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Chapter I. THE TOTTERING MAN

I'T was spring. Spring, with sunlight soft and warm, with birds nest-building in Central Park, and an
occasiond colored butterfly astray among the skyscrapers of New Y ork City. Flowerswere never
brighter in Bryant Park, adjacent to the grimy old tomb that was the public library. And if the air was ever
wine for man to breathe, it waswine thisday.

Perhaps that was why the cop was gentle with the old codger. The cop’ s name was Finnigan. Hewas
Irish, bigger than men usudly get; and he had atongue like ablacksnake. He handled traffic at
Forty-second and Fifth, aspot that would make any man tough. He was tough. He was very tough.

He came over to the old codger and said, "L ook, Pop, you want to get run over?'
The old codger had been gandering dong rather feebly.

"l—I can’'t see very well, officer," he said.

It was pretty obviousthat he couldn’t see very well.

"Pop, thisis no place for you," said the policeman. "I’ m gonna put you on the sidewak, and sure you' d
better stay onit.”
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The old fellow wore overals which were that very pa e hue that comes from much scrubbing. One knee
of the overalsbore a patch. Over the denims the €l derly man wore a clean but rather shabby coat of
coarse stuff, and it became dmost certain after acloselook at the coat that its vintage was ancient
enough that the pants which originaly went with it were of the peg-top style.

His shoes were ol d-fashioned buttoned brogans, cracked under their polish; histie was a shoe string that
went out of style before the World War, and his hat was a genuine beaver, what there was eft of it. He
was thanking the officer.

"Thank—thank you, officer,” he wavered. "I—I don’t get down to town much any more. It—it’'s
changed alot these days. And | can't hardly find my way around. | wonder—would you—could
you—hep me?'

"Hep you how?'
"l—I’mtrying to find aman.”
"Wdll, Pop, there' salot of menin New Y ork. What does this man do? Where does he work?"

"l—only know—the man’sname." The old fellow had away of hesitating two or threetimesin each
sentence. It added grestly to hisimpression of feebleness. "Doc Savage,” went on the old codger,
"is—the man’s—name.”

The name came within an ace of doing bodily damage to the traffic cop. That is, it surprised him and
caused him to step back and a passing motor car just shaved him. He jerked the menaced part of his
anatomy to safety, threw a profane opinion after the car, then wheeled on the old man.

"What' swrong, Pop?"
"Why—officer—nothing."

"Don’'t kid me, Pop. People who look for this Doc Savage have usualy got trouble. Bad trouble.
Because other persons' troubles happen to be Doc Savage' s business.”

The old codger fumbled uncertainly at the buttons of hisworn coat.
"Thereis—nothing—wrong," heingsted.

"Yeah; | bet." Thetraffic policeman frowned a him. "O.K., Pop. It syour funerd. Forget it. Y ou want to
know where you can find Doc Savage, en?' He danted an arm up, as though pointing out the sun at ten
0 clock. "Seethetop of that building? The eighty-sixth floor? They tell me Doc hangs out in akind of
specia place he sgot up there.”

The old man thanked the lawman kindly and shuffled on toward the skyscraper which had been
designated.

AND acrossthe street, a discreet-looking limousine, which had been loitering at the curb, pulled out into
thetraffic, rolled down into the next block, and again loitered.

The old codger made dow and wavering progress.

And the limousine loitering across the street moved on to keep aoreast with him, while on the sdewak
near where the machine had tarried, afew pedestrians stared after the car in asurprised fashion. For, on



chancing to look into the car, they had seen, aonein the rear seet, a Eurasian woman with a beauty that
was amogt breath-taking.

But no one noticed that the limousine wastrailing the old codger.

The feeble ancient had his head down now, plodding purposefully for the Skyscraper. Reaching the
portas of the giant building, he entered and found himself on the glassy floor of agrest, arching,
modernistic lobby where there were shops and elevators and eevator startersin striking uniforms. The
number of elevators seemed to confuse the old man. There were nearly ahundred devatorsin the
building.

Just as he had approached the cop for information, the old codger accosted auniformed elevator starter.
And as soon as he had asked for Doc Savage, he was shown to an elevator which stood apart from the
others. Apparently a private elevator. The door closed and the cage went up—but only one floor.

The dlevator door opened, and stepping out, the old fellow found himself in along, narrow halway. He
stood at one end of thishdlway, and at hisright hand, arranged aong the wall, were comfortable chairs
occupied by numerous types of people.

At thefar end of the long room was adesk. In front of the desk was alarge, solid-looking chair. Behind
the desk sat aremarkable fellow who looked like a pleasant ape. Seated on the floor beside the desk
was apig—apig with remarkably large ears and four long legs. And with one of the legs, the pig was
industrioudly kicking a spot behind one of its huge ears.

The old codger was shown to one of the chairs arranged along the wall.

The man who escorted the e derly fellow to the chair was a denderish man with alean waist, asharply
featured but not unhandsome face, and alarge mobile mouth peculiar to orators—the type of mouth
frequently found on congressmen, senators and carnival barkers. At various times he was addressed by
people in the room as Brigadier Generd Theodore Marley Brooks, and once hewas called "Ham." The
homely fellow was cdled either Lieutenant Colonel Andrew Blodgett Mayfair, or "Monk," anickname
which certainly fitted him.

The old codger sat in the chair where he had been placed and watched the scene with hisfaded eyes. It
became evident that thislong room wasin the nature of areceiving chamber. In fact, every occupant of
the chairs was here to see Doc Savage about something, and these two unusua men, Monk and Ham,
wereinterviewing thevistors.

Some of the vistorswanted gifts of money. These got rather short trestment, which included being
handed a dip bearing an address where they could get ajob of hard work with aliving wage.

Others seemed to have an illness they wanted Doc Savage to treat, and these were a so sent away with
dips of paper bearing addresses where they could get treatment.

Theinterviewing proceeded, and findly camethe old codger’ sturn.

The elderly man was escorted to the large chair in front of the desk, planted therein, and before he knew
it, hisdeevewasrolled up, and around his arm was placed a contrivance which somewhat resembled the
device which doctors use to take a patient’ s blood pressure. The old man gaped at this. He didn’t seem
to know what it was.

The device was part of a"lie detector,” and every other person who sat in that chair to be interviewed
had sat with the contrivance strapped to his or her arm.



Monk glanced at the front of adrawer on hisside of the desk. Hewasinterested in a small meter located
here. The needle of this stood at a point only ashade from zero, which meant the old fellow had meta
buckles on hisoverdls, and possibly alittle slver in his pockets.

If there had been any large piece of metal on his person, agun or aknife, the needle would have
registered well over onthedid.

"So you came to see Doc Savage?' Monk inquired.
"Yes—yes, that' sright," said the old fellow.
"What do you want with him?' Monk asked.

And asthe old gentleman responded, Monk kept an eye cocked on the jiggling needle of another meter,
attached to the lie detector.

The codger answered the other questions, dowly and haltingly, and Monk watched the lie detector, but
the needle moved only dightly, only to the extent that was norma. Any undue activity on the part of the

indicator when aquestion was put meant that, if alie was being told, nervous excitement was generating
minute eectrical currentsin the subject’ s body.

The device, an adaptation of the conventiona type in use by some police centers, was, as Monk well
knew, not entirely infalible; but it offered an excellent guide. And finaly, Monk leaned back.

"Now," hesad, "that you' vetold your story, Mister—"
"Weaver," said the old man. "Tobias Weaver. | am Teddy’ s grandfather.”

"Yeah; sure," Monk said. "What | started to say, Mister Weaver, isthat it's very seldom any one getsto
see Doc. Very seldom.”

The elderly man quavered. "But I—I so wanted to see Mister Savage. Teddy—"

"You're going to see Doc," Monk said. "And you' re the first man in three days we' ve thought worth
whileto send on up to Doc." Monk rose. "Follow me."

Chapter I1. DEATH AND THE BOY

THEY took an eevator of breathless speed to the eighty-sixth floor, and stepped out into aplain
corridor, then approached a bronze-hued door which bore smply asmall-lettered legend:

CLARK SAVAGE, JR.

Monk opened the door, which gave into areception room floored with adeep rug, containing no
furniture but an inlaid table of unusud size, and alarge and strong-looking safe.

Crossing this, Monk and Weaver entered avadt library, filled dmost to capacity with bookcases
containing ponderous scientific tomes. Continuing on, they came to alaboratory which plainly occupied
the remainder of the floor of the skyscraper—and the building, at its base, occupied an entire block, and
was only dightly smaler up here. The laboratory was alabyrinth of complicated scientific gpparatus.

There was afigure a the far end of the great room.



Monk stopped. No doubt he had seen that figure at the opposite end of the laboratory thousands of
times, yet for amoment atouch of something like awe seemed to hold himin aspell. A new respect
seemed to comeinto hisrather uncouth, boisterous manner.

"Doc," hesaid. "A manto seeyou.”

The distant figure turned. 1t was aman whaose figure seemed to be remarkably well proportioned. A man
who was quietly attired in dark clothing. A man who seemed to be working at atable that was rather
amall; it appeared that if the table was alittle smaller, it would be atoy piece.

Then the man came toward them, and it was evident why the table seemed small. The table had normal
proportions. It was the man who wasbig. A giant of bronze. Tropica suns had darkened his skin. His
hair, of abronze hue only dightly darker than his skin, was straight and smooth asametd skullcap. The
snewsin his neck and on the backs of his handsindicated strength beyond the usud.

"Doc Savage," Monk said.
Then heléft.

TOBIASWEAVER, the old codger, was shown to acomfortable chair in the library. He, too, seemed in
awe of the bronze giant, which was understandabl e because, beginning with the surprise of thetraffic

cop, theimportance of the man had been indicated. The people downgtairs, some of them plainly big
shots. Theimpressive size of thislibrary and laboratory. And the stature of Doc Savage himsdlf. All
contributed to the certainty that this man was out of the ordinary.

"|—thank you for—seeing me," said Tobias Weaver rather nervoudly.
"You are entirdly welcome,” replied the bronze man. " Just take your time and tell your story.”

Doc Savage svoice was qui€t, but therewas aqudity in it that suggested great power and facility under
full contral.

Tobias Weaver' s hands were shod in cheap gloves. He clasped them around his cane.

"Teddy—Teddy"—he paused and looked at the floor, and hisface looked miserable—"Teddy iseight
yearsold. He was a splendid little boy, and he has been with me four years, since his—hismamaand
papawerekilled in an automobile accident. | used to take him camping. He' s small, but he liked to camp
out, and we used to go into the woods and cook our dinners.”

Doc Savage asked, "And what happened?

"Y ou know how little boys play," Tobias Weaver sad. "They—they play at imitating famousfigures. |
remember in my day we played at imitating General Grant and Abraham Lincoln. Teddy’ sfather, |
remember, used to play like he was Buffao Bill." Tobias Weaver' s voice, with steedy talking, became
less hesitant, like arusty piece of machinery that worked better after it was used afew times.

"Poor little Teddy," he murmured. "He was injured while a play. It was his back. He cannot be
cured—and—he cannot live much longer. He just liesthere, on hislittle cot—just liesthere—"

Tobias Weaver stared at the floor, his hands clenched and hislips compressed, and Doc Savage, ina
voice that somehow seemed to convey comfort and strength, said, "Isthere something | can do?’



Tobias Weaver nodded dowly. "I have seen enough to-day to show me that you deal—in large affairs.
My little request is so ingignificant in comparison. It concerns only an old man and alittle boy who will not
bein thisworld much longer. It may seem asmadl request. But to thelittle tike it would mean alot. You
see, he has read about you, and heard of you, young asheis.”

The elderly man hesitated, staring at his hands, then added, ™Y ou see, Teddy was playing he was Doc
Savage, and was climbing on the house as he heard you can climb; and he wasn't careful enough, and got
hisinjury whileimagining hewasyou."

Doc Savage' s metdlic features showed sincere regret, and atroubled expression came into his eyes—the
eyesthat were probably the most remarkable of the bronze man' s features. They were like pools of flake
gold, aways stirred by tiny, invisblewinds. At times the eyes seemed to have a power, something
compelling that was amost hypnotic.

"Would you visit Teddy?" asked Tobias Weaver. "It would make—his end—as happy as such
a—thing—ocould be made."

"Of course," the bronze man said smply.
Tobias Weaver bowed his head, and for amoment bent his efforts toward controlling himsdlf.
"Thank you," he said. "'l know now that you are atruly great man. Poor Teddy will be ddighted.”

Doc Savage, obvioudy to get the old gentleman’s mind out of its morbid channel, asked, "Where do you
live?'

"In thelittle town of Stormington. Y ou—you drive through town on the main street, turn—turn right—and
itisalarge gray house on top of the hill. There—thereisan iron deer in the yard. But—but coul d—of
course—you are too busy to go with me now?"

Doc Savage arose. "No. We'll leave a once.”

Tobias Weaver arose from the deep library chair. And in the laboratory, the grest room beyond, asmall
indicator light in alarge instrument panel went dark.

Down the street, the bronze man and Weaver entered a dark coupé, one of severa carswhich the
bronze man owned, and drove away.

There was alimousine parked across the street, alarge discreet car, the rear seat occupied by an
exoticaly exquiste woman with adightly Asiatic cast to her features. Thelimousinedid not follow Doc
Savage' s coupé—hut it did take another route for the same destination.

STORMINGTON was ahit of the old world set down closeto New Y ork City. An antique adegp in
the hills. The streets were narrow, and some of the houses dated back to the Revolution. One main street
ran through the center of the town, continued on, and passed around various hills, and atop one of these
hills sprawled the house where Doc Savage stopped the coupé.

A winding lane led up from the road to the house, which was surrounded by alow stone fence. In the
lawn, not too well tended, stood an iron deer.

"|—want to apologize—for my house," quavered Tobias Weaver. "It has been—in my family for
centuries—and | do not have the—finances—to keep it in repair.”



The house was of gray stone, outwardly ornate after the old way, which frescoes, tal, arching windows
of stained glass, and a sharply gabled roof. The door creaked on itshinges and let theminto an
atmosphere of museum antiquity, uncarpeted floors and plain, stark old walls ssamped infrequently with
ancient oil paintings and prints.

In the vestibule stood arickety table, on this an aged silver holder for four candles; and Tobias Weaver
applied amatch to the candles, then handed them to Doc Savage. It was gloomy in the old house.

"Thisisa—queer old house," he said shakily. "It was built—by an ancestor who was—eccentric.
Teddy—Teddy will enjoy telling you about it, if you careto listen. And later, | will show you—the
drange place."

He advanced toward adoor, and the door opened before he reached it, making a strange, low sigh asit
did so.

"Teddy will be adeep,” Tobias Weaver said, pointing through the portd, "and it would be wonderful if
you would go to him done and awvaken him. Teddy—will think it is—adream.” He pointed again. "You
just go straight ahead, through the doors.”

Doc Savage nodded and passed through the door, leaving old Tobias Weaver behind. The bronze man’s
tread was easy for one of such physica build, and silent except for an occasiond creak of old flooring
underfoot. The flames of the four candles|eaned backward dightly in the air as he moved forward and
thetips of the flames gave off little yarns of smoke.

The first room through which Doc passed was narrow and long, made dark as avault with drawn

shades, and furnished only with a carved table a which stood two fragile chairs. There was no sign of the
party who had caused the opening of the first door, and as the bronze man approached the door on the
far sde of the bare chamber, that aso opened, making asit did so alow sound that was between sigh
and groan.

And, stepping through that aperture, the bronze man lifted the candles; but there was no trace of human
presence, except his own Gargantuan shadow |eaping along the aged walls when he moved. Here, also,
there was no furniture, but only plain floors, plainer walls, and antiquity everywhere.

Doc went on. The air was not dank, for dankness is moisture, humidity; and thisair had the dryness of
something shut up for along time. The kind of air that would be expected in a desert tomb, where they
find the mummies that have been there ahdf dozen thousand of years, and which collgpse the ingtant
thereisafreshening of theair.

Even the wails of the boards underfoot were dry whinnies. And then the flooring changed to stone, and
thewalls, too, and there was another door which opened in the same uncanny fashion asthe others, with
no one to be seen; gpparently no human agency was behind the phenomenon.

The giant bronze man, silent now, stepped through the opening, holding his candles out to one side,
wherethe light would not get in hiseyes. It wasinevitable that the eerie, labyrinthian old house would
create an effect on hismind, but his metallic features had not changed expression. But he cameto astop
now, holding the four candles high.

Thisroom was smdller. Of stone, too—ceiling, walsand floor, al gray, flinty rock; while the door—the
one through which he had come was the only door—was of wood on one Side, and sheeted with sted on
theingde.

The sheeting had the appearance of ancient doing. The stone walls here were marred with strange



carvings, initials and hearts pierced with arrows, and one or two funny faces. There were dates on the
walls, al old—I1773, 1780, 1761. In another place, "Down with the Kind!" was cut in the stone. All
which indicated this had been some kind of prison, probably, back in Revolutionary days.

It was a strange place for aboy to be.

THE littlefellow lay on abed directly in the center of the room in agreat four-poster bed, the four legs
extending up and meeting crossbars of an awning support. The avning was of old lace, and the sheetson
the bed were heavy, very white, dmost as substantia in gppearance as canvas.

Swathed as it was under the sheets, not agreat deal could be told about the boy’ sfigure. Therewasa
deeping stocking, akind of dunce cap, drawn over the small head dmost to the brows; and the face,
wasted until it looked aged, and very pale, was a sallow spot above the shest.

The fixed eyeswere open, dark pools, and Doc Savage went over to the bed, which wasthe only article
of furniturein the room.

The dark eyesfollowed him, growing wider, and the wan lips parted, then warped up at theendsinan
incredulous grin which spread over the whole of thetiny face.

"Y ou—you are Doc Savage!" chortled the figure on the bed, weak-voiced.

The bronze man was silent for amoment, as though embarrassed by the incredul ous admiration of the
wan form. Then the figure on the bed spoke.

"Could—ocould—I touch you?' the little form asked with pitiful eagerness.

The bronze man showed by his unease that he wasin aSituation with which hisremarkable training had
not prepared him to cope. Doc was a scientific product, in asense; but science had failed to do one
thing: it had failed to put ashell around his heart.

And so Doc brought a hand down to touch the little figure on the bed. And ahand that was not astiny as
it should have been, and certainly not as wasted, came darting out from under the covers with the speed
of arattlesnake.

Thefangsit held—onefang, redly, and that the drooling nozzle of ahypodermic needle—hit the bronze
man’sarm accurately near the veins and emptied its contentsinto hislife stream.

The hypodermic needle stabbed again. Doc shifted backward, evading it.

Out of the bed camethe "boy.” No boy at al. A grown man, with atiny face which artful disguise had
made into the visage of adying tike. Where his body had lain in the bed, the mattress was hollowed out;
and the form that had shown under the coverswas only adummy of the type which ventriloquists use.
The man sprang away from the bed.

Thetrickster wasfast on hisfeet. Even then, he had no need of the needle again, for Doc Savage, a
strange expression on hisfeatures, ssemed to comprehend that the stuff which had gone into hisarm was
quick-acting. He whipped toward the door.

That door closed, with an abrupt groan, and there were the muffled sounds of other doors closing, with
groaning sounds—noises made, it was now evident, by eectrical mechanism which operated the doors.



The big bronze man bent at the knees and sank, swayed alittle and upset on his Sde, and theresfter did
not move.

It was three o’ clock in the afternoon, and the day was Tuesday.

Chapter 111. TWO MEN AND A TRAIL

IT wasthree 0’ clock in the afternoon, and the day was not Tuesday, but Wednesday. There were more
vigtorsthan ever in the office. Monk was paying no attention to them. Asamatter of fact, Monk was
busy. He was doing a crossword puzzle.

Right now he was stuck. Only one word was needed to complete the puzzle. And Monk, invain it
seemed, was scratching hisfurry head for the answer. Then, suddenly, he gave aloud "Whoop!" that
startled every one and grinned as he put down the answer.

Monk looked asif he didn’'t even know the answer to what two and two added up to. Not that Monk
didn’t possess any brains. The fact was that Monk, whose low, apish forehead did not appear to hold
room for aspoonful of brains, was one of the world' s greetest chemists.

Hislaboratory was a penthouse affair down near Wall Street, and such was his ability that spending only
ashort timethere a wideintervals, he was able to make al the money he needed. And having agreat
liking for excitement, Monk therefore spent most of histime as one of Doc Savage' ssmadll group of five
assgants.

Monk had two other enjoyments of life: Onewas agreet delight in pursuing every pretty girl that met his
eye, an avocation at which he had remarkably good luck considering that he was ashomely asthe
proverbiad mud fence. His other joy was a never-ending battle, verba and otherwise, with the dapper
lawyer, Ham.

Monk pressed an interoffice communicating system which was connected with Doc’ s eighty-sixth floor
headquarters, and got no answer. A worried expression came over hishomely face, and hefell to
frowning at the pig with the large ears and long legs, which sat beside the desk.

"Wonder what’ s happened to Doc, Habeas Corpus?' Monk asked the pig serioudly.
"l ain’t studied mind-reading, Monk," the pig, Habeas Corpus apparently said.

Monk was astrange fellow. He liked to use acertain ability as aventriloquist which he possessed to hold
facetious discussons with his pet pig.

Abruptly, Monk announced that receptions were over for the day and shooed the aspirants out and
locked up.

At thispoint, Ham, the dapper lawyer, put in an appearance. He wore this afternoon a completely new
outfit which, if possible, was more immaculate than his sartorial splendor of the previous day.

"Task, task," Monk said sarcagticaly. "Gosh, but you' re pretty this afternoon.”
"It wouldn’t hurt you to spruce up alittle!" Ham snapped.

"But I’ve got me asuit of clothesfor every day in the week," Monk snorted.



"And where are they?"
"ThisisitI’vegot on,” Monk explained.

Ham scowled. He could scowl with agreat dedl of browbegting dignity, an art he had learned in
becoming one of the most astute lawyersin the land.

"Here, Chemidiry, old top,” Ham called.

Chemistry gppeared. Chemistry was Ham' s pet anthropoid. Ham insisted Chemistry wasa
pure-blooded, blue-blooded member of, the strain anthropopithecus troglodyte. Monk’ s claim was that
Chemistry was an ordinary mangy runt of a baboon. But regardless of who wasright, Chemigry, the pet
ape, bore aresemblance to the homely Monk that was distressing to the chemist.

Monk did not care for Chemistry. Ham did not care for Habeas Corpus. Monk did not care for Ham. It
was a combination which never gave any one any peace.

"Doc," Monk said thoughtfully, "has been missing snce yesterday."
"Yes," Ham said soberly, "he has"
It was a strange animosity these two had. They could drop it instantly if anything serious came up.

"We better go up and see what we can learn,” Monk suggested.

MONK and Ham entered the great establishment on the eighty-sixth floor. There was no sign of Doc
Savage. They went through the mail, and there was no note from the bronze man.

"The last seen of Doc, he went away with that old codger yesterday,” Monk reminded. "L et’s see what
they talked about beforethey left.”

Ambling into the laboratory, Monk opened a section of the wall which looked quite solid, and worked
over acomplicated piece of apparatus contained in the niche thus reveal ed.

The gpparatus, among other things, conssted of two large reds of fine stedl wire. The reels were geared
S0 that the wire passed dowly between the poles of a powerful € ectromagnet. The contrivance, in fact,
was adevice for magnetically recording sound on wire.

By running the wire through a playback, Monk reproduced through aloudspesker dl that had been said
between Doc Savage and Tobias Weaver.

This apparatus, wired to hidden supersensitive microphones, reproduced al that was said in the bronze
man’s headquarters. The device, far from being an unnecessary crack pot scientific gadget, had done
valuable servicein the past.

Findly thetalk between Doc and Tobias Weaver, as repeated by the wire recording, ended.

"Huh," Monk muttered, "nothing suspicious about that. The old fellow just cameto get Doc to vist alittle
boy who was dying."

Ham snapped hisfingers suddenly, "Monk! Do you know something?'

"Not to hear you tdl it,” Monk said suspicioudy. "What you getting at, shyster?'



" Suppose some one wanted to trap Doc—what kind of bait would be sure to get him?”
"There' sbeen lots of baitstried."

"Exactly. That'swhat | mean."

"Explain," Monk requested, "exactly what do you mean."

"Youand | know," Ham said grimly, "that Doc Savage, who strikes some people as being a scientific
product who isn't exactly human, has aheart asbig as ared sofa pillow, and as soft. This story about a
dying kid isexactly the kind of thing hewould fdl for."

Monk sguinted a Ham. "Y ou know, much as| hate to admit you ever had a sensible idea, that sounds
reasonable.”

"Theloceation of Tobias Weaver' s houseis given on that wire" Ham said. "I think we should go there and
have alook around.”

"Sure," Monk agreed. "And not because you suggested it, either. It'smy idea, too."

THE two quarrel some fellows went down to the street, and each took his own car for the driveto
Stormington. The reason for thiswas that Ham had anew roadster, very expensive, very classy.

Monk, inssting at every opportunity that nobody but a snob could fed at homein such achariot, inssted
on taking his dilgpidated old flivver, which rattled a great noise when moving, and for which he had paid a
hundred dollars. Ham, on the other hand, had paid an even seven thousand dollarsfor his snappy job.

They drove north, Monk ddliberately menacing Ham' s shiny fenders with his crumbled old ears of tin at
intervas. Each man had his pet, and each gave voice to such insults as he could think of.

"Great grief, Monk," Ham ydled, drawing dongsde Monk’ s old wreck, "what part of that car of yours
meakes such an awful noise?'

"That?' Monk grinned a Ham' s seven-thousand-dollar vehicle. "Why, that’ s the six thousand nine
hundred dollarsjingling in my pocket!"

Intheir usud glaring fashion, the two arrived a a hill beyond Stormington. Alighting, they gazed a alow
gonefence.

"There stheiron deer in the yard,” Monk offered.
And s0 it was. An old-fashioned iron deer standing on the lawn.
The house beyond was abungalow, small, neat, white, modern.

Monk and Ham strode up the sidewalk, casting glances about them as amatter of keeping a
precautionary outlook for danger. But they saw nothing more alarming than the fact that the sun was
setting behind abank of cloudsin thewest, indicating it would soon be rather dark.

And, stepping upon the porch of the little bunga ow, they naturaly had no suspicion that this house was
nothing like the one which Doc Savage had entered yesterday.

Monk rested alarge, hairy forefinger on an electric bell-button. The door opened. Monk stepped back.



Hismouth fell open.

NO doubt the woman who opened the door had caused many gentlemen to let their mouths fall open.
She was dmogt hypnoticaly beautiful. Shewas not tall, but rather gemlikein her exquidte shaping. She
hed large, liquid, fascinating eyesthat were as dark as does; her lipswere warm and inviting; and every
other feature was cd culated to upset mae equilibrium.

The woman was a Eurasan—the exoticdly beautiful type that sometimes results from the mingling of
Astic and European.

Shefloored Monk, figuratively. He was speechless. To hisdisgust, Ham got off to ahead start
conversationdly.

"I am Mgor Generd Theodore Marley Brooks," Ham explained. He jerked athumb, half apologeticaly,
at Monk, at whose hedlswastrailing the pig, Habeas Corpus. "This swineherd,” Ham added, "isafdlow
who does odd jobs for me."

Monk could not have turned more purple had he putrified on the spot. Before he was certain Monk was
not going to drop dead of rage, Ham was inquiring about Doc Savage.

"l am Lo Lar," the sunning Eurasian woman smiled a Ham. "Tobias Weaver ismy uncle—my—my
father’ s brother. And Doc Savage was indeed here yesterday; athough, of course, he has now gone.”

"Where' d he go to?' Monk asked.

"Doc Savage isawonderful man,” murmured the Eurasian woman. "He believed that, with facilities
obtainablein Europe, little Teddy would be saved. So Doc Savage and Tobias Weaver took little Teddy
away yesterday. | think they intended to sail on aliner which departed a midnight.”

This explanation, given smilingly by the exquisite Lo Lar, sounded quite reasonable to Monk and Ham.
That was the kind of thing Doc Savage might be expected to do, for the bronze man’slifework was
helping others; and while he more often found himsdf in violence and trickery, fighting evildoers, he ill
found time to perform acts such asthe one Lo Lar had just described.

Wheat neither Monk nor Ham would have admitted was that Lo Lar was such a knock-out, and had such
adisturbing smile, that she could have told them the world was aflat table held up by agreen goblin, and
they would dmogt believeit.

Ham happened to be as susceptible to femininity asMonk. They were usudly greet rivals, and this case
proved no exception. Immediately they began outdoing each other to show attentionsto the divinelittle
Euragan.

Lo Lar was surprisingly niceto the pair, showing them about the trim, modernigtic little cottage, explaining
things. Instead of treating them as a couple of fresh pups, which they undoubtedly were, she laughed at
their witticisms and smiled at each impartialy, but in such an exciting manner that it would be remarkable
if there was not blood shed later asaresult.

Monk made one faux pas. He noted a photograph of awizened, homely gentleman standing on apiano.
"What an ugly bird that is" Monk remarked thoughtlesdy.
"lsn'the?' sad Lo Lar dryly. "That ismy father."



"Gosh," said Monk quickly, "isn't it remarkable how the homely men dways have the prettiest
daughters?'

Monk was nothing if not quick in climbing out of ahole.

Thetwo Doc Savage aides were completely sidetracked by the Eurasian woman' sloveliness. Moreover,
they were convinced that Doc Savage had come here and departed for Europe with the dying boy. It all
seemed perfectly logical. Their heads were swimming in an amorous haze.

IT wasadmost an hour before they reluctantly departed. Both had tried unsuccessfully to date Lo Lar, but
they had her telephone number. Bowing themselves out, they stalked down the sidewalk toward theiron
deer and the gate, each, in ascowling silence as hetried to think of something that would blister the
other.

Monk had the greatest grievance. Ham had told the vision that Monk was a swineherd and Ham's
lackey, and Monk was afraid he hadn’t been able to dispel the impression. So, without the dightest
warning, Monk hauled off and tried to belt Ham one on one ear by way of alesson.

Ham evidently knew about what to expect. He was ready, dodged, and all Monk succeeded in doing
was to knock Ham'’ s natty pearl-gray derby over beside the iron deer.

"Ligen, my scullion,” Ham said. "Thereisastrong possibility of your springing alesk.”

And Ham twitched at the handle of his neat cane, thereby making it evident that the stick, instead of being
afoppish affectation, was asword cane.

"Come on down the road a piece where she can't see us," Monk invited, "and I'll tie acomplicated
Turks head knot in each of your two legs, you over-dressed viper!"

"That’ s perfectly agreesble!” Ham snapped.

Ham stepped over to get his hat, which had falen beside theiron deer. He did not locateit at first in the
darkness, s0 he struck amatch. And he was reaching for the hat when he saw something interesting.

"Monk!" he breathed.

"Y ou polecat in ermineregdia” Monk gritted. "Come on and—"

"Sh-h-h, stupid!™ Ham breathed. "There' s something phony about this set-up!”
"Huh?'

"Come here! Look!"

Monk came over about the time Ham’' s match burned out. "'l don't see nothin’," the homely chemist
remarked.

Ham said, "Wait until | get amatch—No, wait! We better get away from thisplace.”
lle_ll

"If that woman sees us acting suspicious around this deer, it will put her wise. Come on, Monk. We don't
want her to know we found anything.”



"And just what did you find, shyster?"
"Tdl you later!" Ham snapped.

Monk, strangely enough, was not for an ingtant suspicious that Ham might be framing a practical joke on
him. They frequently did pull practica jokes on each other. But there was atone which appraised him
now that Ham had discovered something, that Ham wasin earnest.

They understood each other, did these two strange fellows. And remarkably enough, in view of their
frequently avowed intention to rid humanity of each other, each had on past occasonsrisked hislifeto
savethe other. In their queer way, they were the best of friends.

So Monk followed Ham silently in the direction of their cars. They covered in excess of ascore of yards,
then Monk exploded a grunt and stopped.

"Ugh!" hesad.

"What' swrong?' Ham whispered.

"Fedslike somebody threw a base, cowardly egg a me," Monk muttered.
What—"

"A base, cowardly egg,” Monk muttered, "is one that hits you and then runs." He shook his clothing.
"Phooey! Pho-0-0—"

Hewent glent.

Ham said, "Monk! What isit?'
No answer.

"l say, Monk! Monk!™"

Words gave no response, but there was a dumping sound, and something large and dack rolled againgt
Ham'’ sankles; and, reaching down with exploring hands, Ham discovered it was Monk, quite limp.

Ham opened his mouth and took in breath to cry out a demand as to what was wrong, but therewas a
burning sensation in hislungs—a burning that he knew was gas of some kind—and he held hisbregth,
making no sound.

Hetried to bend over to shoulder Monk’ slimp form; then, realizing he could not makeit with Monk, he
tried to flee himsdlf, but could do neither, because the vapor he had inhaled seemed to have struck with a
deepy paralyssthat preceded unconsciousness.

For unconsciousness did come shortly, and Ham piled down on top of Monk, cutting one hand dightly
on fragments of the thin bottle which stuck to Monk’ s clothing—the bottle which, when it struck him,
Monk had thought was an egg bresking.

That is, Ham thought it was abottle. What he did not know was that it was an old-time electric light bulb
which had been inserted in liquefied gas, and the nib then pinched off, so that the vacuum within drew in
the liquid, after which abit of adhesive tape was placed over the pinched-off nib.



SHORTLY afterward, Lo Lar, the Eurasian woman, came and stood pointing aflashlight beam down at
them. Shewas joined by several men, shadowy figures who stood in silence awaiting her word.

"They discovered what waswrong a the last minute,” Lo Lar said. "At least, the one called Ham
discovered that something was amiss. What a break! Just because one of them knocked the hat of the
other over by that iron deer. Those microphones hidden in the grassto pick up sounds was a clever
idea"

"A happening may be smadl, likeamouse, but it is said that the mouse has dways stampeded the
elephant,” murmured one of the bystanders.

Lo Lar seemed to be considering. Once her flashlight beam drifted across the faces of the waiting men.
Some of them were Orienta's, some white men, and one or two were strapping physica specimens of the
Polynesian race inhabiting some idands of the South Sess.

Among the bystanders was Tobias Weaver. Only he did not look the feeble, old Tobias Weaver now,
for hishair had become dark, and his carriage upright and wiry. He was just aman, aged thirty-five or
30, who had avery wrinkled countenance, and also agrest facility with acting.

Lo Lar pointed at the senseless men.

"Takethem away," shedirected. "Four of you are enough for that. The rest of you come with meto High
Lar." Sheturned, then paused. "No, we must dispose of those cars. Take them and place them with the
machine used by Doc Savage.”

Two men departed to do this.

"There are three more members of Doc Savage sgroup,” Lo Lar said. "That is, three men. Thereisthe
coudin, Pat Savage, who sometimes helps the bronze man. But she spends her time running a beauty

shop on Park Avenue, and we' [l not worry about her for thetime being. It is only the three remaining men
who help Doc Savage that we must take care of .

The strange group standing in the night on the hill melted away on their respective jobs.

Chapter IV. THREE MEN AND A BLANK

THE remarkable group assembled by Doc Savage at the inception of his career was unique in many
respects.

Colond John Renwick wastopsin hisline. "Renny" was acivil engineer, bridge-builder, mechanica
genius. A tal, wide frame of bones and muscle, Renny had along, puritanical face which had the peculiar
habit of looking saddest when its owner was feding hisbest.

Renny dso had apair of enormous, incredible fists, dmost aquart of bone and gristle, which heliked to
employ in apleasant little pastime of knocking wooden panels out of doors. He had avoicelikea

political campaign loudspesker.

William Harper Littlgjohn was another man who wastopsin hisway. Hewas aso pretty tdl, and withit,
thinner than it seemed any human could be and till go on living. "Johnny’ s’ profession was archaeol ogy
and geology. His hobby, to the amazement of al who knew him, was his big words. His clothes never
fitted him. He carried amonocle which was a magnifier that he frequently needed in hisbusiness.



Major Thomas J. Roberts, the remaining member of Doc’ s group of five male aides, was not much to
look at. In fact, his appearance rated him as aliability. Undertakers often brightened when they saw
"Long Tom." Mgor Roberts had acquired the name Long Tom after an unfortunate adventure with a
cannon by the same name. He had acquired his ability as an eectrica expert through years of study and
experiment.

These three men, each drikingly successful in hisline, were on avacation. Closing avacation, rather.
They had been to Bimini, thetiny idand fifty miles or so off the Horida coadt, acrossthe Gulf Stream,
fishing for marlin. For giant blue marlin weigh often up into the hundreds of pounds, gun-meta gamesters
of the salty deep, which drew sportsmen from al over the world.

A PLANE dropped down toward the Hudson River, made a splash, taxied to alarge hangar which was
ostensibly awarehouse, and was ensconced inside.

Twenty minuteslater, Renny, Long Tom and Johnny, laden with fishing gear and dark-skinned with
tropica sunburn, and aso burgting to tell lies about the big onesthat got away—all ruddy with hedlth and
eagerness—entered Doc' s skyscraper headquarters.

The day was Thursday. On Tuesday, Doc had disappeared. On Wednesday, Monk and Ham vanished.
And thiswas Thursday.

"Holy cow!" Renny rumbled. "Wonder where everybody is?"
That expression, "Holy cow!" was Renny’ strademark, through the frequency with which he used it.

"Anenigmatica nullibiety,” remarked tall, gaunt Johnny, who never used asmal word when he had time
to think of alarge one.

Long Tom, the eectrical wizard, tossed hisfishing tackle asde—he was never an enthusiastic
gportsman—and went to a cabinet in which Doc Savage usudly filed data on hislate eectrica
experiments.

Doc's custom wasto give Long Tom the results of al eectrical experiments. For the bronze man was
probably more skilled in electrical research than Long Tom, who was widely noted—just as the bronze
man was agreater engineer than Renny and the possessor of awider fund of knowledge concerning
archaeology and geology than the big-worded Johnny.

"Doc has not been here since Tuesday," Long Tom decided after noting the entries.

"That’ skind of unexpected,” Renny remarked, examining hisbig fists thoughtfully. " Seemslike he would
have |eft some word around here."

The three aides were not particularly darmed. They washed, then went down afew floorsto a
restaurant, ate a hot medl, then came back up. And by that time Renny had thought of something.

"Holy cow!" he boomed. "We might ask Iron Mary what has been going on around herel”
"Sure, ask Iron Mary," Long Tom agreed.

"Iron Mary" was the nickname they had applied to the mechanica device which recorded all
conversation, stenographer fashion, on thewire. So they retired to the laboratory, <till not at all
concerned, and switched on the device.



They heard the recording through, including the voices of Monk and Ham as they decided something
might be wrong with Doc.

"Holy cow!" Renny thumped.
"I’ll be superamagamated!" said Johnny.

"It looks like something fishy isgoing on, or Monk and Ham would have come back,” Long Tom
declared.

They stood there considering for awhile.

"Weknow where they dl went," Renny rumbled at last. "What are we waiting for?'

TEN minutes later they werein one of Doc’ s cars, along sedan, headed for Stormington. The sedan,
outwardly notable for nothing except unusua size, had such hidden features as armor plate and
bulletproof glass congtruction, oxygen apparatus o it could remain sealed for hourswith meninside, if
needed, aswell as gas equipment of its own, including aform of gas which would choke and stal the
motor of any pursuing machine.

Approximately two hours before sunset saw the three aidesin Stormington. A quiet, pleasant afternoon,
warm, still beautiful spring. And Stormington, unlikeits name, was the kind of peaceful place where
chickens scratched in the road.

Through the town, and up ahill, then Renny pointed and boomed, "There’ salawn with an iron deer.
That' sthe place, on top of the hill."

They drove up, got out, and stood looking. They looked past the iron deer for sometime, then they
looked at each other.

"But wher€’ sthe house?' Long Tom wanted to know.
A fitting question. For there seemed to be no house.

There was alow stone fence, aniron gate, ancient and rusty. Inside that stood the iron deer, head up asiif
gartled by vigtorsto the quiet scene.

Renny vaulted over the low fence, walked across grass which needed trimming. Hisinterest centered ina
spot where it seemed a house might have stood. He reached the area and looked around. He kicked at
the grass. He picked up a stick and poked around a moss-covered stone or two.

Finally hewent back to the others.
"Been thirty years or so since there was any house here," he declared.
"That’ skinda queer,” Long Tom remarked. "Thisisthe place that was described.”

But it was Johnny, the gaunt archaeol ogist, who strode around the iron deer, eying it curioudy, asthough
it wereardic of antiquity instead of aday only fifty or so years past, when iron deers on the lawn were
the latest thing.

He picked up a natty pearl-gray derby from the opposite side of the iron deer. After aglanceinside the
headgear, he remarked, "An unanticipated eventuation.”



"Yes, | think s0, t00," Long Tom agreed. "Looksalittle like rain, though.”
"Putitin English. What' d you say?"

"This" said Johnny, "isHam'shat."

"How do you know?"

"Quite smple. Elementary. It says, ‘Made expresdy for Brigadier Generd Theodore Marley Brooks' in
the crown of the hat.”

The aides|ooked over the scene at some length, even making another visit to the spot where a house had
stood once upon atime. But no dwelling, no structure of any kind, had bulked there for many years—if
appearances were any indication.

Riding back to the city, they were puzzled.

SOME one had been in the skyscraper headquarters since the three aides previousvisit. They noted that
in the [aboratory, where things were changed around alittle. Long Tom made an examination and came
up with someinformation.

"The portable chemica laboratory belonging to Monk isgone,”" he said. "And aso some of the equipment
Doc usudly takes when he goeson atrip.”

"Holy cow; let’ sseewhat Iron Mary saysl" Renny boomed.

Iron Mary, when turned on, registered the opening of adoor, then asmall, squeaking voice.
"Lookslike Renny, Long Tom and Johnny have gotten back,” said the smdll, childlike voice.
"That’sMonk’ svoice,” Renny remarked.

Iron Mary, continuing to reproduce voices, said, "Pipe down, you accident that nature made! Get the
suff that Doc wantd"

"Don’t order me around, you over-dressed shyster!"

"Go on about your business, lummox! I'll type out anote and leaveit in the mail box for Johnny, Long
Tom, and Renny."

There were other sounds from Iron Mary, noisesindicating two men had assembled some equipment.
"Ham, you look funny without ahat," remarked one of the voices, the smal one.

"That pig of yours carried my gray derby off," complained the other voice. "I know hedid.”

The pair evidently departed.

"That was Monk and Ham, quarreling asusud,”" Long Tom declared. "Let’s seewhat Ham'snote said.”

The note, typewritten, even to the Sgnature, said:



DOC ISMAKING A TRIP TO HISFORTRESS OF SOLITUDE TO CONDUCT SOME
EXPERIMENTS, AND MONK AND MY SELF ARE GOING ALONG. WE'LL BEBACK IN A
FEW WEEKS. DON'T BOTHER ABOUT US.

INCIDENTALLY, DOC HAD A FUNNY ONE HAPPEN TO HIM YESTERDAY. AN OLD MAN
CAMETOGET DOCTO SEEA DYING BOY, BUT IT TURNED OUT THERE WASN'T ANY
DYING BOY AND NO HOUSE WHERE THE OLD MAN TOOK DOC. THE OLD MAN,
TOBIASWEAVER BY NAME, WASWACKY. STARK INSANE.

HAM.

Renny let out along breath of relief. "Wdll, that explainsit," he remarked. "Wetook awild goose chase
for nothing.”

Both Renny and Long Tom knew that at times it was Doc Savage' s habit to disappear without aword of
explanation. Sometimes the bronze man was gone for months, completely shut off fromtheworldina
far-off spot which he called his"Fortress of Solitude." There Doc Savage went to study and experiment.

Even the bronze man’ sfive aides did not know where the exact location of this Fortress of Solitude was,
though they presumed it was somewhere within the Arctic Circle. But the bronze man had many enemies,
and it was always possible that some one had dipped over something. However, Iron Mary hadn’t lied.
Both Monk and Ham had been in the office. It looked asif Doc was, for thefirst time, revealing his
Fortress of Solitude to othersthan himsdlf. Doing so he must have areason. Both aides wondered what it
was.

Long Tom spoke soberly. ™Y ou know, alot of queer things happen to Doc, don’t they? Sometimesit's
nuts who writefool lettersor try to pull stuff. And sometimesit’salot more sinister, somefdlow witha
diabalic scheme trying to accomplish an end in the most indirect manner.”

There was a knock on the door.

“I'll getit," sad Renny.

THE visitor was a portly gentleman, ample around the middle, and he wore eyeglasses attached to a
ribbon. He had the sdf-important air of arooster pigeon.

"For severd days| have been endeavoring to see Doc Savage,” said this gentleman. "1 am S. Portsmouth
Upstainbridge. The*S' isfor Shaughnessy. | demand to see Doc Savage.”

"What about?' Renny asked.
"That will be private business between Doc Savage and mysdif,” retorted the important man.

Renny took aquick didiketo thefelow. He rumbled, "Brother, Doc' sbusinessisal our business, and
you can either give acivil answer to my question or get out. It'simmaterid to me, | cantell you.”

The newcomer purpled. " Such impertinence!
"What' syour busness?'
"l wish to interest Doc Savage in becoming amember of our corporation,” said the other grandly.

"So you can unload alot of stock on the public?' Renny inquired, and added: " On the strength of Doc’s



name?"
"Whereis Doc Savage?' the other yelled.
"He sout of town and will befor weekd" Renny thundered. "And don't yell a me!”

At thisthe vistor whirled in agrand dudgeon and stalked out, leading Renny to grin and muse that, "I
probably hit the nail on the head about his having a stock promotion scheme, &t that."

Long Tom rubbed hispaejaw. "Wait aminute! Did you notice something?"
IIB1?I

"That guy wasn't at al disgppointed at not seeing Doc,” Long Tom said. "I waswatching him. He seemed
to expect to learn exactly what he learned.”

"Y eah? Which adds up to what?'

"l don’t know," Long Tom said. "But suppose we give that guy alittle attention just to keep in practice at
finding out things”

Chapter V. THE VOICES

THE portly, saf-important man, once he had stalked out of Doc Savage' s headquarters and the
presence of Doc’ sthree aides, became as busy as a diplomat on the eve of awar. He scampered to the
elevator, was whipped down to the street, and plunged into traffic.

The man went directly to atall hotel uptown. The doorman bowed and said, "Good evening, Mr.
Gundy."

The devator boy said, "Good evening, Mr. Gundy," and let him out on one of the morerichly decorated
floors which was devoted to the expensive suites. Gundy went directly to adoor, rapped asignd, and
was admitted.

The fellow who opened the door was a Polynesian. He gave agreeting in hislanguage and ended it by
cdling the man Mr. Gundy.

Gundy asked, "Anything requiring my attention?"

"Fellamaketak al samewait ‘long-side front room long time," said the Polynesian.
Gundy nodded impatiently.

"Any communication from High Lar?" he asked.

"No-no."

"OrLoLa?

"No-no."

Gundy gave ashort nod and dipped out of his street coat, drew on a dressing gown, and entered what
would probably be called the living room of the site.



"Good work, boys," he said.

Among the men waiting in the room were three men of mixed Asatic and European blood, two
Polynesians, and the man who had played the part of feeble old Tobias Weaver.

"Yes," continued Gundy, "l took advantage of the fact that | have been haunting the vicinity of Doc
Savage' s headquarters for some days, ostensibly to interest the bronze man in abusiness venture. | went
up to his headquarters again to-day. His remaining three men are unsuspicious. They do not dream that
anything unusua is happening. So we can dismissthem asamenace.”

The assembled men looked rather relieved, relaxing in their chairs. But there still remained around them
an air of being out of place, the manner of men in astrange e ement.

Most of them were darkly tanned, asif they spent much of their time under tropical sun. And they wore
their clothing as though unused to the garments.

Only one of the group, in fact, did not have an outdoor look. He was well-groomed, of past middle age,
and with somewhat shifty eyes. An observer well posted in the theatrica profession would have
recognized this man as a character actor specidizing in voice parts on the radio and stage.

Thefdlow had the reputation of being very clever in hiswork, but of such low mora character and
unreiability that no one who knew him would give him ajob.

They called him " Shakespeare.”

"Shakespeare," said Gundy, "that was avery good job you did of imitating the voices while we made the
recordings." Gundy nodded, blowing out hislipswith satisfaction. "Y es, from the very firg, it was good.
That first one was the imitating of Doc Savage svoice, wasn't it? That was when we made the recording
with the fake address, the one which led Monk and Ham to the little bunga ow on the hill near
Stormington, instead of the spot where Doc had really gone.”

Shakespeare said, "1 was promised two hundred and fifty bucksfor thisjob.”

"Andyou'll get it. Y es, Shakespeare, you' |l not only get it, but you rate abonus. That second recording,
the one which sent Johnny, Long Tom and Renny to avacant lot, was extrawork. And the third one, the
conversation between Monk and Ham, leading Doc’ s three men to believe they had gone away to the
Fortress of Solitude—that also was extrawork."

Shakespeare' s shifty eyes were wide and greedy.

"Say, that' sswell!" he said. Heimitated Monk’ssmdll voice. It was so redigtic that Gundy gave a
nervous leap.

"Heh, heh!™ mumbled Gundy, somewhat sheepishly. "Y ou're sure good at your racket, Shakespeare.
Without you, we might have had trouble in throwing Doc’ s men off the trail. We couldn’t have faked the
recording on that machinethey cdl Iron Mary without alot of trouble.”

Gundy began to dip into his pocketsin search of something.
"How’ d you learn so much about Doc Savage?' Shakespeare asked.

Gundy shrugged. "Been watching him for months from adistance. Y ou can't, or couldn’t, watch Doc
Savage at too close range. But we' ve been checking on him and finally we had al the information we
wanted, and we' re going ahead.”



"Going ahead at what?' Shakespeare asked.

"What are you doing next?" asked Shakespeare.

Gundy frowned a him. "That’ skind of adelicate question.”
"Why 07"

"Because of what we know about you."

"Thistak don’'t make senseto me," Shakespeare complained.

"Tak," said Gundy. "That'sit. Tak. You drink, and you talk when you get drunk. Y ou’ re very unrdliable,
Shakespeare. That is unfortunate, because you happened to be the only man who could do our job for
us. So we had to use you. And now we are forced to take the only measure possible.”

Shakespeare' s eyes widened and popped like skinned grapes. The talk made senseto him now. Very
suddenly it was clear. He had no gun. His eyes jerked, seeking aweapon. Nothing. Unlessachair would
help. He whipped for the chair.

Shakespeare might have saved the effort. Two men got between him and the chair. A radio was playing
softly in one corner. A man gave the volume knob atwist and syncopation crashed through the place
loud enough to cover any shouts Shakespeare might emit.

Handsfell on Shakespeare' sarms, fastened there. He yelled. Some one picked up aheavy glass ash tray
and struck him in the mouth with it. He made blubbering noises, and some teeth came out of his mouth,
adong with scarlet.

"Get arubber shower curtain out of the bathroom, and some towels," Gundy ordered.
An Eurasan glided to obey.
Gundy drew aknife, acreese with ablade as crooked as a snake crawling in abriar patch.

"Youwon't fed it," Gundy told Shakespeare. He flashed the knife. "With one of these, you either fed it
or you don'’t. It depends on theway it’sdone.”

When the man was coming out of the bathroom with shower curtain and big absorbent towels, knuckles
rattled on the door.

SHAKESPEARE tried to shout. They crushed one of the towels over his mouth. And the knock
clattered on the door again.

"Yes?' cdled Gundy.
"Telegram,” said avoice.
A man gtarted to open the door.

"Wait, you sucker!" Gundy snapped. "In hotelslikethis, they don’t ddliver telegramswithout first caling
up from the desk.”



Hewas as cam asthe knifein his hand, except that his mouth twitched alittle.
While the knock was rattling again, Gundy went over and called, " Shove it under the door.”

Silence outside. Slightly tense. Gundy’ s hands flew around in aquick gesture to hismen. They began
acting in away which showed rehearsa of what they were to do.

All put away their guns. Two whipped to suitcases, drew out metal devices about the size of condensed
milk cans. Gas bombs and smoke grenades, these were.

Shakespeare was dragged into a bedroom, dugged, lft to lie sensdess with one man watching him. The
other men arrayed themsalvesin chairs, reading newspapers, smoking, looking at ease.

Gundy opened the door.

Nothing happened. He looked out. No one there.

"Damn!" hesaid. "Nobody insght.”

He stepped out into the hall, rubbed hisjaw, considered, then turned to enter the room.
"They mudt'veleft," hesaid. "Maybeit was atdegram after dl."

The door across the hal popped open. Big-fisted Renny pitched out. Gundy leaped. He got insgde his
suite, banged the door shut. Renny hit the door. It grunted. It was awooden sound, but heavy.

Renny used tremendous fists to dash out the pandl asif he had been wielding an iron dedge. He reached
in, opened the door. Some one stlamped afoot againgt Renny’ s huge hand. Renny rumbled, grimacing.

Long Tom and Johnny piled into the room after Renny. The charge was unafraid. Not asreckless asit
seemed, for they wore bulletproof armor of chain mesh under their garments. A defensive measure
developed by Doc Savage in the past.

A gun burst out with much noise, firing three times. A chair bowled the gunner over. Gundy began
screaming not to use guns, that the noise would arouse the hotdl. And asmoke bomb fell, disgorged an
infinitely black worm which began darkening the place. Gas mixed with the smoke. Men coughed,
gagged. Some of them seemed to have masks available.

The méée turned into mad, dark violence. The gun whooped again, in spite of Gundy’ s orders. Furniture
skidded around, crashed together, upset.

Then men began diving out through the door. They went silently, for the most part, and they were
terrified. Luck was with them, too, and an elevator answered their ring dmost a once. They piled into the
cage, coughing, angry, menacing the elevator boy with guns.

And down on the street leve, they tore across the lobby, waving their weagpons, and were in two large
sedans, parked outside for such an emergency, before any one could do much except gape. The cars|eft
inmuch hegte,

Chapter VI. BUY ORDERS

RENNY and Johnny, reaching the street afull two minutes after the cars had departed, commandeered
taxi-cabs, but it did no good, for they could find no trace of the fleeing Gundy and his strange crew of



mixed Agatics and whites.

Before returning to the hotd, big-fisted Renny and long, thin Johnny got in touch with the police by
telephone, asking their assistance in gpprehending Gundy’ s crew, ameatter on which they were promised
speedy codperation, since Doc Savage had long been a power on the side of the law, and, in fact, held
honorary commissions of high rank on theloca police force.

Long Tom, the dectricd wizard, met them when they got back to the hotel. He had just succeeded, with
persuasion, in getting that floor isolated so they could investigate. That was another tributeto Doc’s
reputation.

"They got away dick," Renny complained. "That’ sadickens of anote. Holy cow! | hoped we' d find out
someinkling of what thisisabout.”

Long Tom grinned. "Wedidn't do so bad.”

"How could we have done worse? Who' d have thought those fellows were al primed with gas bombs
and smoke grenades and the like?

"We got Shakespeare," Long Tom advised.
"Who?'
"I'll show you."

Shakespeare, hiswrists and anklestied, lay in abathtub full of cold water, where Long Tom had dumped
him. The cold water had revived the man, and he scowled at them.

"Who are you?' Shakespeare demanded.
Renny said, "Brother, you know everything you need to know. What you do now is answer questions.”
Shakespeare stuck out hislower lip. "Try and get any answerd”

Renny |looked surprised, then shook hislong-faced head dowly. "Holy cow!" herumbled. "I guessyou
don't know al you need to know, either. Y ou don't, for instance, seem to get the point that Doc Savage
ismixed up in this, and we re his men, and when we ask questions, we more often than not get answers.
It makes no difference what you want or don’t want, or whether you think you will or won't answer.
WE' ve got ways."

"Modestly speaking,” interposed Long Tom, "1 should say those are the facts, atrifle understated,
perhaps.”

"Nutsto you monkeys," said Shakespeare.

Theman lost some of hisinsolence when Renny’ s big hand whanged him alongside the head. He lost his
defiance as well when he was dragged into the other room, flung across atable, and Long Tom produced
aphia and ahypodermic needle.

"What' sthat?' Shakespeare yelled.
"Truth serum,” Long Tom explained.

"We dose you with that,” added Renny, "and you become a combination of George Washington and a
phonograph.”



Strangely enough, that struck Shakespeare with agreat terror. He squirmed and twisted and changed
colors, getting alighter shade each time, then made croaking noises.

"Whuh-what you wuh-want to know?" he groaned.
"Numbers of things" Renny responded grimly.

"|—I am just an actor who was hired to impersonate voices on that recording machinein Doc Savage' s
office," Shakespeare wailed.

"Sol Y ou faked the voices?!

" yes"

"Why?

"l—I was hired."

"By who?"'

"Gundy."

Renny nodded sourly. "He s got agang with him, too, en?”

"Y es. Gundy has quite an organization."

"Any one behind Gundy?'

"|—I think there is some one else. Some one called High Lar, whom | have never seen.”
"High La—whoishe?'

"The leader. Beyond that, | do not know."

"Know where we can grab any of these mugs?'

"No."

"What," asked Renny ominoudly, "arethey up to?'

"Theidea," said Shakespeare, "was smply to kidnap Doc Savage and hold him for ransom.”
"A snatch?'

"Y es—asnach.” The man looked a them earnestly. "That isal—redly."

Renny peered a Long Tom, then made a skeptica noise with his puritanica mouth. "What we ve been
hearing,” he said, "isknown in thelingo astheold ail.”

"That’swhat | think," Long Tom said. "He turned loose his words too quick.”
Renny picked up the hypodermic needle.
"WEe Il have to use thistune-changer,”" he rumbled.

They fell upon frightened Shakespeare and gave him astrong shot of the serum while he writhed and
floundered and would have screamed bloody murder had they not held awadded window curtain over



hismouth.

The man continued to twist and squirm until the preliminary effects of the truth serum took hold and put
him in aspecies of stupor. Then his speech became thick, distorted, something like the mouthing of a
drunk.

The serum merely relaxed the man’ s conscious control over what he said. Naturaly, what was
uppermost in hismind came out.

"High Lar—ordered mekilled?' he muttered wildly.

Renny leaned forward, rumbled, "Why?"

"Too much a stake," the man mumbled thickly, "for him to take chances, | guess.”
"What isthisHigh Lar after?' Renny demanded. "Money?"

"He sgoing to kill Doc Savage.” The man leaned back and gurgled foalishly. "There smillions of dollars
involvedinit.”

The man went on mouthing—in some kind of semiconscious moment over the act of hisboss, High Lar,
for ordering him killed. He mumbled and swore and repested again and again that he had dwaysheld his
tongue—except for afew times when very drunk.

The man was afraid of High Lar, dmost supernaturally afraid. He was so scared, Renny and Long Tom
observed, that he did not even blame High Lar for ordering him disposed of. It was asthough High Lar
were an al-powerful jinn whose wishes could not be opposed.

Such an attitude in awhite man was sartling.

Shakespeare, however, swore roundly at Gundy, and Renny and Long Tom gathered that Gundy was
merely alieutenant. They becametired of listening to meaningless curses directed at Gundy, and Long
Tom shook Shakespeare.

"WhoisthisHigh Lar?' Long Tom demanded.
Shakespeare fell suddenly silent. He would not answer.

"Give him some more of the serum,” Long Tom directed. "He s so awed by thisHigh Lar that he freezes
up when the name s put into aquestion.”

Renny administered more serum.

"Shakespeare" Long Tom sad firmly, "whoisthisHigh Lar?’

The drugged man tightened visibly.

"Heisthe Feathered Octopus,” mumbled Shakespeare. "The whole Orient knows of him."

Renny shook their prisoner. "What' sthisHigh Lar’ sname? | don’t careif heis called a Feathered
Octopus or aring-tailed canary. What | want ishis name. Is he Chinese, American, or what?'

"No one can tell you that," the drugged man responded.
They questioned the man repeatedly, and that was dl they got out of him concerning High Lar. That, and



the increasing impression that the man was convinced that High Lar was not much short of a supernatural
fiend.

Renny and Long Tom swapped looks.

"This beginsto seem kinda bad," Renny rumbled. He ydled in Shakespeare s ear. "Where can wefind
HighLar?'

Shakespeare didn’t know.

"Whereis Doc Savage?' Renny boomed.

"At the spot where—heisto bekilled,” the man mumbled.
He did not know where that was.

"Ligten,” Renny said patiently, "haven't you heard any names mentioned? Don't you know anything that
might give a clue to the whereabouts of thisHigh Lar, Gundy, or Doc Savage?"

"l—I remember Benbow," gasped the voice imitator.

"Benbow?Who is Benbow?'

"Some one named Burke Benbow, who lives at the Ninetieth Avenue Hotel."
"What about this Benbow?'

"I never saw him. | don’t know what connection he has with—them. | just remember Gundy saying he
would have to see Benbow, or something like that."

Renny and Long Tom got nothing more out of Shakespeare. Not that they didn’t continue to work on
him. They did—for dmaost an hour.

"I'mworried,” Long Tom admitted gloomily. "They’ ve got Doc, and they’ re going to kill him—after
pulling whatever they’ re up to." He scowled darkly. "1 wonder just what they are doing, anyhow."

"About al we know," added Renny, "isthat there’ safew million dollars mixed up in it, according to what
this Shakespeare said. And we ve only got one clue—that Benbow, at the Ninetieth Avenue Hotdl."

"We Il look into that," Long Tom agreed.

THEY vigted the Ninetieth Avenue Hotdl, leaving Shakespeare behind, bound and gagged securely.
"Mr. Benbow isout," they weretold at the Ninetieth Avenue Hotdl.
"Recently?'

"No. Three or four hours ago,” The Ninetieth Avenue Hotel clerk had recognized Doc’ s aide, and was
free with information. No, the clerk had no ideawhat Burke Benbow’ s business might be, who he was,
or where he had gone. He had been there about three weeks, and had led a discreet existence.

Doc’ s men went up to the Benbow suite—living room and bedroom. Johnny picked the lock. Johnny
was an excellent lock-picker for such a scholarly looking gentleman.



Burke Benbow was about five feet ten inches, weight around a hundred and seventy-five. He had alight,
honey-colored growth of beard on his cheeks. Hishair was an even lighter hue, dmost blond. Hewasa
little bow-legged, and he had awaxed mustache.

All thisDoc’s men learned by consulting, respectively, Benbow’ s suits, dried shave lather in the
bathroom washbowl, the man’ s hairbrush, his dightly runover shoes, and atube of mustache wax in the
bathroom cabinet.

The man had come from the South Segs, via Tahiti, Honolulu and San Francisco, amonth previoudy.
The labels on his baggage showed that.

An envelope was tucked in one of the bags. Addressed to Burke Benbow, Tahiti, the note inside read:
ADVISE AGAINST THREATSOR ANY MOVE TOWARD REVENGE ON YOUR PART.

HIGH LAR
"Looks like this Benbow might be an enemy of High Lar," Long Tom remarked.
"At least he may give usalineonwho High Lar is" Renny agreed.

They conferred, and it was decided that Long Tom wasto remain at the hotel, keeping alookout for
Burke Benbow.

Johnny and Renny |eft the hotel, taking Shakespeare. The crooked actor and voice mimic had served al
the useful purpose he could, so they were consigning him to hisfate. Thiswas not the law, and jail, as
Shakespeare apparently expected. It was Doc Savage' s "college.” A strange indtitution, this college.

Situated in upstate New Y ork, maintained by Doc, operated by specidiststrained by the bronze man's
skill, crimindswent there, had their brains operated on in such amanner that al memory of the past was
wiped out; and then they underwent a course of training which turned them into upright, law-abiding
citizens. An ambulance carried Shakespeare off to the ingtitution—an ambulance driven by an intern from
the strange place.

JOHNNY and Renny then returned to Doc Savage' s skyscraper headquarters, where they expected to
receive reports from the police. But the reports, when they did comein, were not encouraging, for Gundy
and his crew of mixed breeds had vanished successfully.

Their abandoned cars, found on the lower East Side, proved of no value, for they were rented machines,
and there were no fingerprints.

Nor, for that matter, were any fingerprints found in the hotel room where Gundy and his men had
escaped Doc' sthree aides. Gundy, asfar as could be ascertained, had no police record. At least, he was
not intherogues gdlery.

Asthe night passed, and nothing more devel oped—frequent calls from Long Tom explained that Burke
Benbow had not put in an appearance at the Ninetieth Avenue Hotel—the mystery seemed to deepen. It
seemed to s, like concrete.

The bronze man’ s aides were accustomed to strange mysteries, through their long association with Doc
Savage, but usudly they had some head or sometail, some rhyme or reason. It was unique for some one
to come dong and carefully lay plans and seize Doc Savage—they were sure by now that High Lar had



planned carefully over aperiod of weeksin order to get the bronze man.

High Lar had taken an unusua approach to the problem of snatching the man of bronze. He—or she, if
High Lar was awoman—had studied Doc’ s psychologicd make-up, thereby hitting on the only thing that
would dlay his suspicions—an gpped to him to vigt the dying boy.

Dawn came up likeaprairiefire out of the east, and Johnny and Renny roused themselves from the
chairsin which they had dozed, and made a number of telephone calsto police and other agencies,
endeavoring to get information. They received none.

Long Tom advised that Burke Benbow had not put in his appearance as yet.

So Renny and Johnny entered a car and drove back to Stormington. They made a careful search of the
vicinity and by noon they had learned some stuff that was of no vaue.

Firdt, there were three hills on the road beyond Stormington. There were many hills, for that matter, but
three of them were surrounded by stone fences, and behind each fence was an iron deer.

Onehill, the one they had visited the night before, was unoccupied by any house. The second hill was
topped with anest little bungal ow. There was no one home there. The third hill had arambling, ancient
stone house; and nobody was home there, ether.

The bronze man’saides did note, in the yard around the bungalow, that the iron deer had apparently
been freshly placed there. But they had no means of knowing that Ham, afew nights previoudy, had
observed the freshly planted deer, and had thereby become so suspicious that High Lar’ s men had seized
him, a the behest of the beautiful Eurasian woman, Lo Lar.

In truth, Johnny and Renny had nothing to cast suspicion on either of the two hilltops which had houses,
s0 they drove back to town in ablue humor, their trip fruitless.

A passenger plane droned overhead asthey drove dong.

Renny glanced up. "That’saWorld-Air ship,” he remarked. "One of the new ones.”

RENNY’ S remark about World-Air came near being a stroke of extrasensory perception, or at least an
eerieforesight of the future. For, on arriving back on the eighty-sixth floor of the tall heedquarters
building, Renny opened the morning paper, and since he was moderately wedthy himsdlf, hehad a
natural interest in the financid pages; and he turned to this section of the paper.

"Holy cow!" heroared.
Renny pointed.
CONTROL OF WORLD-AIR GOES
TODOC SAVAGE AGENT

Heavy buying of World-Air Air Lines stock featured the market for the past two days. World-Air isone
of thelargest air lines, and hitherto it has been dmost impossible to buy its stock on the open market,
since those who had it held on, figuring the stock was good on along pull.

Buyers of the stock are understood to be representatives of Doc Savage, the rather mysterious figure
who issuch afinancid power, and well known as the miracle man of industrial developments.



The Savage plan, according to reliable information, isto buy up World-Air control at anomina price,
then perform one of his expansion miracles. And later selling the stock back to the former ownersfor
what they were paid for it. World-Air will not be thefirst concern which has felt the magic touch of the

man of mystery.

Johnny scrutinized this newspaper item over Renny’ s shoulders. At firgt the item puzzled him, because he
was of ascholarly nature which neglected keeping posted on financial methods.

Gradudly, however, he understood. Doc Savage, who possessed a source of limitlesswedthin avaley
inthe Central American wilds, frequently dabbled with high finance and industry. Often he had taken over
decrepit teamship lines, factories, once even arailroad, and reorganized the systems, inaugurated higher
wages, put the loafers to work, trimmed the deadwood, increased employment and profits together.

To work with freedom, Doc had found it necessary to buy controlling amounts of the stock before
beginning operations. He usualy paid market price for the stock, and sold it back to the former
owners—those whom the bronze man felt were entitled to it—at what he had paid for it originaly. Of
course, the stock was worth much more when Doc resold it.

It was this fact—the greatly increased vaue of the stock of aconcern after Doc had worked on it for a
while—that made stockholders so eager to sl to the bronze man. It was thus smple to see what had
moved the World-Air stockholdersto turn their holdings over to a"representative of Doc Savage.”

They had visioned grestly increased value of their stock. But on the other hand, World-Air wasfar from
adecrepit concern to start with. In fact, it was quite popular, profitable, and generally credited with a
greet future.

"That *‘ representatives of Doc Savage' thing kindasticksin my craw,” Renny rumbled.

The big-fisted engineer reached for the telephone. And shortly he was in touch with various brokers and
observers of the Wall Street scene. What he learned confirmed the newspaper item, but did not add
much information. Then he began asking questions.

"How much money isinvolved in this?' Renny wanted to know firg.
"Severa million dollars" theinformant replied. "I can't give you the exact sum.”

Renny considered. "Answer methis: If whoever bought this stock had bought it to keep, and had no
connection with Doc Savage at al, would it be profitable?"

"Not Doc Savage—you mean—"

"I’m not surewhat | mean. It'sjust an idea. Granting that some one did use Doc’ s reputation for taking
over companies and then turning them back to their former ownersworth alot more, would there be
anything to be made by it?"

"Just control of one of the best air lineson earth, isall.”

"Much money?'

"At least two million."

"That," rumbled Renny thoughtfully, "isastake worth finagling for."

"Great Scott!" yelled the informant. Do you mean to say some one has double-crossed the



sockholders?

"l don’t know," said Renny. " Suppose you tell me who these ‘ representatives are who bought the stock
for Doc."

Some delay ensued while the other looked up the information.

"It seemsto be acompany,” he explained. "A little concern which operates an air line down in the South
Pecific, among theidands. But, of course, that isjust ablind to prevent alot of publicity going to Doc
Savagein the matter, and people knowing that Doc isbehind it."

"What makes them so sure Doc is behind it?"

"Why, the buy ordersfor World-Air stock were signed by Doc Savage.”
"Signed—" Renny was puzzled. "Of course.”

"Not forged?'

"No chance of forgery of Doc’ s signature, you know."

Renny remarked that on the other hand it would be the smplest thing in the world to forge Doc’s
sgnature, since the bronze man used, not awritten name, but athumbgprint. Wax imprintswould essily be
made. Then Renny thought for amoment.

"Who wasthe buyer of the stock?" he asked. ™Y ou didn’t give me the name.”
"The Benbow Inter-Idand Air Lines" said the other.
"Holy cow!"

"A man named Burke Benbow founded the air line, | understand. Doc Savage must be working with him

"Burke Benbow," Renny remarked. "Well, thanks." Hanging up, he called Long Tom at the Ninetieth
Avenue Hotel, but the eectrica wizard reported no trace of Burke Benbow. Thefellow had not come
back to hishotdl.

Renny voiced the persona opinion that Benbow would never show up at the hotel, because he must be
certain they were wise to him. However, Long Tom concluded to remain on the lookout for the man.
And, advisng Renny of thisintention, he hung up.

Long Tom conducted hisend of the call from atelephone booth. At the finish, he backed out of the
booth. Something touched his side. He glanced down and found himself looking at the wrong end of a
amdl bluegun.

Chapter VII. TROUBLE FOR LONG TOM

LONG TOM continued to stare at the gun for amoment. He concluded that it was nothing to take
chances with. An automatic, thick, short, large of bore, the kind of weapon that would make atunndl.

Long Tom lifted his eyesto the gun wielder.



"Godh!" hesaid.

Shewasatdl blond Viking of agirl, lithe and sturdy. Her eyeswere as blue as a sea, and there was
about her somehow the air of brash recklessness that sailors seem to have, and perhaps get from the sea.

"Gregt Daned" Long Tom exploded.

Shewas ahead taler than Long Tom. She was the picture of health in contrast to hisrather puny
gppearance. Her clothes, not too expensive, fitted her wonderfully, while Long Tom’s garments never
fitted him too well, nor were they kept unnecessarily impeccable.

"Whew!" said Long Tom.

Thegirl sudied him. Her lipswere nice, both as to shape and color. Her chin was squarish and firm, and
there was nothing affected about the sweep of her hair, or the set of the headpiece she wore. Her air was
competence. But back of that there was something else that looked like worry.

"Oh, boy!" said Long Tom.

Long Tom was usudly very sparing of his superlatives. But for some reason thisgirl had hit him.
"Y ou have astrange kind of vocabulary,” the girl remarked.

"Swel!" gasped Long Tom.

"What is?'

"Your voice," said Long Tom.

The dectricd wizard' scircle of friends would have been astonished a what was happening, for Long
Tom had never been susceptible to feminine wiles, and certainly he had never been a courteous
gentleman given to gdlant remarks.

Asfor Long Tom himsdf, if hewas conscious of incongruity about his ogling admiration for ayoung
woman who was gouging his lower right rib with agun, he gave no sign.

"Y ou’ ve been watching for my brother," the girl said gravely.
"Huh?" Astonishment brought Long Tom back to earth.

"My brother. Y ou’ ve been waiting for him. The bl boy told me."
"Bell boy?"

"Thebdl boy," said thegirl grimly, "that | have been paying to report my brother’ s comings and goingsto
me. Y ou didn’t think of that, did you?"'

Long Tom wasn't quite surewhat to think. He felt dightly confused.
"Brother?' he said vacantly.
"l am Lam Benbow," the girl supplied.

Her tone indicated the name might mean something to Long Tom, but it didn’t; except that if thiswasthe
girl’ sname, hewas glad to know it. And if she was named Lam Benbow, it followed reasonably that she
was Burke Benbow' s Sister.



If she had been paying abell boy to report her brother’ s comings and goings, that would mean—
"Been spying on your brother?' Long Tom asked.
"Get your hands up,” said thegirl, "while | search you."

Long Tom hoisted his hands, and her deft fingers went through his clothing. From an arm holster beneath
his coat, padded so that its presence was hardly noticeable, she took aweapon something like an
oversized automatic pistol—a supermachine pistal, in fact, another remarkable gadget developed by Doc
Savage.

Lam Benbow stared at this, wrinkling her forehead, and finally dropped it into a pocket of the dark gray
spring coat which she wore. But the pocket wastoo smdl, and shefinaly compromised by holding it
under her coat.

Shedid not examine Long Tom’shill fold, which would have given her hisname. She did not ask him his
name, nor did Long Tom volunteer it.

"Get going,” thegirl said, "I'mtaking you to aplace.”
"But—"

"Y ou’ re one of the men menacing my brother!" the girl said grimly. "1 don’t know what you have doneto
him. But | intend to find out,"

IIHQIV_H

"Don't ask questions!" snapped the tall young Norse woman. "Y ou didn’t know | wastrying to help my
brother, did you? Y ou didn’t know | was aware anything was wrong, did you?"

"Uh—what iswrong?' Long Tom asked hopefully.

"I don’'t know," retorted Lam Benbow. "And you were probably aware of that."

"Y ou're giving me too much credit,” Long Tom advised.

"Walk," directed the girl, "and if you act suspicious, I'll call acop. Y ou wouldn't like that, would you?'

Up until that moment, Long Tom would have liked nothing better. But if the girl waswilling to summon an
officer hersdlf, that put an entirely different complexion on the matter. She could not be so bad. Long
Tom, asheredized that, fet amarked lift in spirit.

THE capable, blond young woman had an old car waiting outside. It was negt, and bore the sticker of an
agency which made abusiness of renting cars. She made Long Tom get in behind the whed!.

"You'll drivewherel tdll you," she remarked camly. "And no monkey business, ether, if you know
what’ s good for you."

To Long Tom’s astonishment, the girl made him park the car near Doc Savage' s headquarters. She got
out firdgt, covering the ectrician with the supermachine pistol. Long Tom came out from behind the
whed.

"I’'magood shot,” Lam Benbow said, asthough stating afact. "I’ [l shoot aleg off you if you try running.”



And that sounded like a statement of fact, too.

Long Tom smiled pleasantly at her. Thiswas something that he found very easy to do, and, moreover,
the source of variouslittle tickling sensations which he fet here and there, to his pleasant surprise.

Shetook him to Doc’ s headquarters.

Johnny and Renny gaped in amazement as Long Tom was marched into the reception room by atall and
sriking blond girl who held agun asthough she knew how to useit.

They grinned at Long Tom, who looked somewhat embarrassed and would probably be along time
living down the fact that ayoung woman had brought him in at the point of agun.

"Good morning,” rumbled Renny, hislong face looking sad as could be, a proof that he wastickled at the
Stuation. "What can we do for you, young lady?*

"Y es, elucidate prerequirements,” added Johnny.
The blond girl stared at Johnny for amoment as though trying to figure out what on earth he had said.
"You are Doc Savage smen?' she asked.

Johnny and Renny agreed that they were, and gave their names. The blond young woman was suspicious
gtill, but more satisfied when they showed her various pictures of Doc’ s little group.

Long Tom, to hisdisgust, noted that Renny held a monstrous thumb over the eectricd wizard' svisage as
it gppeared in the pictures, thus keeping the girl in ignorance about his being amember of Doc’s crowd.
Obvioudy she did not yet redize that.

"Where did you pick up this?' Renny asked, pointing a derogatory thumb at Long Tom.
"| found it watching my brother’ s hotel," the young woman replied.

Long Tom looked injured.

"Y our brother?' Renny exploded.

"I am Lam Benbow. Burke Benbow is my brother. He formerly owned an air linein the South Sess.
Four months ago helost hisair line. | went to visit him about that time. | noticed something queer about
his actions. He was sullen. He did not seem to want me around. And he disappeared for long periods
and would not tell where he had been. And he wasworried.”

She gave these facts with crisp precision, waited just long enough for them to sink into her listeners, and
then shewent on:

"Three weeks ago my brother came to the United States, to New Y ork City. | saw him again. Hewas
even moreworried. Herefusesto tell mewhat iswrong. But | am very concerned over him. | started
checking up on him. If hewould not tell me what histrouble was, | intended to find out, anyway. All |
have been ableto learn so far isthat this fellow has been watching my brother’ s hotdl.”

She nudged Long Tom with the muzzle of her gun, urging him to step forward.
"I caught him and brought him here," shefinished.

Renny frowned at Long Tom as though he were adangerous culprit.



"What do you want usto do with him?" asked Renny serioudly.
"Make himtdl thetruth.”

Renny scowled a Long Tom. "Fella, you tdl the truth for the lady.”
"Y es, confabulate,” Johnny requested.

Long Tom, who hadn’t been enjoying the affair, stuck out hisjaw and said, "If you two ninnies don’t
want your ears knocked down, you' d better cut this out!"

Renny and Johnny sobered promptly. Long Tom was a peculiarly serious-minded runt, and it was not
always good to rib him too much. A fact not to be overlooked was that Long Tom, who did not look afit
opponent for afifteen-year-old boy, was awild cat in afight. Neither Johnny nor Renny cared to take
him on. So they grinned sheepishly.

"Ah, wewerejust having alittlefun,”" Renny explained.
"Yes," Johnny added.

Thetal, blond girl stared a diminutive Long Tom with more respect, demanding, “"Who on earth are
you?"

"Oneof Doc Savage sfive assgants,” Long Tom explained.
The surprise slenced her for atime. Then she thought of something that made her lips part with shock.

"| came—to get you to help—my brother," she said, jerking the words out in bunches of three or four. "I
have heard—of the work—that Doc Savage does. But—but you are dready after my brother.”

Suddenly she lunged forward and seized Long Tom's coat |apels. "What has Burke done?' she cried.
"Tdl me! Why do you want him? What has he done?’

She shook Long Tom, and she was surprisingly strong. Long Tom reached up and got her gun with the
expertness of amagician getting ahalf dollar out of an onlooker’ s ear. He did not fancy an hystericd girl
waving agun around.

"What has my brother done?" the girl was crying. "What have you got against Burke Benbow? Whereis
he? Whereis he?'

Agtonishing al of them, and knocking them from their feet aswell, came aterrific exploson. The door of
the reception room jumped inward, pursued by a gush of smoke and a sheet of flame.

Chapter VIII. THE OCTOPUS

THE impact of the blast was as though hands had smashed against their ears. They staggered back.
Smoke envel oped them. It was an incredible thing to happen on the top floor of one of the city’smost
imposing buildings

Long Tom, keeping hisfeet with consderable agility, got the girl’sarm, sivung her, and sent her diving
into the safety of thelibrary. He continued on through the library, into the laboratory, and acrossthat,
reached a pand, and began jerking switches.



Asthe switcheswere jerked, various whirrings came from machinery, and there were loud, hissing noises
from thedirection of the hall.

Long Tom looked pleased. He straightened his clothing, which had been disarranged in hishaste, gave a
glance a himsdlf in the mirror over the workbench—the mirror wasthere largely as alight reflector—and
carefully restored alock of hishair, which was plentiful, dthough apae color. Thus spruced up, he went
back and rgoined Lam Benbow.

Renny and Johnny stood beside the young woman, just inside the library. The reception room was closed
off by abulletproof glass panel which Long Tom had caused to dide acrossthe door. Insde the
reception room, the smoke was boiling, being drawn away by the air-conditioning system.

Mixed with the smoke, yellowish traces here and there, was a gas, avapor capable of producing
unconsciousness, and which had the virtue of taking effect through the pores of the skin. No mask was
defense againg the stuff.

Renny and Johnny nodded at Long Tom. "Good work," Renny rumbled. And they waited patiently.
Thegirl cried, "But why don't you do something?'

"Whoever started that has been taken care of," Renny assured her. "When Long Tom, here, threw some
switches, he closed off thiswhole part of the building with sted panels. Y ou see, thisplaceisliterdly a
fortress"

Five minutes or so later, Long Tom went back and threw the switches again, and the pandl's opened
quietly. The ventilating system had dispersed the gas. They walked out.

The door of the reception room had been blown loose, and the framing around it ripped and twisted. The
whole affair was of stedl, so the blast force had been terrific.

Lam Benbow stared a the man who lay in the halway.
"My brother!" she choked.

BURKE BENBOW must have made the assault alone, and failed to anticipate the diding panels and the
gas. One of the pandls had closed the route to the stairs; another closed the bottom of the stair flight, for
that matter.

Benbow lay against that pandl. He had knocked hide off his knuckles and torn hisfinger nailstrying to get
through.

Renny gathered him up and carried him back into the reception room, now clear of gas, and laid him on
theinlaid table, which had been damaged alittle by flying stedl.

"He'sdead!" the girl walled.
"No." Long Tom put ahand on her arm. "He' Il come out of it shortly.”
Burke Benbow was exactly like the three aides had pictured him from examining the man’s room before.

Burke Benbow was about two inches under six feet, of good weight for hissize. Hewas blond, like his
gdter, alittle bow-legged, and he had awaxed mustache, quite light in hue. He was probably forty,
looked younger until one got very closeto him.



Johnny got astimulant from the laboratory, administered it to the man who had been overcome by the
vapor, and stood back.

Burke Benbow opened his eyes. He kept them open for some time. Then he closed them and relaxed.
He seemed to stop breathing, as though something had happened to his heart.

Renny, anxious, stepped forward. Ingtantly, Benbow’ stwo feet hit him in the midriff. Renny was astough
asiron. But he went "Oo-o-f!" and doubled.

Benbow came up. Johnny reached over and swung a Benbow. The man ducked. Johnny missed. He got
awhack from Benbow’ sfist that sent him ralling.

Long Tom camein—Long Tom, whose harmless gppearance caused him to be elbowed about by amost
any one on the street. Benbow drove afigt.

Long Tom weaved, let it go past. He hit Benbow and Benbow lay down, and Long Tom got on top of
him; then they went over and over on the floor, making noises somewhat like amatched cat and dog.

Renny straightened up. Johnny got off the floor. They looked at the fight, glanced at each other, and
grinned wryly.

"Stop it!" thegirl cried. "Burkewill hurt your friend!"
"Sh-h-hI" Renny said. "Watch!"

Therewas agood deal of blurred motion on the floor, punctuated with meaty fist smacks, theripping
noises of clothing being torn; and then Burke Benbow flew out of the mess, hit thewall, met Long Tom's
fist when he bounced, went down with the deceptive-looking eectrica wizard on top of him.

And Lam Benbow wasyédling, "Stop it! Y ou're hurting Burke!"

BURKE BENBOW, when they sat him in achair, made no effort to arise, but stared in popeyed unbelief
at hisundersized Nemesis, Then he seemed to remember what he had come for.

"Damnyou!" heydled hoarsdy. "Y ou won't get away with thisl The police will get you!”
"Police?' Renny asked sourly, surprised. "What do you think the police would want usfor?”'

You devild"
"Who?Us?'

"You'reHigh Lar’ smen!" Benbow grated. "Don't think | don’t know it!"

Doc Savage sthree aideslooked at the man intently, and he seemed earnest enough. Then the girl legped
forward and grasped her brother’ sarms.

"Burke!" she bregthed. "These are Doc Savage' s men!”
"Sure! | saw that on the door. So what? Who the hell is Doc Savage but one of High Lar’ stools?!

Renny went over to theinlaid table, close to Burke Benbow’ s chair, and hung aleg over the corner of the



table. Hislong, puritanical face was curious.
"How'd you get here?" he asked.

"Devil withyou!"

"Burke, please answer him!" Lam said earnestly.

The brother stared at her. "All right, then. | got back to my hotel and saw you leaving with this—thiswild
ca inlamb’ swoal."

He pointed at Long Tom. Then heyelled, "And don't think | didn’t know he was taking you away, a
prisoner! Y ou two walked close together and acted queer!”

Lam said, "Burke, it was the other way around. | had agunin Long Tom’s back."
"Huh?'
Renny said, "What gave you theidea Doc Savage was working for High Lar?"

Burke Benbow glared at him, then said, "Maybe | haven’t been able to read what’ s been happening
downinWal Stret!”

IIB]I?I

"High Lar hastaken over World-Air Air Lineswith the aid of Doc Savage, and using my old company as
ablind!" Benbow shouted.

BENBOW, angry and suspicious, proved adifficult subject for questioning. But hissster helped. And
gradudly they got the truth to him, so that he sat back in his chair and looked discomfitted.

He apologized, then, for crashing the place with the use of ahand grenade. And after that a strange story
cameout. It was, he said, the story of hislife, and atale of hardship and pioneering in aéria transport in
the Far Eadt.

By years of saving, careful work, and honest dealing, he had managed to establish the Benbow
Inter-Idand Air Lines. Not aterribly successful venture, but a sound one, and growing steadily, and with
afuture.

Burke Benbow suddenly broke his recital and swore deeply and angrily.

"But High Lar got my company away from me," he said miserably. "It started with a series of accidents.
Too late, | found out they were not natural accidents. But by that time | was broke; and | had to sdil out,
at aloss. ThisHigh Lar bought my line, through go-betweens, for asong.” And he swore again.

"Jugt whoisthisHigh Lar?' Long Tominquired.
Burke Benbow |looked at them.

"l don’t know," he said.

"Makethat alittle clearer, Benbow."

"Oh, | cantell you plenty about High Lar!" snapped Benbow. "The creature is becoming alegend in the



idands. He' s supposed to be incredibly wedlthy and powerful. Thereis one story that High Lar isan
idand rgjah with athirst for power.

"There s another story that the creature wears arobe woven from the feathers of rare birds, and another
that the fellow is deformed, having two extraarms. And there’ sthe tale about the thing having festhers
instead of hair. That's crazy idand talk, of course. High Lar is supposed to live on aremote idand
somewherein the South Sess.”

"Sounds kind of goofy," Long Tom remarked.

"Of course. It’sjust rumors, I'm telling you. But make no mistake about this: High Lar isaholder of more
power than you think any oneindividua could have. Hisinfluence stretches everywhere. Oh, yes, I've
heard High Lar caled the Feathered Octopus.”

"Feathered Octopus, eh?
They discussed High Lar, the ethered man of mystery, for atime, but brought out only one other fact:
"A man named Gundy isHigh Lar’ slieutenant,” Benbow advised.

"Gundy?We know him," Long Tom remarked.

Chapter IX. THE CAPTIVES

THE sun next morning brought up with it avell of fog and afew clouds, dark, frowning arain thregt.
Later therewas aflurry or two of rain, not extensive, but only thin curtains which switched acrossthe city
dowly, dragging skirtsof a Titan hag of mi<.

Up the Hudson River, between the tal gpartments of Manhattan to the right and the Palisades of Jersey
to the left, ran these thin, wide brooms of rain. It was adull day, dreary, and even the sun looked
sodden.

A boat lay at anchor in the Hudson, well north of the George Washington Bridge. She was along boat, a
ketch with onetall mast and ashort one. She was perhaps ninety feet long, had asted hull, hollow madts,
and was obvioudy the toy of some rich man, athough she could have stood polish on her brass, the stone
on her decks, and paint on her hull.

Gundy stood in acabin of the ketch.

"They know me!" He said that angrily, then stamped over to a porthole and looked out. In front of the
porthole was a vista of squirming waves, rather small waves, and beyond reared the Palisades, green and
solid asall eternity. "I’ ve got to keep out of sight,” Gundy added.

He was speaking to Lo Lar. The exquisite Eurasian woman stood &t the table, looking down at a
newspaper.

"Thereis gill nothing in print about the disappearance of Doc Savage,” Lo Lar said.

She had avoice asliquid asolive ail, and each accent and tone fitted together to make each sentence as
perfect agem of voca congtruction asafine watch isflawless mechanicaly.

"Therewon't be, either,” muttered Gundy. " Savage isno palitician. He doesn’t work out in the



newspapers. So those three men of hiswon't make any publicity.”

Lo Lar turned from the newspaper. Her movements had the grace of alioness. She smiled dightly &t the
nervoudy pacing Gundy.

"We have them completely decelved,” shesaid. "Y ou are uneasy. Surely you are not losing confidencein
HighLar?'

Gundy frowned. "1 don’'t know. It’s hard to put faith in some one you' ve never met. To me, you know,
High Lar isonly aname.

"Y ou never haveliked that, have you, Gundy?"
"Why should I? He might not even exist."

Lo Lar smiled queerly.

"High Lar exigts" she said. "Heismy husband.”

Gundy nodded. "But, damn it, why the secrecy? Why al this melodramatic mystery? It’s childish, if you
ak me."

LoLa’slidsveled her expressive dmond-shaped eyes.

"Timeisonly aname, and thereisno other difference between man and child," she remarked, with the
vagueness of the Orient. "Man is born with ten fingers, ten toes, two eyes, and he never gets more. When
man ababy isborn, heisfrightened of the unknown. Take him into adark room and he cries. Heiswise
who knowsthat man’s emotions are asfixed in him as hisfingers and toes are fixed on him."

"Eh?' Gundy sdd.

"The mystery surrounding High Lar enables him to work with greater ease” said Lo Lar. "Itisdsoa
convenience, because his enemies do not know whom to fight."

Having imparted that bit of wisdom to the uneasy Gundy, Lo Lar moved to anear-by cabin, where
Monk and Ham were confined.

MONK was confined by smple but effective means. A large chain was padlocked around hisright ankle,
while the other end of the chain was padlocked around the mizzen mast, which ran down through this
particular cabin. There was nothing whatever in Monk’ s reach. He had even torn up the carpet and
hurled it at his captors.

Ham was remarking, "Y ou're certainly a picture of a boat-footed ape."

Monk began taking off ashoe, evidently with the idea of throwing it at Ham. But he stopped when he
saw LoLar.

"Wher€ smy pig?" he demanded.
Monk had been separated from his pet upon being brought aboard the boat, and he was concerned.
"The cook," remarked Lo Lar, "iskeegping himin the gdley, and feeding him very well. Y es—very well."



Monk didn’t like the way she said that. The implication seemed to be that Habeas Corpus, the shote,
was being fattened for the breskfast skillet.

"Y ou touch that hog and I’ [l wring your neck!" Monk yelled.
"Yes," Ham shouted, "and I'll help!”
"Shut up,” Monk roared a him. "Keep your help to yoursdlf! | can take care of my own troubles!”

"You don't look it," Ham assured him. "Theway you look now, if they were to use you for a scarecrow,
the crows would bring back the corn they stole ayear ago.”

Monk howled and hopped out at the length of his chain, unable to quite reach Ham, who was chained to
awall.

Lo Lar passed a hand, supple and brilliant with jewels, over her brow, asif unable to comprehend two
suchfdlows.

THEN she moved on toward the main cabin, at the door of which stood two men with sawed-off
shotguns. Inside the room were two more guards, one of them being the man with the tiny face who had
played the part of a dying boy when Doc Savage wasfirst trapped.

This man was just withdrawing from Doc Savage, and he held in hisright hand aneedle which he had just
been using on the bronze man.

Doc Savage lay on the floor. His ankles were confined by chains, fastened to abeam under the floor
which they reached through holes freshly bored in the planking. Above the hips, hewas confined in a
strange garment, a parka-like affair, but with very long deeves which came down over the hands and
weretied at the ends with stout cords.

The jacket itself was made of |eather, in which were sawn stout sted chains, binding the chest and
confining the arms. And the hood had only one smdl hole, for breathing and some dight vision.

Asawhole, it was an unusually effective strait-jacket. And it hel ped none that the bronze man’slegs
were rendered temporarily usdess by injections of aloca anaesthetic.

Lo Lar went over and looked down at the bronze man. The guards became more aert with their guns.
Héelpless as the bronze man was, the glimpse of one of hisflake-gold eyes through the holein the hood
seemed to worry them. And even Lo Lar took a changed attitude.

With Monk and Ham she had been careless, haughty. With the bronze man she was reserved,
deferentia, apparently alittle awed.

"You aresure," she asked the guards uneadily, "that the drug has hislegs helpless?*
They said they were sure. They sounded as though they weren't taking any chances on that point.

"Do not take any chances!" Lo Lar warned. "We will use him only ashort time longer, after which
measures will be taken to dispose of him and the other two.”

Doc Savage, on the floor, made no sound; but his one flake-gold eye that was visible through the holein
the mask grew intense.



Lo Lar called sharply. A Polynesian entered the room, a smallish specimen of that stalwart race, and
evidently one who did clerica work, for he carried a sheaf of papers.

"Thereis only one document necessary to complete the present operations,” he remarked. "We have
control of World-Air Air Lines. But thereis another concern in no way connected with World-Air which
we need. It isthe Patrick Motor Works, and they control patents to types of Diesel engines which we
should have."

"Yes" Lo Lar agreed, "l have been consdering that, and we might aswell proceed.”

"Thereisachance that Doc Savage' s three men will be watching for usto make another movein the
stock market," said the Polynesian, who could speak perfect English.

"Of course" Lo Lar said. "But they have no way of tracing us, and the more aert they become, the more
certain we are of leading them into atrap if they become too troublesome.”

Two of the guards now discarded al wegpons which might be snatched from them by the bronze man
and approached Doc Savage. They were very careful, walking around, and pouncing on Doc with
dramatic suddenness. No one seemed to think such precaution with the man in a strait-jacket was funny.
Obvioudy they had had a bad experience with the bronze man.

The deeve a the end of Doc’ s right arm was now unbound and pulled back to expose the corded,
metdlic hand. Thefingers of the hand, long and proportioned, showed someindication of their great
strength only when they moved.

The Polynesian clerk produced an ink pad, and placed a sheet of paper on the floor beside Doc’ s hand.
This document was atypewritten statement that the author intended to utilize and expand the Patrick
Motor Worksin an industria operation which he contemplated; and the author desired to purchase a
controlling interest of the stock, aswas his custom, although the stock would later be transferred back to
the original owners at the price for which they sold it to the bronze man.

Thiswas typed with the sgnature of Doc Savage, and there was a spot for afingerprint, the bronze
man’sred sgnature.

The Polynesian gtarted to ink Doc’ sright thumb for the printing operator.

Came aflash of speed. The Polynesian yipped and flew through the air. The two guards went skidding
acrossthe floor. One sprung helplessly against Lo Lar and she sat down, looking strangely girlish and
discomfitted al of a sudden.

And the paper disappeared up Doc Savage' slong straitjacket deeve.

There was a gartled recess of amoment or two while Lo Lar and her men got themselves back on their
feet and got their minds recorded as to what had happened.

"Seizehim!" Lo Lar said angrily.

Doc Savage' s eye, the one flake-gold orb visible through the mask hole, regarded the men with a
promise of violence. So they camein warily.

Although the bronze man'’ slimbs were cgpable of only dight movement inside the garment, he il
seemed to be able to accomplish remarkable violence. If they noticed that the paper was still out of sight
up Doc’ sdeeve, they failed to attach importance to that.



The men fell upon the bronze man. There was some resi stance; not as much as they had expected,
though, and shortly they had him flattened out.

"Whereisthe paper?' Lo Lar asked.
"Under him, probably," said the Polynesian.
It was. They moved him, found it, picked it up, never imagining it had not been there dl thetime.

And they inked Doc’ s thumb, jammed it down in the place for asignature, and backed away, well
pleased with themselves.

LATER amessenger |eft the boat in the dinghy—the yacht was anchored about twoscore yards
offshore—and landed on the river bank. Half an hour later he came out of asubway station in the
financid digtrict and entered a brokerage office.

The messenger was awhite man, suave, prosperous-looking. The broker was honest. His firm was not
large, and he was rather beside himsdlf at the idea of getting an account from Doc Savage, the man who
wasamystery and gill afinancia figure of legendary power.

In hisexcited condition, it never occurred to the broker to look for anything phony. For there was the
signed announcement from Doc Savage, and the messenger, from abdlt under his clothing, camly
removed an enormous amount of cash in bills of large denomination. This, he explained, was money with
which to purchase Patrick Motor Works stock.

After the messenger departed, the broker did take one precaution: He himself went to the bank which he
knew handled one of Doc Savage' slarger accounts, and had the signature checked with the bronze
man' sfingerprint. Of course, the print was genuine, and that satisfied the broker.

Heimmediately began buying Patrick Motor Works voting stock, going at it quietly, for he did not want
the price jacked too much on him.

Thisbroker’sfirm had not bandied acquisition of the controlling shares of World-Air Air Lines, but he
had heard about the operation, although he did not dream there was anything phony about it. In fact, he'd
envied, the other brokerage firm the job.

So, by way of boosting his own prestige, he now let it be known around the Street that he was handling
an operation for Doc Savage, a credit that was not to be overlooked, because the man of bronze dealt
only with concerns of scrupulous honesty and considerable ability.

The broker waswdll pleased with himself the rest of that day and along until the middle of the afternoon,
when he had avistor.

"| am Patricia Savage," the newcomer explained.

THE broker had, of course, heard of Patricia Savage, who was Doc' s cousin. He studied her with great
interest. He saw aremarkably beautiful young woman, the kind of girl who causes men to bump into
telephone poles and fall over fire hydrants when she walks down the street.

She had bronze hair and strange flake-gold eyes, two of the peculiar characteristics of Doc Savage



himsalf. She was indeed snappy-looking, because it was her business to be so; she ran the most
expensive beauty salon in the city, a place near Park Avenue where the rich went to be prettied and have
cocktail and caviar poundage whacked and pummeled off them.

Pat smiled. When she smiled, any man’ stoesfelt an absurd desireto curl.

"I’ ve been keeping in close touch with Wall Street to-day,” Patriciasaid sweetly. "I notice that your firm
isbuying Patrick Motor Works stock for Doc Savage, who ismy cousin.”

"Oh, yes, Miss Savagel" said the broker excitedly. "We re delighted to get the account, and we' re going
to do avery good job."

"Yes, I'm sureyou will," Pat assured him. "And | wonder if you would do meafavor?'
The broker would have jumped through hoops, but he just said he would do afavor for her.
"L et me see whatever documents you received from Doc," Pat requested.

She saw them. After examining them closely, she seemed to consider, then gave the broker another of
her best smiles. Pat, when she turned it on, could make them swoon.

"Could | take thiswith me?' she asked in honey tones. "Of course, I'll returniit.”

Could she? No need to ask. Tucking the paper into her purse, Pat entered a subway, rode uptown to the
tall building which was Doc’ s headquarters, and since she was afrequent visitor, was promptly escorted
to the eighty-sixth floor.

SOME men were repairing the door which the hand grenade used by Burke Benbow had demolished.
Pat stepped around them and met big-fisted Renny in the reception room.

"Holy cow!" Renny said.

Renny then peered at her. He knew Pet very well, and he could read, from acertain glint in her eyes, a
disquieting fact. Patricia Savage loved adventure. That was the greet trouble with her.

She was not technicaly amember of their wrong-righting, trouble-hunting crew of adventurers. In fact,
Doc had many atime cleverly outargued or tricked her into remaining behind. For Pat loved adventure
and kept mixing into their Scrapes.

"Holy cow!" Renny said, much louder. "Now you' ve got mixed up in thismesd™
"Goodness" said Pat. "Renwick, the mind reader!”

"Renwick, the gleam-in-the-eyesreader,” Renny corrected, wearing asmile. Renny invariably smiled
dightly when thingswere not going just to suit him. "What isit thistime?”'

"l think I’ ve got a clue asto Doc’ s wheresbouts," Pat said.

Renny’ s smile vanished. He looked very gloomy. This meant, contrarily as hisemotions registered, that
he was much pleased.

"Yes?' hesad.



"I"ve been keeping my eyes open since | called and you told me Doc was missing. Y ou remember you
did tel methat thismorning? Well, | found something.”

Pat exhibited her document, secured from the broker. Renny saized it, ran with it into the |aboratory, and
put it under an ultra-violet lantern. He darkened that part of the [aboratory dightly, then turned on the
ultra-violet rays.

Doc Savage had long employed, in communicating with his men, and they in turn with him, achak of
chemica composition, invisible when deposited in lines on dmost any substance; but it had the peculiarity
of glowing, or phosphorescing, when subjected to ultra-violet rays, a property which it had in common
with such ordinary materids as vasdline and aspirin.

There was writing on the document.

Renny let out awhoop. Long Tom cametearing in, his eyeswide and amachine pistol in his hands, for
Renny’ swhoop was a thing only approximated by the foghorn on the Queen Mary. Johnny, the other
member of Doc’ s gang, did not appear, because Johnny had dipped off with Burke Benbow and his
attractive Sster, Lam, to have alate afternoon snack of food, an action which Long Tom resented.

Long Tom had a suspicion that Johnny was aso smitten with Lam’s charms. Being of avolatile nature,
and dso jedlous at the moment, he wasin atemper.

Hefrowned at Pat.

"Y ou get out of here!" Long Tom ydled. "When you show up, trouble dways getsworse! Doc knows
that. And hasn't he given you orders|ots of timesto quit monkeying around us? You'll get killed!"

"Gracious!" Pat murmured. "What' s happened to our dry battery?"
"Who?"' Long Tom demanded, puzzled.

"You," Pat said. "You're usudly adry battery. Didn’t you know that? Something seemsto have put some
lifeintoyou.”

"Our Long Tomisinlove" Renny rumbled disgustedly. He could afford to sound disgusted, because
pretty Lam hadn’t upset him much asyet.

Pat threw up her hands. She looked utterly astounded.

"Oh—oh—oh-h-h!" shesad. "Long Tominlove! To-morrow theworld will get flat! | just know it will!
The age of miraclesisherel”

Long Tom scowled and hisears got red, thefirst time incidentally that any one had ever seen him blush.

POINTING to theinvisible chak writing on the note, Renny said, "Cut out the horseplay and look at this,
will you?'

They read:
HELD IN BLACK SCHOONER DAVY JONES ON HUDSON RIVER
DOC



"Great day!" Pat said.

"Y eo-0-0-w!" Renny howled, and pigeons flew off roofs for blocks around. "We ve got Doc located!”
he added more quietly.

"Let’'sgo!" Pet said.
Renny grimaced, went over and took her by an arm.

"Patricia" he said in afatherly way, "you re alovely, invaluable girl, but Park Avenue needsyou to
beautify itsrich females. And | wouldn't rob the hotsy-totsy set of your services for anything, so you will
now act as though nothing had happened and go back to your mud packs and rowing machines and
electric vibrators.”

"Yes, | will," Pat said, "when the Sphinx turns ahandspring.”

Renny tightened his grip on her arm. Helooked at Long Tom. "Thomas," he said, "get me abdl of Doc’'s
anaesthetic gas™

Long Tom bobbed away.

"Y ou wouldn't!" Pat yelped. Y ou—you vipers! After what | just did, you wouldn't dare! Why—you—"
Long Tom came back with alittle glass globule, which he broke under her nose.

"Don’'t! Why—blast your inferna black, meady hided"

Pat then tried to hold her breath. She knew how the gas worked. If you breathed, it would knock you
out; if you held your bregth it became safe to breathe in about half aminute.

But Renny squeezed her, and she had to breathe. As she went to deep, she was kicking desperately at
them, trying to make them breathe the stuff, too. Pat went to deep.

"What ese could you do with agirl likethat?' Renny complained. " Alwayswanting to mix in trouble with
lel

They took her down to the Strest.
"Reckon we better call Johnny?' Renny asked.

"L et him miss it—the woman-chaser!" snapped Long Tom. " Somebody has to watch Burke Benbow and
hissder, anyway."

They put Pat in the rear seat of acab piloted by an honest fellow they knew, achap who would see her
safely to her Park Avenue ménage.

"Gosh!" said thetaxi driver, Staring at Pat. "'|s she—er, did she have one too many to drink?’
"She spositively polluted,” said Renny.
And the hack rolled away across town with Pat.

Renny and Long Tom got some equipment; then they took the opposite direction.

Chapter X. PRISONER FOR EXCHANGE



The sun had swung enough now so that its rays danted on bright chromium letters on the stern of thelong
iron ketch which lay anchored in the Hudson River, with Doc Savage a prisoner aboard.

DAVY JONES

The chromium letters spelled this name. The craft, with her pedling paint, might have vaguely suggested
that name, the common appellation applied by sailorsto the watery grave which now and then one of
them finds; but the vessdl till had speedy lines and a certain trim rake to her masts which moved old sdts
and an occasiona yachtsman, men who knew the sea and what belonged on it, to glance at the sheer and
freeboard of the ketch and remark that "there sarea vessdl." Than which thereisno higher tribute paid
by sallor to aship, large or small.

The passing of tugs was a frequent matter. New Y ork Harbor is supposed to be the busiest in the world,
and this part of the Hudson was only an arm of the Harbor, and the activity reached that far.

Thetugs, for the most part, were black, stubby things, like dark hogs that rooted up the water with their
blunt bows. And one of these tugs that passed was outwardly little different from any of the others. The
only difference—and there was a dight one—was that thiswork boat kept pulling an unusua amount of
black smoke.

The breeze, not especidly strong now, had swung to the north, so that it came sweeping down the
Hudson. The tug was churning aong in the teeth of the zephyr, and after it had passed the Davy Jones,
the workboat turned inshore.

Thiswas a perfectly natura thing for the craft to do, because the tide was going out, and the tug would
naturaly take advantage of the dower-moving water closeinshore.

But the black worm of smoke squirming out of the old ark’ sfunnelsrolled back and over the big
ketch—and kept rolling over it.

In fact, the tug came to a dead stop, lay there chugging, and continued to pour out smoke.

Inside the tug, Renny and Long Tom kept opening the firebox door—this was a steam tug—and pitching
in galon-gzed cansof chemica. A chemica mixture, rather, which formed agas mixing with the
smoke—a vapor that would put any one so unfortunate asto stand in it to deep. They didn’t even need
to breathe it. Unlessthey were wearing an air-tight suit, they would go to deep. Not serioudy injured.
Just adleep.

"Wadl," Long Tom remarked findly, "if that didn’t do the job, nothing will."

After five minutes more of it, just for good measure, Renny and Long Tom turned the tug around—they
had rented the old hooker on short notice from an acquai ntance—and steamed back to the ketch. They
kept under cover, but no one shot at them.

Doc’ sadestossed agrappling hook—modern craft till carry grappling hooks to pick up dropped
anchor lines and such—and caught the ketch rail. Soon they were lashed dongside. And aminute later
they were aboard.

They looked around.
"This," Renny said proudly, "is aclean sweep.”
"Yes," Long Tom remarked happily. "Pat didn’t missathing.”



Pat might not have missed anything, but no one would have guessed it when she came out from under the
effects of her dose of anaesthetic. She felt no discomfort, except from her rage. That was about to make
her blow up.

PAT looked around. She was in the sumptuous lounge of her beautifying establishment, which was not on
Park Avenue proper, but just off it on aside street, which was even more fashionable. Some of the very
beautiful and competent young women who worked for Pat were gathered around.

"Wheream |?" Pat asked before she thought.

"Y ou shouldn’t drink so much next time," remarked one of the girls.
"Who said that?'

"Thetaxi driver who brought you."

"o

Pat thought. 1t was exactly like awvakening from adeep deep, and in afew momentsit wasdl perfectly
clear in her mind. She got off the divan where she had been lying, straightened her frock, and blew into
the pam of her other hand and made that into afist, also.

"Where are you going?' agirl asked anxioudy.

"Toskinaman!" Pat said grimly. "1 don’t know for sureyet, but | think that | shal present hisfiststoa
museum.”

Renny’ s huge fists might not be museum pieces, but they would certainly be awonder in some collection
of anthropologica membersin any medica college. And arecording of theinnocencein hisgreat voice,
when he answered the telephone at Doc’ s headquarters, would have been interesting as well.

"All right," Pat said. "'l just wanted to know if you were there. In exactly eeven minutes, plusthetimeit
takes ataxi to makethetrip, I’ll be over."

"What' sthe deven minutesfor?' Renny wanted to know.

"To sharpen my knife"

“Ligten, Pat—"

"Don’'t Pat me, you clown!™

"But, Pat, we got Doc!" Renny rumbled.

"And | missed the excitement, you mongtrosity, you fisted fresk, you—"

"Y ou sound like Ham turning loose on Monk!" Renny laughed. "Listen, Pat, they’re dl here. Monk, Ham,
Doc, everybody. We even got a Eurasian woman. We don’t know who sheisor what sheis except
she'snot hard to look at. And we got some other fellows. They look like Asatics and Eurasians, and
there’ stwo white men.”

"Don’t count yoursdlf among the white men," Pat advised.



"Ha, hah!" Renny said. "Y ou know that Doc hastold you time and again to stay out of our affairs, where
you'll be safe. And, if you come over here, Doc will be recovering from the effects of that gas, which he
got aong with therest of them, and helll fan you right back where you came from."

"Maybe," Pat said, "but you' Il be among the missing before he does. Give me anaesthetic will you,
you—" Pat couldn’t think of anything that would blister big Renny properly, so she banged the receiver
down on the hook with such violence that the telephone bounced across the room.

She rushed out and flung into ataxicab. Asa second thought, Pat peered at the driver, but it wasn't the
fellow who had brought her. True, she didn’t know who had brought her, but it would, of course, be
some one Renny knew, because he wouldn’t trust her to astranger. Renny was thoughtful, of course.

Thisdriver was alean felow who looked rather young and characterless.

No, Pat thought as the taxi got in motion, Renny wouldn't take any chanceswith her. To tell the truth, she
wouldn't do anything violent to Renny, except with her tongue.

She was not, when it came right down to it, surprised at what he had done. No one knew better than Pat
how Doc Savage didiked having her take part in their adventures. And no one was more determined
than Peat to go right ahead and enjoy the excitement.

The cab stopped for atraffic light.

Pat stlamped her foot. She’ d join them in this, or know the reason why! It was more than amonth since
she had been in any kind of adventure, and she had gotten a great kick out of thelast one. Yes, she'd
ingsg—

The cab door opened. Rather, both doors opened. A man got in from each side. Rather husky men with
dant eyes. Asatics.

"Say, who—"

Pet never got farther than that, because the men knew what they were doing, and proceeded to do it.
They seized her, clapped something over her mouth, wrestled her down on the cab floor, kept her out of
sght, and the hack rolled away asif nothing had happened.

And no one had noticed the incident.

The cab did not go toward Doc’ s headquarters.

THE gaswhich Long Tom and Renny had used did not have as mild an effect as the anaesthetic which
Renny had used on Pat. In fact, after two hours, Doc Savage and the others showed few signs of
reviving.

Thisdid not darm Johnny, Long Tom and Renny. They knew the properties of the stuff, and felt sure
consciousness would shortly return to the victims.

Johnny,—he was present with Lam and Burke Benbow—did not fed kindly over being left out of the
rescue. They had gone off and left him, and he didn’t likeit; furthermore, he suspected Long Tom of
authoring theideain thefirst place.

Johnny had said as much.



"A perfidious artifice," he remarked.
"Huh?' Long Tom asked.
Johnny merdly put histhin noseinthear.

Long Tom, who had no ideawhat the last word of the remark meant, walked into the library and
consulted adictionary. He found that Johnny had accused him of perpetrating alow deceit. A rascaly
trick.

And Long Tom was about to take the bony Johnny aside and tell him, among other things, to quit making
goo-goo eyes at pretty Lam Benbow, when Doc sighed and turned over. The advent of the bronze
man’ s consciousness shoved everything ese aside.

DOC, with physical powers scientifically cultivated since childhood by adaily two-hour routine of
exerciseswhich he never neglected, came out of it far ahead of hismen.

Hereacted camly, saying nothing for some moments, then inquiring about how they had managed to
locate him. Renny explained that Pat had the brilliant idea of watching Wall Street happenings, and from
that faint clue, had brought about the resuilt.

"That was excdllent work on Pat’s part,” Doc said quietly. "But | do hope she has not joined in this
mess"

"She' strying to,” Renny grinned, "But we outsmarted her the first time. However, though, she talked to
me on the telephone awhile ago, and said she was coming over. | guess she'll be here soon.”

Doc Savage, they discovered, knew that he had been seized in order that his name might be employed in
securing financia control of World-Air Air Lines.

Renny, Long Tom and Johnny learned, also, that the bronze man knew there was a mysterious power,
High Lar by name, behind the rather incredible procession of events.

But if Doc Savage knew what High Lar’ smain purpose was, he did not mention the fact, nor hint in any
way that he might have the explanation. The bronze man smply went into the laboratory and got adrink
of water, then stood looking at the unusua view which the windows afforded.

Once, however, he did betray some sign of activity; not with movement, however, but with asound, a
tiny, weird, trilling note that rose and fell. This sound had utter strangeness of qudity, and might have
been the note of some exatic tropicd bird. It was the small, unconscious thing which Doc Savagedid in
moments of stress, menta and physical.

Burke Benbow and hissster, Lam, sat Slent in thelibrary. Thiswastheir first contact with the giant man
of bronze, the being of mystery, as much of the world knew him. There was expression enough on their
facesto show that their first opinions were undergoing a marked change.

When they had comeinto this, Doc Savage was dready a prisoner of the mysterious High Lar, and this
had created the impression that he might not be, long with hislittle group, what he was cracked up to
be.

But that idea had faded, as Lam and Burke Benbow’ s faces showed, and they were experiencing the
wonder, the awe, that invariably came to those who had first contact with Doc Savage. They had nothing



to say.
Monk, when he awakened, had plenty to say.

"WHERE Smy hog?" heyeled.

"He sover inthe corner,” Renny explained.

Ham, reviving then, muttered, "l wasin hopes |’ d never see that hog again. But where's Chemistry?”
"In the corner, too."

Monk groaned. Then he turned his head and stared at Ham.

"Every timel look around,” Monk said, "I think I’'m having a bad dream, because I’'m startled by the
gpparition of ajackass."

"Wadl," Ham came back, "it’ s perfectly naturd for aman to see his shadow.”
Monk winced, glared, and tried unsuccessfully to think of something withering.
Long Tom, laughing, remarked that, "Well, you two eggsareright in form, | see.”

Then they tied the other prisoners securely. These numbered nine, four pure Asatics, three Polynesians,
and two whites. Lashed securdly, they were arrayed in the [aboratory where, in their awakening, they
would be presented with aview of the vast quantity of gleaming, intricate chemical and scientific

apparatus.

As Renny remarked, "Holy cow, there’ sno place quite the equa of thisfor an impressive awakening! It
gives you acomplex of science over matter. | know, because | went to deep in here once and woke up,
and that’show | fdt.”

Lo Lar, the exotic and ravishing Eurasian woman, they did not bind with cords. They decorated her
wrigts and ankles with shiny handcuffs and sat her in the privacy of the library where Renny, who was not
susceptible to feminine beauty to-day, apparently, placed amedical skeleton in front of her, where she
could seeit when first awakening.

"The shock may do her good," he declared.
"l don't likethat trick," Monk declared.
"I don't, either!” Ham snapped, for once agreaing with the homely chemigt.

Renny squinted at them. "I’ bet her good looks had something to do with you getting into ajam. Did that
happen®’

Monk and Ham subsided.

The hour was Six o' clock in the evening.

AT nine 0’ clock, three hourslater, Doc and his aides were exactly where they had been at six. Excepting
that dl the prisoners had awakened. They were very much alive. And aso enthusiagtically imitating clams.



No word of information had they divulged.

Doc Savage s metdlic features showed no impatience at the lack of results, nor any other emotion. The
bronze man had aremarkable coordination of nerves and musculature which enabled him to confine
within himsdlf, asfar as appearances went, what he was thinking or feding.

Y et hewasintensely anxiousto learn who High Lar was, what he was, what he was trying to accomplish.
They had, of course, such information as Burke Benbow had given them, which waslittle beyond

generdity.

What Doc Savage wanted to know, and his questions had shown it, was the other name of High Lar, if
any, and where he could be found herein New Y ork. For they had reason to know the mystery foe was
in Gotham.

Doc had overhead Lo Lar, the fellow’ swife, say as much while he had been her prisoner. They knew,
aso, likewise from what Doc had overheard, that High Lar contemplated something beyond the mere
acquisition of World-Air Air Linesand amotor company. But what that further aim was, they found
themselves blocked at learning.

Big-fisted Renny looked at Doc Savage.
"Thetruth serum,” herumbled. "We haven't tried that."
Doc sad, "Get it."

But before they could administer the truth serum, the telephone rang, and that seemed to remind Doc of
something, which wasin itsdf an indication of how he had been concentrating on the prisoners, and how
concerned over what they might reveal he had been.

For he had forgotten Renny’ s remark that Pat Savage had been en route to headquarters. And he rarely
forgot things, or overlooked them.

"It may be Pet," the bronze man said, and went to the telephone.
It was not Pat.
It was about Pat.

"Shewill bekilled unlessyou rdlease Lo Lar," agrinding voice assured him. "Think it over and we will
turn Pat loosewhen Lo Lar joinsus.”

The spesker promptly hung up.

Chapter XI. THE SPARRING

DOC SAVAGE did not hang up. To do so would have caused the mechanica connectors of the diaing
system to break the circuit. He placed the receiver on the inlaid table beside the instrument, got on
another telephone and had the call traced.

A pay booth in Grand Central station. Empty, of course. Doc himself went and searched, and found
nothing. He came back.

"Thetruth serum,” he said grimly.



Monk, Ham and the others did not ask him if hewas going to release Lo Lar. They knew that would
accomplish little, it being hardly likely that Pat would be turned loose. Men with their future at stake, men
of the character of thisHigh Lar, did not endanger themselves. And Pat might have information that
would give them troubleif they turned her loose. Pat was clever.

Pat was dso the cousin of Doc Savage, and hisoneliving rdative, asfar asthe bronze man knew.
Beyond himsdlf, she was the one survivor of the remarkable Savage strain, and he wanted it to go on.
That waswhy Doc dways tried to protect Pat from danger. He did not belittle her ability to aid him and
his strange group of aides. The contrary.

Pat wasinvauable in her way. But Doc did not want her to face the dangers which threatened himself
and hismen. He did not want her life to end. And now, when Pat was in undoubted danger, he was
taking the course which seemed best to guarantee her safety.

The Eurasian woman was not the first on whom the truth serum did not work. Doc did not explain why,
but Monk, the chemist who knew much about the peculiarities of the serum, had a suspicion of the
reason.

People with extreme will power sometimes do not react to the stuff. That had happened before. And Lo
Lar seemed to be awoman of great control, dong with her other misdirected abilities.

But the other prisoners—the three Polynesians, the two whites, the four ASatics—werea
disappointment. Not that they didn’t talk. They did. Fredly. But they had come from the China branch of
High Lar’ sorganization.

Doc’ s men, hearing them mumble meaningless snatches, began to redize fully the vast power of thisHigh
Lar, the scope of the creature’ s sway and operations.

They listened to things, awful, chilling recitalswhich for complex crudty and heartlessness they had not
heard an equa; but nothing that told them what they wanted to know. These men did not know High Lar,
except asapower. The being might not have existed, for dl they could tell.

"Well," Renny rumbled grimly at lagt, "ther€ sjust the woman left.”

Monk, entering the chemical laboratory, redoubled the potency of the truth serum. And even then they
worked in vain, getting only an incoherent mutter from the woman, until Monk groaned, "'If we makeit
stronger, it'Il kill her!™

Asthough hisworried tone had penetrated some inner door, wedging it open acrack, afew broken
words came from the Eurasian woman.

"Lar—get way—from—the Oahu," she sad.

It was awarning, it seemed, from her subconscious sdif, directed in her senselessness a her spouse, High
Lar.

"We Il have alook at the Oahu,” Doc stated quietly.

"But what on earth isthe Oahu?" Monk gasped.

DOC SAVAGE found that out by glancing through the back files of the newspapers at the shipping
news.



The Oahu, white, measured about haf the length of the Queen Mary. Shewas still asizeable boat, for a
freighter. Her funnels were striped, her brass shone, and from her flagstaff trailed gaudily the colors of an
Agatic nation. Thefact that she flew such colors meant nothing as regards that nation; there have been
crooked ships under the United States flag.

A closed truck drove out on the wharf againgt which the Oahu lay. It was aclosed truck, but the rear
door gaped open. The pier was Situated, fittingly enough, in the black moon shadows cast by the
movements of Wall Street.

The truck moved out on the pier, which was large and solid, turned, backed up to the gangplank of the
freighter, and stood there amoment.

Nothing happened for afew moments. Then there was afaint noise, as though an egg had broken.

Two guards, men with revolvers, sanding ingde the freighter at the end of the gangplank, fell on their
faces, making, however, no sound.

Out of the truck came men, five of them. Doc Savagefirg, then Monk, Ham, Johnny and Renny. Long
Tom, the electrica wizard, had remained back at headquarters to watch the prisoners and leep an eye on
Lam and Burke Benbow. Not that the Benbows had done anything to make them seem other than they
claimed to be, but it was Doc’ s palicy, that of his men, aso, to take no chances.

Gliding up the gangplank into the Oahu, Doc and his men were bulky of figure. For they wereincased in
body armor, including helmets which protected even their heads. Nothing less than high-powered rifle
bullets would damage them.

And dung over their shoulders were canvas sacks containing gas and explosive grenades, whilein their
hands were machine pistols, the ammo drums charged with so-called "mercy” bullets which would
produce unconsciousnessinstead of degth.

THE freighter lay slent, the crew adeep apparently, athough on each wing of the bridge, lookouts stood.
There was another in the bow, onein the stern. The one on the pier side of the bridge leaned over,
garing at the truck.

He had seen the men leave it and come aboard the boat, but for some moments he did nothing, because
he knew there were two lookouts at the gangplank. And it did not occur to him that they might have been
gassed without really knowing what had happened to them.

But abruptly the bridge lookout was worried. He ran to the wheel house, picked up the ship telephone
and spoke quickly into it.

Shortly, as Monk and Ham crept down a corridor, there was aloud report ahead. Flame licked. Monk
whopped, sat down. A heavy bullet from arevolver packs awallop. Monk’ s chest armor stopped the
dug, but the shock floored him. And Ham leveled his machine pistal.

It sounded—an ear-splitting, bullfiddle moan. The man who fired on them was hit, heturned and ran a
few paces, then bundled himsalf up on the floor and became sensdless.

After that, shooting became generd.

Doc Savage took one route to the deck house. Johnny and Renny took another. The cabinswould bein
the deck house; they dways were on freighters. And if Pat was aboard, she might be there, it seemed



logicd to think.

Doc' s ades dropped gas grenades as they went. These opened and filled the corridors with vapor from
which they were protected by masks.

Doc lifted slently up a companionway. The rungs were iron, rubber-treaded, the rail of brass, and there
was another shiny brassrail around the top. A man leaned over this. He had a sawed-off shotgun. It
threw agreat noise, a charge of shot. Another.

Doc'sclothing turned ragged in strips. The mesh armor, with acovering of protective scales, showed
shiny, metalic, where the shot scraped. He kept going up.

The man clubbed the shotgun. Doc got close, set himsdlf. The gun swung. Doc jumped, and ametalic
hand grasped the gun before it got great momentum. The man of bronze jerked. The other man was
strong. He had the brassrail to anchor himself to.

They fought, the fellow was dragged half over therail. Helet go of the gun, turned, ran half adozen
paces and the gun, thrown by the bronze man, knocked him down.

Thefellow squirmed to get up, and Doc reached him, hammered once with amailed fist, after which the
man pushed hisface againgt the sted floor-plates and was till.

More shots crashed. Men yelled. There was much running. Sailors came out of the forecastle. Their
shouts indicated they had no ideawhat it was al about. A few of them ran down the deck, encountered
some of the gas, and collapsed.

The others promptly raced for the bow springline—a six-inch hawser—and began monkeying down it to
the deck. They were innocent and wanted none of this strange combat.

DOC, in the meantime, was finding fire doors closed. They were of sted, dmost vault strong. The bronze
man had to withdraw, roll an explosive grenade against each door, set himsdlf againgt the blast.
Sometimes it took more than one grenade. He was not pleased. They werelosing time.

Theloss of time accounted for what happened, he redized later. There was shooting near the stern. Doc
ligtened. A fight. He suddenly changed his course, racing out on deck.

Near the stern, men were going over the Side, diding down the rope,

On the dock, Peatricia Savage struggled in the grip of two men. She was bound hand and foot, gagged,
and not making much headway with her resstance.

Nearer, on the Oahu’s deck, was the fight which Doc had heard. Renny and Johnny. Men must have
come upon them suddenly. Severa men, and they had Renny and Johnny down in adogfight.

Doc ran to them, and on past them, but in passing, he let asingle gas grenade roll and burst on the deck,
and it broke up that mélée.

Then, whipping aong beside therail, the bronze man threw another grenade with al his great strength,
and it bounced to a stop beside Pat’ s captors. One of them kicked it into the Harbor water, where it
szzled and sank, making many bubbles.

The men ran with Pat. There was acompact group of them, and they worked together. Reaching the end



of the dock, they turned right.

Doc vaulted the Oahu rail, hooked an arm over the stern springline, did. He hit the dock. The men who
had Pat were out of Sght in the darkness.

Johnny and Renny started down the springline, arrived safely on the pier. Then Monk and Ham
gppeared. Ham got down dl right. Monk dipped, lost hisgrip, went plummeting between ship and piling;
water shot up and Monk shot out of sight.

Ham wrenched off hishdmet.
"Let him drown, the clumsy hooligan,” Ham rapped.

Then, contrarily, Ham was the maddest in asearch for aheavy wire hawser which could be lowered into
thewater, at least thirty feet deep there, for Monk to grasp. Monk’ s heavy armor would, of course, keep
him on the bottom.

Doc flung back hisown helmet.
"Renny, Johnny—help Ham!" he ordered.

The other aides pitched into the job of saving Monk before he drowned. Doc Savage raced after Pat’s
captors.

It was very dark near the end of the pier and on shore. The bronze man moved silently, pausing to listen.
Hisquarry wasusing slence.

Then aplane motor started. Loudly, it banged and backfired, and echoes came rolling back from the
skyscraper windows, only afew of which were lighted.

DOC made ingantly for the noise. He knew its source. There was, had been for years, an airport in the
shadow of Wall Street. Wesdlthy financiers used it for the planesin which they commuted from Long
Idand and Connecticut estates.

The plane, alarge cabin job, was standing out in the open water before the airdrome, moving dowly,
when Doc distinguished it. But the craft was gathering speed.

The distance was too great. The man of bronze had no chance whatever of overhauling it. Hetried. And
was | eft standing on the dock.

The planelifted off theriver and droned away, but as that happened, awhite searchlight beam lesped
from the Oahu and impaled the aircraft. The light was powerful, and it enabled the bronze man to
digtinguish the features of the craft, even to the registration numbers painted onit.

He discerned the latter with the aid of a powerful monocular which he dways carried in hisclothing. And
he committed the number, the distinguishing characteristics of the plane, to memory.

It was Monk who had turned on the searchlight, thus redeeming his clumsinessto an extent. The aides
had hauled Monk out, and he had shucked off hisweighty armor, and being in an agitated frame of mind,
his brain must have worked more quickly than the others.

Then police arrived, drawn by the uproar, and aHarbor patrol boat. The confusion took order, with dl
personnd of the freighter being herded together in thelarge dining room.



Doc, ranging his eyes over them, saw that none were men whom he had seen before. All, examination of
the ship’ s papers developed, were signed on as crew, and had been for sometime.

Those who had been gassed revived, more than alittle dazed by their experience. No one had been
killed. There were afew broken bones.

The Oahu'’ s skipper, ared-faced hippopotamus named Tanzas, was at first raging angry, then amenable,
redizing hewasin atight place. Findly he gave an explanation of why High Lar’ smen could hide out
aboard hisship.

High Lar, it seemed, owned the Oahu. Owned the stock of the company to which she belonged. But
Captain Tanzasind sted he had not known there was a kidnapped woman aboard.

The police bundled him and his officers off tojail, dong with such crew members asdidn’t look right.
"So now we're back where they started,” Renny rumbled. "They’ ve ill got Pat.”

But it was even worse.

LONG TOM met them when they entered the establishment on the eighty-sixth floor of the high building.
"I'mkindaworried,” Long Tom said.

"Eh?" Monk squinted at him.

"It's Burke Benbow."

"What about him?"

"He went out to get some coffee and sandwiches, and hasn't come back," explained the eectrica wizard.
Johnny said, "1 thought you were supposed to keep an eye on him?”

Doc Savage, interposing quigtly, said, "We al have work to do. Get on the telephones and start
gpreading an darm for that plane.”

The bronze man, without saying so in as many words, gave the ideathat he did not want Johnny and
Long Tom exchanging sharp words. With Monk and Ham it was different. They always quarrded—and
didn’'t mean abit of it.

But Johnny and Long Tom were of different types, and if they got to exchanging digs, irked at each other
because both had an eye on the entrancing Lam Benbow, something difficult might develop. The
association of these five men and their bronze chief was not one that would stand dissension.

Asthe next few hours passed, however, it developed that Johnny and Long Tom, if they were concerned
over Lam Benbow’ s affections, would have to worry about Doc Savage. Not that the bronze man gave
the girl any particular attention.

The opposite, rather, because it was his policy to eschew feminine entanglements which might cramp the
dert freedom of hisown mind, and aso give his enemies amedium through which they might strike at
him. But the young woman hersdlf, from time to time, could be observed watching the bronze man.

Lam Benbow was reserved, as well-mannered as she was beautiful ; and, of course, she made nothing in



the nature of advances. But Johnny and Long Tom, observing certain small things about her actions,
exchanged glum looks.

Doc Savage was very busy. On the telephone he connected the broadcasting systems. Not only the two
large networks, but asmaller one that covered the Eastern coast, one which was prominent in the
Midwest, and a Pacific coast auxiliary hook-up.

At eight o' clock the next morning the bronze man, speaking from ave ocity microphone standing on the
inlaid table in the reception room, addressed a hook-up which comprised amost every major station in
the country.

He explained that Pat Savage was missing. He described Pat. He offered twenty-five thousand dollars
reward for any information leading to her whereabouts. Doc offered to pay for any collect messages
containing any kind of clue which any one might careto send him.

He described the plane which had taken Pat away, gave the number, repeated it severa times; and he
talked about the historical source of each number—in order to fix it inthe minds of hislisteners.

Downdtairs, in the rooms which were usually employed to interview those who had troubles for Doc
Savage' s attention, Monk and Ham assembled a corps of experienced policemen, private detectives and
Federa agentsto sft clues.

Chapter XI11. THE ISLAND

THERE had been no word whatever from Burke Benbow. Inquiry disclosed nothing to indicate what had
happened. He had smply disappeared. Hissster plainly looked more worried, and also looked to Doc
Savage for comfort.

At noon, Doc Savage went on the air again. He was on for five minutes, repesting substantialy what he
had said at the morning broadcast.

Downgairs, the first wave of aflood of telegrams had arrived. Many were inquiries for more information.
Some were obvioudy impossi ble—the women seen did not look like Pet, or the planes were different
kind of planes. But if the remotest possibility was attached to a message, it wasimmediately checked by
long distance. A corps of telephone operators were at work.

So far the afternoon had brought no word of Burke Benbow, and no development of any other kind.

Renny, Johnny and Long Tom tried the truth serum once more on Lo Lar, but had no results. She smply
sat mute, refusing to talk. Evidently some stoica power of her mind, essentidly Orienta like hersalf, kept
her slent under the effects of the serum.

High Lar’ smen, the fellows from the China branch of his organization, were dispatched to Doc Savage's
strange hospita upstate.

AT five o' clock that afternoon, the telephone rang, Monk answered, then looked startled and handed the
instrument to Doc.

Burke Benbow’ svoice said, "Doc Savage?'



IIYSIII

"Say, | went out last night to get some coffee and sandwiches, and | saw afellow | recognized as
belonging to High Lar’ sgang.”

"Youdid?'

"Yes, | wassurelucky. | followed thefelow. I've got High Lar' s hideout spotted. The man led metoit. |
think High Lar isthere.”

"Good."

"Get down herein ahurry, Savage. We can grab ‘em. Another thing—I think I’ ve found out High Lar’'s
motive. | think | know what hel strying to accomplish with all this crooked work. It' san inferna thing."

"What isit?'

"It squiteastory. | can't tell it over the telephone, because | don’t dare talk from herefor too long. They
may spot me. I’'m talking from afilling station near afarmhouse on the Boston Post Road. Thereé sa
milepost in front of thefilling station that is numbered 64. The farmhouseis out on theroad apiece. A
yelow building. You can’'t missit. Come on out, and hurry.”

Burke Benbow had been speaking in aleve voice, asthough he were holding histone down, keeping
excitement out, only with greet effort.

"What about the farmhouse?' Doc asked.
"That' swhereHigh Lar ishiding."
ll%:l

Burke Benbow said, in atone even more strained. "Bring only afew men. Thisfarmhouse commands a
view of the surrounding country, and they can see acrowd coming. | think they have an airplane ready to
make a get-away."

"Anything dse?"

There was along pause. So tense that the wire seemed to strain. Then averba explosion came from the
other end.

"Don't!" Benbow screamed. "It'sdl lied"

After that there came struggling noises, but over them, Benbow was shrieking, "They’re making metell
you that! It'satrap! Don’t come! Don’t get—"

And something happened to the telephone at the other end.

DOC SAVAGE, when he dropped his gyro, one of the severa he used, down toward afilling station on
the Boston Post Road not much more than half an hour later, wore an expression of Sphinx
imperturbability. Beyond thefilling station was a yellow farmhouse such as Burke Benbow had
described,

"And thisis about sixty-four miles out on the Post Road," Renny rumbled soberly.



The gyro was acraft made for landing on ahandkerchief. It hit in asmal pasture back of thefilling
sation, bounced, rolled afew feet, and stopped.

Doc and the four with him—Monk, Ham and Johnny, in addition to big-fisted Renny—did not leave the
craft immediately. The cabin was armored, and it might be an ambush, even yet. Long Tom was not with
the group, had remained behind to watch over Lam Benbow and to answer any cals.

The bronze man and his aides found only afilling sation attendant lying sensdess across his cold-drink
cooler ingde the station building when they investigated. He was aknobby young man with freckles. A
rent in his scap leaked dow crimson.

"Dead!" Monk bresthed.

Monk, jumping at conclusions, waswrong. But it required fifteen minutes to bring the attendant out of it,
and in the meantime they looked around and found, among other things, that the telephone had been torn
off thewall. Also, severa cans of grease were scattered around, and two were splashed over thewalls,
while one window was broken.

"Benbow put up quite afight!" Renny boomed.
"Indubitably manifested,” Johnny agreed.
"Oh-h-h-h!" said the attendant when he awakened.
"Where' s Benbow?' Ham asked him.

"Where' s OO ouch—who?' The attendant felt of hishead. "If you mean thelittle dant-eyed guy who
camein here and cracked me, how the hell would I know?"

That was dl thefilling station attendant knew. Benbow obvioudy had not hit him, for Benbow was not a
little dant-eyed guy.

The bronze man and his aides | eft thefilling station flunky to nurse his headache and wonder what on
earth had happened, and aso to stare in growing wonder at Doc Savage, of whom he apparently had
heard. Therewas alot of brass went with his knobs and freckles, for the flunky tried to embellish hisfirst
story and mumble something about agirl held prisoner by the dant-eyed assailant.

And when he saw that wasn't gticking, he added afew assailants, claiming his mind was clearing.
Obvioudy, he' d heard the broadcast.

"Y ou scamp!" Monk told him. "We ought to send you to a place where we cure lads like you of
crookedness. Y ou' re apotentia crook."

DOC SAVAGE approached the yellow farmhouse. He did so warily, carrying asenstive device,
brought from the gyro, which would detect the presence of any wire carrying even aminute electrica
charge.

Doc used thisto spot wires of burglar-alarm systems. In this case he was looking for any wires that might
be connected to a death-dedling charge of explosives. But there was no explosive.

Therewas only an old farmhouse, the haunt of rats and spiders. Plaster was |oose on the floor, and old
newspapers, empty tin cans and bottles were scattered around; in corners were piles of straw, put there



by tramps who had used the place for ashelter. Y et there had been recent visitors.
Cigarette stubs on the floor were still wet. The dusty planks were freshly tracked.
Renny delved into the piles of straw in the corners.

"Holy cow!" he exploded, and came erect.

He hdd adipper, feminine, expensvely made. Thisheturned in his hands; then, with an enormous finger,
heindicated alabd insde:

MADE EXPRESSLY FOR
PATRICIA SAVAGE
"They were holding her herel" Monk ydled. "Damn that Benbow for afool!"
"Why damn Benbow?" Johnny demanded indignantly, using smal words.
"If he' d have kept his mouth shut, they might have been here when we arrived.”
"But he got himsdlf in ajam warning usof atrap,”" Ham reminded.

"Morethe sucker heis" Monk grumbled. "We d have taken our chances on atrap to get thisclose to
Pat."

Which wastrue. But Johnny frowned.
"Lay off Benbow," he suggested. "He did hisbest. HE sdl right.”

Monk opened his mouth to say that it was probably Benbow’ s sister who Johnny redlly thought was dl
right, but he reconsidered and held his peace. Johnny did not fall in love very often, and it was not safe to
kid inexperienced fellows, especialy long professoria knowledge tanks like Johnny, about their
affections,

In therear of the farmhouse the bronze man’s aides found car tracks, and from them Doc Savage
determined the make of thetires, the probable size of the car, including its wheelbase—ordinary
detective work which might or might not help them.

After there was nothing el se that could be done, they walked back to the plane, opened the cabin door,
and cdlimbed insde.

Burke Benbow sprawled in one of the cabin seats. And he was something of amess.

"I BEGAN to think you' d never come back." He shifted dightly, grimaced, and added: "I saw this plane
land, and came here. After alook insde, | could tdll it was yours. | saw some of the equipment from your
headquartersinit.”

Benbow was dirty. He was a0 alittle bloody, with torn clothing, bruises, afought-out look.
"Yousee" hesad, "I got away from them."

Doc Savage and the others stared at him. Doc apparently did not seefit to say anything, and the rest
were too astonished to remark. Thiswas about the |ast thing they had expected.



"l got away," Benbow repeated. "I was lucky." He rubbed his knuckles, which were skinned, and felt of
hisarms, which were muscular. "Thoselittle runts can't fight, if they haven’t got aknifein their hands." He
sghed and grinned thinly. "Ismy sgter dl right?'

"She'sdl right," Johnny said. "Why?'

"Well, | was afraid. They’re dangerous, High Lar’ smen are. Make no mistake. That fellow ismore
powerful than we ever dreamed.”

"Did you see him?' Ham asked.

"No. He' s probably in San Francisco by now."
What?"

"With your friend, Pat."

What?"

"Fact." Benbow nodded. "I heard them talking. High Lar |eft only afew of hismen here, to keep Doc
occupied and make him think the big action was dill around here. But it isn't.”

"But we found Pet’ sdipper back in that house," Johnny cut in, usng smal wordsin hisexcitement. "And
cigarette stubs so wet that they could only have been smoked an hour or so ago.”

"Trickery. Hocus-pocus. Flimflam to fool you." Benbow scowled darkly. "Y ou see, they wanted you to
think Pat was till around here. 1t'slike | said. High Lar has skipped with her.”

"Skipped, en?" Johnny seemed to have trouble digesting that.

"Scared." Benbow laughed. Violently and in an ugly tone. "The chief devil is scared. Hismessing around
with Doc Savage got him in bad, and he knowsiit. So he' sflown for his hangout on theidand.”

"What idand?' Monk demanded.

"I don’'t know," Benbow shook his head. "1 told you once before that this High Lar is supposed to have
hislair on an idand in the South Seas. | don’t know where."

AN air of dgection, of up-against-the-blank-wall-again feding seemed to settle over Doc’ s five men as
they climbed into the gyro.

The bronze man himsalf was expressonless, but that was hisusua manner, except under the most terrific
drain; or, of course, when he wanted to show emotion. Doc sarted the silenced motor.

"Didn’t you find any of High Lar’smen unconsciousin that filling sation?' Benbow asked the man of
bronze.

"NO_"

"Aw, hell," Benbow muttered. "I thought | knocked at |east two of those lads into the middle of next



week." He frowned at hisfigts, asthough they had failed him.

Doc Savage put the gyro in the air and flew back to New Y ork, dropped the craft on the Hudson—it
was fitted with retractable wheels, and the cabin had afat ssomach so that it could land on earth or
water—and taxied to his private hangar, the great building which masgueraded as awarehouse. The
aides helped put the gyro insgde, and went to the headquarters layout.

Long Tom said, "Progress, Doc."
A faint flicker leaped into the bronze man’ s pale-gold eyes. "Y es?'

"The High Lar plane was found near San Francisco. Boy coming home from school ran acrossit,
jammed into some trees at the side of a pasture. Nobody around. We have private detectives checking it
for fingerprints, aso checking for some trace of the fellows who brought it there."

"They sure made aquick crass-country trip," Renny rumbled.

"It wasafast plane," Ham recdled.

"That bears out what | said," Burke Benbow reminded. "They’ re headed for that South Seasidand.”
"And there' sonly afew dozen thousands of idandsin the South Seas!" Monk groaned.

Burke Benbow clasped hissister, Lam, in hisarms at their reunion, and the girl sobbed once, deeply,
then got control of her emotions. She had courage, admiring the lithe blond lines of the girl. And when
Lam looked around for Doc Savage, probably with someidea of thanking him for helping her brother,
the bronze man was not in sght.

Doc had gone down to the telephone room to look over any new messages from the Pacific coast. There
was one—a telephone report from the San Francisco sheriff’ s office, sating that spectators had climbed
around and over the plane, covering it with their fingerprints before the officers arrived, so nothing of
value had been found.

There were four telegrams claiming the twenty-five thousand for finding the plane. None of them honest,
of course. A boy had found the craft. Doc turned the messages over to Ham, who sent them down to the
lega department of alaw firm with which he was affiliated, with ingtructionsto throw a scareinto the
chisders, so that they might learn the mistake of trying such tactics.

"Makes aman think every oneis crooked, by Jovel" Ham complained. "And to make it worse, Monk is
up there making goo-goo eyes at that Lo Lar."

"How isshe?' Doc asked.

"Quite safein handcuffs," Ham said. "But you' d think that Monk would know a she-cobrawhen he sees
one. That ignoramus certainly makes me mad.”

A telephone operator looked up, saying, "Frisco on the wire."

"I'll takeit. Probably from the sheriff." Ham lifted the receiver. "Hello, sheriff . . . Oh, it snot? Who isit,
then?...Youwon't eh?. .. Yes, he' shere. But you'll haveto give your name. . . What? Oh! Oh!*
Ham looked at Doc. Hisface was sartled ashe said. "High Lar!”

THE ugly, rushing voice that came to Doc Savage over the miles of wire was one that he had heard once



before. And the gist of itsfirst remark was about the same as what had been said to him on the other
occasion.

"High Lar speaking. Don’t interrupt. Thisisyour last chance to turn my wifeloose. Otherwisewe are
going to dispose of Pat Savage.”

Doc said promptly. "Turn Pat loose. When she tel ephones me from San Francisco police headquarters,
and the police chief verifies her presence, Lo Lar will be released.”

"Doyouthink I'm crazy?'

"Meaning you won't trust me?'

"Naturdly."

"Then thereis nothing you can do,” Doc Savage said quietly.

Around the bronze man there was intense activity as Ham got the San Francisco police on another wire
inafrantic effort to have the call traced.

High Lar’ svoice said, "Y ou are mistaken about there being nothing | can do. | have Pat Savage here
with me and—"

"Y ou touch her and you will not see your wife, Lo Lar again,” the bronze man interrupted. "Do not make
the mistake of doubting me. Y ou have my word on that.”

A brittle arrogance which the distant voice had carried now collapsed somewhat.
"I know enough about you, Savage," High Lar said, "to know you would not kill awoman.”

"Who said anything about killing? Lo Lar will undergo abrain operation which will wipe out every
memory of you. Then shewill be taught to hate you and everything you represent.”

Therewasalong slence.
"Then we shdl have to see what develops,” the voice said.

The receiver went down at the other end.

TWENTY minutes later, dapper Ham put down the telephone and swore. It was not often that Ham
swore, but lack of practice plainly did not cramp his vocabulary.

"Call wasn't even made from aregular insrument,” he complained. "Line was tapped outside San
Francisco somewhere. They can't locate the exact spot.”

By that time Doc Savage' s big plane, a huge tri-motored job, wasready for the air. And every onewas
aboard—Doc’ s five men, Lo Lar, and the two Benbows. Burke Benbow had asked to go, and Doc had
not demurred; the sister, Lam, had pleaded to accompany them, and again Doc had not dissented.

They weredl involved in this, the Benbows apparently only because High Lar had taken Burke
Benbow’sair linein the South Seas from him, and Lam because she had been trying to learn from her
brother what was wrong with him, why he was worrying.



The great plane droned out of the water-front hangar under its own power, and the hangar doors,
radio-controlled, were closed behind it. The craft lunged forward. Its hull was as large as some of the
yachtslying in theriver, but amazingly streamlined, and the wingspread wasin proportion.

The ship, designed by Doc Savage himself, was capable of exceeding by scores of milesan hour the very
fast transcontinenta airliners, and its fuel capacity exceeded that of the Clipper ships on the Pacific run.
Mechanica aids, arobot pilot of specia design, smplified the handling of the craft.

And once Doc put it upon the radio beams of the overland routes and set the roboat, littlein the line of
navigation remained to be done. Renny, who served as mechanic, could reach the big motors through

passagesin thewings.

When the plane had flown for awhile, Burke Benbow abruptly explained why he had not told his sigter,
long before, that High Lar had robbed him of hisair linein the South Sess. It was Smple, but Benbow
seemed reluctant to confessiit.

He had merdly been afraid that, snce he had been determined to fight High Lar, hissister would bein
danger. He had thought, if he tried to make her think nothing was wrong that she would leave him, thus
be clear of danger. Of course, she hadn’t.

Dawn caught up with the plane as it dropped down beyond the Rockies. The group had not stopped for
fud; therewas no need.

LANDING on San Francisco Harbor, with the great span of the Golden Gate bridge off one wingtip,
Doc taxied the craft to asteamship pier. He swung the plane in the middle of aliner dip by springlines,
watched by a crowd which gathered to observe their arrival. The newspapers had carried word of their
coming.

When Doc and his group set foot on the pier, the crowds surged around them. Newsreel cameras
ground, and the cameramen swore a everybody, demanding a clear scene to photograph, asthough they
had some divineright to it.

Reporters scrambled around. People tried to reach the bronze man, to introduce themselves. Some
seemed to want no more than touch him. Things to be autographed—enve opes, books, cards, hats, shirt
cuffs, the lining of women's purses—were asthick asleavesin afdl forest.

A nut or two shouted that they had located Pet. It was mad confusion, silly in away, hardly
understandable of aracethat called itsdf civilized.

"A sample of the reason Lindbergh left the country,” Monk muttered.

And finally they reached the police station, the main one, where they ran abarrage of more reporters.
Doc Savage rarely gave out pressinterviews, but he was making an exception on the present occasion,
and the men of the press were taking advantage of it.

The bronze man spent nearly thirty minutes answering questions, many of them not a al sensble, before
he got into the police sation.

The quiet behind locked doors seemed amost tomblike in comparison to what they had been through.

"A gentleman waiting to seeyou," explained apolice officer. "We ve had alot of nuts, but | don’t think
thisoneis. He sin the next room."



They wentinto seehim.

Gundy, whom they knew asthe lieutenant of High Lar, came uneasily to meet them.

Chapter XII1. GUIDE

GUNDY had thejitters. His pompousair, the attitude he had worn while playing the part of arich man
trying to see Doc Savage—they knew he had merely been spying on Doc at the time—was gone.

Helooked much less plump. His clothing was wrinkled. His cdluloid collar had been sweated down and
was aswrinkled as atealeaf. The ruddy tint was gone from hisjowls. And as he stared at them, hisfat
fingers twitched with his spectacles, which were attached to a black ribbon that was twisted and awry
around his neck.

"l—uh—ah—good morning,” Gundy said uncertainly.

"That depends,” Monk muttered. Then, before Gundy said athing, Monk turned around and addressed
Doc Savage. "Thislookslike the beginning of something queer, Doc.”

Gundy swallowed, then stood shaking his head and staring at the bronze man in fascination.
"Wel," Ham sad, "what’ sup.”

"Not me—not—me," Gundy said shakily. "I am—down. Very much so. Frankly, the events of the last
day or two have—haveterrified me. I've lost my nerve.”

"Mean you' re giving yoursaf up?' Renny boomed.
"Thetisit."

The police chief, who was an accommodating soul, and a persona acquaintance of Doc Savage aswell,
herded his men out of the room and left Doc Savage and his group aone with Gundy.

Gundy drew a handkerchief and wiped prodigious quantities of perspiration from hisfat face.

"Believe me, thisisatrying decison on my part,” he groaned. "If High Lar gets hold of me, my life
insurance companieswill certainly get anasty shock!" He stared at Doc Savage. "I had dl planned an
elaborate speech about throwing mysaf on your mercy. After looking at you, | do not believeit would
have any effect at dl on what you will do to—me."

Doc Savage said nothing.

Gundy muttered, "1 want protection. | do not want to die. | became convinced thet if | remained with
High Lar, it was only aquestion of time until | met aviolent end. So | quit him. | am gppeding to you for
protection. In return, | can tell you what | know."

"Whichis?' Doc asked quietly.

"That High Lar and the surviving members of his gang have taken off acrossthe Pecificin alarge plane.
They have Pat with them. They are headed for High Lar’ sidand in the South Seas. | can give you the
location of that idand.”

Monk grunted, "Whew!"



"Holy cow!" Renny said. "Thisisabresk!"

TALL, bony Johnny was dispatched to the nearest ship chandlers, and he returned in time with detailed
charts of the region of the Pacific known asthe South Seas.

Without hesitation, Gundy indicated an idand. It was aremote pot, with ashort name—Ral. Turnthe
name around, asthey did ingtantly in their minds, and it became Lar. And without glancing & the
meridians on the Sde of the chart, Gundy gave the latitude and longitude. When checked with the chart,
these figures proved correct. The man did not seem to belying, so far.

"Who isHigh Lar?' Doc asked.

Burke Benbow crowded close to hear that, and glared at Gundy. Benbow’ sfistswere hard and hisjaw
was out, and he muttered, "I’ ve been trying to find this out for months."

Gundy looked at them steadily.

"High Lar is—High Lar," he said. "Thereis no mystery about that. Hisfamily nameisLar. Hewasoncea
pirate. Got hisstart in the Bias Bay pirate hang-out on the China Coast. He developed, and when the
British warships made piracy difficult, he shifted to thisidand. The name of the place wasredly Rd. The
backward spelling of his name probably attracted Lar to theidand.”

"What does High Lar look like?'

Gundy shrugged. "Like an Oriental, as much asal Orientaslook dike. He sold. Thin. Hideous. You
know how Orientals get when they grow old and have led ahard life. HE sjust askinny old devil, with a
mongter’ sbrain. Likesweird stuff.

"He has arobe woven out of brightly colored feathers of jungle birds. Gorgeous thing. And he goesin for
queer things, such as an enormous pet octopus. That is, thething isnot apet. He just kegpsit." Gundy
stopped, seemed to think of the past, and shuddered.

Doc and his aides talked with Gundy for sometime, but the only additiond bit of information wasthe
name of the spot from which High Lar’ s plane had taken off—atiny fishing village down the coast. They
checked and found that true.

"It looks like Gundy had redly double-crossed High Lar," Long Tom said in satisfaction.

The group went back to their big plane, al of them. Doc Savage opened an equipment case and got out
the truth serum.

Seizing Gundy suddenly, the bronze man administered the serum by force, not telling the man what it
was—for Gundy, if he knew, might in some subconscious fashion prevent hismind giving up, in coma, its
Secrets.

While Gundy groaned and struggled in growing drowsiness, Doc herded the others out of the plane. His
five men, Burke Benbow, hissister Lam, and their prisoner, Lo Lar.

Doc'sfive aides did not seem as astonished at the sudden act as did the others. Burke Benbow
remarked grumpily that it didn’t gppear that Doc trusted any of them, to which Monk explained that the
bronze man had his own way of doing things, and, anyhow the truth serum had been aflopon Lo Lar,
which might be because too many of them had tried to question her.



The serum was temperamenta Stuff at best, relying on the ability of chemicasto suspend the subject’s
conscious control over speech—a reaction which, asthey had demonstrated in the present affair, varied
with different people.

"All right," Doc cdled.
They went back aboard the plane, Renny asking, "What luck, Doc?'
The bronze man’s head bent dightly inthe direction of Lo Lar.

"Almost as stubborn a subject as that woman,” he replied. "But afew facts came out. Firgt, Gundy did
not double-crossHigh Lar."

A bark of astonishment came from Burke Benbow, and blank 1ooks overspread the faces of the others.

"High Lar has gone to theidand with Pet," Doc continued. "Lar isretreating to his hide-out. We ve
whipped him out herein the States. He wants us on his own ground for the finish scrap. It'san old trick.
It has happened to us before, you know."

Ham muttered, "But | do not see why Gundy—"
"High Lar wants usto be sureto find theidand,” Doc said. "Gundy wasto guide us."

Monk’ s big mouth warped. His smal, squeaky voice came explosively, asking, "Then what in blazesare
we going to do?"

"Go right ahead to the idand, as though we didn’t know that it was intended to be atrap.”

Burke Benbow, whose mouth was wide open, stared at Doc Savage and the five assistants as though he
suddenly doubted that they had much common sense.

Doc went forward, opened the control compartment hatch and swung out on the wings to ingpect the
find loading of gasoline from afud boat which they had sgndled dongside.

He made, asamatter of course, ashort chemical test of the gasoline, not only to ascertain that it was of a
qudity to serve best in the motors, but to make sure there was nothing in it that would give them trouble
far at sea

In the meantime, Benbow cornered Monk. Benbow’ s face was flushed.

"Thisisthe craziest thing | ever heard of," he growled. "Haven't you fellows any brainsat al? ThisHigh
Lar isdangerous, | tell you. And you' re doing exactly what he expects you to do!"

Monk, who was never particularly modest, said, "Brother, you' re doing some underestimating yoursdlf.
Y ou underestimate us. We re kind of dangerous ourselves. Listen, you haven't redlly seen Docin action
yet. Thiswon't be thefirst time we' ve walked into atrap and made it back-fire on the guy who setit.”

Benbow snorted.
"I’m not sure | want to take part in such insanity,” he growled.

But he did not broach the idea of backing out to Doc Savage, nor did he suggest it might be safer to
leave hisaster behind. And Doc Savage himsdlf did not mention leaving Lam, but assigned her, instead,
the task of caring for Lo Lar; she wasto see that the remarkable Eurasian woman did not suffer, and did
not get an opportunity to damage the plane.



FOOD supplies and equipment were aready aboard—Doc had loaded necessitiesin New Y ork. And
when the fud tanks were brimming, the aids cast off the springlines and the craft was maneuvered out into
the harbor. The plane sat with idling motorsfor awhile, until two ferryboats and a string of fishing craft no
longer barred the take-off lane; then Doc sent the air giant off the water.

Renny and Johnny stationed themsdlves at the port windows, Long Tom, Monk, and Ham at the
starboard windows, for planeswere circling Doc’' s big craft. Newsred ships, apparently, but there was
no telling. These craft were left behind without anything happening, however.

Gundy came out of the comawhich was apart of the truth serum after-effects. Peculiarly enough, and
conveniently, he did not know what had happened to him. His mind held no recollection of being
guestioned by the bronze man. That, too, was a characteristic of the truth serum.

"Sorry," Monk took it on himself to tell Gundy. "Y ou see, Doc made you unconscious while we took off,
just to play safe. We didn’t want anybody tipped about the route we were going to take."

Whether Gundy believed this, he did not say. But he seemed reconciled to hisfate, whatever it wasto
be. He was even moderately cheerful, amood which was common to the others aswell, sincethey felt
they were findly making progress. That feding was probably produced by the physica motion over the
Pecific, but neverthelessit was appreciable.

Monk, taking it on himself to keep an eye on Gundy, got the man in apoker gamein the rear of the
cabin. They tried to inveigle Ham into the game, but failed, Ham sensing aframe-up of somekind to
relieve him of his cash. Monk came forward findly, looking wiser.

"That Gundy issureacard sharp,” he muttered. "The guy cleaned me."
"How much did he clean you of 7' Ham asked.

"Forty-two cents."

"Y ou weren't very dirty, wereyou?' Ham inquired.

"Thisis Sunday,” Monk said grimly, "which isal that kegps me from knocking you loose from your
tegth.”

Chapter X1V. YELLOW PARADISE

MONDAY saw theairship beyond Honolulu, still on the route followed by the Clipper ships, and utilizing
the radio facilities of that transpacific concern. A little better than twenty-four hundred mileswas the jump
to Honolulu, and from there to Midway 1dand alittle |ess than fourteen hundred.

A storm center was beyond Midway, and the harbor at Midway was rough, gave the group a
tremendous shaking up when the plane landed. They were dl rather quiet while gasoline was being put
aboard, wondering if they would make the take-off again. The waves seemed a dozen feet high, and not
much more than that gpart. But the plane madeit.

Long Tom, the dectrica wizard, turned radioman on trips such as these, and he had been checking with
ships, with commercid stations, with amateurs. And he had sifted out one bit of vauable information: the
big plane which was carrying Pat Savage to Ral was ahead of them. More than a dozen hours, Doc



judged.

For the craft had landed in the lagoon of an idand, where it had been met and refueled by a boat
obvioudy summoned there by radio. It had gone on. Long Tom got this report from afishing craft which
happened to witness the landing of the ship.

Twelve hundred and fifty milesto Wake Idand. Fifteen hundred and sixty to Guam. And a Guam the
planetook on thefind load of fud, full tanks, and left the transpacific radio navigationa aids, striking out
on the long hop for the chart dot that was Ral.

Life aboard the big plane was not much different than that on asmall yacht sailing acam sea. Water, sky
and clouds became deadly monotonous after awhile. There was never anything else.

Monk, by way of breaking the monotony, indulged in long conversationswith Lo Lar, the Eurasian
woman. She seemed to fascinate the homely chemist. He discovered she was highly educated, clever, but
with practicaly no ability to distinguish between right and wrong. She had, she explained, been born
among the China pirates, and reared there.

Monk clamed Lo Lar was an interesting psychologica case and worthy of study. Ham maintained
belittlingly that it was afact that Monk found any pretty woman an interesting psychological study. But it
was noticed that Ham did as much talking to Lo Lar asMonk.

Renny remarked grimly that if Lo Lar bit either Monk or Ham, he' d give odds that they would have
hydrophobia. Asfar as Renny was concerned thistrip, al women had the evil eye. He even distrusted
Lam Benbow, and was heard expressing himself fedingly about the way Johnny and Long Tom were
competing for that young lady’ sfavors.

"You'd think," Renny rumbled to Doc, "that those two would know better. Look at Johnny, skinny asa
fencerall and usng such wordsthat the girl don’t know haf the time what he' stalking about. And Long
Tom! Alongside Long Tom, for hedth, a mushroom would look like ared gpple.”

Doc Savage said nothing. He had, throughout the trip, said little. He disconnected the controls from the
robot and flew himself whenever the air was rough, to increase their speed. He dept less than the others.

And once each twenty-four hours he took the two-hour routine of exerciseswhich, with scientific living,
were responsble for the remarkable mental and physica abilities which he possessed.

RENNY/, drawing ared line on the chart to mark their progress, watched the line get closer to theidand
degtination. They were going to arrive, if they were fortunate, not more than an hour before dawn.

Drawing closeto theidand, the craft raninto rain.

Clouds piled up first on the horizon, along line from east to west, ralling aong like smoke from aburning
crude-ail tank on aday when the smoke remained close to the earth. The cloud strata extended almost to
ten thousand feet, an unusua depth. Lightning jumped raggedly among the masses of vapor.

Doc flew over the storm, and it seemed to stretch onward around the globe. He watched the flying
instruments, and kept glancing downward. So did hisaides. They were experienced fliersand so had a
good idea of the storm violence below.

Renny’ sred line reached theidand.



Ra Idand, according to the charts and to Gundy, was atoll-shaped, like cora idands, smilar to aletter
"C." Ral, however, was not coral formation, but volcanic, thetip of asubmerged cone.

"The storm will help usavoid discovery,” Doc suggested.
Burke Benbow dashed forward. He was pale, frightened.
"You'renot going to try to land?' he gasped. "It'ssuicide! I'm aflier. | know!"

Doc Savage indicated a device on the highly complex instrument panel. Briefly he explained what it
was—a sonic height-above-the-earth recorder, working on the same principle as the sounding devices
used on seagoing ships. A sound was sent to the bottom, was reflected back, and the interval measured
dectricdly.

"But no sound will penetrate that slorm,” Benbow growled. "And if one did, it would be heard down
there ontheidand.”

Doc enlightened him on that point. The sound used was one outside the frequency to which the human
ear is sendtive. Some animas might hear it, but no human ear, asfar as science could determine, would
regiser it.

THE big plane dropped down into the storm. Great hands covered with rasping claws seemed to take
hold of the craft, tumbleit about, striveto rend it to bits. Lightning gushed and ripped.

Long Tom scrambled away from his radio equipment. The cabin was supposedly not only rainproof, but
artight, yet rain began to string in through unexpected cracks.

Doc flew anorth-and-south line, watching the recorder, while Renny traced the performance of the
needle on agraph. He got two distinct highsin theline which indicated the ring-shaped idand.

Doc guided the planein aquarter circle and cut an east to west line; again the line recorded two humps.
With the lagoon located, the plane danted down in the blinding storm.

It was a beautiful job of instrument flying. The airship was on the water before the aides ever saw it. The
shock knocked them about. Doc lifted up in the control seet, fighting the whed. Traveling into the teeth of
the wind, the plane soon balked, sivung dightly and rocked madly on the short waves, dipping each
wingtip beneath the surface.

"Get anchorsout," Doc directed.

Monk and Ham, handiest to the anchor locker, sprang to seize the folding kedge anchors. Each with an
anchor, they scrambled out on the pitching snout of the aircraft.

"Becareful!" Doc warned. "If you go overboard, there may be sharks.”

Monk and Ham heaved their anchors. The anchor lines paid out to the bitter ends, which they made fast
to cleats. But nothing happened.

"Holy cow!" Renny rumbled insde the ship. "No bottom! Reckon we hit the lagoon after al?"

It wasimpossibleto tell about that. Only at long intervas, when lightning gushed its brightest, was it
possible to see even asfar as the ends of the wide wings.



Monk and Ham tested the anchor linesfrom time to time. Slack, except for anchor weight. "No bottom”
was right. Monk braced himself beside Ham, and both wondered what they could do.

THE storm lashed the ship. Spray picked up in sheets and went twisting past. There was a shock, the
anchor lines came taut; the nose of the plane dipped, and agreat wave broke over it.

Ham was caught unawares. The water smashed him loose from his grip. Going overboard, he clutched
wildly at the only thing handy—Monk. Result was that they both went overboard.

In an ingtant they were swept beyond the plane. Waves broke steadily, deluging them. The wind had
dtirred afroth up over the surface which made it dmost impossible to breathe, and certainly impossibleto
shout.

Once, Monk did manage to tread water, but could see no sign of the plane. Of dl theinfernal breaks, he
thought. And dl Ham' sfault for grabbing him, too.

Monk was beginning to entertain visons of drowning when he wasrolled up on asharply doping cord
beach.

Gaining hisfeet, Monk turned and discovered Ham being tumbled in behind him. Deliberatdly, Monk
stuck out afoot and shoved Ham back under the surface.

"Be careful who you grab next time, you overdressed shyster!” he grumbled.

Ham, despite the long trip, had been dapperly clad when they landed. Since the flight had been across
the sea, he wore a natty yachtsman’ s outfit. Ham always dressed to fit the occasion. But he had lost the
yachting cap, and the water had pushed his coat up over his head; his shirt tail was out, and his aspect
generdly wasthat of awet hen.

The two waded up the sharply danting beach. Water ran ankle deep, and the rain roared down. In the
fitful flashing of lightning they saw palms, and, crowding under these, made the discovery that apam tree
furnished practicaly no shelter fromtherain.

"So thisisthe sunny South Seas," Ham muttered. "A pox onit.”

"L ook, fancy and witty," Monk said bitingly, "it might be agood ideafor usto keep quiet. Y ou wouldn't
redlize that, of course.”

Both stood there listening. But there was only the hosing of the rain and the heavy lathering of waveson
the sand beach. They moved afew more paces, and Monk, spying abrownish massin alightning flash,
leaped backward warily, but it was only amass of hard lava.

"Danged if | an'tjittery,"” Monk complained.
"Quiet, ignorant,” Ham advised.

They found a stick and went back and thrust it in the beach sand, deeply enough that it would not wash
out. They danted it in the direction of the plane, as nearly asthey could guess. Thiswasto enablethem to
find the craft.

"We'll scout around before we swim back to the plane,” Ham decided. "We couldn’t make it in the face
of thisstorm, anyway. Thetide must be rushing out of the lagoon to carry us away from the planelikeit



did, too."

Monk had thought of that while swimming, had feared it would carry them out to sea. He thought of
remarking on the fact, just by way of reminding Ham he was not the first one the presence of atide had
occurred to, but there was enough else on hismind to keep him quiet.

For onething, he was wondering if it was the wise thing for him to prowl around the idand. Suppose
High Lar had guards posted? Still, the storm noise was such that the landing of the plane surely had not
been heard. What better time would there be to scout the place?

Monk mentioned that to Ham, who snorted and said it was so obvious that he hadn’t thought it worth
mentioning, which meant that he believed they might aswell reconnaiter.

So they went forward.

Jungle covered theidand, Monk and Ham discovered. Jungle so thick that travel was practically
impossible for them. They returned to the beach, and moved aong, close to the undergrowth, straining
eyes ligening.

Monk went to hisknees closeto the jungle.

"Psst!" he hissed. "What' sthis?'

Ham dropped beside him. It was impossible to see anything, Ham' s hands expl ored.
"Stone, or concrete," he muttered. "Fedlslike asidewalk, or anarrow, paved road.”

They were dlent for amoment, considering; then, asthough by mutua consent, they crept dong the
sdewalk. For that was what it proved to be. Or at least awalk, there being nothing on either side but

jungle

Shortly, the two aides came to steps, and mounted these, noting that they were new, asif built not long
ago. Therewere only about half a score of steps, then the walk wasleve again.

Monk, by now, had concluded that they must be moving toward some kind of habitation. An idea
occurred to him, and he stopped close to the undergrowth and waited for alightning flash. It came. Right!
Thisfoliage looked asthough it had been trimmed.

"Ham!" he called softly. "We d better be careful. WEe re getting close to something.”

There was no response; but there was also no special reason for Ham to reply, and Monk stood listening
to the rain and hoping lightning would flash. Then he thought it queer Ham had not touched him, or said
something.

llHa.r]!II
No answer.

Monk opened his mouth to call more loudly. The lightning came, very bright, with agreet roar of thunder.
Monk’ s mouth remained open. And his eyes protruded.

Ham, afew feet away on thewalk, wastwisting and groveling, lying on hisside. Therewasno onedsein
Sght.

"Ham!"



Monk sprang forward. The homely chemist reached the lawyer, started to stoop—and jerked up rigidly
graight. A ghastly twist seized his big mouth. His knees buckled. But as he sank down he threw back his
head and did what Ham had not succeeded in doing. He sent out an ear-splitting yell.

"Keep away from thisplace!™ he squawled.
Monk half turned his head toward the plane, asif hoping his agonized bellow would carry to the craft.

Chapter XV. THE VICTIMS

THE wind blew alittlelessviolently, but the rain still came down with aNiagara rush, while thunder ran
back and forth in the sky like square packing cases tumbling in an empty warehouse.

Monk’ s voice, ordinarily small and childlike, could attain abellow of extraordinary violence. It did so
now, and the bawl, with some of the qualities of atrumpeting eephant, drove through thewind and rain.
But there was no possibility of itsreaching the plane, for that was againgt the wind, such as till blew.

But the cry did reach Doc Savage, who was not aboard the plane, but was on the beach. The bronze
man, without knowing it, was some distance from Monk and Ham at the moment. In fact, Doc asyet had
no idea of what had become of Monk and Ham.

He had flung life preservers after the chemist and lawyer when they had first disappeared; theliferings
had long lines attached, and he had hoped the two would find them. They hadn’t. Doc himsdlf had then
gone overboard.

Swimming powerfully and searching, he had been carried out through the mouth of the lagoon and a short
distance to sea by the rushing tide. Thus he had learned what Monk and Ham did not know: that their
escape had been narrower than they had thought.

Finding no sign of Monk or Ham in the water, Doc had plowed ashore. The turbulence of the water, the
gtinging spray driven by the wind, seemed to affect him very little.

Monk’s cry cameto Doc very faintly; it might have been the plaint of atropica bird beaten down by the
storm. But Doc recognized ahuman quality in it. Unfortunately, the direction defested him, for, contrary
to belief, it isamost impossbleto tel with accuracy the source of sound unlessthe agent causingitisin
plansght.

Doc ligtened. The cry did not come again. So the bronze man moved rapidly aong the beach, at the
same time opening awater-tight container which was dung to his ches, life-preserver fashion. Most of
the container space was occupied by a device, an invention of the bronze man for seeing in the dark with
thead of infra-raysinvisble to the unaided eye.

The apparatus wasin two parts. First, alantern to project the infra beam without giving any visble
illumination. Second, acomplicated mechanica goggle, utilizing the theory of conversion rather than
filteration, which rendered outlines of objectsvishble.

The image seen was harsh, and the rain caused much disturbance, but Doc could see about as effectively
asaman can seein adaytime rainstorm.

Soon he found the stick which Monk and Ham had thrust in the sand. The fact that it was danted toward
the plane told the bronze man its purpose. From that point he followed thetrail of histwo men.



It was not difficult, because he was able to see their footprintsin the sand, closeto thewal of jungle
where the downpour had not yet erased them.

DOC cameto the sdewak. Here he saw what Monk and Ham had been unable to observe because of
the darkness. At the end of the sidewalk, thrust out into the waters of the lagoon, was awharf, substantial
enough, and moored to thiswas a smdl idand schooner and a speedboat. They were held away from the
dock by buffer poles.

A few grains of sand, not yet washed away, indicated the route up the sidewalk taken by Monk and
Ham. Doc did not follow the walk, but moved into the jungle a the Side. He seemed to progress through
the tangle without much difficulty.

Reaching the steps, he climbed a short lavaledge, and beyond the growth wasless of alabyrinth. He
noted, a0, that the larger trees had been trimmed down; in fact, there was no growth with thick ssems or
any condderable height.

That suggested the possibility that the jungle was being kept down to permit aview of the lagoon and
beach from some spot higher up; and also that the growth was thinned out so that bullets would penetrate
it.

Then Doc found ashelter covered with vines. It was of sheet iron. From the sdewalk it would be

unnoticeable. The bronze man listened, decided it was empty, and eased inside. The odor of tobacco
smoke was recent.

Therewas awide dit from which the trail could be commanded, and on ashelf besideit lay astrange
kind of pistol. Doc lifted the weapon. An airgun. But with aspecia barrdl, larger than the usud .177 or
22 cdiber.

The bronze man pointed it at the floor and pulled the trigger. There was acough, and sticking in the
packed earth floor suddenly wasasmall dart. Doc picked it up. The end was coated with some kind of
chemical, agticky Stuff.

Doc examined the sdewak and found faint marks where a shoe had scuffed, and where ahand had
clawed the soft muck at the sde of thewak.

Straightening, listening, the bronze man heard and saw nothing. He left the sdewak quickly, advancing
adongit afew yards, and gliding into the jungle. Nothing as yet could be seen of what lay aheed, dueto
the violence of therain.

Out of the back pack, Doc drew a compact micro-wave radio transmitter and receiver, one of the type
of portable outfits which broadcasting companies use for so-called man-on-the-street programs, only a
great deal more compact. Earphone and transmitter were one piece, like European style telephones. The
rest of the instrument was, in fact, a part of this headpiece.

"Renny," Doc said softly.
Renny answered. He was waiting, tuned in on the plan€ s portable outfit.
Doc Savage explained, "Monk and Ham ran into sometrouble.”

"Holy cow! Y ou mean they’ ve been killed?"



"Itisimpossibleto tell yet. They were winged by drugged dartsfired from an air pistol. And they’ve
evidently been carried off."

Renny’svoicein thetiny radio rumbled, "I’ [l come right ashore and—"

"On the contrary,” Doc directed, "you will take the planeinto the air. High Lar by now knowswe are on
theidand. Until we have someideaof the layout, no teling what kind of trap we can fal into.”

Renny was silent after he got his orders. They did not apped to him at firgt, then he saw the sensible
angle. He pondered.

"Where do you want usto go with the plane?' he asked.

"Get up high and fly at idling speed. We have enough fuel. But keep out of sight of theidand.”
"Want usto keep in touch with you by radio? That the idea?'

"Thet'sit."

"And you will scout around?’

"es"

"That don’t seem to meto be the safest thing in the world," Renny remarked. "But if it syour ides, it
goes”

THAT ended the conversation, and Renny stared at the radiophone thoughtfully. Part of the successful
codperation which existed between Doc Savage and hisfive men was due to the freedom with which it
was understood they could express opinions.

If they didn’t like aplan of Doc's, they said so. And if they didn’t want to follow his commands, they
were freeto say so, athough the latter rarely happened. They were men with intelligence to think for
themsalves. That accounted for their success.

Renny shouted, "1 guess we stand by! Long Tom, you and Johnny get reedy to cast off. I’ll run up onthe
anchors with the motors and we' Il try to pull them aboard. No use cutting them loose. They cost dmost a
hundred apiece.”

He reached forward and cut the ignition switches on, touched the starter buttons, and the big motors
began turning over dowly. They made very little noise, thanksto the silencing system attached to the
exhaust stacks.

By now Long Tom and Johnny should have appeared at his sdeto climb out on the nose and wrestle
with the anchors. They hadn’t. Renny turned his head impatiently.

He came up bolt upright in the pilot’ s seat.
"Hey—hey—holy cow!" Renny charged &ft.
Every onein the plane cabin was sitting dumped in his seet.

Lo Lar, the Eurasian woman, was farthest toward the stern, and she was handcuffed to a brace. Gundy,
their tricky guide, sat acrossfrom Lo Lar, likewise handcuffed. Near the front of the cabin sat pretty Lam



Benbow, and acrossthe aide, Long Tom, and in front of him, Johnny. Burke Benbow occupied aseat in
about the middle of the cabin.

All this Renny saw as he rushed aft. And something else aswell. Long Tom'’s coat pocket—it gaped
open. And init, weighting it down, were grenades filled with Doc' s anaesthetic gas—Lam across from
Long Tom—Her hand hanging over the seet, in easy reach of Long Tom’s pocketful of grenades—All
the other arms were locked up, against abreak by Lo Lar and Gundy—

Queer—Thegirl’ s hand—Renny’ s mind seemed to be getting disconnected from his body. He staggered,
hit the edge of a seet, turned sidewise, tried to catch himsdf. Hefell.

Sensation in hismind was of asoft, velvet darknesstraveling in awave, dragging sepiabehind it. It was
pleasant. Almost awelcome relief from the strain he was under.

Renny turned dowly onto his back, but did not know that he did so, and because it is somehow natural
for men on their backs to snore, he snored.

There was no movement inside the plane. The big motors turned over, but dowly, so that the anchor lines
were barely dackened. Raindrops spanged on the propdllers. The plane rocked, sawing back and forth
at theend of thelineswhich held it.

On the plane floor, amost under Lam Benbow’ sfingers, bits of glass glistened faintly in the glare from an
occasiond lightning flash. The shell of the anaesthetic bomb which had put them al out.

FIFTEEN minutes or so later, astout launch came cruising dowly across the turbulent, dark, rain-swept
lagoon. The craft was decked over; but near the bow, clinging to therail, stood four men with amachine

gun.

They peered into the wet maglstrom of the night as the launch moved back and forth, raking the lagoonin
asearch for the plane.

One man barked. They lifted the machine gun. Other men aft got another gun ready, and grenades. Then,
warily, on the upwind side so gas would not reach them, they approached the big plane. They seemed to
expect resistance, but, encountering none, climbed aboard.

They left the cabin door open for sometime before they dared get inside. They could see the motionless
figures, and couldn’t understand—until they discovered the shell of the broken anaesthetic bomb.

One of the men—he was mostly white—picked up Lam Benbow’ s degping hand and gravely shook it.
"Nicejob," hesad.

They loaded the degping formsinto the launch, binding Long Tom, Johnny and Renny. Then they
removed enough of the mechanism from each motor of the plane to make certain the craft could not be
put into theair.

The launch ran through the short, chopping waves and the rain, which was growing less violent. One man
stood at the bilge pump and kept it going. It was necessary to shade eyes with hands to keep the stinging
drops from hindering vision. The rain washed the faces of the deeping prisoners.

The launch bumped into the dock alongside which the schooner lay. There was agreat ded of wrestling
with boat hooks and straining with fenders, but the craft was made fast and the captives heaved onto the



pier. A man went to the schooner and stamped twice on the deck. Men came out to help with the
captives.

The prisoners were carried up the sdewak, up the sharp flight of steps. The men moved quietly in the
intense darkness. Armed men skirted the group, with flashlights ready.

But they did not turn the beams on, for nothing happened to break the monotony, except that once aman
stumbled, as he carried the bulky form of Renny, to his knees, and growled, "Who tripped me?' But
another voice muttered, "Sorry. I'll help you carry the big lug.” And after that they went easily until they
reached astonewall.

Thewadll was perfectly smooth, not of natural rock, nor of concrete, either, but of some artificia obsidian
that was white and polished, like marble.

Therewas adoorway in thiswall, perfectly round, rimmed with ashiny, black border about afoot wide.
The prisoner caravan passed through. The door closed behind them.

They werein aperfectly round passage, dimly lighted. A strange kind of passage, walled with stuff that
looked like the blue mirrors sometimes used in stores. It progressed straight for thirty feet, dimly lighted,
then met acrosspassageinaT.

"Right," aman sad.

Asthe cavd cade rounded the corner, therewas adight stir. A shadow, barely digtinguishablein thedim
light, seemed to detach itself and take to the other passage. Thiswas such a soundless phenomenon that
one of the men, noticing, hesitated, thinking he might be mistaken. He looked back. The outer door of the
round tunnel had closed. It was of sted.

After amoment, the man who had noted the shadow decided to investigate. He moved to the mouth of
the cross passage, and cast hisflashlight down it. There was nothing, asfar as the beam reached.

The man kept the light on amoment only, then extinguished it and got back in line. He hadn’t much faith
that he had seen anything, so he was cardess.

The carelessness prevented his noticing damp footprints on the passage floor, leaving the column and
turning down the other tunndl. The prints were far gpart, as though the one who made them had literaly
bounded.

Asamatter of fact, Doc Savage had traveled fast when he left the column.

Chapter XVI. THE OCTOPUS, AND FEATHERS

THE bronze man, despite hismuscular control, held himsdf rigid for some seconds after the flashlight
beam went off. He was crouched in aniche, behind aheavy blue velvet drapery. He fet behind him. A
window, dl right; but outside, limned by the departed lightning, he saw heavy stedl shutters, agrating
affair fastened with a padlock.

Doc’ sfingers explored the padlock; he had studied locks and could pick dmost any of them. But this
one was possibly the only type that would defeat him, agood combination type; instead of opening with a
key, one made a combination with aknob.

The drapes were heavy in hisfingers. He started to tear a strip from one side, with the idea of wiping up



his damp footprints before they were discovered and—

Footsteps! Some one returning! The man who had seen the bronze man leave the caravan, suspicious,
was coming back. A flashlight dabbed white.

"Hey!" the man barked. "Hey—hey! Y ou fella come chop-chop! Somefelafoot makee al same wet
gep ‘longsdefloor!”

That was the tip-off that the bronze man was discovered. Or would be, in amoment. Doc glanced from
behind the drapes.

The column with the prisoners had come back to the intersection and was standing staring. Now they
advanced. They wereinterested in the tracks, and gave little attention to the captives, who still dept.

Doc withdrew, watched his chance, and managed to |eave the window recess. He whipped down the
passage, around an angle, and brought up against asolid door. Hetried it. Locked. Rather, fastened
securely on the other sde—there was not even akeyhole on thisside.

The bronze man tested the material on the door with the point of hisbelt buckle. Stedl. No chance of
breaking through bare-handed. And the High Lar men were getting closer—

Doc dipped ahand insde his clothing. He carried very little equipment, other than the life-preserver pack
which had held the apparatus for seeing in the dark. Nothing—not athing that could be used asa
weapon. Not even gas or smoke bombs. No gun—He never carried agun.

Doc’ sflake-gold eyes fixed on the source of the indirect lighting. The bulbs glowed faint behind colored
glass. Lights—There would be fuses. All lights had fuses. The bronze man got the belt buckle reedly.

A quick fist blow shattered aglass pand. And it was thework of fractional seconds to spin the bulb out
of its socket and insert the point of the belt buckle—it was the old-fashioned kind of buckle with a point
and a series of perforated holes.

With a cat-spit sputter, colored sparks that foamed out of the socket, the lights went out. Fuse blown!
Doc went back aong the passage. He traveled quickly, clamping theinfraclight gogglesto his eyes.

The men sood around the angle in the hall. One was swearing, fumbling in his soaked clothing for alight.
They had dropped the prisoners. The man seeking the flashlight started to draw it ouit.

Doc went silently, reached the man, wrenched the light out of hisfingers, crashed it against the floor.
They could not see him, but he could see them, thanks to the infralight contrivance. That smplified his
next moves. He swerved through the group to the prisoners.

Doc passed up hisown aides.

He picked up Burke Benbow, and raced, carrying the man, toward the exit.

ESCAPE proved smple. The door guards were standing in the blackness, not avare what was
happening, but not leaving their job of guarding the exit. It was asmple matter to stride silently to them
and drop them with fist blows. Aseasy asfighting blind men.

The door had asimple bar, modernistic. Doc opened the panel and passed out, carrying Burke Benbow.

Rain washed againgt the bronze man’ s giant, metallic figure as he whipped down the sdewalk to the



beach. He turned right, went down the beach. He did not keep close to the jungle, as Monk and Ham
had done earlier. He got out in the edge of the water, where the pounding waves would speedily wipe his
tracks out of the sand.

Two hundred yards Doc covered. By that time he seemed to have reached some kind of plan, because
at one point there cameinto existence for abrief moment the small, strange, exatic trilling sound which
was the bronze man’ s unconscious habit in moments of intense menta activity, or when he surmounted a
culminating obstacle, usudly of mentd character.

Doc went into the jungle, lowered Burke Benbow and examined the man. Doc knew the symptoms of
the comawhich came from the anaesthetic gas, athough he had no means of knowing that it wasthe gas
which had overcome Burke Benbow. The man, Doc concluded, would regain his sensesin fifteen
minutes or so.

Doc gavethe man’sjaw afigt crack of enough force to insure hisremaining sensdess at least half an
hour.

Then the bronze man climbed a convenient tree—not a palm, but atree which had agrest number of
concealing leaves. Doc strapped Benbow there, in acrotch, by his own belt. He was careful that the
man's head did not hang back so he would make a noise with his breathing.

Doc left Burke Benbow there. Plunging into the lagoon—he left the black-light apparatus concealed
ashore—the bronze man swam in the direction of the plane.

THE wind and rain il lashed the lagoon, so it was easier to take great breaths at intervals, and swim the
rest of the time benegath the surface where there was not so much turbulence.

Thefirst time out the bronze man missed the plane. He turned left, and came back parallel to hisroute.
Agan amiss. Thethird time, however, he found it. All of fifteen minutes were required in this operation,
athough the plane was not many hundred feet offshore.

Climbing aboard, Doc went immediately to the kits of equipment. The men had not bothered these, nor
had they left a man aboard. Doubtless they intended to send some one back to strip the plane.

Doc’ sgod was the portable chemical laboratory without which Monk never set off on atrip, if he could
help it. Doc opened the box with itsarray of chemicas, surprisingly completein view of its compactness.

The bronze man worked over the chemicasfor some minutes. Apparently the operation was taking more
time than he anticipated, because he kept consulting his watch, waterproof enough to survive so far with
the correct time.

Finally the bronze man had two bottles of chemicaswhich he had mixed, and with thesein hisclothing he
Swam ashore.

Burke Benbow was awake. In another few minutes he would have succeeded in extricating himself and
descending the tree. But he still seemed confused when Doc arrived with the strange ease which his
remarkable muscles permitted on the limb beside Benbow.

"What—who—" Benbow fumbled hiswords.

"Doc Savage," Doc enlightened him.



"l—oh—you—" Benbow fdll slent amoment, getting himsdlf organized. "The—let' ssee—lagt |
remember, we were gtting in the plane, getting ready to take off. And my sisser—my—" He paused and
was queerly quiet for afew seconds.

"Something happened,” hefinished. "It fdt like | wasgoing to deep.”

Doc Savage said camly, "The High Lar men seem to have raided the plane and succeeded in taking you
off."

"But my sster—" Benbow paused.
"Sheisdill dive, butin High Lar’ shands" Doc sad.

"Er—yes, that waswhat | was going to ask you," Benbow said. But he didn’t sound as though that was
what he had intended to ask.

Doc sad, "Wemight aswell get down out of thetree. Y ou see, | managed to get you away from the
othersin afight. They ill have my men, and Pat."

Benbow gritted histeeth with anoise audible over the storm.
"I'd givemy lifeto freethat Sster of mine!" he said, somewheat too violently.

They started to get down out of thetree. It was very dark, and before they descended far they had an
accident. Burke Benbow dipped out of Doc’ s hands, apparently, and the bronze man, seizing wildly for
him, struck Benbow’ s head and caused it to crash againgt the tree. Benbow was knocked senseless.

Doc lowered him quickly to the ground. Then he poured the contents of one of the bottles, which he had
mixed and filled from Monk’ s chemica case, over Benbow.

When Benbow awakened he groaned.
"I'm sorry," Doc Savage said camly.

"Y ean—uh-huh," Benbow mumbled. He touched hisjaw. "Say, you didn’t hit me on the jaw up therein
the tree. Wonder where | got thislump.”

"There was quite abit of excitement,” Doc said. Which was the truth, but not the correct explanation of
the sock on the jaw.

"Wdl, what shall we do?' Benbow asked.

"You stay here," Doc said. "'l am going out to see what can be done." He seemed to musein silencea
moment. "It may be difficult finding the plane” he said.

"So you're going to the plane,”" Benbow remarked.
"You gay here," Doc repeated, giving the impression he was going to the plane.

The bronze man moved away, and was|ogt in the darkness.

BENBOW stood rubbing hisjaw, then hishead, and findly he grinned thinly, wolfishly. He moved away.
His manner showed an entire familiarity with the jungle. He went directly to the circular door in the



strange, smooth wall. He was, of course, confronted by armed guards.
He spoke to the guards sharply, and they admitted him, showing him agreat dedl of deference.
"Show meto the prisoners,” Benbow directed. "I want to look them over."

He was escorted to adoor which had anarrow ventilating dit. He turned off the light in the hdl so those
within the room could not identify any onelooking in through the dit. Burke Benbow put an eyeto the
dit.

He could see Monk, Ham, Long Tom, Johnny, Renny and his own sister, Lam. These six captiveswere
handcuffed to along chain which was fastened at each end to pillars supporting the celling. They sat in
disconsolate silence.

Benbow chuckled at the sight. Then he drew back from the dit so those inside could not identify his
voice.

"Takemeto my wife" hedirected.
Hewasshownto Lo Lar.

Lo Lar, the Eurasian woman, sprang up when she saw Burke Benbow. A remarkable change came over
the strange Orientd features of Lo, and she rushed forward with asmall sound. She kissed Burke
Benbow ecstatically.

"Y ou’ ve done wonderful work, darling!" She kissed him again. " Such acting! | was afraid you couldn’t
carry it on for days. But you did.”

Burke Benbow nodded, then passed a pam over hisforehead as though memory was bringing out
perspiration.

"Don't think | wasn't worried severd times," he muttered. " Take back therein New Y ork. When | |eft
Doc Savage that time to get the flight here to the idand with Pat Savage organized—take that time. | sure
figured Savage would get wise. He would havetoo, if | hadn’t pulled that fake about being a prisoner,
and escaping at thet filling sation.”

"That was clever, my sweet," Lo Lar told him admiringly.

"Yeah; | got away withit." Benbow licked hislips. "When you put anything over on this Doc Savage,
you' ve got to be good.”

He went to the door, rang a bell, and Gundy appeared.

"Nicework, Gundy," Benbow said. "Doc Savage is swimming out to the plane. Take the powerboats out
there and take plenty of poison gas. Lay a gas barrage across the lagoon. Let the wind carry it over the
plane. Then gointo it with masks and try to get this Savage."”

"If that does't work?"
"He till does't suspect me of being High Lar," Burke Benbow said.
Gundy took his departure to carry out the orders, and Burke Benbow turned againto Lo Lar.

"You aresure," asked Lo Lar with abrupt uneasiness, "that Savage does not suspect you?"



"Of course not." Benbow fdt of hisclothing. "I fed sticky, for some reason or other. Wait aminute, while
| change.”

HE went into another room and was gone some ten minutes. When Benbow regppeared, hewasa
strange figure, suddenly exotic. He had put severa jewe ed rings on hisfingers, and he was wearing a
dressing gown which was arega flowing robe of afabric composed of woven, tinted feathers of tropica
birds. It was not gaudy, aboriginal. It wasrich. Sumptuous. Like kingly ermine,

And an unplessant kind of change had come over Benbow himsdlf, asif donning the garments had atered
hisinner character, or at least brought it out

"We got World-Air Air Lines, at least," hetold Lo Lar arrogantly.
"Yes" murmured Lo Lar, "wedid. And you are one step nearer the goal you desire.”

The exoticdly beautiful Lo Lar was nearer the true Orienta than ever. Obedience of their men,
admiration for them, isacharacteristic of the Oriental woman. And Lo Lar was nothing if not admiring of
Burke Benbow.

Burke Benbow took a seat on amodernistic, weird-looking green leather chair. He seemed to be deepin
thought.

"With World-Air as agtart, we can gradually take over the other United Stateslines,”" he said confidently.
"The other lineswill begin having accidents, and their passenger traffic will drop off and drop off.

"When thetimeisright, wewill parald dl ther lineswith our own, and make agreet patriotic digplay in
the newspapers of losing money to give Americans safe transportation in the air. That will finish off
competition.”

"Then," Lo Lar said, plainly telling Benbow what he wanted to hear, "we will work the same method on
European ar lines”

That obvioudly pleased Benbow. His head went back, his chest out, and suddenly he arose and struck a
head pose which has become popular with dictators.

"| shall control the aérid industry of theworld," he said. "Contral it, you hear!"

IT must have been al of an hour afterward, and the rain had ceased entirely, dthough it was till dark.
Gundy came into the room.

"No trace of Doc Savage," he said.
Burke Benbow swore so violently that Gundy looked very ill at ease.
"Wewill dispose of those prisoners,” Benbow said.

Gundy grinned, nodded—then his face straightened out ™Y our—your sster?' he gasped. "What about
her?'

Benbow scowled. " She has caused no end of trouble. When shefirst began bothering me, weeks ago, |
thought | could get rid of her by telling her | wasworried over losing my air line. But it didn’'t work. She



followed meto New Y ork. She didn’t know | was going there to work thistrick with Doc Savage to get
hold of World-Air. She doesn't suspect yet that | am High Lar.”

"Will I—shdl we—" Even Gundy could not concelve that Burke Benbow might be intending to execute
hisown sger.

"We may haveto," Burke Benbow said, and there was something fanatic about hisface.
Lo Lar looked a him strangely.
"High Lar"—she seemed to have trouble with her words—"your sster—your own sster?”

Benbow looked at her. "Well," he said. "We' |l see. We Il see” And he fumbled with one of hisfinger
rngs

"Y ou haveto trap Doc Savage," Lo Lar reminded him.

Profanity came from Benbow. "Of course. But that will not be difficult. One man againgt al of us? We
have him here on thisidand—where we decoyed him dl the way from New Y ork."

Lo Lar’ sexquisitdy shaped face was thoughtful. "I have thought at timesthat Savage knew who you
were" shesad.

"Impossible. Why would he ever come here from New Y ork, bringing me?
"Because you sent Pat Savage here.”

"Incidentaly,” said Benbow, "put Pat Savage with the other prisoners. She doesn’'t know who | am, of
course?'

"She does not know."
Benbow nodded, then fumbled with the ring on hisfinger once more. He looked down.
There was a strange red patch on the finger.

"Must have got against some kind of poisonous plant,” he said. "Oh, well, there’ s nothing dangerous on
thisidand." He dismissed the red spot on hisfinger.

"Just what do you want meto do to the prisoners?* Gundy asked.

"Put them in with the octopus,”" Benbow said.

e

"You heard me."

Gundy nodded. "I have the men hunting Savage,” he said uneasily.

"We'll get Savage," Benbow declared.

LoLarsadagan, "l ill cannot help thinking that Doc Savage knows who you are, Burke."

"Impossible, | tell you!" Benbow snorted. "Knowing my identity, do you think he would have taken the
chance of having meaong?'



"I noticed,” Lo Lar remarked, "that there was never aweapon where you could get at it. Not until you
crept forward and got one of those anaesthetic bombs from Long Tom'’ s pocket—and broke it beside
your sster’ s hand—did you have achanceto resist if you had wanted to.”

"Doc Savage," said Benbow, "isnot that clever.”

Chapter XVII. MALADY

DOC SAVAGE had agreet deal of physica endurance. He clung to athin slk cord against the sde of
High Lar’ sstrange, modernistic castle on the idand—increasing moonlight showed that the place was
literally agreat box of acadle.

The silk cord ran up to a padded grapple which was hooked over the edge of the roof. Doc had tossed it
up there. He had dso quietly broken the glassin anarrow window, after climbing toit.

Now hewas pouring through the window a quantity of liquid from the second of the bottles which he had
mixed and filled from Monk’ s chemical case on the plane.

Thisemptied the bottle. The bronze man had aready poured some of the stuff through two other
windows.

Doc descended the cord, retreated into the jungle cautioudy, and calmly sat down to wait. Through the
thick foliage he could see the castle. It was al white, like Moorish structures, but without their ornate
lines. Painfully extreme modernism was everywhere.

The bronze man noted that the breeze, while not the gale which had blown earlier, was il strong. And it
blew in through the windows which he had opened to deposit the contents of his bottle.

He seemed satisfied.

Later, when he heard a scream, a sharp, agonized shriek, from inside the modernistic building, Doc
looked even more pleased. Which meant that he must have been ddlighted indeed, Since he so rarely
showed emotion.

THE howl cameagain.

It was Burke Benbow’ s voice. Benbow was rubbing his eyes—digging at them, rather, with hisfingers.
Lo Lar sprang to hisside, seizing his hands, dragging them by main strength away from his eyes.
"What—what isit?" she gasped.

Benbow groaned. "'l just rubbed my eyes—" He stared at hisfingers, his orbs watering. Suddenly he
screeched, "My hands! Look!™

The hands had turned red and boiled-looking up into hisdeeves.
Gundy came legping into the room, wanting to know what had happened.

Benbow swore at him.



"Get out of herel" he ordered. "It’ s just some kind of poisoned plant | got againgt in the jungle. Go and
get rid of those prisoners!”

"Y our—sister—t00?" Gundy asked hegtantly.
"Of course!”

Gundy backed out of the room, looking queer. Hewasfollowed by Lo Lar, who stopped him in the
hallway out of earshot of Burke Benbow.

"Keepthedder dive" Lo Lar saidinalow voice.
IIBlJt_II

Lo Lar frowned. "Y ou know that my word isfind here. It was | who married High Lar and guided him
until heiswhat heisto-day. He even bears my name, asisthe custom of my people. Go do as| tdll you."

Gundy nodded and shuffled off, squinting at areddish patch on his own arm, but without much interest.
Heknew tha Lo Lar, the Eurasan woman, wasredly the guiding genius of High Lar, hisbrains, his
balance whedl. And if she said spare Lam Benbow, spare Lam it was. Gundy rather preferred it that
way. A man who would murder hisown sster—

Lam Benbow was unfastened from the other captives and led away.

Then nearly ascore of men fell upon the chained prisoners. They were held while the chain was
unfastened from the columns, and then chain, captives, and al were dragged into a huge, round chamber,
akind of theater Stuated in the very center of the building.

The vast room was athester only in that there was a ba cony up near the roof from which observers
could look down. Somehow it had dways reminded Gundy of the Aquariumin New Y ork City, but
without the glass fish tanks around the Sides. There was apool of water, very shdlow, inthemiddie, like
the New Y ork Aquarium.

The octopus remained in the pool most of the time, dthough it sometimesretired to adark, artificia cave
at one end, where the water was deeper. But the octopus was out in the center of the pool now.

It was one of the giant deep-water type. Gundy happened to know there were records of much bigger
octopuses, but he had never seen them. This one, measuring something near thirty feet when fully
gpanned, was violent-looking enough.

It was shaded, being the color of arifle barrel on top, and more or less the hue of an eephant’ s skin
underneath, where the suckers were. The hide was puckered, unbelievably wrinkled around the sucker
cupsthat werelike little volcanic craters, thousands of them stretched in lines along the under side of the
numerous arms. The arms converged in avile sack of abody that was remindful of the bloated milk
udder of acow, but roughly egg-shaped; and the two eyes stood up above the surface of the body ina
fashion that was chilling, especialy when the two incredible orbs moved in aqueerly human fashion to
observe anything near.

The octopus was ugly. It came up on its arms like a pugnacious bulldog when the men and the prisoners
appeared.

"Usetherods!" Gundy roared.

Instantly men sprang forward with extremely long bamboo poles which were wound with separated



strands of bare copper wire that were charged with high-frequency current from a battery and coils
attached to the heavy end of the rods.

The octopus, with aremarkable show of intelligence for such athing, seemed to know and remember the
shocking power of therods. It withdrew, Sdewise, itstwo eyeslike hard-boiled eggs without their shells,
and blackened in two spots.

The ends of the prisoners chain were made fast to two separated ringsin the floor.
The captives were then ungagged.

"Ydl," Gundy said, "Y€l like hdl, boys'—he looked at Pat—"and girl. Yes, yell your heads off. It will
keep the thing scared off for awhile. And anyway, it only takes one of you at atime."

Big-fisted Renny stared a the man. "It’ sinconceivable to me that you or anybody elsewould pull
something as crazy asthis.”

Gundy hesitated. He looked at hisarm. The red had spread and covered most of hisforearm. That
seemed to worry him.

"It'snot crazy! he snapped. "It'sanidea Lo Lar got from the pirates who raised her. Y ou see, we want
information from you felows. Y ou know very wel we re going to kill you, so we couldn't very well get
information out of you by ordinary means. Thisisan extraordinary means.”

"What do you want to know?"

"Doc Savage happensto be very wedthy," Gundy said. "High Lar could use that money. Doc, |
understand, aso has a secret source of gold somewhere. We could use that, too."

"Goto blazes" Renny said.
"Of course. Y ouwould say that. We'll seeif the tune changes.”

Gundy now looked at hisarm; then he glanced at his men, and for thefirst time noticed some of them
were showing reddish patches.

THEN there was a shout ringing through the greet building.
"Doc Savage!" thevoice cried. "The guards saw himin the jungle!”
Gundy rapped at hismen, "Get out there and help hunt!"

The men raced through the building, got their weapons, and charged out into the open air. Dawn had
come suddenly, asit doesin the tropics, and they peered about. It seemed very hazy.

"He was seen over herel" avoice shouted.
The men ran toward the sound.

Doc Savage watched them run. The bronze man had showed himsalf deliberately, then dodged back into
the jungle, circled, and was watching the round door. There seemed to be no other entrance to the place.

Doc did not seem particularly concerned, nor in any greet hurry. Rather, he was waiting for something



and watching the hunters. He saw one of them run headlong into atree, and nodded dightly, as though he
had expected that.

The man who had crashed into the tree recoiled and rubbed his eyes. Suddenly he emitted a groan of
pain. Thisdrew another man, who said, "Damn this haze! What' swrong?”'

"l hitatree”

"Where areyou?' caled another voice. "What' swrong?"

This speaker was no more than fifteen feet away.

"Over here" the tree hitter gulped.

"Damnthishazel" said the other. "'l can't see half adozen feet in front of my face."

There was no haze whatever in theair. It was abright sunlight morning, very clear after therain of the
night before.

Doc Savage left the jungle and walked camly to the round door. Two guards stood there, shading their
eyes and peering about.

Doc changed hisvoice, madeit an dmost perfect imitation of Gundy’ stone.

"Watch the door closgly," he said.

"Yes, gr," muttered one of the guards. "1sn't this haze thick, though? Kind of afog, | reckon.”
"All same plentee fog come *longside this place,” said the other, who was Polynesian.

Doc Savage walked into the building. They had not recognized him. He took histime—until asharp bawl
sent him plunging forward. The bawl was Renny’ s voice, and when Renny howled in fright it was bad.

Doc had the bad luck to come out, drawn by Renny’ sroars, on the balcony above the pool, instead of
down below. And he had the worse luck to crash headlong into Burke Benbow and two of his men.
Ingtantly they seized the bronze man.

Lo Lar, behind the men, cried out wildly. Sheran closer and peered, asif ahaze prevented her seeing
properly. Then sherecognized Doc and sprang to one Side.

A smdl meta chair stood there. She seemed to find it largely by touch, picked it up, ran forward, located
Doc struggling with the three men, and struck.

Thefirgt time, the bronze man dodged successfully. He had avast advantage. Obvioudy hisfoes could
hardly see. But the chair hit him asLo Lar swung again.

Trying to get away, Doc dragged himself and his men foes, by main strength, across the balcony. Then
they were againgt the rail above the pool, which was aspidery affair of shiny metal and colored wool. Lo
Lar was sumbling blindly about behind them.

TWENTY feet or so below, another grim tableau was being enacted. The octopus, advancing on the
chain of prisoners, had unfortunately selected Renny asitsfirgt victim. It had dl itslong arms wrapped
around Renny. But it was holding its ugly body well clear of Renny’shig figts.



Renny had evidently connected agood one to one eye of the thing, because the eydids, like inch-thick
curtains of dime, were blinking rapidly over the orb.

Renny tore at the tentacles, but helplesdy. Hisflesh split at times before one of the suckers would come
loose.

And abruptly, up above, therail broke. The four struggling men came down end over end, squarely on
the tangled great dark splotch that was the octopus. The thing let out a sound at the impact, one of the
weird noises that the creatures make.

Then the octopus gave Renny up as abad job, and industrioudy wrapped itself around the cluster of men
which had fallen upon it. For moments there was aboil of octopus, men’sarms, legs, faces; there was
screaming and grunting and curang. And suddenly the octopus made off into the water with four
victims—Burke Benbow, Doc, and two others. It went into the deep water, for it was the habit of the
thing to takelive prey below, like an dligator, and drown it.

Doc by now had aknife out. It had asmall blade, but he dashed and dug, perforating thewall of the
suckers which held him—something that took agrest deal of calmness under the circumstances. And
suddenly he was free. He swam to the surface, scrambled out of the pit, and ran to the prisoners.

The man of bronze saw that the chain would defeat him.
"Where are the keys?'
"Gundy’ sgot them," Monk said. "Say, | can’t see anything."

Doc went in search of Gundy. He found the man feding hisway dong awall, dmost blind.

TWO days later, Ham got around to telling Monk, ™Y ou never could see much, anyway."

For once Monk felt too pleased generdly to answer. The aides were working on their big plane,
replacing the parts which had been removed. And atest had shown the big ship ready for the air,
prepared to take them back to America

On shore, dl was settled. The High Lar men wereto be returned to Doc Savage' singtitution for curing
criminas. That might take time, but atramp steamer, summoned by radio, was on its way to get them.

Lo Lar hersaf seemed to have changed. The death of High Lar—Burke Benbow—had broken
something within her. She had collapsed, lain sllent and hardly bresthing for hours.

During the period when the woman wasin acoma, Doc had administered antidotes for the blindness
which had afflicted every one but himsdf. The cause, as he had explained, was the fumes of the acid
which he had poured on Burke Benbow, and also emptied through the windows of the building. A
concoction of acids, rather, which he had mixed from Monk’ s chemical laboratory.

At firdt, asthe bronze man explained, he had intended trying to make Burke Benbow think he had given
them all the germs of an imaginary tropica disease to which only he himsalf knew the cure. That had not

proved necessary, though.

Then Lo Lar recovered—and showed just how changed she was. She called Doc to her and explained
that, as High Lar’ swidow, she had inherited the man’ s vast personal possessions. And High Lar, asthe
bronze man and his aides discovered by examining hisrecords, was even more powerful financialy than



they had redlized.

But Lo Lar, hiswidow, broken in spirit, stated that she wanted to turn everything over to the bronze man
to be returned to the former owners.

That startling act on the part of Lo Lar had changed Doc'saides' attitude toward her somewhat. And
she had madeit easier by volunteering, once she heard about Doc’s " crimina curing” ingtitution, to
become a patient. That was rather desirable, Doc admitted.

High Lar, of course, had died. Doc and his men disposed of the octopus, but it had been too late.

Lam Benbow did not know her brother was High Lar. She never knew it. She had been rescued from
her cell and led to believe that her brother had died in helping Doc.

Protecting Lam was partidly Johnny’ sidea. The gaunt archaeologist and geologist seemed to be getting
the edge on Long Tom in the competition for the young woman' s affections.

MONK and Ham, having finished with the plane, paddled ashorein adinghy.

They met tal, bony Johnny, taking a congtitutional aong the beach. Johnny’ s head was back, and he was
wearing abig, boyish grin.

"You old goat!" Ham said to Johnny. "Y ou and your big words have that girl dazzled. Y ou should be
achamed”

"What' sthe matter with my marrying Lam?' demanded Johnny.
"You'retoo old,” said Ham.

"I'll be superamagamated if | am!" sngpped Johnny. "I’'m il inthe prime of life! Why, | fed likea
two-year-old!"

"A two-year-old?' said Monk.
"YS"

"Horseor egg?" inquired the homely Monk unkindly.

THE END



