obeyed. The bronze man, seemingly not greatly hampered by the homely chemist’s considerable

weight, leaped, grasped a limb, went up. He followed a dangling vine through space for fully eghty
verticd feet, then the vine began to break loose from his leafy anchorage above, and let them down.
Monk squawked in horror, but the bronze man, seemingly unconcerned, fastened to a passing limb, and
amoment later was walking through space on a narrow, swaying limb.

He made a legping drop of more than a score of feet, caught another limb, shot through space again, and
after that took shelter in a greet leafy forest giant.

Monk croaked twice, managed to whisper, "Jug-just let me go. This is worse' n being chased by them
natives."

Doc found a subgtantia tree crotch.

He whispered, "They seem to have logt our trall.”

Monk grabbed the limb, held to it for dear life He was something he seldom became. Pdle.
Doc asked, "What happened? s there a chance of heping the others?'

"N-not now," Monk said. "They got usin that fog. We landed on the lake, dl right, and the co-pilot of
your ship used the radio so that we could spot him with a finder. | guess maybe we made a little noise.
Anyway, we tied the two planes one behind the other, and dl got into one plane to talk it over. Then was
when it happened.”

"What happened?’

"Dugout canoes, about fifteen of them. And some rafts made of reeds. They paddled out, got dl around
usin the fog, and piled aboard like nobody’ s business™

Doc remembered the spear and the runga. He asked, "Did they kill anyone?’

"That's the funny part,” Monk said. "They seemed bent on taking everybody dive. Ham and | got in the
water, but they caught Ham. | got away. They chased mewith canoes. That'sdl | know."

"The others were overpowered?'

"Sure" Monk said. "There mugt have been a hundred natives. And those cusses are as strong as wild



SOME time later—a quarter of an hour, possibly—there was a mass movement of canoes out of the fog.
It was so dark now that torches were necessary. These conssted of long sticks with bundles of greasy
bark and vines fastened to the ends. They gave off as much smoke as light.

Monk watched them unload. Monk had recovered his bregath, his strength, and his desire for afight.
"Look a them," he said. "They got my hog.”

This was true. The pig, Habeas Corpus, was tied to the end of a pole so that he could be managed
without danger to the life and limb of his captors.

Doc Savage watched closdly. Long Tom Roberts was battered consderably, and the co-pilot had a
skinned nose, but the other prisoners did not seem to be in any worse condition than could have been
expected if they had merdly walked ashore without the attendant trouble of being captured.

Pat was dong, as was Johnny. Renny was being carried, as were Mr. Manley and the man caled Abner.

The entire group moved away from the beach, leaving the canoes. They were traled by Ham's pet
chimp, Chemigry. The animd appeared to have reached shore by svimming. They could hear
Chemigry’s angry squawking, and once a ndive threw a clod a him.

Doc sad, "Wewill trall them."

Monk’s arm tightened around the limb. He had decided it was a hundred feet to the earth, and en route
downward there was various interference in the form of limbs and, for alanding pad, a thorn tree growing
out of some jagged rocks.

"Hang on to me again," Doc sad.

Monk was not enthusiagtic about it, but he did so. He was less enthusiagtic as the bronze man camly
stepped off into space, hit a limb with a breath-taking jar, went off it asif it was a spring board. Monk
closed his eyes. He did not open them until they were on the ground.

"Whew!" he said. "'l think I'll get me anice quiet job making dynamite.”
Doc sad, "They may have a guard over the plane. We will see.”

The bronze man approached the beach. He left Monk concealed behind a bush, moved through the
darkness, and shortly located a group of four guards watching the flatilla of dugout canoes.

The bronze man had a few anaesthetic grenades ingde his breechcloth, and he used these, getting quite
close. The dark graphite grease, much of which gill remained on his body, helped him blend with the
darkness.

Shortly the four watchmen dept.
"The planes" Doc said. "We can work fast, get back before they wake up.”

They paddied out on to the lake. The air, now that the sun was gone, was hitterly cold. The bronze man
used his ears often in the fog. There were tiny waves on the lake, and he located the planes by the
lgpping of these waves againg the hulls



"Min henak,"
the bronze man caled softly in Egyptian.
"Hey," Monk whispered. "What's that? Arabic, an't it?'

"Egyptian,” the bronze man said. "I’ m trying to find out who is on the planes.”
There was no answer to his hall, however.

He moved forward with the canoe, came dongsde the planes, and swung aboard one of them, moving
cautioudy. Convinced that the craft was empty, he went to the other ship.

"Oal"

avoice snarled. "Da min deh?"

There was aguard at the plane, after dl.

To the snarled demand of who was there. Doc replied, "You fool! Why are you not in the rear plane as

you were told to be?' He used Egyptian, but durred and muffled it by holding his head down and his
hend in front of his mouth, so that his accent would be disguised.

Simultaneoudy, he used a gas grenade—the only one remaining—to overcome the watchman. The wind
was blowing from his back; he smply held his breath and crushed the grenade in his hand. The
anaesthetic gas was hitingly cold, dmost freezing, on his hand for a moment as liquid turned to vapor.
Then there was a loud splash as one of the guards fdl into the lake.

Doc sad, "Find the fellow, Monk."
"I got im," Monk said.

They hoisted the dripping watchman into the plane. In the craft they found five others, dl dark natives,
heavily armed. They had piled down wherever they were standing when the gas hit them.

MONK announced, "Wdl, we got us a collection of spears, anyway. Hey, look. Poisoned arrows, too.”
Doc sad, "Let’'s have some of those arrows.”

Monk passed him some of the missiles. They were not actudly arrows, but darts. They were smdler than
the conventiond hand darts used in dart games, dthough made somewhat after the same plan. The tip
was a large thorn which had been grooved and roughened to hold the gummy substance which Monk
hed cdled poison.

Monk watched the bronze man get out a portable microscope, the compact chemicd laboratory which
was part of their equipment when they had plenty of space for it, and go to work.

"Look,” Monk said uneesily, "an't we gonna do somethin’ about Ham and Pat and Johnny and Long
Tom and Renny? What about them?'

Doc sad, "There were a hundred ndives in the party which captured them. Two of us could not do
anything with a crowd that large without gas. And we do not have enough gas to make the attempt worth
while"

"But we oughta be trallin’ them. How we gonnafind ‘em?'



"Bvey indication is that their village mugt be close" the bronze man said patiently.

He continued to work with the magnifier, and with various chemicads which he was goplying to the
gummy suff on the end of the dart.

"Monk," he said.

"Yeeh?'

"I want you to mix some chemicas," Doc said. "Make athick liquid of them.”

"What chemicas?' Monk asked.

Doc Savage told him, naming the ingredients in the order in which he wished them mixed.

(It has been the practice of the publisher of Doc Savage to diminate the exact chemicd formulae of
gases, poisons, and other mixtures which Doc employs from time to time. This is not done because the
chemicds which the bronze man employs are fantastic, impossible, or non-existent. Rather, it is not the
wigh of the author to furnish aid to criminds or others not entitled to it. Knowledge of many of these
chemica formulae, in the wrong hands, would be dangerous. Hence the exact ingredients of a gas or a
chemicad concoction employed by Doc are seddom published. We hope tha this lack of exact
information, in the few cases in which it is diminated, does not detract from the interest of the Doc
Savage adventures.)

Monk was puzzled. "Whet the dickens good is that Suff?* he inquired. "It's not a gas, not a poison. It
an't food, drink, nor nothing that | can make any sense out of "

The bronze man did not answer; in fact, he gpparently did not hear the inquiry. Monk glanced at
him—they were usng a flashlight with the lens wrapped in a handkerchief, for light—and grinned.

Experience had told Monk that when Doc started not hearing questions, things were picking up. Progress
was being made. The homdy chemist snorted, began mixing the Suff as directed.

"All right," he said findly.
Doc was 4ill andyzing the substance on the points of the darts.

He said, "Monk, take an essentia part off each of the motors. Nothing heavy. Something we can load in
the canoe, wrap in a piece of canvas, and bury on the beach.”

"Right," Monk agreed.

A quarter of an hour later, the homdy chemigt dimbed back into the plane carrying a necklace of motor
parts. He had carefully strung the parts, as he removed them from the engines, on aline, so they would
not get log, then dung the line about his shoulders.

"Doc, you find out what the Suff on them arrows is?* he asked.
"Itisno ordinary type of plant or serpent venom,” the bronze man said.
Monk stared a him. "Say, do you suppose—"

"Possble" Doc said.

Pointing a the arrows, Monk demanded, "You mean that goo can cause—wadll, like Renny is. It an't



death, and it an't ordinary unconsciousness.”

"The condition,” Doc said, "is best described as suspended animation, or a complete suspension of dl
ordinary processes.”

"That'swhat | mean. Y ou think the suff on that arrow does it?'
"Itisvery possble" the bronze man admitted.
Monk frowned at the arrow.

"Brother, I’'m going to steer clear of them things™ he said.

TWENTY minutes later, they were ashore.
"Monk, you stay here and have things ready to go from this end,” Doc Savage suggested.

Monk finished burying the airplane parts. He had waded out into the shdlow water of the lake's edge to
bury the gadgets he had removed from the motors. The waves would cover traces of the burid. The
parts of metd would not be harmed by submersion.

He straightened. "Doc, | hate to miss afight,” he said. "And | can’t see where I’d do a bit of good here.”
"WEIl have to trave in the treetops some of thetime" Doc said.

Monk was distressed. "O. K.," he said. "I'm not hot about that flying trapeze suff, but I'll go through
withit."

They moved through the jungle, traveling dowly, and dimbing most of the time. The fog which had been
s0 thick close to the lake water doruptly dispersed. They saw that it was moonlight.

They stepped out into a clearing. Something made a loud whigling noise close a hand, and ran away.
Monk took to a treein double-quick time.

"A reed buck," Doc said. "They are comparatively harmless™
Monk muttered, "I don’t care for these jungles after night,” and climbed down again.

With the dosing in of complete night, the jungle had burst into noisy and hideous life. There was a moist
sneeze close by, causng Monk to reach for another tree. All around them were low Sghs and ledafy
dirrings, vague sounds that were unintdligible and ominous. With a violencefit to stand the hair on end, a
jacka let go with a valley of barks, then was suddenly dlent, and some other animd emitted a long
gurdling noise that was asfind as death. They could smdl a rather unplessant odor which Monk thought
was probably a hyena.

Doc sad, "Thismust be the only lake for miles. All the wild life comes to it for weter.”
"They can have it entirdy to themsaves™ Monk declared.

Doc Savage was carying a heavy pack wrapped in canvas. Now he vanished up a tree, and when he
rejoined Monk, he was without the pack.

"We are getting near the diff,” he said. Y ou wait here.”



THE bronze man went away again. Monk waked over with the intention of gtting down on a smdl
boulder. The boulder, however, emitted severd bloodthirsty grunts and took after him, moonlight glinting
on ydlow tusks. It was an excdlent display of agility that put Monk up a smdl tree ahead of an irritated
wart hog. He sat there, thinking unpleasant things about Africa, the universe in generd, and Ollie Saff in

particular.

When Doc Savage came back, he was without the heavy pack. He carried, instead, a bundle of ydlow
coth and ajar containing the brew of chemicaswhich Monk had mixed in the plane.

"There seems to be only one path up the diff," Doc said. "And that is guarded.” The bronze man tossed
Monk hdf of the yelow cloth. "Take off your clothes" he said, "and make a breechcloth out of this”

Monk listened to the prowling night insects. Some of them sounded like airplanes. He shrugged and
began undressing.

Doc Savage used the breechcloth he had been wearing to rub the dark grease off himsdf. The task took
some time, dthough he enlisted the help of some fruit juices.

He picked up the jar of chemicds.

"Rub this on your skin," he said. "Cover every square inch of your body, and put it on thinly, rubbing it in
until the skin absorbs it, the way you use cold cream.”

Monk complied. By the time he finished, he had a sensation of rebdlion in his ssomach, and his head fdt
asif it had been rotating.

"It smakin’ me dck," he muttered.
"The effects will wear off," Doc said.

They set out through the jungle as soon as the bodily coating had been applied. Monk was racking his
brain, trying to figure out what earthly good such a mixture of chemicas would do. He could think of
none. None whatever.

Smooth going suddenly came underfoot. A path. And ahead, towering dark in the moonlight, was the
diff.

Doc Savage spoke. His voice was loud, charged with power and volume,

"Salamat!"
he said. "Salamat, salamat.”

He kept repeeting that. Monk remembered enough Egyptian to remember that this was a rather common
greeting, the equivdent of "How do you do."

Then hishair threatened to stand on end. For the bronze man, hitherto dmost completdy invisble in the
darkness, had turned to aman of gold.

Now waking forward, Doc was a giant figure of luminescent ocher, a living statue that might have been
made of glowing gold.

It startled Monk only dightly less to look down and find the same thing had happened to himsdf.



Then he understood it. In the pack which Doc Savage had brought from the plane had been an ultraviolet
light projector. And the chemicas which the bronze man had ordered mixed would fluoresce with a
ydlow-green luminescence under ultraviolet light.

The unusud gatue of the golden bird appeared. Doc led the way to it. They walked very close to the
thing, and stood there, perfectly dill.

Monk was a little disgppointed. It had firg hit him that the ydlow bird might be made out of solid gold.
The moonlight was bright enough to dislluson him, however. Made of wood, and painted. Not a
particularly artigtic job of wood carving, ether.

Hefdl to examining the surroundings, trying to spot the projector of ultraviolet light. The ultraviolet rays,
of course, were invisble to the unaided eye, and the type of filters which Doc Savage used shut off visble
light wave lengths completely, so the projector was not visble He decided, however, it had to be near
the diff face.

Then the natives appeared. They came dowly, stopped just outsde the ring of stones that were like
benches. One of the little dark fdlows put back his head, and a whigle came from his lips, gill and

piping, rigng high, then fdling, trailing away.

The whigle was echoed from the diff top, then again, a a greater distance.

No one spoke adoud.

Out of the sde of his mouth, not moving hislips, Doc warned, "Say nothing. Do nothing.”

THERE were about twenty men in the column which came down the diff face, following the path which
was indiginguishable from a distance. They filed to a stop outside the circle of stones.

"Auz eyh?"
one of them said gruffly.

Monk recognized that as a demand of what they wanted. But Doc’'s answer was too fagt for him to
follow. He watched with interest. Then the native spoke again, more violently.

Doc told Monk, in English. "We are not welcome. No one they do not know seems to be wanted.”

The bronze men burst into fluent Egyptian. 1t seemed to Monk that he was usng more care with his
diction, so there would be no misunderstanding about his meaning.

The native' s answer was more mallified. Deferentid, in fact.

Doc advised Monk, "I have explained that we have influence with the ydlow birds. Presumably these
ydlow birds are their deity, or the symboal of it."

The native spoke again, gruffly again, then waited for a reply.

In Egyptian, Doc said, "Our patience grows short. We do not expect an argument. We come bringing
nothing but wisdom and friendship. You are our friends. It istime you began acting likeit."

His tone more than the words got action.

The leeder of the natives gestured briefly. Doc Savage and Monk stepped forward. As soon as they



were out of theinvisble ultraviolet rays, their bodies naturdly stopped fluorescing.
Doc remarked idly. "You see, we have but to step near the golden one to glow warm in its favor.”

That was gpparently the firg reference to their golden color which the bronze man had made. His slence
on the point had evidently been more effective than along speech on the subject. The natives were awed.
None of them got overly close. Which was just as wdl with Monk.

They worked up the face of the diff. Ther guides had lighted torches, and these gave some illumination,
aso making dancing shadows that were treacherous.

Hdfway up the diff, they abruptly entered a cleft, followed this for a quarter of a mile, and came into a
valey. The valey was wide, floored with rich land—as nearly as they could tdl in the moonlight—and
tilled fidds.

Cultivetion of the fidds was gpparently of a primitive sort. The fidds were not noticesbly larger than
backyard gardens. A amdl herd of zebra were grazing in one of the patches, and an angry native rushed
them, hurling his runga a them. He logt the runga, the zebra strolled off lesurdy, and the column went
on.

Monk asked, "Where isthis going to wind up?'

"The substance they used to induce that state of suspended animetion evidently came from here" Doc
sad. "Ollie Saff and the others made a rush back here to get a new supply, after what they had on hand
was destroyed when the barge burned.”

"l don't see—"

He didn't finish. A village had appeared in the moonlight. If anything was needed to prove that these
natives were not Negroids, the structure of the village did it.

The houses were of stone. Not impressive compared to modern dity buildings, but here in the jungle, they
were noteworthy. The structures were square. Some of the doorways were arched; most of them had a
flat dab over the openings to hold up the remaining wall.

They came to alarge building, by far the largest in the village. There were no doors in this. Access to the
top of thewal was by along flight of steps made of stones piled without mortar.

Doc Savage and Monk were led to the top of this. Without warning, they were shoved off.

Thar trestment up to that point had been so polite, the manner of their captors so deferentid, that they
were caught napping. Even Doc was surprised, found himsdf sprawling into space.

They fdl about a dozen fedt.

The bronze man landed prepared for anything. But nothing happened—except that Monk came down
with a loud and distressed grunt beside him.

Above them, the spokesman of the natives made a short speech.

"We have decided to do with outsiders as our ancestors have dways done," he said.

Chapter XIl. THE LIVING DEAD



THE slence was very deep for awhile It lasted uniil the natives on the wall went away.
Monk groaned. "I fdl right square on my whatchacdlit,” he complained.

A voice in the nearby darkness made a remark.

"It'stoo bad it wasn't your head,” it said. "Then you wouldn’'t have been hurt."

"Ham!" Monk howled.

The two congenid enemies found each other and did some ddighted back-pounding. "I thought you had
drowned,” Ham confessed, "and | was worried sick.” Monk said, "l was sure worried about you, too."

Then they recovered themsalves. They began insuiting each other.
"You missing link!" Ham accused Monk. "What kind of supidity got you caught?'

Doc Savage sad, "We—or | did—underestimated the brains of these natives. We tried to work on ther
superdtition, get them to thinking we were superior deities, and join them.”

"Oh, you're here, Doc,” Ham said in the darkness. His voice became worried. "That's what Ollie Saff
and the others tried to do. They walked right into a trap.”

Doc asked, "Have you found out the Situation—the details?"
"Mogt of them,” Ham said. He lifted his voice. "Miss Moldenhaeur, will you come here, please?’
Doc was dlent. Then he asked, "Areyou all in here together?"

"Sure" Ham chuckled grimly. "Ollie Saff and his crowd are over on the other sde. We had a
knock-down-drag-out fight, bare fists only. Everybody had been disarmed. And we licked them.”

Liona Moldenhaeur arrived. Pat Savage was with her.

Pat said breathlesdy, "I’'m sure glad you got here, Doc. W€ ve got to figure out something. These netives
aren't fooling."

Doc said, "Miss Moldenhaeur?
llYall
"Your father and Mr. Thomeas led an expedition here previoudy, did they not?'

"Heven months ago,” Liona Moldenhaeur admitted. "It was in the beginning an expedition for the
Eastern-Metropolitan Museum. It started out as—wadll, one of those hunting trips which rich people take
and cdl expeditions.”

"Was your finding of thisvaley the result of a plan, or an accident?!

"Accident, modly. He sighted it from the plane. We were usng a seaplane for scouting. We landed on
the lake, and built a headquarters near the shore. It was redly a fort. We spent severd weeks getting
acquainted with the natives, winning their confidence dowly.”

There was a dirring on the other sde of the compound. Ollie Saff and his associates, probably. The
prison seemed to be a smple waled inclosure.



Doc Savage asked, "Did you find out about this drug—we will cdl it a drug—immediady?*
Liona Moldenhaeur swallowed audibly. "Almogt. Within afew days."
"Do they tip ther arrows with the Suff?'

"Yes But it takes a much larger dose than a mere arrow wound to cause the . . . the effect you saw inmy
father."

"How do they adminigter thislarger dose?"

"Interndly. They make therr victims swalow the quff. They put it in crude capsules made out of
intestind—you know, the same thing we used to make sausage skins out of. These are forced down the
victim'sthroat.”

She was slent a moment, then continued, "The arrow wound induces a dight effect, a kind of pardyss.
When they shoot game, a zebra, for instance, they nick it with the arrow. The animd becomes paralyzed.
They then approach the animd, and force it to swalow a capsule or two. In the case of a large animd,
severd capsules. The circulatory system then carries the drug throughout the body. Or usudly it does. As
aresult, the effect of—everything suspended—is throughout the body. Sometimes, though, an extremity,
such as afoot or aleg, is not affected and that, in time, will—rot. In the case of a man, that would be
horrible. That possihility is what terrified me so when they did it to my father.”

Doc Savage asked, "Who gave the duff to your father?!
"Why—Ollie Saff, of course.”

"What was his object?’

"To get control of the drug.”

"Has SAf admitted that?'

"Of course.”

"Wha?"

"Why—wel, it was today."

"He didn’'t admit it before today?"

"No."

DOC SAVAGE turned and strode across the compound, hdting in the moonlight not far from a group of
figures huddled againgt the wall. After awhile, one of the figures swore a him. It was Saff.

"You got usinto thid" Saff snarled. "Y ou burned the stock of the Suff we had on that barge.”

Monk, across the inclosure, heard this He guffawed as if he thought it was very funny. He did not
manage to get much humor in his voice.

Doc Savage glanced up a the compound wall. There were no guards in sight. He could tell, from the
flickering red light and columns of dark smoke, that fires had been built around the place.



He peered at Saff and the others, stepping closer to identify them.
"SHf," he said, "why did you go to so much trouble over that drug?’
SHf swore, said, "It's worth a fortune, damn you!™

"For what purpose?’

"Presarving meat,” Saff snapped. "Tha's what these natives use it for. Hell, it'll put the whole packing
indugtry out of business!”

"How do you arive a that concluson?’

"Hdl, anything that's dosed with that drug—the meat won't spoil. You won't need railroad refrigerator
cars, refrigeration on ships to keep fresh meat—nothing. It'll put those big packing plants out of business.
Anybody likes fresh mest better than preserved quff. That's what this will give the public—fresh mest,
not refrigerated mest, because this thing works entirdy different than just freezing it; it just stops dl

changesin it without freezing."
"The idea seems fantastic,” Doc said.

"It seems like a cold hillion dollars or two to me" Saff growled. "You just an't got the imagingtion to
grasp it.”

Doc asked, "What do you think the natives are going to do with us?'

SAf's answer was a stream of spoken violence, sensdless threats agang the natives, and about what
would happen to themif they didn’t let him go.

Doc waked away in the middle of it, went to hismen. "Ham," he said, "just who is here with you?'

"Sam John Thomas, O'Brien O’ Cdlaghan, Benjamin Boot, Liona Moldenhaeur, and her father,” Ham
replied.

"Is Mr. Moldenhaeur able to tak?"

The pleasant, if strained, voice of Moldenhaeur answered this inquiry with, "If there is anything | can tdl
you, | will be glad to do s0."

"Whereis Renny?'
"Over here," replied Renny’s deep rumble.
"You aredl right?' Doc demanded.

"I'mdck as acurly-haired dog," Renny complained. "But they brought me out from under the effects of
the Suff, if that is what you mean.”

"Where did they do that?"

"Took me out some place—a kind of a hut they’ve got rigged up to treat you with the suff that brings
you out of it. Take it from me, it's not any fun, ether.”

Winton Moldenhaeur interrupted, "You see, Mr. Savage, thisdrug is behind dl this trouble. We redlized,
dl of us, what a boon it could become to the food industry. Strangely enough, it will preserve fruits and



vegetables aswdl as meats. A second trestment makes the preserved substance fit for consumption. In
the case of aliving animd or person, animation returns without the subject seeming to fed much harm,
other than a violent illness which wears off."

Doc asked, "How many of you came here on the origind expedition?’
"All of us. That is, al except those thugs Ollie Saff has hired.”
"Mr. Manley and Abner?"

"Yes" Winton Moldenhaeur nodded grimly. "The way | understand it, Mr. Manley and Abner started out
to double-cross everyone and grab the secret for themselves They were going to murder Mr. Boot, Mr.
Thomas and mysdlf. Fortunatdly, they did not get away with the firg crime, the murder of Mr. Boot."

Doc Savage was thoughtful for awhile.
He said, "This drug—the rights to it—how did you dl intend to sharein it?'

"It was assigned to a holding company,” Moldenhaeur said, "of which Mr. Boot, Mr. Thomas and mysdf
were stockholders. The sole holders, in fact.”

"The Century Projects Corp.?"

"Yes, that isthe one”

DOC SAVAGE waked over to Monk, asked, "How do you fed?"

Monk looked at the stone wadls, bathed in the moonlight. Pale-red light from the fires outsde the
compound colored the trace of night fog that was beginning to wrap the village. The smoke crawled up
like dark worms.

"I'd fed alot better out of here” Monk admitted.
Doc sad, "We can reach the top of the wall without much trouble. Form a pyramid.”
Pat darted forward.

"No, Doc!" she gasped. "You can't. The Sdes and top of that wall are covered with thorns. When they
lad the mortar, they lad amdl branches of thorn trees in it, the thorns projecting. And the thorns are
coated with that drug."

Doc asked Monk, "Think you can stand the pain?"
"Sure" Monk said. "'l can. But what about the drug?’

Ham stepped up anxioudy. "Ligen, Monk did most of the fighting back a the planes, and he's tired.
Why not let me help on this?'

Big-worded Johnny said, "I'll be superamagamated! Count mein on that, too."
Doc Savage said, "You will get your chance, if this works out."

The bronze man moved over and spoke in a whisper to Monk. Monk emitted an astonished grunt, said,
"I'll be danged!”



"Monk will hdp me" Doc said. "Make a stand, you fellows."

The"gand" conssted of a pyramid, Long Tom and Ham for a base, Johnny for an eongated peak. Up
this dimbed Doc Savage, then Monk.

Pat had been right about the thorns. They pricked the bronze man's hands, his elbows and shins. He
avoided them as best he could, gritted his teeth againg those it was impossible to avoid, and got on the
crest of the wall.

He reached down and hauled Monk up beside him.
The natives around the fire below saw them then. One squdled an darm.

"Oal"
the man bdlowed. "Oa, oa!"
Doc sad, "Come on, Monk!"

They leaped off the wall, landed sprawling beside the fires, and began fighting. Monk emitted a howl that
outdid the best native effort, and suddenly was the center of a pile of human figures.

Doc Savage dropped two men quickly. Then a third man rushed in, and Doc seemed supidly dow in
dodging afig blow. The impact sent him to his knees. The man struck him again. Doc swung back, but
eraticaly.

"Akhiran!™

the men ydled in Egyptian. "At lagt! It takes effect on him."

A moment later, Doc Savage and Monk were both stretched out, ams and legs pinned by excitedly
triumphant natives.

"Bass!"

an authoritetive voice ordered. "That is enough.”

The speaker, the native who had been in charge of the group which had brought Doc Savage and Monk
to the village, walked around the two prisoners thoughtfully.

"Thebig oneisclever,” he said. "But he did not think of the thorns on the wall. He will know better next
time Take them away, both. Take them to the hut, and revive them. Then throw them back in the
compound with the others.

Ingde the prison wal, Winton Moldenhaeur trandated the orders for the benefit of Pat and Ham and the
others.

"They are going to cure them of the effects of the drug, and bring them back," he said.

Chapter Xlll. ALIVE AND NOT DEAD

FIVE minutes later, Doc Savage went into action. He sat up, took a native by the neck. He got another
native by the sraight black hair. He dammed thair heads together.

Smultaneoudy, Monk came up suddenly with his legs and got the head of a ndive between his knees.
He lay very dill for afew moments, meking a face and draining. Then he released his native. The fdlow



was too dazed to dodge the homdy chemidt’sfid.
Monk said, "There was only the three of them, wasn't there?

They were in a low-ceilinged stone room that smelled vidlently. Sole light was supplied by a primitive
gone lamp in which floated a buning wick. A more modern lamp probably graced the boudoir of
Cleopatra.

"Only three" Doc said.
The bronze man siwung off the stone dab on which he had been placed.

Immediatdy he was interested in a long vat arrangement, a stone tank, at his sde. The naives had been
pouring liquid from large jars into this. There had aready been liquid in the stone tub, but they had been
increasng the quantity.

Monk came over and smdled of the Suff.

"Say!" he exploded. "That uff is alittle like that junk we smeared on our bodies. | mean—I smdl some
of the chemicd in thisthat wasin thet.”

Doc sad, "There is some amilaity.”
"Hey! Then you didn’'t mix that Suff up just so it would fluoresce ydlow?"

"Not entirdy. It was dso an antidote—or | hoped it was an antidote, and it turned out | was
right—againg the drug they were usang to induce that condition of suspended life"

Monk was incredulous. "When did you figure out the Suff?"

Doc said, "You remember | got in severa hours laboratory work on the thing in New York? | had Mr.
Manley and Abner in the laboratory at the time, so that the reaction of chemicads on them could be
observed. Following that, | had severd days—or the time of the flight from New Y ork here—to consider
the results”

Monk shivered. "Is there likdy to be any bad effects from this Suff?'

"It is doubtful if we will fed entirdy norma for a number of weeks. Such a shock to the human system
could not pass without effects

Monk grunted.

"What now?" he asked.

"The planes," Doc said. "Wewill have to get some wegpons.”
"Wdl, what' re we waitin on? We know the trail."

They reached the lake, but not without difficulty. The two guards a the foot of the diff path were taken
by surprise, but they put up a szable bout. Monk dugged his opponent five times squardly on the jaw
before he induced a state of unconsciousness that was satisfactory. Monk was unplessantly amazed.

"I'msure losn’ my walop,” he declared.

Doc explained the weakness was probably due to the drug which they had rubbed on their skins, and



which their systems had absorbed.
They reached the lake, climbed in a canoe, took their bearings carefully, and paddied out to the plane.
The matter of guardsin the plane was bothering them. But it solved itsdf. There were no guards.

Monk chuckled. "When we used that anaesthetic gas on ‘em, it scared ‘em. They got the idea the planes
were hoodooed, so they went ashore, probably.”

They loaded the canoe with machine pistols and what ammunition they could carry.
Doc sad, "Wewill take only mercy bullets, and afew drums of explosives.”
"Right," Monk said. "'l hope we can get back to the village before they find out we got loose.”

Doc sad, "They had no suspicion that we had immunized ourselves to the effect of their drug. They will
not be particularly concerned about us”

They paddled ashore, beaching the canoe wel down the beach from the point where there was likdihood
of guards being posted. Shouldering the ammunition packs, ther breech-cloths thrust full of machine
pistals, they worked through the noisy tropica jungle.

The two guards at the base of the diff were dill unconscious. Doc lead the way upward. Monk climbed
behind him.

They passed into the cultivated vdley. Lifein the place evidently was not dl roses, for they could hear an
uproar off to the north, and see torches; a dozen or more natives seemed to be trying to herd some large
animd, gpparently a bdlligerent rhino, out of afidd. The animd set out in industrious pursuit of part of the
group, and they saw that it was not a rhino, but some kind of buffao that was as black as a polecat.

DOC stopped some distance from the prison compound, lifted his head, put his hands to his mouth, and
shouted in Mayan.

He told those in the compound to get ready for a break. He said that he would shortly drop a rope over
the wall, and that they were to be prepared to leavein a hurry. He told them to acknowledge hearing him
by staging, in five minutes, anoisy dispute.

"Come" hetold Monk, "before someone investigates the queer language.”

There were dogs in the village, and they were doing so much howling and fighting that an outburst of
strange words was hardly anything to be noticed. But they changed their position hagtily. Two of the dogs
barked at them indudtrioudy, became tired, and |eft.

In the compound, Pat Savage and Liona Moldenhaeur had aloud quarrel. It was brief.
Doc sad, "They heard our sgnd. From now on, we work fag."
They separated. Monk headed sraight for the prison. Doc circled to comein from the other side.

They both charged the rapid-firing pistols with drums of mercy bullets as they ran. The dugs were even
more effective than solid lead, because any kind of a hit by one of them would produce rather abrupt
unconsciousness. The period of sensalessness was short, however. Not more than fifteen minutes a the
outsde. Doc recently having made a change in the dugs to get quick results, so that he had found it



necessary to sacrifice their period of effectiveness. Quick results were usudly the most important.

Doc began firing first. He put the initid burdt into the legs of standing men. The deefening roar brought the
other natives around the fires to ther feet. After that, he shot low, quick bursts, switching the
mechine-pistol muzzle

He ran forward. Some of the natives were going down; others were Hill on thelr feet.

He reached the danting stairway of loose stones, bounded up it. A crude ladder made of twisted fiber
and gticks dangled on the outside of the wall. He hauled it up, tossed it over on the ingde.

"Come on out,” he said sharply. "Hurry!"
Ollie S&ff, in a horror-stricken voice, ydled, "What about us? You an't gonna leave us herdl™
They should, Monk thought grimly.

He heard Doc ask Winton Moldenhaeur, "Whet will they do to Saff and his men if we do leave them
here?"

"Kill them," Moldenhaeur said. "But that’s what they have coming to them.”
Doc cdled, "After the others, Saff. Climb up. But do not try anything.”
Saf blubbered something thankful.

Uproar had overspread the village by now. The natives seemed to find it necessary to indulge in some
preiminary howling before they got into action. Women shrieked. Babies cried. Dogs barked. Warriors
popped out of the windows of stone huts. They bellowed at other warriors.

All the prisoners were out of the compound by now. Nobody was letting any grass grow under his or her
fedt.

Doc ordered, "Thisway!"
He was digtributing the machine pistols—five of them—to Pat and his aids, together with ammo drums.

He st out for the diff path. The dtreets were as narrow as ay in Cairo, litle more than hdlways
between stone wdls. They ran down and through these, fallowing the bronze man, making enough noise
that they would not lose each other.

Suddenly there was a commotion at the rear of the column. Pat shrilled out angrily. And Monk emitted a
howl that ended in mid-bellow. Doc whedled, raced back to them.

Pet was beside hersdf. Also without her machine pistol.
"That Saff!" she shouted. "He grabbed my machine pistol. Monk’s, too!”
From down the street, back in the direction they were leaving, Saff shouted at them.

“If you think I’'m going to leave here without a new supply of that drug and the antidote, you're crazy!"
SHf snarled. "I’'m going back after it."

Pet said, "His men are going with him, too."
Doc shouted, "Come back, you foold™



Saf swore a him.

They listened to the foot-pounding of Saff and his men—going back toward the compound.
"Pat, how many bullets were in your pistol?' Doc asked.

"The drum was about hdlf full "

Monk sad, "Mine was nearly empty.”

Doc Savage made a grim sound.

"SAf iswalking into plenty of trouble,” he said. "He evidently doesn’'t know we were usng mercy bullets.
Those natives around the compound aren’t dead. They will be waking up in afew minutes™

Monk chuckled cold-bloodedly.
"We should worry about Saff," he said.
Doc Savage wheded. "One thing sure, we can not stay here.”

He led the way on toward the edge of the village. A few times, they encountered dark figures, but these
Sorang out of sght in a hurry. They were women and children mostly. Now and then an old man.

Winton Moldenhaeur dropped back to join Doc Savage. Benjamin Boot was with him.

Moldenhaeur said, "I think we are lucky. | believe the men of the village were having a medting about us.
They seem to be gathered at the other end of town, most of them.”

Benjamin Boot said, “Ligten!”

In the distance, one of the machine pistols let out a prolonged hoot. Whoever was firing the wespon
smply came back on the firing lever and did not let up.

Monk, thinking of the fire mechanism of the machine pigtal, groaned, "Hell jam that gun! Hell burn it
d—"

The machine pistol stopped suddenly.

It did not resume.

"What'd | tdl you!" Monk said. "He jammed it."

They listened. Ben Boot said, "But they had another of those guns to—"

"I had the safety on mine" Pat declared, sounding satisfied. "I'll bet he can't find it. Those dinguses are
complicated.”

A tide of battle noise rolled to ther ears. It was not pleasant, for there was degth in the voices, terror in
the screaming for help, for deliverance. They could hear and identify the shouting of the native warriors
who poured in from the far Sde of the village, converging on the region of the prison inclosure. They
could, a long intervas, diginguish Ollie Saff’s voice in the uproar. It was even possible to gauge the
direction of the battle tide from Saff’ s tone—confident in the beginning, startled, horrified, desperate, and
a lagt in degth, shrieking out terribly in along sound that somehow ended with complete findity.

Monk said, "I guess Saff found it too complicated, dl right. He sure sounded complicated.”



They were now outside the village, and they went on to the diff path and down that and out in the canoes
to the planes.

Chapter XIV. THE LOVER OF GOLDEN BIRDS

DAWN did not come up like thunder out of the east. Quite the contrary, it arrived with a breath of
dlence. The jungle noises suddenly dilled, as if everything had stopped, and it was daylight. The fog
disappeared from the surface of the lake asif through the operation of magic.

The two planes drifted on the cadm surface of the lake.

Doc Savage sat on the wing of one of them, and watched the ydlow birds. They were tiny canarylike
things and they came up out of the junglein thousands, in great flocks.

He watched the ydlow birds. At times they were so numerous thet it was as if someone had suddenly
spread a great yelow blanket againg the green of the forest.

Winton Moldenhaeur came and sat beside him.
"A drange place" Moldenhaeur said. "They are Egyptians, you know."
"You have ther higory?' Doc Savage asked.

Moldenhaeur nodded. "They came from Egypt along time ago. Centuries ago. They brought those birds,
which are canaries, or were canaries origindly. They settled here, and for some reason, the birds
flourished. The ydlow birds are their symbols of rdigion. But of course you noticed that.”

"Yes" Doc sad. "You fdlows took some of the ydlow birds back with you, on your fird trip?”’

"Yes That's how we dl happened to have canaries. We—ah, | understand Mr. Boot and Mr. Thomas
and my daughter lied to you about the golden birds. They didn’t want the secret of the drug to get out.
My daughter even released my golden bird for fear it would draw suspicion.”

Doc sad, "It was a great ado about nothing.”
"Nothing! Good God! That drug will—"
"Isworthless"

"What?"

Doc Savage was slent a moment.

"Not entirdy worthless, perhaps,” he said. "But quite no account for what you were using, or intended to
useit for, which was the preservation of foods."

"But that's impossiblel™ Moldenhaeur exploded.
"Did you have chemigts work on it?'

"Wel—Mr. Boot is a chemis. He experimented with it. He sad he thought the taste could be
diminated."

"He was migtaken," Doc said. "When you expose mest to that uff, there is a dight taste remaning. You



know the taste, and you know it is not pleasant. These natives do not mind it, because—well, they eat
ants, and such morsdls. But the dvilized palate would not accustom itsdf to that taste. And there is no
way of diminating it."

Benjamin Boot had been ligening. He came and sat down beside them.

"l am sorry to hear that,” he said gloomily.

The bronze man studied Boot’s homdy face. Boot was watching the golden birds.
Boot said, "They are beautiful.” He was ill saring a the birds.

Doc Savage remarked, "Y ou like beautiful things, do you not?'

Boot nodded solemnly. "More than anything," he murmured.

Monk let out a shout.

"Hey, Doc,” Monk cdled, "there s that chief of them natives waving a you from shore. He must want to
have a powwow."

DOC SAVAGE took one of the canoes. The occupants of the planes watched him paddle to a point on
the beach. The native leader came forward done.

The two men talked done for sometime

Then Doc Savage paddied back to the planes at a leisurdy pace. He had in the canoe Monk’s pig,
Habeas Corpus, who had disappeared in the excitement. Ham’s pet chimp, Chemistry, had aready been
located earlier.

Monk greeted his hog with suspicion. "'l bet he''s been associatin® with them dang wart hogs. | saw one of
them things last night. It tried to eat me."

Ham said, "For years, I’ve wondered what breed of hog that Habeas is. Now | know he isawart hog."
Renny, looking much better this morning, asked, "What did the head guy want, Doc?"

"Jugt an offer to drop matters” Doc said. "It seems that they are stidfied. Ollie Saff’s men are dead. That
seems to have been enough to quiet them down. In fact, they are scared. They want to give us dl we
want of the drug and the antidote, in return for our going away and leaving them done.”

"What did you decide?' Renny asked.

"To take enough of the Suff for experimentd purposes,” the bronze man said. "As a matter of fact, if | am
not wrong, this drug might explain something that science has never been able to fathom about the ancient
Egyptian method of embaming. They were far better at the art than modern embadmers, it is generdly
admitted. There may be a connection between their skill and this drug.”

Doc Savage turned dowly to face Benjamin Boot.
"Incidentaly,” he added, "I have a message to you from Ollie Saff."

Benjamin Boot dtiffened, turned white. "Uh . . . me—" He wet hislips.



"Mr. Moldenhaeur,” Doc sad. "This drug secret was turned over to a holding concern named the
Century Projects Corp. Is that right?'

"Yes, itis" Moldenhaeur told him, puzzled.

"Who held the stock?"

"Mr. Boot, Mr. Thomas, and mysalf."

Doc Savage nodded. "And tdl me, did the Century Projects concern hold any other property?”
"Oh, yes" Moldenhaeur said hedlily. "It controls severd factories. A number of indudries, in fact.”

"Then," Doc Savage sad, "if a man should try to force you and Mr. Thomas to dgn control of the
corporation over to him, he would own it. Provided, of course, the man—in this case Ollie Saff—was
only a figurehead working for Mr. Boot here, and Mr. Boot went through the mations of giving him his
interest in the concern, too?'

Benjamin Boot shot to hisfeet. Terror had lighted his face. An unthinking kind of fear, a desperation that
left room for nothing but flight.

He dived into the lake.
He never came up.

It was that smple. And more correctly, he never came up dive. The hitterly cold water mugt have
stopped his heart, and he was—they found this later, when they located the body with
grapples—carrying a heavy pistal in his hip pocket, which pulled him into the depths.

Liona Moldenhaeur stared a Doc Savage. "Is Ollie Seff dive?'
“No."
"But you said—"

"That | had a message for Boot from Saff? Merdly a figure of speech for the thought | was about to
express.”

Monk was peering down into the indescribably blue depths of the lake.

"Boot liked pretty things” remarked the homdy chemigt. "He sure picked some purty blue water to fdl
into." He shivered.

THE END



