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Chapter |

OUT of a clear sky came this tdlegram. It read, MISS MARY OLGA TRUNNELS: IF YOU ARE
MAKING LESS THAN HUNDRED A WEEK QUIT YOUR JOB. | HAVE BETTER ONE FOR
YOU. FINE SALARY, LOVELY SURROUNDINGS, WONDERFUL PEOPLE.

It was Sgned, GLACIA.

Tha didn't sound like Glacia should sound somehow, so | wired back. HAVE YOU TAKEN TO
DRINK?

This should have drawn a sassy answer, but it didn't. It got this

WIRING YOU TRANSPORTATION. JOB IS SUPERB. HONEY YOU MUST
COME.—GLACIA.

The telegrams were coming from a place named Sammy's Springs, Cdifornia, and it did not seem to be
on the map. A place cdled Sammy's Springs sounded as if it belonged in Cdifornia, but it ill wasn't on
the map. | looked.

Bang a consarvative girl sometimes, and dso 4ill feding that dl this didn't sound quite like Glacia, | tried
the telephone. The operators seemed to have no trouble finding Sammy's Springs.

“Glada” | sad. “What has gotten at you? Have you married a mongter, or something?’

Glada had a voice that went wel with champagne and little Slver bells and she used it to tinkle
pooh-poohings at me. Then, spesking rapidly, she told me in five different ways that it was a wonderful
job out there, and asked me four different times to come out in a hurry.
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“I'l rush down and wire you a plane ticket thisingant,” Glacia said.

“Why should you wire the ticket? Why not let the purveyor of this wonderful job do that. And by the
way, who ismy future employer?’

“Oh! You're coming! Fined Wonderful! Oh, I'm so delighted!”

She kept saying thisin various ways for awhile, then said wel this was costing me money, long-distance
cdlsdidn't come for nothing, and goodbye and she would meet the plane with bells on, then she hung up.
She hadn't told me who the job was with, nor what it was.

| decided thet it had been Glacia | was taking to, because it was Glacids voice, but that was about dl.
Glada hadn't demanded a cent of grease for getting me the job. Not like Glacia, that wasn't. She wasn't
one to do a favor without getting her bite, and she was brazen and hard-headed enough to have it
understood ahead of time that she would want a cut.

| lay awake for a while trying to figure it out, and about midnight, just before going to deep, | began to
wonder if Glacia hadn't sounded scared, redly. Stll, it would take quite a fright to jolt a dollar out of
Glacias mind.

The next morning, | went to work at the office, and waited for Mr. Tuffle to make a mistake. Mr. Tuffle
was nmy department boss, and could be depended on for a misteke every day. He was the
vice-president's son-in-law, which put him in a postion where he could blame his subordinates for his
supidity. | began to think he was going to miss today just to spite me, but about two o'clock he came
over to my desk roaring to know where the Glidden Account papers were and why in hdl | hadn't turned
them in on time. | had turned them in on schedule, and further than that, | knew just where he had
misplaced them the afternoon he rushed off early for a game of golf. | went to his desk, dumped the
drawer contents on the floor, grabbed out the Glidden Account papers, and raised hal mysdf. | carried
the Suff into Mr. Roberts office, raised more hel, and got fired.

That took care of the embarrassing matter of having to quit the job without the usud two-week notice.
Incidentdly, it did the office morae some good. They gave me a party that night.

Glacia had wired the arline reservation hersdf. | inquired about that, and she was the one who had sent
the ticket.

The plane was one of those super-duper four-motored stratosphere jobs. It got me to Los Angdes in
less then ten hours, and they were paging me over the public address system there. | was wanted a the
reservetions counter, the loudspeaker was saying.

“Oh, yes” said the reservation clerk. “This gentleman iswaiting for you.”

The gentleman was a very tdl Indian, with two feathersin his hair. He was having trouble with one of his
feathers, which was cocked forward over hisleft eye. He straightened it, and looked at me.

“Ugh!” he said presently. “Y ou the one, dl right. Y ou answer description.” And then he asked, “You got



hegp strong omach?’

“l don't know about that, Hiawatha. Why?’

He put alarge copper thumb againg his own chest. “Name is Coming Going,” he said.

“Glad to meet you, Mr. Going,” | said. “Now why thisinterest in my stomach?’

“Got lightplang” sad Mr. Coming Going. “Supposed to fly you like a bird to place named Sammy's
Springs”

“Oh,” | said. “You mean that you are a pilot who has been employed to furnish me transportation the rest
of the way to my degtination?’

He nodded. “That would be long-winded way of saying so,” he admitted.

“Who hired you? Glacia?’

Coming Going lifted his eyes as if he were looking at an eagle, and whistled the wolf-call.
“That would be Glacia” | said. “All right, lets get my suitcases and be on our way.”

“Ugh,” he said, and we got my suitcase. He mugt have expected more in the way of baggage, because he
seemed favorably impressed.

“Squaw with one suitcase!” he remarked wonderingly. “Wonders haven't ceased.” Then he examined me
agan, with more interest than before, and said another, “Ugh!”

That “Ugh!” was the end of his conversation for the trip. | found out why he was interested in whether or
not | had a strong somach. The plane he had was a little two-place grasshopper affar, sxty-five
horsepower, the pilot seated ahead of the passenger. A kite with an engine. We flew for three hours over
desert and mountains and the thermas and downdrafts tossed us around like aleaf. My stomach stood fit,
dthough there were times when | wondered.

The only comment Mr. Going had on the durability of my midriff was another, “Ugh!” after we landed. It
was dightly gpproving, however.

Glacia came running and screaming, “Mote! Daling! You did get here! How diving”

Glacia was blonde, amdl, livdy, and wonderful for gentlemen to look upon, with har fdling to her
shoulder, widdy innocent blue eyes, a tricky nose, and other features to nice specifications. She did not
look asif she had a penny's worth of brains, dthough she actudly had some—in an acquiring fashion.

| told her she was looking wonderful—she was—and then asked what about this job, and didn't get an
answer. | got alot of conversation, the gushing sort, but no specific data on the job.

Glada had a car waiting. A roadster. Seen after dark, the color of the car wouldn't put your eyes out, but
now the desert sun was shining on it, and it nearly blinded me.

“You mugt have taken some fdlow for plenty, honey,” | said.

Glacia had no answer to that, but plenty of other words, and we gat in the roadster and drove through
mesguite, cholla cactus, yucca cactus, barrd cactus—I didn't know one cactus from another, but Glacia
gave a running comment on cacti as we drove—and after a few miles it became evident that we were
gpproaching arather odd sort of dvilizetion.



“Youll love this place, dear,” sad Glacia

We got closer.

“For God's sake!” | said.

“Therd” sad Glacia “I told you. Quaint, in't it?’
“You mean thisis a hotd 7’

“yYes”

“But what—"

“Oh, itisnt a bit like the ordinary hotel,” Glacia explained. “That's probably what makes it the place to
be seen. Lots of Hollywood people come here. Nothing around here is supposed to be quite
commonplace.”

| could see that it wasn't commonplace. The buildings were made of native stone and enormous logsin an
utterly bizarre architecturd plan, like one of those hairbrained plans thet artists think up for the magazines
when they are handed a story of a vidt to Mars or some other planet to illustrate. The structures hadn't
been skimped on Sze, ether, | discovered, when we drove into a tunnd-like portico that would have
accommodated a locomoative.

There was a whispering sound, a big door closed quietly behind us, and we were greeted by a rush of
cold conditioned air that seemed gpproximately zero. Outside the temperature must be past a hundred.

“Youll loveit,” Glaciasaid.

“Yourenat,” | said, “implying that thisis going to be my place of residence?’

“Certanly. Why not?’

“There's adight matter of dollarsinvolved. Or don't they use them for legd tender around here?’
“Oh, that's taken care of,” said Glacia

“Isit? You don't say. I'd like to know—"

What | wanted to know about was this job, which was rather dudve it seemed to me, but three more
Indians stalked out of the place and without a word captured my bag and disappeared ingde with it. Two
Indians carried the bag. The other walked behind them. They hadn't made a sound.

“Do they scadp anybody?’ | asked.
“They're bellhops. Don't be slly,” Glacia said.
“What do they charge you for aroom around here?’

“They don't cdl it a room. You're a tribe member. That incdludes your lodging, food, recrestion,
everything”

“Dont beat around the bush, dear. | asked you the charge—"

“Nothing—for you. It's taken care of .”



“Jud the same, I'm not going to Sgn the register.”

Gladia laughed, and | found out why. There wasn't any register, or if there was one, | never saw nor
heard about it. Thishotd, or resort, or whatever you would cdl it, was the screwiest spot imaginable,

My room was swell. Glacia managed to deposit me in it without tdling me what the job was, and then
skipped, saying, “Youll want to scrub up, honey. You look like you'd been pumped here through a
pipe” Which was more like Glacia She normdly wasn't a very avil person, to people she could bulldoze
wel enough to cdl them her friends. I'm afraid | belonged to that category.

The room had a suffed buffdo in it, but otherwise it was normad. The walls were pastels, blues modtly,
and the furniture was what one would probably find in the forty-dollar-a-day suite in the Wadorf. But the
buffao rather dominated the place.

| went to the window to see whether the scenery was in keeping. It wasn't. The scenery was dl right, a
swatch of authentic desert equipped with the varieties of cactus Glacia had named, sand dunes, mesquite,
probably sdewinders and scorpions too. The mountains were not far away; they were remarkably dark
mountains that tumbled and heaved up to a dartlingly cyanite blue sky, and if there was a shred of
vegetation, | faled to see it. The scenery was unigue in a bleak, tooth-edging way. It didn't look at dl
genuine, but then that wasn't unusud in Southern Cdifornia

The scenery seemed to have an effect on me, though, or perhaps it was the hotel. Or wondering about
thisjob. | showered and changed, and didn't fed any more confident, and tried to find a telephone to get
in touch with Glacia. There didn't seem to be any room telephones. | went into the hdl, and an Indian,
presumably another bellhop, was passing, and | asked him, “What about room phones? Don't they have
ay here?

“Ugh,” he said. “Takeum buffdo by horn and talk to him.” He walked off.
| ydled, “Ligen, Pocahontas, what room is Miss Glacia Loring in?
“Mink,” he said, not looking back and his feathered headdress not missing a bob.

So | went looking for mink. The suites weren't numbered either, it seemed, but were designated drawings
of different animas and birds on the door pands. The place was screwy enough that this touch seemed
Quite sane and practicd.

Gladia had changed to a bathing auit. 1t was amdl, a dab here and there. Not enough to do her figure any
harm.

“Angd,” she cried a me. “1 want you to meet Uncle Waldo!”
“Whose Unde Wado?
HMire”

“I didn't know you had one,” | said. “Ligten, you beautiful wench, if you're trying to pass some antiquated
boy-friend off as—"

“Oh, don't be so dinking mord,” she said.
“Hesredly your Unde?’
“My mother's brother. God help her,” Glacia said.



That should sort of prepare me for anything, | thought. 1 hadn't known Glacids family too wel when |
was a kid growing up in Kansas City, because we lived in the part of town where we had backyards and
washings were hung there. The Lorings had lived four blocks over, not a grest distance, but quite a long
way measured in the snobbery scale. Glacia Loring and | ended up atending the same high school, and
we mug have found something in common—as | recall, we were both going to become actresses at the
time, and got together in school theatricals—and we saw quite alot of each other.

Were we friends as kids? | don't know. | doubt it, but it would depend on what the definition for
friendship was. We were together alot. We fought over the same boys, and got suffed at the same soda
fountains. | suppose we sort of rubbed off on each other. | toning Glacia down a little, and she giving me
more gligen. But | don't know about that either. | do know my mother didn't approve of Glacias folks,
and Glacia evidently had amilar trouble a home, because she never took me there.

Not that Glacids folks were snobs. They were screwbadlls. They just plain resented common sense, and
they maintained that the conventiondl and the ordinary was dops for pigs. | think Glacia's mother and
father were married in an arplane drding over Kansas City as a publicty stunt, and | knew that her
grandfather on the materna sde had maintained that he, not Peary nor Cook, had been fird to discover
the North Pole, and that he had sued, or threatened to sue, both Admird Peary and Cook for daring to
lay daim to the Pole. This old fdlow would be the Sre of Glacia's Uncde Waldo, if there was redly such
anindividud. And since Uncde Wado was a sprig on such a goofer-tree, anything might be expected of
him.

It might have been the cockeyed hotd, but | expected to find Uncle Wado covered with monkeys. |
wouldn't have been surprised, anyway.

What | met was a nice-looking old gentleman, not much taler than | am, an old gaffer made of oak and
weather-cured hide. He wore tan flannd trousers with sandds, and a terific checkered shirt. He was
gtting in the bar which overlooked a svimming pool, and he was the only person in the place with a glass
of milk in front of him. He looked me over.

“A seaworthy seeming craft,” he remarked.

That didn't sound too much like a compliment, but | gathered it was. He had no more to say until he had
gven Glacias scanty bathing costume a disgpproving nose-wrinkling, and watched me order a drink. |
ordered ginger de with nothing in it, because my stomach was dill in some doubts about what to do over
the lightplane ride. Apparently, what | ordered met with approva, because Unde Wado got around to
dropping an oracular opinion.

“Shell do,” he said.

Glacia blew out her bregth.

“Daling,” she told me. “Now | can tdl you about the job. It's working for me”
“For you!”

“Oh, don't look so shocked. What's so bad about that?”

“l don't know what's tough about it,” | said. “But I'm sure something will develop.”
Unde Waldo chuckled. This sounded like a steam engine snorting once.

“The pay is good,” Glada sad hadily. “Youll get fi—" She paused and examined my expression.
“Eighty aweek,” she corrected.



“That's too much,” | said. “Or isit?’

“Dont be so damned suspicious,” Glacia said.

“So there's something | should be suspicious of 7’

“Of course nat!” She didn't sound convincing, athough she tried hard enough.
“What isthis job, baby?’

Gladiaevidently had an answer dl ready, but suddenly decided | wouldn't believe it, and got busy trying
to think of another. While she was doing that, Uncle Wado summarized the job.

“You hold niece's hand,” Uncle Waldo said.

He meant Glacia, of course. By holding Glacia's hand, | hoped he didn't mean what | thought he meant.
Anything that would make Glaciawant her hand held probably wouldn't be easy on the nerves.

Chapter Il

THE job had a snake in it somewhere. But two days passed and nothing happened and | was lulled into
a condition that might be caled somewhat puzzled peace of mind—the kind of an atitude where you
don't think youll have to swim, but you take your bething suit dong just in case.

The two days had incidents enough in them, but they weren't Sgnificant incidents. Except, it later
developed, one incident was going to lead to something. For | saw Doc Savage.

Glaciawas with me at the time. We came into the lobby and there was an air of hush and bated breaths
like the Second Coming.

“The redskins mug have arisen,” | said.
“It's dways like this when he's passing through,” said Glacia
“What do you mean?’

“Youd think,” said Glacia, “thet if he wanted a vacation, he would go where no one knew him . . . Still,
that place would be hard to find, | guess.”

At this point the magnet for dl the gaping interest appeared. He was a bronze man with flake gold
eyes—that description sounds a good dedl more casua than it should sound, probably. But that was dl
he meant to me a the time. A bronze man with flake gold eyes. | did notice that when he passed near
another person or a piece of furniture to which his proportions could be compared, there was the rather
odd illuson that he became a giant. Not quite seven feet tdl, but dmost. Otherwise he was just an
athletic-looking bronze man with gold eyes. Striking. But nothing to fal over on your face about.

Not until he had passed through the lobby and was gone did it seem permissible to resume breething.
“Wdl, wdl, quite an effect,” | told Glacia “Who might he be?’
“Dont you know?’

“Should I’



Glacialooked at me as if she considered me thoroughly stupid. “You mean to tdl me . . 7" She shook
her head wonderingly.

“Has my education been neglected?”’

“You evidently forgot to put on your brains this mormning,” Glacia said. She seemed genuindy disgusted.
“That was Doc Savage.”

13 &?l
Glacids eyes popped aftrifle. “1 honest-to-God believe you've never heard of him.”
“Am | supposed to have?’

Gladia said she could cry out loud, said a couple of other things not complimentary, and added, “You
mud be ribbing me, dear.”

“Jud be nice for a change and tdl me who he is?’
“Doc Savage, the Man of Bronze, the righter of wrongs and the nemesis of evildoers”

Theway Glaciasad it was odd, and | looked at her. She had put considerable feding into it, not asif she
was irked a my not knowing who this fdlow was, but as if it was a persond matter with her—as if
Savage himsdf was a persona meétter.

“Oh, adetective” | said.

Glaciasaid, “Not so you would notice,” without bothering to shake her head.

“G-man, then?’

But Glacia shook her head and said, “Skip it, baby.” And the rest of the afternoon she was rather sober.

Later that evening, | found my redskin pilot, Mr. Coming Going, near the smimming pool. He wore a
swvim Uit and two feathers, was having trouble with one of the feathers drooping over an eye, and was
gtting with his legs cocked up on a table, watching femde guests digporting in the poal.

“Ugh!” he said to me.

From that beginning, | worked the conversation around to Doc Savage, and asked for information about
the star guest. | had touched a sympathetic chord, because Mr. Going's eye brightened. He said “Ugh!” a
couple of times enthusiagticaly, changed to perfectly good Kansan City English, and told me that Doc
Savage was a noted celebrity, arighter of wrongs and punisher of evildoers.

“| got that same line from my girl-friend-employer,” | said. “But it sounds allittle screwball.”

“That Savage fdlow is no screwbdl,” sad Coming Going. The dlint in his eye was probably
admiraion—not for me, but for Savage. “What gave you such an idea?’

“That evildoer nemess and wrong-righter Suff,” | said.

“Its graght.”

“Gadzooks. It sounds like grictly from the place where the bdlls hang.”
“Well, that's what he does.”



“You meen that's his professon?’

((Yw'”
“How does he make it pay off?’

Coming Going shrugged. “I'm not his higtorian. Strikes me you should have heard of Savage. How did
you miss it?” He gazed a me with more approval than he had evidenced hitherto. “You seem to be a
pleasantly ignorant wench. The type | admire, incidentally.”

| noticed that Mr. Coming Going had blue eyes. “Just how much Indian are you?’ | asked.

He pretended to be darmed lest we he overheard. “My pop once bummed a cigarette off Chief Rose
Garden, but don't tdl anybody on me”

“Wheat tribe did Chief Rose Garden beong to?’

“Kickapoo, | guess. He was ling bottled Kickapoo Snake QOil off the tallgate of a wagon that stopped
inour village for awhile”

| left Mr. Coming Going without being certain whether | was being kidded.

That night, Glacia asked me to share her room. Somehow | did not seem at dl surprised when she did
s0, which must meen that | had sensed something of the sort coming. Glacia was off-handedly high and
mighty about it. “You'd better move in with me, and cut expenses,” she said. And added, “1've dready
hed your things brought to my suite”

It was dl right. After dl, she was paying me—she redly was, I'd collected the fird week's pay in
advance—and she was entitled to give the orders.

About ten o'clock, Glacia said something else that seemed a bit odd. “I'm going to say good night to
Unde Waldo,” she told me.

“If I'm not back in half an hour, will you check up?’
“What do you mean, check up?’ | asked.

She sad angrily, “Just see why | haven't returned! You ask too many questions” She flounced out,
damming the door.

| went over to achar and dropped into it, waiting for the clock minute-hand to move hdf an hour. And
presently | noticed that | had indinctively or for some other occult reason selected a chair facing the
door. My hands seemed to have a peculiar unrest of ther own—they wanted to hold something, and the
fingers were indined to bite a whatever they gripped, the latter objects dternaing between the chair
armrests, my knees, a handkerchief and an Indian warclub that | chanced to pick off the table.

The warclub, it presently occurred to me, was out of place. It didnt beong in the room, which was
otherwise afine modern hote room. The screwbdl atmosphere of the hotd didn't extend to any of thar
suites—except for one little touch like a duffed buffdo or something of that sort. And that reminded
me—I looked around for the screwbal item in Glacias suite. But there didnt seem to be anything,
because the warclub wasn't enough of a zany touch to qudlify.

Presently | was worrying because there wasn't a duffed buffalo or the equivalent in the place. The logica
condusion to be drawn from that was. | mugt be getting a loose shingle. The nutty desert resort, and the



intangibility of my job, might be getting me.

Twenty minutes later, | decided | was scared. There was no other emation that would quite account for
my goose bumps. Frightened. Why? Well, Glacia wasn't back yet. But that didn't quite account for it.
Something was giving me the feding—Feding indeed! It was more than an impression. It was utterly
conviction—that there was consderable danger afoot. Where the notion came from, | hadn't the dightest
idea

In the next five minutes—Glacia had been gone twenty-five now—I formed a sound notion of what was
meking the roots of my hair fed funny. It was this It didn't make sense, but it was this Something was
waiting around to happen, and it was something violent. | had arrived at the desert resort and found an ar

of suspense, of expectancy, concealed waiting, tenson, fear, danger and God knows what more. How
did I know | had found these things? Somebody would have to tdl me.

| was in the right mood to jump seven feet draight up when the door began to open with sSniger
downess. It had been twenty-nine minutes since Glacia left. The door to the hdl opened a fractiond inch
a atime | didn't jump Sraight up or straight down. | just turned to stone.

Nobody more dangerous than Glacia came in. She gave me arather odd amile
“It's fate. Why don't you go to bed?’ she said.
“What for?’ | asked. “I won't deep.”

But evidently 1 did deep. | think | did, anyway, because there was a period when nightmares and
nighthorses galoped through a zone of muted terror. And once | possibly sat up in bed and looked for
Glaciaand she was gone. | say possbly, because I'm not sure; | only know thet | lay back—granting that
| ever sat up inthe firgt place—and worried for along time through a ghesily series of dreams about what
| should do about Glacia being gone. Then findly | got the answer—I should get up and find her.
Whereupon | awakened, unquestionably this time, and looked, and there was Glacia adeegp where she
should be on the other bed. | didn't go to deep again that night. It wasn't worth the effort. | was scared of
the dreams, too.

The sunlight was splattering in through the windows when Glacia arose, showered, wrapped a housecoat
about hersdlf and said, “I'll see how Uncle Waldo isfeding.”

“Isheill?
“He wasn't quite hmsdf last night,” Glacia said vagudly, and |eft.
She came back with her face the color of bread dough that had been mixed two or three days ago.

She sad, “Unde Wado is—is—" She gagged on whatever the rest was and arched her neck, dl of her
body rigid. She held that for a moment. Then she said, “His face—his brains are dl over hisface”

Then she went down dlently on the floor. Fainted.

Chapter Il

HE was a short, wide, furry man with one of the homeliest faces ever assembled, and he wouldn't have to
be encountered in a very dark place to be mistaken for an ape.

“Oh, Yes,” he said. “Another femde admirer. We comb them out of the woodwork every morning. . . .



Wadl, what do you want?’
“l wish to see Doc Savage,” | sad.

“That's not hard to arrange. Doc will be passng through the lobby at ninefifteen. Just be on hand. |
undergtand they're thinking of putting up grandstand seets.”

“Aren't you funny?”
“Not very,” he said. “Just sarcastic. Look, baby, do you think it's very lady-like to pursue—"
“l want to tak to Doc Savage.”

“l know. But it will be harder to arrange. Still, some do. It happens. One did in his car yesterday, and
assaulted m with a pair of scissors. It scared the hdl out of me, but she only wanted to cut off the end
of his necktie, which she did.”

“Stop being a guffy fool!” | said.

He grinned faintly, examined me with more interest, and whigtled his approva brazenly. “If | thought
being sensible would get me anywhere with you—"

“Therésaman dead,” | sad.

“Uh-huh. 1t happens every—" He paused, his head jutted forward and down and turned sidewise. “You
levelling?’

“He's dead.”
“Natura desth?’

“l wouldn't say s0.”
“Where?’

“Here in the—I can't get used to cdling this slly-ranch a hotd,” | said. “His name was Loring. Waldo
Loring.”

He nodded and said, “Oh, that. Yes, | heard one of the guests had been killed in an accident.”

Accident. That was right. That was what the hotel had said it was, which was about the only normd thing
| had seen about the hogtdry so far—hoping to make thar guests think a murder hadn't been committed.
So they had said it had been an accident.

“The accident,” | said, “was an Indian warclub. It happened severd times to his head. There was quite a
change made.”

He considered this, and there were some subtle changes in his manner, somewhat as if a racehorse had
heard the rattle of fast hoofbests.

“Now | want to talk to Doc Savage,” | said.
“I'm Monk Mayfair. I'm Doc's right hand and catch-al. Won't | do?’

“Ligen I've told you—"'



“Oh, dl right, but youll just get tossed into the wastebasket, and I'm the latter. Doc is on a vacation out
here” He paused and looked at me thoughtfully. “I guess you won't be stisfied until he tels you that
himsdlf, though.”

He went away, leaving mein the living room of a suite which was clearly one of the larger ones. | looked
around for a suffed buffdo or the equivdent, and was peering behind things when Monk Mayfair
regppeared and asked dryly. “Y ou hunting something?’

“Stuffed bison,” | said. “But | suppose youll do for a substitute.”

After he scratched his head without thinking of a reply, he escorted me into another room where Doc
Savage was making a coffee table and room-service breakfast look smdl by stting before them.

Monk said, “Doc, thisis Miss—’
“Mote” | supplied. “Mary Olga Trunnds, formally.”
“She hunts buffdo, but thinks | would do as a subgtitute,” Monk added. “Mote, thisis Doc Savage.”

Doc Savage arose, gave me a surprisngly pleasant amile, and indicated a chair. But, probably lest | get
any ideathe vist was to be on asocid plane, he said, “Monk tdls me you have a matter of a dead men
and awarclub.”

“That sounds alittle like hdlo and goodbye,” | said. “Am | dismissed dready?’
“Not at dl. What gave you that idea?’

“l just got along lecture on lady necktie snippers and wastebaskets from Mr. Mayfair. | gathered | was
only to be permitted a bow, and that just to humor me.”

Perhaps he thought that was entertaining. | couldn't tel. His bronze face was handsome, but aready |
could see that it only showed the emotions he wanted it to show. So the fact that his amile flashed again
might mean nothing.

He said, “Mr. Mayfar is watchdog today. He prefers to watch pretty girls | presume that was the gist of
hislecture.”

“That wasn't itsgid,” | said. “But it might have been the hidden meaning.”
Monk Mayfar took a chair. He didn't seem disturbed.

Doc Savage sad, “If you have the idea | don't care to liden to your troubles, perish the thought.” He
picked up the coffee percolator, asked meif | could use some, and | said | could.

“I'm Mary Olga Trunnds, and up until afew days ago | was employed by the Metro Detective Agency in
New York City. It's a private investigations firm, doing dl sorts of jobs that detective agencies do, but
modly insurance company work,” | said. “Have you got time to ligen to me begin the dory that far
back?’

“Start as far back as you wish,” he said.

So | began dill earlier, in Kansas City when Glacia Loring and | were brats together, and gave him a
picture of the nonconforming background Glacia had. | carried the briefing down to a couple of years
ago, when | had lagt seen Glacia—she had quit amodding job in New York to come to Hollywood and
be a movie gtar, without having achieved the latter, however—and skipped the intervening time. Then |



told him the events of the past few days, and they seemed rather flat, somehow, except for the death of
Waldo Loring.

“I think Glaciaredly hired me as a protector,” | said, “because | happened to be working for a detective
agency, and she fdt that sort of job qudified me”

“| gather Miss Loring hasn't flaly told you that?’

“No. Intuition and guesswork told me that. But | know a scared gil when | see one, and Gladia is
scared.”

“Of whom?’
“l don't know.”
“Then | presume you don't know what is behind it?’

“Look, | haven't been Girl Friday around a private detective agency for better than three years without
learning alittle about human nature. Glaciaisterrified. I'll stick by that. She is doubly scared now, but she
hed it before her Uncle Waldo was killed. | can't cite you case and example for proof, but | do know
how it feds to St on a volcano when it's getting ready to erupt, which is the way it has been the last
couple of days.”

“What about the deceased man, Wado Loring?’

“Waiting. Secretive and waiting. | had the feding he was a hunter in a jungle full of wild and dangerous
game, a hunter ganding behind a tree with his rifle cocked. Waiting to shoot, but at the same time not
knowing what ingant one of the wild animas might pounce on him. Last night one of them pounced.”

Doc Savage tasted his coffee. “Let's leave your intuition a little more out of it,” he suggested.
“No. Because | wouldn't have much left,” | said. “And | know my intuition. I'l bank on it.”
“Did Glacia discuss her Unde Wado with you?’

“Never . . . Of lady, nor before. | didn't know she had him.”

“He wasn't around previoudy, then?’

“No. | got the idea they'd only met recently—that is, Glacia hadn't seen him for a number of years, and
he had looked her up a few days ago a the most. Unde Wado had been a seefaring man, | think. He
talked like a sailor. A red one, not a phony. | would guess him as not a navy man, but a commercid
slor, and an officer, perhaps the captain of afreighter.”

“Isthat entirdy guesswork?’

“Deduction, my dear Watson. | know the difference between navy and commercid jargon. Uncle Wado
was commercid. You can spot a man used to commeanding by his manner—at least | can. That meant
Unde Waldo was an officer on a ship. And officers on passenger liners develop polite manners. Ergo, he
was a freighter captain.”

“A freighter captain waiting for something to happen to him,” Savage said dryly.

“Or waiting to make it hgppen to someone g, if he could get in fird lick.”



“You mentioned an Indian warclub in the room occupied by yoursdf and Miss Glacia Loring. Was that
the ingrument used on Unde Wado?’

“I don't know. But the warclub is gone.”

“You aso mentioned a nightmare lagt night during which you thought Glacia had |eft the bedroom.”

“I'm not sure about that.”

“I would mention it to the police anyway,” Doc Savage sad. “The warclub. The nightmare. Both items”
“I'm mentioning them to you,” | said uneesly. “lsn't that enough?’

“I hardly think s0.”

| dapped the coffee cup down on the table. Some of the coffee doshed out. | jumped up. “You mean
you're not going to hdp me?’

“Hep you?’ His bronze face registered a great ded of astonishment, dl for me. “Good Lord! Thisis a
metter for the loca sheriff. A murder. Why should | be involved? Particularly when I'm on vacation.”

Why should | involve him? A question of great logic. | could look along way and not find an answer. But
he had sat there for fifteen minutes and let me recite my troubles, and so | told him just what | thought
about it. My thoughts of the moment, worded just the way they came to me.

“My, my,” said Monk Mayfair. “Language.”

“So you two let mein here and big-shot me!” | said. “1 don't know why | didn't expect that, but | didn't.
All right—I've entertained you for a quarter-hour. Now you can go ahead and enjoy your day without
further help from me”

Doc Savage did not say anything. He was examining the indde of this coffee cup, and his neck seemed a
litle deeper bronze.

Monk Mayfair got up hediily, said, “Mote, you seem to be a capable article, and | wouldn't want you
to—"

“With that funny face” | yeled at him, “You don't redly need dl those wisecracks. You're hilarious
enough without them!”

| left them. There was a chair inmy way, and | kicked that. The door was too heavy to dam well, but |
gaveit agood try.

Chapter IV

THERE was a tdl sunburned man wearing dungarees and a checkered shirt in front of the door of the
alitein which Glacias Unde Wado Loring had died.

“Wha body?’ he said. He listened to me explain that | knew about the body because | was an employee
of the dead man's niece. Then he said, “Oh. | see. Well, what do you want to know?’

He had a deputy sheriff's badge pinned to the pocket of his shirt. From the same pocket dangled the
paper tab on the end of the dring that was attached to his tobacco sack. He had been halding a stick of



seding wax over a blazing match. Now the wax got soft, he jammed it againgt a strip of paper he was
seding across the keyhole, and implanted the impression of a coin, which he took from his pocket, on the
Soft wax.

He added, “The deceased is4ill in there. The Sheriff caled in a crime laboratory guy from Los Angdes.
The expert can't get here until this afternoon. I'm seding the suite meantime. What did you want?
Anything out of the room? If so, you can't haveit.”

“l just wanted to know what arrangements had been made about the body,” | said.

“No arrangements. The arrangements we hope to make is to put the pinch on somebody for murder. The
Sheiff sad that. The aranging ishisjob, and I'm glad it is. Me, | would be baffled.”

He didn't sound much like a native of the desert, so he probably was. He said his name was Gilbert. He
showed me the coin he was usng to seal-mark the wax. It was an early Cdifornia gold piece, worth
about ten times face vaue as a collector's item, he said. It was his pocket piece. Then he said he would
finish waxing the lock in a minute, then why shouldn't we have a drink?

| sad no, thanks, and I€ft.

Now | wasn't angry. | was getting alittle scared. | had been put out with Doc Savage because he hadn't
jumped to our aid, but that had evaporated. The anger had drained out of me, and the hole had filled up
with something that could get alittle worse and be terror.

| went to our room. Glacia was gtting in a chair, her purse open on her lgp and both her hands in the
purse.

“You feding better, honey?’ | asked.

She took her hands out of the purse. She was a trifle dumsy doing so, and a smdl blue .25-caliber
automatic pistol did out on her lap. She had been stting there holding it. Gripping the gun and watching
the door.

“I fed dl right,” she said.

She didn't look it—her gay, crisp, dert, predatory blondness was awry. She was like a china dall that
someone had been carrying in his pocket.

“Who were you going to shoot?’ | asked.

She jerked vighly. “Nobody. Don't be ridiculous” She jabbed the gun back into the purse, and threw
words out. “Where have you been? Why did you run off and leave me?’

“Baby,” | said, “you'd better not hold out on me any longer.”
Her head came up, and her eyes tried to meet mine, but couldn't. “Don't be such afool,” she mumbled.

It was obvious that she wasn't going to open up. | didn't pick a her, because it would have done no
good. | dropped in achar and waited. Glacia got hold of hersdf with an effort—you could see her doing
it, like a sparrow drinking water. She would look a me, take an intangible drink of what she probably
supposed was my camness, and her throat would tremble. But it trembled alittle less after each 1ook.

When she had hersdf naled down agan—jproving she wasnt scared enough to lose her head, a
least—she conducted mining operations in the purse. It wasn't a little biue lady-gun this time. It was an



envelope. In the envelope was a key.

“Unde Wddo gave methisto keep for him,” she said, displaying the key. “It's the key to the hotd safe
deposit box downdairs.”

| didn't know that the zany hostelry supplied their guests with private boxes, but it did not seem a bad
idea, and some hotels did it. After hestating, Glacia got around to explaining why she was showing me
the key. “Will you go downgtairs with me and well look in the box,” she asked.

“Glada” | sad. “Why did you hire mein the first place?’

She looked hurt, and sounded a little like a kitten mewing for its milk as she sad, “You're such a
competent person, Mote. Y ou—you'e the kind of advisor | need. Stable. And not afraid.”

“You want advice?’
“YSH
“Then take the locd law aong when you go down to investigate Uncle Waldo's box.”

Sill like a kitten—with its tall stepped on—she yowled, “That's ridiculoud I'll do nothing of the sort!
Why should |7’

“Murder is a tiger that doesn't care who it scratches” | said, probably stupidly. “You start searching a
murdered man's safe-deposit box, and you're likdly to get scratched plenty.”

“It's ming, too. Some of my jewdry isin the box,” Glaciasaid.

She didn't say it cunningly, so | supposed it was true. Anyway, she wasn't going to take a policeman
dong, and if 1 didnt go, she would eventudly work up the courage to go by hersdf. So we went
downgtairs, me wondering if she redly had any jewdry in the box, and how she would lie out of it if there
wan't.

They let her have the box without an argument, but she did have to 9gn a dip. | got a look at the
dip—the box wasin her name as wel as Unde Wado's. That made it partly dl right, or enough dl right
that they wouldn't jail usimmediatdly. Let's hope.

Sure enough, Glacia dug out a piece of jewdry. An amulet studded with rhinestones and worth al of
thirty cents, probably, on the Woolworth market. But | knew it was hers, because she had worn it as a
high schoal kid.

Gladia became sentimenta over the gaudy. “Unde Wado gave this to my mother,” she sad in a andl
voice. “He was very touched when he learned | had it.”

Suddenly | decided that Waldo Loring had been her uncle. This decision came as a surprise to me. I'd
been under the impression that | had given in to the nation that he was her uncle, but evidently | hadn't
until now.

The other object in the metd box was an envelope, and | put a hand in the way of Glacias hand when
she reached for it. “It's ill not too late to start using your head,” | said.

“Damn you, Mote,” she said. And then she asked hitterly, “What would you sugges?’ | thought she was
going to take aswing a me, and | know she was consdering it. “If it's another lecture about going to the
police, you can just chew it up and swallow it again. | haven't done anything the police can arrest mefor.”



The police were out, | could see that. Glacia didn't want any part of them.

“Thedterndive” | said, “might be to break loose and tdl old Mote dl. | can't say I'm anxious to be the
collection-plate for your troubles. But it might hdp.”

“Help what? Y our curiogty?’
She had something there. “Help me decide whether I'm heading for jal by associating with you,” | said.

Glacia got angry again. She cdled me an impossible wench, and a damned fine travesty of a friend. It
didnt meen too much the way she sad it, | decided. She was putting on and teking off her
emotions—rage, sentiment, fear, hestation, decison—the nervous way a man about to be married
probably tries different neckties.

“What went wrong with you?” she demanded. “Where did you go right after the body was found? Y ou
went somewhere, and something happened to jolt you. What was it?’

All right, you asked for it. | thought.

“l went to ask Doc Savage to investigate the mysterious murder of your Uncle Waldo,” | said, and
waited for that to sink in and take effect.

She fooled me. She didn't show surprise, or not much of it. She even seemed interested. And she was
dert enough to guess what had happened.

“He turned you down,” she said.

“Thet's right, and with trimmings” | agreed. “It wasn't just that | got turned down, ether. It was being
exposed to ther curiodty and then tossed aside that burns me. They opened me like a box, looked in,
didn't care for any, and pushed me out.”

Glacias lips were parted alittle, asif she was dl set to blow out a candle. Her way of showing bresthless
wonder. “What was he like?’ she gasped.

“ E,]?l

“Doc Savage . . . what was he like? Did you redly get to tak with him, Mote? He must be a wonderful
person.

“That big bronze chew!” | said. “I didn't see anything so wonderful about him.”

Glacia began to look asif | was putting verbd toads in the conversation. “Your trouble is, you're not
impressed by anything!” she snapped. “Doc Savage has a reputation. Some people are scared giff when
they as much as hear of him. Why by just gppearing here, he—"

She bit it off.

She had dmog said something, then hadn't. She had nearly said that Doc Savage, by appearing here a
the odd hotdl, had caused something. Then she had caught hersdf, and hadn't said what. That was what
sheld done. It was as clear as the nose on an anteater. But | did a delayed take on it—ddayed about helf
an hour. At the moment, | didn't even notice that shed dmost said something. All my wheds weren't
turning.

| said, “The great Doc Savage is a thin trickle as far as I'm concerned.” We were dill ganding over the
safe deposit box and | pointed at it. “That |etter is addressed to you. Are you going to open it?’



Glacia opened the envelope that had been in Unde Waldo's box, and writing on the one sheet of paper
that wasinit sad:

My dear niece:

Fedling that death by violence may possibly come my way, | am penning these few words with the
intention that they constitute my last will and testament.

| bequeath to you, Glacia Mae Loring, all my worldly property including Keeper. | ask you to take
good care of Keeper. In case Keeper is not in your hands by the time you read this, | direct you to
contact my attorney, C. V. McBride, Lathrop Bldg., Phone Cay 3-3101, Los Angeles, California,
and have Keeper delivered to you.

(Sgned) Waldo D. Loring.

(Witnessed) E. P. Cook.

(Witnessed) Royalton Dvorak.

Thiswas dated two days previoudy.

“Isthat awill?’ Glacia asked blankly.

“It says so, and probably is” | told her. “Whét isthisinheritance of yours?’

“Keeper?’ Glacia stared a mefoalishly. “I don't know what Keeper is. | haven't any idea”
“Oh, dl right,” | said wearily.

She seemed to think she had been cdled aliar, and said sharply, “1 redly don't! It might be—oh, | don't
know what. | haven't any idea.”

“A profound mygery, en?’
“Oh, stop acting asif | was pulling the legs off flies What's got into you, anyway?’

| told her what was wrong. “I'm just getting a little tired of going in here and coming out there. With the
same dumb look on my face.”

She sad that didn't make sense, and she didn't want to hear any more about it. She handed the
strongbox—she kept the piece of jewery and Waldo's |etter—back to the hoted employee.

She was redly angry with me. She didn't say where she was going. She just marched off, jamming the
document in her purse, then carrying the purse clamped with both hands. | followed. Glacia was going
back to our room, apparently, but she passed up the eevator and took the stairs. She did that to torment
me, | imagined—! do not like stairsteps, because |1 go up and down them awkwardly and with a certain
fear, having fdlen twice and been injured while on a sairway. It int a phobia | just avoid dairs
whenever possible, and have done so since childhood. Following Glacia up them now, | wondered if she
hed chosen the steps ddliberately to provoke me. It was not above her to do so.

On the other hand, Glacia, who was wiry and dert and objective, expressed her emotion with action.
She was the kind of a person who walked off her troubles. Her answer, when someone ese was feding
under the wesether, was “What you need is some exercisel” One of those people. She might be merdy
dimbing the gtairs because she was upset.



Possbly it wasn't important. Certainly there were bigger things to do my thinking about. There was
murder, my boss hiding things from me, and there was K eeper.

“Race horsg” | said.
“What?' Glacia asked.

“Keeper. Maybe Keeper isarace horse. We could get one of those turf annuas or magazines and 1ook
init for a horse with that name.”

Gladiadidn't say anything.

It seemed to me there was quite atime when she didn't say anything. A long time. | got the idea it might
be fifteen minutes or so.

“Wdl?' | said.
Gladadill didn't say anything.
“Wel, could Keeper be arace horse?’ | asked.

| didn't see Glacia, and she didn't answer. | looked around for her. | looked hard. All | could see was the
caling.

“Wedl, could it?’ | said. Then | said, “WdI?’ a couple more times. After that, | gave the word-making a
rest.

Things were very odd. All that was up there was the celing. | seemed to be lying on my back on
something, evidently a floor.

Chapter V

IT took some time to accept the fact that | was on the stair landing exactly where | had been when | was
asking Glacia whether Keeper could be a race horse, maybe. One square look showed thet it was the
dair landing, but accepting the fact took somewhat longer. But that's where | was. Now, why was | lying
down?

| worried about having laid down for awhile, then got to my feet. Apparently | was as good as new.
“What did you say?’ Glacids voice asked.
| turned around. She was gitting on the steps where they continued on upward from the landing.

She sad, “A race horse? | don't know. Could be.” She dso got to her feet. She touched her blonde hair
absently with a hand. “What happened? Did you fdl down?’

“l don't know,” | said truthfully.

“l didn't hear you fdl,” she said. “But you were on the floor.”

“Why didn't you pick me up?’ | asked.

“But | had bardly turned—I didn't even hear you. Y ou were getting up when | saw you.”



“Look, honey, I'm getting damned tired of your denidd” | said sharply.
“What denids?’

“You were gtting down when | woke up. Wha were you doing, dtting there waiting for me to pick
mysdf up?’

She opened her mouth. Denid was there. Then—her lips remained parted—she looked stunned.
Shocked.

“l was—ditting down, wasn't |7 She mumbled.
1] Gl m‘ a ”

She shook her head vacantly. She had trouble with her words, taking them out one at atime as if they
were frightened little animals

“What did—I don't understand—Oh, God, what happened to us, Mote?’
Her frightened samdl words dived into the slence and were gone.

Jumping forward, | seized her purse and opened it and found the envelope from the strongbox was dill
there. Unde Wado's last will and testament was intact in the envelope. | did it back into the envelope,
dropped that into the purse, and snapped the thing shuit.

“Why did you do that?” Glacia asked wildly.
“Because | think we were unconscious. But don't ask me how long or from what cause.”

She didn't ask me. | don't think she believed me—for a while. But then she did, and she said again, “I
was gtting down, wasn't |7’

We went to our suite, and | told her, “Take adrink. Youll fed better.” But she just sat on the edge of a
chair, her fingers biting at things, breathing inward and outward deeply.

Later she took up the telephone and put in a cdl for Los Angdes, for the attorney mentioned in Uncle
Waldo's testament, an attorney named C. V. McBride. The cal went through, and she told McBride
who she was, and that Waldo Loring was dead.

Attorney McBride's voice was deep, but staccato. | couldn't understand his words, but | could hear what
his voice sounded like. Like a large drum being thumped.

The lawyer's deep voice began pumping and Glacia only managed to insert words, fragments of
sentences. Things like “Yes, Mr. McBride, I'm daying . . . But Mr. McBride . . . What is . . . This
moming . . . But ... What is Keeper . .. Yes” A “No,” and three more “Yesses' finished up the
conversation, and Glacia moved the telephone around in the air vagudy until it found the cradle.

There was confuson in her eyes as she told me, “He's coming at once. He's bringing Keeper.”
“He had quite afew words, didn't he?’

Glacia folded her hands and said, “Damn him! He out-talked me” This seemed to be a bdated
concdusion that she had just reached, and was angry about.

“| take it he didn't tdl you what Keeper is”



“Thet's right. He didn't.”

“And you didn't tdl him much ether,” | reminded her dryly. “You left out severa things, murder being
one of them.”

Gladadidn't say anything.
| asked, “Are you going to keep secrets from everybody?’
“Yourefired!” Glacia snapped.

| got up and left the room, and as | was closng the door, she cdled “Mote!” sharply. | didn't look back
nor go back. | closed the door behind me, hurried down the hdl, took the stairs, and stopped in front of
Doc Savage's suite.

Thefurry and amiable Monk Mayfair opened the door a my knock.
“Ah, the beautiful buffalo hunter,” he said.

| pushed past him saying, “Y ou've dready demonstrated how funny you can be, so could we skip further
proof?’

“Hey, now! Therés no cdl to be—"
“Tdl the Great Man I'm here for are-take,” | said. “Or do | just walk in?”

“You sound determined,” Monk Mayfar scraiched his neck with a fingermal. “l guess you are
determined. Okay. But let me announce you. | was supposed to keep you out of here”

He crossed to a door and opened it, hung his head through and said, “ She got in anyway, Doc. She has a
look in her eye” He kept his head in the door for a while, then Sghed. He told me, “I guess I'm in the
doghouse,” and held the door wider open.

Doc Savage was wiping his fingers on a towd. He stood beside what could have been a portable
chemicd |aboratory—the table was covered with the odd-shaped glass gadgets that chemids use—and
there was an odor of acid fumesinthe ar.

“Good morning,” Doc Savage said.

He was big. | suddenly got dl involved with trying to accept just how big he was. It wasn't jugt his
physca szethat | was feding now, dthough there was plenty of that, without it being out of proportion,
and without his being in any sense a physca fresk—except that he could probably tie knots in
horseshoes.

It was the intangible Sze of him that was flooring me. Because he was dl that they said he was, and more.
Theway they had looked at himin the lobby yesterday, the awed way the phony Indian named Coming
Going had spoken of him. Glacias idea that | was a dope for not having heard of him—those were the
things that had told me what he was. He was dl they indicated. He was probably more.

| said, “Youre Clark Savage, J.”
He seemed surprised. “Yes”

“l was preity dow getting it,” | told him. “For some reason or other, the name Doc Savage didn't mean
what it should have. | guess| don't know how to meet alegend. Or don't know one when | mest it”



“| don't bdieve | undersand—"

“l have heard of you the way little boys hear there's a pot of gold at the foot of rainbows,” | explained.
“But I'm not a little boy, nor even a little girl—I'm twenty-four years old. That's too old to believe in
anything at the end of rainbows, except maybe rain. But a while ago, Glacia Loring and | went to deep
on agtairway. And then | knew.”

He said, “Redly?’ The word meant two things—that he was suggedting | didn't know what | was taking
about, and that he knew | wouldn't believe his suggesting.

“I've heard of that ges”
“Oh.”

“l even remember where | heard about it,” | said. “It was a one of those lectures the F.B.I. give law
enforcement officids. The F.B.I. agent who lectured was named Grillquig, and he sad tha your
anaesthetic gas had been considered for genera police use, but that it wouldn't be used. It was too good.
Crooks might get it, and use it on people, and the folks they used it on wouldn't know, because mogt of
the time they wouldn't even know they had been gassed.”

He didn't say anything. “Thisis quite interesting. It sounds fantadtic.”

“Not to me, now that | know you're afantastic person . . . You did it to have a look at what Glacia had
taken out of the strongbox downdtairs, | suppose?’

“Y ou take some mighty long jumps at conclusions.”

“Jugt a hop, thet time”

“Does your—ah—employer share your rather unusud hdlucination?’

“Glada? She hasn't said s0. She hasn't said anything much, redlly. But | doubt it.”

“ see”

“Glada” | sad, “isin the middle of some kind of a plot, and knowsiit.”

“Indeed.”

“She's scared diff. But she's not giving up. She's going it done, if necessary. She judt fired me”
“Y ou're probably fortunate.”

“Lucky that she fired me, you mean? . . . No. No, because | think the glly little blonde is going to need
help, and I'm going to stick by her.”

He thought deeply. The thing he was thinking about was whether or not he should shake his head
negatively. He shook it.

He sad, “If | were you, I'd catch the one o'clock bus for Los Angeles”

“No, if you were me you wouldn't do anything of the sort. I've heard about you, remember. If you had a
friend who was foolish enough to let greed get her into trouble, you'd stick.”

He said nothing to that.



“She telephoned the attorney and he's bringing the inheritance” | said.

It was hard to tdl whether he reacted to that. His flake gold eyes weren't composed. But they were not
composed a any time—the gold in them seemed adways in motion, dert, wary. Presently | found | was
daing a his eyes and they were getting some sort of hypnotic spell on me, or | thought they were. |
stopped aring.

“Youreinthisyoursdf,” | said. “I think you wereinit before | was.”
“Indeed?’

“That'sjus an idea that came to me. Would you mind verifying it?’
“You should catch that bus,” he said.

| stood up. “All right. Not al right about the bus—just dl right, | see I'm not getting anywhere with you. |
just thought 1'd drop in and let you know I'd figured out that fainting suff. . . . And to get another look at
the great Doc Savage. The firg look didnt count. You have to know wha youre looking at, to
appreciate scenery.”

If he thought | meant that as flattery—and | didnt—he did not rise to it. “You've made the morming
intereging,” he said.

Maybe he was just being cagey. But on the chance that he was being smug, | pointed at the chemistry
duff on the table. “Notice you were doing an iodine vapor check for latent fingerprints. How's it turning
out? Find out who killed Waldo Loring?’

For the firg time he showed alittle emotion. He looked dightly pained. He crossed to the door, opened
it, followed me through. Monk Mayfar was in the other room, and Savage told him, “Our vidtor has an
active imagination.”

Monk Mayfar was looking at my legs. His lips phrased but he did not say doud, that was not dl | had.
He got to his feet, asssted Doc Savage with the goodbyes—and | got a pretty good idea of what he
would presently do, and was not surprised when he did it. He opened the door after | had left and was
waking down the hdl, and said, “Oh, by the way, Miss Mote.”

| stopped. Monk came up. “I sad, “It's either Mote, or Miss Trunnels, but not Miss Mote, please. Don't
tdl me | forgot my handkerchief.”

“You were probably very careful not to do that,” he said amiably. “L ook, | didn't follow you just to shine
my eyes a you, dthough that would be interesting too. I've got a question. . . . Are you going to stick
with this thing?’

“If you mean gtick with my friend Glacia, that's whet | plan.”
“Okay. Then | got awee hit of advice. Be careful of new friendships”
113 E,]?l

“In new acquaintances can lie danger, whereas old friends are to be trusted, or & least you know which
one of themisa gtinker.”

| looked a him for a moment. “How do you want that interpreted. You sound like a thirty-cent fortune
tdler.”



He grinned. He was s0 utterly homdy that there was something pleasant about his grinning. “It's just a
dab of wisdom. Teeit up and take a mentd swing & it if you have spare time.”

“Y ou mean theré's going to be atdl dark maninmy life?’

“Search me. Thetdl and dark ones | wouldn't worry so much about, though.”
“How about short ones?’

“If they're short and wide, and run quite alot to jaw, I'd wak asif | was on eggs.”
“Would those thet 1ook like that have names?’ | asked him.

“Names can be changed. Jaws can't.”

“Thanks, pd,” | said.

Glacia had a reception ready for me when | got back to our suite. She had the door locked, but the
purple carpet of welcome was spread out indde. The door was merdy locked because Glacia was
scared diff—she was 0 frightened that she didn't trust hersdf to recognize my voice, but made me
repesat the name of the kid who had put the civet cat in the teacher's desk when we were going to school
in Kansas City. The kid's name was Dan Burton, and | came near not being able to remember it. Then
Glacia unlocked the door and threw her arms around me. She made my shoulder wet with tears, told me
severd different ways that she was glad to see me and then swore a me. “Damn you, Mote, why did you
wak out like that? | thought you had deserted me”

“Theway | heard it, | wasfired.”

“Dont bedlly,” Glaciasaid. “You just had me upst, isdl.”

“Upset? Honey, your nerves are vibrating like harp strings.”

“Pshaw! I'mdl right.”

“Uh-huh. Do you know a short, fat man with a jaw?’

She gave me athoroughly blank look. “What are you taking about?’

“l had another round with Doc Savage,” | said. “Thistime | was properly respectful—or anyway | knew
| was before the master. He didn't admit a thing, but he did put out a piece of advice—leave the lodge.
But his court jester, that Monk Mayfair, followed me out in the hdl and was a little more explicit. He said
to beware of a short fat man with a jaw, who would be a new acquaintance.”

“All men have jaws,” Glacia said woodenly.
“| gather thisoneis specid. . . . Glacia, why are you looking like that?’

Theway she was looking was somewhat the same as when she had walked into our room that moming
and told me how Waldo Loring was wearing his brains on hisface. But she didn't faint this time. Instead,
she dived for the telephone. She put inacdl for the lawyer in Los Angeles.

Waiting for the phone cdl to go through, Glacia looked at the floor, the walls, a nothing, and used a
voice tha was two tones higher to ask me, “Is Doc Savage—did he come here to the lodge because
of—of Uncle Waldo?’



“You do theguessng,” | sad.

When the Los Angeles connection was made, her voice went up another tone, and she demanded to
speak to Lawyer McBride. The reply she got was a quick piece of news. She hung up.

“Hés left. He's dready on hisway here”

“With Keeper?’

“l—suppose so.”

“Why didn't you ask whoever you talked to what Keeper is?’

“I—" Her eyes went different places, hdping her mind hunt for words. “I never thought of it,” she said.
“Or you dready know what Keeper is”

Glacia shook her head dumbly. “Mote, | redly don't know.”

She didn't get mad, so probably she didn't know. And after that she wouldn't get ten feet from me. But
she wouldn't tdl me of what she was afraid, or what she thought might happen. | fdt sorry for her. |
seemed to be the only person she trusted, and she was too frightened to trust me much.

| spent about an hour with my imagination, picturing different things that could happen when the lawyer
got here, different things Keeper could be, and various ways of being a murder victim. By that time, | had
scared mysdf into needing sunlight and fresh ar badly, so | suggested awalk, and Glacia agreed. Rather,
| sad | was going for a walk and Glacia, falowing her new policy of staying within two jumps of me,
reached for her own hat.

It didn't occur to me that things might not wait to happen until the lawyer got here.

Chapter VI

THE portly gentleman was abouit fifty, gray-haired, with a distinguished face that ran extraordinarily to
jaw, and he managed to carry more ar of dignity than one would have thought could be gotten away with
by a ponderous old boy in a bathing suit.

The dubious redskin, Coming Going, brought him up and introduced him.
“Mr. Montgomery, ladies” said Coming Going. “Hegp anxious meet you. Okay?’

We were dtting near the pool trying to look asif we were enjoying a couple of cold drinks, and as far as
| was concerned, it wasn't okay. Mr. Montgomery had too much jaw for me to want any part of him.

“Goodbye,” Coming Going said suddenly. He must have been watching my face.

“Mr. Going,” | said, standing quickly. “Will you show me your tribd totem pole. The one you were
taking about.” 1 took hisarm and hurried him into the thicket of different kinds of cactus, modlly as large
as trees, which bordered the pool and made the lodge grounds a thorny jungle. When we were out of
gght on the path, | stopped the puzzled redskin.

“Now,” | asked, “where did you get hm?’
“Ugh. What tribd totem pole?’ he asked.



“Never mind that, Hiawatha. The fat man with the jawv—where did you get hm?’
“Didnt. He got me”
“He asked you to introduce him to us? How come?’

“Service to guests.” He was uncomfortable, and took off his heap-big-Indian manner and explained, “He
asked me did | know you two girls and | said yes before | thought, and he asked would | introduce him,
and | thought of how hard good soft jobs are hard to find these days, and so | did. Did | do wrong?’

“Isfat jawv—Mr. Montgomery—a guest here at this dopey hotel ?”
“Sure”

“How long has he been here?’

“Couple of weeks.”

“By any chance did he arrive about the same time as my girl friend?’

Coming Going shook his head and the feather that was dways getting out of order dropped over one
eye. “Before her. He got here about two days after her unde arrived, theway | recdl it.”

“What else do you know about Mr. Montgomery?’

“Hée's amining man—he says. His daughter and a gentleman secretary are with him. Daughter's name is
Colleen. Gentleman secretary's nameis Roy.”

“How come | haven't noticed them, or a least Mr. Montgomery—around?’
He was fiddling with the feather. “They have been daying pretty close to their rooms.”
“Do you know anything ese | should know, Tecumseh?’

He grinned and shook his head. “It's my turn to ask a question. | hear your friend's unde met with an
accident. This odd curiogity of yours got anything to do with that?”

“Accident—is that what they cdl it around here when a guest gets his brains bashed in?’

That shocked him. The fegther fel over his eye. His jaw sagged. Everything else had gone out of him to
make room for the surprise, and genuine surprise it was.

| walked off and left him. | thought | had him measured now. A nice young boy, no more an Indian than |
was, who liked the playacting that went with his job. Probably he was a thwarted actor from Hollywood.
Murder had floored him, and he was no doubt thinking thet | was a hard case. He wasn't fooling with his
feather, the last | saw of him.

| went back to the table near the smimming pool. Glacia was worried about me. She jumped to her feet
when she saw me, and then sat down again, rather weakly with relief.

“You shouldn't run off like that, Mote,” she wailed.
“Reax,” | said. “The redmen aren't taking scdps today.”

Mr. Montgomery sat at the table. He leaned down, brought Glacias purse into view, and placed it on the
table—conveying the idea, he no doubt hoped, that she had dropped the purse and he had picked it up.



“l don't believe the boy isan Indian &t dl,” he said chearfully. “Most of them around here aren't. Or am |
disllusoning you two young ladies? I'm very sorry.”

“Sorry enough to let us stick you for adrink?’ | asked, pulling out my chair.
He sad he was that sorry, and began waving a a waiter.

He was a well-cared-for old man, dl right. He might not be as old as the white hair and the dignity made
him seem. He might even be as young as fifty. He was certainly browned by the sun; it had taken alot of
aun to brown him that much; he must have spent years stting around beaches and svimming pools in a
bething suit with a good drink in his hand. The fingers of his right hand were permanently curled from
holding good drinks.

Fndly my wondering settled down on one point. What had he taken from Glacias purse, and where had
he hidden it? His tight bathing trunks didn't offer much space for hiding things

Mr. Montgomery got the attention of a waiter, and began ordering for us. He didn't ask what we wanted.
He just said he had something specid, and told the waiter what it was, and how the bartender should
make it. That took sometime.

A young man came around the corner of the hotd. He stood looking a us. He was a rather dender
young man with a round baby-like face and soft brown eyes. He was wearing a white linen suit, white
shoes, white shirt and a dartlingly ydlow necktie.

The newcomer did not approach, but gazed at us with puppy-like friendliness. He wanted to approach.

Mr. Montgomery stopped in the middle of tdling the waiter how the bartender should pour the creme de
menthe over a spoon just so. Presently he amiled rather strangely. He amiled at the young man. The amile
would have frozen gran dcohal.

“Yes, 9r?’ sad the waiter hopefully.

Mr. Montgomery gave him the rest of the recipe. He probably dighted the rest of it. Then he arose and
went to another table and picked up a chased dlver cigar case, a lighter and a heavy knobbed walking
gick. He came back with these.

The young man raised his eyebrows. There was a question, and a prayer, in the gesture.

“Youll love the drink | have ordered,” said Mr. Montgomery to us. He spoke vagudly. “It's a specidty |
picked up—ah—in Cairo.”

“Cairo, Illinois?’ | asked.
“B,]?’

The young man had taken a tentative step forward. Mr. Montgomery renewed the ice in his amile He
lifted the walking stick and stroked it with his hand.

The young man in white stopped. There was a butterfly dmogt as yelow as his necktie fooling around a
cactus that grew out of an urn nearby.

“Cairo, Egypt, then,” | sad.

The young man raised and lowered his eyebrows. He turned and went away. Just before he disappeared,
he held both hands out at his sides, the pams up, in a gesture of resignation.



“Wasit Cairo, Egypt?’ | asked.

Mr. Montgomery closed his eyes tightly, and they remained shut for a moment. Then he picked up his
cgar case and looked init and it was empty.

“Will you excuse me a moment, girls” Mr. Montgomery said. “I mugt get some cigars. My specid brand.
Will you forgive my absence briefly.”

He tucked the walking stick under his arm and went away. His jaw did not seem so prominent, oddly
enough.

“Gladia” | sad. “Let's see what he got out of your purse.”

She looked a me, eyes and mouth three round circles in a round face. “Wha?’ she gasped. Then she
snatched at her purse, wrenched it open, and dug into the contents. “Oh my God! It's gone!”

“What is gone?’

“The envelope—Uncle Waldo's will.” Her face flaned with rage. “That old man—why, damn him! He
won't get away with something like that!”

Gladia sprang up and raced off in the direction Mr. Montgomery had taken. She was angry enough to
have forgotten that she considered me a bodyguard.

| didn't follow her. | sat there and chewed over a theory | had. Mr. Montgomery's jaw had seemed
prominent as anything when hefirg arrived at the table, and hadn't later on. There was a reason for that.
The jaw, when hefirg came, had been in motion. Mr. Montgomery had been chewing gum then.

It was a good process of reasoning. Sherlock Holmes and J. Edgar Hoover never had a better basis for
deduction. | was proud of it.

| moved to the chair Mr. Montgomery had occupied, put my hands under the table—and didn't fed so
puffed up. But | wasn't going to let any fa man with a jaw make a fool out of me. | shed dignity, got
down on hands and knees, and looked a the undersde of the table asif | was reading hieroglyphics.

It was dl right. He had just been cunning, and used his chewing gum to stick the envelope to the bottom
of the table in front of my chair. He was cute, dl right.

A cute fat man. | looked at the outside of the envelope to make sure it was Uncle Waldo's testament and
a the ingde to see whether the works were dill there. They were. | scraped off Mr. Montgomery's chicle
and tucked the thing ingde my frock where no one with good manners would find it.

| was getting to my feet, and hurried it up considerably when Glacia began screaming. She was doing her
ydling off to the left somewhere in the jungle of cactus and desert plants. | and at feast twenty other
people ran in the direction of Glacias dhrieking, but a dozen others had arrived ahead of us.

Glacia, suddenly without noise, was pointing a the base of a cactus thicket. Her whole arm shook
somewhat.

It was the young man in white. He lay on both shoulders and one hip and one leg was extended, the other
leg drawn up and bent at the knee in the position for riding a bicycle. His white it contrasted, aabaster
to abgnthe, with the pametto dagger-like leaves.

His tanned face now had a mongrd coloring; it was marble that had received one coat of inadequate



wanut sain. The blood that had left his nodrils was not much, but it had run down—his head was
cocked up by the rocks on which it rested—and made a dartling woodpecker's head blotch on the gay
ydlow of his necktie.

| looked hard for death in hisface. | couldn't tell. His facid muscles were loose, but there was dill some
of the puppy-dog friendliness with which he had gazed a Glacia, mysdf and Mr. Montgomery a hit
edlier.

Somebody got down on their knees beside him and began saying, “Hello, there!” in a gilly voice, as if
they were talking to a baby.

If he doesn't answer, | thought, I'm going to exercise feminine rights and scream like hell.

Jugt in case he didn't answer, | got away from there. It wasn't easy. | didn't know who he was, who had
bopped him, why, how. . . . My bump of curiosty about him had grown into moose antlers. But | got
away from there. | was worried about Glacia

A quick pass through the cactus jungle in the vidnity got me nothing but lack of breath. Glacia was not
around. Ice began to collect around the roots of my hair.

| went into the hotel, found the felow who had given Glacia the strong-box to open, and handed him the
envelope that Mr. Montgomery had temporarily lifted. “Can you put this back in Miss Loring's box?’ |
asked.

He shook his head and said, “Not without her key, or a meeting of the board of directors, practicaly.
You see, there are only two keys to each box. The guest gets one, and the other is in escrow as it
were—you have to convince about Sx people you're entitled to use it.”

“But | want you to keep this enve-lope—"
“Why not a box for yoursdlf. It's included in the service. No charge.”

The ample solution left me speechless. | watched him arrange the lock box, sgned something, put the
key in my purse and said, “Will you have Miss Loring paged?’

“Certanly.”

In the course of the next five minutes, | wore the upholgtery off a lobby chair with my squirming. Glacia
wasn't answvering to the paging.

| tried the clerk again. “Can you give me Mr. Montgomery's suite number?”

We were old friends now. He gave me the information without an argument. Mr. Montgomery was in the
second floor corner suite, northeast exposure.

The second floor hdl was cool, dmost cold after the desert heat of noontime beside the pool. The ar
was redolent of sage. They probably had a machine that manufactured the odor and squirted it into the
conditioning system.

| listened at what | had been told was Mr. Montgomery's door for along time, for such a long time that |
grew wesk as from gtarvation. Nothing in the rooms on the other side of the door made any more noise
then afly scrubbing his eyes, so | tried the knob. It turned. | pushed on the door. It opened. | gaveit a
litle shove, and it svung wide and hit the wal with alittle bump. Later | went in.



It was a wonderful room. Plenty of room for a couple of Russan ambassadors, with huge solid plate
glass windows that picture-framed the mountains, and doors to the right and doors to the Ieft. The
plurdity of doors was bothersome—my mind by now wasn't in a state where it could make a choice
reedily, even a choice between two doors. Right or left, which should it be? Findly | just started waking.
Left, it happened.

Tha door dso opened readily—into a bathroom. The color matif here was pastel blue and green againgt
ivory, and the place was neaily departmentaized. Each department was enclosed in a little glass booth of
its own, booths of etched glass and chrome. | tried to imagine how a stuffed buffao would look in here.

“Good intentions are sometimes like curiodty,” said a voice. “Except that | don't know that good
intentions kill cats.” 1t was Mr. Montgomery's voice.

| turned around. Mr. Montgomery was backing out of a door across the large room, and he had spoken
to someone in the bedroom beyond the door.

He took histime turning to face me, and by then | wasn't there. | was in the shower gdl, with the etched
glass door closed.

Chapter VII

MR. MONTGOMERY moved over to the table, picked up his waking stick and examined it; with a
dight grimace, he picked a brownish hair, complete with root, from the heavy head of the cane, carried it
into the bathroom and washed it down the drain. Then he applied soap to the cane, scrubbed it, towelled
it dry, and placed it by the window in the sunlight where it would dry.

He did none of this with much urgency, nor was his manner anything but placidly brisk, the ar of an
ederly gentleman who was sdf-satisfied.

| saw part of what he was doing—the shower booth door was sorung and wouldn't quite close, leaving
enough crack for observation, and to scare me siff—and there were enough assorted sounds to keep me
posted about the rest of his activity.

Meantime, the sound of a typewriter, in the sporadic rushes of creative compostion, had started coming
from the adjoining room.

Mr. Montgomery tipped afinger of Scotch into a glass, added ice and ajump of soda, then a second hiss
of soda after he had tasted the drink. He carried the glass dong and went to investigate the typing.

By moving my head hdf an inch, | could see from the bathroom across the living-room into the other
room where the typist sat.

She was a smooth, polished svelte number of about twenty-five with dark hair and rather small fegtures.
Strictly a custom job. Her dight excess of lipsick was used well, dthough her large harlequin glasses
needed a more exatic face.

Mr. Montgomery was gazing over her shoulder at what she had been typing.

Presently he chuckled. “Very effective, Colleen. | imagine, if | were the young man, | should palpitate.
Passionate sentiments, very.” He rocked gently on his heds. His amile was contemplative. He added,
“Dryden, | think it was, who said: 'Pains of love be sweeter far, than dl other pleasures are.™



His Colleen took two puffs off a cigarette. “If you think I'm in love with the guy, you're nuts”

Her father—he was her father; you could see sgns of family resemblance—seemed pleased with that.
“That pleases me, my dear. Young Swanberg was an impressonable, calow, easly deluded jackass. His
one asset, an overabundance of wedth, hardly entitied him to a passng gradein thislife”

The daughter laughed. “Scram, Monty, will you. | can't compose this guff with you grinning over my
shoulder.”

“Why composeit a dl, my dear? Why bother?’

“Any old port inagorm,” she said, shrugging. “If there should be a sorm.”

Mr. Montgomery's eyes glittered like knife stedl. “There won't be.”

She swung around dightly to face him. “There could be. After dl, you could have hit Roy—"
“Thefool! The disobedient oaf!” said Mr. Montgomery bitterly.

“Are you sure you didn't hit him hard enough to crack his heed?’

“Bosh! Y ou underestimate both the thickness of Roy's cranium and my experience. As a matter of fact, |
aso tapped him on the parieta, wdl back of the corond suture, which is a substantid area of the skulll.
When you have occasion to hit a man with a cane, my dear, pick that spot.” The old gentleman sipped
hisdrink. “Roy will carry a subgtantid headache as areminder. That isdl.”

“Roy,” sad his daughter, “didn't mean anything.”
“Wel, | certainly did when | hit im!” said her father.

“Roy was lonesome. | hadn't been entertaining him according to hisideas of entertainment. His taste runs
to blondes, and pretty cheap ones.”

“Lonesome, en? Not as lonesome as he could become in Alcatraz. Even though, as is wel within the
bounds of reason, he might have us dong for company.”

Colleen shuddered. “Do you have to put such damned ugly ideas in well-rounded words, pop? Why not
just say Roy might get usdl in the pokey by showing himsdf where Doc Savage could see him?’

Mr. Montgomery waved hisdrink distagtefully. “Let's omit Savage from the conversation. I'm dlergic to
the man's name. It makes me nervous.”

The hal door opened. | couldn't see who had come in, but the way the Montgomery family jumped to
see the arrival was impressive.

“Ahl” said Mr. Montgomery. He sounded relieved, asif he had nearly fdlen into a tank of ice water.

Roy sumbled into view—the boy in white with the ydlow necktie. To a nervous man in a business suit
who was with him, he expostulated. “I'm dll right. | fell, isal. How many times do | have to tdl you that?’
The man, evidently an assstant hotd manager, said the expected things about the hotd regretting any
accidents and then eft.

Sheepishly, Roy glanced a2 Mr. Montgomery. He did not say anything. He went over and lowered
himsdf in a chair and lad his head back gingerly againg the chair. His eyebrows went up, down,

panfully.



“Colleen,” sad Mr. Montgomery with bitter sweetness. “Will you be so kind as to place a cold ice
compress on Roy's head.”

Colleen came into the bathroom for atowd. | could name her perfume. Forty dollars an ounce. | tried to
remember whether | had used any perfume mysdf that morning, and couldn't remember even alittle thing
like that.

Roy sat in gray-faced shame while Colleen dumped ice in the towe and handed it to him. The glances
thet came from his brown eyes were injured ones.

Mr. Montgomery kicked the dog while he was down.

“Well, Roy, how did you like your brief ook about the hote?” he asked blandly.
Roy winced. “It was dl right.”

“Up to a point, you mean?’

“Yes. Up to apoint.”

“The point should have happened earlier. Prior to the execution of your foolish deed—in other words,
before you stepped out of this suite”

“Okay,” Roy mumbled.
“Common sensg, if not respect for my commands, should have induced you to stay bottled up here”
“Dont rubitin,” Roy muttered.

The old man's jaw was quite prominent now. “I shdl rub dl |1 damned please, and you shdl like it,” he
sad.

“YS’ S‘r.n

“l an—I redly am, Roy—irritated with you. Of our group, the only one Doc Savage might recognize is
yoursdlf. Should he get one glimpse of you, imagine what might happen.”

“But Savage only saw me once, years ago,” Roy complained.

“Yes, Roy, but the man's mind is a photographic record. Let us not, a this lae Stage, dart
underestimeting Savage.”

“Yes, dr,” sad Roy. “Who were the babes | saw you taking with? The pocket-sized blonde . . . she's
old Waldo's niece. Right?’

“Correct.”

“Then the other one would be the lady deuth she brought on from New Y ork as afriend in need.”
“Correct agan.”

“The lady shamus wasn't a bad looker. But should we worry about her the way you've been worrying?’

Mr. Montgomery scowled a Roy for long enough for me to fed surprised that | had given anybody
cause for worry. They were afrad of Doc Savage. They were afrad of me, too. Tha put mein the big
league. | fdt rather puffed up.



Making alittle speech, Mr. Montgomery said, “Roy, you have been usng your brain. Thet is a poisonous
thing. We use only one brain around here—mine. | did hope you understood that.”

“l understand it,” Roy said uneesly.

“You are a dupid incompetent, Roy,” said Mr. Montgomery with the heedlesdy playful ar of a farmer
discussing a coming butchering with the hog he is going to butcher. “There is too much involved in this
afar—in case you fed | am being overly severe—to take any chances.”

“Oh, | known—"
“Y ou know from nothing, Roy! Let me point out the fundamentals to you.”

The fa man stuck three fingers of hisright hand under Roy's nose and began bending the fingers one a a
time as he enumerated points.

“One” he said. “Old Wado Loring had a secret of fabulous vdueto sl.”
He bent down thet finger.

“Two,” he continued. “Waldo Loring approached me to serve as broker. He knew | had contacts with
people who would pay handsomdy for what he possessed. But we could not come to terms—the old
sea dog didn't want to pay me a proper commission.”

Down went another finger.

“Three. | thereupon began bending my efforts toward acquiring the fabulous item by whatever means
feagble”

He had run out of fingers. That bothered him, and he frowned at his hand. He solved the problem by
dating over again with three more fingers.

“Four,” he said. “Wado Loring was brained by a prowler he caught searching his room. This was
unfortunate, because a dead Waldo could not be induced to tdl where he sank that—ahem—where is
hidden the item he had for sdle.”

He paused to shake his head and cluck sadly over that development.

“Hve. Wddo Loring was throughout a man frightened by the incredible magnitude and deviltry of the
deed he was trying to perpetrate, and in his fear he sought comfort from the presence of his niece, Miss
Gladia Loring. He invited her to join him here. | do not know how much of the truth he told her—but he
told her some, because she in turn was terrified and had recourse to the only friend she probably has, this
lady deuth from New York.”

He was down to the lagt finger again, and he knocked that one off quickly.

“Sx,” he sad. “Miss Loring has inherited an unknown quantity called Keeper. She gpparently doesn't
know what Keeper is. But we know—and she mugt suspect—that Keeper is the answer to where old
Wado Loring's secret now lies”

Through with the fingers, he rubbed his hands together briskly, then picked up his drink again.

Roy grunted. “You left out plenty. How did Doc Savage happen to get wind of it and show up here?
That's what 1'd like to know.”



“That's not afundamentd. | just gave you the fundamentas. And the concluson you should draw isthis
We mudt lie low and grab Keeper when the latter appears.”

“Huh? And not bother about Savage, | suppose?’ sad Roy skepticdly.

“Bother? How do you mean? Concern oursaves over how he got a amdl of the afar? That would be
pointless. It's easly explained, anyway, if you use a litile imagination. . . . Wado Loring's secret was of
such magnitude that its existence has no doubt traveled the grapevines, and it wouldn't surprise me to find
that Doc Savage is here representing the interests of the nation. Does that sound too startling, Roy? It
shouldn't. The destiny of humeanity might well be a stake here, Roy. Savage is a humanitarian, in his
rather unorthodox way.”

Roy closed his eyes and didn't say anything. He apparently thought the portly old gentleman was usng
too many words. So did I.

“You musin't disobey orders, Roy,” said Mr. Montgomery. He was a man who liked the sound of his
own voice, gpparently. He continued, “Actudly, Roy, we should both be able to retire after this job.
Retirement, you being a young man, may lack appedl. But if you wish, and we are successtul, | imegine
you could, young as you are, put yourself out to pasture the rest of your days. Now you understand why
my fedings were a bit urgent when | tapped you with the cane.”

Roy grimaced. “I don't see why you had to knock me cold. It made a rumpus.”

“My temper got the best of me” said the fa man blandly. “I'll tdl you why. | haven't mentioned it. . . .
While | was gtting at the table near the pool with the two young ladies, | filched from Glacias purse an
envelope containing Waldo Loring's tetament.”

Roy brightened and sat up Straight. “You think itll tell where—"
“We dhdl never know, I'm afraid,” said Mr. Montgomery hitterly.
“Huh?’

“Ligen carefully, Roy. | stuck that envelope to the underside of the table with a bit of chicle. Then you
appeared and upset me o that | went to hunt you and urge you to return to our rooms. | did not find you
a firg, and then | chanced to observe Glacias friend in the act of recovering the envelope from benegth
the table. She had found it. | was naturdly enraged with you, and when soon afterward | found you, |
expressed my fedings”

“Good God!” Roy blurted. “They're wise to you?’
“Thanksto you, I'm sorry to say,” agreed Mr. Montgomery.

Whereupon Mr. Montgomery dapped Roy. The fa hand was a broad poisonous serpent's heed; it
darted out and there was a pop of flesh on flesh. It mugt have been a harder dap than seemed logicd,
because Roy fdl back in the chair again, and his eyes turned in their sockets like white mice investigating
thar own tals

“My dear boy,” sad the fat man. “I'm very irritated, | assure you.”

| wasn't exactly irritated, but neither was my mind going tra-la. | hadn't dreamed that Mr. Montgomery
hed observed me finding the envelope—and it followed naturdly that he knew what | had done with it
after finding it. If he dill wanted it, | might be in for some trouble. Because Mr. Montgomery was a lot
worse aticle than | had anticipated.



Where was Glacia? | gill didn't know that, and the fact that the fat man hadn't mentioned doing Glacia
any ham within the lagt hdf hour didnt mean a thing. There were probably many things in Mr.
Montgomery's life that he wasn't mentioning. The things he didn't mention were the ones to worry about.

| began to have avague idea that 1'd underestimated dmost everyone and everything. 1'd underrated the
fat man. I'd missed the boat on Doc Savage—because | hadn't redly beieved he was involved. Oh, I'd
told hm he was. I'd told Glacia he was. But 1'd been tdling something | didn't quite believe. As for
mysteries and fabulous secrets—well, | hadn't even been playing in that league.

I'd supposed the thing, even if it was pretty complicated, would be a matter of Uncde Waldo having done
someone a dark deed, and the donee getting even with the donor for it. It sesemed there was dightly more
to it than that.

Apparently | now knew everything but a couple of sdlient facts. Uncle Waldo'd gotten hold of something
terrific, and held tried to sl it, and the sdling had gotten a trifle complex and now Unde Waldo was
dead and nobody knew the whereabouts of the merchandise Waldo'd had on the market. That was what
the scuffling was about. Where was the button?

Mr. Montgomery had just gone over dl thiswith Roy, but | went over it again just to be sure. It sounded
far-fetched, even though | had stood in a shower bath booth and heard it. But | was sure it was true. Mr.
Montgomery had left out just enough to make it sound like truth—he had left out what Uncle Waldo's
secret was, and hedd omitted the matter of who murdered Wado. He knew the detals. Or held guessed
at them. It followed that he might know who killed Waldo, or might be the one who had done it.

Probably | wasn't gaining athing by standing here re-gtating facts to mysdf. But it made mefed better, so
| did it. Far better, it was not long developing, that | should have looked to business closer a hand—was
there, for instance, a bathroom window through which | could make a flying exit?

There was no window, but maybe it would have done no good anyway. Because Mr. Montgomery's
voice, not quite camly, said, “I don't know what bard said familiarity placed a blindness on one. Maybe
one didn't say it. He should have.”

He had the shower booth door open by then. He was fast for a fa man, which was no surprise. Not
nearly as much a surprise as seeing such alarge gunin his hand. Somehow 1'd imagined him as a deft old
gentleman who disdained firearms.

“It was along time dawning on me that a shower curtain doesn't have quite your silhouette, young lady,”
he sad.

He mug not have liked the way my head went back.
“Don't!” he said. “Don't scream. | shouldn't likeit.”

It was a good thing he said that. | didn't want to do anything he shouldn't like. Not when he had that look
on his chubby face, lips loose like a kid's collapsed toy baloon, eyes big and dl whites like boiled eggs.

“Colleen,” he cdled over his shoulder. “Colleen, will you step in here and bolster mein misfortune.”

Colleen came forward waking with lithe strides. She looked about as scared as a cat &t its cream sauce.
“It's Ndl-the-girl-detective,” she said. “Wel, snatch my girdle and cdl me unrestrained!”

“Search her,” said Mr. Montgomery.

Colleen did an experienced job with her hands, and | was invited into the living-room. Roy ill sat in the



char and did not look any different, except that he had probably forgotten his headache.
“What | want somebody to tdl meis how the hdl she got in here?” remarked Colleen.

“That redly should concern you, snce she entered while you were here done, obvioudy.” Mr.
Montgomery didn't sound too kindly toward his daughter. “Your search was dso inadequate. Take her
into the bedroom. Find that envelope containing Waldo Loring's find testament.”

“I'm afraid of her,” Colleen said with disapproval. “Me aonein there with her? Shell probably wring my
neck.”

Mr. Montgomery said coldly, “I anin aframe of mind to enjoy the act by proxy if she does. Get going.
Find that will.”

Colleen got me into the bedroom. There were two of the latter connecting with the suite, | noticed. * Pops
isin a bad mood, honey,” Coalleen told me. “I'd be very meek; if | were you.”

| didn't argue the point about her father's mood. If she sad it was bad, | would take her word for it. |
was convinced he had brained Waldo Loring while feding a bit irritated, the way he was now.

One search didn't stisfy Colleen. She did it over, then inventoried my purse, sneering a the brand of my
lipstick, and counting my few dollars before she folded them neetly and tucked them in her stocking. She
wasn't hgppy about settling for the receipt for the lockbox they'd given me downgtairs, but she seitled for
it. She carried it in and tossed it down before fat papa.

“She probably locked it up,” she said. Then, not liking the boiled egg look her father's eyes got again, she
added hadtily. “That's right. They stamp the time on those receipts. That one is stamped not more than
forty minutes ago.”

Mr. Montgomery scooped up the receipt, eyed it, threw it on the floor.
He swept up the gun. “Step over here, dear,” he said.

| stood exactly where he wanted me to stand. The look in his eye told me where. | stopped there, and
registered as much coGperation as | could.

| wasn't scared. | was parayzed.

He asked, “You have a good memory? Y ou will recite the exact contents of that document. Beginning in
five seconds.”

“I don't remember,” | said.

That was the wrong thing. | should have waggled my mouth around and let nothing but squeaks of terror
come out. | should have been too scared to speak. That wouldn't have been hard to do, if | had thought
of it.

Mr. Montgomery drew in a deep breath, a degp one. And he amiled. A little amile

Roy came up out of the chair. He didn't stand up. He just seemed to rise somewhat on the cushions, as if
he were being hauled up by the hair. His face looked that way too.

“Father!” Colleen screamed.

They knew him, so they must know what his expressons meant. | didnt know him, but | thought |



understood his grimace too. Because it wasn't redly aamile

He was going to kill me. Shoot me. He was a suave, egotigtica, show-offish old gentleman with too much
soft flesh and too many words. But he was blowing his cork.

The only reason he didn't shoot me—quite a good reason it was, too—was the loud noise knuckles
meade on the door.

Someone at the door didn't change Mr. Montgomery's glazed madness. But it eectrified his daughter and
Roy.

Roy pushed Mr. Montgomery down into an overstuffed chair. He tried to take the gun away from the old
men, but Mr. Montgomery wouldnt give it up, so Roy compromised by shoving the old fdlow's hand
down beside him, between the cushion and the side of the chair—the hand and the gun.

Colleen grabbed me and hustled me into the bedroom. The last | saw of Roy for the nonce, he was
waking toward the door with his eyes wide and tragic. The fig was banging the door again.

| heard who the vigtor was. | wasin the bedroom, but | recognized the voice.
“Hegp sorry,” it said. “Got short-circuit in wiring.”
Coming Going. My redskin pdl.

“There's no trouble with the wiring in here,” Roy told him. Roy sounded dl right. A little shaky with the
last couple of words.

“In switchbox,” Coming Going argued. “Got to take a look. Electricity in other rooms won't work. Fuse
box in here. Take aminute. Okay.”

“There's no switchbox in here, you crazy Indian.”
“Look anyway. Okay?’

At this point, | woke up to the fact that there was a man outside the bedroom window. He was standing
there, apparently on thin air, but probably on aladder. | knew him. Ancther pd. Monk Mayfair.

Now that | had findly discovered him, Monk Mayfar shrugged—the shrug meant I'd certainly taken my
time about noticing him—and then he made little circles in the ar with a finger. Indicating | should
persuade Colleen to turn around. He illugtrated my next move for me—he popped himsdf on the jaw
with afig.

“Coalleen,” | said. “There's aman behind you.”

She had alittle gun. Where sheld gotten it from | didn't know. She sneered over the gun and said, “Nuts,
darling.”

“Thereredly is”
“Keep your voice down,” she breathed vicioudy.
“Oh, but there redly—"

Monk Mayfar helped out by tapping on the window. Whereupon Colleen went off as if she had
exploded. Her aamsflew out from her sides much asiif she was spreading them preparatory to flying. Her



mouth opened, but whether she would have screamed | never knew, because | closed the mouth again,
hard. It wasn't avery orthodox punch. | think | used both hands. Both a once, the way you lift a heavy
weight.

Chapter VIII

COLLEEN took plenty of time deciding to drop. The smdl gun fdl. She showed lots of eye whites, let
her ams down to her sdes, managed two steps backward and one to the right, before deciding on the
floor.

| was dready passing her. The window was locked. | unfastened it. Monk Mayfar started to dimb
ingde, which complicated matters, because | was endeavoring to dimb ouit.

“Takeit easy,” he said.
“Get out of my way,” | said.

A gun went off in the living-room. If there had been any preiminariesin the way of words, they had been
oftly spoken. But the gun was definitely loud, almost as noisy as the second one that answered it.

| passed Monk Mayfair. Probably | crawled over him. | went down the ladder, and hafway | passed
Doc Savage. | had never imagined two people could pass on a ladder with so few formdities.

“Isit safe to go into the hotd room?’ he asked.

“Cetanly not,” | sad.

He looked up and shouted, “Monk! Stay out of therel”

Monk Mayfar was dready through the window. He didn't answer.

The shooting continued ingde the hotdl for a few moments, then came to a spotty end. | was trying to
reach the bottom of the ladder asif it was everything on earth that | wanted, and it was. Then | got down
there on solid earth—and didn't know what to do.

It hadn't occurred to me tha there would be any question about what to do next once | reached
terrafirma and liberty. There were many courses open. Run was the fird one. Then there were the
assorted organizations | could hurriedly notify thet a fat man had been about to kill me, these induding the
police, the sheriff, the F.B.I., the hotd house deuth if it had one, and the U. S. Marines. Now, though,
that | was on the ground and comparatively safe, unless hit by a ricochetting bullet, or someone leaned
out of the hotel window and took a shot a me, | somehow did none of the obvious things. | waited to
see what Doc Savage would do about dl this. | tried to tdl mysdf that | was curious about how the great
men worked. Actudly | probably thought his neighborhood was about the safest available spot.

Whatever went on in Mr. Montgomery's suite happened in comparaive peace. There were no more
shots. Doc Savage, having demonstrated that he had no control over Monk Mayfar when the latter was
excited, went the rest of the way up the ladder himsdf and disappeared in the window. That was my cue
to start re-dimbing the ladder. Whether Savage wanted to be a protector or not, | was going to eect
him.

Not too happily, | crawled back into a hote suite | had quitted not so long ago. Mr. Montgomery,
Colleen, Roy, were gone, as was Monk Mayfar, while Coming Going was waking around ydling and



ruining an expengve rug with the blood that was coming from at least two holes in him. The theme of his
ydling was that he was cdling on hdl to open wide and receive the United States State Department.

“Where did they go?’ | asked.

Coming Going looked a me and ydled, “Out! Where did you suppose they went?” And he had been so
cute and kindly with his heap-big-Injun ways.

Doc Savage was hauling a char across the room. | watched him. He got on the chair, and unscrewed a
light bulb from the caling chanddier, sdecting one particular bulb.

“Thefat man's party left hurriedly, as Mr. Going intimates” Savage told me. “Monk presumably followed
them. They were dl gone when | got into the suite”

“Aren't you going to—won't Monk need hdp . . .7’
“He won't get it, if he does. But he won't need it. Monk never does.”

| thought that was a pretty dirty trick. The notion must have shown on my face, something like the look
the baby rabbit gives the aligator that is going to swalow him. Because Savage looked patiently pained
himsdf.

“Weve been watching Mr. Montgomery's party for days” Savage told me “We didn't want him
darmed. Monk will darm him —which, incidentaly, ismy understatement for today.”

| admitted that being darmed by Monk Mayfar would probably be rather specid. “But suppose he
needs help. That Montgomery isn't exactly alamb.”

“If Monk needs help, héell cdl for it,” Savage said briefly.
He wrapped the light bulb he had removed in a handkerchief and pocketed it carefully.
Pointing a the pocket, | said, “Don't tdl me that's a microphone?’

He nodded. “Yes. Only one we havein the fifty-weit Sze, too. It's a pecid job—rpracticaly indetectible
even on ingpection. It lights like an ordinary bulb, as well.”

Coming Going asked Hdl to dso keep its gates open for dl meddiing human femaes. He was looking a
me

“Oh!” | sad. “Oh, | see now. You were eavesdropping on what went on in here, and you had to change
your plans and save ny life”

“Something like that,” Savage admitted.

“l don't see why it should gripe your redskin friend so,” | said.
“He happens to understand how disastrous this setback may be.”
“l see. Pardon me for having a neck that needed saving.”

Nobody had any more to say until we had carried our bad tempers out of there—curious guests were
just beginning to collect and ask what had happened—and adjourned to Doc Savage's suite. Savage
began dressing Coming Going's injuries—bullet paths in, respectively, an am and a neck muscle. Savage
was deft, knew his business. Coming Going had stopped importuning hell to take care of me and the



United States State Department, and sat on a straightbacked chair. The back of his neck, the backs of
his hands, became wet with perspiration that pain made.

“Mr. Going,” Doc Savage told me, “is with the organization he has just been condemning with such
gncerity—the State Department. He was the man firg assgned to investigate this matter. It was at his
suggedtion that | was involved.”

“Oh” | sad, inasmdl way.

| dragged out and inspected my previous idea tha Coming Going was a dopey ham actor from
Hollywood whose speed was playing phony Indians. Just a nice, harmless boy, I'd thought him, who had
been floored by the news that Wado Loring had been murdered. The idea was like some others I'd had
inmy time. Rather sour.

“Then you're dl secret agents,” | said.

Savage snorted dightly. Quite a display of emotion for him. “Mr. Going might be remotely so classfied.
But | haven't been able to do anything secretly for years.”

He might be right. Come to think of it, his presence here at the lodge had been as unobtrusive as the
arivd of acircusin town.

“I don't get it,” | said.

Coming Going looked up a me. “Nether have we. And now we may never get it.” His festher was over
hiseye again.

“It's partly your own fault,” | snapped. “God knows, | came running to you both for information. And
whet did | get? Big-eyed innocence.” | was pretty upset about it. “What was | to do? My friend, Glacia,
wasin trouble, and it was up to meto hep her.”

“Some girl-friends you pick,” said Coming Going.

“Therés nothing wrong with Glacia except that she's money-hungry!” | yeled. “She wouldnt harm
anyone intentionally.”

Doc Savage patted the ar vagudy with his hand that was holding a bottle of antisgptic and told me, “We
know more about Glacia Loring than you do, and probably know things about you that you've forgotten.
We should—there have been nearly a hundred agents sfting you both the past few days.”

| asked a question that | had been afraid to ask.
“Whereis Glacia?’
Savage caught Going's eye, hesitated, findly said, “We don't know.”

Both of them watched me for atime. Going findly muttered, “For God's sake, either fant or stop looking
asif you're going to.”

“You mean—she's not at the lodge?’ It was my voice, coming from a spot severd feet distant, the voice
of someone who had been swallowed.

“We don't know,” Savage said again.
“But surdy—Glacialeft me at the pool, ran off in arage to hunt Mr. Montgomery because held rifled her



purse. . .. Ohmy God! She didnt find him and he—"

Savage's hand was up, his voice sharply urgent. “No, no, she didnt find Montgomery. We kept track of
her for awhile—or Coming Going did, but—"

“I wish you'd stop cdling me Coming Going, or Mr. Going,” the phony Indian snapped peevishly. “My
name is Lybeck. Joseph Lybeck. . . . No, Mote, | log track of your friend. She didn't lose me
conscioudy. | just zigged when | should have zagged, and lost her.”

“Thereis no reason to think she isnt perfectly safe” Doc Savage told me.

“No reason! When there's been one murder! And that faa Montgomery was going to kill me in cold
blood if you hadnt—" | took hold of mysdf with both hands, my knees anyway. | could fed them
shaking. “I'm sorry,” | said. “Gladia may seem a little screwy to you fdlows. But she has done a few
things for me, enough nice things to outweigh the other kind.”

“Youthink alot of her,” Savage said. It was more statement than question.

“Yes A lotisright. Cdl it the attraction of opposites or whatever you want to. But the fact is that 1 swing
my lagt punch for her if necessary.”

Savage nodded. “She knows that. It's why she sent for you.”
“Probably.”

Savage's expression and manner now showed that he had a problem to solve. The result of what I'd said,
evidently. | didnt know what it was.

| didn't know, ether, why we were staying in the room meking smdl talk. Action seemed cdled for.
Gladia was misang. Monk Mayfar was missng. Mr. Montgomery and party had flown. Yet we were
here, doing what never solves problems—talking.

When he had finished patching Coming Going—I couldn't think of him as anyone named Joseph Lybeck,
dthough | had no trouble accepting him as a federd agent—Doc Savage stepped back. He told Coming
Going, “1 think she should know the whole story.”

Coming Going sad, “Ugh!” He added, “Oh, dl right. Everybody dse seems to know everything
ayway.”

Savage went into another room to fetch a amdl radio that was not a conventiond table model, but more
resembled the communication apparatus that amateurs use. He switched it on. After it warmed up, the
speaker did not emit the usud atic cracklings, but a dight high-pitched hissing. | knew what it was. A
V.H.F outfit. Very High Frequency radio.

Without explaining why he had turned on the radio, Savage told me, “Your guess about Waldo Loring's
previous professon was accurate. Exact. He was a ship captain. Master of freght steamers.”

My nod was probably just a gesture | should have made. | was thinking of Glacia

“l won't bore you with a lengthy summary of Waldo Loring's life” Doc Savage continued. “It was a
rough life, and there was some sharpshooting in it, but probably no more than the average tough salor
does. . . . Well skip down to the year before the war ended, the month of September. That was
when—"



He jumped, bit off his words, eyed the radio. It had emitted a deep sound like a long steedy breath.
Savage watched the radio. Coming Going watched it. The radio stopped meking the bresthing sound
without meking any other.

“September. A freighter. The Victory Tumble. Captain Wado Loring commanding.” Savage dill had his
eye on the radio. “The Victory Tumble loaded a cargo a a Canadian port. Dedtination of the cargo,
England. There was the greatest secrecy—even Captain Loring didn't know the degtination. Only a
Lieutenant Commander Roger Pedman knew that. Pedman was U. S. Navy. He went aboard with
orders that made him Captain Waldo Loring's senior in command.”

The radio for a moment proved more of a magnet for his interest than the story he was tdling. After
about aminute, he pulled away from it enough to continue:

“Perhapsif the Navy man had been more diplomatic, none of this would have happened. Waldo Loring
was an egatidtica, hardheaded old sea dog, and his opinion of the Navy was congderably lower than the
Navy's opinion of him. Captain Loring and Lieutenant Commander Pedman did not get dong well.
Pedman complained to Washington about it before salling, but nothing was done about it—a bad bit of
neglect, probably.”

“Something happened to the ship?’ | asked, jumping a a conclusion.

“It sank. . . . Some three weeks later, a destroyer picked up a lifeboat containing the survivors. They
consgted of Captain Loring and some of his crew. Pelman had drowned. The story they told—the ship
damaged by an enemy torpedo, then a sorm, and the ship going down—was corroborated by dl
aurvivors. The logs checked. Apparently the ship had sunk in deep water, three hundred miles at sea”
He hegitated, then added, “ Apparently.”

“Apparently?’ | said.

“Wdl, yes. You see, after the war, the Navy took pains to check enemy submarine reports and they
found that the Victory Tumble had been torpedoed, dl right—but a couple of hundred miles from the
spot Captain Waldo Loring named.”

“What about the log-books, aren't they religble records?’

Savage dhrugged. “Eadly dtered. Captain Loring kept the master's log, which was a digest of the
day-log. He could have made fase entries and no one ese would have known.”

“What about the crew members who were picked up with him?’

“Seamen. No officers. They wouldn't have known. Every pain was taken to keep the Victory Tumble's
cargo, course and destination secret.

“Oh”

“Because of the nature of the cargo,” Savage continued, “the Navy kept Captain Loring under
aurvelllance. They checked enemy sub reports after the war, as | told you. And then they redly watched
Captain Loring. They watched him and they watched people he contacted—and they found out, a few
weeks ago, that Captain Loring was trying to sdl the cargo of the ship that had sunk.”

“You mean hisvessd didn't Snk?’ | gasped.

“Oh, it went down dl right. But not where Loring clamed—the Navy had sounded the whole area, and
made Geiger counter tests—”



“Wat aminute!” | yeled. “Geiger counter? I've heard such a gadget mentioned, or read of—"
“Naturdly. A device for indicting the presence of radioactivity.”

| thought | had it now. “This cargo wouldn't have been atom bombs?’ | demanded.

“No. . .. On an unguarded ship? Certainly not.”

“Then what—"

Savage glanced questionably at Coming Going, who shrugged, said, “Might as wdl tdl her. The State
Department has the ddusion that only three people in the world know what that cargo was. They won't
mind this lady being a fourth. Much.”

“Want to bet | can't name at least two nations with aggressive nations who don't know by now?’ Savage
demanded. “Particularly snce Waldo Loring has been trying to sl the quff to them?”

“l was just being funny in my odd way,” Coming Going said hitterly.

“Uranium,” Savage told me. “Not freshly mined ore. Processed. That is, it had gone through the two
preliminary processng stages. Intended for atlom bombs, of course.”

“But why on a steamer going to—"

“Let's not go any deeper into top secret Suff,” Savage said. “You know that England and Canada were
waorking with us on the bomb.”

“But why isit so vauable? The war is over—’

“Over? There is some doubt about that in a few quarters. Let's just say that dl uranium sources are
closdy guarded and every speck of ore accounted for since the war ended. There's enough ore on that
ship to furnish the makings of quite a few bombs. Enough to be worth—well, the destiny of afew nations,

m.ha)s.”
Coming Going, with graing vehemence, said, “Don't underestimate the vdue of that cargo, honey.”

| decided that | wouldn't. | had read those conjectures about whet a dozen or so bombs planted in
American cities, perhaps months ahead of zero hour, and timed to let loose dl together, would do to our
defense plant. Pearl Harbor would be nothing.

Glada . . . Glada was involved in something like that. . . . My dlly, sef-centered, dollar-hungry little
friend. . ..

Doc Savage came over and placed a hand on my arm. “Don't get the wrong idea, Mote. Glacia doesn't
know it's uranium. Waldo Loring told her it was gold, and | think she bdieved him.”

My face felt dry and like bone and it must have looked like bone because Savage looked concerned and
went to a writing desk, hauled open the drawer, and took out the Indian warclub that had been in
Glacias room.

He said, “You were worried about this club, | believe. Y ou needn't be. Monk got it from your room—to
run afew tests to seeif it could be the murder instrument. It wasn't.”

“l knew Glaciadidnt kill him,” | said tightly. “I never let that quite get into my mind.”



He tossed the dub on a chair. “Wdl, it's not comfortable having such things around trying to get into
ones mind. You can forget it.”

The radio did what they had been waiting for it to do. It made the husky breathing sound again, added
words, remarkably clear words—Monk Mayfair's voice—and said, “Doc, | ran into something too
rough—"

There was urgency in Mayfair's voice. Not fear, but sick urgency. A qudity that made my hair fed asif it
was being combed the wrong way.

“—no out for me” Monk was saying. “Get this quick, Doc! It's not Montgomery! It's another one who
knows where the ship lies. It's nobody we suspected. Watch out for her—’

That was dl. | don't know what a radio tranamitter sounds like over the air when it is being smashed.
Probably like the sound that came from our receiver.

Chapter IX

IT was quiet in the lodge bar now, and cool and semi-dark, rather like a sepulchre, for the day was done
and a couple of hours of the night had gone, and they were having a party in another part of the lodge,
which accounted for the bar being empty. A party. On the house. Everyone was there. The dead are
dead, and the living must live. The bar was dank and dill, a repository for me and my fears.

| moved my glass back and forth and it made wet smears on the table and they were symboalic of
something or other, the mess things were in, probably. The waiter went past slently, like a ghost waking
on eggs. There was only one waiter, and he would look at me each time he passed. He didn't seem to
seeme.

| knew what was wrong with the waiter. He didn't like what we were doing. We were even. Neither did
l.

The waiter didn't have a friend who had vanished into thin air, and | didn't imagine anyone had tried to kill
him today. He hadn't spent an afternoon locked in his room with little cold-footed fear-things stampeding
over his kin every time someone waked down the hdl. HEd probably spent the afternoon shooting
pool. And he was getting twenty dollars for what he was doing. Twenty, and the privilege of asssting the
great Doc Savage.

Not that 1'd decided Doc Savage was less than the reports said. He was good. He was marvelous. He
hed functioned dl day with the acumen and kill of the F.B.l., Sherlock Holmes and dl the fictiond
deuths ever created with words. The trouble was, he hadn't been good enough to find Monk Mayfair.
Nor Glacia

My dtting here was Doc Savage's idea | didn't necessarily need to be in the bar, but my room had
gotten too much for me. | had stayed in that room until | began seeing things walking on the walls. | felt as
if 1 could walk on them mysdf. So | was in the bar. Being at the party wouldn't do—I was supposed to
be in mourning. | had lost an unde. My unde Waldo Loring. | was Glacia Loring.

The waiter would say | was Glacia Loring. Or he would if he earned his twenty dollars. The desk clerk
would say s0 too. That had been arranged.

“Miss Loring?’



It was the waiter. He had walked draight to me and | had watched him and hadn't quite seen him. |
jumped. “Yes, walter,” | said.

“A gentleman inquiring for you. A gentleman named McBride.”
“Show the gentleman where | am.”

“Very wel, Miss”

“Wait—what does the gentleman look like?’

“He's about forty-five, Miss”

“Show him me”

Attorney McBride didn't look forty-five, or wouldn't with the worried look scrubbed off his face. He was
about thirty, but he did appear very tired. He was a large bushy young man in dacks, Hollywood shirt,
sunburn and a deposit of desert dust.

“Miss Loring?’ he asked. “Miss Glacia L oring?

“Yes” | sad, and wondered how wel he remembered Glacids voice from having heard it over the
telephone.

“Thisis certainly ardief.” Apparently he didn't remember it so well. “I'm Attorney McBride.”
“Oh, yesindeed. | spoke to you on the telephone.”

“That'sright.” He dropped on the seat opposite. “Oh, man! Whoeee!” He looked at the waiter. “Can a
men get coffee laced with whiskey in here?’

“Cetanly, sr.”

“Then produce it,” said Attorney McBride. He turned to me and said, “If | seem dithered, you can rest
assured thet | am.”

“Has something happened?’
He nodded. “Y our unde was the damndest dlient.”
“How do you mean?’

He blew out his breath. “How? Whoosh! | never heard of a dient, much less had one, who left the sort
of alegacy he left you, Miss Loring.”

“Keeper, you mean?’
“Ohmy Lord, yes” he said.

The McBride voice was not as yapping as it had sounded over the telephone—from what | had managed
to overhear of Glacias conversation with him—but it was not exactly dull.

“Did you bring my inheritance?’ | asked.
“My Lord, yes,” he said.



“Could | seeit?

“It? . .. Oh, | see. Uh—you gpply a very good word to the inheritance. Cdling it it, | mean. Very
appropriate. |1 had thought of some words for it mysdf, but they wouldn't bear repeeting in polite

company.”
“Mr. McBride, | have no ideawhat Keeper is” | sad.
He sat back. His jaw dropped. His eyes were as round as shotgun barrels.

After wincing and hesitating, he asked, “Have you had dinner, Glacia? | may cdl you, Glacia, mayn't 1? If
you haven't had dinner, you'd better. Youll need your strength.”

“Look here” | sad sharply. “I don't know why you are so excited, but I'm beginning to wonder. What
are you trying to do, upset me?’

“Upset? Oh, no. Forbid and preserve,” cried Mr. McBride. “I only want your courage at full tide, bright
and sparkling, so youll have the nerve to take it off my hands”

13 It?!
“Whew! | mugnt frighten you. Oh, no! | mustin't!” gasped the attorney.
| tried to pin him down with a frown. “Just what is wrong with this inheritance?’

“l don't believe I'd better start answering that, because | want to start back to Los Angdes tonight. . . .
But if you want afault, here is one of the milder ones: It eats ahdl of alot.”

That stlesit, | thought. A race horse. “How many races has it won?’

“Races? Eh? Can it run?’ He couldn't have been more confused if | had stood him on his head and put a
carrot in his mouth.

“lant it arace horse?’

“Oh, no. Wdl—no!” sad McBride. “Race horse? Good Lord, wha a description fo—well, never
mind.” He mopped his forehead, athough the desert nights weren't hot and the hotd ar conditioner was
dill going. “What a characterization—race horse. Whoee! whoee! What ever gave you such a wrong
idea? Oh, | see. . .. Uh, wha did give you the idea anyway?’

“You,” | said, “seem to be twittery. Keep it up, and well both be that way.”

“McBrideistwittering, dl right,” the attorney-at-law said. “Oh, thank God!” The last because the waiter
hed findly come with his coffee and a sde of bourbon.

| decided to wait im out. Thismight be an act. | didn't know what it was.

Doc Savage might be able to make ahead or atall of it. . . . | took a chance and moved my purse a little
on the table, edging it to a spot where it would better pick up our conversation. | supposed that moving it
would make a terrific rumpus in the little microphone. Because there was a microwave transmitter—that
was what Doc Savage had cdled it, whatever that was—in the purse. The theory was tha | was a
traveling broadcast station, and | was supposed to pretend to be Glacia, and that was supposed to lead
to something. We hoped.

Lawyer McBride finished his laced coffee. He looked at me asif he was very sorry for me. He blew out



acongderable breath. “Miss Loring,” he said, “you might as well see the bad news.”

Whereupon he led the way outdoors and toward the parking lot. The desert night was clear. They were
probably dways clear, the sky cloudless, because the adjacent country didn't look as if a drop of
moigture had ever fdlen onit.

Attorney McBride approached a trailer. With misgivings. “1 usudly announce mysdf by throwing a rock,”
he told me nervoudy. “But thistime, well take a chance.”

Thetraler was an unlighted, beat-up afair, and he knocked timidy on the door. No response. Without
more preiminaries, McBride snarled, “Why the hdl should | worry? I'm getting shut of him!” and he
hauled off and kicked the trailer door. That got action.

“Odf,” stated a deep-throated mde voice ingde the traler, “derives from the Icdand alfr, meaning
origindly an df's child, a changding left by goblins, therefore a foolish or deformed child, an idiot, a
smpleton. Hence it may refer to one person who disturbs another. Will you go away.”

“Harold!” said McBride. “Harold, your new owner is here.”

There was a prolonged slence from insde.

“Harold!” said Mr. McBride.

“Yes gr.”

“Come out. Miss Laring is here, who inherited you, is here.”

“l don't want to come out,” the voice said. It sounded asif it was being manufactured in a barrel.

“Harold,” said Mr. McBride patiently. “You wish to be fed, don't you? And guided, and managed, and
cared for?’

“YS, s'r..n
The lawyer ydled, “Then get the hdl out here and meet the nice lady who has inherited you.”

Oh, Lord, | thought—I was beginning to react like Attorney McBride. | had, or Glacia had, inherited
something that talked with a man's voice.

Presently it opened the trailer door. . . . Older than | had thought. Too old to be very interegting; at lesst
more than forty. And fat. Not short, but tremendoudy fat, egg-shaped.

“ThisisHarold,” said Attorney McBride.

Harold's head was quite large, like ameon placed crosswise, and his mouth was large out of proportion,
as were his eyes. In front of the latter, he wore shel-rimmed glasses that, regardless of what they did for
hisvison, certanly made his eyes gartling. None of his dothing fit well, dl ether too large or too amdl.

“Harold, thisis Miss Loring,” added McBride.

“Gin!” exploded Harold. “Girl was origindly the name of the Goddess Vesta, or the human young of
ather sex, but the term is now applied to the femde child, a maiden, a mare or filly, a maid-servant, a
swesetheart, or aroebuck in its second year.”

He dammed the trailer door in our faces.



There was a Slence,

“Thelagt onefitsme” | said.
“Eh?" said McBride.

“The roebuck in its second year.”

“Oh.” McBride cleared his throat. “You—ah—I have a paper for you to Sgn. A receipt for your
inheritance. If you will Sgn same, | will be going.”

“Wait aminute, brother,” | said. | gripped his am. | led him a few yards from the traller, and | held my
purse s0 the gadget in it would be sure to pick up and rdlay what we had to say. “What's the matter with
Harold? Is he nuts?’

“Nuttier than a fruitcake,” said McBride.
“Who is he?’
“Harold Keeper. Y ou've inherited him. Now, if you will Sgn this paper—”

“How come, inherited?’ | said, gripping the attorney's arm. “Give. What is this, anyway? Waldo Loring
never told me what Keeper was. Who ishe?’

McBride sghed daborately. “Harold was the old man's—your deceased uncle's friend. Sort of a flunky,
| surmise. A sailor. Harold was a sailor on your uncle's ships”

“Oh, Harold is some crazy sailor whom Unde Waldo was taking care of 7’

“Wedl—yes. Only your unde did say that Harold had not dways been—shdl we say cracked. It seems
that during the war uncle’s ship was torpedoed, and your unde and Harold were in the boatload of
aurvivors. They suffered greaet hardships in the open sea in the amdl boat. The experience affected
Harold's mind. Y our uncle feds, or fet, duty bound to care for Harold.”

“I don't think I likethis” | said.

“l was afraid you wouldn't,” McBride said wesrily. “Are you going to Sgn—"

“Not,” | said, “until | think it over.”

“You can't do that to mel” ydled McBride. “My God, unless you accept Harold, I'm stuck with him!”

| walked back to the lodge. M cBride hopped dong beside me, complaning that | was cold-blooded and
arquing that Harold had good points. He tried to enumerate Harold's points, and couldn't think of any.

“Ligen, I'll tak this over with you in the morning,” | said.
13 BlJt—”

“Youve done enough to me for one evening. Good-night, Mr. McBride. In the morning. Say about
aght”

He stamped into the lodge. | could hear im screaming at the registrations clerk about the price they were
going to charge im for aroom. A very excitable nature, Mr. McBride.

| moved a few paces and stepped into the shadow of the lodge, waited. Presently, without noticesble



sound, there was alarge form beside me. Doc Savage.

“Did the gadget work? Did you pick dl that up?’ | asked.

Doc Savage said he had.

“Were you surprised?’ | inquired. “1 was. Keegper aman, a screwbdl. That's the lagt thing—"

But Doc Savage had something more urgent on his mind than a discusson. His hand touched my arm.
Not a hard grip. But as s0lid as a stone building.

“Let's watch the traler,” he said. And tha was dl he sad until we had reached another wedge of
darkness beside a parked car thirty yards or so from the trailer, which was il dark.

“Why doesn't Harold turn on the lights?’ | said uneadily. “He—he gives me cold chills | never did like
psychos, and—’

All of a sudden, | wondered if | was going to lose my balance whedl. Thiswhole thing of Harold Keeper,
the way it seemed to bear no rdaion to Waldo Loring's murder, or Glacias disappearance, or a shipload
of uranium ore, was unnerving. It was like arting to a funerd, and finding you were in a circus instead.

“I'm coming loose,” | mumbled. “I didn't expect anything like this My stomach feds unfunny.”

He tried the door of the parked car. It was unlocked, and he opened it. “ St down here” he said. “Not in
the seat, where you will be seen. Inthe door. . . . Now, just what is upsetting you?’

“ItsGlacia” | blurted. “No word from her. And | thought this Keeper would be a document or a map or
something that would solve everything. It hasn't. | fed so damn thwarted.”

Savage said, “You've made alot of progress.”

His voice was wonderful. It built confidence underfoot as solid as a concrete sdewalk.
“Wado Loring never had afriend named Harold Keeper,” he said.

“How do you—"

“Waddo Loring's past has been investigated every way possble. We can dmog tdl you what he ate
every med for the past five years. We would know if Wado Loring had Harold Keeper. Rest assured,
we would know that.”

“He was supposed to bein the lifeboatful of survivors—’

“No. He was not. | know where every man in thet lifeboat can be found. And not one of them will be
found in thet trailer.”

| felt better. Chilly. Nerve chills, but they were better than the awful feding that | wasn't hdping Glacia. |
just sat there. The big bronze man had seated himsdf on the ground beside me, between this car and
another. He was slent. Somewhere far off there was a ggdling and yapping, and it sounded like severd
gifsnaisy from too much to drink. But it was coyotes. We were in the desert. Close to wild nature. But
nature wasn't as wild as some of the humans around here.

“What istherig?’ | asked. “What are they trying to pull?’

“Norig any more, lady,” said avoice.



It wasn't Doc Savage's voice. But it was close enough to have been. | looked up. | didnt make it out at
fird, except that it was big and hung with gross flesh. Why | didn't seem to understand that it was Harold

was a mygery.
“Not any more,” Harold said. “Therig is off. We have It just what isin my hand. So don't move”

We didn't move. Harold's gun was a hig thing. Anybody but Harold would have needed a whee barrow
to cart it around.

The night was dill around us for a moment. Except for the coyotes far away, about as far away as my
mind seemed from my body. | think my mind had fled thet far because it couldn't stand saying in a place
as scared asmy body was.

“Lady, if you faint, do so quigtly,” Harold said.

Chapter X

ONE of those impatient men, Harold. He waited for me to swoon, and | didn't, but | probably tried.
Savage had not moved, which showed good judgment.

“Lie down on the ground. Spreadeagle,” Harold told Savage.

“Face up or face down?’ Doc Savage asked.

“Down, of course.”

“Whatever you say. But aman can get going from a face down postion alot quicker.”

“You can give a demondration of it if you want to,” Harold said grimly. “It's about as wide as long with
rre"

There was alittle Slence, then Savage lay down on his face. Even lying on his face, obeying the order of
agrody fa devil with agun, he did not surrender any of the competence that was dways with him. Even
inthe darkness, where there was bardy enough light to digtinguish more than the presence of a hand on
the end of an arm, he kept that feding of ability. Harold got the same ides, evidently. Because he made a
hissng sound through his teeth, ugly and serpentine.

“Mr. McBridel” Harold called softly.

The darkness stirred nearby, then the figure of Attorney McBride shaped up in it. He lingered a few
yards distant. He seemed to be wishing he was a dried lesf and could blow away.

“Come here, Mr. McBride,” said Harold.

The lawyer ventured closer. Asif he was pushing hisway through sted!.
“Thisis Doc Savage, Mr. McBride,” said Harold.

If Mr. McBride was bregthing, he didn't show it.

Harold said, “You have heard of the sun that makes the tides, the U. S. Marines that make whatever
marines make. Well, Mr. McBride, that gives you some idea. Because thisis no less than Doc Savage.”

McBride had no words.



“We didn't fool the great one, it seems,” Harold said.
McBride replied with a deep breath. It shook coming in, and shook going out.

“We wasted our time,” Harold said. “We went to alot of troublefixing a deal. And did we fix us a dedl.
Brother!”

Harold grew tired of McBride's answers.

He asked me, “Mote, isnt that what they cdl you? Mote. Wel, Mote, didnt you think it was a nice
ded?’

“It took mein,” | said.

“That didn't make it good enough.” Harold sghed, and in that pile of body, it was like seam going
through a heating system. “Y ou know whét the deal was, don't you?’

“No,” | sad.
“Baby, you should see it by now. | was going to be your puppydog, see”

“Why?

“Jud to be around. Eyes open, you know. There were some fliesin my ointment, and | was going to do a
little fly-catching. Specifically was Doc Savage on this case? How much did he know—enough that we
would have to knock him off? . . . The answer to the last is yes. Yup. Maybe we didnt waste dl that

finegling”

He seemed to have plenty of words. | didn't know what he was doing, trying to button up his own
courage perhaps. And | didnt know how much of wha he had sad was lying, beyond the part of
wanting to know where Doc Savage was involved in the case. He had known that dl right, if he knew
anything at dl about what was going on, and he did.

Pretend to be Keeper so that he could find out just who was suspected of doing what and how much?
That was more logicd. It must be quite a mentd drain to have someone like Doc Savage on your trall,
and have him pretending that he wasn't. The temptation to do something about finding out just where the
fim of Savage was going to do business—the temptation would be gresat. 1t would, when it ae on you
long enough, be irresigtible.

Yes, | could see where Harold would want to learn what Doc Savage was doing. It was even logicd that
Harold would go to the length of doing something dightly foolish in order to learn where the ax was going
to fdll.

And now | knew what was egting Harold. He was thinking dong the same lines—he was reflecting what
adamned fool he had been to pull Harold Keeper on us. The rumingtions weren't doing his temper any
good.

Evidence of how accurate my notion was, Harold now kicked Doc Savage in the side. He did it twice,
grunting both times with the effort.

If this did Harold's ego good, it wasn't noticeable in the deep-in-a-barrel voice when he spoke. The
barrel was pretty tinny. “ Search him, Mr. McBride” Harold said.

McBride didn't move, didn't speak, probably didn't breathe.



“McBride” Harold said. “Do you wish him to pull some gadget on us? The man it lying there letting
mekick himin the ribs because heis afraid of me”

“Shoot him!” McBride blurted, finding his voice.

“I wish to God that | dared,” Harold said. “On proper provocation, | probably would. But my brother
wishes to consult him. . . . Damn you, McBride, search him! Y ou're as useful as lipgtick on an old maid.”

McBride, operating as if he was driven by gears, got dong with seerching Doc Savage. While the hunt
was in progress, Harold said, “I know about that anaesthetic gas you use, Savage. I'm holding my
breath.” | thought he was, too, part of the time.

“Fedslike he's got a bulletproof vest on,” McBride gasped.

Harold wasn't impressed. “I've been aming a the back of his neck, anyway. . . . We will retire to the
traler and do this more thoroughly.” He cocked his gun impressively, and the sound was like a
well-thrown horseshoe ringing the stake. “Let the retiring be of good judgment.”

We entered the trailer, and | could see why Harold would fed disgusted. He had gone to a bit of trouble
to decorate the trailer interior with the persondity of Harold Keeper. He had filled it with dictionaries,
nearly a hundred of them, dl shapes, szes and colors. | remembered how he had started off impressing
his character on me by orating cockeyed definitions. Girl, the roebuck in its second year. He had
evidently intended that to be histheme.

McBride began searching Savage again.
“Strip him,” Harold said.

They did that, let me turn my back, and supplied Savage with what Harold said was his bathing trunks,
and they gave Savage the appearance of a bronze statue standing in a sack.

“Throw his quff in the back of your car,” Harold told McBride. “Well dump it somewhere. | imagine it's
ful of bombs, or something. . . . Oh yes, then hook your car to the trailer.”

McBride went out, and Harold took my purse and spent five minutes steding glances into it and cracking
open the little portable U.H.F. radio tranamitter. He seemed to know what the latter was. “Ingenious,” he
sad. “But no more than | expected.”

| had been watching Doc Savage. | couldn't help it. The man's physicd development was astounding, SO
much so tha it was a little unnaturd. Harold was impressed, too. He said, “You bat an eye & me,
Savage, and I'm going to shoot you. Because looking at you scares the hdl out of me. | don't know how
| had the nerve to bring you thisfar. | must be crazy.”

There was the sound of an automobile engine, followed by a dight jolt from the traler, and metdlic
danking. McBride showed us a face the color of an unbaked biscuit and said, “I'm hooked on.”

“You know where to go,” Harold told him. “Go there.”

“But . ..” McBride swallowed quite audibly. He was having trouble with the Smplest sentences.

“But what?’

“The trailer—the people at the hotd know it was here—won't they—it being gone—"

“l don't know what you're talking about,” Harold told him. “But if you're saying we should be cunning



some more, it's ridiculous. 1'm winding this up with a bang.”
“But welll be suspected!” McBride walled.

“Sugpecting and caching are two different birds” Harold suggested. “Well solve that problem in a
broadminded way. We just won't be there.”

McBride didn't think much of that. “Y ou mean flee? Leave my law business?’

Harold sneered a him with his melon face. “Leave what law business? | thought you did a dedl with us
because you didn't have any law business”

“Oh, my God!” McBride wailed. “Where will we go?’

“I know alittle place in Patagonia, right next to where Adolph Hitler lives” Harold told him bitterly. “You
can go dong with meif you wish.”

“I'm not joking,” gasped the lawyer.
“Nether am |, brother. What about getting this caravan in motion? Are you giving that some thought?’

McBride ducked out of Sght and Harold told us, “We had dl better st down. | have a hunch he is going
to tow thistraller like a nervous bull dragging the chain in his nose”

He was right.

Later, when we seemed to be on a hignway, | asked Harold a question. He appeared to like
conversation anyway, because he had been doing plenty of it.

“McBride had the location of the Victory Tumble, the ship loaded with the processed uranium?’ |
asked.

“So you know about that, too.” Harold said. “I guessit was a good thing | didn't leave you behind.”
“I'm surprised Waldo Loring would give alawyer information like thet,” | said.

Harold commented on this. “He didn't. Not exactly. He left an envelope with Attorney McBride. You
should have seen the envelope—more wax sedls on it than a high-school diploma We were even scared
to open it. Thought it might be booby-trapped.”

“Oh, you've opened it?’

“Uh-huh. Y ou want to know how that came about, honey? We were very clever—yeah, very. Jud like
dicks of stovewood are clever. But we findly ferreted out that Waldo Loring had a lawyer, and the
lawyer was just about as shady as he was unprosperous, and so we presented the lawyer with a busness
ded. Sure we got alook & the envelope.”

“Was the location of the Victory Tumble given?’

“Sure”

“Then you fed pretty good about everything, don't you?’ | said.

“Shouldn't we?’

“l suppose so. You managed to kill Waldo Loring without anybody suspecting you.”



“Thanks” Harold said. “I'm glad to hear it. | was having some doubts.”

| had caught Doc Savage's eye. He had given me the dightest nod of approval. Not that he probably
hadn't guessed dl thisfar ahead of me, but he liked the way | was checking it.

“Was the envelope named Keeper?’ | asked Harold.

“That's right, dear.”

| thought Doc Savage had shaken his head dightly.

“So you killed Waldo Loring, Harold?” | asked.

The mdon face looked a me. It became different.

“Baby, if | sad yes to that, what would then have to happen to you?’ Harold asked.

| knew why Savage had been shaking his head. He had known that | would talk mysdf into something. |
hed. Harold was ill watching me and the melon face was now something thet even the devil wouldn't
like

Chapter XI

IT was aranch. It had to be a ranch, because they couldn't just camp out on the desert, for that would be
alittle conspicuous. But what surprised me was that Mr. Montgomery had owned the ranch for quite a
while Long enough for his name to be painted on the mailbox and for the wegther to ped awvay most of
some of the letters. The mailbox was one of those capacious ones, hig as an eephant's omach, which
you see dong the roads out in the open spaces where the mail-order houses do most of the business.

Therewas dso aLAZY-M RANCH printed on the mailbox, and from that there was two miles of dusty
road, then a squat adobe ranch house and bunkhouse and corrals made in the Mexican fashion, of living
devil'swaking-gtick cactus.

A reception committee of three rifles and Mr. Montgomery, his daughter Colleen, and his flunky, Roy,
was on hand.

Harold peered out of awindow. He could read Mr. Montgomery's moods reedily, it seemed.
“My brother isangry,” Harold said.

| reelly believed then that Harold and Mr. Montgomery were brothers. And | was sure of it when | saw
them together, for there was a sameness to ther fainess, and they had identical ways of over-usng
words.

Mr. Montgomery used plenty of words when he saw Harold. All profane words—they came from the
gutters of many parts of the world and some of them from the best dictionaries, and the last ones were
even worse. Thetotd of it was that Mr. Montgomery fdt Harold had wrecked everything. Not in those
words. Not in words that anybody would want to say the way they were being said by one brother to
another.

“All done?’ Harold asked.

“ NO_”



“Okay—thisis just tofill in while you get your bresth, brother. . . . Y ou make me laugh. Me ruin the pitch
by grabbing Savage and the lady deuth? Why, you fa jackass, you shot that phony Indian twice. Shot a
federd gent—that's who that Coming Going was. Y ou're wanted for that. You're hiding out here. How
could you be in any worse fix?’

“But you—you werent suspected.” Mr. Montgomery yelled a him. “Savage didn't even know you
existed. You could have played Harold Keeper, the hdf-wit the gifl had inherited, and srung dong and
kept tall on Savage for us”

Harold went yok-yok bitterly. “That was your sinking idea, brother, and I'll tdl you what | think of it
sometime when | have hdf aday,” he said. “It didn't work. Savage caught on before | even got the char
wam.”

He went on to tel Mr. Montgomery exactly what had happened. Haf the words he used were brotherly
opinions that came to him as he went dong.

“Weve got old Waldo Loring's chart of where the ship lies on a bank in water shdlow enough for any
fourteen-year-old kid in a bathing suit to reach,” Harold finished. “Waldo is dead. Nobody knows for
sure what was what—even if Waldo had the ship spotted and for sdle. Savage, the lady deuth, Savage's
big monkey, are dl here. We can dead them, too. Then we can take a nice trip until the skies clear. Now
tdl me more that's wrong?’

Therecitd had sobered Mr. Montgomery.
“Why didn't you shoot Savage on the spot?” he ydled.

“And make the world a present of his body?’ Harold ydled back at him. “That would make some gink,
that would.”

Mr. Montgomery said, “Oh!”

Harold continued bellowing. “But if you want the plain truth, | was afraid to kill him. I'd rather assassinate
apresident.”

Mr. Montgomery started to sneer. Harold stopped that.

Harold said, “Now you tdl mewhy you didn't knock off Monk Mayfair? Or even the Loring girl. | want
to hear it”

Mr. Montgomery was dow with his answer. “Comein the house,” he said.

“You were arad yoursdf, that's why?” bellowed Harold.

“Comein the house”

| said, “Gladiaishere!” | think | said it, because nobody ese looked as if they had made the funny little
walling.

Glacia was dead. That was what | thought. Mr. Montgomery had killed her, and killed Monk Mayfar,
and that was why he wanted his brother to come into the house. He wanted to display the handiwork.

We dl went into the ranch house. It was ill night, and the lights were on. Kerosene lanterns, two of
them smoking from poorly trimmed wicks. The quff in the house had been used hard a long time ago,
and then not used for afew years. Nobody had taken the trouble to brush away dust, and Glacids face



and dothing had collected quite a bit of it.

Glaciawas amess. A thoroughly scared mess, but she looked wonderful because she was dive. She had
only to be breathing to be gorgeous. She looked a me, and she bleated, “Oh, Mote, they've got you,
too!” And she turned—or turned as much as she could, tied to a table—and cdled Mr. Montgomery
words | didn't know she knew. She didn't equa Mr. Montgomery's recent performance on his brother,
but she did make hersdf clear.

It wasn't about hersdf that Glacia was angry. It was for me, because they were bothering me. | wanted
to fold my knees, just fold everything, and sob. Because Glacia, dthough hdf of the time she might be
mean and self-centered, would come through when someone else was in red trouble. Not that 1'd been
afraid she wouldn't pay off in blue chips. Or had 1? Maybe that was why | wanted to cry.

Monk Mayfar was tied to a table. Under a table, redly. So was Glacia. There were two heavy tables,
evidently from the days when the place had a heavy complement of hungry cowhands, and the prisoners
hed been placed under these, roped to the four legs. The whole effect was ridiculous, but | could see that
it was efficent. Mr. Montgomery's imagination had been at play, probably.

Monk Mayfar had firg word. “How's Joe Lybeck?’
“Asfine as anyone can be in the hospitd,” Doc Savage said.

Who was Joe Lybeck? for aminute | didn't get that one. . . . Coming Going. Joe Lybeck was Coming
Going.

Monk pointed a Harold with chin and glare. “That one was my downfal,” he said. “I hadn't placed him
as in this Him and the lawyer. | tried to tdl you to watch out for her inheritance—meaning Glacids
inheritance, which would be so-fat here—just as they got to me”

“How did they trap you?’ Doc asked.

Monk said, “I am ashamed to say it, but they didn't. They just walked up and pointed agun a me. | tried
to talk to you and he smashed the radio, and brought me here.”

That seemed to sttle that, so | asked Glacia, “How are you, dear?’
“I'm great,” she walled.
“They scare you much?’

They had scared her enough that she didn't want to try to tdl me how much. Instead, she howled,
“There's something so damned undignified about being tied under a table. You fed like a dog.” And she
burgt into tears.

Mr. Montgomery liked to make little speeches so well that he made us one now. He said, “Yes, indeed,
there are few less dignified places than under atable. If you want to undermine an individud's morde, just
tiehim under atable—’

“Oh, shut up,” Harold told his brother.

“All right, brother,” said Mr. Montgomery.

“Words dl over you dl thetime like fless,” Harold complained.

They looked at each other. They weren't angry. They just looked at one another, and the question being



argued visudly didn't have a thing to do with words. It was. Who is going to do murder wholesde. Kill
the prisoners. You? Me? Roy? Lawyer McBride?

They both looked at Roy.
Roy sad, “Huh-uh. Not Roy.” He got it out inlitle gulps, as if someone was trying to give him poison.

They looked a Attorney McBride. But not for long. He was more than pale; he was beginning to turn a
cyanosed blue. He wouldn't be daying anyone. He might even die himsdlf, unaided.

Fndly they glanced a Colleen, and she didn't say or do anything, did not even amile

Doc Savage spoke. His voice doubtless wasn't as quiet, even, unfrightened as it seemed. It couldn't have
been. But compared to the other voices that had been making words, it was deep peace. It made me
redize how terrified everyone else was—the brothers of the job of killing us, and us of being killed.

Savage said, “Thisisalogica time for our Sde to be grasping a straws. Will you take that into account,
ligen to me a moment, and accept the fact that what | say in't Sraw-snatching?’

“Shut up!” Harold said.
“It won't take long. Two sentences,” Savage said.

“Let hm say two sentences,” Mr. Montgomery growled. There were beads of perspiration on his
forehead, neck, therim of his jaw, the places where nerves were close to the surface.

Savage sad: “You cary a cane habitudly, Mr. Montgomery. Don't you know that portable radio
gadgets can be made smdl enough to fit in a hollowed-out cane of the Sze of yours?’

Nobody said anything for longer than | was able to hold my breath. Then Harold asked, “You got that
dick here, brother?’

Mr. Montgomery said something that had no sound. It did not seem to be the word yes, but it was assent
ayway.

“Thegirl deuth had onein her purse,” Harold advised. “It was smdler than a hearing-aid.”

His brother wheded and went into another room and came back carrying the large waking stick. He
brought it close to one of the kerosene lamps. The sweat on his pdms had made shiny spots on the
nodular surface of the wood. He put his eyes much closer to the stick than the stick was close to the
lamp, and for something like two minutes the loudest noise in the room was made by a fly waking across
awindow pane.

When Mr. Montgomery lifted hisface, it had come apart. His jaw had sagged far down in his chins and
only the rubbery lips were vishle.

“It may be jugt a scratch,” he whimpered.
Harold screamed, “Has that stick been tampered with?’

“A scratch. . . . It may only be a scratch,” Mr. Montgomery said, usng stark horror insteed of breath to
make the speech.

“Break it!” Harold yelled. “Goddam it, break the thing open. Let's see what they've done to us. How the
hdl could they have gotten that stick?’



Savage sad, “Weve been waiching you for days. Mr. Montgomery was very careful with that waking
dick. He stood it in the |€ft rear corner of the clothes closet each night.”

Mr. Montgomery bought that.
“Theléft rear corner—oh my God,” he wailed. “They did! They—"
“Break it open!” screamed Harold.

Savage said, “The purpose of atiny radio tranamitter, of course, would be to keep accurate tab on your
whereabouts. The other agents working with mewill naturaly have located you here and—"

Somewhere somehow | had gotten the idea that Doc Savage never told a lie. Where the notion came
from, | don't know. But it was alie. There was no radio in the waking stick. Or maybe, the way he had
told it, he had merdy stated a hypothetical possibility so convindngly that it seemed truth.

Because, when Mr. Montgomery brought the cane up—high over his head—to dam it down on the table
and samash it into bits, every eye was on it. Every eye, dl of everybody's atention.

It was buildup. That was dl. Done wonderfully. Everyone thought there was a gadget in the cane, and
nobody was thinking about anything else.

Savage stepped to Harold and sank hand, wrist and some forearm into Harold's midsection. The effect
was somewhat as if a partly inflated inner tube had been squeezed, causng the rest of the inner tube to
suddenly fill out. Both Harold's arms flew out from his sides, diffly; he looked like something in a Macy
parade.

A bright object flashed past me. Harold's gun.

Going about his business, Savage brushed againgt Colleen, knocking her into my arms. | went to work on
her. Her hair firdt, with both hands.

Roy tried to run backward and use hisgun at the same time, but it wasn't a success. His feet merdy beat
up and down on the floor, and his hand raked the rifle hammer twice, trying to cock it, but couldn't get
the hammer far enough back to stay on cock. He was trying vainly to fire the uncocked gun when Savage
hit him.

Mr. Montgomery appeared to be frozen in an atitude of high sacrifice, holding the waking stick aoft.
Probably that was an illuson, the result of things happening rather rapidly.

Monk Mayfar was having convulsons under the table. Trying to take the legs off the table. He seemed
quite disappointed with the results—as if hed never entertained a doubt but that he could jerk dl four
legs from the table with ease. But he wasn't doing it. He began to yell.

Most of thisimpressed itsdf on mein a detached fashion, because Colleen was doing enough to me that |
could hardly be classed as a spectator. Colleen knew some sort of judo. Anyway, | was very busy trying
to keep her from taking off one of my ams.

The lawyer, McBride got a running start and left his feet head-first for a window. His window-diving
technique was correct. He hauled his coat up over his aams and head to protect his face as he hit. But
there was a detail he hadn't noticed. The window was covered on the outside with heavy planks spiked
in place. He knocked himsdf out nestly.

The ranch house shook a little, possbly from Mr. Montgomery faling, and | think | ydled for fifteen



minutes for someone to detach Colleen from me. Somebody findly did.

Chapter Xll

IT was exactly 8:10 a. m. and the sun had findly managed to dimb over the tops of the mountains in the
west. It was throwing a great ded of angry light, and dready some heat, over two blanketed and
feathered phony Indians who were uffing the luggage of a departing guest in the back seat of a sedan.
The automobile departed, and the redskins began an argument concerning the tip they had received. It
was adime, and the argument was about exactly what word they should use to describe the guest if they
wished to refer to him during the day, which they probably would.

Coming Going said, “Let me look at that map again.” Later he said, “Now thisiswhat | like. A regular
honest-to-God treasure map.”

Monk Mayfar suggested, “The old guy didn't show much imagination.”

“Who wants imagination? If old Wado Loring had any imagindion, hed have known anybody who
would buy a shipload of uranium these days would knock his brains out. . . . You say Mr. Montgomery
hed this on him?’

“Right in hiship pocket.”
“Tdl me more,” Coming Going urged. “What was redly in the waking stick?’

“Nothing,” Monk said. “We hadn't touched it. Doc just remembered that you had searched the room,
and said the cane was ganding in the closet while they were adeep.”

Coming Going grinned happily. “1 wish | had been there”

“l would have sold you my part of it chegp,” | said.

“Mote, you were wonderful!” Glacia said ddightedly.

| nodded. “That'sright. | gave the star performance. | was the only one on our sde who got licked.”

They had converted a second-floor room with an eastern exposure into a hospital room for Coming
Going, dias federd agent Joe Lybeck. . . . Presently Doc Savage came in with the news that the fa
brothers and Colleen and Roy were locked up, and that attorney McBride had nothing more serious than
afractured skull.

Then Savage asked Glacia and me if we would care to have breakfast with him. He got an acceptance
hdfway through the invitation.

“We certanly played hard to get that time” | told Glacia when we were in our room trying to make
oursalves look asif we hadn't been up dl night letting people frighten us.

“He's a gorgeous hunk of man,” Glacia said. She hung stars on the statement.

| was garting to put on a shoe, and | just sat there with it in both hands. It was dl right, probably. Glacia
was Glacia, and alittle thing like last night wasn't likely to change her. But she was so damned objective.
She knew what she wanted, and went after it. It was pretty obvious that right now she had Doc Savage
inmind. And was | upset about that? I'll tdl the world | was.



| put the shoe on carefully. | straightened the seam of a nylon. | hoped | looked cool and collected,
because | wasn't. It had just dawned on me how interesting life could be. It probably wouldn't be. But

possible? Who knows?
They don't shoot you for hoping.

THE END



