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Chapter I. PIG-IRON

PIG-IRON HELLER had dways considered himsdf a hot-shot sdlesman. He was trying his best now to
prove it.

Pig-iron was trying to sdl himsalf the idea that there was no such thing as the Indian drums of desth. He
didn’t fool himsdf much. And he didn’t fool anyone esein the North Woods t al.

Outside in the darkening night, the drums sounded vagudy like the harmless muttering of the summer
gorm. Pig-iron Heller stalked up and down in his residence-office and glared out & the awesome night.

Grest, brooding thunderheads massed in the sky, blacked out the moon and stars. The wind dropped to
an ominous whisper. A grim tenseness covered the North Woods.

Pig-iron spat savagely at a brass cuspidor. Then the old iron hunter whirled, narrowed his gimlet eyes at
the big bull of a man who stood in his office. Old Pig-iron, owner of Deep Cut mill and mines, had made
and logt fortunesin this north country.

"Get out, damn you! Go on. Get out. You're paid off. Get off my property.”
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Pig-iron’s voice dripped with contempt that seemed somehow forced. The big bull of a man who stood
before him shuffled uncertainly on his feet. It took dmogt as much nerve to defy old Pig-iron Heller asit
would have to defy the drums.

The bull of aman’s name was Mattson Kovidti, a mine worker and ex-lumberjack. There was a slence
in the office as both he and Pig-iron lisgened to the mutter of the digant drums—or thunder, if you
believed that was what it redly was. Pig-iron squaled suddenly in a voice that held more determination
then belief.

"Therean’t no such thing as the Devil’s Tomahawks" the old man screamed. "It's just a damned Injun
legend.”

Mattson Kovidti shuddered. He knew that rumbling noise was not thunder. And he wanted to be a long
way from there. A half-breed had trandated that rumbling sound for him.

"Go away, paeface” the drums beat into the night. "You are not wanted here, paeface. Go, or the
Tomahawks of the Lost Ones—the Devil’s Tomahawks—will dam you."

Swest dripped from Mattson's face as he thought of those awful words. Mattson Kovidi had seen one
vidim of the Devil’'s Tomahawks. He did not want to see another. Mattson had got his pay. Johnny
Pinetree was waiting outsde for Mattson Kovidti. The barrel-chested Finn had Johnny’s pay dso. The
half-breed was afrad of old Pig-iron Heller. So he waited outside.

"Johnny Pinetree has an ideg," Kovidi offered. "He thinks Doc Savage ought to know about the Devil’s
Tomahawks. He—"

Pig-iron Heller just about exploded. He ranted and he cursed. He didn’t want any outsider prying into his
afars. Pig-iron was a dyed-in-the-wool individudis who had dways fought his own battles. He was
now trying to make a mistaken investment pay, through a risng price of finished sted for a war-born
commerce.

Fig-iron's doctor had told him he was dying of a heart alment. The old war horse didn't bdieve the
medico. But he had sent for his daughter, Iris. And he had sent for Marquette Heller, his nephew by
adoption.

Pig-iron's eyes narrowed dightly as he thought of Marquette. But he forgot hm immediady to berate
Kovidti, who was running away.

"l don't give a damn what Doc Sav—" Pig-iron began.

Then he stopped. The sound, not unlike thunder, became suddenly more digtinct. It dso assumed a
steady, pounding tempo. Mattson Kovidti edged toward the door. His eyes were wide with terror.

Then came the améll. It was not the clean scent of ozone that comes with thunder and lightning.

It was a dead amdl of the grave. It carried the suggestion of freshly-turned earth, of the shrouds in which
the dead are buried. There was something intangibly menacing about the odor.

Mattson Kovidi screamed. He dived toward the door. Old Pig-iron staggered toward a couch that was
partly made up as a bed. The excitement was bad for the old man’s heart. He sank wearily down on the
couch-bed. Idly, he picked up a newspaper. Then his eyes riveted queerly on one paragraph. Carefully,
he tore it from the paper.

Mattson Kovidti ran. He fled with a terror unashamed.



"Johnny Pinetree!” he ydled. "Johnny! Where are you?'

There was no answer from the haf-breed. Lightning flashed and showed great dreiches of
second-growth spruce and pine. The land was like a dead thing itsdlf. The soul of the land was gone, had
vanished with the grest lumber companies. Broadax and crosscut saw had esten up the soul of the North
Woods. Fierce tongues of forest fire had blackened the ravished body that had held it.

The soul was gone. And now, after peace for a hundred years, the Devil’s Tomahawks had returned.

Mattson Kovidti panted as he ran. He knew the legends of the Tomahawks, the avenging spirits of braves
who had been tricked into degth by the advancing white man. When the Tomahawks avenged, the spirits
of the braves rested more easlly in the happy hunting ground.

So it had been arranged by the great Michabou, the Manitou and maker of dl things. Michabou, who
created the world from a grain of sand brought him by the sturdy muskrat, had made it that way to
protect his red-skinned descendants from invaders.

That was the legend told years ago in the skin tepees and birch-bark huts of the Ojibways, the
Chippewas and the Tahquamenons. It was, of course, something no sensible person bdieved. It was
impossible that such things could occur.

It was impossible, for example, that a man could die of a hundred bruta dashes from a hundred
tomahawks in hdf a dozen seconds. It was impossble that such a thing could befdl a men entirdy
surrounded by his friends, happen in a soft cranberry bog marsh without an unexplained footprint
gpproaching the victim!

Of course that was impossible. But Mattson Kovigti had seen it happen.
"Johnny Pinetreg!” Mattson cdled franticdly, "I’ ve got your pay. Where are you?'
"Here me, Méttson," the half-breed’ s voice called from the darkness ahead. "Come."

Jugt as Kovidti plunged ahead, the tempo of the drums increased to a Saggering crescendo. There was a
vivid flash of lightning. A moaning in the trees became a long-drawn wail of a war whoop. Then Kovidt
heard the scream.

It was a scream of terror and of death. Kovigti recognized the haf-breed's voice. The scream ended on
ahorrid gurgle of despair. Mattson Kovigti was drawn asif by a magnet. Lightning flashed again. He saw
Johnny Pinetree—or what was left of him.

The haf-breed was brutdly dashed in death. Deegp gashes covered his whole body. Suddenly Mattson
Kovidi screamed in newborn terror. The cadence of the drums had not decreased.

Instead, the drums of death seemed besating to anew crescendo of terror. That meant their work was not
yet done! New death must come to the North Woods before the Devil’s Tomahawks could return to the
happy hunting ground with the spirits of the braves!

A BUBBLING cry burst from Kovidti’'s lips. He fdt pretty sure those drums were begting now for him.
Mattson ran like an animd that knows it has to get away. He was like the lynx trapped in the spring
freshet; like the deer fleaing the licking tongues of forest fire.

He pounded down the only road there was in the North Woods. It was a winding, two-rutted path thet
eventudly reached Sault Ste. Marie, Michigan, the city of the locks. He ran, crashing, like a frightened
moose. Only one thought besat into his brain. That was to get far, far away from the terror that stalked the



North Woods.

There was froth a the corners of Kovigti’s mouth as he ran. His heart pounded so strongly within his
chest, his pulses hammered so powerfully at his temples, that Kovidti did not at fird hear the other sound
inthe air. It was a steady, droning roar that gradudly became louder than the drums themselves. Findly,
Mattson heard it, redized that a modern airplane was drding for alanding.

Lightning flashed again, showed Kovidi a big, highrwinged monoplane. The Finn's eyes flickered oddly.
Fear was leaving those eyes now. A cold, hard determination replaced it for the moment.

He watched the bright landing lights flash on. The plane came into a tiny landing field, maintained for
Pig-iron Heller's planes.

Mattson Kovigti was suddenly smitten by the sort of impulse that makes a man fight for a cause in which
he believes. It was the sudden strength that makes a fellow willing to sacrifice his own welfare to spread
truth where that truth is sorely needed.

"If they leave that plane” Kovidi muttered, "I'll get to Doc Savage!™

The Finn's barrdl chest filled out. His head came erect. Mattson had once been a mechanic a the Sault
Ste. Marie arport. He'd once taken one of the ten-passenger Boeings used on that northern route for a
trid hop. Mattson now determined that he would go to the one person who might redly be able to help
stop the Devil’s Tomahawks!

Kovidi uttered a cry of hope as he plunged toward the tiny arfield. The thought of Doc Savage gave him
newborn srength. Even in the fastness of the North Woods, the name of the man newspapers termed a
physca phenomenon and a mentd marve was one to strike hope in the heart of an honest man; terror to
acrook. Mattson Kovidti knew more of the bronze giant than most woodsmen. The huge Finn had spent
meany long winters in northern lumber camps. In the winter nights the jack in the bunkhouse can ether
read or take part in the long-winded arguments that go on endlesdy. The Finns are not a takative race.
They ether deep or read.

A bunkhouse in the spring will yidd an amazing pile of dog-eared magezines. They are dog-eared
because every page has been read and reread a dozen times or more. It was not at dl strange tha
Mattson Kovidti knew alot about Doc Savage.

His reading had informed him that Clark Savage, Jr., was a man of herculeen strength and mentd
prowess that was a congtant source of amazement to scientists. He knew that the man of bronze, as Doc
was often called, had been trained from childhood to engage in one of the Strangest careers that had ever
befdlen any man.

He knew that Doc Savage and hisfive aids had gone to the four corners of the earth to right the wrongs
that evildoers perpetrated on innocent victims. He had read that the bronze men never accepted pay for
these things that he had a strange source of dmog illimitable wedth which he used soldy to benefit
mankind.

And, Mattson Kovigi was certain that the thing from which he fled was evil enough to be worth the
bronze man'stime and trouble.

THE plane' s motor spluttered jerkily as the pilot brought it down to a bumpy landing. The landing lights
flared againg high, whitewashed rocks that marked one edge of the landing field. The whitewashed rocks
reflected the light, throwing a pae illumination over the whole fidd.



Three figures got out of the plane. The first one was a rotund, deek-looking man. Mattson Kovidti didn't
recognize him. In the dim light, he looked well dressed and prosperous. The second figure brought a gasp
from Mattson Kovidti's lips. A pert hat scarcely concealed the bright blondness of the girl’s hair. Her
figure was trim in a neat business suit. Mattson did not need to drain his eyes in the dim light to examine
her features.

The childlike beauty and sharp, mature wit of Iris Heller were not unknown to the workers employed by
the old iron hunter. Iris was the daughter of old Fig-iron Heler, the daughter he said he did not want
saddled with the respongibility of fighting the sinister force that was raging through the North Woods.

Mattson Kovidti’'s lips spread into a smile To this girl, he was sure he could pour out the things he
believed, the things he feared. The Finn saw the tal figure of a man in flying clothes clamber out behind
Iris Heller. The three gpparently were the only occupants of the plane.

Kovidi gtarted impulsvely toward the plane. Then two things happened to hdt him. Iris spoke. Her voice
was hitter, harsh. It was unlike the gay tones he had known when she visited the wilderness of Deep Cut
Mine

“I'll change hismind," Iris snapped sharply. "He |l not leave thisthing to Mark. Mind my words, N. Nate,
I'll get theright to take over.”

"Now, now, Miss Hdler," an aily voice purred from the fat man. "Perhaps your dad knows best.
Perhaps—"

Iris Heller stamped a dainty foot.

"Perhaps nothing!" she said irritably. "Marquette Hdler didn’t even answer his summons. The Indians
have got dad terrorized.”

The girl’ s blue eyes flashed in the reflected brilliance of the landing lights.

"The Indians aren’'t going to frighten me, N. Nathan Nathaniason,” she said grimly. "And nobody is going
to stop me from fighting beside my dad.”

Mattson Kovidi groaned. He was wel out into the clearing. At the sound of the name of N. Nathan
Nathaniason, the big Finn dived for a dark dump of cranberry bushes. Now he recognized the fat man.
N. Nate was Pig-iron Heller' s atorney.

On N. Nate's ladt trip to the North Woods, Kovidi had seen him in unexplained huddles with renegade
Indians from the copper regions. He had seen furtive movements of the fat man as he emerged from
sod-and-bark hovds that housed half-breeds addicted too much to moonshine whiskey.

Kovidi burrowed deep into the conceelment of the bush. It was then that the second thing occurred
which warned him not to make his presence known.

The besting of the drums rolled down from the sky. The motor of the plane was shut off. There was a
second or so of slence. And then there were the drums, the Indian drums of death.

Ther pulsng beat was now close to the ground. It had no direction. It engulfed the dearing in which the
plane had stopped.

Chapter Il. PIG-IRON’'S MESSAGE
IRIS HELLER heard the drums. She whipped a amdl compact automatic from her handbag, strode



quickly toward the edge of the clearing. It was undoubtedly chance that brought her within haf a dozen
yards of the copse in which Mattson Kovidti burrowed for conceal ment.

Behind her strode the gaunt pilot. Behind the pilot, fa N. Nathan Nathanidson puffed like an
overworked locomotive.

"Sow down, Miss Hédller," he complained. "I an't the antelope | used to be."

IrisHeller dowed down. But N. Nate's plea apparently had little to do with it. The powerful flashlight in
her left hand flicked on. The gl was as tense as a young Indian on the hunt. The flashlight swept
methodicaly over a copse twenty yards ahead of her. In its reflection her firm jaw showed grimly.
Sowly, she brought up the automatic.

There was a scrambling noise ahead of them. The automatic blasted. But it had a short barrel, not made
for shoating at any distance. Running like a young deer, a reddish figure legped from the copse and tore
into the thickening stand of scrub pine & the edge of the cranberry bog.

N. Nathan Nathanidson squdled like a child who had suddenly met up with an ogre. The pilot, who
goparently had no part in the proceedings aside from being an ar chauffeur, gasped aoud.

Thefigure that tore through the underbrush was atdl, rangy Indian. The red man’s face was daubed with
the war paint of the Ojibways tribe. Brave's feathers decorated the deek black hair. The fleang redskin
was barefoot, clad only inloincloth. An arrow quiver and a stone tomahawk hung from a thong over his
heavy-muscled shoulders.

Asthe redskin disappeared he screamed a war whoop of defiance. Asif in answer, the drums of death
crashed forth in a new crescendo of wrath. Iris Heler and the gaunt pilot stood sde by side, saring into
the tangle of underbrush. Then the girl whirled.

The pilot frozein his tracks as if he had suddenly been turned into stone. Back behind them, toward the
arfidd, there came another awesome, chilling war whoop. It rose to a pitch of frenzy, then died dowly
into the night.

The scream that followed brought a cry of horror from Iris Heller. It was a scream of agony and terror. A
man's voice lifted in a piteous plea for mercy. The voice screamed, then died on a bubbling, gurgling note
of despair. Iris Hdler blasted into the darkness with her automatic.

Iris voice came again then. It was tense, tight with an unwillingness to believe.
"N. Nate!" thegrl cried. "N. Nate! Where are you?'

There was dlence for amoment. It was broken now only by the receding mutter of the drums. It was as
if the things had now accomplished ther avful purpose and were drifting off into the recesses of the other
world where the long-dead braves of the Ojibway tribe dwelt with the master spirit of Michabou.

There was an odor in the ar. Both Iris and the pilot noticed that. It was the earthlike amdl of the grave
that had made Kovigti scream before he had heard the plane.

Then the lightning flashed again. N. Nathan Nathanidson was nowhere to be seen. He had gpparently
vanished. The drumbest in the sky rippled in a brief rall. It was like a hollow, awesome chuckle from the
gods of evil. Iris Heller gasped.

"The Devil’s Tomahawkd" she breathed. "Why, | hadn’t redly believed in—"



An oath from the pilat interrupted her. The flash of lightning had not shown N. Nate by the cranberry
bush where he had hdted, panting. But it had showed something else to the pilot. His plane was his firg
concern, which was quite naturd. It was his liveihood.

Theflash revedled an indigtinct figure racing toward the plane. The pilot let out a roar of indignation and
tore after the apparent thief. But the runner had too much of a start. The man plunged into the cabin and
the growl of the inetia starter hummed into the ar. The motor was 4ill warm. It kicked over with a
duttering bark, that stepped up quickly into a powerful roar.

The prop bit into the night air, dragged the plane into the wind. The pilot was ill waving his ams around
in excited anger. He dmogt got hold of the rudder. His lunge for it landed him flat on his face on the
ground. Meanwhile the plane took off and bored through the night toward the east.

The pilot scrambled to hisfeet and made severa remarks he was just as glad the girl didn’'t overhear. Her
dartled scream interrupted him. It also made him forget about such trivia as thieves who sted airplanes.

IRISHELLER trembled asif a sudden attack of maaria had overcome her. The pilot, when he came up,
sent alow breath of astonishment whidling through his teeth.

N. Nathan Nathanidson lay in a pool of blood. He was dealy defined in the light from the girl’s
flashlight. From head to foot he was gashed with wicked, ugly wounds. Each wound was shaped like a
gmd| crescent moon. All the wounds bled.

A fant moan came from the fat lawyer’s lips. He opened his eyes and looked wildly into the flashlight.
Iris moved swiftly then. She tore N. Nate's shirt into strips and began bandaging the wounds.

N. Nate was so terror-gtricken his voice was little more than a thin scream of hysteria. The terror in his
voice was not something nice to hear. It had dl happened so fast that N. Nate could tdll little about it.

The war whoop, he said, suddenly seemed to surround him. Then rough hands grabbed him. Sharp
blades hacked at him, cut into his flesh. He had lost consciousness just as he heard Iris et loose with her
autometic.

"That mugt have frightened them away," he moaned. "If it hadn’t been for that, I'd be a goner.”

Iris Heller made little comment as she bound up the mgority of his wounds. There were more than fifty of
them. The pilot donated his shirt for more bandages. He shook his head and muttered about the
imposshility of the thing.

"It don't make sense" he offered. "It an't possible.”
Iris Heller finished the bandaging. She stood erect and answered quickly.

"Neither isit possible for aman to get that many wounds in the fraction of a minute she observed. "And
there haan’t been a soul in Sght except that one Indian running off in another direction.”

Swiftly, she flicked on her light. She examined every foot of the ground. There were a couple of fdlen
trees, three or four cranberry bushes. There wasn't a Sngle footprint, let done the footprints of two or
three dozen tomahawk-swinging braves. The pilot cleared his throat.

"What in tophet isit?' he managed.

Iris Heller spoke in a restrained voice.



"The Devil’s Tomahawks," she explained. "If you believe in the legends, it is a supernaturd thing. | heard
about it when | was alittle girl. Father used to laugh about those stories. But now heis dying. He sent for
me and—"

The next words came like an epithet. The gil snapped them through her teeth as if they were tainted,
poisoned things.

"For me and for Marquette Hdler!" Iris Hedler ripped.

The pilat cocked his head questioningly. He had heard the girl tdl N. Nate a few minutes before that she
would not tolerate Marquette Heller’ s taking over the investigation of the trouble in the Deep Cut didtrict.

"Who is he?' the pilot prompted. Iris Heller’s blue eyes bored into the pilot suspicioudy.

"I don't know why | should tdl you," she said flatly. "But it might do me good to let off sseam. Marquette
Hdler is hdf Ojibway. He was adopted and educated by my father’s brother, Luke Hdler. He has a
power over these Indians that isweird. Father is an antifeminig of the old school. Rather then let me take
over while heisill, he d give Mark the run of the place.”

Her voice grew hitter.

"Marquette ishdf Ojibway," she observed, "and it isthe Qjibway Indians who are causng dl this terror.”
She pulled out a ydlow telegram, handed it to the pilot. "Here" she said. "Reed that."

The telegram was addressed to Irisin Detroit. It was Sgned by Pig-iron Heller. It reed:

CANNOT LOCATE MARK. HURRY. | MUST SEE YOU BEFORE IT ISTOO LATE.
DAD.

Fa N. Nathan Nathaniason forced himsdf into a Stting position. His face was pasty-white.

"I think," he gasped weakly, "that with help | could walk. I'm afraid to Say here."

A new voice made N. Nate gasp. Iris and the pilot whirled around.

"The rotund jurisconsult,” a cultured voice announced, "displays ineffable intransigence to suffering.”

Iris swung the flashlight toward the voice. The figure she saw was 0 thin it might have been the litile man
who was't there. Only this one wasn't exactly little. He was tall, bony and unbeievably skinny. His suit
fithim asif he had gotten it from a pawnshop. A tremendous, bulging forehead gleamed in the light. But
the most incongruous thing about him for a man saking in the North Woods was the monocle.

Of unusudly thick lens, it was attached to his ill-fitting coat Igpe by a black ribbon. He blinked casudly,
not at the girl, who was worth blinking at, but a N. Nathan Nathaniason.

"Wh-what did you say?" the girl blurted.
N. Nate struggled to his feet.

"He sad that the fat lawyer refuses to let the pain get him," explained N. Nate, who knew some long
words himsdf. "Now, who in hdl is he?"

IrisHeller peered at the thin wearer of the monocle. Then she relaxed.



"Oh," she said. "It’s Little Johnny. The boys at the mine cal him that because he's so tdl.”
The skinny man bowed politely.
"Just ametdlurgica adjunct to the recovery of hematite” he explained.

While they were figuring that one out, the man whom the woodsmen and miners had dubbed Little
Johnny put his arms around the fat form of N. Nathan Nathanialson. Iris and the aviator gasped a what
happened then. With asllittle effort asif he were heaving a sack of flour, the incredibly thin man swung the
lawvyer over his shoulders. He headed back dong the road toward Deep Cut Mine, bearing his burden.

"Pedestrian activity would not be conducive to efficient recovery,” he explained, trying now to keep his
words short.

He did not need to explain that he had wandered into the North Woods a month before and been hired
by Pig-iron Heller because of his remarkable knowledge of hematite, the principa type of iron ore found
inthe northern United States. That much was known. Pig-iron was an individudist who paid off on what
workers could do, not who they were. He hadn't cared a whit what the skinny metdlurgis’s name might
have been.

Iris explained that to the aviator and to N. Nate who was getting a free ride on a mount that didn’t seem
strong enough to carry hdf hisweight.

But what Iris could not explain because she did not know, was that the gaunt men was redly one of the
fiveads of Doc Savage! When the men had dubbed him Little Johnny, they had come closer than they
redlized to hisred name,

William Harper Littlgohn was a geologit, archaeologist and biologist of renown wherever science was
discussed by its top-flight exponents. Doc Savage had sent Johnny, as he was known to his friends, into
the North Woods to find out what was causng the terror near Pig-iron Heller’s Deep Cut Minel

Doc had heard rumors of that, as he heard reports of most weird evil that went on in the world. Doc had
wanted to know what might have been discovered in that area that gave new vaue to Heller's ming
perhaps vaue that Heller himsdf did not know.

Doc had told Johnny he wanted to find out if there was some unpredicted rich source of ore that previous
invedtigations had not revealed. He told Johnny he wanted to know if that was the basic cause of the
trouble, or if the Indians were redly out of hand, for some reason of therr own.

Johnny relaxed the muscles of one eye, permitted the monocle to drop to the end of the ribbon. The
monocle was in redity a powerful magnifying glass that he used in his profession.

"I am quite baffled," the geologigt said hdf to himsdf. "The cause underlying this unseemly activity is
incomprehensble to me"

Johnny started to say something else. But he was interrupted by a white-haired man mountain whose
sheer Sze brought a gasp from the airplane pilot who was bringing up the rear.

"Igor!" Iris cried. "Thank goodness you have come.”

As the newcomer came closer to the beam of the flaghlight it could be seen that his hair was not white
with age. It was merdy an incredible blondness that would have made girls of the platinum-hair era green
with severd kinds of envy.



The man was clad in rough work-shoes and denim overals. The only touch that gave any indication of
authority was a necktie he wore in the collar of his blue denim shirt. He bowed diffly from the waist.

"Your father expected you, misress” he said. His voice was a hollow roar, like wind in the night. He
turned to Johnny.

"I see you have been of assstance,” he sad diffly. "You shdl be rewarded.” The mountain of a men
stepped forward to rdieve Johnny of his burden. Johnny staggered dightly, permitted the big man to take
N. Nathan Nathaniason. It would not do to permit the people of this North Woods to suspect him of
such unusud gtrength. 1t might cause questions he did not yet want to answer.

Iris Heller performed the feet of introducing the man now on Igor’s back to Igor. It seemed sort of glly.

"This is Igor Lakonnen, our foreman,” she said to N. Nate. "I don't beieve you've me him before,
dthough he' s been with dad for more than twenty-five years."

N. Nate grunted. "I've been on the legd end, not the mining end,” he offered. "I don’'t get up to the mine
very often.”

Igor Lakonnen started to bow again in introduction. He decided that such a procedure would be bad for
N. Nathan who would have thus been catapulted to the ground. So he gaveit up.

"Your father awaits," Igor explained. "In the house-office."

Lakonnen spoke with the diff precison of a man who has never become a ease with an adopted
language. He never spoke at dl except when it was absolutdy necessary. But then, as has been pointed
out, the Finns are redly a glent race. Iris spoke then fdteringly. It dmost seemed that she was afraid of
the answer she might get.

"Is. ..ishedl right?" she asked.

Before Igor Lakonnen could reply, a whooping ydl sounded from ahead. It seemed to come from the
squat house now dmly discernible in the gloom of night. There was a crashing of glass. Then flames shot
out from one window.

Igor put N. Nate gently down to the ground and began to run. Johnny was dready racing toward the
building. Iris and the plane pilot were close behind. Lakonnen stamped into the building, seized a fire
extinguisher from a rack as he did. The flames were confined to one corner of the room. They yielded
quickly to the stream of carbon tetrachloride from the extinguisher.

The room was dark. Iris found alight switch and snapped it. A cry of horror gurgled from her throat. The
room was a shambles. Drawers of a big desk were ripped open. Chairs were overturned. Papers were
strewn about the floor.

In one corner, beside the huge lesther couch that had been made up as a bed was the body of Pig-iron
Heller. The eyes were open, glazed. The strong lines of the iron-hunter’s face were twisted in the pain of
death. There was only a red blob where the slver hair had been.

The scap was severed from the head. Beside the body was a bloodstained tomahawk of some flinty
stone. Pig-iron Heller had been scalped in old frontier fashion!

With a strangled cry, Iris Heller raced to the gill form of her father. One outstretched hand was clenched.
A wisp of paper showed between the fingers. Her eyes wide with horror, the girl pried those fingers
apart. It seemed to be the one thing that the killer perhaps had missed.



A dngle newspaper dipping came from the dead hand of the mine owner. It was a dipping that told
something of the exploits of Clark Savage, Jr. It related that no mystery had yet been found that was too
terrifying or too baffling for the bronze man to solve.

IrisHeller stood erect. Her eyes were clear, determined.

"My father was an individudig," she said smply. "He believed in solving things in his own way. If this
thing was big enough for him to redize that he needed Doc Savage, it is certainly too big for ud"

Sowly, Iris Hdler walked toward a telephone. She moved the hook up and down dowly. She became
impeatient. Then her face went suddenly white. Her lips parted in fear.

"The phone,” she said. "It is dead."

Chapter lll. FORTRESS OF SOLITUDE

IRIS HELLER could not have known it, but it would have been impossble for her to contact Doc
Savage in any event. Another cdler was finding that out even as Iris put down the disabled phone.

Mattson Kovidi had a pretty fair working knowledge of arplane radio as well as sufficient ahility to pilot
the four-place cabin job he had appropriated.

As s00n as he took off, the barrel-chested Finn made a complete search of the plane to be certain that he
hed no stowaways. That settled to his satisfaction, he headed the ship in the direction of Detroit and gave
his attention to the radio tranamitter in the plane. He consulted alog book that he found beside the pilot’'s
seat and found the cal letters that were established for persons who might need to contact the bronze
man.

It seemed a long shot to Kovidti. The plane had a powerful tranamitter for a private ship, and he knew
that Doc's receiver would be a powerful unit. But Kovidi was uneasy. Three times he gave the cdl
letters.

"Long Tom Roberts spesking,” a voice findly came to him. "Doc Savage is hot avalable a the moment.
Can | be of assstance?"

Mattson Kovidti’s voice bubbled over with excitement. He knew that Mgor Thomas J. Long Tom
Roberts was one of the greatest dectricd engineers in exisence. He fdt sure that Long Tom Roberts
could help him get to Doc.

In a tense, breathless tone, Mattson Kovidti told Long Tom Roberts severa things about the Devil's
Tomahawks and about the terror gaking the Michigan North Woods.

"I don't know what itis™ he finished. "But if you'll tdl me how to get to Doc Savage, it'll hdp alot.”
The words that came from Long Tom made him gasp in newborn fear.

"Doc Savage isin his place of contemplation and reflection known as the Fortress of Solitude” Long
Tom informed him. "Thereis no way at the moment that | can get in touch with him."

Mattson Kovidti’s voice became frantic.
"W-what shdl | do?' he queried. "Something must be done about this thing."

"Colond John Renwick is gpeaking a the Northland Hoted in Detroit tonight,” Long Tom told him. "Doc
would want you to communicate with him. Y ou will be contacted at the Detroit city arport.”



Mattson Kovidti breathed a sgh of mixed rdief and anxiety. Some further aid could be expected from
Renny Renwick, he fdt certain. But the fact that Doc was in his Fortress of Solitude worried Kovidti. He
hed read snatches about thet retreet.

When Doc was engaged in research that demanded utmost concentration, he often flew to the hidden
edtate tucked away in the far Northland. Not even his aids knew the location of the Fortress of Solitude.
Only by prearrangement or under certain specified conditions were they to disturb Doc's operations
there.

Thet fact worried Mattson Kovidi as he tooled his ship in toward Detroit’s city airport. That and one
other thing that had suddenly occurred to him.

Radio had been asmple way for him to communicate with Doc Savage' s eighty-3xth floor office in New
York. It had been quick and efficient. But it was aso something ese.

Ordinary radio is not a private method of communication. Anyone on the proper wave length can ligen
in. Mattson Kovidi was thinking about that as he flashed on his landing lights and started the long glide
down to the concrete runway of the airport.

KOVISTI clambered out of the ship as the airport attendants rushed out. He wasn't sure whether the
ship had taken off from that airport on its trip to Degp Cut Mine. But he took no chances. He mumbled
an involved explanation about Iris Heller wanting some things in Detroit, but aso wanting the other pilot
to stay up there. Kovigti had gotten the other pilot’s name from papersin the plane.

The airport atendants seemed to take whatever Iris Heller wanted to do for granted. She had something
of a reputation as a madcap heiress who genegrdly had her way whether it was in the book of rules or
not.

The attendants took over the plane and taxied it to the hangar in which the Hellers kept it. Kovisti went
waily toward the adminigtration building. A cop passed him and Kovidti flinched. He drew adgh of rdief
thet no one was trying to arrest him for sedling the plane.

It didn’t occur to him that police activity might have been a very welcome thing. It was quite naturd for
Mattson to be concerned about bresking the law. It was dso naturd for him to grow impatient when
there was no one a the airport to meet him. Long Tom had said he’ d be contacted there.

Maitson looked at the clock in the adminidration building. It was after two in the morning.
"HdlI!" he exclamed. "I bet Renny Renwick went out to do the hot spots after his lecture.”
Kovidi fidgeted for three or four more minutes. Then he hailed a cab.

"If a big mournful-looking guy islooking for me, tdl him I’ ve gone to his hotdl,” Kovigti said, and gave the
darter his name. Mattson considered that remark sufficdently cryptic. That is, he did until the cab was
hafway into the center of the city. Then he began to worry. Someone might try to follow him.

So Kovidti did a quite naturd thing. He told the driver to go around Grand Circus a couple of times. Then
he told him to drive to the Statler. There, Kovidti paid off his cab. He went in one set of swinging doors,
crossed the lobby and went out into the other street.

Hugging the wadls of buildings, Kovigi made his way to Michigan Avenue and findly to the Northland
Hotd. He noticed vagudly that aternate street lights had been turned out. It was an ordinary procedure to
save municipa dectricity when bright lights are not needed. But what happened next was not ordinary. It
was S0 unordinary that life insurance companies did a rushing business for several weeks.



Kovidi crossed the Street toward the Sde entrance. It was a wide street. When the big Finn reached
aoproximately the center, every light in that section of the city went out. The lights in the hotel itsdf were
suffed out like a giant candle.

Then came the steady pulsing of the drums. The Indian drums of death swooped down in the night upon
the modern city! Into the stone and asphdt canyons made by modern man came the legendary deeth
supposedly buried years ago with the master spirit of Michaboul

Maitson Kovidti screamed. He began to run. He could not see what direction he was taking in the
blackness. Suddenly he sumbled. It was as if he had been tripped. The big Finn's scream turned to a
scream of mortd pain, of anguish unbdievable. It ended in gurgling submisson, and then there was
Slence

Down the street a policeman’s nightstick pounded on the sdewalk. Footsteps dapped down the Strest.
"Clancy! Oh, Clancy!" one cop bellowed. "Whet the devil isit? What' s that awful smdl?’

It was the amdl that most people talked about afterward. Newspaper reporters tried to describe it. Then
they gave it up and sad it was undescribable. It was a horrid, gravelike stench that made one think of
shrouds long benesth the ground. It was the suggestion of terror that came with it that could not be
described. It was smply there.

Mattson Kovigti was very dead when lighting service was restored. The aternate street lights that had
been cut out snce midnight came on firs. They were on a separate circuit. A police dectrician found that
amain fuse had been shorted to darken the rest of the lights

All of that was understandable, quite within the conception of modern man.

The fifty tomahawk wounds that had spelled degth for Mattson Kovidti, however, were something ese
entirely.

THE cop who had yedled for Clancy was mopping cold perspiration from his forehead as Renny legped
from a taxi. Renny had missed Kovidi at the airport by less than a dozen minutes Had he found him
there, he would have advised a quick take-off and a return to the North Woods.

Renny stood and looked at the torn thing that had been Mattson Kovigti. He baled one huge fig and
amote his other pam. The fig seemed as big as a quart milk bucket.

The cop who stood beside Renny patted him gently on one arm. The cop thought Kovigi must be some
close rdative. He had never seen such a mournful look on any face. He didn’'t know that Renny’s long,
puritanica face dways looked like that.

None the less, Renny was extremdy perturbed. Death was horrible, and this was worse than most he
hed seen. Also, it posed another problem.

"Holy cow!" Renny rumbled in a voice like a bear in a cavern. "Thisisterrible.”

Renny nodded as the cop suggested quick arrangements for an undertaker. Sowly, the big-fisted giant
strode into the Northland Hotdl. Renny had addressed a convention of marine engineers in that hotel in
the evening. Later, he had ingpected some of the intricate power plants of nearby automobile factories
with his hosts. That was why he had been late in hearing from Long Tom in New York. Renny was one
of the most important engineersin the professon. He paused as he turned the corridor toward his room.
Idly, he beat hisfig againg the wall.



Padter fdl to the floor and a great dent appeared in the wall.
"Hdy cow!" Renny growled. "I must be more upset than | redized.”

It was one of Renny’s few boasts that there wasn't an oak door made that he couldn’t split with a Sngle
blow of either of hisgigantic figs. Taking care not to swing his fig again, Renny let hmsdf into his room.
Idly, he scooped up his phone and caled New Y ork. Long Tom answered.

Renny spoke rapidly and in a loud, booming voice. He had no worries about anyone eavesdropping on
the conversation. The big engineer spoke in Mayan, the ancient, dmogt extinct, tongue of Centra
America. There were probably not hdf a dozen white men in the so-called avilized world asde from
Doc and his aids who understood thet tongue.

Mayan was the language of the Republic of Hidago, deep in the hills of Centrd America. Hiddgo was
a0 the secret source of the amazing wedth of the bronze man. At a certain time each week, a Mayan
ligened in on a certain wave length. If he heard the agreed-upon sgnd, a pack train of gold would start
immediatdy for the coast.

Doc had a peculiar right to that gold. It covered a part of his adventurous background of which he
seldom spoke.

When Renny put down the phone, hislong, puritanica face looked grimmer than ever. The grimness now
was not of sorrow, but of anticipation of action. In his own way, Renny was beginning to enjoy the
thought of coming to grips with the thing that was bringing terror and degth to northern Michigan.

Long Tom had agreed with him that the incident which had occurred was of sufficent import to warrant
intruding on Doc Savage' s olitude. He agreed that such a possible occurrence was the reason Doc had
equipped Renny with a means of communicating with him,

Renny had been ingructed to remain in Detroit, close to northern Michigan until the bronze men returned
or until something happened that warranted communication.

Renny turned toward a square box that was on the floor. He leaned over and adjusted severa knobs.
The device was an advanced televisor, fa beyond the scope of any that had been introduced
commercidly. When contral of televison wave lengths had been decided, when the new device could be
offered without jeopardizing the time and money riva experimenters had expended, Doc intended to
release his new tdevisor impartialy, and not for his own profit.

A crackling sound came from the cabinet. The glass top began to glow, at fird faintly, and then more
grongly. A completdly new theory permitted it to operate without either antenna or coaxid cable
connections.

A face began to materidize on the glass-paneled top. The glow of the televisor screen was not greenish
or distorted, asin the ordinary machine. It conveyed natura colors with a darity that was remarkable. It
was as much without distortion in visua transmisson as the new frequency-modulation radio isfor voice.

Before the face materidized, Renny heard Doc Savage's voice. The tones were quiet, wdl modulated,
but with a compelling force that was difficult to understand.

"I have been expecting you to communicate with me" Doc said Smply. "Tdl me what you have learned.”

As Renny spoke, he watched the clear image of Doc Savage appear on the glass screen. It was a face
no one could have forgotten. The complexion was of deep bronze. The jaw was srong and firm. Doc’s
hair, like ametdlic cap, was just adightly darker shade of bronze than his skin.



But it was the eyes that were the mogt arresting. They were like pools of flake-gold stirred congantly by
tiny winds. They possessed a penetrating, dmogt hypnotic, quality which was quite digurbing to persons
whose consciences were troubled.

Renny quickly told Doc what he had seen and what Mattson Kovisti had told Long Tom by plane radio.
That consisted of Kovidti’s account of the killing of Johnny Pinetree and of the illness of Pig-iron Heller.
Kovidi did not know about his desth. He knew about the ariva of Iris Heler and N. Nathan
Nathaniason, and had told Long Tom of that.

Renny told the bronze man of the strange, terrible death that had overtaken Kovidi and of the horrible
grave-like odor that had filled the air when the Devil’s Tomahawks descended.

An eerie, weird trilling sound filled Renny’s hotel room when he told about that. It didn’t sartle the big
engineer. He knew that musicd, tundess sound was an unconscious reection of the bronze man to a
problem that aroused his interest, or to a circumstance that momentarily baffled him.

"I have been invedigating certain reported manifestations of the returned power of the dead,” Doc said. "l
hed hoped that they might have some bearing on the Devil’s Tomahawks."

Doc was slent for a moment. Then he gave swift orders.

"Contact Monk and Ham," he directed. "Also find out from Johnny his latest information on the vaue of
Hdler'siron ore. | will communicate with you within two hours.

Chapter IV. DOUBLE DISASTER

IN dl probability, the most unhgppy man on the shores of Lake Superior that fine summer morning was
Brigadier Generd Theodore Marley Brooks. To the world & large, Theodore Marley Brooks was one
of the most astute lawyers that Harvard had unleashed upon an unsuspecting world.

To those who knew him well, or to persons who could outrun him, he was normdly known as Ham.
Lieutenant Colond Andrew Blodgett Monk Mayfar, one of the world's leading indudrid chemids,
referred to him as a fashion-plate shyster and a disgrace to mankind. It was true that the dender-waisted
Ham was one of the world's best-dressed men. Ham heard Monk coming behind him across the
campfire clearing. Ham groaned and shut his eyes. He didn't even want to look at the beautiful sunrise
across Lake Superior.

Ham was resplendent, as usud, even in his fishing togs. The latest thing in waders incased his feet and
legs The waterproof extra-heavy broadcloth breeches were the last thing in style. The jacket, with smart
pockets, was the nobbiest thing histallor could devise. Bright trout flies were stuck in the band of his soft
fdt hat.

A high, piping voice dhrilled a fisherman’'s song. Ham Brooks shuddered vishly, tossed his cigarette into
the lake.

"Hiya, shyger," the high voice greeted. "You don't look so good this morning.”

Ham groaned again. "Go ‘way, you missng link,” he moaned. "'l don’t want to look at you. Not ever."
Monk’s voice took on a childlike tone. He sounded hurt.

"And after dl I’ ve done to become worthy of you?' Monk protested. "You just an't grateful.”

Ham groaned and opened his eyes. He shut them again quickly. He just couldn’t do it. Two weeks of this



hed driven him to the point of violence.

Monk strode to the campfire and stirred the embers under the coffegpot. Monk lived up to his nickname.
Furry hands dangled down to his knees. A smdl nubbin of a head was surmounted by reddish bristles, as
was most of his entire body. Monk walked with ardling gait that seemed to belong in the treetops. Ham
often sad it did.

Ham put one hand before his eyes. Cautioudy, he squinted between two fingers. Then he groaned anew
and fled into the woods.

Monk Mayfar on this trip looked like a huge anthropoid ape who was imitaing a Royd Canadian
Mountie, a dude cowboy and an dectric welder. All a once. It was driving Ham crazy.

Monk’s jacket was a flaming red. The pants, waterproof and tucked in waterproof boots of a
bright-ydlow hue, were shaggy and brilliant green. Ham's voice yeled & him from the woods.

"If you take that danged hat off," he shouted, "I might come back. There isn't a mosquito dive that could
penetrate that hide of yours™

This was quite probably true. But Monk wore a hat that was a gadget to end dl gadgets. It had a
removable visor, a screen that tucked into the neck and could be made waterproof by application of a
patented ail. A cocky orange-colored fegther was fastened jauntily to one side.

"G'wan, get some wood, you ex-fashion plate”” Monk grunted. "There's nothing wrong with my taste in
clothes"

Monk was grinning broadly. He'd had Ham dl to himsdf for two weeks. And the clothes Monk had
decked himsdf with had brought the sartoridly excdlent Ham to a point of gpoplexy. Monk chuckled
softly and went about preparing breskfast.

PRESENTLY the lavyer came back with an amful of wood. There was a new gleam in his eyes. He
told himsdf that the time had come to turn the tables on the hairy chemist. Monk had been having too
good atime. Ham noticed out of the corner of his eye the figure in resplendent red jacket squatting at the
edge of the lake. The dapper lawyer grinned. He didn’'t even fly into a rage when he saw Habeas Corpus
stretched out on Ham's blanket roll. Habeas was an odd-looking pig with long legs and ears that were
probably meant to fly with. Habeas was Monk’s pet, a constant source of annoyance to the lawyer.

Sedthily, Ham crept upon the porker. A cold bath in the lake, he opined, would do the pig no harm.
And it would make Monk mad enough to fight. The pig snored gently. Ham extended a hand. Then he
swore.

"Jugt you dare lay a hand on me, you empty lawbook!" a gill voice came from the pig. "Judt you dare
and I'll pin your ears flat againg your head!"

Ham legped erect. Monk’ s ventriloguism with the pig was the last straw.
"Dang you!" he screamed. "Her€' s where you get yourd"

The dapper lawyer flung himsdf toward the stooped figure a the shore. He plunged in a flying block,
All-American style, caught the geudily garbed figure squardly in the buttocks. There was a tremendous
gplash and a sudden barking of surprise and anger.

Thefigure that emerged |ooked enough like Monk to have been his twin. But it wasn't Monk. The hary
chemig was behind Ham and doubled up with mirth. Tears rolled down Monk’s cheeks. His voice was



weak from laughter.
"Dunked your own fool pet!" he panted in glee. "l dways said you wasn't very smart.”

Thefigure Monk had dressed in a spare ouitfit of his gaudy clothes was Chemidtry, a what-is-it Ham had
picked up in a South American jungle years before. He was some kind of a stunted ape or gaorilla

Ham straightened dowly. There was murder in his eye as he moved across the clearing.

"You hary mistakel" he snapped, "I don’t know why Doc ever sent me up to this jumping-off place with
you. But | do know that I’'m going to cut you down to your knees right now. You can wak on the
Sumps”

Ham reached for a dender cane which he was seldom without. It was in redity an efficient sword-cane.

Monk laughed gesfully and started for the woods. He knew he could outrun Ham. Then he stopped.
Ham Brooks dropped his cane. The perpetua quarrel was suddenly forgotten as if it had not existed at
dl.

A coughing sound came from a huge birch-bark canoe pulled up on the shore. Then a voice rumbled. It
was a booming, bearlike voice.

"Remy cdling,” the voice roared. "Cdling Monk and Ham. Monk and Ham, et me know you are
contacted.”

The two men rushed to the canoe. Ham got there fird.
"O. K., Remny," he said into a microphone. "Monk and Ham reporting. What's up.”

"Go to the shore five miles from Deep Cut foundry. Wait by a smdl creek there for indructions from
Doc. Meanwhile do not trust any strangers you may encounter.”

Renny signed off. Monk turned excitedly toward Ham.

"Geawnhilikerd" Monk grunted. "There must have been something to that Devil’s Tomahawk Suff, after
al”

"I hope the thing gets you," Ham observed sourly. "If it can, I'm dl for it."
Monk grabbed hisarm. "Ligen," he said. "What's that?*

The sound was a high-powered motor running at top speed. Presently they saw the speedboat, hurling
goray and solid water in agreat V from its bow.

THE powerful motor dowed. The roar became a sputter. The boat dropped down off the step and idled
in close to shore. The lake dropped off sharply here. There was dmost no beach.

Thefigurein the boat struggled with goggles, ripped off a leather hdmet. Bright blond hair waved in the
morming breeze.

"Jehashaphat!" Monk blurted. "A pippin!”

Monk dived into the smdl tent at the edge of the dearing. When he emerged he was not wearing the red
jacket or the queer-looking hat. Ham doubted out loud that he looked any better.



"Monk Mayfar and Ham Brooks," the girl caled. "I’'m Iris Heller. I’ ve come to get you!"
Monk and Ham exchanged glances.
"Might be O. K.," Monk whispered. "She sure looks dl right.”

Monk’s particular weakness was pretty girls. Ham surveyed the girl sourly. He spoke to Monk in
Mayan.

"Renny told us not to trust anyone," he reminded.

"Word came through Doc Savage,” the girl called. "It’'s about the Devil’s Tomahawks."
Monk grabbed his blanket rall, hurled it into the big birch-bark canoe.

"Hdl!" he said. "If that thing’s after her, I'm goin’ to stop it."

Ham was more cautious. He hedd Monk by one arm.

"WEIl see you at the sted mill," he told the girl. "We have important things to do."

Iris Heller was plainly nettled. She was a gifl who was accustomed to having her whims obeyed. Her pert
nose tilted in the air.

"You'll be sorry," she said crypticaly. The speedboat motor burdt into life again. Spray sheeted from the
bow. The boat headed eastward toward the ralling mill that fronted the lake, a mile or more from Deep
Cut Mine.

Monk was mad.
"Evey time | meet a good-looker," he grumbled, "you have to spail it."
"A close look a you would spail it, anyway,” Ham observed. "Let’s get going.”

Few words were spoken as they broke camp. Soon everything was stored in the canoe. The two pets
were placed in the center. Habeas nipped Chemidry in the rump and started a lively fight. That quieted,
Doc's two aids shoved out into the lake.

"Well paddle,” Ham said shortly. "It's only five miles across.”

Monk started to reply, but a droning noise interrupted him. At firs he thought it was the speedboat
coming back. Then he saw the plane. They didn't pay much atention to it a first. Suddenly the staccato
rattle of a machine gun split the air. Sugs splashed into the water.

Monk reached behind him, yanked at a lever. The canoe shot ahead with a speed that was unbeievable.
The canoe was equipped with a chemicd rocket propulson of Monk’s invention. It could travel a an
incredible pace for miles

The chemig steered a zigzag course, tried to shake the plane. But even with the rocket propulson, the
canoe was no match for the arcraft. The dugs came closer, then ripped through the birch-bark. There
was a minor exploson within the gunwales of the canoe. Then it sank, disappeared from the surface of
the cold lake. Lake Superior is only a few degrees above freezing even in the summer. There was ardl
chance that a svimmer could livein those waters. Above the canoe only afew pieces of wreckage could
be seen drifting.



The plane swung off, dipped onewing as it passed over a point on the nearby shore. Then the speedboat
returned. Blond Iris Heller was not a the whed this time. There was only a fat, thuglike man in the
cockpit. The fa man puffed at a big, black cigar. He swung the speedboat back and forth, apparently
looking for survivors.

Suddenly there was a detonation that shook the very trees on the shore. The speedboat became a solid
sheet of flame. It literdly disntegrated, blown to splinters by some terrible force of exploson.

The detonation echoed dong the rocky shore. Then there was nothing but oil and wreckage floating on
the caAm surface of the lake.

Chapter V. A TRAP FOR DOC

IT was gx thirty in the morming when three sharp, high notes emitted from the televisor cabinet in the
corner of Renny’s hotd room. They were sgnds calculated to awaken the big engineer if he should have
fdlen adeep.

Renny was not adeep. He was waiching the televisor carefully. Renny turned the reception dids to
maximum pitch and waited the few seconds that were necessary to warm up the machine. Then he

spoke.
"Renny, Doc," he said. "I have some information.”

Doc's voice came in Mayan. His features appeared in the glass screen on the top of the televisor. He
wore aflyer's hdmet.

"Speak in Mayan," Doc advised in that language. "Tdl me what you have learned.”

"Ins Hdler cdled," Renny informed the bronze man. "Long Tom relayed her cdl back from New York.
Her father was murdered and she took a speedboat to Sault Ste. Marie to make the cal. The mine
phone wires were cut."

Doc's trilling exclamation of surprise came through the receiver in eerie tones. Renny anticipated his
thoughts.

"Yeeh," he rumbled, "cutting a phone wire is hardly the act of an Indian’s ghost.”
Doc’s tones in guttural Mayan interrupted.

"We do not know enough about this thing yet to form any conclusons,”" the bronze man warned. "Keep
your mind open to any impressons that you may get. What did you tdl the gil?'

"Nothing," Renny answered. "She said two men who looked like descriptions of Monk and Ham were
fishing up the lake. | told her Monk and Ham hadn’t told me where they were going when they left New
York."

Tha much was true, though Renny had subsequently learned something of Doc’s plans with those two
ads. Renny told Doc he had contacted the two but that he had not heard from Johnny.

"Take the morning plane to Sault Ste. Marie" Doc ingructed. "Get informetion there on the persons |
mentioned to you before | left New York. Keep your portable short-wave receiver with you. And keep
in pogition to contact meif you can.”

Doc dgned off. Renny dided a loca number and got the president of a big armored-car concern. The
televisor cabinet would be intrusted to them until he or Doc returned to pick it up. While he waited for



the arriva of the guards, he tried to form some idea of what they were going to face in the North Woods.

Renny knew Doc had been interested in the firdt reports of the return of the Devil’s Tomahawks. The
bronze man was dways interested in apparent manifestations of spirit control and supernaturd influences.
Doc had exploded the dams of many fakes by his careful scientific invesigations.

But Renny aso knew that there were many evidences of Yogi thought projection for which science had
not provided an adequate explanaion. He knew that there were incidents of control after death in the
voodooism of the Haitians that had merdy been denied, not explained. The Hindus and the Buddhist
Lamas of Tibet have been known to perform feats that wise men have not been able to laugh away.

Renny knew it was easy to say that it just couldn’t be. He dso knew that such a smple formula was not
an adequate explanation. Two things brought Renny out of his reverie. The fird was a scratching noise
behind one wall of his room. The second was the arivd of the armed guards to take custody of the
televisor.

The second incident prevented Renny’s invedtigation of the fird. That interference undoubtedly atered
severd things that were to happen. Renny could not see that there was a man in the white coat and
trousers of a doctor in the room next to his

The"doctor" had the projections of a stethoscope in his ears. There was a "patient” on the bed. But the
doctor was not usng the stethoscope on the patient.

He held it tight againg the wal of Renny’s room!

THE man in the doctor’ s uniform had a peculiar-looking face. Close scrutiny showed it to be some sort
of aplastic mask. Presently he ripped the stethoscope from his ears.

"No more conversation,” he grated. "We might as well set thingsin mation.”

The man on the bed nodded, but did not speak. Those had apparently been his ingtructions. The man in
the plastic mask picked up the phone. He asked for a number in a amdl town on the banks of the S
Clar River, fifty miles away. When he got it he asked only one question.

"Did you get it?. . . Good."

The doctor wrote rgpidly on adip of paper. Then he cdled another number in Ecorse, famed rum-runner
hangout of the prohibition days. He asked there the same question. His grunt of satisfaction indicated that
the answer there was just as good.

Then the man in white whipped out a map of Canada. He did some fast figuring, drew a triangle between
three points. Two of them were the locations he had called.

Histhird cdl was not to ask questions. It was locd.

"Hereit is, Dutch," he gritted into the phone. He reded off a gring of figures and directions. Then he
concluded with: "Step on it, now. If you miss, you're through.”

The doctor hung up the phone then. Quickly, he stripped off the white disguisng clothes. He did not
remove the mask.

"O. K., get up," he ordered the man on the bed. ™Y ou're through being a patient. | don't care who butts
innow. Let'sgo."



The two left the hotel with light hand baggage. The recent doctor haled a cab, told the driver to take
them to the city airport. During the six-and-a-haf-mile drive through early moming traffic, no word was
spoken. They got out at the airport and strode into the adminigtration building.

Indinctively, the "doctor” ducked behind a partition when he saw the big man buying tickets for Sault Ste.
Marie. Then he laughed mirthlesdly. He mugt be more careful not to react like that, he told himsdf. After
dl, Renny hadn’t seen him.

BIG-FISTED Remny was, in fact, watching the man in the mask. The engineer hddd a map before his
face. But he was sudying the plastic mask in the reflection of a highly polished plainum ring that was
designed to act as atiny mirror.

Renny had not seen the man before. But his sharp eyes detected the fact that the queer features were a
mask. Any fdlow traveler who was conceding his identity was of interest to Renny. But there was aso
another passenger concerning whom he had a considerable speculation.

The other man, who had just bought a ticket for the Soo, as Sault Ste. Marie is generdly known, was
young and draight of build. He was handsome in a dark sort of way. His eyes were cod-black, his
cheekbones high and the nose thin and just dightly hooked. They were Indian features to one who knew
the North Woods.

Renny had seen the man at the meeting he had addressed the night before. Marquette Heller was a name
that was becoming known among mining engineers. The young haf-white, haf-Indian descendant of an
Ojibway chieftain was becoming a metdlurgist of considerable note for his tender years.

Renny had liked the man when they were introduced. Mark Hdler had a friendly manner and the curious
interest of a student. Renny had discounted the dight reticence in his manner as the nature of one in
whose veins coursed the blood of proud chieftains. The primitive red man's own counsd had to guide
himin the battle againgt the wilderness.

Renny thought of those things as he followed the others to the plane. The plane was full and there was
little choice of seats. It just chanced that Renny was seated across from the man with the plastic mask.
Marquette Hedler was diagondly across and ahead of him.

The ten-passenger Boeing took the ar like a graceful bird. Renny settled himsdf comfortably to forget his
problems while they werein the air. That was until he saw the two big bombers without inggnia. The big,
two-motor ships cut across the path of the transport. Then they dipped ther wings Each ship dipped
once, asif in salute. Then they headed north, motors wide open and roaring.

RENNY had a sudden sensation of having been dugged vidently in the pit of the ssomach.

The big-fisted engineer did not know the location of Doc Savage's Fortress of Solitude. He did know
that it was somewhere in the Far North. And he knew that two bombers had no business being in the ar
without inggnia

Thething that most startled Renny was the presence of bombsin the racks of both of the big ships.

"Hdy cow!" Renny rumbled in excitement. "Two unmarked bombers heading northeast! And they're
loaded!"

Renny had been absorbed watching the two bombers. It was severd seconds after he had seen that odd
wing salute that he again examined the occupants of the plane. The masklike festures of the man across
from him told him nothing. Marquette Heller was watching the bombers. He turned, and Renny saw his



face. With the inscrutability of the Indian, Marquette stared out of the other window, apparently seeing
nothing.

Renny’s gaze returned to the man in the plastic mask. Suddenly, Renny’s heart jumped in his throat. A
sheet of paper had dipped, unobserved, from the masked man's lap. Renny could see that it was a map.
A penciled triangle could be seen on the map.

Doc’s ad made out the name beside one corner of that triangle. 1t was Ecorse. A line ran from there up
the St. Clair River. The other two sides of the triangle converged in far northern Canada. There was one
word penciled there.

It was Savage. The masked man had drawn aline through the name!

Renny legped to his feet with aroar. He understood the set up now. While Doc had been spesking from
the Fortress of Solitude, radio triangulations had been taken from two widespread points with radio
direction finders. The exact location of Doc’ s tranamitting outfit was thus easy to locate.

Big Renny growled in redization as he slamped up the aide. The stewardess rose from a front seat to
check his progress. Renny quickly showed her an identification card. He and other of Doc's ads held
honorary posts in the Civil Aéronautics Authority of the Department of Commerce. The stewardess
attitude changed quickly. Without a word, she produced a key and opened the rear door of the pilot’'s
compartment.

Renny charged in and began to ydl at the startled pilot. In the same ingant, he thrugt his identification
card before the flier.

"Go after those two bombers," Renny ordered. "And give me your radio. I'll have an army sguadron on
the way in ajiffy."

The pilot swung the Boeing around and headed north. His co-pilot handed Renny a microphone. In that
ingant, a booming roar blatted from behind Renny’s ear. The microphone shattered and fdl apart.

The masked man stood behind Renny with a big .45 automatic in his hand. A second shot bellowed out
and the plan€' s radio transmitter split. The masked one spoke in a disguised voice, asif he had marblesin
his mouth.

"You will head back on your regular course”" he ingtructed. "You will make a forced landing in a fidd
near Hint that | shal point out to you."

The man paused, chuckled harshly.
"Doc Savage will be disposed of," he gritted. "That much is essentid to our plan.”

He glanced over his shoulder. The move had been so sudden that no other passengers had had any
opportunity to interfere. Thelittle man who had been a "patient” in the hotd room stood at the rear of the
cabin. He menaced other passengers with a black automeatic.

"One move out of any of you," the man with the plastic mask rasped, "and I'll plug the pilot."

His eyes glittered fiercdly as he looked out of the window at the tiny specks that were loaded bombers
heading for Doc Savage' s Fortress of Solitude.

Chapter VI. A WORTHLESS GOAL
THE two unmarked bombers droned into the cler morning air of Canada. They roared over the



low-lying Laurentian Mountains, into the subarctic area of Hudson Bay.

A G-man with good memory would have recognized both of those pilots. The men looked not undike.
Thar faces were hard and brutal. Scars crisscrossed ther features.

In prohibition days both of them had become wel known as aéria bootleggers. One of them had later
become involved in an air kidnaping that spread across the front pages of the nation’'s newspapers. This
one was the leader. His name was Dutch Scorvitch.

The map between his knees was marked in triangulaion exactly as was the mgp that Renny had seen in
the transport plane. Where Doc’ s name was penciled on the map was the location of hisradio tranamitter
when he talked with Renny.

Dutch grunted in satisfaction. He spoke into a low-power tranamitter. It was a trangmitter designed to
carry only far enough to keep in contact with the other plane.

"Hit twelve thousand," he rasped. "Get above the clouds. WE I be therein thirty minutes”

Dutch hung just below cloud leve so he could keep visud contact with the ground. He frequently used a
pair of extremely high-powered binoculars. After afew moments he began to grow excited.

"Boy!" he gloated into the mike. "Our names will go down in higtory. If we find the bronze guy now, we
can't muff it."

Then he let out a yowl, grabbed up the binoculars again. He studied something through them. Then his
voice dropped to an expectant whisper.

"It sDoc!" he breathed into the microphone. "There an't another ship like it in the world. Follow orders
to the letter.”

Dutch knew his airplanes. Doc's custom-built superspeed two-motor transport was unlike any other ship
inthe world. Dutch had long hoped he would some day be able to finish the bronze man's career for him.
He had closdy studied every ship Doc Savage owned. In the air-kidnaping case, which Doc had helped
unravel, Dutch had nearly gone to the chair.

Dutch began dropping dtitude, dill staring through the binoculars. At last he was entirdy satisfied. He
grunted into the mike.

"The bronze guy’s a the gtick," he croaked. "Here | go."

Dutch headed his plane straight toward Doc' s big transport. The crook squeezed a control lever and two
wing machine guns cut loose with a suttering roar. Dutch used tracer bullets. White streaks of smoke
shot past the bronze man's plane. Sugs ripped into the wings. Immediately Doc's ship began to zigzag.
The powerful motors burst into full life, whipped the huge ship forward at far greater speed then the
bomber possessed.

It appeared that the bronze man dected to fight, rather than use his superior speed to get away. The big
plane maneuvered into a pogtion to pour machine-gun dugs from fixed guns into Dutch’'s plane. Dutch
barrdl-rolled his ship, came back in from the side. The scarred crook forced the fight, dared the full
power of Doc Savage' s guns.

Then Dutch laughed out loud. It was a hard, sneering laugh. Doc’s plane was maneuvered into such a
position that the pilot could not possibly see the clouds above and behind the big transport.



And out of those clouds there now dropped, like an avenging bullet, the other bomber that had been
concealed. The bomber screamed through the air in a full power dive. Dutch had carried a fight to keep
his enemy fully occupied. He chortled with glee as he saw the carefully planned maneuver work.

The other bomber screaming in the power dive was an attack bomber. Lead poured from twin wing
mechine guns. Then the pilot released light bombs. Slugs and bombs tore into the skin of Doc’s heavy
plane. The big transport staggered, burst into flames and plummeted to the pine forest below. It crashed
inaclearing.

Dutch circled, watched carefully to be sure no living figure escaped from that pyre. Then the ex-kidnaper
and rumrunner began to drop bombs sysematicaly upon the wreckage. He flew as low as he dared,
insuring the complete demalition of the bronze man’s ship.

Dutch was not taking any chances. He desired to report that Doc Savage was, without any vestige of
error, one very dead menace to the underworld.

"It sdone," Dutch findly croaked. "The bronze man an’'t goin’ to be no more trouble to nobody."
Dutch performed an outside loop with his bomber, just to show how good he felt.

BUT it happened that Dutch's mentd attitude toward his hedth was based on illuson. If the scarred
crook could have seen the indde of a speed plane a dozen or so miles away his sdf-confidence would
have vanished.

The speed plane was nearly dl motor. It bored through the ar in the generd direction of Lake Huron.
The plane had only one occupant. The man was bronze-skinned, bronze-haired and had eyes of
flake-gold that tirred restlesdly.

Doc Savage was so perfectly proportioned that he did not seem to be the giant that he was except when
compared with other objects of known sze. Doc lay flat on his back now in the cabin of his speed ship.
The bronze man went through motions that would have brought a casud onlooker to entertain doubts
concerning his sanity.

Doc was indulging in the two-hour routine of exercise which he never neglected. The exercise routine
was probably one of the strangest in the world. No career imaginable, except the bronze man’s, would
have caled for such complex training.

It induded a series of muscular exertions performed so drenuoudy that they spread a sheen of
perspiration over his great frame. Then Doc used an dectric tuning scale to register a series of sound
waves above and below those audible to a normd ear. Doc could hear—and could create—sounds that
are normdly known only to certain animas.

Doc tested a wide assortment of odors concentrated in tiny test tubes. This kept his olfactory organs at
top notch. He then read pages of Brallle printing, the raised dots through which the blind see the world in
which they live This kept Doc’s sense of touch what it should be.

There were many other anglesto the routine. All of the steps were highly scientific.

Doc sat up then and began to speak into a peculiar sort of a dictgphone. The device recorded
magneticdly on a highly senstized sted tape indead of an ordinary wax cylinder. It was a sysem of
recording Doc sometimes used when danger was suffidently great. If anything should happen to the
bronze man, there were certain things his aids would need to know to carry on.

"Hew five hundred miles from Fortress of Solitude for second contact with Renny,” Doc dictated.



"Contacted by radio-tdevisor from transport plane. Assumed triangulation would be made, so sat
trangport on robot control to go into battle maneuvers when penetrated by bullets. Placed dummy figure
a the gtick.”

Doc paused. Then: "Teevisor in speed plane showed Dutch Scorvitch at stick of leading bomber. Trace
Dutch immediatdy—"

An excited voice roared from a radio loud-speaker to interrupt Doc Savage. The voice was that of
Renny.

"Long Tom. Long Tom a New York," Renny boomed. "I cannot receive. Usng throat microphone.
Long Tom, stand by and be ready to move indantly.

"Am in Boeing transport making forced landing near Hint. Gang leader has plagtic mask. Has been
goparently friendly with Mark Heller. Cannot tdl whether it is genuine or not. Am cdling from washroom
to conced conversation.”

Doc’s eyes whirled strangely as he listened to the report. Renny was taking on a wave length on which
both Doc and Long Tom would be tuned in. Renny used what is known as a throat microphone. Tiny in
Sze, the thing was conceadled beneath the collar of his throat. It picked up voice vibrations through the
skin. It is of a type used on some airlines. But Renny had no equipment with him to receive messages.
Doc had earlier heard Renny comment on the two bombers sduting the transport plane.

"The gang leader got radio word that Doc is dead,” Renny boomed. The dtrain in the big engineer’s voice
was plain. It was asif Renny didn’t believe the report, but feared that it might be true. "Monk and Ham
are d <o reported killed in ther canoe,” Renny added.

Renny told Long Tom that they were drding an emergency airfidd preparatory to landing. He described
the fidd and gave its location.

Doc Savage legped to the tranamitter of the speed plane. He made no attempt to get Long Tom. Doc
cdled the chief of police of Hint, Michigan. He spoke tersdy for a few minutes. Then he shut off his
trangmitter.

If that chief lived up to his reputation as a law-enforcement officer, the man in the plastic mask would
have a rendezvous he did not expect.

DOC shifted his course dightly then. He headed for a spot on the south shore of Lake Superior, many
miles above Whitefish Point. Doc set the course and let the machine fly under automatic control as he
sudied a typewritten report.

A low, trilling sound filled the cabin of the plane as Doc read the typewritten words. It was an eerie
manifestation of bafflement on the part of the bronze man.

After amoment, Doc turned on his trangmitter again. Thistime he got Long Tom. He spoke in Mayan. A
bleat of surprise and gloom came from Long Tom at the sound of Doc's voice. Doc Savage cautioned
him quickly to let no one know he was il dive.

"I cannot contact Renny," Doc told Long Tom. "And | had been unable to raise Monk and Ham. Johnny
may be under suspicion by now, so | want you to take his prdiminary report.”

"All right," Long Tom said. "L et her go."
"The qudity of ore ddivered to the blasting furnaces from Deep Cut Mine" Doc stated through the



microphone, "isin my opinion of such inferior grade that even a war boom in sted will not make mining
operations show a profit.

"As Clergue later discovered after promoting ore fidds in the mid-country area of Canada, the pockets
are scattered and the difficulties of mining so great that only an operation loss can result.”

Long Tom blurted into the radio, "What is dl the trouble about if the ore’'s no good? Could Johnny be
wrong?'

"I scarcely think s0," Doc’s quiet voice assured him. "It gppears that there is something more snister than
afight for control of iron-ore production.”

Doc gave Long Tom alig of ingructions. Then the bronze man’s mouth tightened. He saw below him the
locks that permit shipping to go from Lake Superior to the lower lakes. He saw the quiet, well-kept cty
of Sault Ste. Marie spread out beside the locks.

Doc cut a slencer in on his motor and began a long dow glide toward the west. He was at twenty
thousand feet when he started to lose dtitude.

The bronze man headed toward the chill shore of Lake Superior; the shore that made the northern
border of what the Indians had once called the Devil’s Playground.

Chapter VII. THE MISCHIEF MAKER

SOMEWHAT east of the dity of Marquette and on the shore of Lake Superior, Doc Savage found a
narrow sandspit between two great mounds of sandstone. The wind was wrong and the tiny beach a
mere ribbon, but Doc brought his speed plane down to a fast, smooth landing.

He had cut his motor off at ten thousand feet. He had landed dead-stick to attract as little attention as
possible. There was a soft crunch as the rubber-tired wheds cut into the sand. Then there was the
sudden, startling silence that comes with the abrupt cessation of any mechanicd activity.

The slence was broken by afant grunting that came from the dense undergrowth that began at the edge
of the sand. Swampy brush ran head-high for a quarter of a mile before the forest of scrub pine and

spruce began.

Doc heard a scuffle in the underbrush. There was a dapping sound as if a fig had plowed into an
unprotected jaw. A chdlenge was muttered in the Ojibway tongue, which Doc understood.

Without a sound, the bronze man wove his way into the tangle of swamp grass and underbrush. Scarcely
abranch moved, so sillfully did the bronze man sdlect his path.

Ahead of Doc Savage, a painted, feathered gpparition suddenly leaped into the air. It was the most
peculiar-looking Indian Doc had ever seen. The warrior came down with a grunt on something that
complained fantly. A voice behind the feathered warrior spoke in tones of considerable disgust.

"All right, you Neanderthal Hiawatha. Now that you've got him, what' re you going to do with him?*
The "Neanderthd Hiawathd' ignored the question.

"I told you | could track down an Indian,” Monk’s hill voice squaled. "Now, if you're any good a
cross-examining, we'll find out something about these Devil’s Tomahawks."

Doc moved into the amdl clearing. Monk, painted like an Ojibway brave, was dtting on a scrawny
Indian about hdf hissze. Ham looked a Monk with complete contempt.



"Jus because you learned some Ojibway somewhere, you're trying to show off,” Ham sneered. "l bet
thisguy doesn’t know anything, anyway."

Monk declined to answer. He hauled his prisoner toward the bole of a big fir tree that had somehow
missed the woodsman's ax. Monk leaned againgt the tree. Then he saw Doc Savage.

"Jehoshaphat, Doc!" he blurted. "You sure came in quietly. | didn't hear you at dl.”

"You never hear anything but yoursdf,” Ham observed unkindly.

"What happened to you two?' Doc inquired. "I received word that you had both been killed."
Monk’s little eyes glittered with triumph.

"If this shyster heréll let me tak about things he doesn't understand, I'll report on that eectrolyss
gadget,” Monk said with quick enthusasm.

"I'm glad it worked," Doc said amply, and turned to question the scrawny Indian in the Ojibway tongue.

Hary Monk’s face fdl. He and Long Tom had devel oped a thin wire mesh that went over the birch-bark
canoe like a kind of hood. It was practicdly invisble but highly charged with ectricity. The current
separated the dements of water, hydrogen and oxygen, by dectrolyss. The hydrogen was released and
the oxygen fed to the occupants of the canoe by specid inhdaters. When the plane machine-gunned the
canoe, bullets had not sunk the craft. Monk had opened a vave that sunk it. The canoe—which was
actudly a highly complete floating chemica 1aboratory—became aftiny, efficdent submarine.

Monk and Ham knew of the explosion of the speedboat. They had heard the explosion and had found
some of the wreckage when they returned to the surface. Ham told Doc about it.

"Served the girl right,” he snapped. "She mugt have tipped the plane off to machine-gun us. When her
exhaudt hit the released hydrogen, the boat blew up.”

Monk glared a him.

"I bet she was just coming out to save us" he drilled. "You haven't got any sense about women,
ayway."

"Hah!" Ham snapped. Then he stopped. An arrow whizzed through the ar, took Ham in the fleshy part
of one arm. A second arrow whipped through Monk’s trousers, pinned him to the fir tree like a beetle to
ahbiology specimen card.

Then the ar was full of arrows. Peculiarly, none of them were amed to kill. The three men were dl
pinned to the wood of the smal dump of trees. The scrawny Indian Monk had captured crawled to his
feet and leaped into the edge of the forest.

Then there came the sound of drums. There were severd drums, of the Sgnd type. Painted faces showed
dmly in the underbrush. One big aborigine stepped into the little clearing. He was well over sx foot and
as draght as an arrow. His age was difficult to determine. His skin, under the daubs of war paint,
seemed clear and young. The haughty arrogance of his eyes bespoke the wisdom of the ages. The big
brave cdmly folded his arms and surveyed the three men.

"l am Keewis," he sad in perfect English. "You are not wanted here. So you will go, a once.”

It was a satement, not a question. Doc answered himin Ojibway as perfect as was Keewis English.



"We cannot go," he said smply. "We have work to do.”
TheIndian’s eyes narrowed.
"Youwill betried by fire" he threatened.

Asif in answer to his threat, a thick cloud of smoke whoomed into the dearing. The hdf-hidden braves
in the underbrush yeled in astonishment, fled into the woods. Keewis hestated for an ingant. Then he
stalked off, ignoring both the prisoners and the smoke and flame surrounding them.

"A FORTUNATE coincidence of explosve efflorescence” Johnny’s cultured tones came from
somewhere in the dense white cloud that surrounded them.

"Aw, cut it out and speak English," Monk complained. "Y ou got me scared enough now."

"He says he was lucky to have a smoke bomb with him my little papoose,” Ham trandated for him. "And
what makes you think you understand English, anyway?"

Johnny, it seemed, had been ingtructed by Doc to meet him at the same spot on the shore as had been
relayed to Ham and Monk by Renny. Johnny had a short-wave set hidden in the forest. The geologist
freed the three men and they moved toward the lake into a large clearing from which they could discern
movement in the brush more eaglly.

"I have your prdiminary report,” Doc informed Johnny. "Have you learned any more?’
Johnny nodded.

"I have examined every car of ore taken from Deep Cut Ming" he informed the bronze man. "And | have
explored part of the mine shafts mysdf. All | have found is a grade of hematite that is commercidly
worthless. The transportation costs, ether of the ore to the cod and limestone regions, or of the
limestone and cod to the Superior regions, prevent the profitable mining of these ores,” Johnny explained.

Doc nodded. "l have read other metdlurgica reports on the ores found in these aress,” he said. "They
agree with yours. But what have you learned of the Indians?’

Monk and Ham both turned toward Johnny then. There was something in the mydery of the Devil’'s
Tomahawks that made them think it couldn’t be true, but wish it was. Both Monk and Ham enjoyed a

bang-up mysery.

"When | fird arrived, the aborigines were extremdy friendly,” Johnny said. "Since then a drange
atmosphere has come over the place. The Indianswill not work. They for the most part refuse to tak to
the white men. They seem afrad.”

Doc described the big Indian who had led the attack on them, asked Johnny if he knew him.

"That's Keawis" Johnny said. "He was a straw boss of some kind in the mine. He got into a fight with
Lakonnen, the foreman, and quit. It had something to do with the Devil’s Tomahawks. Just what, | have
not been able to learn.”

Monk tramped around in a circle, muttering the name of Keewis.
"Ought to mean something to me" he grunted. "But | can’t get my mind untracked.”
"What mind and what track?' Ham asked him nadtily.



Johnny told Doc he had two horses hidden in aravine back in the scrub-pine forest. Doc decided that he
and Johnny would go to the mine by land.

"You two take the canoe laboratory and go to the sted mill," he ingtructed Monk and Ham. "Hide the
canoe some place where you can get it quickly. Then come to the mine office. | may need you."

Pig-iron Heller had built hisrdling mill about two miles from the shaft of Degp Cut Mine. The mine was
back in the hills but the mill was on the shore.

"Come on, you mental midget,” Ham snapped. "Seeiif you can tral me"
"Uhnn," Monk pondered. "Thet reminds me. I'll feed Habeas."

THE two had left ther pets at the canoe hidden in the rushes of asmdl creek. They had come to the spot
indicated in Renny’s message by way of the shore. They decided to cut cross-country on the way back
to savetime.

Monk was dill muttering about the name of Keewis as he followed Ham through the brush. Then he
thought of Iris Heller.

"Dang you," he muttered. "It' sdl your fault. We should have gone with her to protect her.”
"Aw," Ham protested, "she wasn't up to any good.”

Monk grew highly indignant. The more he thought of it, the surer he was that the girl was meant to be the
only onein hislife

"We might have had grandchildren,” he complained.
"They'd probably have had tails and lived in the trees," afeminine voice cut in.

Monk gasped. Iris Heller was securdly tied to a amdl birch tree a dozen feet from the path they were
fallowing. She seemed consderably amused a Monk’ s discomfiture. She was dso congderably mad. Or
seemed to be.

"Asyou see, | was not in the speedboat when it exploded,” she said, somewhat unnecessarily.

Monk gaped at her open-mouthed. Ham seemed to be trying to atone for some of his accusations by
untying her. Monk swallowed a couple of times.

"Wh-who—" he began.
"Cagpar Grishdlm," she said flatly. "He is, or was, a no-good sdesman of mining equipment.”

Ham looked a her judicioudy. He could not make up his mind whether she was a good actress and
lying, or tdling the truth. Ham was notorioudy inaccurate in his judgment of women. But Monk was
worse.

"Adde from that, who ishe?' Monk persisted.
Iris Heller' s blue eyes sparkled with sudden hatred.

"Adde from that, he’ s the man who sgnaded the plane” she snapped. "He did it with a red flare. Then he
dugged me as | beached the speedboat, and went out to have a look. Apparently he wanted to be sure
you were done for."



Ham rubbed his chin thoughtfully.

"Whose sde was he on?' he said suddenly. He thought that might take the girl by surprise. She seemed,
however, to expect the question.

"The lagt time | saw him," she said with a deadly flatness of tone, "was 9x months ago. He was in
conference with Marquette Heller, that haf-Ojibway adopted cousin of mine”

The girl’ s voice was hitter with emotion. Her eyes hardened to glacid points of blue.

"That precious cousin of mine and Paul P. Keewis were both with him."

Monk let out ayowl and began to chant:

"With hisright hand Hiawatha

Smote again the hollow oak tree,

But in van for Pau-puk-kee-wis,

Once again in humean figure,

Full in 9ght ran on before him—"

"Pau-puk-kee-wis was the villan of Hiawatha," Monk exploded. "I knew the name was familiar.”
IrisHeller glowered a him.

"Yes" she reminded. "Thisis the land of Hiawatha It is the land of the Devil’s Tomahawks. And it is dso
the land of a devil named Pau-puk-kee-wis. Paul P. Keawis s reputedly his descendant.”

Ham looked a bit incredulous. The girl spoke quickly.

"Do not pass off too lightly the legends of the Indians™ she warned. "Particularly when two educated
mydics like Marquette Heler and Paul P. Keewis are leading them. Plenty of trouble can arise”

She paused, then said, in a voice that sent shivers up and down Ham's spine, "The Devil’s Tomahawks
will be heard from again. Mark my word. Other white men will die when it does."

Chapter VIII. THE WAR DANCE

MONK found the hidden canoe without difficulty. He released Habeas Corpus and Chemidry. They had
been tied ingde the protective mesh of the eectrolyss device.

Habeas grunted his pleasure at seeing Monk. Then he raced up to Iris. The porker was like a friendly
dog who wanted his ears scratched. As a matter of fact, that was exactly what he did want.

Chemigry stalked in brooding aoofness to Ham's side, where he glowered at both pig and girl.
"Hah," Ham whispered to Monk. "The ape has some sense. The hog is as brainless as its owner."

Monk snorted, but swalowed his reply. He didn’t consider it the kind of language a young lady should
overhear. They placed Irisin the center of the canoe with the pets. Ham crouched in front, Monk kicked
over the lever that supplied the chemica rocket propulson and the canoe shot out into the lake with a
whoosh.



The day had worn on into evening by the time they shoved out into the lake. It was dusk by the time they
reached the Hdler sted mills Great stacks towered above the open-hearth blast furnaces. Piles of dag
were heaped at one end. A grest crane rumbled back and forth, taking huge bites out of a rusty-looking
ore pile with adamshd| bucket.

Iris explained how her father, prospecting about the time that Clergue sold the idea of the sted mills at the
Canadian Soo, got a amilar idea. He had tried to Folit the distance between the Mesabi Range of
Minnesota and the limestone and cod of Ohio and Pennsylvania by developing the ore pockets in the
midway area.

Thegirl’s story was interrupted by the sudden racketing of a speedboat. It was too dark to see the boat.
But Monk had had enough of speedboats, anyway. He whipped out a wegpon resembling a dightly
overszed automatic pistal. It was fitted with a drum magazine and looked somewhat intricate. Monk
attached a new magazine.

It was one of Doc’s superfiring mechine pistols. The rate of fire was 0 rapid that the roar was like the
hoarse song of a gigantic bull fiddle,

Monk Ieft the bull-fiddle roar loose upon the night without waiting for so much as a chdlenge. Two things
happened. The engine of the motorboat quit with one dying gasp. And awhitish fog sprang up around the
motorboat. Monk chuckled glesfully. The dugs were of a new composition. They were intended to
slence any gasoline motor within shooting range and create a whitish smoke screen a the same time,

The canoe had been heading toward the motorboat at a rapid rate of speed. The chemicd rockets were
amog noisdess. Suddenly, the two hulls scraped together. Monk legped aboard the motorboat,

prepared for anything.

Except what he found.

He wrapped his hairy arms around the firg figure he encountered. He svung one fist back to dug with.
"Haly cow!" the voice rumbled at him. "Y ou might at least offer a cdling card.”

Monk’s mouth dropped open and he stood back sheepishly.

"Renny!" he gasped. "For the love of Pete, whai—"

"If the motorboat’ s got a chauffeur, pay him off and get in with us" Ham suggested. "This canoe is bigger
then it looks."

The motorboat had a chauffeur. Monk explained to him that the effects of the gas bullets would wear off
shortly and the engine would be as good as new. Renny joined the group in the big birch-bark canoe.

THE big-fisted engineer explained that about fifty cops had pounced on the plane he was riding when the
men in the mask forced it down in the fidd outside of Hirt.

A lot of unimportant gangsters were killed, Renny said, but the man in the mask got away. He dso sad
that Marquette Heler disappeared at the Hint airport but had come on later to Sault Ste. Marie in a
private plane.

Renny came on in the same plane to Sault St. Marie, where he did some investigating Doc had ingtructed
hm to do. Renny looked questioningly at the girl. Monk grunted.

"I think she knows dl the answers you could find in Sdt Ste. Marie, anyway,” Monk opined. "And in



addition to that we're goin' to keep her in 9ght until thisthing's cleaned up.”

Thegirl darted to object. Then she glanced at Renny. Apparently she figured he would shut her up if she
rased afuss. So she didn't.

Renny said he had learned that a man named Caspar Grishadm was somehow tied up with both N.
Nathan Nathaniadson and Marquette Heller. Ham looked sourly at the girl.

"If this blond menace istdling the truth,” Ham growled, "Caspar Grisholm is the guy who tried to have us
killed this morning. He's dead.”

Iris Heller flushed. Monk decided it was a good idea to make her mad. She was prettier when she was.
But Monk aso thought it was a good idea to have someone else the one who got her steamed. She
whirled on Ham.

"Of course I'm tdling you the truth, you empty-headed clotheshorse”" she snapped. "What have | got to
hide?'

Iris head went up in the air, and Monk doubled up in mirth. For once he had so thoroughly queered
Ham with a girl that the dapper lawyer wasn't even in the competition. Renny brought Monk up short.
The engineer had sized things up pretty well.

"Perhaps,” his deep voice rumbled to Iris, "you have dready admitted that you were engaged to marry
Marquette Heller? And that you arrived in a private plane with N. Nathan Nathaniason!”

Monk’s mouth dropped open so wide his head dmost disappeared from the front view. Iris indignation
left her asif she had been deluged with cold water. She stammered explanations.

"M-Mark and | broke that up,” she moaned. "I hate im now. | swear | do."
"How about N. Nathan Nathaniadson?' Ham snapped.
Iris eyes flashed. Her chin seemed to grow determined.

"He was father’ s attorney,” she said quickly. "Father was supposed to be dying, and it was naturd for N.
Nathan to come up with mein the plane.”

"Yesh," Ham observed. "And it was dso naturd for G. Gordon Grisholm, a pd of both your ex-fiancé
and of the lawyer, to have us bumped off!"

IRIS drew her lips back over fine white teeth. She seemed amogt about to bite dapper Ham. Her voice
was alow bresth of new-found hatred.

"You're being absurd,” she snapped. Then to Renny: "Wdl, what ese did you find out?'
Renny’ s voice seemed to come from his shoe tops.

"Those things | told you are commented on in the evening paper a the Soo," Renny rumbled. "That's
why | told you. Whatever se I’ ve learned will have to wait for Doc. Those were my ingructions.”

Iris Heller was white. Two burning bright spots of anger showed on her ashen cheeks. She farly
screamed her accusations then.

"All right, then. I'll tdl you what you found. If you are any good at dl you found that old Luke Heller was
the man who caused the death of Marquette' s grandfather. Old Luke had a lot of scores againg him



among the Indians. And then he reformed. He tried to repay alot of things by adopting Mark and making
hmhis heir.

"But Indians don’t forget that eadlly.

"Are those the things you found out?"

Iris was leaning close to big Renny. Her eyes glowed with a strange intensity.
Renny scarcely moved a muscle.

"Something like that," he answered. "And perhaps some more."

Iris seemed somewhat hysterical now. Ham again wondered whether she was putting on an act. He
couldn’t tell. But if she was, the lawvyer decided she belonged on Broadway.

"Yes" Iris gritted, her breasts heaving with emation. "Y ou would have aso found out that Paul P. Keewis
and Marquette Heller are mystics who have great power over the Indians throughout this section of the
country."

She whirled then on Renny, beat her amdl fists againgt his chest.
"Marquette didn’t do it!" she screamed. "l tdl you he didn’t! He couldn’t have!”

Just what it was that Marquette didn't do, Iris Heller did not explain. She swooned in the bottom of the
canoe. When Monk brought her back to consciousness with smdling sdts, she refused to say anything
more.

"I guess | got excited,” she said cadmly. "Let’s forget about it."
HAM shook his head as they piled out of the canoe. He got Monk to one side.

"Bven you can see she's etirdy unrdiable” he sad to Monk. "l think she's a pretty accomplished
actress teking us for a perfect deigh ride.”

Monk grunted. He was dmost ready to agree. Her sudden defense of Mark Heller and her refusd to say
what it was he hadn’'t done, perplexed the hairy chemis.

Monk stood by the canoe while the others went up a path leeding to the forest in the background. He
was not attempting to conced anything from Ham and Renny. But he had certain ingructions from Doc.
Monk did not know himsdf why they had been given.

Firgt, he stripped the fine wire mesh that congtituted the dectrolysis hood from the craft. Then he used a
waterproof zipper to open a dot dong one entire Sde of the canoe. A pressed lever brought a thin,
amog-invishle celophandike globe around the canoe. The suff, a chemicd combination known only to
Doc, was a sort of glassite that had unbdlievable strength for its weight and thinness.

The glassite globe became a superstructure over the canoe, both watertight and transparent, with the
grength of so much sted. Monk sunk the canoe then, and hurried after the others.

A grunting sound behind him told him that Habeas had waited for him. Iris Hdler was spesking when
Monk hastened up.

"I do not know what redly caused the return of the Devil’s Tomahawks" she ingsted. "But | do know
they are pretty terrible”



Asif her mention of it aroused the evil spirit that commanded the tomahawks of the lost ones, there came
a prdiminary rumble from the sky. There was no lightning that night. But heavy clouds were banked
above.

The rumble became a steady beat. Monk’ s nodtrils dilated.
"Jeeperd™ he grunted. "That's an awful amdl. Just like an old grave!™

It was pitch-black in the woods. Renny, who was leading, had not used his flaghlight any more then
necessary. He feared it would attract attention. He flicked it on now. A war whoop burst from Monk’s
wide mouth. It was not a war whoop in Qjibway. It was plan Anglo-Saxon, with a dight Dixie-rebd
touch.

"Y EEEEEEOUGH!" Monk yelled, and plunged past Renny.

There were Indians dl over the place. A dozen or more were reveded when Renny flicked on his light.
They looked to Monk like the same ones who had grabbed them in the morning. Monk sounded more
Comanche than Ojibway in that fight. Monk fought best when he fought loudest. He didn’t stint himsdlf in
ather direction thistime,

But there were more and ill more Indians. 1t soon became evident that the fight was distinctly a losng
one. There was one thing that Monk wanted to be sure of before they tied him up. If these were red,
al-wool-and-ayard-wide Indians, the mystery might be on the levd. If they weren't, it was a racket.
Monk decided to find out.

Monk was Stting on three Indians when the last reinforcements arrived. He whipped out a amdl vid and
rubbed on the cheeks of the Indians nearest his head. The Indians ydled louder than Monk had ever
heard an Indian ydl.

Monk didn’'t blame him much. But it did prove to his satisfaction thet it was ared Indian. If that chemicd
wouldn't take the pigment out, it belonged there.

THEY bound Monk then, dong with the others. Three painted braves carried Monk. They were not
gentle about it. Monk squaled in protest. The flat Sde of a stone tomahawk dammed againgt his head.
When he regained his senses, he was standing upright.

There were four stakes driven into the ground. Iris, Ham, Monk and Renny were tied to the stakes.
Monk looked quickly around and breathed a Sgh of rdief. Habeas and Chemistry had gpparently taken
to the woods. At any rate, they weren't in Sght.

Monk surveyed the clearing. Four campfires burned. Painted Indians dunk around those fires.
Moccasined feet beat slent time to the drumbesat that seemed to come from the lowering sky. Monk
knew that pulsng beat was supposed to accompany the Devil’s Tomahawks, was reputed to be the
beating of the drums of death.

The hairy chemigt surveyed the huge dearing. The trees a the edges of the dearing were larger than mogt
of the stunted evergreens of the Northland. The Indian camp itsdf conssted of a huddied group of
birch-bark huts. There was one tepee a one end of the clearing.

The braves moved mechanicaly around the four campfires. There was a sullenness about ther faces, a
tenseness about their movements. Monk was a considerable student of Indian customs and traditions. He
fdt the bristles a the back of his neck diffen as the pulsng beat of the Indian drums increased in tempo.

Ham's face was inscrutable. The dapper lawyer sensed that things were probably going to happen. He



was gpparently seding himsdf againg it. Big Renny merdly glowered into the campfire nearest him. Iris
Heller's blue eyes were wide.

Suddenly a chant broke out among the Indians sguetting around the clearing. Monk saw bottles
surreptitioudy passed back and forth. Swest broke out on Monk’s forehead. He knew that fire water
hed started many a massacre that could have otherwise been avoided in the early days of the white man's
conquest of America s wilderness.

Udly, gutturd sounds came from many of the red men. Then Paul P. Keewis came into the cirde of the
firdight. He shot a look of contempt and hatred toward Iris Heller. Then he surveyed Monk and Ham.
Renny he ignored for the moment.

"You two were warned to leave the North Woods," he sad in English. "Trid by fire was the dternative
given you. You have chosen.”

A huge Indian broke from the line of dancers shuffling about the nearest fire. The big Indian spoke in the
Ojibway tongue. Then he repeated in Chippewa and Tahquamenon.

"The White Men a Deep Cut Mine are the ones who must leave," he harangued the Indians. "We must
go to them now and demand thet they leave. They are the ones the drums have talked about!™

The big Indian paused, danced a war step of his own. It gpparently was a tribd ceremonid dance. It
brought sudden interest from the watchers.

"We the descendants of the three tribes mugt throw out the white invaders” the speaker intoned. "If we
do nat, the vengeance of the Devil’s Tomahawks will fdl upon us as wdl!"

Cries of agreement and fear came from the tribesmen. Monk looked closdly at dl of those painted faces.
He caught words here and there in the Ojibway tongue. The hary chemig indantly redized tha these
aborigines were not smulaing fear.

They were scared to death of the Devil’s Tomahawks! They feared that the tomahawks of the logt ones
would descend upon them in spectra vengeance.

It sent a queer feding up and down Monk’s spine. Up to now, the Devil’s Tomahawks had been
something he thought he/'d be able to cope with. Something earthly and drictly temporal, Monk had
believed.

Now, he looked at those frightened Indian faces. Monk didn't know. He aso did not know that events
that were moving swiftly down upon him would make him doubt even less the spirit power of the Devil’'s
Tomahawks.

Gaunt braves rushed to Iris Heler. They untied her brusquely, hauled her dong behind them. The hig
Indian who had ddlivered the harangue and Paul P. Keewis led the procession toward Degp Cut Mine.
Only agmdl guard was left to watch Monk, Ham and Renny.

"Criminy!" Monk bleated. "Thisthing is beginning to get me now. Ow, you heethen! Leggo me™

Monk’s last remark was ingpired by a rough jodtling of one elbow. A painted Ojibway began to untie
him.

"You come," the red man grunted. "You whet is cal hostage.”

Monk gave him alarge piece of hismind in the Ojibway tongue that made the Indian’s mouth drop open.



Apparently it was stronger language than he was accustomed to a his own campfire. Then he grinned
mirthlessy, gabbled Ojibway back at Monk. He pointed a& Ham, who was tied nearest Monk.

Monk grinned. "He says that if | act up they’ll put you inthe stew pot,” he told Ham genidly. "Or maybe
part your hair with a tomahawk."

The lagt remark seemed to have dipped out. Monk shuddered involuntarily. He was immediatdly contrite,
"Aw," he said, "l didn't mean that. I'll do just what these guystdl me."

"Don’'t worry about me" Ham snapped. "Take care of yoursdlf. They probably think apes are good fresh

Monk was shoved into the underbrush toward the column gtaking toward Deep Cut Mine. In the
distance, with the sky itsdf for a sounding board, came the steedy, deadly beat of an Indian drum.

Chapter IX. THE GENTLE GHOST

THE combination residence and office of the mine was ablaze with light. A conference seemed to be
going on.

Mark Heller sat in the chair behind Pig-iron Heller's big desk. His good-looking, dark face was lined
with some great srain. N. Nathan Nathanidson was stting on the couch. Pig-iron’s body had been
removed, and the floor was freshly scrubbed.

Most of N. Nathan that showed outsde of his dothing was swathed in bandages. He didn't seem in great
pan. Apparently the wounds of the Devil’s Tomahawks had for once been thwarted before they could
cut deep. Or perhaps the ghogts were gentle, just for a change.

Monk wondered as he watched the fat atorney through the window from the porch. There was
something ese about the lawyer that bothered him. For a man who had just been through a narrow
scrape with an awful death, N. Nate seemed quite pleased with himsdf. He lighted a cigarette with cam
deliberation, studied the end of it for a moment.

Huge, platinum-haired Igor Lakonnen strode back and forth in the big room. His hands, which were only
somewhat samdler than a fidder's mitt, clenched and undenched in agitation. His hollow roar of a voice
made the windows rattle. He was engaged in some sort of a plea to Marquette Heller when Paul P.
Keewis quietly opened the door from outside.

"You are part the Indian,” Lakonnen said in his diff foreign-sounding diction. "You know what they do.
Stop them, Marquette Heller. Stop them or they kill usdl.”

Marquette Heler hit hislips. Great indecison seemed to tear him ingde. He looked &t the floor, seemed
to hesitate to meet the big Finnish foreman’s eyes. When he spoke, it wasin dow, uncertain denid.

"I do not know what they do, Igor,” he said. "I do not know about—"

The dam of the door interrupted him. Paul P. Keewis sprang into the room. The big Indian who had
harangued the tribe in the camp dearing was at his sde. Iris Heller forced her way between them. The
indinctive desire to defend Marquette Heller Ieft her with suddenness when she faced the haf-breed in
the room. Her eyes blazed idly.

"You lie, Marquette Heller," she rapped. "You do know about the Devil’s Tomahawks. It was you who
firg told me about them. Y ou said you thought they existed. Y ou know—"



Paul P. Keawis lunged toward the girl. With one arm he swung her back into the dutching hands of the
braves he had brought with him. Keewis' eyes burned darkly. There was both fear and anger in his face.

"The white daughter will not speak of the Devil’'s Tomahawkd" Keewis thundered. "Do not tempt the
logt ones!”

Iris Sruggled and Keewis shoved her roughly. That nearly precipitated the end of part of Doc Savage's
cdosdy knit organizetion. Monk let out a howl that could have been heard nearly to Sault Ste. Marie
without a telephone.

He leaped upon Keewis and began dugging with both figts.
"I'l pluck out your feathers, you animated guinea hen!” Monk bellowed. "I'll flaiten thet big besk! I'll—"

Monk tried to do dl the things he threatened. Sx Indians sat on him and made it difficult. One of them
drew a flint tomahawk from a thong belt. The big Indian who had suggested the vigt spoke to them
gharply in Qjibway.

APPARENTLY, the big Indian’s words dissuaded the one with the tomahawk. The big Indian swept the
gathering with agate-black eyes that seemed to penetrate ther thoughts. Then he addressed Igor, N.
Nate and Marquette Heller. Occasiondly he nodded toward the girl, feding that her decison might aso
métter.

"You dready know thereislittlein thismine of vdue" he said in perfect English. "Why tempt the Devil’s
Tomahawks to protect something with <o little chance of profit?"

Marquette Heler compressed hislips. He looked stubborn. "I won't leave,” he said flatly. "I'll stay.”

The big Indian grew suave. "Does your white and greedy hdf tdl you there is something here
worth-while?"

"I'll gay," Mark Heler repeated doggedly.

The big Indian shrugged, faded into the background. The others reacted in varying manner. N. Nathan
Nathanidson merdly puffed his cigarette. He seemed vagudy pleased. Igor Lakonnen shrugged. He
looked with distaste a Heller.

"Whatever the migress ingructs me to do, | shdl,” he sad diffly. "I do not wish to stay. But | owe her
father much. For many years he had been good to me”

Paul P. Keewis put the finishing touch to the conversation. The big Indian apparently didn’t pay much
atention to it. He wandered around the room, stopped at a chart of the mine. Keewis voice was low
with emation. It sounded asif he were alittle bit enraged, but grestly frightened.

"Youmug dl leave" he sad throatily. "The Devil’s Tomahawks will get you if you stay. They will dso get
meany of my tribesmen if we let you gay.”

He whirled on Iris Heller. "It is your kind who have brought them back. It isthe deeds of old Luke Heler
not yet atoned for!"

Thegirl shrank back in sudden fear.
"Itistruel” she gasped. "Mark! Mark, what sl |—"

But Marquette Heller was not looking at her. Nor was he ligening. A dawning consciousness seemed to



have suddenly come over the hdf-Ojibway descendant of a chieftain. Marquette was saring with queer
intentness at the big Indian who was examining the mine chart on the wall.

Marquette let loose aydl that sounded like a war whoop and lunged. He swept up a water bucket and
hurled the contents at the big Indian. The big Indian suddenly ceased being an Indian & dl. The color ran.

In fact, the big Indian became Doc Savage!

IT was perhaps a peculiar thing that the only man in the room who didn’t get into the fight that followed
was N. Nathan Nathanidson. The fa lawyer dropped the cigarette from fingers that suddenly shook. An
expression of extreme anguish crossed hisface.

The others might not dl have been motivated by the same desires. But they were dl in the scrap. Monk’s
bdlowing battle cry weled up like the chdlenge of a pack of wild cats. The hairy chemigt was knocking
Indians around like tenpins.

Paul P. Keewis and Igor Lakonnen seemed to be competing for Doc. Marquette Heller picked up a
wooden pump handle from a corner and waded in. Stone tomahawks swished through the air.

Suddenly Doc barked orders in a tongue that made the Indians start. It probably sounded somehow
grangdy familiar to them. It was an Indian tongue—Mayan. It might as well have been Chinese as far as
the Ojibways were concerned.

Then the battle took on aweird, unwordly atmosphere. It seemed as if time had gotten somehow out of
kilter. A painted brave svung a heavy tomahawk at Doc Savage's head. It struck Doc, but didn't seem
to do any damage.

The entire action took on the appearance of a moviefilm shot in dow mation. Doc Savage reached down
and pulled three Indians off Monk’ s prone form. There was nothing dow motion about Monk’ s squdling.
Nor about the manner in which he raced out of the room into the cold night air.

Doc Savage followed him. He paused, once, a the door. Over his shoulder he saw N. Nathan
Nathanidson. The fat lawyer’s mouth dill hung open. He looked like a man who had seen the ghost of
someone he had murdered.

Outsde, Monk expelled ar from hislungs and gulped fresh breaths from the night. Doc tarried a moment
and used a suction cup to remove opaque disks from his gold-flaked eyes. The disks, something like the
contact lenses used by opticians, had made him appear black-eyed. But they did impar his vidon
somewhat.

"Whooee!" Monk wheezed. "That dow-motion gas is sure something.”

Doc did not reply. He had dropped atiny globule of a new gas he had invented insde the room. The gas,
ingantly effective, dowed up al motor processes of those who breathed it. He and Monk had held their
bregath.

"It will only be effective for afew moments” Doc advised. "We had better get out of sght.”

Doc explained as they walked that he had caused Monk to be taken dong, usng his guise of the hig
Indian as authority.

"How’d you get away with it, Doc?' Monk demanded. "Why didn’t they know you weren't one of their
own gang?’



"They are frightened,” Doc explained. "They fear that a new Indian to them may be one of the lost ones
returned.”

Monk shuddered.

"Jehoshaphat, Doc! There an't any truth in that.”

Doc did not answer.

"What'sit dl about, Doc?' Monk asked. "Is there redly anything vauable in the mine?'
"Not that | have been able to discover,” the bronze man said dowly.

Monk shook his head. Then he began to mop perspiration from his brow. The muttering of drums, which
had receded into the cloud-blacked sky, came again to his ears. It was a menacing boom, not unlike a
digant surf.

"Geawhillikers, Doc! What are them danged drums?’

"I do nat know," the bronze man said smply. "But the Indians are afraid of them. They are not putting on
anact

Doc began to move through the brush. He gave Monk quick indructions He told hm to watch
everything that went on in the mine office after the effects of the gas wore off.

"Then go back and free Ham and Renny,” Doc ingtructed. "I released you so you could go back and
untie them. Thair lives are in danger.”

With those indructions, Doc Savage disappeared into the blackness of the scrub-pine forest. Monk crept
back to the dearing and toward the residence-office of the mine.

He did not need to take great pains to cover the sound of his approach. The degpening mutter of the
drums did that for him.

MONK discovered as he crouched under one window that he had been with Doc longer than he
redlized. The effects of the dow-motion gas had dissipated. The Indians, hardier due to their outdoor life,
hed apparently been the fird to recover.

The Indians were gone. Igor Lakonnen, the girl, Marquette Hdler and the fat, pasty lavyer were in the
room.

N. Nathan Nathaniason presented a picture that would have given an Indian complete judtification in the
term of paleface. N. Nate' s face was a sckly white, somewhat tinged with green. He kept muttering two
phrases through lips dack with fear.

"Doc Savage . . . the Devil’s Tomahawks."
IisHeller glared at the lawyer. Then she glared & Marquette Heller. She seemed both scared and mad.

"I knew you couldn’t have done one thing, Mark," she snapped. "You couldn't have killed my father.
You were in Detroit.”

Monk scratched his nubbin of a head. At last he had found out what it was the girl thought Mark Heller
could not have done. And that knowledge got him exactly nowhere.



"You couldn’t have done thet," the girl continued. "But you could be behind these Devil’s Tomahawks. |
think you are."

N. Nathan Nathaniason sruggled off the couch on which he had been stting.
"Doc Savage . . . the Devil’s Tomahawks . . . I'm scared.”

A heavy rumble of the drums came into the window. Summer heet lightning flickered in the distance.
There was a growl from the sky. It might have been thunder that time. Another flash of heat lightning
glared.

Then the lights in the residence-office went out. Iris Heller screamed. Monk forgot his ingructions. He
went through the window.

At firg he couldn’'t see anything. Then there was asmdl of smoke. A red flame flickered in one corner of
the room. It was a spot near an open window. The age-dried pine of the floor began to blaze. Red
tongues of flame raced aong the floor, up the wals.

N. Nathan Nathanidson was blubbering in fear. He headed toward the door. Iris Heler had fainted.
Marquette Heller was trying to help her up. Igor Lakonnen was prone on the floor. He druggled to a
gtting pogition, began to rub his head. He looked around him with apparent lack of comprehension.
Mark Heller was unconscious on the floor.

"Come on!" Monk squalled. "Get out of here before you're cooked.”

Lakonnen scrambled to his feet, looked wildly about him. He lunged toward the prone figure of Iris
Heller. Mark Hdler sat up and looked around.

"Midress Irig" Igor muittered thickly. "I must save her.”

Fa N. Nathan Nathanidson uttered a choked cry of terror. He sumbled out of the door and into the
night. Then a sudden crescendo from the sky made Monk whirl. It made him think of Doc’s indructions
to free Ham and Renny.

The gifl was safe. Igor was sumbling with her toward the door. But Ham and Renny were in danger.
Doc had told Monk that much. The hairy chemig tore dong as if he had been catapulted.

THE night was as black as the bottom of a cod mine. There were no stars to guide Monk. He whipped a
gmd| flashlightlike object from his pocket, flicked a switch. No illumination came from the thing. But the
tips of branches on some of the stunted pines glowed fantly.

Monk had blazed his tral after he had been untied and hauled dong with the party bound to order the
white men out. He had daubed branch tips with a fluorescent chemicd. The flashlight, which cast invisble
infrared rays, made the fluorescent chemicas glow.

Monk went dowly, dmost soundlesdy. Too much noise might bring forces upon him that would end any
hope he had of freeing Ham and Renny. Monk found himsdf swedting fredy. He was beginning to
bdieve things that dl his scentific training told him could not be true.

Once again the beating of the drums seemed to spread out over the entire sky. And once more that sky
seemed to come right down to earth, seemed to fill the atmosphere on dl sides with the throbbing beat
that was like an awesome, giant heart.

Monk hastened as much as he dared. He stepped quietly, but swiftly. Then his nodtrils dilated. Once



more there came that smdl from the grave.

In the next indant Monk began to run. The walling in the treetops began to increase. It was enough to
cover the sound of running footsteps. It became a frenzied war whoop.

The scream that followed, Monk recognized. It was a blubbering, frantic plea for mercy. The voice was
unquestionably that of N. Nathan Nathanialson. It ended in gurgling submission.

Monk was racing full tilt. He stubbed his toe and fdl fla on his face. He rolled, whipped out his
superfiring machine pistol and let loose into the night. When the bull-fiddle roar died down, there was
only slence. The begting drums receded, died out in afind mutter. There was nothing then but the gentle
dghing of the night breeze in the treetops.

Monk fished out an ordinary flashlight and snapped it on. He discovered that he had falen over N.
Nathan Nathania son.

The hary chemis made severa low remarks as he examined N. Nathan. The ghosts may have been
somewhat gentle with N. Nate when they had swooped down upon him before. They had not been
gentle this time. The tomahawks had cut deep. They had carved dl of the life out of N. Nathan
Nathaniadson. The fa lawyer had died a horrible degth.

"Jeeperd" Monk muttered. "I"d begun to think the fat guy was working with the thing.”
Monk stood up. He flicked off hislight and started off through the night.
"This|l be interegting to Doc," he told himsdif.

In that ingtant the flat Sde of a tomahawk dammed againgt Monk’ s skull. As consciousness dipped away
from him, the chemist heard scattered words in Ojibway.

"Tiethe ugly one to the stake," a gutturd voice ingtructed. "His fate will be decided soon.”

Then Monk’s mind went entirdy blank.

Chapter X. MICHABOU WARNS DOC

IGOR LAKONNEN carried Iris Heller to a amd| office a the head of the man mine shaft. The place
was little more than a shack with a desk, a phone into the mine and books for kegping operation records.

Marquette Hdler came in with them. Apparently he had been dugged a hard blow on the head. He
seemed just beginning to understand what had happened in the house-office. The big building had burned
quickly, was now a mere snoldering pile of embers.

Lakonnen got the girl some water, forced it down her throat. Iris opened her eyes and began to moan.
Fear leaped into her eyes as memory returned.

Lakonnen was the fird to speak. "The Tomahawks," he said Hiffly. "They come again. | heard.”
Mark Heller turned dowly to look at him.

"Who—" he began.

Lakonnen brooded.

"Thefa lawyer," he said dowly. "His voice | heard. | am surprised.”



Iris looked at him quickly. Her eyes narrowed.
IIWI,V?I
Lakonnen looked uncomfortable.

"Heis embezzle" Igor said. "1 know your father suspect. | think N. Nate behind the Tomahawks urtil
they kill him."

Mark Hdler coughed.

"He'sright, Iris” he stated. "'l wanted to watch him before | said anything. But your dad wrote me about
his suspicions when he sent for me to come up here.”

Iris Hdller bit her lip. "No one ever tdls me thingslike that," she complained bitterly. "l suppose now you
know who is behind this thing and think I’'m too young to know."

Mark shook his head. "No," he said. "I haven't any idea. | can't think of any reason for the thing.”
Iris eyed him for a moment. Then she came to a sudden decision.

"Either it isthe Indians," she began. "Either there is some mysterious reason for the return of the ghosts of
long dead Indians.. . . ether that, or Doc Savage has something to do with it!"

Mark gulped. He looked hopeful.

"Why do you say that?'

"I hate to think he'd be involved in a thing like this” Iris said. "But he's the only white man dive with
enough resources to smulate the supernaturd like that.”

There was pain in the girl’s voice. It was as if someone she had dways respected had been convicted of
aterrible crime. Lakonnen looked broodingly out of awindow.

"Itisaterrible thing to think," he observed.

A motorcycle roared up the road at that moment. Conversation hated as the rider legped from the bike
and raced to the shack. He pounded on the door. Igor let imin. The rider handed Lakonnen a telegram.
Thebig Fnn ripped it open. The message read:

PLEASE TURN ON LANDING LIGHTS. AM ARRIVING BEFORE MIDNIGHT.
LONG TOM ROBERTS.

The motorcycle rider accepted atip and roared away on his bike. As the sound of his machine died in
the distance, the trio in the mine shaft office heard the beat of a propdller in the air. A plane was nearing
Deep Cut.

THE muscles of Iris Heller’s pretty jaw tightened. Some of the decision that had made old Pig-iron Heller
famousin the North Woods seemed to have been inherited by his daughter.

Iris strode toward the door. Her shoulders were sraght and her step determined.

"Until we find out what this is about,” she announced, "we will take Doc Savage's gang into custody. If
they are innocent, they will have to proveit."



Mark indicated quick approva. Lakonnen just grunted in indecison. Apparently things were moving too
fagt for him. He followed Marquette and the girl out, pausing only to pick up alarge oversized flashlight.

The backwoods landing fidd was severd minutes walk. Iris and her regular pilot had not asked for
landing lights because they knew the terrain well and had landed &t the tiny fidd many times. The plane's
landing lights had been sufficient. Iris commented on that while they walked toward the field.

"Doc’'s men are accustomed to landing under unusua circumstances,” she observed. "But | guess this
North Woods is a pretty tough place to find your way in. Even from the air a night.”

The landing lights were fastened to trees on dl four Sdes of the arfidd. An insulated box at the base of
one tree held the switch. Iris Heller pulled it, and the fidd was bathed in a pae brilliance. Lights on the
plane itsdf showed its outline now. Iris Heller gasped.

It was one of the strangest planes she had ever seen. In the dimness it looked like a giant dragonfly. It
was Doc's autogyro, one of the few true gyros in existence. The thing could land and take off dmost
verticdly.

The giant blades beat dowly inthe ar as the gyro settled. It rolled only a few feet on the landing wheds
before it stopped. The man who stepped out brought a gasp from Iris Heller. The womanly indinct to
moather a hepless being rose within her.

The man obvioudy should have been in a hospitd. He was dim, and of scarcely average heght. His
complexion suggested that he had been raised in darkness, or had spent mogt of his life in a sickbed.
Long Tom Roberts aways impressed people that way on fird introduction. He looked like a waking
example of successful pernicious anaemia

It was a matter of record, however, that severd husky gents who had fdlen into that error of reasoning
hed been the ones who wound up in the hospitd cots. Long Tom could hold his own very nicdy in a

scrap.
"Hullo," Long Tom said, apparently surprised. "Quite a reception committee.”

He took two steps forward. Then the drums of death came back. They didn't take the time of
preiminary rumblings. The pulsng beat burst full-blown into the arr. In the same ingant the landing lights
went out. The weird, walling war whoop weled up into the ar with terifying volume. Long Tom's
scream followed the whoop of death. The drums crashed in crescendo.

Igor Lakonnen gasped, whipped up his flashlight. A mighty hand reached out and dugged him. Igor fdl to
the ground. He rolled, fumbled around in the dark for his flash. Findly he found it. The rumble of drums
receded then. Igor flicked on his light. Iris Heller screamed. Then she fought for composure. There was
terror in her voice. It was strangely mixed with relief and awe.

"It can't be Doc Savage,”" she said in a voice husky with emotion. "His own men—"

Long Tom lay in the center of the airfidd. His body was twisted grotesquely. Scores of red gashes
showed on his features. His dothing was ripped and torn where other blades had dashed at his body. Iris
gave alittle cry and ran to the motionless form.

"I’'ve had nurdng experience," she gasped. "Maybe—"
She leaned over the newest victim of the North Woods terror. Then she shook her head.

"Heis dead," she stated. "There ian't any possble question of that."



IGOR LAKONNEN'’ S face was whiter than his platinum-blond hair. His hands shook as he looked at
the mationless form of Long Tom Roberts. His huge Adam’s apple bobbed up and down as he gulped in
terror. Igor’s eyes were pae circles of honor.

Igor Lakonnen was scared. He was terrified. 1t was minutes before he could speak. The big Finn was
obvioudy not putting on an act. He sumbled dightly as he moved toward the autogyro.

"L-I-I-let’ s talk thisthing over,” he mumbled.

Igor, Mark and Iris dimbed into the snug cabin of the gyro. The lights of the indrument pane, the modern
equipment, seemed to sweep them out of the eerie terror that stalked the woods. Dance musc came
fantly through a radio receiver Long Tom had left turned on.

Marquette Heller's black eyes stared unseaingly at the instrument panel. Again, indecison seemed to
overcome him. Perspiration dripped from his chin. Sowly he shook his head. The determingtion to stay
a the mine that he had displayed earlier seemed to have left him.

“I... 1 do not undergand it,” Mark sammered. "'l am afraid that it may redlly be what it seems”
Iris looked at him sharply.
"Maybe you've wanted us to think that right dong,”" she snapped.

Lakonnen looked vagudy from Mark to the girl. Then he looked back a Mark. The hdf-Indian kin of
chieftains shuddered vigbly. His lips tightened grimly.

"There are certain things that | know to be true that must be considered,” Mark said. His voice was low,
seemed to cause him pain when he spoke. He counted on hisfingers as he ligted pointsin his reasoning.

"The iron ore of Degp Cut Mine is worthless commercidly,” Mark said. "It would benefit no one to
contral it.

"I have known for many weeks that most of my people redly beieve the Tomahawks of the Lost Ones
have returned.

"And we mugt remember that Luke Hdler confessed that he was responsible for my grandfather’s death.
Thet only became known recently. And my grandfather was a chieftain of the Ojibways.”

Mark burrowed his head in his hands. Then he looked up. Marquette Heller was ether a master of
higrionics, or he was a badly scared man.

"I know it sounds mad," he said miserably. "But | fed that we should leave. | am hdf white. The
Tomahawks would not spare meif thisisredly the legend come true”

IrisHeller did not agree. Her eyes flashed with stubbornness.

"Aslong as Doc Savage is here to hdp us™ she sad flaly. "I will not leave. I'm sorry that | migudged
him"

Lakonnen nodded in agreement. He was scared. Dfinitely. But he seemed ready to agree to anything the
grl indgsted upon doing.

"If midress say we dhdl stay,” he said, "I stay with her.”
Iris got up. She picked up a blanket that was rolled in one corner of the cabin.



"We cannot leave him uncovered like that,” she said, nodding toward the spot where the Tomahawks
hed caught up with Long Tom.

Iris climbed out of the gyro. The others followed. Lakonnen snapped on hisflaghlight again.
It was then that they discovered Long Tom's body had disappeared!
MARK HELLER seemed staggered. His black eyes were wide.

"Let's get back to the office” he snapped. "I'll send word through the Indians that we want to see
Savage. If heisin the forest, the Indians can find him."

The two men and the gifl ran across the fidd. They raced up the road toward the tiny mine-shaft office.
The beat of drums came again into the air. It was not the steady pulang of the drums of death. There was
abreak in the rhythm, a sharpness to the rall.

It was the primevd telegraph of the wilderness, the Sgnd drum of the savage. This was not the prelude to
the descent of the Devil’s Tomahawks. It was a particular message.

Mark Heler stopped as if he had run into a stone wadl. His face drained of what color it had. Sowly,
Mark repeated what the beat of the drums pounded into his ears.

"Doc Savage mud die. The bronze giant has been afriend of the red men of other areas. But the bronze
men should not have interfered with the will of the greet Michabou.

"It is unfortunate, but Michabou must swff out the life of the bronze one. The Devil’s Tomahawks will not
take him. He has done good deeds in his life. For that he shdl be honored. His death will not be that of

revenge—"

The drums stopped. Then the irregular beat came again. The message was being repeated. Mark Hdler
looked at Lakonnen and Iris.

“I'm going to find him," Marquette said flaly. "Wait for me at the shaft office”

With that, Mark Heler disappeared. He snaked into the woods through the tangle of underbrush as
slently as a brave on the hunt.

Chapter XI. A TOMB FOR DOC

SHORTLY before the drums pounded the warning of Michabou into the night air, Doc Savage stood not
many feet from the mine-shaft office. Doc had watched the sudden exodus of Iris Heller, Marquette and
Lakonnen caused by the telegram.

The bronze man had considered that afitting time to carry on part of his investigations. But another figure
flitted through the night. It was a tdl, wdl-built figure. And the man glided through tangled underbrush
with a slence that compared with the movements of the bronze man.

Doc paused, watched through one of the tiny windows. Electric lights burned within the shack. Doc saw
the painted features of Paul P. Keewis. The tal Indian searched quickly through a desk of records. His
features were inscrutable as he thumbed through a ledger. He shrugged, looked nervoudy around him.

Then Keewis moved quietly out of the door. As slently as he had appeared, he vanished into the
woodland. Doc made no effort to fallow him. Instead, the bronze man dipped into the shacklike office
and did some invedtigating of his own.



Doc' s examination was more thorough then that of Keewis. The bronze man opened a specid equipment
ves he dways wore. He took out chemicas. And he found an infrared flaghlight Smilar to the one Monk
hed used.

Doc examined taly books showing cars of ore sent over the narrow-gauge railroad tracks to the mill. He
examined time sheets and ledgers. He daubed chemicas over them, subjected them to the infrared rays.
When Doc had finished, he knew that there was no secret writing on any of those mining records.
Apparently they were just what they purported to be, and no more.

Then Doc found another book. It appeared to have been cardesdy tossed onto one corner of the floor.
It was much like the others, merdly showed time worked by night-shift workers. It isno darker in a deep
shaft mine a night then in the daytime. Doc gpplied chemicds and infrared light to this book, aso. It
showed no more than the rest.

Doc put the book back where he had found it. He glided out into the night.

His actions indicated that he was as baffled about the mystery as anyone ese a the mine. Doc spoke,
helf aoud.

"Whatever it is" he said, "the stakes are very greet.”

Then Doc Savage ligened. In the distance he heard the drum. It was the thumping message that
Marquette Hdler had trandated; the warning of Michabou that Doc Savage mud die. Doc Savage could
read the message of the drums. He had spent many hours sudying the lore of the Indians of North
America

Doc's features displayed no emotion whatever as he loped dong through the night, ligening to the
drumbegts of warning to him. Then he heard human voices. He hdted, as motionless as a pine tree.
Lakonnen and the girl were coming up the road.

"Midress, | am arad,” the big Finn rumbled in his hollow roar of a voice. "l fear this thing is too big for
s

Iris Heller was weeping openly. One of the things Doc Savage regretted was the manner in which women
too often reacted to him. The bronze man's life was one so adventure-packed that he had long ago
decided that women could have no place in it. The dangers were too grest.

"D-D-Doc Savage came to help us” Iris wept. "I could never rest if | ran out while he wasin danger.”
Lakonnen bowed. "It shdl be as you wish, midtress,”" he rumbled. "I shdl stay to guard you."

The two passed on, and Doc strode on through the bush. He was headed toward a more remote part of
the mine. There were many shafts in Degp Cut Mine. Some were in active use. Others had been
abandoned. Some were mere pits hdf filled with water. Johnny had given Doc a pretty accurate
description. In addition to that, Doc had examined the mine chart in the residence-office that had burned
down. The bronze man’s memory was remarkable. Every shaft and tunnd was clearly etched in hismind.

Doc was mentdly examining every section of that mine layout when a gutturd voice interrupted him.
"Him Doc Savage. Get him!"

Ydling like Comanches on the warpath, more than a dozen buckskin-clad figures flung themsdlves on the
bronze man.



DOC SAVAGE twigted, smashed out with a figt. A jaw cracked, and two other adversaries dodged.
The bronze man's reputation was well known, even in the North Woods. Doc twisted, began to run like
ahdfback through a broken fied.

Quick fingers explored Doc's equipment vest, flung out smdl globules that shattered on impact with tree
trunks. Red flame leaped into the night. Dense smoke whoomed above it. A miniaure forest fire
immediatdy surrounded the racing bronze giant.

Inarticulate cries of fear and rage welled up from his attackers. There was a amdl brook nearby. One of
the men found a discarded bucket, began to hurl water on the flames.

Ingantly there was a minor explosion. Doc Savage whirled, retraced his steps. He ran directly into the
moab of fighting Indians. Doc had taken a chance on usng the chemicd he did. It was one that created
much smoke and alurid red flame. Otherwise it was comparatively harmless,

Unlessit came in contact with water. Like cacium carbide and many other chemicas, contact with water
made a redly raging, dangerous substance of it.

A highwind had sporung up during the night. Doc knew the property and lives that would be endangered
by the thing he had started. Always unwilling to take the life, even of a crimind, Doc returned to protect
those who were innocent. A forest fire in the dry summer, and with a high wind, might wel devastate
miles of woodland.

The bronze man dodged his foes as he hurled a counteracting chemicd into the place where the crooks
hed poured the water. Doc was successful in extinguishing the raging flames. But in doing that, he gave
the attackers the opportunity they wanted.

Doc was tackled from behind. Modern leg irons were quickly clamped upon his legs. Other assailants
legped upon his back, dugged him with very modern blackjacks. Doc was quickly trussed. The
blackjacks had failed to knock him out. But he was groggy.

"Disguy an't so tough," one of the "Indians’ remarked. "Hel, he's just a pushover!”
"Ugh!" one of his companions observed. "Great White Father now just paleface jackass."

MOST of the "Indians™ it quickly developed, came from the tougher sections of New York City. They
crowded around the bronze man and entertained themsdves with various remarks about his change in
fortunes.

"We done better than Dutch,” bragged one "Indian” with a flattened nose and cauliflower ears. "An
rubbin’ disguy out is soitainly goin’ to be a pleasure.”

"Unnh," another said. "We ought to give him the tomahawk rubout.”
Broken-nose sneered at him.

"Don't be a moroon,” he said. "How could we blame it on de bronze guy when it's dl over if we done
thet?'

The other agreed reluctantly. While he was daoing it, the harsh tones of Dutch Scorvitch rasped through
the night.

"Don't tak so damned much,” the aviator and ex-kidnaper growled. "Thing’'san't goin’ right, anyway."



The men stopped taking. They looked nervoudy a each other. Three of them immediatdy sat on the
bronze man. They knew by reputation that things usudly went haywire when Doc Savage was involved.
Dutch Scorvitch read their thoughts. He knew crooks and the ydlow streaks they usudly show in the
pinches.

"ltan’t that," he grumbled. " Somebody must’ ve made a mistake. The thing's got one of Doc’s men. The
gy cdled Long Tom. Now we ll have ahdl of atime blaming it on him."

The men seemed relieved that there was nothing more wrong than that. All except Broken-nose, who
suddenly found something €lse to worry him.

"HdlI!" he exclamed. "Thething an't out of hand, isit? It might get us, if it is”

Dutch Scorvitch didn't answer right away. It seemed tha such a thought had occurred to him. But
goparently Dutch's stake in the proceedings was enough to make him bolder than the rest.

"Naw," he muttered. "The boss says he can contradl it."
"Jug whét is the thing, Dutch?' Broken-nose demanded. "I think we ought to know."

Dutch glared a him. "I don't know what in hdl it is" he growled. "And it an't any of your damned
busnesst Now let’s go. You got your orders.”

DOC SAVAGE was trussed up in the fashion that natives carry a tiger shot on the veldt. A long pole
was run between the handcuffs at his wrists and the leg irons at his ankles. Two men shouldered each end
of the pole and the procession moved through the northern night.

It just happened that the "porters’ packed their burden in the exact direction Doc had been traveing in
when he was seized. Trees and brush had been cut away in that area. There were great mounds of black
and reddish dirt. It was a place of complete desolation. Mine shafts showed as black and ugly holes a
irregular intervals. Dutch made a pae pathway of light so that none of his men fdl into any of them.

Fndly they came to one black excavation that seemed to be ther god.

"Sat him down,” Dutch grunted. "I'm goin’ to frisk him before we toss him in. We can't take no chances
with dis guy.”

Thejob of searching was very thorough. Dutch stripped off the equipment vest. He removed the bronze
man's shoes. Then he examined every seam and pocket in Doc’s clothing.

"Getmeapal 0 water, Nosy," he sad to the thug with the broken proboscis. "I'll do thisthing right.”

"Why don’'t you just bump him?' one of the phony Indians demanded. "Then you wouldn't have to do dl
this"

Dutch Scorvitch sneered. His scarred face was twisted with crudty and hatred. Dutch was known to
have tortured more than one enemy to a dow and painful death. He had spent time and trouble to send
his enemies out of the world the painful way, even when it was more dangerous for im to do it.

"Dere was a kidngpin' case | was mixed up in," he rasped. "Dis bronze guy nearly had me naled for it.
An' no one can fool me the way he did in Canada without payin’ plenty for it."

The killer sneered as Broken-nose handed him a pail of water from the brook. Dutch doshed part of it
over Doc’s dothing. Then he examined the results. There was no chemicd reaction worth noting. So



Dutch washed Doc' s hair. He had read somewhere that Doc had once carried chemicas in his hair that
had enabled him to free himsdf.

Heremoved dl of Doc’ s dothing except his shorts. Then he doused those well with water.
"O. K.," Dutch grated. "Toss him. He an't got a thing on him could do him any good.”

The ganggters acted quickly. They literdly did "tosshim." They tossed the bronze man, carrying-pole and
dl, into the black mine shaft. Doc hurtled thirty feet or more into blackness. The pole caught with a
splintering crash. Doc hung there like a pig ready for roasting a a barbecue.

"Good," Dutch growled. "Now the works."

There was a rumbling exploson from above. Dirt and stone lifted into the air; tons of it. Then it settled
with a rumbling crash.

Themine shaft was not verticd. It went into the hillsde on a dant, then turned downward. The mass of
earth and stone filled the entrance. Large chunks of it hurtled directly down toward the bronze man. The
rest of it sealed that shaft as completdly as a mgjor cave-in.

There were great chunks wedged crosswise. No one man could have broken through that mass. Not
even aman who had his hands and feet to work with.

Dutch stood for a moment surveying his handiwork. His eyes flickered with evil pleasure. With dow
deliberation he spat upon the pile of ore and rock.

"Scetter,”" he grated findly. "Get back to the spots where you belong.”

Some of the gangdters drifted off into the night. Broken-nose and afew others trudged dong with Dutch.
They headed in the direction of Lake Superior. Before they had gone far, the dow, regular begting of a
digant drum pulsed through the air. It was the regular, dowly increasing tempo that had come many times
with the Devil’s Tomahawks.

Broken-nose shuddered. He looked around him, huddled closer to Dutch Scorvitch.
"I wish | knew what that thing was. It gives me de cregps,” he muttered.

Dutch spat out an oath. His voice was loud. It was as if he tried to reassure himsdf by making as much
noise as possible.

"ItsO. K., it's O. K.," he defended. "The thing'sworkin’ with us, an't it?"

Broken-nose didn't seem to be dbsolutely sure of that. He said, "I don’t mind throwin’ a shiv. I'll take
my chances againg an automatic. Or even a Tommy-gun. But dis thing— hdl, it's comin’ nearer!”

The rumbling drums had indeed reached a new crescendo. Once again they seemed everywhere. Dutch
and Broken-nose stopped stock-till. Haf a dozen other thugs huddled with them. Then the drums began
to recede dowly. Dutch heaved adgh of reief.

"Aw, we needn’t have stopped,” he grunted. "It ain't goin’ to do us any harm."

But Dutch was suddenly glad that they had stopped. If they hadn’t, they would have missed seeing the
figure that clambered from a nearby mine shaft. As it was, they did see the figure And they stood
moationless, dmogt invishlein the gloom.



The other figure dimbed noisly over loose rocks and pieces of iron ore. The figure seemed in a hurry.
Sudden words burgt from hislips.

"An ascertainment of profound gppurtenance to solution,” Johnny’s well-modulated voice exclaimed.
Broken-nose whispered quickly to Dutch. "What's he mean?" the thug hissed.
"I dunno,” Dutch gritted. "He mugt of found something out. Get him."

Broken-nose and the others legped a the order. Compared with the ominous threat of the drums of
death, any mere man seemed an easy gamble. Even one of Doc Savage's aids. Or, as they had just
demondtrated, Doc himsdf.

They got Johnny in double-quick order. The tal, bony geologist was not expecting trouble so close at
hand. He was taken quite by surprise. One thug swung the butt of a heavy autometic with al the strength
he had. It crunched againg Johnny’ s skull with a sound of sckening destruction.

"You don't need to kill him," Dutch muttered. "We ought to find out what he knows."
Johnny lay on the ground. Blood trickled from his head.

Chapter XlIl. DEATH FOR ALL
"PICK him up," Dutch ordered. "Take him to the camp. We |l soon find out what he knows."

Broken-nose and three of the other Brooklyn Indians picked up the unconscious form of the bony
geologist. They packed him through a thicket and down a narrow path that wound through the woods.

The four were panting from their exertion when they came to asmdl clearing. A campfire burned brightly
there. Behind the fire was an ancient lumber-camp bunkhouse. It apparently had lan disused for years.
The crooks had repaired it in places. There were new shingles on the roof. The windowpanes looked
new.

Dutch gave quick orders, and the crooks propped Johnny up in a canvas-backed camp chair.
Broken-nose rummeged in a firs-aid kit and pulled out a bottle of ammonia He shoved this under
Johnny’s nose. At firg it didn't have any effect at dl.

Dutch came out of the tent with a dictionary. He frowned as he thumbed through it. Obvioudy philology
was not a hobby with him. Andly he Sghed in rdlidf.

"Yep," Dutch snorted. "That's what he meant. He' d found something out. We gotta know wheat it was."

By that time the smdling sdts were beginning to have some effect. Faint moans came from Johnny’s lips.
He didn’t regain consciousness immediatey. And when he did, Dutch was not there to question him.

The train of events rather upset the kidnaper and ex-bootlegger. It upset quite a few persons in those
North Woods. There was a terific racket as a stocky figure tore into the dearing. Sweat was pouring
from his face. A lot of the grease paint he had depended upon to make him look like an Indian was
dripping away with it.

The man's mouth drooled with terror. He rushed up to Dutch Scorvitch and whispered rgpidly into his
ear. Every vedtige of color drained from Dutch's face. Beads of perspiration broke out on his forehead.
He hegtated for a moment. His bravado and assurance dropped off his shoulders like some piece of
wearing apparel. His shoulders sagged.



"Hdl," he moaned. "The damned thing got Sug Merner.”

Broken-nose gulped.

"The Tomahawks got Sug?' he yelped.

Scorvitch nodded. Without a word he went into the bunkhouse and came out with a packsack.

"So long, mugs" he muttered. "If that thing's againg us, there an't no dough that could keep me around.”

Broken-nose looked a Dutch for a minute. He seemed too stupefied to move. Then there was a fant
digant rumble of the drums. Broken-nose began to move very rapidly. So did every one dse in the
camp. The exodus was redly darming. It looked like the Cdifornia gold rush days when a new strike had
been reported.

In practicdly no time at al, Johnny was the only man in the camp. The big geologist seemed sruggling for
consciousness. FHndly he opened his eyes. They seemed blank, without comprehension.

At that ingant Marquette Heller dipped out of a thick dump of stunted spruce a one side of the camp.
Marquette looked carefully around him. His black eyes glittered strangely in the red light of the fire.

Sowly, he crept toward Johnny. He leaned over him.
"Little Johnny, what did you learn?" he asked.
The gaunt geologist turned his head dowly toward Mark Heller. Then he shook his head.

“I ... don't know w-w-who | am," Johnny said dowly. There was no inflection to his words. There
was no feding whatever in his voice. Marquette Hdler stood suddenly back.

"You are Doc Savage' sad,” he prompted. "You have learned something. It isimportant.”
Johnny shook his head. "I don’t know," he said mournfully.

The crushing blow on Johnny’s head had robbed him of his memory. Whatever he had learned was
completely sedled until that amnesialeft him. That could be days, months or even years.

Marquette Heller acted swiftly. He put one arm around Johnny, hauled him to his feet.
"Wemug go," he said. "Other people would like to tak to you."

Johnny made no effort to protest. He moved like an automaton. There was no ahility to resst any
suggestion Marquette Heller made to him.

Marquette made only one more effort to jog Johnny's memory before they got back to the shacklike
office of the mine shaft. Marquette was thinking of the threat of Michabou.

Perhaps he was merdy interested in knowing what Johnny knew of the whereabouts of the bronze man.
"Whereis Doc Savage?' Mark Hdler asked. "What has he learned?’
Johnny looked a him blankly. "Doc Savage?' he asked plaintively. "Who is Doc Savage?!

Johnny’ s features worked queerly. A great mentd drain seemed to seize the gaunt geologist. But nothing
came of it. Not even the name of the man Johnny thought more of than his own life could bring a flicker

of memory to him.



DOC SAVAGE, it happened, was in the most complete darkness known to man. Not the moonless
night; nor the deepest forest; not even the depths of an ocean knows the utter blackness of a filled-in
mine shaft.

Column after column of newspaper space has been written about the abyss that is the mine shaft or tunndl
after a cave-in. There is nothing known to man that is worse than the utter futility, the suffocating
blackness of awalled-in subterranean passageway.

Miners have gone mad with despair in such conditions. And those miners knew that efforts were being
mede from above to rescue them. They had ther two hands and ther feet to use to extricate themsdves.
Often they had picks and, many times, explosives that they knew how to handle. But they died, miserable
cregtures, often mere bloated bodies found floating in the black waters that fill in the pits of deep shaft
mines

It is doubtful that Doc Savage thought of those things as the tremendous blast of TNT cascaded tons of
earth, rock and ore into the mouth of the tunnd. Doc was not given to such speculation. All his life the
bronze man had been trained to think, not of the Stuation into which he had been thrown, but of the
possible means to extricate himsdf from the Stuation.

Rocks hurtled down, upon and past him. Dutch Scorvitch had thought that the cagting of the bronze man
into such a pit dill trussed like a sacrificid animd had been the find touch to the Stuation. Dutch did not
redize that he probably saved the bronze man's life by doing that.

Doc hung downward from the stout carrying-pole. One huge piece of rock clipped his right hip as it
hurtled past. The bronze man swung away from the impact. Smdl pieces rained upon him. The next big
chunk, a piece of hematite weighing hdf a hundred pounds, struck the wooden pole squarely. The pole
cracked and splintered like a wooden target beneath a high-powered demoalition bomb.

Doc plunged downward, released from the pole that had held him. The bronze man had been conscious
during the time he had been carried. He knew what mine shaft he had been imprisoned in. From his
memory of the chart back in that now-destroyed office, he was certain just how far he would fall.

Doc hunched himsdf, turned in the dark ar. Then he straightened. He hit the surface of the black water in
that flooded sheft feet firgt. He submerged many feet. Then the buoyancy of the body brought him to the
surface.

Doc had spent many hours svimming with hands and fet manacled. Just as illfully as the tadpole
swims before it gets its legs and becomes a frog, and just as effortlessy, Doc Savage circled the black
pool. Fndly he found a ledge. It was atiny one, jutting just enough to hook his chin upon. He rested
there for a moment, then worked his way around the pit.

Asin many mine shafts, he discovered one ledge wide enough to rest his entire body upon. Wriggling like
some aquatic animd, he forced hishig body up onit.

Then Doc Savage did a peculiar thing. He sat erect upon his ledge and sneezed. The firg sneeze did not
auit him. He sneezed again and louder. As he did, he kept his hands cupped before him.

Doc had expected that he might be seized and thoroughly searched. His enemies had discovered many
hiding places he had found for chemicas that would aid him. He had even had fase teeth incasing his own
perfect ones that contained explosves powerful enough to blast solid wals of masonry that stood
between him and freedom. Dutch Scorvitch had not examined the bronze man's teeth. But even if he had,
he would not have found anything of vaue.



Doc’sright nodril held atiny capsule of tremendous vaue to him at that moment. He caught it killfully in
his cupped hands. Clutching it between a forefinger and a thumb, he broke it, let the contents drip over
the chain links of the handcuffs. In half a dozen moments, they parted. The duff was a highly powerful
solvent that worked on any metdl.

His hands free, Doc leaned down, removed a fdse toenal from one of his toes. It became a tiny sted
tool that he used to pick the lock of the leg irons.

Then the bronze man was free—free fifty feet below the ground with many tons of ore, rock and earth
seding the passageway above him.

Doc grinned in the darkness. No one could see that grin. But could Dutch Scorvitch or any of his other
enemies have seen it, they would have removed themsdves from the immediate vidnity with some haste.

Doc had closdly examined the chart of the mine. He knew the layout of this passageway to the minutest
detal. He stood on the ledge, took a breath of the damp subterranean air deep into his lungs Then Doc
dived deep into the black, forbidding water.

Twenty feet or more below tha surface, Doc’ s hands found the horizontal passageway he had expected.
According to the chart of the mine, it led to another shaft a hundred feet away which was an active mining
pit. Doc swam toward that. Each time his hands came back in a powerful stroke, he touched the wall.
That helped him keep track of the distance he had traveled. Pieces of loose rock came off in his hands.

Fifty feet into the hollow shaft, Doc fdt a sudden movement of the water. The narrow tunne suddenly
became an aqueduct. The water began to rush backward in the direction from which Doc had come. The
bronze man knew something of the geologicd structure thet is beneath the bodies known as the Great
Lakes.

He knew there are underground passages between the lakes themselves. They probably were caused by
the tremendous pressure of the great glacier asit crept back to the Arctic regions where it has been ever
gnce. The spring-fed lakes are connected by tremendous naturd agueducts far below ther bottom levels.

Doc Savage knew when that sudden torrent started that some subtle change in Lake Superior had
undoubtedly caused it. And he knew that if he went with it, he was finished.

The bronze men hung onto a tiny rock projection. The flurry of water was farly brief. Even so, Doc
Savage, who could remain under water much longer than the average professond South Sea skin diver,
was burdting for ar before it stopped.

As soon as the current lessened, Doc shot ahead, swept up the next verticd shaft. He broke the surface
beside a horizontd section of the adjoining shaft. There were narrow-gauge tracks, picks and the many
sggnsof recent work.

Doc pulled himsdf up onto the lip of the horizontal section. He dimbed to his feet and, stooping to avoid
overhead obstructions, clambered to the lip of the shaft.

As he emerged into the starless night, Doc heard a familiar drumbeat. It was not the steady besat of the
drums of death. It was the same drum in which the North Woods had been warned that Doc Savage
mud die.

This time the drum told a dightly different story. The dimax of it was that many in the North Woods
would die. It said that dl who were present might fal under the rage of Michabou!

Chapter Xlll. JOHNNY IS KIDNAPED



WILLIAM HARPER LITTLEJOHN permitted himsdf to be led to the shacklike office of the man
mine-shaft head without any resistance whatever. It was obvious that Johnny’s mind was entirely blank.

Marquette Heller shoved Johnny in ahead of him. Igor Lakonnen and Iris Heller were there. Lakonnen
was pacing up and down. He stopped now and then to plead with Iris.

"Little mistress" he said, "do not endanger yourself. Y ou should flee before this thing takes us dl. For me,
Igor, it does not matter. But | promised your father | would protect you."

Iris Heller was scared. Little twitching muscles at the corners of her eyes told that. But the stern jaw of
Fig-iron Heller had a gentle feminine counterpart in hers. The girl was determined.

"I will not leave while Doc Savage isin danger,” she repeated.

There was a body on the floor. The man was mationless, without pulse or breath. Four dozen ugly scars
were on his body. The face had been painted like that of an Indian. The chilling body was not that of an
aborigine. Iris did not know who he was. But she knew the Tomahawks had caught up with him in the
darkness of the night.

Igor looked at the remains of the victim. He shuddered. Red fear gleamed in the Finn's pade eyes. He
licked his lipswith a tongue that seemed dry and feverish.

"It ishorrible" he muttered. "'l cannot sand much more”

At that ingant Johnny stumbled in, followed by Marquette Heler. Johnny walked loosdy to a chair and
sat down. His vacant eyes stared about the room without recognition.

"Little Johnny!" Iris cried. "What has happened to you?'
Johnny stared uncomprehendingly.
"Hdlo," he said flatly.

Marquette Hdler burgt out in a torrent of words. He told of sumbling onto the ancient lumber camp
bunkhouse while Dutch Scorvitch and his mob were trying to revive Johnny and question him.

"Dutch said Johnny had ‘learned something about this thing," Marquette said, quoting the kidnaper. "I
don’'t know whét it is. But it might be plenty important.”

Igor Lakonnen's eyes went wide. He legped to Johnny’s sde. He leaned over, looked into the
geologis’s saring eyes.

"Wha isit, Little Johnny?" he demanded. "Tdl us what you know."

Johnny looked a him for a moment. He seemed to be trying to understand. His face contorted with the
menta sruggle that was going on within his brain. He reached out a tentative hand, touched the swesting
face of the huge, white-haired Finn. Then he amiled fantly, as if he thought something was expected of
him, but could not quite put hisfinger onit.

"Who are you?' he asked amply. "What isit that | should know?'

Igor Lakonnen burst out in a hollow roar of bafflement. He turned to Marquette Heller to ask him further
questions. But Marquette had discovered the gridy body upon the floor.

"Who is he?' Marquette demanded. "What happened to him?'



Lakonnen shuddered.

"I thought at first he was an Indian," he said. "But obvioudy he is not. No Indian ever had features such
as those™

"What happened to himis obvious. It is the Devil’s Tomahawks."

Lakonnen strode to a water bucket kept for fire prevention. He dashed water onto his face. The big Finn
was scared and showed it. His huge frame trembled violently. He started to say something more, but was
interrupted by abanging on the door. Marquette Heller opened it.

The tdl, ramrod-graight form of Paul P. Keewis was outlined in the glare of the unprotected eectric
globein thetiny office. Keewis ill wore the war paint of an Ojibway brave. His face was grim and set,
gave little indication of any emation.

He stepped quickly into the room, surveyed its occupants with open animosty.

AS the light cast its glare more dosdy on the features of the brave, it seemed that his tanned,
naturaly-pigmented skin was pae. His eyes did not flinch or fdter, but there was a tengty of atitude that
was inescapable. Keewis' diction was as amooth and perfect as it dways was. A white man's university
hed given Keewis dl the outward attributes of cvilization.

But those who knew him redized that Paul P. Keewis was as close to naure as the otter, the
muskrat—or perhaps the lynx that prowls, a predatory stalker, through the northern wilderness.

Keewis spoke with aflat lack of intonation. There was a threat in every smooth syllable of his diction. His
black eyes glittered strangely as he surveyed the people who were ligening to him.

"I did not believe my people were involved in the return of the Devil’s Tomahawks," he said dowly. "But
now | am not so sure. Thereis something here that | do not understand. And | know my people wdl!™

He glared particularly at IrisHeller and Mark. His thin lips drew back dightly over his stark white teeth.
Marquette drew forward menacingly. His black eyes flashed with quick emotion. The dl-Indian mydic
Keewis, and the hdf-white Mark glared at each other in a sudden redlization of hatred.

"You are behind this, Pau-puk-kee-wis," snarled Mark. "You have been indting a peaceful people to do
things for which they will die ashamed!”

Keewis drew himsdf up to hisfull sx-foot-four of height. It was dmogt asif he wrapped the blanket of a
chieftain around him.

"And what do you do here, son of a white man?' he rasped. "What do you do but cause trouble in the
North Woods?'

Marquette Heller's shoulders hunched over dightly. Mark was sx inches shorter than Paul P. Keewis.
He was dighter of build. But there was afirein his eyes right then that boded to make up for dmost any
deficency in stature.

"I came to find out what it was the thin white man had learned,” Marquette husked in a voice that was
little more than a whigper. "I came to keep my people from the massacre that they will earn if they perast
inthe murder they say comes from the skies."

The two men were dl Indian now. Marquette dropped the white man’s inginct for dvilization. He, with
Keewis, became a man of learning but steeped only in the mysidsm of the savages who had been his



forebears; the secrets of the quiet, subtle red men of the North who had been honorable, but ruthless in
their opposition to unfair force.

A knife flashed in Marquette’ s hand. Paul P. Keewis hand swept up from a doeskin thong about his
was. Keewis hed aflint tomahawk.

Probably the drums prevented murder in that tense moment. It was the drumbest that Doc Savage had
heard as he emerged from the mine shaft; the drum that said that many in the North Woods would die.

Paul P. Keewis scarcely blinked an eyelash as he ligened to the drum. Marquette Hedller paled. And it
was Marquette who was the aggressor in the fight, the maker of the accusations. When Marquette
fdtered, the eectric spark that would have meant a killing died aborning. Marquette’s lips parted. As if
ina trance he repeated the full warning of the drums.

"Michabou is angry with the people of the woodland,” the drums boomed out. "Michabou had said that
Doc Savage would die. Now Michabou has learned that interlopers have taken it upon themsdves to
destroy the bronze man.

"Michabou is digpleased. The bronze man once defended Western tribes of the red men. He interfered
and prevented our people from being defrauded of ther ail lands. He should not have been dain in
vengeance.

"Now that vengeance mugt go out to dl. If the bronze man has been dan, the Tomahawks of the Lost
Ones, the Devil’s Tomahawks, will fal in anger upon dl who have permitted this. Doc Savage belonged
to Michabou, the maker of dl things—"

There was more. But that was the bulk of it. The drums repeated the name of the bronze men severa
times As Marquette Heller listened, he repeated with lips that seemed unwilling to give the message.
Two things were probably responsible for what occurred. One was the repetition of the name of Doc
Savage.

Johnny struggled to his feet. His mouth worked strangely. Something seemed to be tdling him that he
should act, should do something. Unseeingly, Johnny walked into a char. He sumbled over it, fdl
headlong into the wall.

When he sat up, he rubbed his head. His eyes came suddenly into focus.
"An ascertainment of profound appurtenance to solution,” he said. "Gally, | think I've got it."

Igor Lakonnen let out a roar of amazement. A wide grin spread over his face. Marquette Heller
brightened quickly, forgot his quarrel with Keewis. The blow on the head when Johnny plunged into the
wadl had restored his memoary.

Iris Heller uttered a cry of rdief, rushed toward Johnny.
In that ingant the light in the little shack went out. There was a sudden sound of struggle.

When the light came on again, William Harper Littlgohn had disappeared. He had been kidnaped within
half a dozen feet of four able-bodied persong!

JOHNNY was as mad as he was capable of being. And that was plenty angry. The skinny geologist
vagudy redized that a lot of things had happened to him that should not have happened. As in most
amneda cases, he did not remember what had gone on while he had been without his memory.



But to be snatched bodily from a lighted room when that memory returned made Johnny mad. One Solit
second after the lights went out in that room a hand of iron seized Johnny. Another rough hand damped
over hismouth. Asif he had been a amdl child, the geologist fdt himsdf swept out of that room and out
into the night. He was carried on a giant shoulder as easlly asif he had been a bag of grain.

When he was put down, five or sx hundred yards away, Johnny’s temper was in no way improved.
"Of dl the magnilogquent ma gpertness—" Johnny spluttered. "Why—"
Johnny suddenly gasped. "Doc!" he blurted. "How in the world did you get here?!

Johnny was s0 amazed he used smdl words. Doc merdly said, "It was necessary to get you out of there.
We mud try to save Monk, Ham and Renny.”

Doc moved slently through the trees. Johnny followed, suddenly full of things he wanted to say.
"Doc, I’'ve sumbled onto a big discovery,” he blurted.

"The woods have ears," Doc advised. "And discoveries can wait until we free our friends. | have learned
Monk was recaptured when he went back to release Ham and Renny. We mudt travd fagt.”

Johnny discovered that he had no breath for conversation while kegping up with the bronze man.

THE stakes to which Monk and Ham were tied were less than S feet apart. For more than an hour, not
one word had passed between the two. It was the firg time that had happened in a good many years.

It was d 0 the fird time they had been certain that one of their number had been dan. Big-fised Renny,
tied to another big stake, shook his head from time to time. There was more than a suspicion of moisture
on his legthery cheeks.

"Haly cow!" the big engineer rumbled. "Long Tom dead! It doesn't seem possible.”

Monk looked particularly unhappy. He told himsdf thet if he hadn't come back the others wouldn't
know of Long Tom's death under the Devil’s Tomahawks. Monk was the only one of the three who
understood the Ojibway tongue. The Indians who recaptured Monk after the Tomahawks got N. Nathan
Nathania son the second time had brought him back to the camp of the birch-bark huts.

Shortly after he had been returned, an Indian runner tore breathlesdy into camp with news that the
Tomahawks had gotten Long Tom.

The camp itsdf was an eerie, fear-ridden place in the black night. Three campfires blazed redly. Around
those fires, gaunt braves shuffled in the ceremonid war dance of the Ojibways. Indians who had never
touched their faces with the paint of war now displayed hideous masks instead of their normd festures.

Red-skinned workmen who had never worn anything but the denim overdls of summer or the
lumberjack’ s Mackinaw in winter, were garbed in the buckskin and feathers of their forebears.

A low mutter came from the tribesmen as they shuffled around the campfire. It took fear to drive every
vedtige of the white man's avilization from these ordinarily pesceful aborigines. Fear shone starkly from
their faces now as they went methodicaly through the routine of the war dance. Monk cocked his head
on one sde, ligening to the muttered words of the dancers.

"Johoshaphat!" the hairy chemist exclamed. "These babies sure are scared of ther own bad medicine.
They say the thing's out of hand and nobody can contral it."



"You got me" Renny told him. "And when | left Doc Savage he didn’t know. He told me s0."
"Wadl, if Doc can't figureit out, I'm not going to try," Ham observed. "It would be better—"
A shout among the Indians interrupted Ham.

It seemed that the Indians were not only scared. They were adso hungry. The tempo of the dance
changed.

"That's the dance of the feast,” Monk told them. "They’re goin’ to put on the feed bag.”

There was a smdl commotion at one edge of the dearing. Monk looked at it. Then he went berserk.
Monk screamed. He shouted. He said words he had once promised his mother he would never use

again.

Four Indians came into the clearing. Tied and trussed on a long pole, they had Habeas Corpus, Monk’s
pet pig.
"You guys put that pig down!" Monk ydled in English.

He followed that with asmilar demand in Ojibway. He shouted in Mayan. Then he switched to a sdtier
section of English.

THE biggest of the campfires was in the center of the clearing. It was aso the closest to Monk and Ham.
It seemed that Monk was going to have a front-row seat to the cooking of Habess.

The Indians stirred up the fire. They pounded two verticd pronged stakes into the ground to lay the
roadting pole across. Then they picked up the pole on which the pig was trussed and moved toward the
fire Monk jumped up and down as far as his bonds would permit him. He screamed what sounded like
gibberish to the Indians. Actudly, it was Mayan. Then Monk quieted.

Habess rolled dightly. The porker was trying to swing away from the scorching flames. Suddenly one
Indian gasped in astonishment. He leaned over closer to the pig. Then he straightened up with a snap.

"You danged foal!" the pig seemed to be saying. "Don’t you know you ought to scald me and scrape off
the bristles before roasting?'

The four Indians holding the pole looked a each other with newborn horror. Firs the Devil’'s
Tomahawks. Now this.

"You're ahdl of abunch of cooks!" Habeas commented.

The Indians hdd an immediate powwow. They didn't know anything about ventriloquism. But they
decided Monk was crazy. The gibberish that was redly Mayan convinced them of that. No Indian will
molest a crazy man. The insane are invested with the spirits of the gods. Any Indian knows that. But the
powwow was to decideif the animd belonging to a batty person was dso to be protected. They decided
that it wasn't. But the vote was close. If they hadn't been pretty hungry they would have immediaey
abandoned the talking pig.

While the powwow was going on, Monk spoke a few low words to Ham. Immediately, the dapper
lawyer began to ydl at the top of his voice in Mayan. That surprised the Indians a little. Two men going
nuts in such a short space of time seemed a bit unusud.

They thought it was more unusud afew seconds later, when Chemigtry burst into camp. The big monkey



had been hiding outside the clearing. Ham had taught Chemidiry to take commands in Mayan as wel as
in English. He told Chemistry to walk straight toward Habeas Corpus.

Chemigry lumbered across the dearing.

"Put that pig down!" Chemistry squalled. "Put that pig down before | tear the whole lot of you apart!”
The voice sounded a whole lot like Monk’s. It dill did when the big monkey repested his demand in
Ojibway.

A taking pig had been enough to startle the hungry Ojibways. But a bi-linguidic ape was far too much.
With dark mutterings about the evil spirits and the terror of the Devil’s Tomahawks, the braves put
Habeas down out of danger from the fire.

Chemidry picked up the pig, fondled him in his ams. "Go on," the ape commanded in Ojibway. "Get
out. | don’t want you around.”

The Indians dmog fdl over themsdaves getting out of the dearing. Monk laughed so hard he dmost
drangled on the rope that was tied around his neck.

Ham commanded Chemidiry to come over and untie his bonds. The ape had been taught to tie and untie
knots. In fact, both animas had been taught a great many tricks that had come in handy in tight pinches
with their enemies.

While Chemistry was sruggling with the ropes that held Ham, Doc and Johnny arrived in the camp.

"DOC!" Monk sgualed. "This Tomahawk business has got out of hand. | was afrad that it might have
got you.”

While Monk knew the Ojibway tongue and knew ther tribd dances, he had never learned the language
of the 9gnd drums. So he did not know of the two drum messages concerning the bronze man.

Doc and Johnny untied Renny and Monk. Chemistry completed the job of untying Ham.
"What'sthisdl about, Doc?' Ham asked. "Who's behind it?"

"I do nat know who the culprit is" Doc replied. "And | do not know what the Devil’s Tomahawk redly
is"

Ham grunted. "I'll bet that Marquette Heller is behind it," he snapped.
Doc moved over toward Renny.
"What did you learn in Sault Ste. Marie?' the bronze man asked.

Renny repeated what he had told Monk and Ham about Marquette Heller and Paul P. Keewis. The
informetion that old Luke Hdler had killed Marquette’s Indian chieftain grandfather had come to light
quite recently, Renny stated. Luke's confesson was contained in an old |etter, written many years before,
which had turned up in the estate of an old timber scout who had died recently.

Both Hdler and Keewis, Renny repeated, were well-versed in Indian lore, were considered mystics and
hed great power over the Indians.

Of Lakonnen, Renny had learned little more than the huge Finn had told himsdf. He had come from
Finland in 1922, had moved around the North Woods for about two-and-a-haf years. Ever snce, he



hed worked for old Pig-iron Heller.

"He's an uncommunicative guy, according to reports,” Renny said. "But so are most Fnns™”
Renny looked at tdl, skinny Johnny.

"What did you find out about the ore?' the big engineer inquired. "Isit any good?
"Commeradly worthless" Johnny said. "But | found something ese last night.”

Johnny’s eyes sparkled.

"There are subterranean passageways from some of those mine shafts to the lake. | think they're part of
the key to this. It mugt be important. They dugged me when they found out | had learned about it."

Doc Savage shook his head.
"I don't believe that was what they thought you had learned,” Doc said quiely.

They dl turned to look at the bronze man. They didn’'t question him. Long experience had taught Doc's
adstha if he had any information he was certain of, he would divulge it to them unless there was good
reason for him to keep it to himsdf.

Doc never voiced his bdiefs until he was sure of his ground. He aso knew that possession of information
was often dangerous.

"Johnny is partly right,” the bronze man said. "If my reasoning is correct, subterranean passageways will
have some bearing on thisthing. But that is not their magjor secret.”

Doc turned toward the woods.

"Come" he said. "We mugt get Monk’s canoe. Then we will go to the sted mill. Part of our answer
should lie there™

Chapter XIV. MICHABOU RETURNS

MONK led the way through the tangled underbrush to the shore of Lake Superior. The hary chemig
rummeaged in a hole beneeth a sump. He hauled asmdl compact dectric cail out of the hole.

Pressng alever on the coil set up an induction fidd which actuated a switch in Monk’s canoe-laboratory.
That switch turned on an dectric pump which brought the canoe to the surface.

With its glasdike hood, the canoe looked somewhat smilar to the cockpit part of the fusdage of a racing
plane.

"Why'd you want the glassite hood insteed of the dectrolysis mesh?' Monk inquired.
"I did not want the hydrogen escaping to the surface," Doc explained. "It might prove dangerous.”

Monk scratched his head. He couldn't figure out how escaping hydrogen could be dangerous to them if
they were below the surface. He snorted.

"I'm gettin’ tired of coddling these crooks,” he complained. "If they get in the way of any escaping
hydrogen it's their own fault. Let ‘em stay out of our way."

Doc Savage did not answer.



"Give me the keys to the chemicd lockers" he indructed Monk. "Then we had better head for the mill.
Leave the canoe some place there where it is hidden, but where we can get it quickly."

Doc indructed that Chemistry and Habeas should be Ieft in the woods. Then, while the canoe was
propelled swiftly and dlently over the water by its rocket motor, Doc worked with various chemicasin
the laboratory that condtituted most of the indde of the canoe.

Doc was dill clad only in the shorts Dutch Scorvitch had left him when he encountered Johnny. He found
spare dothing in another locker of the canoe. Included was a spare inner vest with many secret pockets.
The bronze man loaded thiswith chemicals and various bits of equipment.

He finished his operations just about the time Monk tooled the canoe into the concrete dock of the sted
mill. There was one point where two sections of the concrete pier were connected by a wooden
platform. Benegth the plaiform there was sufficient space to hide the canoe.

Monk let the others out, then took the canoe underneeth the platform. He clambered up on the wooden
shoring between two piles and looked around.

Fg-iron Heler's sed mill looked like a ghost town. The gaunt, dark stacks, the tdl, round-bellied
open-hearth furnaces loomed like giant skeletons in the dark.

"THEM Indians sure high-talled out of here when the Devil’'s Tomahawks came around,” Monk
observed.

Monk’ s statement was quite correct. Pig-iron Heller's mine and mill workers had dmost dl been Indians
or breeds. The drums of desth warned the aborigines not to work in mill or mine. And the Indians
preferred even a hungry idleness to death by the Tomahawks.

A few Fnnish workmen had kept on working. And some of them had been found myserioudy hacked to
desth by the Tomahawks that came with the drums.

Doc Savage put on a pair of glasses that seemed opague pieces of black glass. He handed a smilar pair
to each of hisaids. Then Doc picked up a piece of apparatus that |ooked something like a magic lantern.

The bronze man and his aids had long used this device when they wished to perform some examination in
a darkness through which only they could see. The specid glasses made objects vighle in the infrared
rays of the projector Doc Savage carried. The mill took on a weird, monotone appearance, not unlike
the merging of colors to one who is color-blind.

Doc led the way. He waked dowly, throwing the infrared rays to right and left. Without the specid
glasses, no one could see those rays a dl. The use of the projector would attract no attention from the
ordinary eye of man.

The bronze man hdted near one open-hearth furnace that was separated from the rest. The other open
hearths had been cleaned out before the fires had been extinguished. But this one had been practicaly
dismantled. Doc examined the interior closdly.

The firebrick on the indde had been chipped and hacked, as if someone had gone through it with a
mighty dedge hammer. Doc made no comment as he climbed out of the now-cold furnace. He strode
from it in the generd direction of the woods. He paused frequently, flashing the infrared projector about.

Suddenly Doc's eerig, trilling sound told his aids that he had encountered something of importance.
Monk raced up, panting and puffing. When he saw what Doc was looking at, he dowed down in visble
disappointment.



There was nothing there except a huge iron triangle with the longest, equilatera sides about twenty feet in
length. There was a notch at their apex.

Doc swung the beam from the triangle to one Side. There he stooped to examine the end of a hdf-inch
ged cable which gpparently ran into the woods.

"Thisisthe key to their transportation problem,” Doc observed. "Not the subterranean passages from the
mine"

"What isit, Doc?' Monk wanted to know.

Doc explained that it was a dismantled overhead cable monorail system.
"Yesh," Monk agreed. "But what' s the danged thing for?'

Doc was slent for a moment.

"I think," he findly said, "that we will soon be ready for a showdown."

THE bronze man forestaled further questions by asking severa of Johnny. The gaunt geologist had been
ingructed to make a complete survey of the physicd properties of Pig-iron Hdler's corporations. Doc
asked him about them now.

"One hematite mine, one open-hearth furnace mill, asmdl foundry in Sault Ste. Marie and a stove factory
on the upper river," Johnny informed him.

Doc asked about shipments to the foundry in Sault Ste. Marie and to the stove factory on the upper
river. Johnny said that he had checked every shipment of pig iron to both foundry and stove factory
agang the output of these two ventures.

"They tdly, Doc,” Johnny said.

The bronze man did not comment on Johnny’s report for a moment. He merdy stood contemplating the
partly dismantled blast furnace. Then he turned again to Johnny.

"Where do they send their stoves? Who are the purchasers?’

Johnny reddened. It embarrassed him deeply to think that Doc should ask him a question relative to his
investigations that he could not answer. He was so embarrassed he used one-syllable words.

"Gosh, Doc, | don't know. They get paid in cash. So | didn't carry it any further.”
"There was no reason you should have" Doc said. "But | think now that it may be of importance.”

Doc turned. "Right now we mug return to the mine | am surer than | was that we are nearing a
showdown.”

A harsh voice cut into the night. ™Y ou hit it right on the nose, bronze guy. Your showdown is right behind
you with more than a dozen rifles lookin' at you."

MONK whirled.
"I'll take ten of ‘em,” he squalled. "Rifles or no rifles. We can see them better than they can see us”

Monk was right. It was a strategy they had used before. If they spread out, usng ther infrared projector,



they had a chance of taking their enemies with the superfirers. Doc Savage vetoed it.

"Put up your hands," he ingtructed. "Therrifles are dready trained on us™

Doc switched off the infrared projector and discarded it. All of them removed ther goggles.
"We are your prisoners,” Doc said. "Direct us"

A triumphant curse came from behind them. There was aso a note of awe in it. Dutch Scorvitch stepped
forward.

"You have more livesthan acat,” he gritted at Doc. "How in hdl did you get out of that mine?"
"I swvam out,” Doc replied quite truthfully.

"Yegh," Dutch said sourly. "An’ | suppose you used those handcuffs and leg irons for paddles.”
He waked up and prodded arifleinto Doc’s midiff.

"Come on, now," he rasped. "Saill it. Who dug you out, and how’d they find you?'

Doc parried with another question. He had heard Marquette Heller tdl how Dutch and the mab ran after
the thug had told them of the phony Indian who had been hit by the Devil’s Tomahawks.

"How did you happen to come back?' Doc asked. "I thought you were on your way back to New
York."

Dutch got red. "It's none of your business" he growled. "But the boss has that thing under control now.
Hesad 0.

Dutch paused. Then: "An’" my bronze baby, are we goin’ to feed you to it? Just ask me. Are we?'
The answer to that one was too obvious to require any comment.
"Let’sgo," Doc sad. "You seem to bein control of the Stution.”

"Hey, Nosy," Dutch yeled. "You take hdf the gang and keep the guns on these four guys”" He motioned
toward Monk, Ham, Johnny and Renny. "I'll take the other hdf of the gang and keep the drop on Doc
Savage. Hean't goin' to get away from me thistime.”

Nosy, who was the broken-nosed thug who dugged Johnny in the skull, grunted in agreement. Nosy was
quite willing that anyone else should have Doc Savage in custody. In fact, Nosy had not been quite sold
on the idea of coming back with the gang at dl.

"I hope the boss was levding when he sad he had control of them damned Tomahawks' the
broken-nosed thug muttered. "That's something | don’t want no part of."

Nosy had a secret suspicion that when the mobsters had exhausted their vaue to the boss aimind he
might turn the thing on them anyway. But the double-cross was a chance dl crooks took—or gave.

Dutch and six of the armed killers separated Doc from his companions and marched him through the
woods toward the mine

MONK was walking directly behind Nosy. He had been searched and his superfirer taken away from
him. Monk was mad. He had wanted to fight it out. For that matter, he ill wanted to.



He reached out one foot and tripped Nosy. The thug fel on his face. He scrambled to his feet, screaming
with rage.

"Go ahead," Ham advised. "Mow him down. He's usdess anyway."

Nosy started to take Ham's advice. He had to turn sdewise to Ham to do it. Ham struck him like a
projectile. Nosy went down again. The things he said were not nice to hear.

"Cut it out, you guyd" Renny boomed. "Doc’s orders were to go aong peacefully.”

That advice mallified Nosy somewhat. Apparently he had orders to bring Doc’ s aidsin dive.
"I don’t want to bump you here," the thug snarled. "We' re savin’ you guys for the tomahawks."
"Ligen," Johnny cut in. "The rancorous sound of vengeance."

The entire party stopped. Fantly at firg, the dull rumble of the drums sounded from the sky. Then the
tempo increased, became louder. Nosy breathed deep with excitement and fear. His voice choked.

"TheamdI!" he screamed. "The boss has started that damned thing. We gotta get to the mine”

Nosy drove them through the tangled brush. No other words were spoken. The dead, dank amdl of
freshly-turned earth, the smdl of the grave, was againinthe air. Nosy broke into a run. He and the other
gunmen prodded Doc's aids ahead. Soon they came to the dearing by the mine. There was a light in the
shaft office. Lakonnen stepped out. The big Finn looked wildly about him.

"It'sloosal" he screamed. "'l can't control it!"

Suddenly a weird light began to glow in the dearing. It seemed to come from no particular direction. It
was as if the ar itsdf glowed with an eerie phosphorescence. Then there was an awvesome chanting.
Indians appeared on dl sides of the gang.

Dutch Scorvitch, with Doc, was alittle ahead. Dutch stopped in his tracks. A moan of fear came from his
lips The beeting of the drums began to press down from above, seemed to surround the whole gang of

phony Indians.

The redskins who were dosing in from the woodland were not phonies. They were hideoudy-painted
warriors. Now they began to chant and dance dowly to the beat of the drums. A medicine man in a
ghastly mask led them. He whirled and dipped as he chanted taes of the power of the great Michabou.
The master spirit who made dl things, the power that could equaly destroy them.

Two other figures burst out of the shaft office. They were Iris and Marquette Heller. The girl’s face was
pde with terror. Marquette Heller began to repeat the chants of the medicine man in English.

The entire tableau was one to drike terror to the heart of any man. Suddenly Paul P. Keewis appeared in
the midgt of the chanting warriors.

"The time has come for vengeance," Keewis intoned. "Michabou has spoken. The Devil’s Tomahawks
will avenge the red man!"

A whitish wigp of smoke spirded from a barren piece of ground near the ashes of wha had been
Pig-iron Hdler's resdence and office. With a whoosh, the wisp of smoke became a cloud. It glowed
with a greenish phosphorescence. The besting of the drums seemed to emanate from that cloud.

Then the cloud took life. In its center there crouched a figure of awesome hideousness that made even



stout-hearted Monk shudder. The mask was one of hate and ferocity. Gigantic lips moved in a grimace
that carried the suggestion of destruction. The body was warped, misshapen. Skinny arms weaved about
to the time of the pulang drums of death.

The Indians bowed down to the ground. Even Paul P. Keewis prostrated himsdf before the awesome
figure A murmur went up around the edge of the dearing.

"Michabou! Michabou, the Manitou! Michabou, the master spirit of dl thingd"

The scent of death grew stronger in the clearing.

Chapter XV. BENEATH THE LAKE

THE creature spoke then. The voice was hallow, unred in tone. It was a menacing thing that seemed
beyond the reach of man.

"White devils have usurped the powers of the Devil’s Tomahawks" the eerie voice intoned. "Michabou
cannot permit such a thing. The white men have desecrated the Devil’s Playground. For that they must
pay in the terms set by Michabou.”

The Indians flattened themsdves on the ground. They took up a chant of compliance. Whatever
Michabou demanded would be done. There was respect and fear in the voices of the red men. Then
Michabou spoke once more.

"The Devil’s Tomahawks belong to the red men for just vengeance. Now it shdl be vengeance againg
those who have wrongly used it."

While the wispy, wavering figure in the smoke was speaking, Igor Lakonnen backed dowly into the shaft
office. No one paid much attention to him. The wavering figure in the smoke turned, pointed a taloned
finger toward Iris Heller. Ingantly Paul P. Keewis saized her, began to bind her hands with buckskin
thongs. Marquette Heller tried to stop him. But other hands seized Mark.

Ham let out a ydl of rage and plunged across the dearing. He might berate the girl himsdf, but Ham
would not stand by and see her murdered.

There was a sudden crescendo of the drums, and the queer unworldly light in the cdlearing dimmed. Then
there was a scream. The light flickered dimly, then glowed again.

Dapper Ham lay on the ground. His immaculate dothing was torn to shreds. Ugly red welts showed on
hisflesh. There was ared pool besde him.

Monk Mayfair let out a roar of insane rage. He went as berserk as a mad bull. He rushed a Paul P.
Keewis, feled him with asngle blow. Then he leaned over the dill form of Ham. He fdt the pulse, put his
hend over the heart. There was neither pulse nor heartbeat. Tears of rage and anguish glistened in the
hary chemist’s eyes. With alow growl, he turned and started for the Indians.

Ten or more of them jumped him. Monk squaled for hep then. That was something he rardy did. But
avenging Ham was enough to make him ydl for assistance.

"Doc!" Monk squdled. "Doc! Help me”
It was then that he noticed that Doc Savage had disappeared.

THE wavering voice from the smoke pillar spoke again.



"Itis usdless to oppose the will of Michabou. All who have tried to trick him mugt suffer.”

An angry snarl came from the direction of the mine-shaft office. The huge form of Igor Lakonnen loomed
inthe doorway. His plainum hair glistened in the phosphorescent light. Igor held a submachine gun in his
hands. His face was contorted in a frenzy of fear and panic.

"It's not going to get me!” he screamed. "I can lick Michabou!”

Igor reached behind him, pulled a lever. Indantly a detonation crashed into the air that broke every
window in the shack. Men were hurled to the ground by the force of the exploson. Rumbling blasts came
from deep in the earth. Great sections of ground fell in as mine shafts and tunnels were blasted into dust
from below.

Only the wavering figure in the smoke seemed unaffected. Lakonnen cursed, pressed the trigger release
of the Tommy-gun. The racketing of the gun was scarcely heard above the rumbling of the explosonsin
the mine. The Tommy-gun spat flame and lead.

The leaden dugs passed entirdy through the wavering figure in the smoke without affecting it in the least!

Renny and Johnny gasped. Thugs had been holding them with riflesin their backs. Now the thugs tried to
flee But they were preceded by Igor Lakonnen.

With a scream of defiance, the towering Finn raced through the night toward the sted mill on the shore.
Some of the phony Indians tried to stop him with rifles. Lakonnen’s reply was a burst from the machine
gun. The thugsfdl, dying, to the ground.

Lakonnen yedled once more and disappeared into the woods. The big man could run like a deer. Some
of the genuine Indians tried to catch him. But even they were not fast enough.

As Lakonnen disappeared, Doc's voice came from the edge of the clearing.
"Monk! Renny! Johnny! Get to the stedl mill as fast as you can. We have work to do there right away."

It would never occur to any of Doc's ads to question an order, no matter what it was. Monk obeyed
reluctantly. He squirmed away from the Indians, who had been distracted by Lakonnen's sudden

departure.

Then he discovered that Ham's body was gone! The red pool of blood was 4ill there. To be sure it was
blood, Monk dipped a finger in it and smdled it. He shuddered. That was no trick. He knew for sure
now, that Ham had redlly succumbed to the mysterious death ordained by Michabou!

MONK raced after Renny and Johnny. The hairy chemidt’s brain was in awhirl. It was true that they had
dl had many narrow escapes in the course of their adventures. But, dso, they had dways pulled through.

The three men knew they were up against something bigger than they had encountered before. Doc was
not one to leave the scene of something like what had happened to Ham.

The venture was amogt ended for them at the edge of the sted-mill property. There was a tremendous
exploson. Huge chunks of sted, firebrick and iron ore whoomed up into the sky. Renny, Monk and
Johnny were hurled to the ground. Débris rained dl about them. Three big open-hearth furnaces split as if
they had been made of papier-méaché.

They sumbled to ther feet and pressed on. A pile of ore ahead of them began to move. Doc struggled
out of it. He had been buried in the explosion.



"Monk," Doc clipped, "get the canoe. Hold it ready beside the wooden platform.”

Doc made quick inspection of the sted plant. Other explosions followed the fird. Plants of dynamite or
TNT had been buried dl over the property. Terrific detonations rocked the earth. Great clouds of black
smoke billowed into the air.

Doc Savage was carying the black-light projector. He used it now. He didn't need the specid glasses.
He explained that he had spread a fluorescent powder on the floor of the mineshaft office. Lakonnen's
feet, aswdl as the feet of the gifl and Marquette Heller, had become coated with it.

The footsteps that fluoresced under the infrared rays were huge. They could have belonged to neither
Marquette nor the girl. They had to be Lakonnen’s. Monk snorted in anticipation.

"He couldn’t have gone far," the chemigt said.

Doc Savage sad nathing. He followed the footsteps to the edge of the dock. A new explosion ripped the
concrete pier in two great pieces. A second one demolished part of it. The whole structure trembled
beneeth their feet.

Lakonnen's footsteps ended at a round hole in the concrete pier. The hole had been covered by a pile of
dag. The dag pile, they found, was on a movable platform. Lakonnen gpparently had moved it to get into
the hole,

"Geawhilikers, Doc!" Monk grunted. "Do we go down there after him?*

Before the bronze man could reply, the question was answered. A blast of dynamite burst from the hole.
The force knocked Doc and his three aids back. Another exploson sedled the hole effectively. Wherever
Lakonnen had been going, he had either achieved it or he was entombed benegth the ground.

"Quick, the canoe," Daoc rapped.

Tadily, Monk sprang for what was l€ft of the wooden platform. The canoe-laboratory was ill there.
Monk untied it, hauled it into view. He did back the glasdike hood, and the other three legped into the
craft.

"Close the hood,” Doc directed. "Then submerge.”

The glassite hood did closed. There was a hissng sound as water poured into pecia tanks fore and &ft.
A compressor beat thumpingly, condensed the water far beyond its norma weight. A comparatively
gmdl amount of water became heavy enough to bring about submersion.

Like atiny, glass-topped submarine, the canoe moved ahead under water. Doc crouched & the controls
inthe bow. A luminescent beam of light spread out ahead of the craft like wide feders of light.

The bronze man guided the craft to a spot beside and below the hole into which Lakonnen's footsteps
hed disappeared.

"Submerge twenty feet farther,” Doc ordered.

Agan the compressors thumped. Presently, the luminescent beam picked up a peculiar object. It seemed
to extend downward at a forty-five-degree angle from the bottom of the dock. It was like a giant sewer
pipe extending into the very bowels of the earth.

"This should take us to Lakonnen," Doc said smply. "And to the solution of the reasons for the return of



the Devil’ s Tomahawks."

Chapter XVI. THE BEARDED MEN

THE big pipe followed a water-worn tunnd forty feet or more in diameter. The action of the water had
goparently cut the tunnd through solid rock.

Doc Savage explained that the tremendous pressure of a receding glacier had probably caused the
subterranean passageway's that connected the Greet Lakes.

"I have reason to believe that this one goes no farther than Hdller's stove factory,” the bronze man said.

"Jeepers, Doc!" Monk complained. "What' s thisthing dl about? First we have alot of Suff dug up out of
adead past. Then we get alot of modern suff.”

Doc was dlent for a moment, concentrating on his piloting. Water swirled past them in a gushing torrent.
Doc cut out the rocket motor and let the current take the little craft down deep into the earth. Presently
the tunnd leveled off. The current carried the canoe adong the level. Occasondly it would scrape the
sdes dightly. But the rock was so smooth no damage ensued.

"The explosonsin the mill and mine bring me to believe aforeign power isinvolved,” Doc stated.
"What could they want?' Monk demanded. "That iron oreign't any good.”
"l am not certain,” Doc explained. "But we should get our answer in the stove factory, if we get there.”

They got there, or a least to something with great rapidity. The tunnd began an upward dimb. It
narrowed at that point, and the speed of the current nearly doubled. The boat dmost turned end for end,
despite the bronze man's attempts to steer it.

Suddenly the canoe broke the surface of what seemed to be a subterranean lake. There was a smdl
dock a one sde. A tiny submarine was tied to cleats on the dock. The roof of the place was vaulted
rock. There was nathing init except the dock and the little sub. Doc steered the canoe to the dock and
did back the glassite hood.

The bronze man spoke in 9gn language then, indructed his aids to make no sound. Hammering noises
came through a wide archway leading to some room beyond the cavern that contained the lake.

Doc dimbed to the dock and started through the archway. Monk, Renny and Johnny followed him. The
room beyond was apparently some sort of a storage place. It was piled high with stoves. There were
amdl two-burner plates, big, old-fashioned cod ranges, camp stoves, pot-bellied base burners. All were
painted black, and gpparently dl were cast iron.

Renny moved toward asmdl camp stove. Idly he hefted it. It didn’t budge.
"Hdy cow!" he rumbled. "Thisthing is as heavy asif it was made of lead!”

Doc did not have time to answer that one. Electric lights flashed on in the big storeroom. Haf a dozen
men crowded into the room.

"Wow!" Monk yelped. "Lamp the beavers™

The beards the men wore would have done credit to Sampson before his locks were shorn. None of the
men was above average height.



The men wore short smocklike garments. They gabbled excitedly among themsdlves. One of them pulled
aswitch on the wall. Then the sx amdl men started for Doc and his aids.

Monk lunged a one. But he didn’'t get anywhere. He could move, but it was with a tremendous effort.
He looked a Doc. The bronze man was pulling objects out of his pocket and dropping them on the floor.

"The floor is one tremendous magnet,” Doc shouted. "Every piece of atractable metd in your dothing
holds you down. It's a perfect defense. Shed your shoes and clean out your pockets.”

The three aids began doing jugt that. But it took a little time. The Sx bearded men wore moccasins
without any nalls. And obvioudy they had no metd in their clothing. They moved ahead with quick
precison. They drew knives that were made of copper and not attracted by the magnet.

Monk got out of his shoes firs. He had dropped his superfirer and a big jackknife. With a ydl he dived
for the nearest of the bearded men. The bearded one ducked. But not quite enough. Monk’s hary fis
caught him right on the button. He went down with a groan.

Then Monk had the copper knife. Ydling a whooping chdlenge, he sprang forward. Then he began to
waver. The bearded men began to draw back rapidly. Suddenly they darted through a narrow door.
Monk turned back toward the others. They had dl divested themselves of their metd belongings. But the
attackers had flown.

"Look!" Monk blurted. "The big archway is gone.”

A pand had did down, dosng the archway that led to the chamber of the lake.
Monk passed a hand over his brow.

"I'mtired,” he said. "l dunno what it is"

The gas had scarcely any odor at dl. But it got them. Even Doc had no antidote for it with him. Soon the
bronze man was prone with his aids on the stone floor. Little bearded men, wearing strange masks to
protect themsalves againg the gas, dipped into the storeroom. They carried lengths of stout rope. Soon
Doc and his aids were tied securely.

Then, one by one, the four captives were hauled into another room beyond the storage chamber.

DOC and this three ads regained consciousness in the main stove foundry. There was a amdl blagt
furnece of intricate design. There were molds for the various parts of stoves that were cast in Sngle units.

There were the 9x bearded men in smocks and moccasins.
And there was Igor Lakonnen.

Lakonnen had donned a smock of his own. He, too, now wore the moccasins without nals or other
metd fittings. The big mine superintendent, who had worked for Pig-iron Heler for twenty-five years or
more, strode back and forth before the tightly-bound prisoners. The little bearded men huddled in the
background. They seemed to treat Lakonnen as something above themin rank.

The bearded men gabbled in a tongue Doc's ads did not understand. Lakonnen answered them. Some
sort of a conference seemed to be under way.

"That an't Fnnish," Monk grunted. "I can understand Finland talk, Thisis something ese”

Igor Lakonnen's pae eyes flickered. The expresson on his lips was not pleasant to see. Particularly for



someone who was his prisoner.

"The bronze busybody can probably tdl you what | am" Igor sneered. "He seems to know
everything—thet is, dmogt everything."

Doc eyed the swaggering giant cdmly. The bronze man spoke with ddiberation. Doc did not seem to
hesitate. But anyone who knew him would have redized that he was teking plenty of time.

"You were born a Finn, Lakonnen," Doc chalenged.
Lakonnen bowed, with a smirk.

"Your deductions so far are sound, bronze interloper,” he sneered. "Now tdl me the rest. Then tdl me
what is going to happen to you."

Doc's flake-gold eyes seemed tiny whirlpools of life His features showed neither concern with his plight
nor doubt of his conclusions.

"Your records show tha you fled Finland in 1922," Doc sad flaly. "That was the year of the
Mannerhem purge, the year the Finns and White Russans chased the Bolsheviks out of the country. |
would guess that your citizenship and your language since then have been Russan.”

Lakonnen laughed.

"That istrue" he grated. "And it is dso true, as you mugt know now, that the baance of my misson is
one of destruction. What we cannot have no one ese gl gan.”

There was a bitter note of hatred in Lakonnen's last remarks. He strutted around the room. His actions
were those of aman who has been thwarted in one thing he had wanted to do but now had a Studtion in
hend very much to his liking. Big Renny followed him around the huge room with his eyes. Lakonnen
stopped now and then to survey wrought-iron work that was in the foundry.

"Hdy cow!" Renny barked. "They got everything here except an iron stag for a hitching pogt.”

Renny’s remark brought closer attention from Monk and Johnny. Doc had aready minutdy surveyed
every object in the room. There was a queer sdection of iron at work. Some of it was panted a
conventiond black. Some of it was red-leaded preparatory to the finished painting and other objects
were not yet finished at dl.

There were queer pillars of wrought iron in the shape of tree trunks. There were cast-iron boulders,
painted with water marks and cracks to look like any huge stone that might be found in a fied. Long
fdlen logs, rotting and with green maoss fringing them, were disclosed to be works of wrought iron.

The effect of seeing them dl together was extremely queer. Lakonnen surveyed them. Then he laughed.

"Hah!" he sneered. "The Devil’'s Tomahawks. The bronze man and his other aids shdl now know the
Tomahawks of the Lost Ones."

Asif in answer to Lakonnen's threst, the distant sound of drums besat into the air. The drums were faint.
But they were inggtent. Monk shuddered, thought of Ham. He looked at Lakonnen, expecting to see a
sheer of triumph on the Russan Finn's face.

The drumbeset increased in tempo. But Lakonnen's satisfaction did not.

"Thedrums™ he croaked. "It is not possiblel”



One of the bearded men gabbled at im in Russan. Lakonnen nodded.
"Yes" hesad. "They are down-river. | can hear them. It isthat devil, Michabou."

Lakonnen shuddered, ligened intently. The steady tempo of the drums beat into his ears like a threat
from which he could not escape. Igor Lakonnen proved to be a man whose nerves had sustained about
dl they were capable of withganding. Sweat dripped from his face. His jaws worked strangely. And then
adgring of epithets burst from his lips that needed no understanding of any language to interpret.

"They come dloser,” Igor spat. "Wewill flee. At once.”

One of the bearded men spoke in English, suggested piling into the tiny sub. The big arched doors were
open now. The cavern of the subterranean lake could be seen from the foundry room. Igor Lakonnen
shook his head.

"No," he decided. "We might be trapped. We will take the speedboat to Sault Ste. Marie. There we can
charter aplane”

Igor led the way. He started out a side door in the foundry room. It was on the river sde. But he never
reached the door. As the beat of the drums sounding from the east increased, that sde door dammed
open. A wild war whoop welled from it. Two painted, feathered forms sprang into the foundry room.

One of the new attackers paused, raised a bow and arrow. There was the sharp twang of the bowstring
and an arrow whizzed past Lakonnen's ear. The big Finn screamed in panic. He turned toward the
archway leading to the cavern of the lake.

"Thesub!" heydled. "We ve got to makeit. It is our only chance.

Lakonnen ran. As he did, he pulled a smdl bomb from his pocket. He hurled the missle a Monk’s
laboratory canoe. There was aflash of light and a sharp explosion. The canoe sank beneath the surface,
wrecked beyond repair. Then Lakonnen piled into the tiny sub. The sx bearded men followed him.

The two Indians followed with a whoop. They dso were equipped with smdl, compact bombs. They
hurled these onto the deck of the snking submarine. But the sub was made of stronger duff then the
bombs could crack. It sank benegth the surface and its motors could be heard to beat rhythmicaly.

DOC SAVAGE ydled to the two Indians. He told him to haul up the sunken canoe, take certain
equipment from it and give chase. Then Doc concentrated on his bonds. He ingructed his three aids to
do the same.

Monk sruggled methodicdly with his bonds. A couple of things were bothering the hairy chemist. He
saw the two Indians grapple for the sunken canoe with silk-thread grapplers that he thought he had seen
before. He saw them get the canoe and take thin, glassite diving hdmets from it. They donned these and
plunged into the water. Just before they did, one of them looked a Monk and winked.

"Say," Monk said suddenly. "How come the sound of those drums quit when they sunk my canoe?'
Doc Savage replied briefly.

"The drumbeat was recorded,” heinformed Monk. "A direction sounding board threw it downstream. It
scared Lakonnen into thinking the Devil’s Tomahawks were after im.”

Monk struggled out of his bonds. He was wobbly on his feet, leaned agang one of the newly-cast
soves.



"There was something danged familiar about them Indians that were just here" he remarked. "The one
thet winked."

Monk gave it up for the moment, and idly inspected the stove. He remembered Renny’'s remark about
the extreme weight of the things He scratched the surface with a thumbnail. Then he examined it more
closdy.

"Say," he sad. "These thingsain't iron. They're solid nickel!"

"That is correct,” Doc informed him. "These men wanted nickd. They were shipping it out of the country
secretly. If they couldn’t get it, they wanted to destroy dl evidence that it existed. If they are keeping up
to their usud performance, we will find atime bomb some place in this foundry.”

Igor Lakonnen was taking about that time bomb even as Doc Savage mentioned the probability of its
exigence. Igor was tooling the sub upward in the water-worn passageway. Just before they had
submerged the underwater craft, Igor had dropped a water gate that shut off the lower exit of the

passageway.

That act not only stopped the current in the great naturd tunnd. It created a backwash that temporarily
reversed the current. The sub shot ahead with rapidity. Igor chuckled.

"Thar canoeisruined,” he gloated. "They will investigate the foundry. That is only neturd.”
He looked at his watch.

"In five more minutes the blast will occur,” he sneered. "Then the evidence and Doc Savage will both
disappear.”

One of the bearded men waggled his hirsute appendage.
"Iss90," he hissed. "Iss a measure of success. But, hdl we escape?”

He did not seem overly concerned about it. But Igor was made of different suff. His persona welfare
was not far from hismind.

"Wewill get out at the mill," he decided. "We will then go to the arfield. It is but a short way. There we
will appropriate the Savage autogyro. |, Igor, can operate the mechine”

The bearded one waggled the beard again.

"Yess" he husked. "But what of the Savage friends?'

Igor laughed.

"Doc and three go up with the foundry. Two are aready dead.”

Igor shuddered when he said that. He had seen the bodies of Long Tom and Ham. And evidently he
didn't understand it.

"That damned Michabou!" 1gor muttered. "That is the sort of thing we are taught not to believe.”

He wiped perspiration from his brow and forced himsdf to think of more pleasant things. He looked
agan a his watch.

"That exploson, now," he said happily. "In two minutesit will dl be over. That, I, Igor, like to think of."



Chapter XVII. AN EX-MOURNER

IGOR was not the only person who was digolaying a vitd interest in the planted time bomb. Renny,
Monk and Johnny had started an immediate search for it when Doc mentioned the probability thet it
existed.

Monk was opening and dosing the doors of stoves piled about the place. He didn’t find anything there,
S0 he started examining dl of the queer pieces of wrought-iron art. These were redly made of iron,
Monk decided. He kicked some of them and found that they were hollow. Monk got so interested that
he amost forgot about the time bomb for which he was hunting.

It was Doc who found the thing. A compact, dectricaly wired thing with a precison clock, it was
deverly hidden under a pile of un-amdted ore in the amdl blast furnace. When Doc found it, the clock
was fifty-one seconds ahead of the explosion.

The bronze man snipped the wiring off and removed the clock. Then he submerged the whole thing in
water. Monk heard Johnny exdam that Doc had found the thing. The chemigt didn’t even try to trandate
the words that Johnny used. He merdy assumed that the gaunt geologist meant that from his tone of
voice.

Monk was busy. He was sure these things had to have some purpose. He picked up a cold chisd and a
hammer from a bench. A great tree trunk of wrought iron painted to resemble the moss-covered bark of
an oak tree engaged his attention. There was an irregular crack running down one sde. Monk whanged
away a that with the cold chisdl. Suddenly, the thing swung open. Monk legped back, his mouth open as
wide asit would go. And that was pretty wide.

"Crimminy!" he gulped. "The old Iron Lady is back agan!"

Johnny and Renny came running. They knew of medieva torture systems and they knew of the Iron
Lady. Tha fearsome object was a torture death meted out to those who most severdly offended the
ruthless desires of Spanish inquisitors. Pirates had used it to force victims to tdl where their wedth was
hidden.

The origind Iron Lady was a cast-iron torture chamber built in the form of a stout woman with flowing
skirts. It was hollow and hinged. It opened outward from the front. When it closed again, it was
presumed to have a vicim ingde of it. The indde was studded with long, crud spikes that dmost met
when the thing was entirdy closed.

The torture experts of medievad days closed it dowly, so that the victim might linger long in awful pain.
Tha wasin the days of piracy and the Spanish Main.

The tredike duplicate Monk was looking a was born of a different day. Instead of spikes, the sharp
internd projections were crescent shaped, each designed to leave a characteristic shape like the wound
of atomahawk.

And Monk knew then that the machine was designed to give a swift death—a swift one, but one just as
horrible as the Iron Lady had ever administered.

Monk knew he was looking at the Devil’s Tomahawks!

The hairy chemigt shuddered and thought of Ham. He looked at Renny and Johnny. None spoke for a
moment.

"Thismug be it," Monk sad findly. "Thet could kill a guy in one second. Then when it was closed up



agan empty it would look just like afdlen log thet had been there dl thetime. Or like a rock you'd been
gtting on. Or this here tree."

Doc Savage had come up quietly behind them. Monk turned to him for support. Doc nodded.

"Thisis Lakonnen's tomahawk degth,” he agreed. "Lakonmen forged a letter of confesson by old Luke
Heller to murdering Marquette' s grandfather. That gave the apparent excuse that the Indians were on the
warpath.”

Monk scratched his head.
"How'd he miss the firs time on N. Nathan Nathanid son?"

"He got him by accident,” Doc said. "He was after Kovidti. It was dark, and he got N. Nate, who was in
with him. When the fat lawyer later got so scared Igor feared he would tak, he killed him."

"Hdy cow!" Renny boomed. "Look at that one. That's the kind that must have gotten Kovidti."

Renny had forced open a huge Iron Lady that was the exact duplicate of a Detroit sanitation department
box.

Monk scratched his head thoughtfully. Another idea came to him.

"Say, Doc, did the Indians get sore and steal some of these gadgets to get even? Did they get Long Tom
and—"

Doc Savage did not get a chance to reply. Apparently Igor Lakonnen was smarter than he had been
gven credit for. Igor had left two time bombs, separated in detonation time by severd minutes The
second one let go while Monk was talking.

It mugt have been a thermite combination bomb. The blast shook the building. But it was accompanied
by a searing heat that spread rapidly over the entire Structure.

Doc Savage began to run.

"Gt to the wreckage of the canoe," Doc rapped. "Put on glasste hemets and go into the underground
river."

Monk led the scramble to the chamber of the lake. The hairy chemist had packed the canoe. He knew
where everything ought to be. While the canoe was wrecked beyond any use itsdlf, the exploson of the
gmdl bombs had not damaged the lockers much. They were made of sout metd dloy and were
waterproof themsdves.

Monk took out four thin diving helmets. The things were made of a material much like the glasdike hood
of the canoe. They had no hose connections or other breething apparatus. In each was a smdl package
of odd-looking pills. These were Doc Savage' s oxygen tablets. There were enough of them in each
package to keep a diver dive for more than two hours.

Monk slently handed a hedmet and a package of pills to Renny and Johnny. Doc picked up one himsdf.
The bronze man had been examining the water of the lake.

"Thereis il some backwash from dodng the lower gates™” he said. "It should not take us long to reach
the lake"

Doc took ajar of greenish paste from one of the lockersin Monk’s canoe. He smeared the quff on his



ams and shoulders. Nothing happened then. He handed the jar to the others.

"Rubitonas | have" Doc advised. "When the Suff comes in contact with water, it will glow and make
enough light to see where you are going. When you leave the water, it will lose its luminescent qudity.”

Doc put on his hedmet and plunged into the lake. His three aids followed. Ahead of them they could see
the greenish blob of light that was Doc Savage. Monk was the last one to leave the chamber of the lake.
Jugt before he plunged into the icy water, he turned to take one lagt ook at the stove foundry. The place
was a blazing mass of flames. The heeat scorched the face of the hairy chemig as he took his last 1ook.
Then Monk plunged into the water.

He could vagudy see the three blobs of luminescence ahead of him in the water tunnd. Monk swam
aong like some gigantic crab with red bristles on its claws.

It was a well-known fact that Monk Mayfair was a garrulous individud. He was seldom dlent for any
length of time unless he was confronted with an emergency that took up dl of his energies in other things
then conversation.

This was not such an occason. This underwater svimming was jus so much exercise as far as Monk
was concerned. The glasste hdmets were not equipped with short-wave radio or any other means of
gpeech or thought tranamisson. These hdmets were merdy emergency units for Stuations such as this
one.

In other words, Monk was entirdy done with his thoughts. Sudden turns in the Stuation that hed
confronted them had prevented him from asking Doc Savage questions that were on his mind. The
explosonsin themill and in the foundry had hated Doc from making some explanations that Monk was
sure were needed to clear up the muddle of the mess.

Then Monk remembered the two Indians who had so fortunatdy arrived at the stove foundry. He
remembered, in particular, the one who had winked a him just before donning a glasste hdmet. That
Indian had worn a pretty supercilious smile

Monk suddenly yelled in rage and amazement. His bdlowing protest confined within the smdl glasste
Hdz hdmet nearly burdt his eardrums.

"Jobbed! I've been jobbed by that danged shyster!" Monk shouted. "Just wait until 1 get my hands on
that imitation Indian!”

Monk’ s beetle brow wrinkled up in concentration. He couldn’t understand what had happened. But now
that he was sure Ham was the Indian who had winked a him, hisfirg reaction was to get even with Ham
for the anguish he had been caused.

Long ago Monk and Ham had carried on spectacularly successful experiments in telepathy. Monk didn't
know whether they would work at the distance probably between them now. Nor if being under water
would have any effect. But it was worth a try.

"You danged fourflushing shyster!” Monk thought & Ham. "The next time | go into mourning for you, I'll
make doggoned certain you deserve it."

Monk swam on, glowering. Then he bellowed in renewed rage.
"Tssssk, such apity,” athought wave came back to him. "You look so charming in black.”

THE four men findly struck the turn in the tunnd leading upward at a forty-five-degree angle. Ther own



buoyancy took them upward rapidly then. They broke the surface of cold Lake Superior right beside the
remans of Pig-iron Heller's concrete pier.

The amdl sub was docked beside it. Staking up and down on the pier was a dender, red-skinned figure
with the streaks of war paint on his face. It watched Monk closdly as the chemist clambered up on the
dock and removed his hdmet.

"Hdlo, you missng link," Ham said dryly. "Do you know what the spirits said about you while | was in
the other world?'

Monk let out a bdlow of rage. He lunged at Ham.
"Fool me, will you, you process server! I'll—"
Doc Savage s quiet voice stopped the méeée.

"We have no time to quarrel. Such deception was necessary. It was important that no one but the parties
involved know of it. Without the certainty that Ham and Long Tom had died, we could not have forced
Lakonnen's hand through fear.”

Doc turned to Ham. "WhereisLong Tom?' he asked.

"Gone on ahead,” Ham told him. "These guys got here and scrammed before we broke the surface. We
thought they were probably heading for the autogyro, so Long Tom's gone ahead to disable it before
they get there”

"Good," Doc said. "We mug hurry if we are to take our prisoners dive.”

A muttering thunder of drums interrupted the bronze man. The drums burst out in an angry rall, then beat
out the tempo of desath.

Monk snorted, looked a Ham.

"Hdl with it," he snapped. "Now | know it isa phony."

Doc Savage stood dill, ligening. Then he began to move.

"Not thistime" he said quietly. "Those drums are beeting for death!”

As the bronze man spoke, the staccato roar of a machine gun cut loosein the forest. Doc sprang after it.
"We may be able to avert a massacre” he said.

"Yeeough!" Monk yelled, suddenly remembering. "And Iris Heller’ sin those woods."

He plunged after Doc. The others raced behind him.

Chapter XVIIl. ALMOST A ROMANCE

THE woods were dark, and it was every man for himsdf in the race through the woods. Monk got
separated from the rest before he had gone a hundred yards. Privately, he thought that was a very good
idea. If he got a chance to save the girl, he wanted to do it when Ham was not around. The dapper
lavyer had queered Monk’ s chances with more than one luscious eyeful.

Monk didn’'t encounter the girl. Not right away, thet is. The firg person he saw was a short individud
who was gralling through the woods as if it had been Central Park in New York. Monk flicked on a



fladhlight and looked him over.

The man was dressed in nondescript clothes. His face was obvioudy not aface at dl. It was some sort of
aplastic mask. That was apparent even in the dim light of the flash. He seemed to think some sort of an
explandion wasin order.

"l am a botanig,” he stated. "'l have lost my way."

He spoke the words as if it were not naturd to speak in such a manner. He sounded like a smdl boy
redting McGuffey's Reader. Monk remembered Renny’s description of the man in the mask who had
escaped from the plane a Hint, the man who had hdd the magp showing Doc Savage's Fortress of
Solitude.

Theman in the mask started to walk on.
"No, you don't," Monk ydled, and lunged a him.

The man twisted, tried to get away. He had about as much chance as afly trying to get off a fresh piece
of flypaper. So he squalled. He sounded more naturd thistime,

"Leggo me, Monkeyface. Leggo me, or distime I'll soitanly bump you!”
Monk ripped off the mask and found the broken nose and cauliflower ears of Nosy under it.
"Unnh!" Monk grunted and sivung one hairy fig.

Then he tied up the unconscious Nosy with some rawhide he had in his pocket and tucked him away
under a stump. When they came back for Nosy, he would be shipped to a place known as the "college"
in upstate New York. It was a place maintained by Doc where ddlicate operations were performed on
the brains of criminds captured by Doc and hisaids. The operation removed dl memory of the past and
dl tendency toward crime. The "graduates’ became respectable citizens

Monk redlized he had tarried somewhat. He raced through the night and findly caught up with Ham.

Monk was dying to ask Ham how the tomahawk death had been smulated. The chemist had examined
Ham's body. And Monk would have sworn he knew a dead man when he saw one. But he was too mad
a Ham to ask any questions about it. He would just have to wait until Doc had time to tdl him.

Ahead of the two, a series of screams weled up into the night. More staccato shots roared out. Monk
and Ham began to run. They ran right into a mob of redskins who were quite ready for them. They
quickly discovered that these were the Indians with the Brooklyn accents.

One of them had a Tommy-gun pressed into Doc Savage' s midriff. Renny and Johnny stood nearby. But
aslong as that har trigger hed the life of the bronze man in the balance, neither of them would move.

Dutch Scorvitch wasin charge of the gang. His scarred face was twisted in rage. He was beating with a
dub the Sx bearded little men who had been in the stove foundry.

"Where did he go?' Dutch demanded. "Tdl me where that double-crossing rat ran to?'

Thelittle bearded men gabbled in their own tongue. They shuddered and cringed benesth the blow of the
clubs. Suddenly there was aydl from deep in the woods.

"I got therat!" avoice shouted.



Then there was the sound of the drums. The anful stench of the grave that came with the Devil’'s
Tomahawks. Dutch Scorvitch snarled with ugly satisfaction. He knocked the bearded men to the ground,
ingtructed his henchmen to tie them.

"Sx of you come with me" he rapped. "The rest of you keep an eye on Savage and his gang.”

Dutch siwung off into the night. As he did, there came a scream of agony, a bubbling, gurgling cry of pain
and horror.

Monk nudged Ham. "That's Lakonnen’'s voice" he grunted. "And | can’'t say as I’m much upsat.”

THE excitement caused the man holding the Tommy-gun a Doc's midriff to waver jus alittle. It wasn't
much. But it was enough. Doc moved one hand out as if he were going to brush a bit of dirt from the
killer' s face. His fingers barely touched the skin. A very peculiar thing occurred.

Lids closed over the man's baeful eyes. His jaw sagged. The Tommy-gun waved around. His fingers
were dack on the trigger release. He seemed to go to deep on his feet. He fdl over dowly and crashed
to the ground.

That brought action from the other phony Indians. It dso brought action from Monk, Ham, Renny and
Johnny. The méée that followed was redly something in the way of free-for-als. There were four times
asmany crooks as there were of Doc and his aids. The crooks dl had guns. But in such close quarters
they were afraid to use them except as clubs. They dammed with the butts of heavy automatics. One man
swvung arifle like a huge club. He just missed Monk’s head.

Doc Savage fought a peculiar battle. His fingertips seemed to drift out and merdly graze the cheeks of his
adversaries. Each time he did it, akiller went to deep. The eerie exhibition drained the confidence of the
rest of the gang. Soon they were dl ether unconscious on the ground or securdly tied.

Doc plunged through the night in the direction of Igor Lakonnen's scream. The big Finn wailed again as
Doc tore through the tangled underbrush, followed by his aids. Apparently Dutch Scorvitch was not in
such a hurry to inflict the deeth of the tomahawks on Igor. Dutch lived up to his reputation and showed a
preference for dower torture.

There were eight figures watching the death agonies of Igor Lakonnen. Dutch and his Sx henchmen were
accounted for. There was dso another "Indian" goutly tied to a tree. This Indian had a mushroom
complexion under his hideous war paint. Monk gasped when he saw the prisoner.

"Long Tom!" he blurted.
The pae Indian nodded.
"I tried to stop them,” Long Tom Roberts said. "But there were too many of them for me”

Thearivd of Doc and his aids was so sudden that Dutch and his gx pas were taken by surprise. Doc
plunged at the six phony Indians. One of them whipped out an automatic and cut loose. Hisam was bad,
and he missed Doc Savage.

But it just happened that the bronze man was between the killer and Dutch Scorvitch a the moment. He
didn't miss Dutch.

Doc moved quickly among the men. Monk and Renny were dugging with fids that brought lethd results.
The bronze man merdly flicked his hands to the cheeks of the crooks. One by one they went to deep.
Then Doc turned. From his fingertips he stripped tiny bronze caps. These were thimbleike, and so



deverly congtructed that only closest scrutiny would reved their presence.

The thimbles held tiny hypodermic needles containing a drug which induced ingant unconsciousness.
These devices hdd the secret of Doc’ s magic touch.

Doc strode over to the death device that held Igor Lakonnen inits grip.

THIS one was designed to resemble a huge pine sump. Cleverly concealed wires led from it to the trees
nearby. Doc knew that those wires were connected with a series of loudspeakers hidden in the trees
which synchronized the crescendo of the drums with the war whoop of degth.

The vidim furnished the scream of agony. That much was entirdly genuine,

Igor Lakonnen moaned in pain and agony as Doc spread the desth machine open. Dutch had been
torturing the big Finn. Lakonnen was not yet dead. But Doc could see that he would not be long among
the living. Lakonnen rolled his eyes and looked a Doc. There was a wild light of fanaticd triumph in
them. Hislips were twisted in pain. But he managed a snarling grin. Igor’s mind was partly numbed with
the ddirium of pain.

"Nickd . . . nickd for amaments,” he babbled. "No one knew it was there but Igor. If we cannot have it,
no one can."

The huge man shuddered. Then his body relaxed. His pale eyes glazed. Igor Lakonnen was dead, a
ghadlly victim of his own degth device.

There was dlence for amoment. Monk stood it as long as he could. Then he burst out with questions.
"What'sit dl about, Doc?' he blurted. "I gotta know. Thisthing's beginning to get me down."

"Igor discovered rich nicke deposits deep in the mine shafts" Doc explained. "He kept those parts of the
mine flooded so that no one else would know about them. The nickel ore was transported only at night
and then by way of the overhead monoral cable. From there it was sent down the big tube Igor
destroyed to the stove foundry. The regular bars of pig iron shipped to the foundry were ether made into
death machines or dumped into the lake."

"Yegh," Monk complained. "But why dl this fuss about nickd ore? Why try to destroy evidence that it
exised?'

"Nickd is needed to toughen sted for amaments,” Doc said. "Canada furnishes mogt of the world's
supply. New Caedonia most of the rest of it. We had none that was known of. Lakonnen knew that his
country needed it and could not get it from the British Empire. Also, he thought our country and his might
sometime be enemies. If he could not smuggle it abroad, he did not want us to know we possessed any
of the metd. In aworld a war, possession of nickd isvitd."

Monk grunted, scratched his head. Then he whirled as a new commoation sounded behind him. Iris Heller
rushed into the little dearing. Her skirts were torn. Her eyes were wide. It was a moment before she got
her bresth.

"The Indians are going to kill Marquette and Keewid" she sammered. "The red Indians. Not the fake
ones. They say that Keewis has been tampering with their spirits.”

Doc moved swiftly.

"I feared this might happen,” he said. "But it was a chance we had to take. Come."



DOC led the way to the big dearing near the mine shaft. Keawis and Marquette Hdler were lashed to
stakes. The Indians were not engaging in any triba dance now. They stood in a sullen crowd around the
two. The mutterings were ugly, filled with suspicion.

Doc Savage strode to a big rock at one edge of the clearing, dimbed up upon it. Then he spoke to the
assembled braves. He talked in the Ojibway tongue, then trandated it into Chippewa and Tahquamenon
50 that dl would understand. Doc held one hand out before him in the gesture of peace to the aborigines.

"Bea peace," Doc advised them. "Your leaders have done no wrong. They have saved your tribesmen
from a disgrace they did not deserve. Keewis told you that was why he beat the drums of Michabou.
Keewis spoke the truth. Even Michabou would have wanted it that way."

A grumble of dissent came from the Indians. They were not yet convinced. Then Keewis spoke from his
stake.

"The bronze man is one highly honored by our brethren in the West," Keewis intoned. "The bronze man
ismodest. He does not admit that he is privileged to speak for Michabou.”

Keewis looked quickly a Doc. The bronze man took the cue These supertitious Indains had performed
for Keewis up to a point. But now they were afraid of what they had done. Some demongtration would
be needed to swing them from that idea.

Doc stepped down from the rock. He went into a little war dance of his own. Then a puff of smoke
spirded from the ground behind him. Doc reached the edge of the dearing. Then he disappeared.
Indantly, the weird, eerie mask of the figure Keewis had identified as the magter spirit, Michabou,
oleamed etheredlly in the smoke. The voice came from it in Ojibway.

"Marquette Heller knew now of the things that have gone on," the weird figure intoned. "Paul P. Keewis
worked with the bronze men to drive the Devil's Tomahawks from your land. Do not scorn
Pau-puk-kee-wis. Honor him."

A wall of contrition went up a the mention of Keewis in the name of the ancient mischief-maker of
Hiawatha. The Indiansfdl on their faces. They were indeed impressed.

They did not know, as Monk and Doc’s other aids had suddenly redlized, that Michabou was a moving
picture cast onto the white smoke to reflect it in eerie fashion. They did not know that the voice of the
mester spirit was Doc’ s thrown by ventriloquism.

That had fooled not only the Indians. It had driven Lakonnen to give himsaf away.

The smoke vanished then, and Doc reappeared. The Indians were busy untying Marquette Heller and
Keewis. Monk sidled up to Doc. There was one more thing he had to know.

"How’d you fake that death, Doc?' he asked in a whisper.
Doc looked at him for a moment and amiled.

"Did you ever see a stage hypnotist draw a needle entirdly through the am of a subject without pain or
damage?' Doc inquired. Monk nodded. Doc explained that welts were raised on the body without
bresking the skin. A collodionlike substance was then added.

"That, plus suspended animation of the bodily tissues and functions through hypnosisisthe basis of it," the
bronze man told him. The gravelike smdll, Doc told him, was made by chemicasindl cases.



Monk breathed a 9gh of rdief and turned to find Iris Hdller. He found her with Ham.
"Don't believe aword he tdlsyou,” Monk grunted.
Monk expected arise out of Ham on that one. But the dapper lawyer fooled him.

"My esteemed associate jests," Ham drawled. He put one am around Monk’s shoulder. "Let us discuss
thisin a friendly fashion."

Monk was stymied. Those weren't the tactics he was accustomed to mesting. The three of them strolled
dowly toward the edge of the dlearing. A few feet behind them, Marquette Hdller trailed.

At the edge of the dearing Monk let out a roar of anger. He left Iris and Ham and raced into the
underbrush.

"I'll cut his ears off!" Monk roared. "I'll draw and quarter the unplessant beast! I'll tear him apart!”
Ham took one look, and ingantly Iris Heller found hersdf done.

A dozen yards in the woods there was a smdl fire left by some of the Indians. Two figures were
crouched around the fire. One of them was Chemigtry. The big monkey’s tendency toward imitation had
nearly gotten him in trouble before.

Thistime it was worse than usud. Chemisgiry had seen the Indians about to roast Habeas when Ham had
cdled him into the other clearing.

Monk belowed in rage as he tore through the brush. He was afrad he wouldn't get there in time.
Chemidry had carefully tied the porker’s feet to a long pole. He was trying to maneuver the pole now
over the fire. The expresson on the monkey's face was nather one of anger or hunger. He had the
atitude of a man whose sole thought is the advancement of science.

Monk and Ham reached the fire dmost amultaneoudy. The pig was saved. But the scrap that ensued
between Monk and Ham had other repercussions. Iris Hedler, sanding in amazement at the edge of the
larger dearing, wrinkled her nose in disgust. She turned abruptly. Marquette Hdler stood hdf a dozen
feet from her. In an indant they were in each other’s arms.

Monk saw that. He quit fighting.
"Crimminy!" he complained. "Even when I’'m goin’ good you can queer me with a dame.”
Doc Savage' s voice was Soft behind him.

"They have been inlove for years" he told them. "Marquette was too proud to ask her to marry him urtil
he had earned the right. That made her angry.”

Monk grunted. "Yesh," he said. "Women are like that. I'm off them for life
THE END



