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There was nothing surprising about a girl pilat ... not even a girl pilot named Patience ... but there were
plenty of surprises to follow in afast and furious chase around the country! Doc Savage and the boys find
hot and cold troublein FIRE AND ICE ... read it now and seeif you don't think it's a swell novel.

Chapter |

THE hushed quiet of late afternoon lay over the wilderness. It was one of the most mgegtic Sghts in the
world. Sweeping downward from the mountain ridge was an endless vida of tdl, dady firs
purplish-green in the fading sunlight and danting shadows.

The mountain range, down there below, broke up into smdler ridges, each fdling away to a grest plan
that was the valey floor. Across this huge flat a highway dashed as Sraight as a taut string, as though it
hed been placed there by drawing aline across a mammoath ruler.

The highway was smooth, modern macadam. Two wide automobile lanes made up its spacious width.
Viewed from the mountain range, the sedan moving across the greet stretch of highway seemed to be a
gnal out for aleisurdy afternoon groll. Actudly, the mechine was flashing dong at better than gxty miles
an hour.

Thet gives you some idea of the distances in the amazing Y ukon-Alaskan country. The highway was part
of the famous Alcan Road — sixteen hundred miles of dduxe highway draight through the Yukon and
Alaskato faraway Fairbanks. Right through the land of the midnight sun and the northern lights.

During the war they cdled it the “Road To Tokyo”. Now it was soon to become the vacation route of
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many thousands of touridts. It was an engineering marvel.

The mountain range from which one could see the tiny ant of a car was just a dight knoll compared to
other mountain peaks beyond. Snow capped many of the distant ridges. Fifteen thousand feet would
catch some of their heights.

But down here the soft hush of late afternoon was warm and dumberous. Not even a bird chirped. There
was a dight amount of dampness on the earth, caused by heavy rains the night before. The rain had wet
the earth suffidently that there was no immediate danger of forest fires.

That probably explained why the fire warden was absent from the lookout platform atop the shaftlike
tower that jutted skyward from the smdl mountain top. Ordinarily, he would have been up there for a last
ingpection before night closed in.

At the moment, he was ingde the smal shack built a the foot of the lookout tower. He was a tdl,
red-headed young man who looked old. He looked old because he had not shaved in severd weeks. He
had grown quite a beard, ared, bristly thing that was about as Hiff as the hairs on a sow's back.

The young fire warden's name was Sparks. That was because of the radio gadgets that practicdly filled
the cabin, leaving barely enough room for the sngle narrow cot and the cook stove. Sparks was
somewhat of aradio “ham’”.

Bang a radio ham kept him from going completely bamy in this great, endless world atop a mountain
where there wasn't a soul to talk to for days on end.

Sparks was tadking now. Plenty! — into the radiophone mike that he clutched fiercdly in his hand. The set
was a two-way affair, built for sending and receiving.

Thetdl, red-bearded young man jumped up and down and yeled into the mike, “Cdling any pilot in this
vidnity! Cdling any arfidd! Rilot in trouble. Somebody's got to help a pilot who's in trouble—plane going
to make a forced landing—private plane number NC-8546—they need hdp!”

The young man kept screaming into the microphone. Once he looked at the telephone, on his cluttered
desk, and started swearing like a mule-skinner. Already he had attempted to put through a cdl on the
telephone. But lagt night's stcorm had knocked down a wire somewhere. The line was dead.

For ten minutes now he had been trying to reay the pilot's cdl for assstance. Sparks had been fooling
around with his set when he had suddenly picked up the frantic cdl for help. A pilot forced down in this
vad region might be lost for days — forever! That's why it was so urgent for Sparks to locate some
other pilot and have him spot the location where the troubled plane was forced down.

In fifteen more minutes it would be too late. Darkness closed in quickly in the mountains.

“Won't someone answer?’ bellowed the red-bearded young man into the mike. He was getting more
excited now. “Cdling for help—pilat in trouble—someone answer!”

He got no response.

Frantic now, he dropped the mike on the desk and ran outsde. He jumped up and down and ydled at
the top of hislungs. He had a tremendous voice built for hog-cdling. His below rolled up and down the
mountain-side.

“Help! Help! Help!”



After awhile the words came tumbling back out of the primeva Hillness and amost caused him to jump
out of hisskin.

SOMEWHERE approximately four thousand feet above the Alcan Highway, the pilot of the speedy
sngle-engine plane heard Sparks mule-skinner bellowing.

The plane was a trim Sparton Executive, a cabin with ample room for 9x passengers. But the pilot was
the only occupant of the ship.

Just about every kind of modern flying gadget decorated the insrument pand. Two-way radio was
naturdly part of the complete equipment.

The pilot, for some time now, had been guiding the plane with one hand and making notations on the map
with the other. The agronauticd chart was fastened to a board spread across his knees. Various
markings had been checked and noted on the map.

Now the sun was a red bdl of fire skidding down beyond the disant mountain top. Shadows were
darting to crawl dong the ridges and toward the valey that snuggled around the Alcan Road — a tiny
ribbon of athing far below.

The pilot lifted the portable microphone from the hook. Transmitting equipment was aready tuned in to a
wavelength back in the States.

“All right,” the pilot said, “that's about dl for today. Too dark now to check the new route any further. Il
pick up the Whitehorse radio beam and put down there for the night.”

The speaker crackled. Then avoice said, “How does it look?’
“Good,” answered the pilat.

“You think it will make a good ar route for profitable operation?”
“Certan of it

“Mountains?’

“All over the place,” said the pilat, his glance going to one on his left, about five miles distant, that rose
skyward well above the plan€e's present dtitude.

He added, “The road, however, follows a natura course between the mountain ridges. So can our
proposed air route. Altitude averages about four thousand feet. The dtimeter's only on 4600 right now.”

“We wouldn't have to use pressurized cabins for vacation trave, then?’
“l doubt it.”
“Thetll save inveding in haf-million dollar planes. They might not pay, to start.”

“Hardly,” agreed the pilot. “But there will be plenty of postwar vacation business up here, and a lot of it
by ar.”

“You bet.” Then, over the speaker, “WEell hear more from you tomorrow?’

1] Yaﬂ



“There's a board meeting here a the arline headquarters tomorrow morning. They'll sure be pleased to
hear your report — especidly snceit comes from ther director.”

“| trust s0,” said the pilot. “Wel—I'm sgning off now. Roger.”
13 R@a‘.”

Doc Savage then turned the dids as he prepared to pick up the fidd at Whitehorse, some miles behind
him. At the same time he opened the throttle and put the powerful plane into a fairly steep dimb, in order
to cirde and skirt amountain ridge not far away.

It was while he was changing wave-lengths that he happened to pick up the “Ham” radio operator's
excited ydling. Doc Savage heard the word “Help!”

He swung the did back on the wave-length and listened.
Next hisunusud flake-gold eyes flickered with intengty. His features, a deep bronze, became taui.

The ham radio operator's words tumbled over one another. He sounded as though he had been chased
by a hungry bear. He was ydling:

“Filot—trouble—going to make forced landing—private plane number NC-8546—somebody
hel p—somebody please go to their ad ...”

There was ajumble of unintdligible words.

Then: “ Approximate location of planeis four miles south of Kluane Lake flats. Going down for a forced
landing. Hurry—hurry—hurry!”

After that the amateur operator's voice became so excited Doc Savage could understand nothing at al.

MEANWHILE, Doc Savage's sturdy plane had dlimbed severa thousand feet. He leveled off, tried once
more to did in words that made sense. He caught asngle word — “Sparks’ — and surmised this to be
the fellow's name. But now the fellow's wild jargon sounded like a Dondld Duck crackling in the receiver.

Doc checked his map. The southern tip of Kluane Lake was seven miles away, directly northeest of
Whitehorse. He put the plane into a 180-degree about-turn and watched the tachometer dimb as he
opened the throttle wide.

The sun had disappeared beyond the horizon. There would be light — sufficent light for any landing at
any fidd other than a flood-lighted airport — for only fifteen more minutes a the outside.

He wondered if the disabled plane had dready crashed.

Doc checked hisingruments and knew his exact destination now. He placed the chart aside and gave his
atention to piloting the plane. His hair, the same unusua bronze hue as his features, rumpled dightly in the
breeze coming in a panel window that had been did open beside him.

That Doc Savage was somewhat of a muscular marvel was evident in the sze of his figure behind the
controls.

Doc's head kept turning dowly, left to right, right to left, as an dert pilot does in flight. Mainly, however,
he centered most of his attention straight ahead.

Exactly two minutes later he picked up the fly speck in the darkening sky. Doc's plane had dready



traveled five miles Snce he had set his new course.
Thetiny ink-spot-speck became a plane. It became a planein assorted kinds of trouble.
Firdt, it did off on one wing and lost a thousand feet of dtitude, as fast as you could say Jack Spratt.

Next, it dimbed. Wesrily, as a kid who has been shoved down a snow bank Sx times and it desperately
trying to redimb for the seventh time.

The plane regained maybe five hundred feet dtitude, then flopped off in a Sde dip again. Thistime, Doc
edimated, the drop ended no more than five hundred feet above the earth.

The earth was flat down there, a wide sweeping plain. It looked like a great arfidd set down in the
middle of nowhere. Northward, dsretching out for many miles, was a lake, looking like a splatter of dull
quicksiiver in the growing dusk.

Doc was diving now. Fast. The disabled plane had started a dimb again. It rose only a few hundred feet.
The next time it fel off, it went dl the way to the earth.

Or seemed to. It couldn't have crashed, because there was no burst of flame indicating an explosion.

Doc gave asgh of rdief. Somehow, the pilot had managed to levd off at the last possible indant. It was
amazing flying, Doc decided.

Doc's own plane was plunging earthward at tremendous speed now. He pulled out of the dive close
enough to the wide, sun-baked flats to see the other plane — a sngle-engine private coupe — skimming
aong only feet above the ground.

Doc was coming right in behind it, his throttle off. He merdy gave the throttle a little yank now and thenin
order to clear the engines of accumulated gas.

One whed of the plane ahead touched the earth. Dust shot up. The craft hed a draight course for a
while, then suddenly went into a ground loop. It spun around as fast as a top.

Doc, tense, let his own craft dip, came down fadt, leveled off close above the ground and landed. It was
adoppy landing. He bounced hard, once, but this was no time for fancy flying.

He braked his own plane to a stop a hundred feet away from the other ship, cut the ignition and lesped
out.

The other plane sat moationless, one whed collapsed benegth it. Luckily it had not turned over.

The pilot got out of the plane while Doc Savage was dill running toward it. He staggered around as
though just hit on the jaw by a club.

He wore fancy knickers and expengive, high leather boots. As Doc approached, the pilot grasped a strut
and steadied himsdf. A hand went shakily to a light-weight flying hdmet and started to pull it off.

“l hope you're dl right,” Doc cdled as he ran. “I thought for a moment —”
He stopped saying that and started, drawing up three paces from the pilot.
Dark, brunette har tumbled down as the pilot whipped off the flying he met.

Chapter Il



“OH!” Doc Savage said. After thet he added, “My!”

Not that it was unusud, in this modern era, for agirl to be flying her own plane. It was smply that he had
taken for granted that pilot would be a man. He had heard only one side of the radio conversation — that
of the excited ham operator. Doc reminded himsalf that it did not pay to jump to conclusons, no matter
whet the circumstances.

He sdldom did.
“Y ou're podtive you're not hurt?’

She jerked her head. Her hand, however, 4ill clutched the plane support and she had not moved.
Regaining her equilibrium, Doc thought. No wonder, after ajolt like that!

“Sure?’ he prodded.
Agan the head shake.

She was gndl, dender and as trim as a minute. Digurbingly pretty. Her eyes were deep brown and
about as large and round as Doc had ever seen.

“Look,” Doc advised, “perhaps you'd better wak around a bit. Start the circulation, you know.”

Shedidn't move. For abrief indant she tilted her head back dightly in order to glance up a him. It was
necessary for her to do that because of the difference in their Szes. The mere glance sent dectric flashes
coursng through him.

Suffering from a dight amount of shock, Doc guessed. He was postive she was not injured. Her eyes
were clear. Blasted disturbing eyes, too. Like wondrous little-girl eyes.

“Here—" he said, and reached ingde the plane.

It was a amdl, two-place job, but wel equipped. He had quickly noted the large numbers on the wing:
NC-8546. The same plane that had been in trouble, dl right.

Doc removed one of the seat cushions and placed it on the ground.
“It might be better,” he suggested, “if you St down for a moment.”
She followed his suggestion. Still, she had said nothing.

There was good color in her cheeks. Doc was positive shed sngp out of it in a moment, so he swung his
big figure ingde the cabin and made a swift ingpection.

He worked various controls. The collgpsed whed was bad enough. He frowned when he discovered that
one of the cables to the rudder was snapped. Finding a flashlight in a dip fastened to the cowling, he
looked further.

And he saw now why the plane had been going into the side dips. He put the flaghlight in his pocket —
Doc wore a plan gray business suit, because it had been a warm day — and dimbed out of the plane
agan. A dight drop in the temperature and the gpproaching darkness reminded him that night was fast
dogng. Shortly it would be chilly and dark.

“Well have to leave your plane here,” hetold the girl. “I'll see what | can do about sending a repair crew
out here tomorrow. It's a wonder you weren't killed.”



Oddly, she did not move. He stepped a little closer. Evening twilight was decelving now. He had
imagined she was watching him intently, but her eyes were such a deep, dark brown that he could not be
certain.

He must have been mistaken.

“I'l fly you to the nearest airport,” Doc said. “The sooner we get started, the better. It will be pitch black
shortly.”

He leaned down to hep her to her feet, and thought she diffened dightly. He said, “I'm Clark Savage,
J.—Doc Savage, to some.” He amiled. “Now, if I knew yours, we wouldn't have to be quite so formd.”

“Paience” she said.

It was the very fird time she had spoken. Sound of her voice gave Doc Savage a double shock. Firgt
because she had spoken so suddenly — aso, because it was such a sweet, pleasant, wdl modulated
voice. An unusud mixture of young-girl-voice and reserved, wdl-trained older woman's.

“Patience?’ Doc repested.
She jerked her head.
A nice name, Doc thought. It suited her sweet-looking persondity.

He said, amiling, “Wdl, now that we have the formdities over with, shdl we start? We ought to take off
pretty quick.”

He reached down to take her arm.
Petience jumped to her feet with alittle startled cry on her lips
She began going away from there as though a pack of coyotes were on her heds.

THE girl named Petience ran like a frightened fawn. Straight out across the table-smooth flats that
stretched for miles between Kluane Lake and the Alcan Road, somewhere far off to the right hidden now
by approaching darkness. Beyond — dark, dumbering giants — were the mountains.

Nothing else.

Running away from something in that great, quiet vastness was like trying to escape a thunderstorm on a
raft in the middle of the Atlantic.

Petience must have redlized this after she ran a hundred yards. She drew up, turned to look back at Doc
Savage, stood very dill.

Doc waked up to her. He didn't run. He didn't want to frighten her further — if he had frightened her.

But he didn't think he had. 1t was something else, an expression that had been in her eyes just before she
took off. He had afeding she was terrified about whatever it was that frightened her.

She wasn't hurt. Otherwise, she couldn't have run like that. The terror, or whatever it was, accounted for
the speechless way she had stat motionless on the seat cushion.

Doc had reached her sde again.



“Youd better,” said Doc, “get whatever traveling essentias you need out of your plane. You understand
you can't day out here dl night?’

Her deep brown eyes surveyed hm a moment, went away, came back agan. There was a hint of
confidence in their depths.

“I've never heard of Doc Savage,” she said. She had managed to regain her breath waiting her approach.
“Youll have to take my word for it — about my identity,” Doc told her.
“l have only asngle light handbag,” she said, Sarting toward her disabled plane.

Doc waked a her sde. He was not surprised that his name made no impresson on her. After dl, a
number of people not involved or interested in the pursuit of evildoers to the fa-flung corners of the
world would know of Doc Savage.

Doc was, in fact, glad he could meet her on equa ground. He thought she needed help.

BACK at her broken ship, her dim figure disappeared ingde for a moment and then she reappeared with
asmdl overnight bag. Doc took it and led the way to his own plane.

“Where to?" he asked, heping her into the cabin.
“Wason Lake. There's an airport back there.”

“We couldn't posshly make it,” Doc pointed out. “Theres dmogs back in British Columbia, and
hundreds of miles away. | haven't enough gasin the tanks.”

He had dammed the cabin door and was not switching on the inertia starters.
“Fairbanks,” said Patience.

“Worse yet,” Doc's eyebrows raised dightly. “ That's farther dill.” She certainly seemed to want to get as
far away from here as possible.

“Wd| —" she Started.

The motors caught and drowned out her words. Doc held the breaks on, made his checkup, then they
were taking off. Any part of the smooth flats would have served for a runway. Doc was usng landing
lightsfor the takeoff.

Inthe air, he continued, “1 was going to put in a Whitehorse. That's closest.”
“Whitehorse?’

“Youll find a hotdl there.”

“l know —" she bit her lip and was dlent.

Doc kept the ship in a steady climb, ganing plenty of dtitude. Stars were popping out of the sky. He
checked the gtars and his ingruments, turning his head back and forth as he watched the night sky.
Running lights had been switched off immediatdy after the takeoff. They moved through an awe-ingpiring,
vaulted world.

Once, glancing back to check star points, Doc frowned. He looked back again a moment later. Then he



gave his atention to the girl.
“Jugt what,” he queried solicitoudy, “are you running away from?’

The girl named Peatience continued to worry her lower lip with her amdl even teeth. Abruptly she stopped
doing that and looked across a Doc. Patience gave him just about the most gorgeous amile he had ever
seen.

“Running away from what?’ she asked.

“Whatever it is you're running away from.”

“But I'm not. Redlly!”

“Doc thought about that for a moment.

“Sure?’ he prodded.

“Sure”

“You cartanly weren't chasang gophers a few moments ago.”

“Oh, that!” Patience settled down in the seet beside Doc Savage, unzippered her lightweight summer
flying jacket and looked completely relaxed. “After dl,” she pointed out, “I didn't know you. And you're
somewhat of a super-size man, Doc Savage. Any girl would run, the firgt time — especidly up hereinthe
wilderness!”

Doc amiled.
“Then I'm not so frightening after dl?’
She shook her head, her brown eyes twinkling. “Hardly!”

Doc fdt some rdif, for he had been in a sort of predicament. Taking care of afrightened girl was touchy
business anytime. Watching over her while trying to handle a plane in the air was something else again. So
hefdt rdieved that she had got over being frightened.

IT wasn't long until they picked up the Whitehorse radio beam. The flight, in arline miles, was less than a
hundred miles— only a hop, skip and jump for Doc's fast plane.

Every moment or so Doc Savage's sharp gaze scanned the night skies in the usud pilot's checkup during
flight. Driving a car, one watches the highway ahead; in the air, one continudly checks the sky around him
— in every direction induding overhead and below.

Not that Doc expected to see any other craft. Along a busy arline in the States it would be different.
Here, expecidly at night, a plane every twenty-four hours of so would be heavy traffic.

The night was now clear and bright, the dark velvet of the sky star-studded. They were far enough north
that the stars seemed within arm's reach, and as bright as lanterns.

Soon they would be picking up the lights of town.
Doc said, “As| told you, I'll have someone take care of your planein the morning.”

“Won't that put you to a great ded of trouble?’



He shook his head. “I'm in that business, sort of . | mean — | have an interest in the arline business.
We're consdering sarting a post-war route to Alaska. | imagine a great many people will be coming up
here on vacation travel.”

“They certainly will.”

Petience was interested in Doc Savage's remarks. “The Alcan Road — some people refer to it as the
Alaskan Highway — will be a greet drawing card for tourigts, too.” She motioned downward. “This is
the most gorgeous country in the world to drive through. Some folks think of this territory as blesk and
frozen. Summertime, up here, is perfectly marvelous”

Doc nodded.

He explained, “We plan a combined travel-here-by-plane-rent-your-own-car service. Touring cars will
be available for travelers when they reach various airports dong the Alcan Road.”

“So you're up here meking a survey?”
“That's right.”

“It seems to me” sad Patience thoughtfully, “I read something about the proposed new route in the
newspapers. But | don't recdl seeing your name —"

Doc sad, “There was quite a bit of publicity. Most people, however, don't know I'm connected with the
arline”

“l should think you'd like the publicity?’

Doc did not reply directly to the question. “I get enough asitis” he said.

Doc Savage was connected with various enterprises, foundations and organizations that hed
accomplished a greet ded of good in the world — the kind of work that, without profit, helped further
man's progress or aided peoplein distress or trouble.

Some people heard of Doc Savage when he diminated various evil dements that threatened society.
Such worthwhile activity was bound to get publicity.

Therest of the time — which was whenever possible — Doc Savage preferred that his name not appear
in connection with his work.

Petience was pointing ahead and dightly to the right. “That must be the town of Whitehorse,” she sad
brightly.

Doc had just turned his head to make a checkup of the skies again. He svung his eyes back to the girl
and then followed her gaze. Nodding, he said, “We're dightly off course.” He set the nose of the plane
directly towards the town.

They had been a bit off course because, in craning his head around, Doc had unconscioudy used a dight
amount of |eft rudder. But he had been intent on the star behind them. At fird, he had used the dar as a
check point to verify his course. Then, oddly, the star had blinked out. Now it had blacked out again for
abare ingant.

Which meant something had crossed its path. Twicel

Doc was positive now that the other plane was trailing them.



Chapter Il

DOC SAVAGE landed at the Whitehorse airport, taxied up near the amdl tower, cut the ignition and
they dimbed out. Doc carried the girl's overnight bag and one of his own.

The airport manager had come out to meet them. His eyes went to the number on the bronze man's
plane, then back to Doc.

“I've been looking for you, Sr,” he greeted.

Then he looked at Patience and he seemed impressed with what he saw. “I didnt know you had a
passenger —’

Doc explained about the girl's plane. “1t will be taken care of in the morning. I'l handle it.”

Making arrangements for the toring of his own craft overnight, they went insde the smdl office so that
Doc could 9gn the airport log book, aformdity &t dl airports.

The manager's name was Willis He was a dender, active man with friendly gray eyes. He did his best not
to act impressed by Doc Savage's presence, but at the same time he was fluttering around nervoudy,
waiting on them. He drew up a chair for the girl, one for Doc.

Paying the usud airport fee, Doc arranged for refuding and minor sarvicing of the plane. Then he asked
directions to the hotdl.

Willis stepped outside, shouted a name, and shortly an unusua character appeared out of the quiet, mild
night.

Willis the manager, sad, “Yukon, here, runs the locd liveey — one taxi-cab, vintage
Lord-knows-when!” He amiled a Doc. “Hell drive you over to the town.”

YUKON was quite a felow.

He was probably sxty. His skin was the color of well-aged, dark saddle leather, with pleats. Bright,
coal-black button eyes were deeply imbedded in this cowhide skin. The eyes held more fire and sparkle
than a man hdf his age. He was no more than three inches over five feet, and reminded one of a short,
tough length of high-tenson sted!.

“Seemslike | heard you cdl me” said Y ukon, his active eyes going to the airport manager as he bounced
ingde the room.

“Some passengers for you,” said Willis

“Shuckd” said Y ukon. “Come ten o'clock, an' | was expectin’ to knock off for a snort.” His quick gaze
flashed to awdl clock. “It's ten till, now!”

Willisglanced at Doc Savage, winked. “It takes only five minutes to drive to the hotdl,” he pointed out to
Y ukon. “Thet gives you five more minutes to reach the nearest bar—about three doors from the hotd.”
He added, “Y ou've been deegping out there in your hack for the past hour.”

“Thinkin' — not deepin’,” corrected Y ukon.
“About that drink, | suppose,” said Willis
“Yep. Makin' up my mind.”



Doc Savage had been sudying the man with interest. He remembered him now.

Jugt then, Yukon took hisfirg good look at his potentia passengers. His interest, momentarily, was in
brown-eyed Patience. Findly he got around to sudying Doc Savage and he gave avisble start.

“Wdl, blast my ornery hidel” he exclaimed.
He jumped across the room, grasped Doc's hand and started pumping it furioudy.
“l think,” said Doc, “the name is Timothy Michad Kely, isn't that correct?’

The tough, leethery-looking man, jerked his head. “But that's only my votin' name. Up here, it's Y ukon.”
He seemed as tickled as a kid with a new toad-sticker. “Gollickerd Y ou remember me, en?’

Doc nodded.
“Gosh!” grinned Y ukon. Then, “Imaging! Jeepers!”
Willisand the girl looked at one another, puzzled. Then Willis asked, “What's egting you, Y ukon?’

The ageless wiry little man explained, “Noo Y ork, that's where it was, couple years ago when | took that
blasted sghtseain’ trip. | got me a snoatful an' was ridin' around one of them Noo York subways an'
couldn't get out of the damned rat trap. Remember, Mr. Savage? | was lower'n a sow's bdly. Some
dicker lifted my money an' | was broke.” He turned to Willis with admiration hining in his eyes. “Mr.
Savage, here, gives me some money, gets me on a plane and sends me home. But for him, | sure might've
been in one hdluvafix!”

Doc sad to the girl, “Are you familiar with New Y ork?’
“My home's there.”

Somehow, this came as a surprise to Doc Savage. He supposed it was because he had found her a way
up here so many miles from New York. Of course, he decided, there was no reason why her home
couldn't be back there.

He told her, “Yukon was stuck on that subway shuttle that runs between Times Square and Grand
Centrd. He had been riding back and forth for hours.”

Patience tried to cover agmile
“Me” put in Yukon, “I'm stayin' put from now on!”

Next he was grabhbing ther luggage. “Any place you want go, Mr. Savage. Jest name it. Hells bells, 1'll
drive you folks to Fairbanks, if you say so!”

“The hotd will do,” Doc said pleasantly.

DOC SAVAGE and the girl were dlent on the short drive to the town's leading hotd. They had little
opportunity to be otherwise.

Y ukon's please chatter kept pace with the rattle-de-bang clatter of the old Model T which he drove.
The hotd was hardly a Wadorf.

The dtructure was three stories high, wooden frame, square, with a long plain front porch built with a



raling for locd “Stters’.
The rooms, nevertheless, were large and comfortable, supplied with good, sturdy furniture,

There was a wing that formed one sde of the building. Doc Savaged that he and the girl would have
rooms in the same wing, on the same floor, the second. There was no eevator.

Later, he was to remember that some premonition had caused him to do this.

He bid Patience good night, Sating that he would meet her at breskfast in the morning and make further
arrangements about her disabled plane.

“Y ou've been anfully nice” Patience told him, standing in the doorway of her room just before Doc took
his departure for his own room. “I'll certainly not forget whet you've done for me.’

“Any pilot would have done the same thing.”

“I know, but —" She amiled sweetly, and Doc fdt his scap tingle right down to the roots.
“Wel, good night.”

“Good night,” she said, and closed the door.

Doc went down the hdlway and entered his own room.

OUTSIDE the windows, on his Sde of the hotd, a narrow gauge railroad cut right through the town
street. It was a spur line that led from Whitehorse to the seacoast, and had been used to carry in supplies
for the Alcan Highway during congtruction. Ships from Sesttle and the States had brought equipment
north, then it had been trandferred to the railroad that ended here practicdly outsde the hotd windows.

Asamatter of fact, severd freight cars stood out there now in the quiet darkness, dmost directly under
the hotd windows.

It was along cry from Park Avenue.

Doc put through a cdl to an auxiliary fidd that his arline company maintained south of Vancouver, just
ingde the U. S. boundary. He talked for some time. When he findly hung up, arrangements had been
mede for a repair flight crew to be a Kluane Lake flatsin the morning. Perhaps before that.

Then Doc left the hotel and looked up Y ukon at the nearby bar.

He located Y ukon by the smple process of finding the old open moded Ford touring car and sounding the
horn.

Y ukon came bouncing out of the place on springs, sarting to bellow, “What's the idear blagsin' on that
horn? Can't you see service is shut down for the night? Can't —”

He spotted Doc Savage and his seamy features took on aworried expression.
“Ohl” he sad. “Hi, Mr. Savage. Somethin' wrong? Anything | can do?’

“Nothing's wrong, Yukon,” sad Doc pleasantly. He decided that he liked this fdlow's frank, direct
manner — for dl its holding-a-polecat-by-the-tail characterigtics. “I'd merdy like to rent your car for a
litle while”



“Rent, hdl!” cried Yukon. “Take the blasted crate. She's full of gas an' vinegar. Best damn jaopy in
Whitehorse. You bring 'er back when you durnwell please, Mr. Savage.” He mationed down the village
Street, deserted now, indicating a dilapidated-looking wooden dgn extended out above a garage
doorway. A plain, weak-powered eectric light bulb partidly illuminated the sgn.

“That's my livery. | deep there — right in the office. Reckon you can find me there after | have me
another little snort.”

Doc sad, “Thiswon't take long,” and sivung hisbig frame in behind the whed!.

“Wdl, you jugt run Brunhilda in the garage and shut her off, if I'm adeep,” said Y ukon, standing on the
curb. He wore a fireman's-type peaked cap, which made his leathery features appear incongruoudy
gmdl.

Doc drove off, windng alittle as the loud clatter of the machine broke the dumberous slence of the town
dreet.

But the car had plenty of “vinegar” as Y ukon has said. It took off like a rabbit chased by a greyhound.
Doc Savage drove out to the airport.

WILLIS, the airport manager, was just locking up for the night. Red fidd marker lights had been left
switched on , otherwise the airport was in darkness.

As the man told Doc Savage, “There won't be any more planesin tonight. Too late”

Thenight as star-bright and quiet. In the distance, beyond the flying field, crickets chirped. Doc Savage
and the dender, dert-moving airport manager stood just outside the closed, darkened tower-office.

“You serviced the Sparton?’

“All taken care of, gr,” Willis said. He nodded toward a samdl hangar, nearby. “Locked up good and
secure for the night. Youll find me here firg thing in the morning.”

“Thank you,” said Doc.

“Keeps me busy here. My boy will help out when he gets back from service. He's a flyer. Stll with the
Air Trangport Command. Expects to get out soon.” Willis friendly gray eyes looked tired. “I'd have a
been home in bed right now, only there was another check-in shortly after you and the lady left here” He
rubbed his neck and yawned. “Anyone ese comes in tonight, they can park ther ship right here outside.
It's anice clear night. No wind. Won't do any harm.”

“You mean,” asked Doc, referring back to the manager's statement of a check-in, “one of your loca
flyers?’

Doc Savage decided his trip back to the airport had not been in vain. He had rather suspected to hear
about the plane arrivdl.

Willis shook his head.

“No, it was a couple sportsmen brought in by a private contract pilot. Said they were going to do some
hunting a little north of here”

“The plane took off agan?’



“Yes. Those contract boys work night and day. Spell one another flying the planes. Theyll fly anything
from furniture to babies.”

“The pilat afriend of yours?’

“No, he was a new one,” sad Willis He told Doc the 9ze and type of plane. He had started waking
with Doc toward the dilapidated jitney that belonged to Y ukon, obvioudy hopeful of aride home. “Guess
he was from Edmonton. There's a couple of contract flying services down there. | think | heard him say
Edmonton.”

“These two sportsmen,” continued Doc casudly, “you say were dropped off here — have you ever seen
them before? Know them?’

Willis started to shake his head, then drew up short and looked at Doc Savage.

“I'm not very sharp tonight, am 1?7’ he said. “| thought you just drove back out here to see that your own
plane was serviced for mormning. You think there is something odd about the arivd of those two
sportsmen?”’

Doc had not wanted to arouse the airport manager's concern. Besides, there was probably not a thing to
it. Business executives frequently flew up to this part of the country for hunting and fishing.

Yes he kept thinking of that plane, flying a night without red-and-green running lights, which had so
obvioudy trailed him after he had picked up Patience. It had disappeared shortly before they had landed
here & Whitehorse,

The plane could have eadly circled away, ddaying ariva, and later come back.
Why?
Doc said, “It's possible they were friends of mine We might take a glance a the log book.”

Willis swung back towards the office. “Say, I'm sorry!” he exclaimed. “Those men were from the Sates.
| should have told you.”

He unlocked the office door and they stepped ingde. Willis switched on the desk lamp and pulled the
register toward him.

He was saying, “The pilot registered, paid for some gas, then we went out to fill up his tank. | didn't pay
much atention to the names and plane number he wrote down. Let's see —”

But Doc Savage had dready seen, before Willis cried sharply, “That's funny!”
“Apparently,” Doc pointed out, “they used that bottle of ink eradicator you have here on the desk.

In the space benesth Doc Savage's own plane regidry in the airport logbook, the paper was ill dightly
damp. Now the lagt entry of the day had been expertly removed with the eradicator. Doc decided there
was no way to tdl what had been written there. Not even an indentation had been left by the writing.

“You wouldn't recal the number that appeared on the plane wing?’ asked Doc.

Willis swore. “Damm it, no! Daytime, | might have noticed it. But | saw the pilat filling in the book, so |
paid no attention a dl.” He stared, puzzled, a Doc Savage. Obvioudy nathing like this ever happened in
his part of the world. “I don't get it. Why would they want to remove information about the plane
number, their names and dl?’



“Precaution,” said Doc. Then, “Y ou went outside with the pilat to gas up the tank?”
“Thet's right —"
“And the two sportsmen waited in here?’

“Yes. They only hung around a couple of minutes. They were getting their gun cases and suff together.
Since Y ukon wasn't around, they waked into town —” He paused, gray eyes snapping with fire. “Say,
one of them made that erasure while | was outside with the pilot!”

“Exactly,” agreed Doc.

Chapter IV
WILLIS had log dl his degpiness. He was vishly upset over the fact that someone had tried to put
something over on him.
“Dammiit, I'll notify the Mounted and the dvil ar patrol. I'll have that pilot set down for the rest of his—’
Doc interrupted the outburst. “Which way did the pilot head after he took off?’

“North.” Willis gave Doc a sharp glance and grabbed for the telephone. “Say, that's it! Il cdl every
arport north of here. I'll catch that wise guy and —’

“Ruse” sad Doc quietly.
Willis paused, caming down a bit, sudying the bronze man's face.
“Ruse?

“Trick,” explaned Doc Savage. “His dedtination probably isnt northward a dl. You might” he
suggested quietly, “try to remember some one thing that was said while they were here, something that
might hdp identify that plane or its passengers.”

The arport manager was simulated to action by Doc's statement. He started to reach for the telephone
agan. “Hotd!” he rapped. “That's where well locate those two guys Well make them tdl the pilot's
name and plane registry. Nobody's going to make a Monkey out of me! Besides, there's a lav againgt
not registering —’

Doc nodded, cam, then suggested they go about this in a more logica way. Besides, he pointed out,
there was probably a very good explandtion for the erasure in the log book. Perhaps the two huntsmen
were two nationdly known figures seeking a quiet holiday. They wanted to avoid publicity.

Doc's purpose was to stop Willis from mixing into the thing. Already an uneasiness was dirring in Doc
Savage. He was anxious to get back to the hotd. Not that he expected to find the two Strangers
registered there — or a any other of the smdler rooming houses and second-rate lodging places in town.

Thething was, he wanted to handle this mystery aone.

“I think,” he told Willis, “youll find a perfectly logicd explanation, later, for the dimination of this log
book entry. Why not gt tight on it overnight?’

The bronze man's unexcited manner camed Willis. He agreed maybe that would be better. They had
locked the office agan, were leaving, when the airport manager suddenly remembered something,
however.



“You know,” he said, puzzled, “one of those hunters called something to the pilot while we were puiting
gasin the plane. That was when they were leaving to walk to town.”

“Yes? Doc prompted quietly.

“One of them cdled to the pilot and said, 'See you in Gotham, Alfred’. | never heard of that town, not
around here. But I'll look it up on my map in the morning. Then | can locate that dicker pilot and give him
ablagt.”

“A good idea,” suggested Doc.
The darkness shidded the quick flicker of interest that had come into his unusud eyes.

A FEW moment later, Doc Savage had dropped Willis off & a little cottage on the outskirts of town.
Then he hurried back to the hotdl.

Leaving the old car outside, he learned from the night clerk that here had been no arrivas since thet of his
own and the girl's He had not thought there would be. Doc was positive the two strangers were not
registered anywhere in Whitehorse.

He went quickly to his room and put through acal to New York City. The cdl was to a hotd there, and
Doc asked for a certain Andrew Blodgett Mayfair.

Soon Monk Mayfair, one of his associates, was on the line

“Gdlly,” said Monk's voice, “I'm sure glad you cdled, Doc.”

“Anything wrong?’

“No, but theres gonnabel” Monk explained further. “That two-bit shyster, Ham Brooks, invited me out
for a steak dinner, then out fumbled me for the check. Soon's | catch up with him, I'm gonna shoot some
holesin his head. That Ham's too blasted smart, iswhat! Thought | ought to tel you.”

Doc Savage couldn't help amiling allittle. The eternd squabbling of two of his aides, Monk and Ham, was
history.

“Ligen, Monk,” he said over the ling, “theres a detal you and Ham might handle for me. It's rather
important —’

Monk forgot his persond troubles. Doc Savage had said enough to tel him the assgnment was probably
urgent.

“Yeeh, Doc?’

“l have an idea a plane has left Whitehorse, here, and is heading for New York.” He repeated the Sze
and type of craft that Willis had named. “The pilot's name is Alfred, that's dl | can tdl you. Find out
everything you can about plane and pilot.” The bronze man did some swift menta figuring. Then he stated
the exact minmum number of hours it would take the mystery plane to reach New York, dlowing for
refuding stops and such.

“That would be the minimum time it would take for the flight,” Doc explained. “It might be any time
longer then that.”

Monk assured him they'd be a LaGuardia Airport in plenty of time to intercept the plane if it arrived in
New York.



Giving Monk Mayfair his present address, and telephone number, Doc hung up. There was no need to
tdl his assigtant further details. Monk and Ham would move right in and cover every detail. Besides, Doc
found himsdf more tense each moment. He wanted to check on the girl Patience.

Stepping down the second-floor hall, he rapped on her door. The hotel was quiet. A dight breeze ruffled
awindow curtain at the dead-end of the hdlway, at the rear.

Whitehorse was not a town of bright lights and night life. Its residents retired early. Ten o'clock was alae
hour for most of them.

Doc waited. No answer. He rapped again.

And found himsdf becoming more upsat about her each moment. He had decided that she was in some
kind of danger, just what he did not know. Her fear had been obvious to him, though she had tried
desperately to conced it.

Rdief took hold of him when shefindly answered.
“Who—isit?'
Her voice sounded fearful.

DOC identified himsdf. Her voice had sounded as though it had come from far across the room, beyond
the closed door, as though she might be standing back there terrified because someone had knocked on
the room door.

“May | see you amoment?’ queried Doc. His voice was reassuring.
“Jugt aminute” came the girl's muffled voice again.

The minute turned out to be severa long ones. Various noises coming from beyond the locked door
puzzled him. It sounded as though someone were trying to take down the side of the building.

At lagt the door swung open partway.

He expected to see Patience clad in negligee, pgjamas, nightgown or whatever it is a sweet-looking girl
of her type wears to bed.

She wore none of these. Patience was 4ill fully dressed as he had last seen her, with the exception that
she had removed the flying jacket.

She wore awhite shirtwais that gave further evidence of her trim, shapely figure.
“Isthere,” she asked hestatingly, “anything—wrong?’

Doc asked, “Have you unpacked?’ and dtarted to step ingde the doorway of the room, and decided
there was something wrong. He had to squeeze past the blocked door.

Petience had stacked dresser, writing table, chairs, luggage rack and waste basket one atop the other
agang the hdl door. Doc's quick glance — and duffiness of the room — told him the Sngle window was
tightly closed and probably locked.

And Patience had a manner about her which indicated she had been dtting on the very edge of the bed,
reedy to leap, ever snce Doc had left her.



“Worried?" asked Doc.

“Oh, no!”

She attempted alight smile.
“Nothing bothering you?’

“Not athing in the world, redly!”

The rug was rumpled, as though she might have tried to push the heavy double-szed bed up againg the
door dso.

“Doyou,” Doc prodded, “dways rearrange the furniture before you retire?”

She amiled. With her mouth, Doc Savage noticed, not her eyes. She was redly frightened about
something.

“Somnambuliam,” Patience explained. “I'm dways afraid, waking in my deep, Il leave the room and
maybe hurt mysdf. Y ou know — maybe fdl or strike something.”

“Oh.”

Doc wasn't convinced.

“Why did you ask meif | had unpacked my things yet?' asked the girl.
“Switch rooms,” he said.

“| don't understand —”

“| thought it might be better.”

“Buy, why?’

“Most women,” Doc reminded, “are indined to be superdtitious about the number 13 on their hotel room
door.”

Petience jumped.

Her eyes lage and dartled, Patience squeezed past hm — she was no larger than a gadget in
comparison with Doc Savage — look ed at the outside of the door, saw the number, stared at him as
though she had just swallowed an extra large lemon, then saized hisarm.

She was trembling.
“Good heavens, | hadn't noticed!”

“Most hotels” said Doc Savage, “pass up the number thirteen on floors and rooms. Up in this country |
guess they're not superdtitious. | didn't notice the room number when the clerk checked you in. As a
maiter of fact, he didn't mention the room number, but merely brought you up here and placed the key in
the door for you.”

“That'sright!” remembered Patience. “He did exactly that. |—am terribly superdtitious about a thing like
that. Perhaps it would be better—that is, if you don't redly mind —"



Doc Savage picked up her overnight bag, aso piled on the dresser-barricade which she had managed to
push dightly aside in order to admit him. He looked around.

“Anything dse?’

Patience ran into the bathroom and came back with a tooth brush and some tailetries clutched in her
hands.

“That'sdl,” she said somewhat shakily.

Doc preceded the girl to his own room, pulled the shades down to the I, said to her as she followed
hmin, “The loca gossips might not understand.”

She nodded.

Doc had decided it would be best not to tdl her the red reason for the switch of rooms. It was not
because her room was number 13. He had noticed this when she checked into the hotd .

He picked up his own luggage, paused in the doorway a moment, smiled reassuringly. “Now you can rest
easy. Breskfast a eight?

“Eight will be perfect,” she said. She flashed him one of her ddightful little-girl smiles. “Good night again.”
“Good night.”

The door closed, Doc Savage went two paces down the hdlway, paused, stood there ligening a
moment. Assorted sounds came dmost immediady from within the girl's new room.

She was moving the furniture again.

He continued to Room 13. In a few moments her had the furniture back in place and his luggage
unpacked. He removed a flashlight from his bag — he had I€ft the girl's flashlight in his plane — went
quiely downgtairs and outside into the night.

THE town was a quiet as a cemetery.

Apparently the street outside the hotd was the main thoroughfare. At the corner of the hotdl it intersected
the side-street dong which ran the railroad tracks.

In the other direction, to the left, was the business didtrict, looking now like a amdl western town shut
down on Sunday and with amantle of darkness thrown over it.

The weak dectric bulb dill glowered over Yukon's livery entrance. The nearby bar was closed, aso,
Doc observed. Y ukon was probably adeep by now.

Doc Savage decided that the old Ford would be dl right for the night where he had Ift it, a dozen yards
away from himin front of the hotd. Y ukon had probably seen it parked there, anyway.

Doc stood quietly, ligening to the sort of sound that comes out of a perfectly gill night. There was a large
tree beside the short flight of steps that led down to the sdewak. He stood in the shadow of the tree,
moationless, for sometime.

He couldn't detect the dightest indication of anyone moving about in the degping town. The scuff of a
foot would have traveled far in the illness



After awhile, waking slently on the grass, Doc Savage circled the three-story hotel structure. The heavy
rain of twenty-four hours ago 4ill caused the ground to be damp and somewhat spongy.

Severd times he went down close to the earth, cupping the flaghlight lens so that its beam would not
travel more than afew inches.

He inspected the damp ground near the building walls, beneath a latice work that led upward a one
spot, below the narrow iron fire escape at the rear.

He reached the condusion that on one had been prowling around the hotel. Not tonight, anyway. Doc
returned to his own room and a few moments later hislight went out. The time was about eleven o'clock.

It wasn't very much later that someone tried to murder Patience.

Chapter V

THE bullet came through the open window, skimmed the surface of the large bed by only eight inches,
dapped into the marble top of the heavy dresser with a loud thun-n-k of a sound and the marble
plintered.

There had been no sound of a shot fired — only the sudden, sartling impact of the lead pellet againgt the
old-fashioned marble dresser top.

Someone was usng a slenced rifle.

And, Doc Savage decided, they were trying to murder the gil Patience, because this was Room 13 and
the gil was supposed to be degping in this bed.

Switching rooms, he concluded, had proved wise. Patience, terrified, might have leaped out of bed, and
would have become a perfect target for the second shot.

For it followed dmost immediately.
But Doc Savage was not in the bed.

Forcing himsdf to remain flat, he had wriggled swiftly across the bed and tumbled to the floor. He
dragged the thick mattress down with him and used it was a shidd between himsdf and the window.
Police laboratories use large wads of cotton batting into which to fire shots during various baligtics tests.
A few inches of such materid can stop adug faster than anything.

The mattress was made of cotton.

Doc carefully began wiggling across the floor of the room, dragging the mattress with him. Momentarily,
no more shots came.

The whole thing was rather spine-tingling.

Naturaly there was no gun sound, no warning. Just that eerie dunk of lead into the dresser. Doc was
lying on his back benegth the piece of furniture, having crawled there, the mattress il protecting him.

The second shot was lower down. His gingerly probing fingers told him this. That second shot had drilled
right through the spot where Patience would have been degping in the bed — had she been there as
planned.

Doc fet a shock just thinking about it. A finegirl like her!



He had not remained motionless. His quick, careful movements kept him sneking across the floor.
Handling the mattress at the same time was somewhat of a problem. But there was no way of tdling
when the next shot might come.

Passing histraveling bag, dill on alow rack near the foot of the bed, he reached up, fdt around among
some clean shirts and located his gun. Then he started a cautious approach to the window.

Not that he went in a direct line to the window. His stak was dong the wdl of the room, low down,
gomach right againgt the floor. Doc came to the window from the side.

Arrivd of the third shot splintered the middle of the windowsll.

DOC SAVAGE managed to prop the mattress — a part of it — up between himsdf and the sl edge.
The base of the window frame was wdl up from the floor. The frame was andl and not of the modern

type.

His gaze darting back across the room, Doc estimated reverse line of the bullet from the dresser, across
the bed, over the windowsll and outsde into the night.

One of severd large trees in a grove some distance behind the hotel, Doc surmised, was the hiding place
of the marksman with the silenced rifle

He was up in the tree, hidden by foliage. There was enough light — the moon, a section of it, was moving
between high drifting clouds — so that Doc could see the trees. Bt little of anything else.

Usng avery corner of the window for a gun sight, Doc sent two quick shots toward the treetop.
The .45's thunder was loud indeed. It sounded as though a amdl meteor had falen on the degping village.

Somewhere in the night several dogs started barking excitedly. On the third floor of the hotel a window
rased higher and a woman's voice bawled worriedly, “George! For land's sake get back in bed. What's
the matter with you staring out the window in the middle of the night.”

George's loud “Sshhl” carried planly.

Through the assorted noises — the blast of his own gun, dogs barking, the woman shouting up above —
Doc Savage was trying to ligen for the sound of anyone scrambling down out of the tree. It was
impossible to tell.

Also, there was auffident darkness beneeth the trees, fifty yards digtant, that he could not be sure
whether anyone was hedlily leaving the sniping hideout or not.

No more shots came, however.

Doc duffed the .45 indde his shirt and hurried downdtairs. He was fully dressed. He had not dept since
turning off the light, but had remained fully and dertly awake.

He'd had a premonition that Something was going to happen.

He met the deepy hotd clerk at the foot of the stairs. The man was ederly, gray-haired and fat. He was
deaf enough that he was confused by the commotion going on in some of the rooms above. Doors had
opened. People were cdling back and forth.

“What in blazesis going on up there?’ the fat man demanded.



He spoke loudly.

Doc said, “Polecat.”

“How's that?’ the clerk said, cupping a hand to his ear.

“Polecat,” repeated Doc, aso speaking loudly. “Keeping me awake.”
“Shucks,” grunted the man, “polecats ain't nothing. We have them dl the time”

As Doc disappeared outside, the clerk met one of the guests on the stairway and started shushing him
back to bed.

Petience came running out of the hotd right behind Doc Savage.

“I HEARD—some shooting!” she gasped, running up to him.

She wore alight-weight robe over pale-blue pgjamas. Her eyes hed fear.
“Youredl right?’ asked Doc.

“yYes”

“No onetried to get into your room?’

“No.” Her eyes grew larger and more frightened. “That is—I don't think they did.” She explained further,
“l was adeep. | heard a shot.”

“There were two,” said Doc Savage. “The fird one probably roused you, and then you heard the
second.”

She dung to his arm with the intengity of a scared child.
“Wh — what's happening?’ she asked tensdly.

As they talked, Doc had motioned toward the garage — Y ukon's livery place — and was hurrying the
grl that way. There was urgency in his stride.

He was saying, “Just what's going on, I'm not exactly sure.” He thought it best not to explain the murder
attempt had really been on her life. “You stay with Y ukon a moment. | wish you had not left the room.”

“Where are you going?’
Petience spoke dmogt breathlesdy, kegping pace with the bronze man's quick long strides.
“I'l be back soon,” wasdl Doc said.

And just as they reached the garage doorway — man driveway doors were sanding wide open in the
mild night — Y ukon popped out of the doorway, looking ready to fight somebody. He was taking a hitch
inthe old bdlt that held up his dungarees.

“It seems like” Yukon exploded, “I heard some shootin'! What's goin' on?’ He wiped the back of his
shirt deeve across his face. “We only have fights around here on Saturday nights”

“Take care of Patience,” Doc indructed quickly.



“You figger you need help?’ Y ukon eyed Doc intently.
“Not yet.” He added, “Better stay ingde the garage.”

He swvung away and disappeared dmog indantly beneath old trees that lined the street, his figure
concealed by the shadows.

He was thinking of a pin that Patience had been wearing on her robe. The brooch contained an emerald
about the 9ze of an egg. It had gleamed like a cat's eye in the night.

DOC approached the grove of trees some distance behind the hotdl. He circled toward the spot, wary of
anyone dill hidden there.

Things had quieted down again. A light was dill turned in the third-floor hotd room where “George’ had
poked his head out of the window curioudly.

Nothing else. Even the dogs, tied up in back yards in the neighborhood, had stopped barking.

Dac findly moved up in the gloom benesath the tree where the sniper had been hidden. So far, he had not
once alowed the moonlight, filtering down through the branches, to touch his gaking figure.

He was pogtive his approach had been soundless.
He waited, motionless. He moved dowly around the tree trunk in an ever widening circle.

Nothing on the ground. He got down on his hands and knees and fdt the damp earth carefully with his
fingertips. Thus, without usng a flaghlight he located the spot where the marksman had dropped down
out of the tree.

There were deep hed imprints in the spongy ground. He traced them in the darkness. The sniper had
dropped down from a low branch, within reach above Doc's head. He reached upward, touched the
branch, estimated what a man's minimum height would have to be in order to grasp the branch, swinging
upward.

Thefdlow was aleast Sx feet. That told him something.

A dog barked. It was the kind of a bark, sort of haf-hearted, a dog gives when some digtant,
not-too-menacing sound disturbs his dumber.

The barking stopped.
Then it came from a new direction, a different bark, a different dog.
Next, farther off and in another direction, athird new bark.

Doc Savage followed a route sraight toward the third bark. It led across rear lots, skirted some woods,
followed a country road that circled the village.

He was pogtive someone had headed that way, Sarting a a point near the hotel.

The bronze man trotted dong for perhaps a quarter of a mile, kegping to the sde of the road, benesath
overhanging faliage, his steps muffled by the grass dongside the country road.

He suddenly drew up short when he heard what sounded like footsteps hurrying across wood planking.
It was directly ahead.



Doc moved quickly toward the spot, crouched down.

He saw a wooden foot bridge across a brook to a dearing beyond the road. Thetdl figure of a man had
just started across the bridge. Doc started closing in fast.

And then someone turned on afloodlight back there in the dearing. It seemed like a powerful floodlight,
S0 sudden and unexpected wasits glare.

It happened to be a pair of automohbile headlamps. The car engine sprang into life at the same indant and
the machine started towards the bridge.

Hidden there, waiting for the man he had trailed, Doc decided. For he saw the man jump onto the
running board and swing insde the sedan.

Also, Doc Savage had been plainly revealed in the heedlamp glare. The car, coming off the bridge in a
reckless, plunging turn, bore right down upon him.

Doc hit the ditch dongsde the road even as the shots cracked out. The gun made banging sounds with a
spine-chilling effect.

Heedlights of the speeding car went out as the sedan whipped past. Lead pellets punctured leaves on
trees with whip-cracking sharpness.

Doc had no opportunity whatsoever to get even a glance of the license number. Or to fireashot at atire.
He had been too busy saving hislife

Quickly, the throb of the car motor faded in the night. Naturaly its destination was a mydery.

Doc returned to the garage.

Chapter VI

IN a manner full of fire and brimstone, Y ukon was tdling someone off over the telephone when Doc
entered the garage. The bronze man stood there just outsde the entrance to the office a moment,
ligening. Neither Y ukon nor Peatience had heard his quiet entrance.

“Wdl, blagt it,” Yukon was shouting, “you damn wel better find out! | say those two dickers are
somewheres in this dog patch, an' | figger you can locate 'em!”

He dapped up the recaiver, said, “Damm it!” and looked beligerent. Then he looked at Peatience Stting
on a couch near the old battered desk and said apologeticaly, “ Sorry, maam—I plumb forgot you were

“l undergtand,” Petience said in afriendly manner.

She was devadttingly pretty in pgjamas, dippers and robe. “1 can't understand,” she went on with mixed
congternation and curiosity, “why such an attack would be made againgt Doc Savage—!| mean, agang
me That is—| was supposed to be in that room, but Mr. Savage changed with me because of the
number 13 on the door, and then someone tried to shoot him—I mean me, because | was supposed to
be thereinthe bed ..." She gave a nervouslittle cry. “Oh, I'm dl mixed up. | don't understand it d al.”

“It does beat hdl,” agreed Yukon serioudy. “Damn puzzle is what it i9” He looked intently a the
telephone again. “Wdl, dadgum it, I'll keep tryin' to find out where those two strangers are sayin'. Can't
depend upon that dumb Werts. He couldn't locate his own grandmother. Like | dwayssay ...”



Doc stepped into the office.
“Werts?’ he queried.

YUKON turned around. Patience gave a Sart, then looked relieved when she saw Doc. She jumped up
and came across the room.

“Police chief,” Yukon explained. “I got him out of bed while you were gone and told the dumb flathead
to get busy and locate those two strangers we got here in town. He's been checkin' places where they
mightve put up for the night. But that Werts — he's the chief — is plain stupid. He should oughta stayed
inthe butcher busness”

“l don't believe” Doc said, “were going to find our two so-called 'sportsmen’ in town at dl.”
“Why?" demanded Y ukon.

“Y ou've been searching for them?’ Patience asked. She stood close to Doc, looking up a him, a sort of
reief on her lovely features that he was back near her agan.

Hetold the girl and Y ukon what had taken place snce he had left them. He did not go into every detail,
preferring not to upset Patience any more than possible. He skipped over details about finding the hed
print benegth the tree where the sniper had been hidden; about being shot at again a uncomfortably close
quarters — the bridge incident.

He merdy sad, “There are two of them, dl right, and one is quite tal and, | imagine, farly heavy. The
other one | don't know anything about — yet. They have a car, a sedan, and it is quite possible they have
ahideout somewhere outside of town. The car must have been arranged for in advance. Thet is, before
they arrived in Whitehorse.”

“Then you picked up ther trail?” Yukon's hard little jaw shoved out as though he were expectantly
looking forward to a good scrap.

“They got away.” Doc saw Yukon's jaw drop. “All | can tdl you is that they were driving a sedan.” He
glanced at Patience. “I think they're scared off—probably miles from here by now.”

“Then they won't be back?’ the gifl said hopefully.
Doc shook his head. His manner was relaxed and casudl.
“Don't you think,” he suggested, “you ought to get some deegp?’

“Y ou're sure—everything will be dl right?" Petience looked somewhat like a deepy child who had been
awakened in the middle of the night, scared and wide awake for alittle bit, now getting drowsy again.

“Pogtive” Doc assured her.
“All right,” she said.

They started out. Doc paused, looked back at Y ukon. “That police chief — Werts — let's don't put any
more cockleburs under his saddle.”

“Come agan?’ Y ukon said, curious.

“l don't think you need to cdl him again,” Doc advised.



He gave an dmog imperceptible shake of his head, which only Yukon could see. The dert little roan
caught it.

“Okay,” he said.

Waking back to the hotd, ther footsteps the only sound disturbing the deep quiet of the tree-shaded
street, Doc again noticed the cat's-eye gleam of the huge emerad pin on the girl's robe.

He decided to ask about it later.

In the hotdl room — his origind room that was now being occupied by Patience — Doc looked in the
clothes closat and benegth the bed to satisy her curiogty. It was more or less of a formdity to put her a
ease.

“You see” he pointed out, “you haven't a thing to worry about. Those fdlows won't be back tonight.
They're milesfrom here by now.”

Her big eyes were as luminous as the rare stone in the pin she wore.
“But those shots | heard before?’

“Ming” Doc sad eadly. “Blanks. | just wanted to scare them off. As a matter of fact, they might have
been only prowlers.”

She had rearranged the furniture in this room aso. It had been piled up as a blockade behind the door,
just as he had suspected.

“Also,” he reminded, “I have made one or two enemies in the world. Occasondly a trigger-happy
individud decides to take a potshot a me” He thought this ought to take her mind off whatever it was
that was s0 obvioudy worrying her.

“But,” Patience exclaimed, “it was | who was supposed to be in that room you're occupying! They might
have been after me”

He had been afraid she'd get around to thinking of this.
Doc put his hand on her shoulder. It was a nice, snoothly rounder shoulder. He took it away again.

“Hardly,” he said. “1 had the light turned on — couldn't get to deep. The shade was up and | was moving
about.” He had to be gdlib about the thing in order to make it convincing. “Anyone could have seen me.
Therefore they could see that you were not in that room.”

That seemed to convince her.
Then he got around to the emerald business.

“That stone you're wearing,” he mentioned, “isnt it quite valuable? Something like that could attract
trouble — thieves, you know. Perhaps that explains the unexpected interest in our arrivd herein—"

“Oh, that!” Petience said looking down at the large stone. She glanced up a him and amiled. “Silly!”
“Mel?!
“Of course!l”



“Woolworth's” explained Patience, unfastening the brooch. “It's merdy a doodad | picked up for a
dime”

“Jud the same,” hetold her, “it fools you. | took it for granted it was a very vauable stone. Someone else
might jump to the same conclusion.”

Petience put a mock exasperated expresson on her face and moved to the window. “All right, smarty,”
dhe sad, “if it pleases you —” She was pulling asde the shade, which had been lowered to the ll. The
window was open. “Therel”

Sheflung the pin outside into the night.

Doc amiled. “You think nothing of a dime, do you?’

“| think more of keegping you pleased.”

Theway she said it made him decide to take his departure. It was after midnight.

“Now get some deep,” he suggested. “If it makes you fed any easer, ether Yukon or | will be
somewhere around, nearby.”

He thought, looking down & here as she stood there in the doorway, that his remark certainly did relieve
her considerably. For dl her matter-of-factness of the last few moments, there had been a certain amount
of tenseness undernesth that she had not completely shielded from him.

Doc left.

HIS manner was entirdly different when he met Y ukon a moment later. The hard-bitten, fathful little man
was waiting for him outside the hotel, loitering near his old jitney that was dill parked there.

“Wha about the cocklebur-in-the-saddle kind of tak? he asked immediady. “Werts is an old
fuddy-duddy, but just the same he might've dug up something.”

“Thet'sjugt it,” said Doc.

“Meenin?’

“Stir up a hornet's nest and you scare away vistors”

Y ukon's button eyes sparkled as he caught Doc's thought.

“l get you. Go on—what dse?’

“The less fuss, the sooner our two out-of-town arrivals might stick their noses out again.”

“In other words,” Y ukon figured out, “they'll try to murder you quicker if you don't set he hounds on
them? Thisthing is far more serious that you're lettin’ on to Patience. |Is that it?”

“I'l admit it has me puzzled,” Doc admitted.
“Jugt what happened when you went off on that prowl awhile ago? More than you told the girl, en?’

Doc nodded as they stood in the darkness, quigtly taking. “One of them is fast with a gun.” He briefly
described the incident at the bridge. I could not see the car license. And the machine quickly vanished in



the darkness.”

“Hel,” murmured Y ukon, “vanished is no word for it. They could drive anywhere north, south, east, or
west out've thistown and hole up some place in only a couple minutes. Y ou know — canyons, ravines,
mountains, dl sorts of back woods roads leadin' no place. A cinch.”

“That's right.”

“An' youre postive it's the two guys who camein by plane?’

“Who else?’

“The plane followed you, too?’

“After | picked up Patience.”

“They mug be after her, dl right,” said Y ukon.

“It would appear that way.”

Doc fdt the coal-black eyes of Y ukon boring into himin the darkness.
“What do you mean — appear that way?’ Y ukon asked.

“If no one knew of the switch in rooms, then they were after her. But if they did know, then | was the
target.”

“So how are you goin' to find out?’
Doc Savage had made his decison some time within the past hour or so. “Watch the girl,” he announced.
“You don't redly think —”

“l don't know,” admitted Doc. Then, “No, | don' like to think she has anything to do with it. But at the
moment, until we learn more, there's only one way to check.”

“An' that's watch her?’
“Exactly. Can you do without some deep?’

Y ukon snorted. “I'll be adeep long enough when somebody puts a dug in this old carcass. Meantime, |
figger to get alittle excitement out've life. You want | should start trailin' her right now?’

“I think it would be best,” Doc said.

From where they stood, near the corner of the Sde street dong which ran the railroad, they could glance
up through the trees and see the girl's second-floor room. It was in darkness. The bulking shadows of the
fraght cars, sanding motionless on the railroad spur, seemed incongruous in such asmal town setting.

“Okay,” said Yukon. “I'll get me a grandstand sest right up on one of them freight cars. That way, I'll be
able to see anything that happens. I'll give you afull report on her, Mr. Savage.”

Then he remembered to ask, “Where can | reach you? | take it you're goin' some place.”
“I'l be back soon,” Doc advised.



And as Y ukon started toward the freight cars, mingling with the shadows of night, he noticed the bulking
outline of a gun beneath the wiry little fellow's shirt.

Which reminded Doc of the wegpon he himsdf was carrying. As a matter of precaution he took it out of
his shirt and placed it beside him on the seat of the rattletrap jitney as he drove off.

He wanted to talk to Willis the airport manager again.
First, however, he went directly to the airport.

Chapter VII

THE flying fidd was a huge dark carpet rolled out in the calm, quiet night, the red marker lights displaying
an eerie glow in the background.

Doc Savage parked the car some distance from the fidd and approached it on foot. He made his way,
unseen, to the hangar where his plane was locked up for the night.

A careful inspection — he had made practicaly certain that no one was about — told him that the hangar
was securely locked and had not been tampered with at dl. His swift but thorough search showed him
the reason for this— if someone had wanted to take alook &t his ship.

A heavy éectric conduit went from hangar to a high telephone pole outside the field, dong the highway. It
was not a telephone wire or ordinary dectric light connection.

He was posgtive it was the fool proof covering for an dectric darm circuit. To tamper in any manner with
the hangar doors would have st it off.

Doc had an idea the darm might be directly connected with Williss home.
Arriving there afew moments later he found that his surmise was correct.

Willis said, “Precaution, just in case. Some kids broke into a hangar one Haloween and put a wrench
through the wing of the mayor's private plane. There was hdl to pay.”

Willis wore a ling, white, old-fashioned nightgown and battered dippers. The two men sa, for the
moment, in the living room of the smal cottage. They talked quietly, for Doc had noticed an assortment
of children's toys pushed back behind a sofa Someone moved about updairs, quietly. The airport
manager's wife, Doc guessed, aroused by his middle-of-the-night entrance.

“I've been wondering,” Doc prompted, “if you could accurately describe the two men who arrived a the
fidd shortly after me tonight?’

“Had some trouble?’
Doc shrugged. “A little. 1t's nothing very important. 1'd merdly like to find out something about them.”

“Wdl,” Willis explained, “you know how it is about people. Y ou meet them for a moment, and unless it's
something specia you don't pay much attention. Just the same, 1've been thinking about it Snce that
name-erasing business. Tha gets me mad!”

Hetried to look mad but hisfriendly gray eyes were dill too deep-filled. He squinted a Doc Savage.

“One of them was short and heavy. Not fa — just good and solid and only looking like he was fat.
Made methink of that song you folks had down in the States — 'Mr. Five-By-Five, remember?’



Doc nodded.
“You know,” Willis added, “akind of Lou Costello — that radio fdlow — build, but only much heavier.”
“And the other?’

“Say, he was atdl devil! A good-six feet-three. Maybe more. Wel dressed — both of them were. And
both of them were red sunburned. | guess they've been down in Horida or one of those places. Thar
skin was dark as anything.”

“How did they talk?" The information that one mad was unusudly tal fitted in with Doc's suspicions. He
thought of the hed print beneath the lowermost limb of the tree.

“Now that you mention it,” the airport manager said quickly, “their talk was kind of different then ours. |
mean — they spoke perfect English but it was different. Say, maybe they were foreignerd”

DOC had dready reached that concluson.
He said, “You didn't hear any names mentioned?’

“Noathing except what | told you before. Just thet they cdled the pilot 'Alfred. | wish | could give you
some more information, Mr. Savage.”

Doc amiled and prepared to leave. “Y ou were unusudly observant. Most people are a way off the beam
when they try to recall a character's appearance. Police statistics will tdl you that.”

At the door, Willis said serioudy, “If there's anything | can do, just let me know.”

“I certanly will. Thank you.” Then Doc turned back a moment and said, “There is something, if it isn't too
much trouble?’

In response to Williss quick nod, he added, “ There's another suitcase I'd like to get out of my plane. If it
wouldn't be putting you to too much trouble —’

“Heck, no,” Willis sad brightly. “Just aminute” He disappeared ingde the house, returned shortly with a
key. “This one fits your hangar. Tdl you whet I'll do ...” He glanced at his wrist watch. “What time have
you?”

Doc immediatdy understood. He check his own watch. “It is exactly one-thirty-seven. Allow me ax
minutes to get to the hangar.”

“Check.” Willis readjusted his watch. It was a minute out of the way. “Then I'll pull the darm switch. It's
right here in the kitchen. How long do you want getting your suff out of the plane?’

“Ten minutes. No more than that.”
Willis nodded. “All right. I'll give you ten minutesin the hangar, then switch the systlem on again.”

Doc drove off, reached the fidd in five minutes, waited a little over aminute, checking his watch carefully,
then opened the hangar doors and removed the items he wanted from his plane.

He carried a amdl square case when he locked the doors behind him again. He waited urtil it was time
for the darm system to bein operation again, then departed.

Dawn, however, was just sarting to be a vague gray haze in the sky when he reached the hotd.



The time was somewhere around four am.

DURING those quigt, lifdess hours of the night, Doc Savage had checked the town swiftly and carefully.
He found no trace of the sedan or the two men. He had not thought he would. The bronze man had dso
returned again to the tal tree where the rifleman had been hidden.

The square carrying-case, though farly heavy, had accompanied Doc Savage throughout the night.
Apparently there had been no effort to carrying it.

Y ukon was not there to meet him upon his return.

At firg, the discovery had an upsetting effect. Then he reasoned that Y ukon must have had some very
definite reason for teking sudden leave. Also, thet hisfiery little friend must have made certain that the girl,
Patience, was dl right before sarting out.

Wha Y ukon was up to was a mysery.

Doc dipped into the hotel 1obby, now deserted and gloomy. Even the dightly deef fat clerk was nowhere
about. He went quickly and quietly up the carpeted dtairs and directly to the girl's room. There, ear
pressed againg the door, he ligened intently for aful moment.

It took that long to be pogtive he had oriented the sound. He ligened another hdf-moment to be
abolutely certain.

Petience was adeep. He heard her regular breathing. There was one more thing he wanted to do before
the gray dawn light became too bright and some wakeful insomnious resident saw him prowling around
the hotd grounds.

Doc went outsde again and looked for the emerad pin.

At the time Peatience flung the “doodad” — as she had cdled it — from the open window, Doc had
carefully noted approximate direction of the throw and had mentaly noted about where it would drike
the ground outside.

Thiswas the area he now ingpected.

Pre-dawn grayness was dill dark enough that he had to use the flashlight. He covered every square inch
of ground directly below the window and severa yards in every direction beyond that.

He did the whole job over again.
The emerad-pin-doodad thing was not there.

But Doc found the dead man.

Chapter VIII

BUSHES growing adongside the hote wal had concedled the figure — that, and the deceiving light of
predawn.

Now it was quickly growing light. This explained how Doc Savage spotted the legs protruding from the
heavy growth of shrubs.

He discovered that the fdlow was dead when he dragged the long man from beneath the bushes. The
figure was well over Sx feet, meticuloudy dressed, with complexion a dark, amost olive hue not caused



by sunburn.
Someone had broken the fellow's skull with a blackjack, slently without a doubt, efficiently.

It would have taken a person of fair height, Doc estimated, to sneak up behind this victim and ddiver the
kind of blow that had been administered. Unless the long man had been lying down. Or perhaps bent
down.

The thought spurred Doc to searching the man's pockets. He found nothing in the way of identification.
Only keys, money, wdlet and such. The dathing bore the mark of a manufacturer in South America

Argentina
That was dl.
Except that the long, dark-skinned man had not been dead very long.

The airport manager's description fitted the man exactly. He was one of the two men who had arrived
shortly behind Doc in the mysterious plane.

He was d <o the slenced-rifle marksman who had sent bullets into the room Doc had adroitly taken from
Patience. A ample test proved this fact.

Doc removed the plaster caste from his case. He had made the caste just a few moments ago, when he
hed returned to the tree that wasin line with the hotel bedroom.

The plaster mold was of the hed imprint he had found beneath the tree limb, where a tal man had
dropped down to the ground in his hurry to escape detection.

The mold fitted the dead man's right shoe perfectly, even to indicating the dightly worn nal ends. This
was a0 the man he had tralled to the sedan rendezvous somewhat north of town. The sedan driver,
therefore, was this felow's patner — “Mr. Five-By-Five® — according to the arport manager's
description.

Certanly Mr. Five-By-Five had not killed his own accomplice. Obvioudy they had been working
together. Hadn't they tried to murder him right there at the bridge, Doc thought.

He wished Yukon would show up and throw some light on the murder. Perhaps he had witnessed
something.

Doc decided that more than two men were involved in the mystery. And the others, whoever they were,
gpparently were enemies of Mr. Five-By-Five and his dead partner here.

Reeching that conclusion, Doc found that he was compelled to dter some of his theories. Someone had
tied atin can to the cat's tail and now anything could happen.

He managed to get the long heavy man balanced across his shoulder — the corpse weighed wel over
two hundred pounds — and he had just placed the corpse and the black square case in the old jitney
when Y ukon put in an appearance agan.

THE tough little friend of the bronze man was breathing hard, but he was not panting — which was
amazing in aman his age. He had been running.

“Dead as aherring, ain't he?” said Y ukon, showing no surprise whatsoever.

Doc momentarily eyed hisfriend. “Isfinding dead men a sunup a cusomary thing in Whitehorse?”



“Oncein awhile on Saturday nights” said Y ukon matter-of-factly. He nodded towards the corpse. “This
one got himsdf knocked off there on the lavn.” He waved his am toward the hotd. “Hdluva thing—
mustve dozed off just before dawn. It was too comfortable Sttin' up there on the freight car. | oughta
picked a good hard rock to st on —"

“S0?" prodded Doc.

“l wakes up dl of a sudden and thereit is. Bingo! This big guy was dready dugged and another fdlow is
pulling him benesth them bushes. | hightall it down there to investigate.”

“You didn't get agood look at the murderer?’

“Wl, yes and no. You know how it is, Doc. | see him, sure, but it's dark and he's running. | only see his
back. He's a long-legged, lean cuss, and he sure can sprint like a fox. | chased him dang near a mile, |
figger. An' | didn't want to use my shooatin' iron, otherwise the whole blasted town wouldve woke up. |
was aso thinkin' of Patience. Like you said, you didn't want to stir things up —”

Doc interrupted with a quick nod. “This long-legged man — did he have a car?”’

“Danged if | know. He gets so far away | don't know where the hdl he is. Could be, though. He might've
hed ajalopy parked some place.” He frowned a the corpse and the growing morming light. “What'll we
do with him? Dump himin a creek?’

“l think,” Doc advised, “youd better ddiver im to your friend Werts, the police chief. Tdl Werts enough
to keep him satidfied, but no more than necessary.”

“Werts don't like to kill himsdf working,” said Y ukon.
“That should make it dl right, then.”

“In other words,” mused Y ukon, “you figger if you don't gtir up too much commotion, you might coax
some more foxes out've the hole?’

“Something like that.”

“SWELL!" Yukon swung his wiry little figure behind the whed. “I'd like to catch me that long-legged
cuss. Firg time I've been outrun in years. Dammiit, I'm getting' old!”

“|—ah—jugt a minute” said Doc, before Yukon started the motor. He removed something from the
square case, lifted the rear seet — the dead man had been placed in a pretzel postion on the floor —
and stowed the smdler box-like afair away benegth the cushion.

“Gadget | might want to use later,” he told hisfriend.

Doc kept the larger case with him as Yukon sent the flivwer dattering down the street containing the
rallroad spur.

Within the hour, the town would be coming to life again. Asfar as Doc could ascertain, no one had been
aroused by the swift, Slent events of the past half hour.

He thought it best to return to his room before anyone became too curious about his activities. Waiting in
his room until he knew a clerk would be on duty a the desk, he put through a cdl to his arline
maintenance fidd below the Canadian border. Soon he was talking to a night supervisor & the fied.

“They've dready got the girl's plane back inthe air,” Doc was informed.



Pleased, Doc said, “Fast work!”

“We had a crew working on it during the night, Mr. Savage. They just reported by radio. Something
about the new cable connections, but they patched it up good enough to fly back here. It'd be too
dangerous for the gifl to fly the plane yet, however.”

“Youll complete the overhaul there in the shops?’
“Yes gr.”
“Il keep in touch with you,” advised Doc, and he hung up.

Next, he checked to seeif there had been any message from either of his two assstants, Monk or Ham
Brooks.

He was informed that there had been no cals for hm whatsoever.

Then he spent some time locating lead pellets buried in the walls and furniture of his bedroom. He studied
one of them minutely and whistled softly to himsdlf.

They had been fired by a .30-.30 high-powered, long range rifle — a deadly weapon. He glanced
toward the window and permitted himsdf to have a cold chill for a momernt.

He put the pellets away for safekeeping.
The telephone rang.
Chapter IX

IT was Y ukon.

“Old fuddy-duddy Werts ain't goin' to cause any fuss” he announced.

“Sure?’

“Hell make it a quiet investigation. He doesn't even know you found the guy.”

“Did you,” asked Doc, “learn anything further about the dead man? Any identification?’
“Not athing, Doc. Foreigner, isdl.”

“Yes, | know.”

“Petience up yet?' Y ukon asked with some interest.

“l don't think s0.” Then he added, “Are you free for the remainder of the day?’

“Hdl'sbdls” sad Yukon, “I'm free anytime. Anybody wants a jitney they can damn wel wak. Do 'em
good. | take it you're goin' some place.”

“Il be back later inthe day,” said Doc. “Meanwhile, 1'd like you to sort of watch over Patience.”
There was a brief slence. Then: *Y ou mean, shadow her, like some coppers do?’

“In a way, yes” Doc couldn't hdp gmiling a Yukon's prideful tone. “Nothing obvious, understand.
Merdy check on her activities throughout the day. You might,” he suggested, “start out by having



breskfast with her. Y ou know, offer my gpologies and such.”
“Gollickerd” cried Yukon. “I think thisisgoin' to be ared bright, pleasant day!”
“Doc hung up. A hdf hour later he wasin his plane, lazly crding the outskirts of the town.

THROUGHOUT the day Doc Savage handled a number of detalls that consumed consderable time. He
spent severd hours covering every point of the compass around Whitehorse. From the ground, the speck
of a plane high in the bright sky would appear to be drding lislesdy.

But as a matter of fact Doc had never been so intent on a purpose.

The Alcan Highway, winding its way northward toward Fairbanks, Alaska, contained about the only
ggnsof activity.

Now and then a car moved dong its endless reach. But he doubted whether Mr. Five-By-Five and his
sedan had taken to the highway. It was more likdy that the fdlow was working from a hideout
somewhere on the outskirts of Whitehorse.,

Thus the meticulous search.

The country was wild enough, vast enough that any undue activity could be spotted from the ar. Various
times during the morming and early afternoon Doc brought the plane down close enough to skim the
treetops, as some action caught his attention.

He followed ravines, gulleys, a back road — roads were few and far between — and searched for
smoke that might come from a cabin well-hidden in degp woods.

Twice he tried to contact his New York headquarters on a radio wave-length used by himsdf and his
ads. He got no response, which meant, probably, that Monk and Ham were dill waiting at LaGuardia
Feld. Others of his associates were scattered about the world on various missons.

Twice he landed and took on more gas, a andl airports beyond Whitehorse.

Later, he covered the Kluane Lake flas area, where Patience had been forced down. It was
megnificently impressive country. Far off to the southwest was Mt. Lucania, spearing seventeen thousand
fet into the clouds. Kluane Lake itsdf extended for more than fifty miles

Doc brought the Sparton Executive down for alanding on the flats where he had aided the girl. He taxied
the ship for a good distance across the gredt, levd expanse south of the lake. There was the lake, huge,
and the sprawling flats, and the great highway cutting directly across in between.

There was not a place she could have been attempting to reach when she had tried to run away from him
ealy lagt evening.

It was nightfdl by the time Doc Savage appeared back at the hotdl. Y ukon was waiting in his room. The
hell door was open and Yukon was stretched on his back, on the bed, smoking a cigar. His feet were
propped up on the footboard.

“It dmogt looked,” Doc commented, entering, “asif the place were on fire”
“Oh—this?’ Yukon looked at his cigar. He got up and put it out. “I guessit does sink alittle”

THEY ared out the room.



Doc asked, “How did you make out?’

“Y ou mean—puitting the tag on Patience?’

Doc nodded.

“She'sdl right. Blagt it, Doc, for my money they don't come any honester. Y ou know what?’

Doc Savage had closed the hdl door. He was preparing to shave and shower. Skinny Yukon's eyes
popped as he saw the tremendous muscular physique of the bronze man.

“You were saying—" Doc prompted.

“Oh—Wedl, that sweet girl is plenty worried about you, is what! She doesn't know how, but she figgers
she's got you into some kind of trouble. She's just as puzzled as anybody esal”

“Nothing unusua happened today?’
“Not athing! That Angd Pieison the up and up, believe mel”
Doc's brows raised alittle. “So now its Angd Pie?’

If cowhide legther can show aflush, Yukon's features did just thet. *|—er—that is—wdl, damm it, she's
swdl!” the little man exploded.

Doc stepped across the room and picked up the phone , asked to be connected to the girl's room, then
was saying, “In half an hour the dining room will be about cleared of regular guests. Will you join me?’

Petience sounded extremdy happy about the idea just before he hung up.
“S0?7" questioned Y ukon.
SHORTLY he went downdtairs and met the sweet-faced girl in the dining room.

They ate a atable off to one side. The large room was precticdly deserted anyway, so they enjoyed
utmost privecy.

“I'm afraid,” Doc admitted frankly, “I made a grave mistake about you.”

The questioning expression in her beautiful brown eyes made him fed as though he had clubbed and besat
her.

“Migtake?”
“I migudged you.”
“But | don't understand —’

“Frankly, Patience, | was suspicious of you. That plane following us after | picked you up last night—the
shoating—Wéll, | rather thought | was being roped into something.”

She looked at him steedily, eyes wide and honestly leve. The nicest kind of eyes.

“l ...” she started. “I knew that,” she sad. “It made me fed terrible” Her amdl hand unconscioudy
reached out and touched his am, drew away agan. “Thank you, Doc Savage, for being—so direct
about it.”



Doc gave asgh of reief.

“Now that that's over with,” he went on quickly, “Tdl me what you'e frightened of? You redly are, you
know. I'd like to help you.”

Serious, thoughtful, her eyes searched Doc's face. She was such a dainty, fragile-looking sort of girl, he
thought.

A full, slent moment passed.

Then she said abruptly, “All right” She sad it as though a great weight had been lifted from her
shoulders. “Let's” she suggested, “finish dinner fire.” She attempted a bright amile, but at the same time
he knew that fright was deep within her. “Let's say we meet an hour after dinner, on the porch?’

“Swel,” said Doc, and then finished their med without mentioning the matter again.
Afterwards, Doc advised Y ukon to cdl him at nine o'clock. Doc was going to catch forty winks.

The next thing he remembered Y ukon was sheking hm — he mugt have dropped off to deep in an
ingant — and the little man was terificaly excited about something.

“Vamoosed!” he shouted.
Doc sat up, putting on a puzzled expression.

Y ukon raced on furioudy, “I searched her room, the hotd, the garage, stores everywhere. She an't no
place, | tdl you!”

“You mean—"
“Patience has disappeared!”

Chapter X

THE day was Tuesday, and the morning sun was now clear of the towering mountain ranges, shining
bright and intensdly down upon the long Alcan Road. The time was gpproximately seven o'clock.

The car, an open touring model, was a V-12 Cadillac with plenty of reserve power benegth its hood. For
three hundred miles, through part of the night and into the morning, it had traveled a hurtling speed
northward aong the grest highway.

Doc Savage was at the whed.

The car was doing eghty miles an hour dong a straight-as-a-string section of the super-highway that rose
and fdl gently through a megnificent valey enclosed by green-painted foothills. Beyond the foathills, risng
higher and higher as though they were huge backdrops for a mammoth stage, were the Alaskan mountain

peaks.
Y ukon remarked, “1've changed my mind about Werts, our esteemed chief of policein Whitehorse”

“Because he loaned us his car?” Doc kept his eyes on the road. Tires sang shilly agang the smooth
pavement as he deftly handled the whed!.

“Yep,” sad Yukon. “He's not a bad egg, after al. Said we could leave the car a any truck gtation dong
the Road, and he'd arrange to have one of them transport truck drivers bring it back. That is, if we don't



drive it back oursdves. You think thisisgoin' to be a wild-goose chase?’
“Well soon know.”
“Y ou mean, well soon be overtaking the northbound truck jockey who picked her up?’

Doc glanced at hiswatch and then a the mileage indicator section of the speedometer. “The truck we're
after isno more than haf an hour ahead. Ian't that gpproximately what they told you at the lagt gas station
where we stopped?’

“Jug about. Also, only one of them trans-Alaska transports came through tonight, and it's sill somewhere
ahead. We havent passed it. You think Petience is aboard that truck, eh?’

“Your friend Werts got thet tip. She was seen halling the driver shortly after eight-thirty last night, just
outsde Whitehorse. The description fitted her.”

“It's too bad, though,” Yukon said grimly, “Werts didn't find out about it sooner. Let's see—we got
started about midnight, didn't we?’

Doc nodded.

The car roared down along, straight hill and onto a planked bridge across awildly tumbling stream. Stedl
trusses of the bridge rattled as the car whipped across. Then they were dimbing again, skirting another
ridge.

“Also,” Yukon added, “weve asked questions a every truck jockey's coffee-and-anchor shop dong the
Road during the night.”

“Check.”

“l can't understand what's wrong with that girl,” said Y ukon sadly.

Doc made no comment.

His gaze touched on a road marker ahead: ONE MILE TO TANANA CROSSING.

He was dowing the heavy car down less than fifty seconds later. Gravel dewed as they pulled into a
waysde oasis of generd store, gas station, lunch room and a highway truck-service stop.

Doc dimbed out and asked questions about the big, high-speed trans-Alaska transport truck they were
following.

“Pulled out of here fifteen minutes ago,” the lanky, middle-aged garage man told him.

Doc gtarted to say, “There was adim, smdl, dark-eyed girl wearing a zipper flying jacket and —’
“— and carrying a handbag,” interjected the man.

“That's right.”

“She got out.”

Y ukon heard the statement. He sivung out of the Cadillac and looked as though he were going to jump
up and down with excitement.

Doc Savage stared around. This was the very heart of Alaska. The country was even more vad,



breethtaking — and primitive, compared to Whitehorse. He couldn't imagine the girl dlowing hersdf to
be st down in the midgt of this great wilderness.

“But—" he started.

“Weve got some lads here who flew those B-29s during the war. Started themsdlves a flying service out
yonder.” He waved his hand toward a dirt road that cut back from the oasis of a village “That young
lady asked if maybe she could rent a plane.”

“How far isthe fidd?’ asked Doc, dready moving back to the Cadillac.
“Quarter-mile. Thos younggers have some fast jobs back there if you'd like to maybe do alittle flying.”
“I think,” the bronze man said, “I might be interested.”

THE flying fidd had been hewn out of the wilderness. Doc's eyes opened in admiration when he saw two
planes lined up near a hangar. They were modern cabin ships built for speed and comfort.

A young tow-headed lad of about twenty-three met them as they dimbed out of the touring car.
“There was agifl —” Doc started again.

The young fdlow nodded. “1 figured someone was looking for her. She wasin an anvful hurry to get awvay
from here. She rented one of our ships and a pilot dong with it. Said she wanted to be flown to New
York.

Doc tensed.
Y ukon looked as though someone had hit him behind the knees.
“Any more ships avallable?” Doc wanted to know.

The towhead indicated both parked planes. “Take your pick. We fly pianos, pigs, and people —
anything you like”

“Therewill be just the two of us” explained Daoc. “I have my own plane a Whitehorse”
“Betherein lessthan two hours” said the young flying veteran. “That cutie your wife?’
Doc Savage fdt his ears redden dightly. “lI—well no.”

They made arrangements to have the car driven back to Whitehorse — Doc paid the fee for this service
and rentd of the plane — and within a moment or two they were taking off.

The way the tow-headed youngster went up out of there, zooming over the treetops at the end of the
runway, proved why America held ar supremacy during the war.

There was only one thing Doc regretted. The plan€'s radio equipment was not designed to pick up a
faraway dty like New Y ork. He was anxious to contact Monk or Ham.

Later that morning he put through acdl from the Whitehorse airport. Long Distance findly contacted his
headquartersin New Y ork.

Monk answered.

HE sad: “I've been trying to reach you at that hotel, Doc. We picked up that pilot's trall sure enough. He



arrived here, just like you figured, and his name's Alfred.”

Doc remarked that it was clever of them even finding out the pilot's name. Monk said grudgingly, “Thet
shyster Ham's smooth tak did it. Ham pretended he was looking for someone dse when we spotted the
pilot ready to leave LaGuardia Field in a cab. Ham tricked him into darting to say his name. Then we
followed them.”

“Them?’ Doc asked.

“A guy met him. They went to an apartment down around 9" Street. Ham's down there now, watching
for any new developments. | came back here to contact you.”

Doc informed his aide, “Wdl, you're going to have more company.”

He described Patience, gave outdanding characteristics of the plane in which she was flying — he had
obtained this from the tow-headed pilot — and finished, “The girl's in grave danger. Meet that plane and
Petience, and take her directly to headquarters.” He glanced at hiswatch. “I think the ship she'sin is fast
enough to make it there around midnight.”

“Roger!” sad Monk. Then, “And Doc?’
-

“Have you located the box?’

“The box?’ Doc frowned.

“Somehow it's connected with the mystery! That clever Ham managed to tap a telephone wire in the
gpartment house and heard talk about it. The box was dropped by samdl parachute from a plane in the
vidnity of a place up that way cdled Kluane Lake.”

Doc's strange flake-gold eyes were flickering now. “What kind of box?’ he demanded.

“Metd, Ham says. And from what he found out, Doc, there seems to be one hdl of an lot of interest in
that box!” He added, “Just aminute ...” There was adight pause.

Then, hisvoice again, “Ham even overheard some kind of landmark mentioned where the parachute and
box were dropped. Hereitis...”

Doc made swift notations, looking up a Yukon as he did so. Little Yukon and the airport manager,
Willis, were standing there ligening.

“Got that? Monk queried.

“yes”

“Wdl, from what Ham learned, some people have been murdered because of that box.”
The bronze man came to a quick decison. “Monk?’

“Yeah, Doc?’

“I'm flying to New York immediately. Meanwhile, find this gil Patience and don't let her out of your
sgnt”



“Will do!”

After Doc hung up, he looked a expectant little Yukon. His friend dready hed that dip of paper on
which Doc had written the landmark location.

Y ukon said quickly, “By Gollickers, | heard enough of that talk to know this is something mighty serious.
You want | should try to locate that metd box?’

“Think you can, Yukon?’
“Hél, I've prospected every inch of that country! I'l find it or bust aleg!”

Removing severd hills from his walet, Doc handed them to Yukon. The man's buttony blackeyes
popped when he saw their denomination.

“Expenge account,” said the bronze man. “Use your own judgment. Come to New York if you find the
metd box. | wish | had time to help you —”

“You never mind about that,” said Y ukon reassuringly. “You get down there and wetch after Patience.”

Willis spoke for the firg time. “Werts called asking for you, Yukon. He says sorry, but he has no further
information for you. He's combed the town looking for that Mr. Five-By-Five and another character you
described to him.”

“| think,” murmured Doc, “the entire mystery has moved to New Y ork. Did any strangers leave by plane
today?’

Willis shook his head, explained, “But there are other arports further south on the Alcan Highway.
Anyone could go there and rent a plane.”

“Or perhaps have their own plane waiting there,” said Doc.
Next, he had his ship whedled out.
Just before he took off, he spoke again to Yukon. “I wish,” he said, “thiswas a P-38!”

Little Yukon's bright eyes sparkled. “You want to get there in one hdluva hurry, don't you? This is
something pretty big, eh?’

Doc was thoughtful an ingtant.

“People,” he then said musingly, “don't come dl the way from South America to this end of the world to
et killed. Others don't race to New Y ork just for the trip.”

“And Patience!” added Y ukon. “ She's caught right in the middle!”
“Patience isin grave danger.”

“Maybe,” suggested Y ukon, “you could pick up a faster sky buggy at that arline fidd you're connected
with down below the border.”

“I'd thought of that,” said Doc. “Maybe | will.”
Two moments later he took off for New Y ork.

Chapter Xl



THERE seemed to be some sort of argument taking place at LaGuardia Fied. It was between two men
of dissmilar appearance. One was short, extremdy wide, and it looked as though his head had been
hammered down on his massve shoulders. His generd appearance, his fegtures, were not the kind to
meake babies coo.

“Ligen, shyder,” he was bdlowing, “they should have studied you a Harvard, ingead of vice-versal |
tdl you she's brown-eyed, beautiful and built!”

“Look, stupid,” sad the other man, “anytime you pick one that's gorgeous, I'll stop looking at girls” His
voice, though wel modulated, was acid. “This one will probably be the sze of an Indian Squaw with
fifteen assorted kids” He shrugged. “Oh, well, that'd be your type —"

“Doc sad so!” said the wide, short man.
“Said what?’
“That she's pretty—this Patience. | told you, he gave me dl the details, you poor excuse for alawyer!”

The argument continued. No one paid the dightest attention, for it was taking place far down a fenced-in
wak leading dongside the massve fidd, the hour was two am., and there were no vistors there anyway.

The smartly dressed, dapper men was Brigadier Generd Theodore Marley Brooks, better know as
“Ham” Brooks among the Doc Savage associates. A didinguished attorney — a product of Harvard
Law School — he had the mobile mouth of an orator and of a person who liked to tak. He fancied
himsdf the well-dressed man, which he was.

Ham enjoyed nothing better, however, than needling his good friend Monk. None would ever suspect
that either would gladly lay down his life for the other — if that sort of drastic circumstance presented
itsdlf.

Monk — Lieutenant Colond Andrew Blodgett Mayfar — was by professon an indudtrid chemis, and
aso a leader in his fidd. None would ever suspect it. Unlike Ham, he dressed as though he continualy
dept in a park and he like nathing better than a good fight.

MONK was continuing, “ So if youll just ligen for a minute, shyster, I'll tdl you —’
“Tdl me what?’

“Shuddup!” Then he went on: “This gil — Patience — wdl, the plane she rented up there was due in
any time after midnight, according to Doc's esimations. It hasn't arrived yet. | have a description, the
Canadian registry number — dl that.”

Ham said, “Y ou mentioned that in the note you Ieft for me a headquarters.”
“Yeah—Wel, she'sin trouble, plenty. Doc says we're not to let her out of our Sght until he arrives.”
“Hes coming? asked Ham.

“As fagt as he can travd!” Monk looked out across the mammoth landing fidd, watched a regular
21-passenger Douglas arliner land and taxi over to one of the regular arlines ramps. He was not
interested in the big arliners, he had been watching private planes, few and far between a this hour,
landing and going to a different section of the fidd, which was near where they stood. Monk looked back

a his dapper partner.



“How's things at that gpartment down on 9" Street?’

“Quiet.”

“No new arrivas?’

“Not when | left,” said Ham.

“Alfred, that pilot, il in there?’

Ham nodded.

“You dill got their telephone tapped?’

“Naturaly, dunce!”

“Hear anything more about that blasted box they're dl after?’

Ham shook his head. “We're at a ganddtill until we talk to Doc. He knows what he's doing.”
“Or,” said Monk brightly, “well find out from this girl Patience. Apparently she'sin it somewhere.”
“Or maybe trying to escapeit,” offered Ham.

Monk eyed a plane that had settled on an approach runway far across the fidd. “Boy, I'll bet she's
pretty,” he sghed.

“You say Doc gave you an exact description?’

“Yep.” Monk repeated it. “So you see ...” He stopped taking and watched the plane that had landed. It
hed taxied across the field, gpproaching the nearest hangar. Monk studied it intently.

“Come on!” he said abruptly, moving quickly dong the walk.

There was a gate a the end of the vigtors walk. It was locked. Monk put his powerful hands atop the
fence and vaulted it easly, despite the fact that he was solid and stocky.

Ham did likewise.

They reached the plane just as it drew up and the pilot cut the ignition and climbed out. Monk had
quickly noted the number benesth the wide low wing.

“Thisisit!” he announced to Ham.

The pilot was afarly young chap. He wore a veteran's lapd pin.

“You pick up agirl passenger at Tanana Crossing, Alaska?’” Monk demanded.

The pilot had a pleasant manner. “That's right.”

A hand reached out of the doorway, holding a handbag. It was a woman's hand. The pilot took the bag.
Monk started to look like a bridegroom ariving at the church.

“Shein there?” Monk demanded anxioudy.

The pilot nodded.



Ancther smdl handbag came out and the fdlow took it, placing it on the ground.

Ham stepped quickly forward, bowing his partner aside and said smoothly, “May | assst you, miss?’
He helped the woman out of the plane.

Then he did things trying to compose the expression of shock on his face.

Monk cried, “You're not Petience!”

“THE name,” said the woman formdly, “is Matilda—Matilda Bridges.”

Matilda was tdl, as thin as a straw, and wore a severdly styled black dress, summer coat and hat.
Ham had been peering insde the plane. He spoke to the pilat. “Y our only passenger?’

“Thet'sright.”

Monk rattled off detals, induding origin of the flight, an accurate description of Patience. Then, jaw
shoved out, he added, “ So don't try to give me anything, chum. Patience was aboard this plane —’

“You're quite right.”
Monk stared.

“But,” the pilot continued, “she left us & Edmonton.” He indicated the severdly dressed tal woman. “That
is, she exchanged places with this lady.”

“And,” put in Matilda, “I'll have you understand that young lady paid me to come to New Y ork. Paid me
well, with spending money too. | should be afool, a waitress stuck up there for ten years, and not lesp a
the chance to see —~

Ham sad quily, “Is that true, Sr?’

The pilot nodded. “ She's right. Patience was her name, sure enough, and she was scared out of her wits
about something. She offered Miss Bridges, here, plenty to finish the trip to New York for her.” He
shrugged. “1 should be aguy to argue. | only work for aliving, and aslong as | get pad —’

Ham said, “Just a minute” and went into the nearby hangar office. He came back shortly. He said,
“Okay,” looking at the pilot. “I checked on you. Y ou're from Tanana Crossng and everything'sin order.”

“Order, hdl!” exploded Monk. “ Someone's crossed us up!”

“My!” said Matilda Bridges, shocked, and she picked up her handbags and stalked toward an exit gate
that had been opened after the plane's arrival.

Monk started to say, “Docll sure be sore —"

Ham touched his am, then amiled at the pilot. “Thanks, son.” He motioned for Monk to get Started,
casudly indicating the long, thin woman, hurrying toward a cab stand some distance away from them.

Thepilot said, “That Patience sure was plenty scared. | don't get it, either.”
Ham and Monk left.

They had therr own car parked near the hack stand. Only one taxi was on the line a the moment. Matilda



Bridges had just dimbed into it as Ham and Monk were dill some distance away.
Then, abruptly, ham touched his disturbed partner's arm. “Look at that,” he said quickly.

The cab containing Matilda had pulled out, moving aong the curving drive to the parkway. Ancther car
had moved out behind it, a heavy sedan. Just as Ham spoke, the second car passed benesth an arc lamp.
Four men were in the dark sedan. Monk aso saw this

“Galy!” exdamed Monk. “Those guys aren't up to any good!”
“Check!”

Ham was certain they had not been seen by the four men in the sedan. Now he swiftly led the way to
where their own car was parked.

“It might,” he decided, “be a good idea for us to join the processon.”

THE parkway into New Y ork was practically deserted at this hour of the morning. The cab, trailed a a
discreet distance by the sedan, made good speed.

Monk drove the high-speed car tha was one of severd mantained by the Doc Savage organization.
Ham had to detain him from closing in on the sedan.

“Blazed” complained Monk. “Let's stop those guys, dap ‘em a bit, and find out what gived”
“No,” said Ham quickly.
“Why not?’

“I'l try to make it clear to that single-track mind of yours,” Ham said sharply. “Matilda might be tied in
with the mystery. Maybe not. The same goes for the four men in that sedan. Remember, we've got to
have some conclusive proof before we take action.”

“Maybe well get some action if we —"

Ham said in exasperation, “Sure, and land in jal. After dl, you cant just interfere with people's normd
activities without —”

“That Matilda,” Monk said, “looks like seven miles of bad road. | don't like her eye.”
“You dont like her because sheisnt thisdoll caled Patience.”
The argument continued.

They crossed an East River Bridge, dill fallowing the cars, and there was some traffic. The trall led
toward lower Manhattan. The traffic was farly heavy as they passed through midtown. It was a warm,
mild night and alot of New Y orkers — who never seem to degp — were out driving around, manly in
taxicabs.

That's what upset the applecart.
For Ham suddenly exclaimed, “That's not the same cab ahead of the sedan. It's green!”
Even as Monk stared, the cab turned off a a crosstown street. The sedan continued sraight ahead.

“Pull up closer to them,” Ham ordered.



They did so. Both saw the woman seated | a rear seat of the sedan, between two of the men passengers.
Ham rapped, “I get it!” He explained. “Four blocks back we were held up by dight and aline of traffic.”

“Switch!” deduced Monk. “Matilda left the cab and joined those guysin the car!”
“— or was forced to,” Ham pointed ouit.

Ham found it necessary to detain his partner from sending their car ahead to cut off the sedan. “Wat!” he
cautioned. “WEell see what happens. Thismight prove interesting.”

It did.

Thetral ended at the tal, narrow, four-story gpartment house on East Ninth Street, not far from Ffth
Avenue.

The house that Ham had been watching earlier.

MONK and Ham had not driven through the street. They had parked around a corner, hurried ahead on
foot when Ham saw where the sedan was going.

The dde street was quiet and deserted. They saw three men and Matilda quickly leave the sedan and
enter the building. Then the car, with the driver, drove away.

Frowning, Ham said, “Matilda could be going with them willingy — and then again, not.”
“Let's barge in and find out,” Monk suggested hopefully.

“Dont be afodl! I've got a hunch there's quite a crowd of guys staying in that quiet looking house. | came
to that conclusion ligening on the tapped wire.”

They were danding in a dark doorway, wetching the other doorway where the men and Matilda had
entered. It was the kind of a door found in many such dwdlings in this part of the city — a solid door,
white painted, with no ingde lobby or vestibule. Resdents entered right from the street with their own

keys.

There was something about the door that gave one the impression he had reached a solid stone wall, the
end of aone-way street — a blockade.

“I know!” Monk said. “Ligenin on that tapped wire again. Whereisit?’

Ham indicated the basement areaway adjoining the house on Ninth Street. It was right next to the
building they were watching, but not part of it. There was no other entrance except the solid-looking
door to the building they were covering.

“I gave the janitor in that next building a sort of bonus.”
“Bribe?’

Ham shrugged. “There's away to get at the lead-in telephone wire from the rear of his basement ...” He
thought a moment, said, “Wait here” Ham disappeared quickly into the areaway.

Monk watched ther house. It was number 21-B.

Severd moments later, Ham's dapper figure moved up quigtly again beside Monk, in the dark doorway.



“Not athing firring,” he said quietly. “Anybody comein or out?’
“No.”

“l wish Doc was here”

“Say,” Monk remembered, “he won't know where we arel”

“l was thinking of that. Tdl you what. You reman here and continue to watch the house. I'm going to
check the airport again. And I'll leave word a headquarters in case | miss Doc and he goes directly
there”

“What about Patience?’ said Monk hopefully.

“I'l try to find her too.”

“Youd better!”

“Dont leave this doorway,” indructed Ham. “Wait till | get back.”
“All right.”

Ham disappeared in the direction of their parked car.

Only a few moments later the white door opened nearby. A man clad in janitor's clothes came out
carying atrash can. Monk did up behind a telephone post not ten feet from the man. Monk's move was
soundless.

The man paused, lit a cigarette, gpparently enjoying the night. The door had been Ieft open.
While the fdlow's back was turned, Monk dipped insde the building fast.

There was no light. The door dammed behind him. Immediatdly explosive kinds of action started to take
place.

And Monk was in the middle of it. When two heavy figures, in the utter darkness, took hold of him,
Monk let out a below of rage and started pumping his massve arms.

Hisfigs cracked againg unseen jaws. A man fdl, curang. Monk spun, hit another. He kept moving in a
tight, closed circle, swinging, hitting, bellowing.

But the jaws and the figures behind them, dill in the intent blackness, kept popping up like day pipesin a
shooting gdlery.

After awhile Monk was subdued — at least Sx men were holding him — and he was being carried.
Another door dammed behind him. It sounded as though it were made of heavy sted. They seemed to
be moving through a hdlway and then up aflight of airs.

There was a lot of tak and excitement, and some of the words Monk could not understand. With a
tremendous heave of his burly shoulders, on the stairway, he broke loose, sent figures tumbling down the
steps. Others immediatdy found him. A light switched on and there was blinding white glare. Monk
started to look at his captors.

Then he was dugged.
Chapter XII



DOC SAVAGE'S headquarters were located atop one of New York's talest skyscrapers. It was
reached by private elevator. There was a large reception room, a library lined from floor to cdling with
works of science, medicine and everything pertaining to man and the universe.

There was a laboratory, the most modern of its kind, with windows looking out over the city's skyline.

Outsde, it was raning. The sky was gray and dull. Though it was dill fairly early in the morning, it was
doubtful that the day would clear. Therain caused the day to be more sultry than ever.

Ingde the laboratory, however, the air-conditioned atmosphere was pleasant and refreshing.

Doc put down dl the handbags he was carrying, indicated a char, and said, “Now let's sart a the
beginning.”

Petience sat down, her beautiful dark eyes somber, her smdl dim hands folded in her Iap. For a moment
dhe stared a the array of scentific equipment located in the large, glass-enclosed office in which they
faced each other. She saw a boxlike affar that Doc Savage had glanced upon entering. It looked like a
radio but was not aradio. There were amdl push levers dong its front.

Petience said, “Widll, you know that | changed planes in Edmonton?’

Doc nodded. “I picked up your tral after | had stopped off & one of our arline maintenance fieds,
where your own private plane was taken for overhaul.”

“I hired another pilot at Edmonton.”

She looked like a pretty little girl who would be dmost fearful of traveling form Brooklyn to the Bronx by
subway. And she had just completed a mad dash from Alaska to New York by ar. Modern women,
Doc thought, you never knew what they were going to do next!

“Yes” he was saying, “you paid a woman names Mdtilda Bridges to trade places with you. Thought it
would throw me off the trail. Then you had your new pilot take you to the Newark Airport instead —
where | found you just before you dipped away again. Running away dl the time, Patience, won't help
you.”

“| redlize that now,” she admitted softly.
“You're dill terrified about it, you know. Why try to pretend?’

Patience let out her breath in akind of broken, hestant way. “I'm sorry now, that | dragged you into it.”
She glanced a him, looked away.

Doc sad, “Your own plane, you know, was not redly disabled — not at firs. The way you made it
appear to bein trouble was redly an example of marvelous flying. What did you do, cut the cable control
after the plane touched ground at Kluane Lake flats?’

Petience nodded. “Pliers — wire cutters,” she said frankly. “I flung the pliers away before you rolled up
behind me. | dmost ground-looped.”

“Yes...” Doc went on, “Of course you knew | wasin the vicinity?’

“One smdl-town newspaper mentioned your name in connection with your route survey to Alaska. | was
frantic. | didn't know what to do. I'd been trying to steer the menace away from me, but it was getting
closer dl thetime. | knew about your reputation. | figured if | could draw you into it, Mr. Savage, | could



escape the other thing.”

“So you sent out the fake cal for hdp when | was nearby, knowing I'd come to your ad — a the same
time scaring the other thing away.”

Petience jerked her head. Her brunette hair was curly from the rain.

“| kept trying and trying to run away from it. | was desperate.”

“Tdl me” asked Doc, “are there two different groups involved in the menace?’

“There seems to be. Oneisled by a short, extremely wide and powerfully build man —’
“Let'scdl hm Mr. Five-By-Five,” interrupted Doc.

“Thet would fit im exactly. His associate was that very tal man who was murdered on the lawvn of the
hotd —”

“By athin, lanky-legged fdlow that Y ukon tried to capture,” Doc finished. “You saw it happen?’
“| watched from the darkness of my room.” She looked frightened again. “1 was—terrified.”

“l don't wonder.” Then Doc said, “This Long Legs, who got away, is apparently one of the opposing
faction.”

“Ya”
“Why did you disappear from Whitehorse?’

“I—I thought your presence would frighten them off. Instead, | had drawn the danger onto you.
[t—wasn't fair. Y ou had nothing to do with it. So — | ran away again.”

Doc got up, moved around the room, looked at the radio-type box as though he were impatient to
hendle a certain detall, sat down again.

“And now,” he went on, “what about the cheap, dime-store emerdd pin? The one you threw out the
window?’

“It contains,” said Patience without hesitation, “indructions, in Spanish, for a man who is gpparently from
South America—places where he is to go, people to see, things like that. Why, | don't know. The

information, in the finest handwriting, in on a piece of onion skin paper hidden behind the imitation
emedd.”

“l guess our Long Legs found the pin.”
“l think s0.”

“Does the pin have any connection with what's in the metd box you dropped by smdl parachute from the
plane?’

Petience showed some amazement a Doc's knowledge of things — that is, expresson in her deep
brown eyes showed it. She went on directly, “1 don't know—I redly don't. I've never been able to open
the box. It's heavy iron, locked. My sster gave me both the box and the pin before—before she

disappeared.”



It was the fird time Patience's voice broke.
“Your Sser?’

Petience said, “It is she they are redly trailing, these terrible men. | found out she was in danger, and tried
to draw the menace away from her. Now, | don't know where sheis. | haven't heard a word from her.”

Her lovdy eyes filmed dightly.

“If,” prompted Doc, “they were after your Sster, for something in which she was involved, why would
they switch to going after you?’

Ten slent seconds passed. Patience's eyes hdd the bronze man's. Then she spoke.
“Because,” she cried out, “were twind They don't know the differencel”

THE rest of it Patience explained Smply. Her twin had been in Europe before the war. Both their parents
were dead, but her father had been French. She said:

“Years ago, because my twin was dways 0 restless and seeking thrills, father nicknamed her
Impatience, because she was so opposite from me. After the Germans entered Paris, | didn't hear from
her for along time. Then she popped up in Spain. Then —"

She paused.
“Then?” Doc prodded.

“After the war — South America, seeking new thrills. Lord knows what. She was dways so mixed up in
adventure.”

“And you don't know what's in the iron box?’ Doc repeated again.
“No.”

Doc tried to dig out further informetion that might serve as clues. Patience, however, seemed to know
nothing additiona that would help him. The discussion went on for some time.

Then she stood up. “Mr. Savage, if you don't mind, I'd like to go to the hotd.” She named a place
uptown. “I'll be dl right there. No one knows my redl identity.”

“I'mtrying to help you,” Doc said.
“l know. But —"

“It would be better if you stayed here. No one can get into my headquarters unless they know a certain
scientific way of entering doors. I'm going out. I'd prefer if you waited until my return —’

“Pleasg, if you don't mind —"

Strangely, Doc Savage offered no further objection. He carried her bag to the private express devator,
one that led to the lobby entrance of the building. “Youll keep in touch with me, of course, Patience?
Youll be dl right?’

She nodded. Her eyes were serious. “I just want to rest. Il be safe here in New York, for awvhile
anyway. Thank you for leading dl those horrible people awvay from me”



Doc amiled, watched her get on the elevator, nodded to the specid operator employed soldy by himsdf,
saw the eevator doors close, then he moved swiftly back to the radio-type cabinet in hislab office.

The machine was an eectric wire-recording device on which messages could be placed. Ham's voice
spoke clearly when Doc turned on the playback.

The bronze man ligening tensdly as he heard information about the house on Ninth Street, about Ham's
worry that Monk had disappeared from in front of the place. Ham's report said that he had gone back to
try to locate Monk.

Next, Doc put through along distance, person-to-person cdl to Washington. He mentioned a name that,
inwartime, had been known to only a handful of peoplein the nation.

He talked for quite some time.

Then he cdled his private garage, located right in the basement of the skyscraper.
“You followed her?” Doc asked.

“Yes ar.”

“She didn't see you?’

“Pogtive she didn't, Doc. She hailed a cab as soon as she left the building. | used one of our old
iNCoNspicUoUS coupes.”
“Am?’

“She went directly to an address on East Ninth Street. A four-story apartment-like building, but it looks
like the kind taken up entirdy by one family. She rang the bell and went insde” He gave the address.
“Anything else, Doc?”’

“Have you seen Monk or Ham?’
“Not for hours and hours, gr.”
“Bring one of the cars out front for me” asked Doc. “1'm coming right down.” Then he hung up.

A MOMENT laer he emerged from the skyscraper building, moving toward a dark, big sedan parked a
little distance away.

Next he drew up short and watched a little, wiry-looking man who was just dimbing out of the taxicab at
the skyscraper entrance.

“Why, blast my onery hide” the passenger was ydling at the driver, “in Whitehorse we only soak 'em
two-bits for aride like that. A dollar! 1 got hdf a notion to wrap thisiron box around your head —’

Doc stepped quickly to Yukon's side, dropped a hill onto the seat beside the driver, led the little
hard-bitten man toward his own machine. “You just got in?" he asked.

“Yep! Hew. Spent your money, by gad!”

Little Y ukon was grinning with pleasure a meeting his friend again. He shoved the heavy black iron box
a Doc Savage. “An' here she be! Told you | could find it!”



Doc put the heavy box — it was about ten inches square dl around — on the front seat between them.
“Opened it?" he wanted to know.

“HdI!” snorted Y ukon. “Youll have to blast the danged thing open. | couldn't even pry it one little mite!”
“I'm afraid,” Doc sad, “well have to leave it till later. Right now, theré's ajob to do.”
Something in the urgency of the bronze man's voice transmitted itsdf to Y ukon. He looked hopeful.
“Trouble?”
“Two of my aids are missing. | think they are captivesin a house not far from here.”
“How about Patience?’
“She has gone to the same house?’
“Captive, too?’
Doc did not reply for a moment. He was busy handiing the big machinein treffic.
Then his answer was, “I hope we're not too lae”
Chapter Xllli
MONK grumbled: “I haven't eaten for hourg”
“That's wonderful,” remarked Ham. “Y ou need to lose some weight.”
“Shuddup!” snapped the man with the gun.

He was in him twenties, thin, with long ears and sandy hair. He sat in an arm chair in the huge office-like
room. In the caling there was a large square skylight. Oddly, wadls of the room were solid. There were
no windows — or, & least, no windows were visble

Across the room sat another individua with a gun. He was thin adso, and needed a shave, and his skin
looked as though it had been rubbed with ail.

“Youtdl 'em, Alfred,” he said.
Monk and Ham, the captives, sat on the floor againg the wal, in between their guards.

Alfred, the sandy haired one with ears, lit a cigarette deftly with one hand and continued to stare fidhly at
the two Doc Savage men.

A door was open across the room. Ham knew it led out on the stairway to the floors below. This was
the topmogt, fourth floor of the structure on Ninth Street. Every once in awhile he could hear the murmur
of voices from somewhere downgairs.

Monk said, “You fdl for that janitor gag just like | did, and you're supposed to be so blasted smart.
Hah!”

Ham looked at him coolly. “I was merdly trying to get in here to save your life”
“Or maybe find that pretty they cdl Patiencel”



Alfred snapped, “ Shuddup, | said.”

Monk glared at the sandy haired fellow. “For hdf a cent I'd take a chance on getting a dug and come
there to know down your ears.”

Ham warned, “Monk —"

Suddenly there was a cry from somewhere downgtairs in the high, narrow house, followed by a ydl, then
different kinds of commotion going on.

Alfred legped across the room, firing an order at the greasy-looking man. “Keep your eye on them,
Calog”

He went out into the hdlway and yeled down the airs.

“What goes on down there?’

No answer.

Alfred went clattering down the stairs. The commoation was il taking place.

Monk looked as though he were ready to jump up and go into action. Ham gave him a warning glance,
indicating the dark-skinned thin man with the gun, across the room. The felow watched them steadily.

“You dready look as though you've been put through a wringer,” Ham said to his burly partner. “You
wouldn't gave a chance againg trigger-finger over there”

The greasy man gave ady grin.
Monk said, “You don't look so good yoursdf.”

Ham's usudly smart-looking clothes were wrinkled. There was a cut on him face and a bruise beow his
right eye. Nevertheless, he dill managed to maintain a certain ar of dignity.

Men came up the dtairs and boiled into the room. They were excited about something, peering into the
corners as though they expected to find wildcats.

A man ebowed his way through them. He was unusudly short for his tremendous Sze, as broad as he
was tdl. His face was built the same way, and hard. Every part of him looked solid and hard for dl his
Sze

He cuffed three men aside at a sweep of hisarm and growled, “You foold Joe, the guard's, lying down
there on the lower floor, unconscious. He didn't knock himsdf out. Someone's in this building!”

And then, screaming, “Find him!”

Everyone went dlatering out again, down the dars and through various parts of the house. Doors
opened and closed and made banging sounds. Men yelled to one another.

Monk glanced at Ham and remarked, “Quiet dump!”
“Spanish, some of them,” Ham explained. “They get excited easly. | have an idea they're Argentines.”

The ally looking fellow came over and faced them, his back to the hdl door. “Stand up!” He glared at
Monk.



Ham knew, from the manner in which the man held the gun, that he was going to rake the heavy barrel
down across his partner's face. Monk's continud talking irritated the felow.

Ham started to get up.
“St down!” the gunman snarled.
Only Monk got up.

But he, like Ham, saw the amdl, trim brunette girl with the big round eyes come quietly into the room
behind their guard. Her approach was soundless. She held a .38 in her hand.

Nether Ham nor Monk gave the dightest indication that she was there. The thing happened in a split
second.

Instead of Monk being struck by the guard, the girl brought her own gun barrd down hard on the
dark-skinned man's head.

He collapsed in a heap.
Monk beamed.
“You,” he sad happily, “are Patience! Arent you?’

The amdl, nicdy built gifl looked a him out of large eyes. “The name” she said, “is Impatience!” The .38
hed leveled in her hand. “And,” she added coally, “very impatient! Please turn around and face the wall,
putting up your hands.”

MONK stared.
“l think,” said Ham, “the young lady means business.”
They turned around.

The dim, trimly built brunette gifl quickly picked up the gun which the dark-skinned man had dropped
when he fdl unconscious. She was backing across the room toward the open doorway. She spoke
quickly, quietly, but in a sharp manner that meant business.

“One word, or sound out of ether of you — and I'll shoot you through the backs!” she said.

She took up a position on one side of the door.

A man came running up the stairs, heading into the room, caling out, “I can't understand how anyone —"
“Drop your gun,” said the girl.

The fdlow whirled — he was Alfred, the pilot — and gawked when he saw the .38 pointing into his face,
and then he proceeded to quickly get rid of the weapon which had been dangling in his fis. There would
have been no chancein the world to raiseit in time to checkmate the girl.

Three more men came up a intervas. Each had the drop put on him in Smilar manner. The girl was
accumulaing asmdl arsend.

The fa man came up and walked into the same trap — he saw the men, induding Monk and Ham, lined
up againg the far wal — but he was too dow to figure the trick until the girl have him neetly covered.



She siwung behind him, placing the gun againg his massive broad back, said, “Over there with the others,
Mr. Five-By-Fivel” She backed up, watching him, reaching out with her free hand to lock the door. She
hed aready noticed that it was stedl and probably impassable, once locked.

“We"” she was saying, “are going to discuss afew matters.”

It was too bad the other thing happened so quickly. Monk was brimming over with curiogity as to just
what was going to be discussed. Ham, too.

But three men dl reached the top of the Stairway a the same indant and plunged into the room, just
before the sted door closed.

It was impossible for the gifl to cover dl of them.

They got her gun. She cried out. Ham and Monk, a quick glance passng between them, leaped to the
ardl arsend of wegpons on the floor and each got hold of weapons.

They started shoating at legs.

Two men fel down. Some were trying to fight ther way out through the doorway. The shambles was
redly quite terrific when the big skylight crashed and Doc Savage came down into the room.

DOC landed on his feet. But even as he was dropping into the room amidgt the shattering of glass, he
cdled out, “Monk! Ham! Gad”

His aides ingantly knew whet to do.
They held their bresths.

Gresat clouds of black smoke came from the glass vids that Doc broke on the floor as he landed. But the
black smoke was harmless. It merdy made the room a black wel of a place in which he could move fast
and unseen.

It was the smdl, tiny, liquidHilled glass balls that he had been referring to, and which Monk and Ham
knew dl about. Crushing these dso, a colorless, tasteless gas swiftly filled the room.

The invisble gas contained knockout properties that took immediate effect. Men started fdling down,
dawing at the floor a moment, and then lying dill. Monk had clamped a hand over the girl's nose and
mouth and was holding her tightly. He had wrested the gun away from her.

She fought him mdly in the black smoke that enveloped them. Monk kept holding on for a full moment.
Her fighting subsided as she fought to get alungful of ar.

After ahit, in the blackness, Ham said, “I guessit'sdl right now, Monk.”

Monk let out his breath with an explosive sound. He released the girl's nose and mouth. She sucked in
ar.

Then she gtarted to cry, “Why, you —"

Monk said camly, “You couldn't amdl or taste the gas, but it would have knocked you cold for an hour.
That's that length of its potency, though otherwise it's harmless. You notice there isn't any commoation
going on here anymore.”

It seemed quiet and weird, for they were il in utter blackness.



Then Ham's voice said, “Over here's the door. Doc, | think, has gone downgtars. Maybe he needs
I’Hp_”

“Doc Savage!l” sad the girl.

“Look,” asked Monk in the blackness, “are you Patience?’ He thought it was kind of nice holding her the
way he was.

She shoved him away.

They found the door. There was the sound of a shot downdtairs. Then Doc's voice, cdling up to them.
“Stay where you are, Monk—Ham. Take care of the girl. Wait afew moments”

“You need hdp?’ Monk bellowed.

“The F.B.l. outsde will handle the rest of it. They are out there waiting. I'm merdly chasing these others
out to them.”

After awvhile everyone was captured.

Chapter XIV

LATER, in the bronze man's library, they were grouped around a huge table on which rested the iron
box.

The box was open. Monk had made short work of the job of prying up the lid, usng instruments from the
laboratory.

Ham was there, and Y ukon, hislittle button eyes popping as he watched Doc look into the box.
Petience watched dso, her big eyes thoughtful.

Doc was saying, “Wdl, | got mog of it cdling Washington. Some of the war crime criminds are dill at
large, as you know. A few of them got to South America, mainly Argentina. The house on Ninth Street
was a dearing house for getting them into this country. Those criminas made off with fabulous amounts of

money. They were each ready to pay a nice lump of it for safety.”
“A rather profitable busness for crooks,” Ham said.

Doc nodded. “Some smart operators from Argentina were in on it. And we have a few unscrupulous
charactersin this country who will do anything for a high enough fee. They were dl working together.”

“Snesking these war criminasin one a atime?’ asked Monk.
“That's right.”

Doc told the complete story of Patience, what had taken place at Whitehorse and the rest of it. “A
long-legged fdlow” — he looked t little Y ukon — “escaped us up there. He was one of a crown trying
to chisd in on the whole setup. Mr. Five-By-Five was head of the Argentine crown.”

Y ukon put in, “We found Long-Legs hangin' around outside the Ninth Street place—the F.B.1. fdlows
and me, while Doc was going up over the roof to make that surprise entrance. He'sinjall too.”

Doc nodded again. “We found a fake emerad brooch on him that he found in Whitehorse. Behind the
sone was hidden information for a war aimind that was to be smuggled into this country—just as |



imegine well find smilar indructions in these doodads.” He added: “Matilda was a captive in the house.
The F.B.l. men released her.”

Then Doc picked an item out of the box.
Everyone observed him.

It was a watch, a cheap one, old fashioned and with a heavy meta case. Doc pried open the back cover,
then the second cover ingde.

A thin piece of onion skin paper fdl out. Spreading it open, Doc started trandating words from Spanish
to English.

Then he quickly nodded. “More ingructions for a different would-be arrivd from Europe,” he said. “All
this Suff contains such indructions, | imagine. Each item would be given to a war aimind to carry with
him”

There were rings, watches, and the imitation, large jewdry pins and such. “A few women are mighty
anxious to escape the war trids, too,” he pointed out.

He turned to the girl. “How did you know the Ninth Street address?’

“It was written on the paper behind that emerad | threw away.”

“That'sright,” Doc remembered. “The F.B.1. men took the brooch away from the long-legged man.”
“| found the brooch in my twin's room the lagt time | saw her.”

Monk, Ham and Y ukon had been told about the twins. Now Monk asked, puzzled, “ Say, which one are
you—Patience or the other one? I'm confused!”

“I'm Petience,” amiled the girl.
Monk let out his breath.

“Whew,” he said with rdief. “I'm glad of that. Up there on Ninth Street | grabbed on to your twin and
she was ready to dug me. Good thing the F.B.I. fdlows took her dong.”

Petience said, “Y ou were holding me, Monk.”
MONK looked amazed. Ham grinned.

Doc told them, “Patience's twin sister hasn't been involved in thisthing since | mysdf became involved. It
was her sgter — Impatience — however, who sumbled onto this war criminds smuggling racket while
she wasin South America. Back here in the States, Impatience reported it to Washington. Then she was
immediatdy atarget for death, when the boys behind the racket found out.” He glanced a Patience. “Tdl
them the re<t. 1t was a wonderful thing you did, a brave thing.”

The girl'slovely face colored dightly.

“I merdly,” she murmured, “tried to lead the menace away from my sster. Then | needed help. | thought
Doc Savage's presence would scare them off. But there was too much money involved for those crooks
to scare. I'm sorry—I caused dl the trouble.”

Doc sad pleasantly, “Trouble is our business, Patience.”



Monk scratched his head. “But, look! If your sster was dragged off by the F.B.1., how could you be the
one | squeezed —"

It was Doc who explained, “Patience, here, was the gifl in the house on Ninth Street. Her sster was
found a week ago by the F.B.I. She was hurt, but not serioudy, and now she's recuperating in Miami.
Shell be dl right.”

“But—" Monk started again.

“So,” Doc finished, “Patience took it into her head to clean things up herself. She was 4ill upset about
drawing meinto it. She went up there to find out about her Sster, but in the meantime | had learned about
Impatience from the F.B.I.”

Monk kept looking at the girl. A dow flush crept up into his face, something very unusud with the burly
chemist.

“You say,” he started, “you're not mad because | squeezed—I mean, grabbed you in the dark up there
d _”

Petience said quily, “Wel, Monk —”
Ham snorted, “Monk, for heaven's sake why don't you get smart?’
Tha started an argument.

Meanwhile, little Y ukon moved up beside the girl. He said brightly, “You know, maam, I've wanted for
nigh on to thirty years to take agd like you to dinner in Noo Y ork. | was wondering if maybe tonight —”

Petience said, “I think it would be wonderful, Yukon.” She squeezed his arm fondly.
“No subways, though!” said Y ukon worriedly.

“No subways,” agreed the girl.

Monk suddenly acted as though someone had removed his tongue. He was speechless.
THE END



