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Chapter I. THE KIDNAPERS
THE car was long, low and built for speed. Its driver was not.

He was about as wide as he was tdl—if he had been ganding up—and he took up most of the front
seet. The dapper, well-dressed man seated beside him was practicaly janmed againg the right-hand
door.

The car came out of a Sde street, swvung Ieft into Ffth Avenue, and dmost took the fenders off a car
parked near the corner.

Then a broad grin hit the face of the homey-looking driver. He was squinting ahead, down the wide
avenue.

"Wow!" he said. "Hfth Avenue deserted. Watch thid"

It was true. The most traveled thoroughfare in Manhattan was empty of traffic. The street should have
been crowded & this hour of the morning. It appeared like a phenomenon.

The driver stepped hard on the gas. The car shot ahead like a frightened hare, directly down the center of
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the strest.

The machine was an open modd, and the dapper man seated beside the driver had to hang on to his
pearl-gray ha with one hand while he gripped a dender black cane with the other.

"Dunce" he snapped. "Are you trying to break our necks?"

The homdy fdlow behind the whed |ooked worried. "Blazed" he exclamed. "Maybe you're forgetting
we were supposed to meet Doc.”

He took his eyes off the road to glance at his watch. The car careened wildly. "We're ten minutes late
aready."

The man beside him gasped as they missed the curb by inches. Then the fast car straightened out and
continued its dash. The driver grinned. His mouth threatened to join his ears.

"I can’t figureit out,” he commented. "But it's a break."

"Therés somebody that’s going to figure it for you," put in the passenger who was dinging to his
expensve hat.

It was atraffic cop, sanding in the roadway directly ahead. He was waving his hand warningly.
The driver dowed the car, but did not stop. He shot past the intersection.

The dapper-looking passenger yelled, "Hey! That cop wanted you to stop.”

"Hdl with him!" announced the driver. "The light was green. Why should 17"

There was atraffic officer a the next corner, too, and though the light was aso green, he was waving his
am at the homdy-faced driver.

But he did not stop. He kept going at a good dip down the street. Ahead, more lights were green.
At each corner there was a cop, and dl tried to flag down the car.

THE man with the cane amog choked. He glared a the driver and said idly, "They want you to stop.
There mugt be something wrong. Funny, there' s no traffic at dl."

"A break for us" sad the squattily built driver. "Yippee! Imagine having a street dl to yoursdf in New
York!"

Then hishomdy face looked suddenly worried. The passenger looked worried, too.
He said, "Now, look!"

Ahead, a the intersection of Ffty-ninth Street, were a whole lot of traffic cops. They formed a
blockading row directly across the street, from curb to curb.

It was necessary for the driver to come to a complete stop—or ese run down an officer of the law.

One uniformed man—he was wearing gold stripes—stepped forward and looked menacingly at the car
driver.

"What the hel’ s the idea?" he demanded. "Can't you read?’



"Read what?' asked the man at the whed.

"The dgns, you dope!" said the officer. He waved an arm to indicate placards tied to street lamps dong
Hfth Avenue. The Sgnsdl read: "No Parking In This Block Today."

"WdI?" rapped the cop.
"Wdl, what?' asked the driver.
He was given a sharp punch in the ribs by his companion, who whispered worriedly, "Quiet, you gpe!™

"Get this damned crate off this stireet and stay off!" roared the traffic cop. "There's a parade coming.
That'swhy Ffth Avenue has been cleared. Now get going!”

The driver put the car in gear and started to turn right, but the traffic officer ordered him left. The
homely-faced felow shrugged and obeyed indructions.

But when they had rolled on he swung on his dapper friend and said, "Now what're we gonna do?
WE re supposed to meet Doc in that office building on Ffth."

"Go down Madison and park near Forty-eighth. We Il probably have to walk."
"And be late" said the driver worriedly.
At each Sde street leading back toward Ffth there were cops, dozens of them.

"Evay blasted cop in New Y ork must be on duty for thet parade,” said the man at the whed. "I wonder
what it is?"

The well-dressed passenger said, I remember now. Only, | thought it was going to be on Broadway. It's
a parade for some guy who just flev around the world. It's practicdly a holiday for everybody who
works around this section.”

At each side street that was one way toward FHfth Avenue, the driver tried to turn. Immediatedy a smdl
amy of traffic cops waved him on. At Forty-eighth he managed to find a place to park.

"Comeon,” he said.
Both men piled out of the car.
They were an odd-looking pair.

ONE was tdl, dender, wasp-waisted. Onlookers adong the street turned and regarded his sngppily
dressed appearance. He wore the latest in morning dttire, that must have come from one of New York’'s
most exclusve men's shops. He carried the neat black cane.

His companion, the car driver, was squat and burly, and had the waddling stride of a gorilla He could
have eadly scratched his knees without bending forward an inch. All exposed parts of him were covered
with rusty-red hair the color of shingle nalls that have stood too long in the rain.

The two men were arguing as they approached Ffth Avenue. Ahead, people jammed the sdewalks from
curb to store windows. In fact, some of the windows of the excdusive shops had been boarded up as a
precaution againgt the crush of people who were there to watch the parade. The overflow had even
backed up into this Sde street.



Unperturbed, the hary fdlow elbowed his way into the crowd. He dug a hole large enough for his
well-dressed companion to follow through.

But as they neared the curb the jam got worse. The two men were pushed around consderably.
"Ham," the homely-looking one said, turning, "would you be so kind as to get off my fegt?'

The dapper man shrugged. "I'll try. But it's quite awalk."

This seemed to start more argument.

"Do you dways tdl such stupid jokes?" demanded the hairy fellow.

"No, Monk," said the tdler man who had been addressed as Ham, " | just adapt mysdf to the company
'min."

Hary Monk tried to swing at his companion and dmost bowled a bystander over. Down the avenue, not
far away, there was the sound of bands playing and the tramp of marching feet. Obvioudy the
long-awaited parade was drawing close.

The bystander made some surly remark and Monk gave him a shove. Ham tried to intercede. There was
suddenly alot of talking and cussing.

And immediatdy policemen arrived from various directions and grabbed the hairy fdlow by the arm.
"Hey!" one cop ydled. "You'll have to stand back. You can't crowd out into the street.”

Monk glared. "We ve got to cross the street,” he said in a piping, dhill voice. "We gotta meet somebody
over there"

One of the cops looked astounded.
"You trying to be funny?' he said. "No one crosses the street!”
Monk started to push past the cop who had spoken. And then drew up, staring.

Up and down the curb were lined more cops, dozens of them, dmog elbow to ebow. There wasn't a
chance of getting past.

Monk groaned.
"Blazed" he said. "We're late now! Doc's probably wating."

But on the far Sde of Ffth Avenue the man in the brown suit was not waiting. He was proceeding directly
to the twdfth floor of the large office building.

He gave the devator operator somewhat of a Sart as he stepped into the waiting cage.
He was tdl, built dong the symmetricd lines of a well-proportioned giant. A very capable giant.

Besides the somber brown auit, he had brown hair, brown eyes, and amog brown features. There was
nothing exceptionaly conspicuous about him except his Sze.

He emerged from the elevator at the twdfth floor, stepped quietly dong the hdlway until he came to a
door marked:



JAMES ADDISON

Civil Engineer

The frosted glass was marked as Imply as that. And yet James Addison was probably the biggest bridge
builder in the country—in the world, for that metter. He was amillionaire,

It was he who had phoned and asked that Doc Savage drop in for amoment at his office at ten today.

Doc Savage was the man in brown. There was a reason for his smple disguise.

The parade on Ffth Avenue meant exceptiondly large crowds. Someone would have been sure to
recognize Doc Savage. And the Man of Bronze didiked undue publicity. In order to keep the
gopointment and to remain merdy an unusudly large-looking man whom no one would recognize, he had
worn this outfit.

He opened the door and stepped into a large office outfitted with expensive, comfortable furniture and
thick rugs. The place looked more like a hotel 1obby then the entrance to an office.

There was no one at the reception desk.

Doc Savage moved across the large office toward an open doorway to an adjoining room. He paused on
the threshold. Ingde were two or three desks, obvioudy used by stenographers in this anteroom that was
the outer office of James Addison, the engineer. The room was deserted.

Jugt then, through open windows, came the martid tones of band music. A great shout went up from the
thousands of people weatching in the streets below.

A shout dso came from somewhere out dong the corridor that led past this office,

Doc Savage returned to the corridor, saw a number of clerks and stenographers gathered at the open
windows far up the length of the hdl. Peering over ther shoulders were dso two of the eevator
operators.

It looked as though everybody was watching the parade. Even the eevator boys were snesking in a few
minutes They figured, apparently, that there would be no cdls for the next few moments.

Doc stepped toward the watching group, picked out a middie-aged woman he remembered as being
private secretary to James Addison. She looked around as he approached, gave a dight start at sght of
the giant figure behind her.

Drawing the woman to one side, Doc said: "You work for James Addison.” It was a statement. Doc
Savage never forgot aface once he had seenit.

The middle-aged woman nodded. She was well-dressed, intdligent-looking.

"Mr. Addison made an gppointment with me by phone for exactly ten o’ clock this morning.”
The woman stared.

"That'simpossble" she exclamed.

It was quite likdy that Doc Savage had not yet been recognized. He said, "The gppointment was with
Clark Savage, Jr."



Thistime the woman gasped. Her eyes mirrored recognition.
She sad quiely, "That'sit! | thought there was something. Y ou're Doc Savage!”
Doc nodded, waiting.

"But there mugt be some mistake," the woman continued swiftly. "Mr. Addison has been out of town for
three days. He won't be back until tomorrow. | would have known if he had an gppointment, too."

Doc sad quigtly, "Thank you," and disappeared down the hdlway.

The woman stared after him a moment; then, attracted by the noise from the street, turned back to the
window.

Doc returned to the office of James Addison. He passed through the reception room, the anteroom, and
tried the knob of the inner private office. The door was unlocked. He stepped inside,

It was a soundproofed, modernigicdly furnished room. A massve desk stood across one corner of the
office, but no one sat at the desk.

Suddenly Doc Savage tensed. There was something diginctly odd about there being no appointment.
Could it be atrick?

The door dammed behind him.

Doc whirled. A big man with agunin hisfig stood directly behind him. There was whispering movement
from across the room.

Doc spun back to face the desk.
Two men had straightened up from behind it. They, too, held guns.

Another man swiftly appeared from what was a closet doorway on one sde of the room. He was
covering Doc as carefully as the others.

For tense seconds there was strained, heavy slence. Closing the door behind Doc Savage had shut out
dl sound of the noisy parade. A clock ticked quietly somewherein the room.

Then one of the men stlanding behind the desk spoke.
He snapped: "Perfect! We timed it dmogt to the minute™

He motioned toward a door across the room. It was evident to the bronze man that the door mus lead
to asde hdlway.

"Get going!" the leader said. "Keep your hands over your head. And remember, a gunshot would never
be heard dong with that noise from the street.”

Doc Savage was nedtly trapped.

The four gunmen moved in on him from different angles, not too close, but a postions where a shot
couldn’'t possibly miss

He was ordered out into the corridor.

Directly across from the doorway, a large elevator door stood open. It was a freight eevator, shidded



from the regular bank of passenger eevators by an angle in the hal. The racket from the parading bands
was plan out here now. Doc, two gunmen at his back, two at his sides, moved into the elevator.

There was afifth gunmen waiting ingde. He grinned as the bronze man stepped in.
Theregular operator, bound and gagged, was lying on the floor of the large car.

Immediatdly, the diding doors were closed and the fifth gunman worked the controls. The freight elevator
gtarted downward toward the basement.

Someone said, "We sure kidnaped something when we grabbed this guy!”

Chapter Il. MENACE EXPLAINED

THE big enclosed cage moved dowly. The devator was large enough for the five gunmen to stand clear
of Doc Savage and yet cover him with their weapons at the same time.

"Getting this bronze guy here while the parade was passing was aswdl idea" sad one man.

Doc Savage stood with his hands above his head, motionless. He had made no attempt at an escape,
which was unusud.

But there was a reason for this.

At the moment, neither Doc Savage nor any of his five aids was involved in a mygery or trouble of any
sort. There had been no thregts agangt the bronze man, especidly anything that even hinted at a

kidnaping.
The height of the elevator cage was perhaps eight feet or so. Doc’s hands were 4ill raised over his head.

Had anyone bothered to notice, they would have observed that the bronze man was dowly,
imperceptibly growing taller. This was accomplished by gSretching out every muscle in his remarkable

body.

It was atrick that anyone can master, given time. In hisdaily course of rigid exercises, Doc Savage went
through exercises that made his muscles supple. He stretched probably sx inches as he stood there with
hands raised sraight above his head.

The overhead caling light of the car was directly above his hands. His fingers touched the globe.
And then there was a sharp pop and the descending car was plunged into darkness.
Violent action followed.

ONE moment the five men had been standing there carefully covering Doc Savage. Then two of them
were on the floor of the cage. They let out frightened yelps.

The other three dammed forward. One gunmean cracked into another. They redlized—uwith a Start—that
there was danger of shooting one another.

While they were thinking about that, and under cover of the darkness, Doc grabbed two men, knocked
the weapons from their fists and cracked their heads together.

They fdl down, senseless.
Somebody yelled franticaly, "Get alight! Grab Doc Savage!™



Theidea was good. Two of the gunmen had flaghlights in their pockets. But they never got a chance to
use them.

They were knocked out with swift, blurred movement.

Thefifth man, the one who had been standing near the eevator-control device, thought a cannon ball had
come out of the darkness. His head bounced back and struck the heavy sted sides of the eevator cab.
He sat down and went to deep.

The devator continued to the basement and came to an automatic stop. This had been its destination,
ayway.

The bronze man swung open the doors and let in light.

Three more masked men were lined up there. They held guns. They had Doc Savage covered before he
could make a move.

"I told you there was something wrong!" said one.

While Doc was kept covered, one of the trio stepped into the motionless car and started dragging the
dugged men to ther feet. He dapped their faces.

Asthey revived, he snarled, "Doped! | told you this bronze guy is dynamitel”

The men located ther guns and came out of the cab and stood glaing at Doc Savage. Ther expressons
sad that, thistime, they wouldn't be caught napping.

Doc was ordered to lie on the floor. They were in a wide passageway—a freight entrance,
gpparently—that led in from an areaway behind the office building. Near a doorway that led out to a
truck parking space a watchman lay unconscious.

It was easy to see what had happened.

The gang had taken over while other building employees were out on Ffth Avenue, waiching the parade.
There was nothing to do at the moment, down here in the freight-receiving entrance, anyway. The sde
street had been temporarily blocked off. Trucks were not permitted to enter until after the parade was
finished.

Doc's hands were tied securdy behind him. His feet, ankles, and legs were wrapped with heavy rope.
He was as helpless as a mummy.

He was lifted and carried through the hdlway, thence out to the truck-parking space behind the
temporarily deserted basement.

The vehide parked there was dl black, with a closed body that did not contain so much as a window.
It was the type of car used by undertakers to pick up dead bodies.

Doc Savage, 4ill guarded, was loaded into the rear and the doors shut and locked. It was possible to
enter the body of the truck from behind the driver's seat. While one man drove, the others dl piled into
the back, inclosed section with Doc Savage.

The truck moved out into the Sde street.

It stopped a moment. Someone spoke to the driver. It was a cop.



Words were exchanged.

"Got a dead men here, officer,” the driver said quitly. "A guy dropped dead up in the Chamers
Building."

"You can't cross FHfth now," said the cop.

"Sure; | know. But if | can go back to Sxth—"

"All right. But take it easy. Thereé s alot of peoplein the street here.”
"O. K., officer.”

The truck moved on again.

THERE was hoarse breathing dl around Doc Savage's prone figure. The gunmen were crouched near
him, in the darkness of the dead wagon. No one taked. No one sad a sngle thing that would give the
vaguest ideawhy this kidnaping had taken place.

The darkness of the truck interior was an ad to the bronze man. His movements were sSlent. Besides,
had anyone seen, they would think the dight motion of the bronze man’'s shoulders was caused by the
bouncing of the truck asit rolled aong.

Doc Savage was hdf on his back, hdf on his sde, his hands dill tied behind him, his wrapped legs
helpless.

He worked his left shoulder againg the hard flooring of the dead wagon. He managed to get a certain
point of his body againgt the floor.

The jouncing action of the truck dowly worked loose what was in the pocket of the specia vest that Doc
Savage wore beneeth his coat.

The gunmen had been cardess in s8zing the bronze man. They had overlooked the specid vest. Within
its various pockets were many tiny gadgets of the bronze man's own invention.

Tiny pellets dropped free of a amndl pocket near the shoulder of the vest. They spilled to the floor.
Immediatdly Doc Savage rolled on them and they broke with tiny explosive sounds.

Ingantly blinding, intense white light flooded the interior of the truck. The gunmen blinked with temporary
blindness. They let out ydls of warning to the driver.

But Doc Savage moved with flashing speed.

Each intense flare was caused by a tiny, burning spot of magnesum that was on the floor. Doc rolled,
jammed his bound wrigs into the tiny flanes. The burning suff ate quickly into the ropes that tied his
hands.

His corded muscles applied pressure to the bindings. They snapped. Indantly he was working at the
ropes that held hislegs and ankles.

All this took place in a matter of flegting seconds. Doc had been prepared for the blinding white light. His
eyes, a its fird ondaught, had been closed againg it. Then, his lids hdf ditted, he had worked swiftly
while the others were dill blinded.

He was on his feet, moving, by the time the first man knew what it was dl about.



Thefdlow started to let out aydl of warning, hisgun rasng in hisfis.
Doc Savage caught him with aSzzing fist. The man was hurled back againg three of his companions.

The others piled toward Doc. The driver of the truck, startled at the racket, turned and flung open the
doorway that led into the truck interior.

The blinding light caught him unexpectedly. Blinking, he sivung his gaze madly back to the thoroughfare
ahead.

But he could not see.

Before the driver got his vison back, the truck bounced over a curb, careened across a sdewak and
crashed into a store front. Plate glass shattered and rained over the sdewak and truck hood. People
screamed.

A cop’s whidle blasted ghilly.

THUGS indde the truck dammed into the rear doors and burst them open. The men spilled like
frightened rats out onto the sidewalk.

In a glance, Doc Savage saw tha the truck had just been rdling through Times Square, headed west
toward the North River. Hundreds of people were in the congested area.

Teaking advantage of this fact, the gunmen spread in assorted directions and were fast swalowed up by
the crowds. Doc had scooped up a discarded wespon. But there was no chance to use it. There was too
much danger of hitting an innocent bystander.

He leaped down from the truck—in time to be blocked by three burly policemen who came running up
to the spot.

"Hey, where do you think—" one of the cops started to yel. There was a gunin his hand.

Doc Savage worked rgpidly. Moigtening a fingertip on ether hand, he gpplied them to his eyes. The
brown-shaded, amdl eye caps came free. His remarkable flake-gold eyes were reved ed.

Next he pulled the brown wig from his head. The policemen saw that his unusud hair was only a shade
darker than his eyes and skin, which was reveded in its true bronze color as he quickly rubbed his hands
across his features.

One officer gasped, "Doc Savage!™
The other stared, as did pedestrians on the sidewalk.

Quickly, Doc explained. Two of the cops moved swiftly through the crowds. The third raced to a cdl
box and natified headquarters. Soon squad cars would be converging upon the smash-up scene.

Doc Savage said, "The drive—" and started toward the front of the truck.
But the man had escaped.

And a hdf-hour later it was evident that dl the others had escaped, also. Thiswas a comparatively Smple
meaiter in the Times Square area. There were subway entrances, movie houses, hote lobbies, the
sgdewdk crowds—dozens of places where the men could have quickly taken cover.



Doc Savage, during the excitement, managed to dip away. He stepped into a phone booth and cdled the
license bureau. Identifying himsdlf, he asked about the license plates, whose number he had noted.

And he was informed that the plates had been issued for a peddier’s truck in Hatbush. It was jugt as the
bronze man had figured. The plates had been stolen. There was no way to trace the vehicle.

Later Doc returned to his skyscraper headquarters.
Monk and Ham had returned. The two aids were il squabbling. They sddom did anything else.
Monk looked suddenly relieved.

"Doc!" he piped in his dill voice. "We thought something might have happened to you. We waited there
a that Chamers Building for an hour.”

Dapper-looking Ham pushed past his hary partner.

"Wha he means” Ham explained quietly, "is that we inquired of the elevator operators there in the
building. One remembered taking a man dressed like you up to the twefth floor. But none recalled
bringing you down. Was there anything wrong?'

Strangely, Doc Savage shook his head.

"There was nothing wrong,” he said, darting toward a library that adjoined the reception room of the
eighty-sixth floor headquarters. "I merdy |eft by arear way."

Tha was on Monday. The two strange fellows probably never stopped except to deep, because on
Friday morning they were dill &t it.

That was the morming Monk got the telegram.

Chapter Ill. THE EARL OF CHESTER

HAM BROOKS—whose full name was redly Brigadier Generd Theodore Marley Brooks, and who
was one of the country’s leading lawyers, as wedl as a Doc Savage aid—was pacing the floor of the
library of the bronze man’s headquarters when hairy Monk returned from an early-morning walk.

The dapper lawvyer hdd aydlow envelope in his hand.
Monk was holding something else.

It looked like a pig—a scrawny animd that appeared to be dl ears, legs and snout. As amaiter of fact, it
was a pig, and its name, oddly, was Habeas Corpus. It was Monk’s cherished pet, and a source of
constant bickering between the two Doc Savage aids.

A leash trailed from the pig’'s collar.

Ham demanded, "Where in the devil have you been—on a cross-country tour? You've been gone for
hours.™"

Monk grinned, his homdy features dmost obscuring his amdl, bright eyes. He liked nothing better than
getting his well-dressed partner’ s goat.

"Habeas had alot of cdlsto make" the hairy fdlow said.
"Wadl," Ham said frigidly, "they’ ve been trying to get you for the past hour or s0."



"Who?'

"l don’t know"

Monk frowned. "Wél, why in blazes didn’t you ask them whét they wanted?"
The dender lawyer’ s face flushed.

"Naturdly, | asked them what they wanted, you dunce!" he flared. "But they would only speak to you in
person. They would leave no message." He held out the ydlow envelope. "But this just arrived. | suspect
it might have something to do with it."

He handed the envelope to Monk.
It was atelegram.

Monk put down the pig and read the message carefully. His brow furrowed. His deep-set eyes were
thoughtful.

For dl his gpelike appearance and congtant tomfoolery, Monk was quite an intdligent fdlow. He was
one of the world's leading indudtrid chemids, a fact that his appearance belied. Monk aways looked as
though he dept in his clothes.

The chemig’ sfull name was Andrew Blodgett Mayfair—but no one ever caled him that if they wanted to
reman CoNscious.

Once Monk looked up at Ham. Then his eyes shifted back to the tdlegram. He read it through again.
Hndly he said, 'l don't believe it!"

"You don't believe what?' demanded the lawyer.

"What it says here.”

"Wadl, what does it say?'

"Imeagine me being an earl,” Monk commented.

"A what?"

"It appears,” Monk findly explained, "that I’ ve just inherited five million dollars.”
Ham stared.

"And," the chemig added, "alordship. I'm the Earl of Something-or-other.”
Ham, stunned, sat down in a chair.

Later, however, Monk condescended to let Ham see the telegram.

Ham, his eyes sharp for flaws, read it over.

Monk said, "What does it mean, shyster?' The chemist’s expression said that he was disrustful. Perhaps
thiswas one of his clever partner’s gags.

But Ham's face was deadly serious as he said, "Some cousin or something of yours has died in England.



You are evidently an heir. You are now the Earl of Chester, of Essex and Cornwal. You are the owner
of properties vaued at five million dollars, and dso lord of the Estate of Mayfair, located in Canada.”

Ham mentioned a certain locdlity of the dominion. "It says you are to cdl at the offices of Mason, Smith
& Mason, located at Wall Street and Broadway, immediatdy.”

But Monk was dill skeptical. He demanded, "Cdl Long Tom and Renny." He grabbed the telegram from
his dapper partner and waved it in Ham's face. "I'm gonna danged wel find out if this thing is a fake or
not!"

The two mentioned were located in the laboratory. Renny was firg to be handed the telegram.

Colond John Renwick was a giant of a felow with a gloomy, puritanicd face and big-fised hands the
Sze of quart palls. He was a renowned engineer and another of the aids of Doc Savage.

He read the wire briefly, stared at Monk and said, with a gasp: "Holy cow!"

The words boomed around the room. Renny dways spoke in a voice that resembled a roar, and the
expression was one he frequently used to show surprise.

Long Tom—Mgjor Thomas J. Roberts—was the dectricd expert in Doc Savage's organization. Long
Tom was a skinny fdlow with sdlow features that would have blended wel with a mushroom. He
appeared extremey unhedthy, whereas he had never known a Sck day in hislife He could fight like a
wild cat at the drop of a hat. He had a temper.

Big Renny passed the tdlegram to Long Tom and said in his crashing voice, "Take a look. Monk has
become an earl.” Renny let his glance veer to the hairy chemis. "Hiya, Right Honorable Earl of Chester!”

Monk growled, "Nuts!"
LONG TOM read the message and looked &t the others.

"Bet you it's a racket,” he announced. Long Tom was a naturdly suspicious fdlow. "It's one of those
inheritance gags. Some company writes to you saying you have inherited some dough. Then they inform
you that it will be necessary to put up a few dollars to handle the usud invedigetive details. And
then—good-by dough. The thing blows up. Those outfits are dways looking for suckers.”

Monk growled, "Who's a sucker?"
"You are," sad Long Tom, "if you fdl for this inheritance racket."

It was Ham who said quietly, "But the message is from Mason, Smith & Mason, probably one of the
oldest law firmsin the country. They are not involved in rackets.”

"There must be a joker some place" indsted Long Tom.
Monk grabbed the tdlegram and started toward the laboratory.
“I'm gonna get Doc," he announced.

Shortly the bronze man returned with the chemist. Doc read the message. His usudly bronze features
were remarkably composed as he studied the telegram. If he found any flaw in the words, his expression
gave no indication of that fact.

Doc findly sad, "We might cdl Mason, Smith & Mason.”



The bronze man himsdf made the call. Doc had had dedings with the wdll-known law firm. He spoke to
the president of the company and discussed the wire received by Monk.

The others waited, hardly able to keep Hill as Doc Savage murmured an occasond "Yes' or "No" to the
mean on the other end of theline

Fndly Doc hung up. He looked a Monk.

"The inheritance” he announced quietly, "is absolutely redl. Five thousand dollars has dready been
deposited in an account at the law firm's bank. You are to use it to journey to Canada a once. You are
the owner of Mayfair, avast estate up there.”

MONK, however, remained skeptical.

It was Ham, who had studied law a Harvard and who handled dl the legd work for the Doc Savage
organization who findly persuaded the hairy chemis to accompany him to the law firm of Mason, Smith
& Mason.

Ham had a little trouble convincing Monk that he shouldn’t bring aong the pig, Habess.

The interview was with the man Doc Savage himsdf had spoken to—Jonathan Mason, the president of
the firm. Jonathan Mason was a amdl, dert man with black, sngpping eyes.

He spread documentary papers before Ham. He had vaious communications from Canada. Ham
checked everything over carefully.

Jonathan Mason reached into a drawer of his desk, passed a photograph across the desk to Ham.

"This" he said, "was forwarded from England. Though the edtate is in Canada, Mr. Mayfar's
uncle—Chester Mayfair—died recently in England. This picture, taken of your friend a an early age,
shows the marked resemblance.”

As he handed the picture to Ham, his sharp eyes flickered. "I would say, from the photograph, that there
can be no doulbt Ieft in our minds™

The picture was of a boy at the age of ax or seven. It looked like nothing else but a young monkey
dressed in velvet knee pants and a sadlor blouse. Even a that age the homdy face bore a marked
resemblance to Monk’s own.

Ham grinned. "That’shim, dl right. There couldn’t be two people in the world with a face like that."

Monk had peered past his dapper partner’s shoulder. He suddenly swung on Ham, exdaming, "Ligten,
shyder, that sounded like a—"

Ham brought his foot down sharply on Monk’s foot and gave him a frigid stare. He indicated the
law-firm president.

Monk subsided.

Fnd details were arranged. A bank book was turned over to Ham. It was for the account in Monk’s
name, the money to be used for expense in reaching the Mayfair Estate in Canada.

As Mason explained, "You are to go there immediady, according to our indructions. There, dl find
detallswill be arranged. Mr. Mayfair, here, will have the various properties turned over to him."



Monk was dl smiles now. He thanked the law-firm president, even turned to Ham and started to shake
hands with him. Then he drew back hisfigt and glowered.

They started to take thar departure.
But Mason spoke briefly to Ham, "Oh, Mr. Brooks, there' s something ! ... er .. . that is—"
Ham paused a moment, waiting.

Quietly, Jonathan Mason said, "l was thinking—" He briefly indicated Monk’s $19.98 checkered suit,
the loud plaid vest and the bulldog-toed shoes. "The attire is hardly in kegping with . . . er . . . his
lordship's position. That is—'

Ham nodded quickly.
"l understand, gr," he said. "That will be taken care of, immediately.”
Outsde, Ham led the way toward FHfth Avenue.

Monk frowned, protested, "Hey, wait aminute! This an't the way to the bank. Thought we were gonna
pick up that five thousand dollars?’

Ham was noncommitta.
"Theré s something,” he said, "of more importance that must be attended to firg."

THE fird stop was at a shop that had no display window, no clerks who tried to sdl you merchandise,
and no blatant advertisements in the newspapers.

In fact, you usudly had an gppointment to be fitted for such a common thing as a shirt. But Ham needed
no gppointment. He was probably the shop’s best customer.

And there was nothing common about the shirts.

The fitter said, "They shdl contain his lordship’s initids in blue satin. | can have a dozen ready by
tomorrow. The priceisonly thirty-six dollars per shirt."

The hairy chemig looked like he had swallowed something green and unripe.

"Only!"
he bellowed. "Gdlly, | can buy two suits for that—"
Ham kicked him. The lawyer amiled palitdy at the fitter. "Make it two dozen,” he ordered.

On the way out, Monk gave arelieved sgh.

"Wdl, that'sthat," he muttered. "I'm glad | an't gotta be an earl every day in the week."
Ham looked surprised.

"Ligen, we're hardly started,” he said. "You'll have to have suits, shoes, ties, formd attire.”
The chemigt groaned.

"Jud to be an earl?' Monk wanted to know.



"Naturdly,” said Ham. "Come on. We ll—"

They were passing a shop window. The lawyer’s words trailed off as he glanced at a book sal located
in the entranceway.

He sad, "Wait just aminute”

Monk fumed as he waited. Findly his partner came out with alarge package done up in paper.
"What's that?' Monk prodded.

"“I'll show you later,” Ham advised.

But as they continued down Ffth Avenue, Ham remarked, "Your manners are abominable. Something
will have to be done about it."

Monk was suspicious. He said nothing, but he wondered what Ham was up to now.

Chapter IV. MONK WALKS OUT

THE noise coming out of the dressng room sounded as though someone had tied atin can to a bulldog's
tal. A char was kicked over, there was arguing and a lot of words in the ar tha aren't found in
dictionaries.

Monk came damming out of the room, followed by well-dressed Ham, worried-looking Long Tom, and
huge Remny.

Monk was wearing striped afternoon trousers, a cutaway coat, a pearl-colored vest, and there was a
flower in his buttonhole.

He yanked the flower from his coat, threw it on the floor and stamped up and down on it.

"I'll be damned if | willl" he shouted. "I'll wear the monkey suit. I'll wear the shirts. But I'll be dang
blasted if I'll wear that flower!™

Ham sghed wearily. He looked worn out. Then he shrugged.

"All right, then,” he agreed.

He waked around Monk’s burly, squat figure, examining it criticaly.

"Not bad, not bad," he murmured. "But if we could only do something about the facel™
He indicated the chemist’s homdly features.

Monk legped toward him.

"Lookit here, you shyster,” he squaled, "just because I'm an earl don't mean | can't flatten down your
eard"

Abruptly, Ham hurried toward the library of Doc Savage's skyscraper headquarters. Monk’s words
seemed to remind him of something.

Shortly he returned with the paper-wrapped package that he had purchased the afternoon before in the



bookstore. He lad it on a table, quickly unwrapped it.

All observed tha the object was a large, heavy volume labded: "Ten Thousand Correct Sayings For
Every Occasion.”

Monk glanced at the title suspicioudy, then glared a Ham.
"l @n't a-gonna read it!" he flared.

Ham dammed the volume down on the table, walked to a chair and sat down. Long Tom and Renny
watched him.

"All right," the lavyer said with findity. "Let's forget the whole business. Let’s forget there' s five million
dollars at stake." He glanced & Monk. "We were just trying to help you."

Ham jerked to hisfeet, staked back to the table and pounded the volume with his fid. "Just what would
you say if you were introduced to alady up therein Canada, at your estate?”

"You mean," asked Monk worriedly, "there might be dames.”
Ham winced.

"Ladies,

| sad," he snapped. "Do you redize that if her husband had a title, you would have to address her as ‘her
ladyship’? And then you would have to add something nice, like a phrase you would find here in this
book."

Abruptly, without saying a word, but looking somewhat somber, Monk picked up the large volume and
disappeared from the room.

PREPARATIONS for the trip to the Canadian estate progressed farly smoothly. By the following day,
nealy dl details had been attended to.

Ham, Renny and Long Tom were busy packing trunks when Monk strolled into the room.

The hairy chemigt was carrying Habeas, the pig, benesth one arm, and held the book of familiar sayings
inthe other. It waan't thisthat held everyone's gaze, however.

Monk was attired in baggy plus fours and knee-length galf hose. His muscular, short legs were very
prominent. He was wearing a chocolate colored sports coat.

Long Tom's unhedthy-looking features convulsed. He bent over a large trunk in order to conced his
laughter.

Renny boomed, "Haly cow!”

The chemig waked up to Ham, bowed from the waist, sad in his amdl piping voice, " | trust your
ladyship will enjoy the serenity of Mayfar Manor.” Monk gave a 9gh as, sary eyed, he gazed past
Ham, "From the patio, the break of dawn dways makes me think of that oft-repeated line ‘Like a
maiden’'s moid tears, the dewdrops ding to the fragile leaves of grass.””

Long Tom straightened up from the trunk. He said:
"Oh, my goodness! Sir, | never thought—"



"Wdl, blagt it!" roared Monk suddenly. "That's what it says here in Quotation No. 935 in the book!"
"Now, really!" big Renny started. "Did we have the next dance?"

With a snort of rage, hary Monk flung the heavy book across the room and stalked toward the door.
Habess, the pig, came scampering out of an adjoining room and ran after him.

At the door, Monk turned and said, "Hdl with dl of you!"
Twenty-four hours later, everyone was convinced that Monk had disappeared.
ODDLY, Ham was the most worried of dl.

At times, these two unusud fdlows were hard to figure out. Ordinarily they were ready to cut each
other’ s throats. But et one be threatened from any outsde source—and the other would gladly lay down
hislifein an attempt to protect hispd.

Big Renny, the engineer, and Long Tom were with him. There were two other assistantsin Doc Savage's
smdl group of world-wide adventurers, but at the moment they were away from New Y ork City.

Ham said worriedly, "Something's happened to Monk!" That seemed to be the concensus.

They sought out the bronze man himsdf. Doc, for severd days now, had been working by himsdf in his
skyscraper laboratory. Doc Savage appeared to be absorbed in some research work.

Thiswas not unusud. Besides being a remarkable physca giant, Doc Savage was a pioneer in the fidds
of medicine and stientific research. From early childhood, Doc Savage had been trained dong rigid,
dentific lines. Both in body and mind, he was more fuly developed than any man living. He was
somewhat of a menta phenomenon. When absorbed in a subject, he had been known to go for days
without deep.

Strangdly, Doc Savage had not yet made any mention of the unexplained kidnap attempt upon himsdf.
But he had shown an interest in the news of Monk’s legacy.

Doc sad quigtly, "We might try aruse in order to get him to come back.”
"Russ?' Ham asked.

Doc explained, "If Monk thought someone was trying to get his Canadian estate away from him, he might
return.”

In a moment he was on the phone. He spoke persondly with the city editor of aleading newspaper. As a
matter of fact, Doc Savage had a contralling interest in severd papers. The message he gave to the firg
was relayed to others.

When Dac findly hung up, he announced, "The afternoon newspapers ought to be interesting.”

Later, Renny and the others got copies of various papers that Doc Savage had contacted. The news
items, without variation, were dl on the firg page. One of them reed:

WELL-KNOWN CHEMIST
RECEIVES LEGACY
New York, Augus—: Andrew Blodgett Mayfar, renowned chemig and adventurer, has just been



notified that he has been bequesathed an English earldom, dong with an estate and properties located in
Canada with a vaue wdl over five million dollars.

The article went on to tdl about Monk Mayfar's fortunate inheritance. But farther down in the column
there was a paragraph that reed:

Already certain persons have come forward to protest againg Mr. Mayfar's good fortune. As is the
case in inheritances invalving such large sums, there are dways those who try to prove that they are
relatives of the—

The other news items were practicaly the same.

A hdf-hour after the afternoon sheets had hit the newsstands, Monk came sorming into the skyscraper
headquarters.

THE fird thing he said was, "We better get started for Canadal”

Ham gave aSgh of reief. All trunks were in readiness. A plane stood ready a Doc Savage' s hangar on
the Hudson River water front.

"You've decided to go, then?' Renny asked.

Monk’s jaw stuck out. "Y ou’ re damned right!" he said. "No blasted crook is gonna chisd me out of that
edatel”

Doc Savage's little ruse had worked nicdy.
Doc himsdf accompanied them to the hangar-warehouse.

Monk dill had Habeas with him. His partner, Ham, dso had a pet. It was a runt edition of a chimpanzee
and, drangdy, the animd looked like Monk. Many beieved that the lavyer had obtained the
chimp—cdled Chemistry—merely to get Monk’s goat. Nevertheless, Ham thought a great ded of his
pet, and it was a source of congtant trouble between the two Doc Savage aids.

At the hangar they found two planes instead of one rolled out onto the river-front landing stage.

One ship was a fagt-looking amphibian with a szable cabin and silver-colored wings. The other was
gamilar, only quite a bit larger. It was one of the bronze man’s personal planes.

Monk queried: "Aren't you goin’ with us, Doc?"
The bronze man shook his head.

"There is no need for me to accompany you,” he announced. "But if there should be anything of
importance, you can contact me at the Fortress of Solitude.”

The others nodded, understanding.

The Fortress of Solitude was a retreat, a strange place located deep within the Arctic Circle. It was a
place to which the bronze man went for absolute quiet and concentration when he was deep into some
important problem.

All noted that the bronze man’'s ship was wdl provisoned and contained varied sorts of equipment. They
watched him take off.



Long Tom, his unhedthy-looking features thoughtful, said, "That’'s funny. Doc hasn't mentioned that trip
to the Fortress of Solitude. He mugt have made up hismind in a hurry.”

That seemed to be the thought of dl as, afew moments later, they took off for Canada.

AND if they had known the truth, they would have redized that there was something strange in the
bronze man's actions.

Doc did not head north. He quickly climbed for dtitude, was soon lost againg the horizon. It was then
that he headed in along, easy circle back toward Manhattan.

Monk and the others had taken off by the time Doc Savage's plane was in 9ght of New York again. In
fact, the plane containing Monk, Long Tom, Renny and Ham was well on itsway toward Canada.

But Doc picked up their ship. He was usng a radio direction finder located in the cockpit of his own
ghip. It was an easy matter to trall the motor sound of the firg plane. Doc Savage was perhaps ten miles
behind his aids.

The course followed the Hudson River northward toward Albany. The sun went down in the west, and
the bulks of smdl mountains a little distance past West Point cast their shadows upon the smooth river
below.

It was about here that the radio direction-finder device in Doc Savage's plane sputtered and went dead.
Then, dowly, the sound faded in again.

It was the drum of a plane motor, the thing Doc Savage had been fallowing in trailing Monk, Ham and
the others.

But there appeared to be something wrong with that motor now. It sputtered, picked up agan, then
faded completely. It was obvious that something was wrong.

Doc had been travding at ordinary cruising speed. He opened the throttle and dlowed the plane to whip
Speedily ahead. Within moments he had picked up the vague spot in the fading daylight—a plane far
ahead. Heclosed inonit.

Thefirg plane had swerved away from the river route and taken a course inland. Doc Savage soon saw
the reason for this. Because the firs plane was losang dtitude fast, was shortly drding a cleared fidd
surrounded by a londy wooded area. There was what looked like an old farmhouse at one edge of the
fidd.

If Monk and the others were having engine trouble, they would have naturdly picked a landing spot on
shore, even though ther plane was capable of landing on the river. Here, on land, they would be better
able to work on the engines. The bronze man dlowed his ship to come down in along glide. He started
to crcle the field. Thefirgt ship had landed.

It was dark enough now that vishility was poor. The bronze man used his wing landing lights as he
brought his plane carefully down over the field. He needed plenty of runway on which to land because of
the border of trees at either end of the fidd.

He came down.

A moment later he had cut the motors, climbed out of the ship and was running across the fied toward
the dark bulk of hisaids plane.



He had gone perhaps a hundred yards when men started soringing up out of the darkness. They had
been flattened againgt the ground, their dark dothing invisble againgt the descending night.

It was atrap.

Chapter V. THE HOMELY ONE

IN his dangerous career of righting wrongs and punishing evildoers throughout the world, Doc Savage
hed naturdly made enemies. Any honest man is the potential enemy of a crook. There had been murder
attempts made on the bronze man's life before.

But it soon developed, in the fight at the temporary plane landing fidd, that this was no attempt to kill
Doc Savage.

No shots were fired. No weapons of any sort were used. The hdf a dozen assorted thugs merely closed
inon the bronze giant and tried to take him by force.

Tha was thair mistake.

Doc Savage moved with blurred speed. His great fids appeared to be everywhere a once. Jaws
snapped back, arms flailed wildly, and men started fdling down in the darkness.

One fdlow was lucky enough to escape. He took out across the fidd as though a bolt of lightning was
prodding his pants. He streaked toward the farmhouse.

Hisfive companions, moaning, were on the ground.

So Doc Savage legped after the one who had escaped. There was something about this attack upon
himsdf that was very mysterious. It hinted of the kidnap attempt made within the past week.

At that time aso, no effort had been made to kill the bronze man. The men had merdy seemed intent on
sgzing him, as was the case now. The question was. Why?

Noting his quarry’s intention, Doc cut diagondly across the fidd, to try to intercept the man before he
reached the apparently deserted farmhouse.

But the darkness was thick now. Keeping the man in sght was a problem. He disappeared beyond a
fringe of trees that bordered the side of the old house.

The bronze man dowed, moved more cautioudy forward. He suspected that the man might be hiding,
walting.

He reached a spot a few feet from the house. It could be seen that windows in the old structure were
broken out. Shutters sagged againgt the scabby clapboards of the house.

Doc's quarry had completely disappeared.

Without sound, Doc reached the front porch of the house. The front door was open. Moving up beside
it, danding there in the gloom, ligening, Doc heard afant sound within the house. It was the squeak of a
floorboard, obvioudy from somewhere on the second floor.

For his remarkable s9ze, Doc Savage could move with utter stedlth. He dipped indde the house and
maneuvered dong the dark halway. His feet moved with infinite caution. He made no sound.

Agan there came the dightest of squeaks from the second floor.



Doc started up the stairs, keeping close againgt the wall, his eyes sharp for movement above or ahead of
him.

He gained the second floor, svung back toward the front of the house.

Doc Savage's hearing was as remarkable as the rest of his rigidly trained senses. It was said that he
could hear awatch tick at fifty yards. And now he heard the man's bregthing before he had even reached
the front of the mugty-amdling halway.

The breathing came from a room on the right. A rectangular, vague blur showed where a door stood
open.

A wrath could not have moved with greater Slence. Doc was insde the room and flattened againg the
wal, and there had not been a sound from his moving feet.

He located the source of the bregthing. It came from a spot not more than hdf a dozen feet away from
him, from a corner of the room. A window was located in the wdl on that sSde of the room, and the
tricky night light faintly revealed a form crouched near the floor in the corner.

Doc Savage leaped with swift, certain speed.

He crashed the form huddled there, whipped the figure to its feet, started to let drive a smashing right figt.
And stopped just as aoruptly.

Themanin his grasp sputtered wildly, "Hey! What the heck! What' s the matter?”

Quickly, dill halding his quarry with one hand, the bronze man located aamdl flashlight in his pocket and
flashed the beam in his captive s face, over his tattered-looking form.

The one he had grabbed was a tramp, who must have sneaked into this deserted house for a night's
deep.

The bleariness of the dirty-looking fdlow's eyes indicated that he had been awakened from sound
dumber.,

Doc released the tramp, who stood there trembling and wide-eyed, and whipped back out of the room.
He heard the sound as he reached the tairs.

It was a plane motor, and it was being gunned fast. In the next moment it increased to a roar.

Doc Savage flung out of the house and leaped toward the nearby fidd. But he was too late.

The plane—the ship that had landed here ahead of him—was dready in the air. It quickly disappeared
agang the somber background of night.

The explanation was obvious.

While the bronze man had been in the farmhouse, his quarry had returned to the fidd, helped his dazed
partners, and escaped. Once again the would-be kidnapers had been scared off.

What was the explanation for these snaich threats? Who was behind them?

Doc intended to find out—by trailing the other plane.



He hurried back to his own ship and was soon in the ar. He dimbed swiftly for dtitude, crding. The
other plane had a good five minutes start, but by usng the radio direction finder the bronze man should
be able to pick up itstrail. He reached toward the control panel of the sengtive device.

And it was then that he saw the direction finder had been put temporarily out of commisson. Its loop
aérid had been smashed. It could be fixed, perhaps, in an hour.

But in that time—
Doc knew that trailing the other plane now was hopeless.

He siwvung north, his destination, temporarily, a point beyond the Canadian border. Obvioudy there had
been nathing wrong with the plane carrying Monk and the others. A clever ruse had been worked by the
would-be kidnapers.

They had brought their own ship onto a course between Doc’s plane and the one carrying his aids. That
would explain the fading of the motor sound in Monk’ s plane and the subsequent cutting in of the second
plane motor.

The crooks had intercepted Doc's course, then drawn him off the trail of his own aids.

Had there been amative for this? Could Monk, Renny and the others be in trouble?

Doc' s thoughtful bronze features were grim as he headed toward Canada.

BUT the only trouble Monk wasiin, later that same evening, was in having an argument with Ham.

For the past fifteen minutes they had been cirding—Monk was at the controls of the plane—over arichly
wooded area that was dotted with amdl lakes. It was a section of Quebec beyond the Laurentian
Mountains

Ham was seated beside the chemist, amap spread across his knees. He made marks on the map with a
pencl as Monk handled the plane.

Ham was saying sharply, "That last town we just passed was the one” He pointed out the cockpit
window, then indicated the map.

"And that's Lake St. Joseph, off to the left. Your estate is this wooded country directly beneath us™ He
indicated another lake on the map. "It lies between this Lake St. Joseph and that other lake five miles off
to the right. So how do you expect to land there?"

Monk was lodng dtitude. The moon was up now, and beow them the land was bathed in white
brightness. For milesin every direction, between the two lakes, there was nothing save dense woodland.

"Oh, I'll find a spot to set her down some place!™ Monk muttered.
Skinny Long Tom wasin the doorway leading in from the cabin beyond.
"Don’'t be afoal!" he snapped. "You'll crack us up.”

Monk was down to a thousand feet now as, tense, the others watched. Even big Renny said worriedly,
"Hdy cow! There ian't a place within two miles of that house to land this crate!”

It was true. All could see the house now, visble in the moonlight.



It was a tremendous structure with gabled roofs. It spread to right and left, dmost directly benegth them.
Moonglow touched the green tiles of the danting roofs, and they gleamed in the night.

Monk threw the plane over a a sharp angle and took a better look.
"Gallywhoppud™ he piped gilly. "Look & her, will you!"

Deep in the wooded area, the manson and stables and various amdl buildings, looked like some small
kingdom tucked away in the wilderness.

Abruptly Monk’s eyes brightened hopefully.

"Thearés a road," he exdamed. "We can land there." He came down until he bardy was skimming the
treetops.

And Ham gasped, "You hary mistake—wait! Thet road is barely wide enough for an automobile. You
haven't a chancel”

Trees grew up close to the roadway below. Monk didn’'t have a chance to set the plane down at such a
Spot.

But just as a matter of principle, he turned on Ham, svung a hairy fig a the lawyer’s head.
"I think I'll hit you just for the fun of it!" he announced.
It was big Renny who put a temporary stop to the argument.

HE said, "Wait aminute. About two or three miles back, this road below intersected a highway. | think |
saw a garage or something back there. Perhaps we could hire a car.”

That seemed to be a good idea, for entrance to the isolated estate appeared to be only by way of the
sngle narrow woods road.

Monk turned back.

In amoment or S0 he had located the garage that Renny had mentioned. It was Stuated at a point where
the estate road came down out of the hills and joined amain highway that cut through the province.

The road was farly wide, and beyond it was a haf-mile stretch of clear fidd.

Monk said, "That land probably belongs to me, anyway!" and brought the plane down for a fast landing.
He dmog stood the streamlined ship on its nose.

Behind him, in the cabin, Habeas the pig and the runt chimpanzee tangled as they were thrown into a
confused heap. The pig nipped the chimp's ear and afight started.

When the plane had rolled to a stop, Ham gave ardieved 9gh and jumped toward the cabin exit door.

At the doorway he paused a moment and said, "Imagine a hdf-wit like hm coming into five million
dollard"

Monk piled out of the cockpit. He was dill wearing the baggy plus fours and the golf hose. He looked
comicd.

"I don't like that remark, shyster!”



"Then come outside and fight!" Ham shouted, legping to the ground.

But the one who looked as though he was going to do the fighting was the long young fdlow who was
just in the act of hurdling the fence separating fidd and highway. He came running toward them.

Apparently he was the garage-gas station owner. He was wearing a pair of faded coveralsthat had been
washed too often. They had shrunk considerably. They now only came to a point midway between his
knees and ankles.

He ydled as he raced up to the Doc Savage men, "Hey! What the hdl’s the big idea of putting that crate
down here? | got amind to—"

Ham quickly stepped forward. He started taking. Being a lawyer, and a good one, Ham soon had the
garage owner convinced that he—the young man—was diginctly honored by having such a notable
person land on his property.

Ham swung around, bowed smartly, indicated hairy Monk and said, "His lordship, the Earl of Chester, of
Essex and Cornwall, new master of Mayfair." Ham siwung back to the man in coverdls. "Perhaps you've
heard?'

Evidently the men had. He gave a soft, low whistle. Then he tiffened and his hedls clicked together.
"It'san honor, I'm sure,”" he said.

If Monk heard, he paid no attention. He barged forward belligerently.

“I’'m gonna blast somebody!" he said grimly.

THE garage man stared.

Ham put in quickly, "Just alittle mannerism of his lordship, young man. Think nothing of it!"

While Renny and Long Tom got Monk swiftly out of the way, Ham did the talking.

He explained about ther inaaility to land the plane a the estate. Possibly they could hire a limousne, he
suggested.

The man in the too-small coveradls nodded.

"Of course” he said obligingly. "I have one in the garage now. We sddom get a cdl for it, anyway.
Anything to please the earl.”

The car was rolled out. It was a vintage modd of a Ford, with brass timmings
Ham stared from the car to the plane. "We had some luggage,” he started. "In fact, quite a bit of—"

The garage man waved a hand. "I'll have it dl sent up to Mayfair firg thing in the moming,” he said.
"Don’'t worry about it."

Ham offered the man abill, but he would not think of taking it.
"You can pay when you come back for your plane™” he said.

Shortly Monk, Renny, Long Tom and the lawyer were piling into the old car. The garage owner stood
beside the car, speaking to Ham, who was at the whed. The two pets, momentarily quiet and curious,



were crowded into the back seat with Renny and skinny Long Tom. Monk sat beside Ham, looking as
though he was gaing to fight somebody.

"You swing left up this Sde road,” the man explained. "It's three, four miles to the estate. There's no
other route. You can't go wrong."

Ham waved his hand and they Started off.

Behind them, the tal garage man in the too-tight-fitting coverals stepped back into the garage. He moved
through a doorway that led to an office in the rear. He switched on a light. Immediatdy he started pulling
off the work suit.

"Thisdamn grease monkey’s Lit!" he complained.

Men got up out of the chairs from where they had been seated in the darkness. There were at least seven
or eight, and they had the kind of faces that don’t appear in magazine ads.

One was a short, powerfully built man with homely features.
He asked, "Did it work?"'

The tal man flung the coverdls toward a bound-and-gagged man who was lying helpless in a corner of
the room. There was grease on the captive' s hands and face.

"I'll say it did!" said the one who had discarded the coverdls. "Ther€é s enough gas in that car to take
them Doc Savage guys just about amile and a hdf up into the big woods. That oughta be perfect!"

"Let's get started, then,” suggested the homely-faced one,
Oddly, the speaker could have passed for hairy Monk Mayfair himsdf!

Chapter VI. DISAPPEARANCE

THE tdl man who had said the old flivwer would run out of gas a mile and a hdf up the road through the
big woods had been migtaken.

Ham ran out of gas within amile

They were dimbing a steady grade and the motor sputtered, gasped, and then died completdy. No
amount of urging would get it started again.

Monk, grumbling, climbed out, located a stick and tried the gas tank.
He started swearing.

Everyone climbed out. The two pets were adeep.

The chemigt said, "Looks like we walk, dang it!"

But Ham had different ideas. "Wak nothing!" he protested. "This old hegp looks bad enough, but it is
better then ariving a Mayfair on foot. One of uswill have to wak back for gas™

They matched quarters and Long Tom lost, and he was the one elected to go back for a can of gas.

Grumbling, the skinny dectricd expert stalked off back down the hill. The idea of waking back up the
steep grade with a can full of gas was not gppeding to him.



He had proceeded perhaps a quarter of a mile when the men legped out of the surrounding woods and
took hold of him.

One man carried alight—and Long Tom recognized him as the tdl fdlow who had posed as the garage
owner. He was gpparently the leader of the four who were with him.

The leader said, "It'sthe skinny little runt! I'm damned glad they didn’t send back that giant of aguy!" He
referred to big Renny, the engineer.

But he made a migake in cdling Long Tom a skinny little runt. It made the eectricd expert fight dl the
harder.

What the five men had thought would be an easy seizure turned out to be a Stuation like trying to hang
onto awild cat.

Long Tom whirled into vidlent action. Men were flung from him. Dust came up off the road and formed a
cloud that made the flaghlight usdless. Everyone was baitling within the dust screen.

There were cries of: "Hey, that's me!”

"Ouch”

"Dammit, hang on to him!"

Thefive attackers learned that Long Tom was a tough fdlow to hold.

His hard figs moved with furious speed. He was everywhere a once. But sooner or later he had to go
down.

Someone had found a dead limb of afdlen tree. It was four feet long and severa inchesthick. It hit Long
Tom on the back of the head and he sat down, dazed.

Quickly he was seized by hands that took firmer grips thistime. His arms were pinioned. He was backed
agang atree, hiswrists drawn back and around the tree trunk, and he was tied securely.

"Now we'll find out afew things™ the tal leader said grimly.

He stood before Long Tom.

"Who's that guy in your crowd who looks like a monkey?' the leader wanted to know.
Long Tom said nathing.

"Why'sthat bloke going to the Mayfar Edate?’

Thistime Long Tom blurted, "Because it's his, why do you think!"

"Thehdl itid"

"Thehdl it an't!"

One word led to another, and suddenly the leader’ s fist shot out and cracked the skinny eectrical expert
adongsde the jaw. Long Tom's head snapped sideways. His eyes bleared. It had been a powerful blow.

But hisjaw set grimly, and he merdy stared a his captor.



The leader tried another line of questioning.
"Where's Doc Savage?'
"BEvenif | knew, | wouldn't tdl you," Long Tom snapped.

He was tdling the truth. He hardly believed that Doc Savage had been going to the Fortress of Solitude.
The bronze man’'s whereabouts and what he was up to were completely unknown to him.

The leader hit im again.
"Tak, damn you!" he rapped.

But they were soon convinced that Long Tom could take as much punishment as they could hand out.
They retired to the roadway and held a consultation.

While they were doing that, hairy Monk himsdf came down the road.

SOMEONE legped back to the tree where Long Tom was tied and quickly dapped a heavy hand over
hismouth, so that he could not yel. There was hasty whispering among the group of hard-looking thugs.

The Doc Savage aid caught swiftly whispered words that gave him a start.

"We found that equipment case in their plane,” one man was saying to the leader. "It contained these
funny little grenades. Let’s try them. They say this other fdlow is plenty tough.”

"All right,” directed the leader. "Hurry!"
Long Tom recognized the figful of marble-size pellets that one man held. He went rigid.

The pellets were smdl gas bombs of the bronze man's own invention. They were filled with a
quick-acting anaesthetic gas that was very effective. It had the power to knock a person out within
seconds.

And Long Tom heard Monk drawing close now. It was the chemig, dl right.

Monk was grumbling and complaining to someone. "Habeas," the chemist was saying, "this being an earl
istoo danged much trouble.

Long Tom was suddenly struggling to get free. But he was held tightly.
Monk and the pig! They were walking, unknowingly, right into trouble!

One of the crooks threw the smal handful of pdlets out into the thick dust of the roadway. They were 0
light in weight that they made no sound.

But Habeas, the scrawvny pig, must have seen something. He suddenly veered to one side of the road and
avoided the spot where the tiny grenades had landed.

For the moment, Monk had not noticed the pig's actions. Then, too late, he drew up short and looked at
Habess.

"What the blazes is wrong with you?' he demanded.

By that time the amdl puffs of white vapor had come up from the road and enveloped the chemist. He
coughed once, and then he started getting down on his hands and knees as though he were looking for



something on the road.
He rolled over and went to deep.

The vaporish gas spread rapidly. Squeding, Habeas took out for the woods. The men holding Long
Tom, and the others hidden nearby, legped back into the woods aso.

From his position, Long Tom had not seen Monk fdl. He let out a cry of warning.
"Look out, Monk! They’re usng the gas bombs—"
That's about as far as the skinny dectrica expert got. The gas hit him in the next moment.

His last thought was of hearing someone say: "This is a damned sght better then tryin' to grab dl them
Doc Savage guys at oncel™

THE car was long, powerful-looking, and was full of passengers. It drew up fifty feet behind where
two-fised Renny and smartly dressed Ham were gtting on the running board of the anaemic-looking
fliver.

What the two ads had been saying about Monk and Long Tom wasn't pleasant. They were fuming a the
delay.

Ham jumped up as he recognized burly Monk coming forward in the heedlight glare of the other car.
Monk yelled, "Hey, daggonit, come back here and give me a hand.”

Ham and Renny started forward. They did not see the others seated in the big car, because the two aids
were partidly blinded by the lights

Ham snapped, "What's been kegping you? Where's Long Tom? Why—"
He paused, taking in Monk’ s appearance.

Monk was no longer wearing the baggy plus fours and the loud galf socks. Instead, he was attired in a
suit of English tweed.

Ham snorted.

"While we gt here waiting," he cdled out, "you take time to change your clothes What' s the idea?”
Monk was dl gpologies.

"Sorry," he said. "I didn’t think it would take long."

The lawyer gulped. He shot a glance at towering Renny, beside him.

This wasn't like hary Monk. The scrappy chemis had never gpologized for anything in his
life—especidly to his partner Ham.

Puzzled, Ham darted to say, "What the—"

Jugt then Habess, the pig, came scrambling out of the woods. He started running toward his
homely-faced apelike master.

Fve feet from Monk, however, he came, to a skidding hdt, backed up on his haunches and let out a



terrified squed. Then he streaked for the woods again.
Suddenly Ham grabbed Renny’s arm. "Look out!" he ydled in warning. "That’s not Monk!"

The man gtanding in the headlight glare unexpectedly looked grim and menacing. A gun appeared in his
fid.

"Damned right it is7't!" he roared, and fired the gun.

BECAUSE of the dangerous experiences to which they were dways subjected, Doc Savage's ads
naurdly took certain precautions. One of these was the sted-chain-mesh vest that each man wore
benegath his dothing.

It was this bullet-proof vest that saved the lawyer’s life now. He was knocked backward as the dug
caught imin the chest. But he regained his balance and leaped beyond the old car, a temporary means
of concealment.

Renny was beside him as the gun blasted again and adug tore close over their heads.

With a wild chattering, Chemistry, the chimp, came awake and legped out of the car, falowing Habeas
Corpus into the woods.

Men were dso piling out of the big car parked down the woods road, and they joined the man who
looked like homdy Monk.

Someone ydled, "All right, et ‘em haveit!"
More gun sound cut loose in the Slence of the deep woods.

Renny had whipped something from benesth his coat. It looked like an oversized pistol, and the weapon
contained what appeared to be a drum magazine.

It was one of the machine pistols used by the Doc Savage ads. The wegpon fired, as wel as red bullets,
demalition dugs and aso a type of "mercy” dug that merdy brought temporary unconsciousness to its
vicims

Renny used one of the demalition dugs. He fired asingle blast.

The gunmen, in advancing, had taken to the edge of the woods. But big Renny did not am that way. He
took a bead on therr car.

Thefront end of the car went up in the air, the tires blew out with loud, explosive sound, and the heavy
mechine landed on its side, hdf demolished.

Immediaidy a wild ydl of terror came from the men in the woods. The advance stopped. There were
wild scrambling sounds as the gunmen, scared, started getting away from there.

Jug to add to their terror, Renny fired another of the demoalition dugs. A smdl ditch appeared in the
roadway and the racket was enough to be heard two miles away.

By the time the sound had died, so had the crackling footsteps of the men pounding through the deep
woods. Slence dropped like a cloak over the wild spot again.

HAM stared at the powerful engineer.



"That guy, he looked like Monk—" the lawyer started.

Renny’s gloomy features were more forlorn than ever. "Holy cow!" he rumbled. "That means—"
"That Monk and Long Tom are in troublel" the lawyer finished.

They climbed back into the old car. Ham caled the pets.

The two animds, dill scared, came dashing out of the woods and leaped into the rear sedt.

Renny pushed, sending the ratling flivwer over rough ground that bordered the edge of the road. He
managed to scrape past the demolished, larger machine, and then they were baiting down grade dong
the road. The grade was steep enough to permit coasting.

They had proceeded a quarter mile when Habeas set up an excited squeding.
Ham directed, "Hold on aminute. That pig istrying to tdl us something.”
Renny stopped the car. It sounded like the machine was going to fal apart.

Habeas jumped out of the car, started back up the road. He paused a moment, looking hopefully at the
two ads, as though trying to tel them something.

Renny and Ham piled out behind the pig. Chemigtry, however, refused to budge.

They came to the spot where the amdl gas grenades had exploded in the dusty roadway. Ham was usng
aflashlight, and he recognized bits of curved glass that had formed the gas pellets.

He held them out in his palm, and the big engineer nodded grimly.
Next, Habeas was running around a tree trunk that stood nearby.

Renny stepped over to investigate, found parts of rope that had been cut. The rope had been around the
tree trunk.

He said: "Either Monk or Long Tom was tied up herel” Ham nodded.

"What do you make of it?" he prompted.

"What do you mean?' Renny tried to keep hisvoice low, but it rumbled off into the woods.

"I mean," explained Ham, "that one who looks like Monk. That guy sure fdt like killing somebody!"
They thought about that for a momern.

Then Ham said, "Perhaps Monk and Long Tom have learned the answer. It's damned mygterious.”

But finding the two missing aids was ill another problem. There was not a angle due as to where they
might have been taken.

Chapter VIl. MURDER AT MAYFAIR

IT had been three hours snce dawn had broken over the Canadian hills The sun shone down on the
smoath waters of the large inland lake and seemed to hammer its surface as smooth as siver.

It dso shone agangt Monk’s eyes as he lay helpless in the bottom of the canoe—and two hours of the



intense light had brought a red haze to his vison, even though he held his eydids closed.

Thetwo men at ether end of the canoe had been paddling for hours, it seemed like. Monk tried to twist
around. He said nadlily, "I’'m gonna sure twist somebody’ s neck if | ever get out of this dugout!”

One of the men laughed. He kept on paddling.

Somewhere close beside them were the sounds of other oars dipping into the smooth water. From words
that had been passed back and forth from time to time between the two canoes, Monk knew that skinny
Long Tom was a captive in the other boat.

Where were they being taken, and why?—Monk wondered.

All he could remember was passing out as the gas had enveloped him. Then, sometime around dawn, he
hed awakened as he was being |oaded, wel trussed, into one of the canoes. Just before they had shoved
off from shore he remembered seeing a 9gn posted to a tree near the shore of the lake. The sgn had
reed:

MAYFAIR
Private Property
KEEP OFF!

He had sat up a howl when he had seen that Sgn. His own land—and he was a captivel He couldn’t
figureit out.

Monk was trying to think of some ruse to get himsdf untied when he heard the men in the bow of the
boat let out a startled exclamation.

"Who's that coming?"' the man wanted to know.
Monk, flat on his back in the bottom of the craft, naturdly couldn’t see athing.

A second later the man in the stern—he mus have followed his partner’s gaze—spoke worriedly: "I
dunno. But | don't like it. They got a motorboat!"

Suddenly one of the captors in the second canoe let out ayell.

"Heed for shorel"

Apparently it was a good idea—but the ingtructions had come too late.

Monk himsdf heard the steady put-put-put of the approaching boat. It aoruptly changed to a roar.
Monk gave a start. The new sound was the roar of a machine gun! Chattering!

A shadow fdl across Monk. It was the man in the back of the canoe, standing up.

Theman let out aterrified ydl. "Come on!" he screamed. "Swim for it!"

He went overboard. The canoe swayed crazily, but kept its balance. Monk’s heart stood dill in his chest.
He gave a 9gh of rdief when the boat righted. He thought about Long Tom, in the same predicament.
There was the sound of wild splashing as the other captors legped overboard. The motorboat, from the



noise, seemed to be arding.
Then there was the command: "All right, give it to them!”
The machine gun chattered again.

Somewhere off to Monk’s left, a man gave an awful scream of agony. A gurgling, choking sound
followed.

There were other cries—the sounds men make when they’re facing violent death. Monk winced.

Fndly they stopped. The steady put-put-put of the motorboat faded, was soon a faraway murmur on
the big lake.

Slence, digmd and tense, fdl over the spot.

MONK cdled out: "Long Tom! You dl right?'

For seconds there was no reply. Monk fdt sick.

And then he heard the answer, faint, as though Long Tom’'s canoe were some distance away.
"Monk!"

The chemigt |et out aroar.

"What happened to those guys?' he called.

"They're dead! Consider yoursdlf lucky. Guess those others didn’t know we were in the bottom of the
boats!"

"Goshamighty!" Monk breathed thankfully.

Long Tom’'s words came again.

"Have you noticed it?"

"Noticed what?' Monk ydled back.

"WE re drifting—too blamed fagt to it me. There s ahdl of a current here, for some reason!™

Monk thought that over for a moment. Suddenly the idea hit him. Perhaps they were drifting toward a
dam!

He let out a whoop. "How we gonna get outa these blasted things?' he called.
"Maybe you can figureit out?' the ectrica expert caled back. "You'd better sart praying!”

Monk fdt the drift of the canoe now. Its speed had sharply increased. If they were out in the center of
the lake, they would never have been drifting this fast. There was something—

Though hdf blinded by the red blur of the sun, Monk abruptly gave a Sart.
"Hey, Long Tom!" he ydled.
He just about caught his partner’s reply.



"Look up there, will ya" Monk indructed. "See it?'
He couldn’t hear Long Tom's answer thistime. But Monk’ s pulse leaped.

Thetiny spot highin the sky above swiftly grew larger. 1t seemed to be dropping like a comet. It took on
a color—dilver—and continued its downward plunge.

It was a plane!

Monk started ydling excitedly as he watched the plane come down and flatten out five hundred feet
above the surface of the lake. It zoomed overhead, its motors a high, sill whine. 1t came back, lower
thistime.

And then, like a graceful bird, it settled on the surface of the big lake.
It was the big slver amphibian of Doc Savage.

IN another moment Monk could see the bulk of the deek-looking plane looming nearby. He heard a
weight hit the water. Doc was dropping an anchor to keep the ship from drifting.

Almog indantly the bronze man was plunging into the water and svimming with remarkable speed
toward Monk’ s canoe. Something gleamed in the bronze man’s mouth.

Corded, bronze hands touched the side of the canoe. It tipped somewhat. Then Doc was reeching indde
the boat with the sharp-bladed knife and saying, "The moment you' re untied, dive out and swim—toward
the plane.”

The sharp knife severed Monk’ s bindings. He pulled himsdf up and went overboard.

His legs and arms were diff from being so long in a helpless pogtion. Monk floundered around wildly.
But the cool water soon brought back circulation and he set out for the plane, some distance away now.

He looked over his shoulder, and hisamdl eyes bulged.

Not more than a quarter of amile away, directly in the path of the drifting canoes, was the narrow outlet
of the lake. Monk could see water knocking up into the ar where it struck the boulders at the start of a
rgpids at the end of the lake. If the canoes had ever reached that spot, he and Long Tom would have
been pounded to desth!

His gaze swerved. Some distance to his right, skinny Long Tom was jugt piling out of his canoe. The
chemig saw the flash of the bronze giant's arm as he svung clear of the boat. Doc Savage had released
Long Tom.

Monk felt the current pull a his arms and hislegs as he plowed toward the anchored plane. If the canoes
hed drifted a few hundred yards nearer the start of the rapids, he doubted that they would have been able
to swvim back.

Monk was firg to reach the amphibian and pull himsdf up on awing. Doc Savage was next, with Long
Tom following.

The bronze man said: "Where' s Ham and Renny?*

Monk explained, "We left them in an old car we rented from a garage man in order to get up to the
estate. But we ran out of gas. | was going back for some when—wham!-—somebody used gas
grenaded!”



Long Tom put in, "It was that phony garage owner. It was a trick, loaning us that car, and he grabbed
Monk and me"

The skinny eectrica wizard looked even thinner anding on the plane wing in his soaked dothing.
Monk’s plus fours dragged down around his ankles.

Both ads stared at the giant bronze man.

"How did you find us?" Long Tom prodded.

Doc Savage sad quietly, "Your plane left near the garage was an indication where you had gone. But
there were two cars up the road leading into Mayfar. One was smashed. And both were deserted.”

"Two

cad" Monk exdamed. "Then they mugt ‘& got Ham and Renny, too!" He looked more worried about
something dse, added: "And Habeas!"

"We might try to locate them," suggested Doc.

MONK yanked up the anchor while the bronze man swung into the cockpit of the plane. Shortly they
werein the air, arding the widdy wooded area that surrounded the lake. Once Doc flew back over the
lake, after Monk had mentioned the motorboat with the machine gun.

But they saw no trace of any kind of boat on the wide lake.

Doc sad somewhat grimly, "The sound detector picked up the noise of shots. Otherwise | might not have
located you."

"But those four guys who held us captives—" Long Tom started.

Doc Savage indicated the lake benegth them. "Deed,” he stated quietly. "They were floating toward the
rgpids just before | landed.”

Monk’s homely fegtures were puzzled.

"What the blazes, Doc," he started. "I don't get this. First some guys grab me and Long Tom—and then
somebody esekills them! What' s the connection?”

Doc Savage' s unusud flake-gold eyes were thoughtful. Fndly he said, "There is an angle to this mygery
thet is not clear.”

Monk looked a Long Tom. He wondered whet the bronze man meant.

In the next moment Doc partidly explained. He told about the kidnap attempt on himsdf in New Y ork,
of later being lured off his course when he had been fallowing Monk toward Canada.

"Then you weren't going to the Fortress of Solitude, after dl?' Monk asked.
Doc shook his head. "Not yet."

"But why did they try to kill you?' Long Tom prodded.

The bronze man's reply surprised both of hisaids.

"They didn't!" said Doc. "It was merdy a kidnap attempt. So far it has no explanation.”



"But who—" Monk started.
"That isaso amydery,” sad Doc Savage.

"And now," Monk continued, "some crooks tried to get us out of the way and, in turn, those crooks—at
least some of them—were killed."

"That appears to be the case," admitted Doc.

Hefdl dlent, and shortly they were cirding the fidd where the other plane had been left. Doc came down
for alanding, rolled the plane up close to the first one.

CLIMBING out, the bronze man explained, "The garage has been closed up. Evidently the real owner
has been scared off. 1t’'s the only place within miles on this deserted siretch of provincid highway.”

He indicated the plane that Monk and the others had |eft in the fidd the night before.

"You should have taken better precautions before leaving the plane™ he said. "One equipment case and a
Suitcase are missng.”

Monk blinked. "Blazed" he cried. "I never thought of that. Maybe we' d better lock it now."

"It has been taken care of," the bronze man said.

He started toward the roadway that Monk and the others had traveled in the car the night before.
The bronze man was now carrying a supersendtive electroscope. He looked at Long Tom.

"Reny was indructed to wear the specid inner soles before leaving New York,” Doc said. "Has he dill
got on the same shoes?"

The dectric expert nodded, understanding Doc's purpose.

For the unnoticesble inner soles were of a metd which, while not radioactive enough to give them radio
poisoning, were active enough that the supersenstive electroscope would register a a consderable
distance.

Thus the eectroscope would indicate the presence of Renny in the vidinity.
Andit did.

A sengtive needle pointed northward, in the very direction of the woods road thet led toward Mayfar
Egate.

Excited, Long Tom mentioned the tree where he had been held a captive the night before. He led the
way.

At that point, ong the big woods road, the needle veered sharply right.

"Thisway," Doc Savage said. He went on ahead. The vast slence of the forest dropped over them as
they moved quietly beneath the trees.

But dl noted that the needle swung back to a northerly direction and remained there.

It showed that Renny and Ham had been here, and then had returned in the direction of the Mayfair
Edtate again. Were they captives—or were they tralling someone?



A hdf-hour later they found ouit.

For they suddenly emerged onto a roadway that curved through the vast estate. Following it, they soon
came to a two-story stone building located a the end of the road. There was a sring of garage doorways
located in the front of the Structure, at least a dozen of them.

Monk whistled. "Wow!" he piped. "Isthat a garage—or a house?"
"Judt the garage,”" Long Tom said.

One of the garage doors stood open, and voices came from within the building. One was a great
booming voice that carried on the gtill morning air.

"Renny!” Monk cried.

They hurried forward—and soon saw big Renny, Ham and another men standing around something
ingde the long garage. Ham had just straightened up after picking up something, which he now held in his
fingers It appeared like a piece of white paper.

Monk frowned. He glowered at his dapper partner.
"Blazed" he muttered. "And | thought you was in trouble! Where did Habeas—"
The chemig stopped, his gpelike form gaing rigid. His gaze followed that of Doc Savage.

The man on the floor had been brutaly murdered. He had been beaten to death. And he was an ederly
man.

Ham passed the dip of paper to the bronze man and said tensdy, "We found thisin his hand.”
The note read:

THERE ISONLY DEATH FOR

THOSE WHO LIVE AT MAYFAIR.

Chapter VIII. NICKERSON LOCATES MONK

NO one could explain the threatening message found in the dead man’s hand—not even the stranger with
Renny and Monk.

The others learned that the man was Charlie Nickerson, newly appointed manager of vast Mayfair
Edate.

Charlie Nickerson was a Canadian, short and solid in stature, good-looking, with dark hair and eyes and
alot of jaw.

Doc Savage drew Ham to one side.
"What about Charlie Nickerson?' the bronze man asked. "Is there any way of checking on him?'

"I dready have" the lawvyer announced. "Cdled Montred from the house when Nickerson wasn't
around. He's O. K., Doc. He was sent out here recently by the English representatives of this estate.
They have an officein Montred. That'swhere | caled.”

Doc nodded.



"And the old man"—he motioned to where the dead man lay—"who was he?'
Nickerson himsdf approached them at that moment. He was able to explain.

"His name was Sandy," the estate manager said. Nickerson knocked an underdung pipe out on his shoe,
stowed it in the pocket of his coat and looked grim. His jaw stuck out another quarter of an inch. "He
was a caretaker on the grounds here for years. His murder is about the mog fiendish thing I’'ve ever
heard of."

"You have any ideawhy he was killed?' Doc queried.

Nickerson's dark, sharp eyes flashed.

"There could be only one explanation,” he said.

"And that?'

"He mugt have known something that someone was afraid he might reved.”

Doc Savage made no commernt.

Charlie Nickerson suggested that they go up to the house. It was visble through the trees.

The"housg" looked like a castle set down in the Canadian wilds. Gigantic was the word for it. Wherever
you looked, it seemed that one of the many gables was dicking up through the trees. Here and there,
between wings of the mangion, were smooth, well-kept stretches of green lawn. They passed a swvimming
pool and rich gardens.

Monk’s chest swelled.
"And thisisdl ming" he said with pride.
Nickerson nodded. "That’ s right, your lordship.”

Doc and Long Tom learned that Ham had aready presented the affidavits from the New York law firm.
Nickerson had been expecting Monk—the Earl of Mayfair.

Ham spoke under his breath to Long Tom. "That hairy midit looks more like a tramp than an earl!" he
commented coally.

Monk svung around.

"I heard that, shyster!" he muttered. "See here, have your ancestors ever been traced?"
Ham grinned.

"Yes" he admitted. "But they were so smart, nobody could catch them!”

Monk growled in disgudt.

HE was a funny gght. His baggy plus fours had dried now, but they were dill hung down around his
ankles. His golf socks had fdlen down. He looked like a squat, thick-set golfer who had stood too long
inthe rain. Brigly, thick red hair was visgble on his knotty legs.

Renny had been tdking to Doc Savage. He joined the others now, said to Ham, "Holy cow! Did you tdl
them about those crooks who escaped from us last night?'



The lawyer briefly repeated about the incident. He mentioned how the gunmen had been scared off
through the woods. His suspicious gaze swung to Monk, who was ligening.

"And that reminds me" Ham snapped, "there must be two of you. If | ever get my hands on that other
homdy ape—"

Monk drew himsgf up proudly.
"Ligen here, you legd leper,” he piped, "don’t cdl me an apel”

After the argument had continued for severd moments, Monk suddenly seemed to recdl Ham's earlier
remark. His voice quieted somewhat and he demanded, "What did you mean, there mugt be two of me?"

Ham shook his head, puzzled as he studied Monk’ s homely fegtures.

"He looked like you, he talked like you," the lawvyer said musingly, "and yet he wasn't you! But where in
the universe there could be any poor devil who ever resembled you is beyond me! | can't figure it out.”

Doc had been ligening, his bronze features a thoughtful mask. His unusud flake-gold eyes caught
something that everyone ese had missed.

It was an expression that came into the eyes of the Canadian, Charlie Nickerson, as Ham mentioned the
one who had looked like Monk Mayfair.

They had reached the main entrance to the mansion.
INSIDE, Monk drew up short, astounded.

They werein a great circular room of high-beamed cellings, and that contained at least hdf a dozen huge
arched doorways that led to various wings of the house.

Ahead of them was awide circular staircase that led up to another floor.

The furnishings in the entrance hdl were covered. It was obvious that the house had been shut up for
ometime,

Charlie Nickerson said, "Welcome to Mayfair Manor, your lordship. You must excuse the condition of
the house. There has been no time to put thingsin order.”

Monk nodded. He was suddenly very condescending.

"My man," he piped, "don't let it worry you. Kings have lived in squaor. Thislittle chateau will suffice for
the time being." The chemigt strode out into the center of the great entrance hal and stared around.

Ham dmost choked. "Why did | ever buy that book?' he said benegth his breath.

But Monk had suddenly forgotten that he was an earl. He spoke in a loud voice, head raised toward the
great domed center of the room.

"How are you?' Monk said.
The words came crashing back a him from the corners of the vast room.
"How are you?"

"I'mfind” the chemis said glesfully. He was like a kid with a new toy.



Ham snorted, "Leave hm done; he's happy.”

He followed the others as they were conducted by Charlie Nickerson through the manson. The kitchens
would have done judtice to a chain restaurant.

Habeas and Chemidry, the two pets, were seated on chars before a long table that would have
accommodated a dozen servants. They were egting.

Nickerson indicated severa people working in the kitchen. He said, "I was able to get a few servants
hired yesterday. More will arive today. In about a week, thingswill be running smoothly."

They continued the tour of the house. It took them about an hour.

When they returned to where they had left Monk, the chemist was missing.

It was dapper Ham who found the dip of paper lying on a table. The note read:
THERE ISA CURSE ON

MAYFAIR MANOR.

Ham, surprisngly, was the one who paled.

"Monk!" he exclamed. "Something's happened to him!"

Immediaidy a search was started. Every room in the huge mangon was covered. An hour later the
impresson was generd: Something had happened to Monk.

The few servants who were dready at the estate were cdled upon to hep with the search. Every corner
of the grounds except the vast surrounding wilderness was covered.

But Monk was not found by nightfall.

DOC SAVAGE himsdf was gone mog of the night. Shortly after daybreak he met the others in the
mangon.

Doc announced, "There is a possibility that Monk has been kidnaped.”
"Why?" someone wanted to know.

"The reason, as ye, is not obvious" Doc Savage said. The others had the feding that the bronze man
was not tdling everything he knew. But thiswas atrait of Doc’s. He never made full explanations until he
hed a mysery completely solved—and this one was getting more involved.

Charlie Nickerson, the Canadian manager of the estate, joined them shortly. He had been out.
He said excitedly, "I have alead to His Lordship’s whereabouts! If some of you could come with me—"
Doc Savage ordered, "Ham, you and Long Tom go with Nickerson. Renny can say here at the house.”

"A plane would be quicker,” Charlie Nickerson went on swiftly. "If the informaion has reached me
correctly, hislordship iswel over a hundred miles west of herel”

Ham and Long Tom stared.

"You're sure of that?' Ham demanded.



"Pogtive" Nickerson said. His dert eyes snapped.
Ham looked at Doc Savage.
The bronze man nodded. "Use the smdler plane™” he said.

Doc made no mention of what he was going to do himsaf, but Ham had an idea that the bronze man had
some plan of hisown.

Shortly, Nickerson had a car up from the garage. They set out through the big woods for the fidd where
the planes had been |eft. They found the planes intact.

Some time later, with Nickerson in the cockpit and giving directions, Ham circled the area indicated by
the estate manager.

It was a particularly lonely stretch of coast line, at a point where the St. Lawrence River widened to enter
the Guif of St. Lawrence. Miles of water stretched ahead. It was dmogt as though they were out over the
Atlantic itsdf.

Nickerson indicated a tiny coastdl fishing village five thousand feet benesth them. "Set a course directly
northeast by east of that village™ he said. "Ten miles out in the Guif of St. Lawrence is the idand. Well
have to watch sharply or we might missit!"

Ham checked the air-speed indruments closely while skinny Long Tom watched the water far below.
Findly the dectrical wizard let out aydl.
"Thereit is—dead ahead."

The amdl idand moved up like a green dot in the sea. Ham logt dtitude fast, kept dropping down in long
crdes until they were skirting treetops of the idand in the guif.

There were tiny inlets dong the otherwise rocky shore line of the idand. The entire length of the thing
couldn’t have been more than hdf a dozen miles Here and there was a short stretch of sandy beach.

Ham asked, "How did you find out about Monk?"
Nickerson explained quickly.

"The garage man—the chap who really owns the place back near Mayfar—overheard some men
taking in a restaurant a our nearest town. They were discussing his lordship—and dso this smdl fishing
idand in the gulf. It was something about his lordship being taken here to an old fishing wharf. The place
has been in disuse for years.”

Ham soon picked out the wharf and the old gray-boarded buildings. There was no evidence that anyone
lived on the idand now at dl.

Soon he had the amphibian set down on the water and was taxiing toward shore. The beach was sandy,
and they were able to dimb out findly in ankle-deep water.

They saw one large frame building that had been the main fishing plant in years gone past. It was hdf
sagging on its foundations. There was aso an old boathouse.

Long Tom grumbled. "Hdl! Thereig't anybody here”



"WE |l invedigate," suggested Ham.

There were double swinging doors on the big old building, and hasps made to hold padlocks had long
ance rusted in the wood. The doors were hdf open.

Ham, worried about his hairy partner, was firg to swing ingde the building, Long Tom close behind him.
And ingantly the lawyer yelled, "L ook out! Tragp!"

Men shouted. There was aterrific bedlam.

BOTH Ham and Long Tom started to reach for their machine pistols.

But something fdl down over them and their arms got entangled in what fdt like strong cords, and they
kicked about helplesdy.

As soon as ther eyes grew accustomed to the gloom within the windowless building, they saw how they
hed been trapped.

Dozens of yards of large fish net had been dropped down over them. Somewhere beyond the outside of
the layers of strong net, men were batting a Long Tom and Ham with clubs. They were trying to subdue
the Doc Savage aidd

But Long Tom was ydling wildly, usng assorted kinds of languages and dill driving to get his powerful
mechine pistol free.

Ham cursed the luck that had made him leave his sword cane in the plane. With it he could have dashed
the netting loose.

Suddenly a terrific cdlamor filled the old building. Long Tom’'s machine pistol blasted. The racket was
enough to smash eardrums.

There were wild shouts, men scrambling for the doorway.

Ham, 4ill entangled, managed to get out his machine pisol dso. Its racket added to the din within the
building. Both he and Long Tom were usng the "mercy” dugs with which the weapons had been
previoudy loaded.

After awhile, Long Tom stopped firing. So did Ham.

Long Tom muttered tightly, "Damn!" His voice echoed hollonly through the old structure. What hed
happened became evident to both the Doc Savage aids.

The thugs had pulled a fadeout. The two aids were left one, enmeshed in the fish nets.

Somewhere beyond the building, a plane motor coughed, sputtered, then settled into a steady drone.
Ham listened carefully. The motor sound was not the same as their own ship.

He exdlamed, "That boathouse! They had a plane hidden in therel”

The thought didn’t help any. They were dill far from being free of the clever trap.

When they were, a good fifteen minutes had passed. They raced outside the building. Both stared.
Ther own plane had been set adrift. It was dready wdl offshore.



The other plane was gonel

And s0 was Charlie Nickerson. A quick search convinced both men of this fact.

Long Tom, for dl his unhedlthy-looking paleness, appeared to be ready to tie knots in somebody.

He flared, "We took it hook, line and snker!”

Ham nodded grimly.

"And | thought he looked honest," the lawyer said glumly.

They both referred to Charlie Nickerson. It was apparent both aids had fdlen for a neat trick.

And Monk mugt have been a captive on the plane that had now completely disappeared.
Chapter IX. ANNABELLE

THE plane was drifting half amile offshore by the time Ham and Long Tom found the rowboat.

They located the boat drawn up on shore some distance away from the fish factory. Sun and ar had
dried out the boat’ s seams, and it leaked water badly. But at leest it floated, and that was something.

Usng an old tin can that he had located ashore, Ham bailed while Skinny Long Tom rowed. The
eectricd expert was tough. His knotty, hard arms were like sted. Each pull of those arms threatened to
snap the old oars.

Ham was ankle-deep in water that had filled the bottom of the rowboat. It dowed ther progress, for the
craft kept sttling lower and lower in the water.

As he bailed, Ham looked a Long Tom's swest-streaked festures and asked, "Do you think Charlie
Nickerson was respongble for the death of that old caretaker—Sandy—back at Monk’ s estate?”

Long Tom's face was thoughtful for a moment as he continued to pull steadily at the oars.
Fndly he said dowly, "I don’t think s0."

"Why not?' Ham prodded. "It's obvious that Nickerson led us into a trap here a the idand. He's
working with thet gang, and I’ll bet anything they’ve got Monk. They were usng him for bait in order to
trap ud”

Long Tom's eyes were puzzled. "You know," he continued, "I think there's an angle to this mystery that
we ve overlooked.”

"l don't get you," Ham said.

"Wadl," Long Tom said, "take those guys that grabbed Monk and me last night. They weren’t Canadians.
Two of them talked with an accent. | think the others were hired New Y ork thugs"

"So what?' Ham asked.

"Nickerson didn't look like any crook to me Canadians are square shooters—and that was my
impression of him."

"And yet Nickerson knows something,” Ham ingsted. "There was something about his actions, now thet |
think of it."



"I'll admit that,” Long Tom agreed. "But look at it this way. Monk and | were grabbed by some guys.
And then, while we were captives in the canoes, those guys were murdered by someone else. Why?"

Ham saw what Long Tom was driving at.
"You mean," he exclamed, "there s two crowds, one working againg the other?'

The dectricad wizard nodded. He peered over his shoulder. Sowly but surely they were gaining on the
drifting plane.

He continued: "There was the kidnap atempt on Doc in New York before Monk even heard about this
legacy. What connection has that with Monk’ s disappearance now? Don't you see? There's two Sdes to
thisthing!"

"Threg" the lawyer corrected.

He went on to explain. "There s afdlow who looks like Monk himsdf. Who's he? What's he got to do
with it?' Ham paused a moment in his steady bailing. "And where's he disappeared to?"

Long Tom said, "Maybe Doc has figured out some of those answvers.”

They were close to the amphibian now. But the boat was rgpidly snking benesath them. The water had
leaked in fagter than Ham could bail it out with the smdll tin can.

He sad, "l think we' d better svim for it
They dived overboard and struck out for the plane. The water was not cold.

Aboard again, Ham frowned a dght of his mussed, soaked clothes. If there was anything the dapper
lawyer hated, it was a disheveled appearance. But a the moment there was nothing he could do abot it.

They set out once again for the estate, Long Tom at the controls thistime, pushing the plane to its utmost
speed limit.

An hour later or so they landed & the fidd near the garage on the londly stretch of provincid highway.
The other plane, the one belonging to Doc Savage himsdlf, was gone.

THE garage owner met them as they dimbed out of their plane. He was of medium height, dender, with
the same stubborn jaw that the two Doc Savage aids had noted in Nickerson, aso a Canadian.

Thefdlow was carrying an envelope, and he handed it to Long Tom.

"Doc Savage left thisfor you," he said.

Ham, meanwhile, indicated the garage, open for business again.

"You've had no more trouble from those thugs who tied you up the other night?' Ham queried.

The garage owner shook his head. "And there isn't going to be any, if | know anything about it!" he
announced. "There's a Canadian Mounty working on it. HE strying to trace them. The Mounty talked to
Doc Savage just before he left.”

Ham turned to Long Tom. "Whét is Doc’ s note about?' he asked.

Long Tom said nothing, but instead passed the lawyer the message. Ham reed:



Keep one of the portable short-wave sets tuned in—on the usud wave length. Pets are with me.
"Wonder where Doc’s gone?' Long Tom asked.
"Only thing we can do iswait," Ham offered. "We' d better get back to the estate.”

But before dimbing into the car that Nickerson had used in bringing them down from the edtate, they
removed one of the equipment cases from the plane. Then they set and locked a specid darm device on
the plane before leaving the fid.

If anyone tampered with the plane, they could pick up the trouble on the specid short-wave sets which
dl the Doc Savage aids used in their mobile equipment.

The short-wave recaivers were tuned to a certain wave length. If Doc Savage broadcast a message, it
would immediatdly be picked up.

In the car, Ham and Long Tom returned to Mayfair Estate.

Big, two-fised Renny met them the moment they entered the massve entrance hdl of the manson.
Behind the giant engineer were four men wearing the uniforms of the Canadian Mounted.

Renny said in hisrumbling voice, "Troublel™
He looked as sad as an undertaker.
"Trouble?' Ham demanded.

"We'redl pinched!" Renny said.

THE jal was nothing to brag about. There was only one cdl, located in a corner of a larger room that
formed part of a barracks about ten milesfrom Mayfar Estate.

The sergeant in charge was a big fdlow with heavy shoulders and large hands. He stood outside the cdl
where Ham, Long Tom and Renny were locked up, his hands on his hips.

He said coally, "We don’'t get customers very often up around here, but it looks like you guys are going
to stay awhile”

Ham moved forward to the heavy bars and said, "And wheat is the charge?'

"Up here" the husky-looking sergeant said, "we cdl crooks like you fakers. Or maybe sharpshooters.
But you don’t get away with it in Canadal"

"Away with what?' Ham demanded.

As a lawyer, he wanted to find out what this was dl about. The sergeant, he thought, was being
somewhat evasive.

"Away with trying to sted Mayfair!" the sergeant snapped. "The man who redly owns that place has
ordered the whole bunch of you arrested.”

Ham and the others stared.

Ham cried, "Ligen here! We' ve got papers and everything to prove that one of our own associates is the
owner of Mayfar. Why, we even have—"



"Where are they?' their jaller asked.

"There—" Ham paused, giving a sart. He just remembered. He had turned over dl the afidavits to
Monk when they had arrived up here. And now—Monk was missng!

Shrewdly, Ham said, "You bring on this person who says we stole that estate. Let metak to him!"
The big sergeant gave a bored sgh.

"That's just why you guys are going to be here for quite awhile" he remarked.

"What do you mean?"

"The owner of Mayfar—the real owner—has disappeared. Until we locate him, you birds stay put!”
Ham groaned.

Naturaly they had not been permitted to bring any belongings into the cdl with them. Ham was thinking
of the equipment case that was in the car, of the portable short-wave set. They were supposed to keep in
touch with Doc Savage.

They spent the rest of the day and that night trying to think up some means of escape. And findly decided
that there was none.

Trying to convince their jaler that they were a part of the Doc Savage organization only brought one
ansver.

"You bring Doc Savage here," ther guard said, "and we ll talk to him.”
"But we don’t know where heid" Ham complained.

"It'sjudt like we figured,”" the man retorted. "Y ou're too damn smooth!”
That was as far as Ham could get.

But at eight the next morning, when the girl arrived, his hopes soared.

APPROACHING their cdl, Ham heard the girl say, "One is named Ham Brooks." Then she mentioned
the names of Renny and Long Tom.

"That'sthem, dl right," said the jaller.

Ham immediatdly liked the sound of the girl’s voice. But when he got a good look a the girl hersdf he
liked that much better.

She was redly something to look at.

She wasn't very big, but what there was of her looked trim and dainty in closefitting knickers and
polished leather boots. The girl dso wore a light suede jacket, and her hair—it was dark—was covered
by a bright-colored scarf. She had about the darkest brown eyes Ham had ever seen.

The thought struck him: she was ether dressed for riding—or flying.

There was something about her fine features, her determined chin. In the moment before she introduced
hersdf, Ham suspected who she might be.



"I'm Annabelle Nickerson," the girl announced.
"I figured you were a Nickerson," Ham said, amiling. "Y ou're Charlie Nickerson's sster?!
Thegirl nodded.

Renny and Long Tom had been dozing on a cot within the cell. They came to their feet, skinny Long Tom
looking particularly angry.

"What I'll do to that guy Nickerson when | catch up with him!" he grated.

Ham sad sharply, "Wait aminute, Long Tom! The girl has something to tdl us”
He looked at Annabelle Nickerson.

"What isit?' Ham wanted to know.

Briefly, the girl explained.

She mentioned how she had learned from the servants a Mayfar that they—Ham, Long Tom and
Renny—had been arrested. "And there was a note from my brother,” Annabelle Nickerson added. "He
|eft it with one of the servants.”

"Note?' Ham asked.

"Yes. Init, Charlie said something about going with some of you to look for a person named Monk. He
aso sad that if he did not return, | was to get in touch with Doc Savage or some of you immediatdy.”

Ham exclamed, "But we can't find Doc Savage oursdves”

Thegirl nodded.

"l undergtand that," she said. "But | happen to know where he went."

"YOU know?' Ham was astounded at how the girl knew so much about the bronze man’s movements.

"Yes" admitted Annabelle Nickerson. "You see, | taked to Doc Savage before he left. He told me he
didn't want to leave too much information in that note. He was afraid it might not reach you. So | was to
give you the rest of his message.”

Ham caught the glance that Renny gave him. At least, the Doc Savage ads knew, the girfl was tdling the
truthin a part of her statement—the part about the note left by Doc Savage. Otherwise, how could she
have known about the message |eft with the garage owner?

Ham asked, "Then whereis Doc?"

"He's headed for the arctic!” the girl said, and it gave them dl a Sart. "He has a lead to the whereabouts
of that one named Monk."

The three aids thought that over. It was mydifying, to say the lesst.
Annabdle Nickerson's frank brown eyes looked abruptly worried.

"And my brother, Charlie" she raced on, "isin trouble, too. I'll go with you. | saw your plane back there
a the fidd. | can fly, and I’'ve knocked dl around the northern parts of Canada. | even went on a
prospecting trip with Charlie once. | know the country.”



Ham amiled wryly, spread his hands in a hopeless gesture. He liked this girl. He thought she was tdling
the truth. And she was game enough to go with them!

He sad, "It looks like we're not going any place. They’'re holding us here because they think we're
crooks, too!"

Annabdle gave Ham Brooks a brief, warm gamile She murmured, "Wat a minute | spoke to the
lieutenant on the way in. | happen to know about your friend’'s dam to Mayfar Edtate. | explained to the
lieutenant how you dl have been duped.”

She moved off toward a doorway that led to some sort of office.
Renny said in his crashing voice, "Haly cow! If she can redly get us out of thisjug!™

Skinny Long Tom snorted in disgust. "Ham aways fdlsfor a pretty dame!™ he said. "I'd like to know just
what she'sup to."

Ham sad quietly, "'l believe that gifl was tdling the truth.”

When Annabdle Nickerson returned with the guard, they dl had to admit one thing. At leest she had
influence with the officids here.

Because the cdl door was unlocked, swung open, and the guard said, "You guys are sure getting a
bresk."

Chapter X. DEATH ISLAND

APPROXIMATELY sx hours later, the plane carying the girl—Annabdle Nickerson—and Ham,
Renny and Long Tom, was hundreds of miles north of Monk’ s Quebec estate. The coast of Labrador lay
behind them now. They had bardy touched the most eastward end of Hudson Strait. The plane was
flying at ten thousand feet over Lower Davis Strait, nearing the Arctic Circle, and it was doing well over
two hundred miles an hour.

Renny, at the moment, was at the controls. The gifl was seated beside him. She had taken turns reieving
him a the controls. Even the big two-fisted engineer of Doc Savage's organization had been favoradly
impressed by the girl’ s knowledge of isolated northern Canada.

She reminded him, in away, of the bronze man’'s own cousin—~Pat Savage. The courage of the two girls
was Smilar.

But back in the cabin of the amphibian, Long Tom was 4ill arguing with the dapper lawyer, Ham.

Long Tom was complaining, "l dill don’t trust her. You've just fdlen for her good looks. Y ou and Monk!
Dames are aways taking you over!"

Ham frowned.
"Thisone is different,” he ingsted. "She got us out of jail, didn’'t she? She' strying to help us™”

"Shel's probably got a good motivel” Long Tom snapped. He stabbed a finger a the cabin windows.
Beow them, as far as they could see to right and Ieft, was endless water.

Somewhere, gpproximately two hundred miles to the east, lay the southern part of Greenland; an dmost
equd distance to the right, Baffin Idand.



"Wha would Doc be doing up here?" the unhedthy-looking dectrica expert demanded.
"That’swhat we plan to find out!" Ham snapped.

"Yegh" Long Tom looked disgusted. "But why haven't we heard from Doc? He said in that note that he
would keep in touch with us by radio.”

At the remark, Ham looked worried. It was the one thing that puzzled him—this lack of word from the
bronze man.

For two hours past now, they had been cdling Doc Savage at regular intervals on the plan€' s short-wave
transmitter.

But as yet there had been no reply.

Ham said, "But | gill say the girl is honest. Take that notation which she gave us after we got started—the
directions from Doc. It gave the exact longitude and latitude of that idand near the Arctic Circle—the one
we're to look for."

"It could be afake" Long Tom said.

"But it was in Doc's handwriting,” Ham countered. "That proves he met the girl." He sghed weeily.
"Y ou're about the toughest guy to convince | ever saw.”

Long Tom shrugged. "Widll, | dill don't likeit," he finished.

Ham didn't admit it, but he, too, was worried somewhat about the directions supposedly given to
Annabelle Nickerson by Doc Savage.

In the firg place, Ham wondered, how had Doc learned about the desolate inland somewhere in Davis
Strait, miles off the coast of Greenland? And why was he going there?

Furthermore, why hadn’'t Doc tried to contact them?
It was dl quite a mysery.

But a part of that mystery might have been explained to the lawyer if he had known about the passenger
that Doc Savage carried in his own plane.

THE passenger was a captive. He sat in a cockpit seat beside the bronze man, his hands and ankles
handcuffed. He was tied into the seat. The two pets, Habeas and Chemidtry, were in the cockpit aso.

Behind them, the cabin of the plane showed where there had been a fight. Equipment cases and piles of
luggage had been scattered about. And for good reason.

The man seated beside Doc Savage was wel over Sx feet tal. He had a mean jaw and a long, ridged
scar on one cheek which showed that at some timein the past he had been dashed by a knife.

Doc Savage had found the man hiding in the plane a the fidd near Monk’s estate. There had been a
terrific fight. With the fdlow findly subdued, Doc had used his peculiar truth serum on the man.

The truth serum was a product of the bronze man's chemica genius. It had the magica effect of removing
the conversationa brakes from the consciousness of the person to whom it was administered. 1t numbed
the patient’ s aility to conscioudy resst.



The captive—who appeared to have the name of Wado—had uwillingly told about the isolated idand
location in Davis Strait, somewhere off the coast of Greenland.

The man had tried desperately to withhold the information. He had been strong-willed enough to reved
nothing further—at the time Doc Savage had found him in the plane and given him the truth serum.

But dong with mention of the strange idand, Waldo had et something dip about Monk. Not much. But
enough to let Doc Savage know that Monk must be a captive on the idand well over a thousand miles
northward.

Doc had used more of the serum—and the captive had lost consciousness.

It was shortly after this that the bronze man had met Annabelle Nickerson before he himsaf set out to fly
to the idand near the Arctic Circle.

For hours now, Doc Savage had been a the controls. It had been just a few moments ago that Waldo,
the captive, had regained consciousness.

From the vacant stare in his lidded eyes, it was evident that he was 4ill partidly under the effects of the
serum.

Doc said, "You were tdling about the idand in Davis Strait. Why was Monk taken there?!

For a moment the captive was astounded to find himsdf tied in the cockpit seat. His worried gaze went
to the window, and he stared.

"Where are we?' he demanded. His grating, harsh voice was not pleasant.

Doc consulted his wrig watch. "In a few moments” he pointed out, "we should be over Death Idand.
That happens to be the place you mentioned when you were under the effects of the drug.”

"Drug?"
Doc Savage told about the truth serum. "You did alittle talking," he explained.

Waldo, for dl hissze and beligerent appearance—Ilooked scared.

"What did | tdl you?' he asked, suspicious.

"That one of my assistants named Monk isbeing held a captive at Death Idand,” Doc said quietly.

There was an effort on the part of Waldo to hold his tongue dill, but the effects of the serum were dill
upon him.

He blurted, "Wdl, heig"
"Why was he taken there?' Doc prodded again.

"They're gonna make him hdp—" Wado caught himsdf, tried to cover up. It was plan that he was
fighting the last effects of the drug. Perspiration was on his brow.

"I won't talk!" he snapped findly.

No further amount of questioning would make the man revea what it was he had been going to say about
the hairy chemid.



Darkness—it was close to ten in the evening—was haf an hour away when Doc Savage picked out the
idand separated by hundreds of miles of water from the mainland.

DEATH ISLAND was agood name for the spot below. Even from the haght a which the bronze man
was flying, he could see that the idand was composed manly of a tremendous ice sheet. The Sze of the
idand was astounding.

Doc Savage edimated that it mugt be close to a hundred mileslong and half as wide. The ice sheet, in the
form of mountainous ridges, extended from the center of the idand outward.

Doc logt dtitude, dropped toward one shore line of the idand. The coastal area itsdf—it was a much
lower dtitude than the interio—showed stretches of green. Not trees, but scrubby quff that grew like
brush dong the ground.

The air was not cold.

Thisidand, Doc had estimated, would be somewhat smilar to Greenland, lying a couple of hundred miles
eastward. In the summer months—it was Augus now—the dimate here was farly mild. Even in
Greenland they raised things like lettuce and turnips during midsummer.

There was only one difference here below. There seemed to be no Sgn of habitation.

Doc dropped the plane lower and flew southward dong the western shore line He noted fjords thet
started as mere crevices a the sea, then extended inland until they became towering walls of ice-coated
rock. The ice was everywhere afew milesinland.

Doc looked at his captive.
"Monk is being held a prisoner down there?"

Wado nodded. "There' s only a couple of guys on the place,” he admitted reluctantly. "And there' s some
Eskimos”

"What part of theidand?' Doc wanted to know.
"You keep heading south and we'll pick it up in a moment.”

It was fast growing dusk. There was little time | eft if they were going to find the place Wado was taking
about.

But shortly the captive leaned closer to the window and said, "Thereit id That littleinlet just ahead.”
Doc looked.

The place would have been easy to pass up. But flying low now, he saw the thatch-roofed huts, the
kayak boats drawn up on a stretch of beach. Figures were soon visble bel ow—men.

Waddo sad: "That's just them dumb Eskimos. They don't know that aid of yours is a captive up here.
They don’t know what it'sdl about.”

The bronze man made no comment. Under the effect of the truth serum, the man naurdly had given
away some details. But how much had he held back?

What lay ahead was a question.



Doc flew over the desolate-looking spot twice, then came down until he barely cleared the water
offshore. Dozens of kayaks were in the water now, pushing out to investigate the mygery of the great
flying bird. Dark-skinned Eskimos were in the boats.

Eskimos were a harmless people. Perhaps Doc could enlig them in the search for Monk. There were a
least twenty-five men in the boats. They appeared anxious to see whoever wasin the plane.

Doc brought the plane down on the water, taxied toward the approaching kayaks, then cut his motors.
Dropping an anchor, he stepped out onto the wing. They had arrived just in time, for it was dmost dark.

The Eskimaos were drawing close in the amdl boats.
Doc returned to the cockpit and released the captive. He said, "It would be better not to try to escape.”

Waldo stared a the giant bronze man, nodded. The expresson on his scarred features said that he
understood the capahiilities of Doc Savage. They returned to the wing.

Doc cdled a greting in the Eskimo language.
There was an answering reply.

It wasin English, and the speaker rapped: "Hold dill right where you are, Savage, or well blast you right
off that plang!”

IMMEDIATELY, other voices added to a regular bedlam of sound. There were wild shouts of
excitement.

Someone ydled, "Doc Savage walked right into the trap!™

The kayaks were close now. What the bronze men had thought were dark-skinned Eskimos were
hard-looking thugs with features that had been stained a dark-brown. Guns appeared.

Doc whirled to the big fdlow who had been his captive. Something about the bronze man's tense, giant
figure gave the fdlow warning.

He screamed in fear, "Watch him! Watch Doc Savage!”
A gun roared. The dug tore close over the bronze man's head. Someone ordered, "No tricks, Savage!™

But Doc Savage went off the wing of the plane in a fagt, smooth dive and cut through the surface of the
water with scarcely aripple. He went down—down—

The water was cold, ice-cold, but the condition of the bronze giant's saentifically trained body made him
able to withgtand the cold.

He had taken a deep breath as he dived from the plane. He was capable of halding his breath for severd
moments.

With powerful, swift strokes, Doc Savege swam benesth the surface. The distance he could cover
underwater would be deceptive to those watching from the boats above.

Fndly he came up—fifty yards away. He broke the surface without a sound, took one brief ook, went
under again.

The menin the boats had been ydling wildly. On shore, more men were lined up, waiching, and torches



were being lighted.

Doc took a course pardld to the rocky shore. He came up twice more. Because it was now dark, this
probably accounted for hislife being saved. The men could not see him.

But they redized one thing. Sooner or later the bronze man had to touch shore. The third time Doc came
to the surface he saw the men with flares spreading out, covering the cove.

It was only a matter of moments until they would be at the spot that lay directly ahead of Doc Savage.

He made one more lagt dive, swam furioudy until his feet touched bottom. Then, slently, he pushed out
of the water and gained the rocky shore. The men were drawing close.

But Doc Savage, with uncanny speed, climbed up over the rocks. His figure blended with the darkness
of the night. He made a hasty retreat away from the shore line,

Behind him, men were shouting wildly. More flares were being lighted. The search was on.
The question was. Could hefind a place to hide, even to survive in this barren land?

Chapter XI. THE SEARCH

AT midnight, the bronze man was dill being sought on Degth Idand. There was no moon, and the night
was now black. The searchers used improvised flares that cast long, weird shadows over the rocky
terrain.

At firg the chase after Doc Savage had been a wild, disorganized sort of thing. But now the searchers
were udng a sysem.

Working from a base near where Doc’s plane had landed, the men had been divided into smdl groups.
Each group was assgned a certain area to cover. They reported back every hour. There was aso
another reason for this.

The night was getting cold—intensdy cold, as nights did up here. A huge fire had been built near the
shore, and the various searching parties returned in order that the men could get warm.

The men had found Habeas and Chemidry hiding in the plane cabin. The two pets had been brought
ashore. Big Waldo himsdf had explained about the pets, and everyone had thought it quite a joke when
they were unloaded from a kayak.

But the joke was short lived. The ingant the two pets were on shore they made a break for freedom.

Habeas nipped the man carrying him, was indantly dropped in fright, and the pig went streaking off into
the darkness as he gave forth frightened squeds. He traveled with remarkable speed.

Chemidry did likewise—after dmaogt twisting off his captor’s ear.

Someone swiftly raised a gun and sent a stream of lead after the two pets. The dugs ricocheted off rocks
some distance in from the shore.

But in the dark shadows that lay beyond the reach of the flares it was impossible to tdl whether the
bullets had taken effect or not.

Someone yeled an order.



"You better lay off the shooting,” he caled out. "The boss wants that bronze guy alive, you dopes!™

High on a rocky diff a hdf mile back from shore, Doc Savage heard the command. His remarkable
hearing caught every word.

Usudly crooks and villans sought the deeth of the bronze giant. For he had too often thwarted their evil
purposes. But these men wanted him dive. There must be some strange reason for this.

Theflares grew closer.
Doc Savage retreated farther into the barrens that formed the mgor part of Death Idand.
Some time during the night the two pets found him.

HABEAS was bregthing hoarsely. The pig was not built for dimbing the steep, rocky embankments that
rose sharply from the sea.

Chemidry had done better—though he was shivering with the chill of the night air.

Doc Savage removed his coat and wrapped it around the chimp. His own clothes were precticdly dry
again, snce he had been moving at remarkable speed, and the heat of his body had dried them.

There was so much scrubby suff growing among the rocks that he could have built a fire. But this was
too dangerous. With the two pets a his Sde, he kept working his way inland. He dared not even use a
flashlight, and he had one in his clothing—one of the spring-generated type of his own devisng.

The route that Doc Savage had chosen congtantly grew steeper. He was continudly moving into higher
dtitude. The scraggly uff that passed for vegetation dowly thinned out, findly disappeared completely.
The ar was colder.

Doc Savage recdled the ice sheet he had observed from the plane—the great section of glacier that
formed the magor part of this barren land. He must be drawing closer to it at each moment.

But it was the only means he had of temporary safety. To return to the coast line would mean being found
by the searching parties. Doc Savage was not ready for that—yet.

For he caried litle means of sdf-defense. Departure from the plane had been too sudden for
that—though he was dill wearing his specia-equipment vest, and in the many pockets of the vest were
gmdl gadgets that the bronze man used often.

But—would they be enough in this desolate land of ice and waste?

Also, the route was hazardous. The bronze man had to depend upon his remarkably trained senses to
guide him. He had noted that the particular ridge he was dimbing skirted the beginning of a fjord. The
sheer rock wadls of the fjord were congtantly growing higher. Degth lay below if Doc Savage took a
wrong tral and plunged over the edge.

An hour after midnight the northern lights appeared and lighted the bronze man’s way.

The northern lights—the aurora borealis—appeared as a brilliant tapestry of bright reds and greens and
ydlows in the northern heavens. Great rays and streamers of light shot intermittently into the sky. Doc
Savage could find hisway wel now.

But dways, behind him, the flares followed like faraway stars. Searchers were ill on the bronze man's
tral. Relentlesdy the men followed.



Some time during the night Doc Savage heard the far-off, fant hum of a plane motor thousands of feet
overhead. He immediatdy thought of Renny and the others.

A part of the amdl equipment that Doc carried in his vest was a midget-szed radio receiver. It was amdl
enough to fit in a vest pocket. Of gpecid condruction, however, it was srong enough to pick up
short-wave broadcasts a consderable distances.

Doc used the receiver now, pressing it close againg his sengtive ears. He listened sharply.

If Renny and the others were in that moving plane, surdy they would be sending out a cdl, trying to
contact Doc Savage.

But only slence came from the tiny radio device. Silence, that is, except for a continud crackling that
disrupted dl chance of picking up any sort of clear reception.

It was odd. The device should have picked up something, if only faraway radio sgnds of shipsfar a sea.
But insteed, there was nothing.

The cold grew more intense.
SHORTLY after dawn, the second plane flew over Degth Idand.

Only this one was flying much lower than the one that had passed at a high dtitude during the cold night.
It barely skimmed the rocky ledges.

Doc Savage emerged from the cave that was in a rocky diff high above sea levd—a cave that was
located very close to the ice sheet itsdf. His dothing blended with the drab rock on which he was
ganding. He stood moationless. He had ordered the two pets—Habeas and the chimp—back into the
opening behind him.

He stood there wetching the plane.

It passed, continued on a circular, searching course. Shortly another motor droned in the distance. Soon
the second plane was passing not far off.

The bronze man's flake-gold eyes were sharp and intense. He stared upward.
It was his own amphibian.

Seaing the two planes, Doc Savage redized that crooks on Degth Idand mugt have a ship of their own.
They were usng both planes in the search for himsdf—a search, it appeared, that was going to continue
night and day urtil the bronze giant had been found.

To venture forth in the daylight meant the dmost certain possibility of being seen by the men in the planes.

Doc Savage, if necessary, could go for days without food. But aready the two pets were getting restless.
They had been rooting around insde the amdl hide-out, looking for something to edt.

The search for something to eat would have to be made a night—and much nearer sea leve. There some
vegetation grew. It would mean going back toward those who sought Doc Savage.

The searchers mus have redized this They kept up the steady hunt with the planes throughout the day.
And that night, when the darkness came, they dropped flared



Bright flares that burned brilliantly for at least an hour. When one started to dim, another was dropped.
Great chunks of barren land were sharply illuminated.

The search continued dl that night. And the fallowing day. Three days passed.

On the morning of the fourth day, at the base from which the searching parties were operating, the bent,
agdesslooking old Eskimo arrived.

On his broad, strong back was a pack of furs that he must have trapped somewhere on the idand.

Though in the daytime it was fairly warm, he wore afur cap and old fur clothes that added to hissze. For
an ddely man, he looked rugged and capable. His brown-skinned features were lined with the effects of
bright sunlight and time.

Speaking in Eskimo, he asked to confer with the leader of the men.

Few understood him. Those who did only knew a few of the Eskimo words. But one of their number
was sent for.

Someone said, "Tak to him, Lou. Y ou can speak hislingo.”
Lou had picked up the language. He asked the old Eskimo what he wanted.
The old men said, "Y ou are looking for someone?

Lou's eyes narrowed. He was a little wiry man with sharp, suspicious eyes. He had the kind of face that
wouldn’'t be pleasant to meet in dark dleyways.

In the old fdlow’ s native tongue, Lou demanded, "What are you getting at, grandpop?’
The old man's eyes were wise. He nodded his head knowingly.

He said, "You are seeking the one with skin the color of the sun a dusk—the man who is very big. Is
that not right?"

Lou gave a sart. He turned to those with him, said excitedly, "I think this old coot has a line on Doc
Savage."

"You know where that man is?" Lou demanded, spesking in Eskimo again.
The old felow nodded.

"I know thetrail," he said. "I can lead you there." His eyes looked hopeful. "Perhaps you will buy some of
my furs?'

Lou laughed. He said, "WE Il buy anything you got if you know where we can locate that bronze guy.
Come on! You'd better talk to the boss himsdf!”

He led the way toward one of the crudely made thatch huts. They entered the structure.
And passed right on through it.

For at its rear, where it was built up againg a steep embankment, the old Eskimo found himsdf in the
naturd cavern that formed a huge, vaulted room within the earth.

Chapter XIl. CLUE TO DOC SAVAGE



INSIDE the cavern, hard-eyed little Lou turned to the aged Eskimo and asked, "And what do you think
of this, grandpop?'

The old man stared.

Crooks grouped around him and grinned and shook thelr heads. One man voiced the opinion that was
running through many minds.

"Too bad the old guy can't appreciate it, en?' he said.
"It's sure got him bamboozled!" commented another.
The cavern was like something out of the imaginings of Jules Verne.

Firg, it appeared to be some sort of extensve laboratory. There were retorts and test tubes and chemicd
equipment everywhere. The whole place was dectricdly lighted, and somewhere in the depths of the
huge cavern a turbine hummed with a steady, shrill whine. Apparently it was the source of power for the
hidden |aboratory.

All sorts of apparatus were stored on shelves dong the high wadls of the place. There were drums of
chemicas, carboys of acids, dectrica equipment that had not yet even been put in use.

But the most spectacular Sght was the row of men in laboratory aprons who were working at the many
tables. They did not have the kind of faces of those with the Eskimo trapper. They did not look like hired
hoodlums at dl.

Inteligence was stamped on the faces of dl those who were working in various parts of the strange
laboratory. Inteligence—and something ese.

Despair!

The workmen's faces were strained and lined. Gaunt, it was easy to see why. They were captives here,
being forced to work in the weird |aboratory.

Because each man was chained, by one foot, to aheavy sted stake that was embedded in the floor!

Perhaps the old Eskimo understood a part of this He stared, unspesking, a the strange sght.
Hard-faced thugs with gunsin holsters at their hips moved about the huge cavern room. From time to
time a guard spoke to one of the workers, snarled something in a harsh voice.

A man passed through the room and stopped at various tables and workbenches, and here and there
gathered up papers that looked like some sort of reports. Or perhaps they were new developments of
formulas. There were assortments of queer-looking letters and figures on the papers that were picked up.

Lou was dill grinning at sght of the old man’s amazement. He urged the Eskimo on.

"This an't nothin’, grandpop!" Lou sad in the old man's tongue. "Come dong. Wel find Lucky
Napoleon in one of the other shops.”

They continued on through the cavern, came to another underground room. It was amilar to the firgt
drange laboratory. They passed on to ill another.

Theway it was arranged, the caverns were dl a series of naturdly formed rooms that followed a rocky
diff dong the shore line of the mountainous idand. At some distance from the point where they had
entered by means of the innocent-looking thatch huts, an inlet cut in from the sea. The inlet was redly the



beginning of one of the many high-waled fjords that diced the idand & various points.

And in this one, where the sheer rock wals rose steeply skyward, an arched entranceway was formed
that led to a sealeve cave. The opening to the naturd underground waterway was tremendous in Sze.

There was alarge cabin plane anchored just ingde the domed entranceway!

A wak was built from one of the strange laboratories right down to the water’s edge. There appeared to
be quite a current, as though water coming through here originated in some subterranean river farther
back in the series of underground caves. It was from farther back in this last cave that sound of the
powerful turbine came.

A man came griding dong a pathway that led from one of the cavern rooms.
Lou sad quickly, "W, here we are, grandpop. Here' s the boss. Meet Lucky Napoleon!™

THERE was one thing about Lucky Napoleon that suited his name. He was a short, plump man with the
stance of a cocky little army generd. But that was about dl.

On his hard features was stamped an expresson that was snigerly evil. His own henchmen did not meset
his cold, unblinking eyes for more than a second or two a atime.

Lucky Napoleon wore the uniform of an army office—but it was not the uniform of any particular
country. Rather, it mugt have been something created at the man’'s own orders. It contained gold braid,
fancy timmings that would have been auffident for a dozen ordinary uniforms. Lucky Napoleon
appeared to be a man with afixation that he was a great power.

Inaway, he was.

Lucky Napoleon was about the worst rogue who had ever been run out of Europe. His schemes, from
time to time, had involved millions. He was somewheat of a devil.

Lucky Napoleon looked at hismen, a smdl, hard-looking Lou, and at the fur-clad Eskimo.
"Wd|?" the crime leader demanded.

There was something in the way he said the sngle word that brought every man dert. Each man was
expectant—and alittle afraid.

Lou quickly explained about the arrival of the Eskimo, of the due to Doc Savage' s whereabouts.

"He knows where that bronze guy id" Lou said excitedly.

"Then what you waiting for?" Lucky Napoleon snapped. "Get busy! Go with him and grab Doc Savage!”
"O. K., chief," said Lou quickly. "But we just wanted you to know—"

He broke off as the racket came from an opening at one end of the cavern room. Faces turned, and
everyone listened. It sounded abruptly as though a bear had been turned loose.

"Dang blast your ydlow hided" came the roaring, excited voice. "l an’'t agonna do it!"
It was the squalling voice of the chemist, Monk Mayfair!

Blows followed. And then, swiftly—slence.



An evil grin touched the harsh features of Lucky Napoleon. He looked a smdl, wiry Lou and
commented, "Ten gets you five that he follows orders by tomorrow.” And then, as an afterthought, he
added: " See that he gets nothing to eat for another twenty-four hours. I'll cool that bozo off!"

Lou motioned to one of his assstants, and the man moved toward the adjoining cavern room from which
the noise had come.

"All right,”" Lucky Napoleon rapped. "Get started with this old geezer!"

Lucky Napoleon had been idly flipping a coin in his hand as he gave brief orders. The coin had landed
once againin hisright fist, and now hisfingers were closed over it. He hdd out his closed fis and looked
a Lou.

It must have been a game they played often, for little Lou’'s brow furrowed and he looked thoughtful a
moment.

Then he said hopefully, "Taild"

Lucky Napoleon said confidently, "Hfty says its heads.”

"O.K.," sad Lou.

The crime leader opened hisfigt. The coin was "heads’ up. Lucky Napoleon grinned briefly.
"That’s two hundred and fifty you owe me" he said, and walked off.

"That guy!" complained Lou. "He dwayswind"

The search for Doc Savage started within a haf-hour.

THE amdl cave high up on the mountainous ledge showed sgns of habitation. There were scraps of
food. Fish that must have been caught, somehow, down a sea leve. Remains of various types of wild
berry bushes. There had dso been aamdl fire.

But there was no onein the cave.
Lou—he was accompanied by a dozen of his hard-faced assistants—|ooked at the aged Eskimo.
"Wdl," he said, "you were right, grandpop. Doc Savage was here. But where is he now?"

The fur-clad, bent old man led the way outside the rocky hide-out. He carefully moved dong a narrow
ledge that bordered the diff wal. He pointed ahead.

A section of the narrow ledge—it was barely a foot wide—had broken loose from the man rock wadl
and crumpled. A sheer drop of two thousand feet lay below the spot. At the base of the fjordliike
precipice shimmered the smooth, deep water of the inlet from the sea.

Lou and the others stared. "You think," Lou Started, "that the bronze guy fdl when that ledge gave way?'

The Eskimo nodded. He pointed to a tiny outcropping of rock a dozen feet below where the narrow
ledge had crumpled.

Red fluid was clear on the point below.
Lou suddenly understood. The men with him did aso.



One exclamed, "Wow! Doc Savage mugt have struck that point of rock as he fdl!™
Thet appeared to be the generd idea.

They spent some time searching for the two strange animas—the scrawny pig and the amdl ape. But
they did not locate them. It was decided tha the animas mugt have plunged two thousand feet to thar
death, aso.

Later they returned and reported the news to Lucky Napoleon. In their estimation, the old Eskimo
trapper was somewhat of a hero. If it hadn’'t been for him, they would not have known about Doc
Savage.

Lucky Napoleon cursed wildly when he heard the report.
"Now were stuck!" he said grimly.
Lou pointed out, "But we 4ill got the other one. And if we locate those guysin the plane—"

Strangdly, Lucky Napoleon’s manner quickly changed. He looked sharply a Lou and some of the
others.

"I've got ajob for grandpop, here" he said. "We |l give him a job as a guard over these punks.”
He indicated the chained men—the prisoners who were busy with experiments in the weird laboratory.
Lou was given the task of explaining to the ederly Eskimo. The old trapper was assigned to guard duty.

Then Lucky Napoleon cdled his aids to one side. They disappeared toward an adjoining cavern room.
The Eskimo was |eft with one or two of the other guards.

A door had been fashioned for the adjoining amdl room. The moment Lucky Napoleon was ingde with
the others, he swung on them and said:

"Now get this, you chumps. WE |l use the one who looks like that Monk for bait.”
All eyes were questioning.

It was Lou who asked, puzzled, "I don’t get it, chief."

"Foold" Lucky Napoleon roared. "We ve got to set atrap for that bronze guy!"
Everyone stared.

"What the hdl!" Lou started. "Doc Savage is dead! We saw where—"

Lucky Napoleon’s harsh features were twisted in fury.

"Dead, hdl!" he snarled. " The Eskimo himself is Doc Savage!"

Chapter Xlll. WITHOUT DIRECTION

THROUGHOUT the remainder of that day, Doc Savage, his eyes missing no sngle detall of the cavern
layout, made mentd notes of the strange experiments that were taking place on this unusud place that
was Degth Idand.

For Doc Savage, as Lucky Napoleon had informed his henchmen, was the aged-appearing Eskimo.



Thenight before, Doc had come across the deserted trapper’s hut far up the coast line of the idand. He
hed located the old dathing that some past Eskimo had worn. He had thus quickly thought of the disguise
thet would enable him to learn more about the mystery of Desth Idand.

The pets he had |eft in a safe retreat, far from the base camp from which the searching parties worked. A
specid type of skin dye and the careful use of collodion had changed the bronzed man's fegtures into that
of a weathered-looking old Eskimo. The stoop of his shoulders and tiny glass eye caps had done the rest.

And now, unmolested, he moved about as a guard in the weird laboratories controlled by Lucky
Napoleon. It did not take the bronze man long to redize that the captives held here were dl chemids and
stientigts. The experiments upon which they were working reveded that.

And the captives were being forced to work. Once a day, he observed, they were fed. If the work they
hed done for that particular day was not satisfactory, they went hungry. It was a devilish scheme that was
being used in order to force brilliant minds to perfect the formulas of a fiend!

As he was shown about by another of the guards, Doc redized that a part of the experiments dedlt with
some new type of amdl arplane bomb. The names of the chemicals and the congtruction of the weapon
itsdf told the bronze men this.

There were other things, and dl of them, Doc saw, were the deadly devices of war.

Doc Savage had the feding that he was under suspicion. There had been something about Lucky
Napoleon’s actions that had tipped him off. But as yet no move had been made to capture him. But that,
inaway, could be explained.

Doc recalled the attempted kidngping in New York City. These crooks did not want to harm him. They
needed him for something. Perhaps they were even scheming now on some method of capturing him,
meking him a prisoner without afight or bloodshed.

But the question dill remained: Where did they have Monk?

Doc Savage had not been shown into any workroom where the hary chemist might be a captive. He
recaled the struggle that had taken place earlie—when Monk had fought with someone—but even
though on his rounds of the laboratories the bronze man had been taken through that adjoining room, the
chemid had not been a captive therein.

There were huge underground storerooms containing hundreds of large drums of gasoline and ail. The
dynamo plant itsdf was a clever ingdlation.

Located well up the underground seaway in which a plane was stored, water power from a subterranean
river was utilized. The water power, passing through the large turbine, was used to generate eectricity for

lighting and mechinery.
The place was a veritable devil’ s workshop!

Sometime that same evening, the second plane returned to the cavern hangar. It was the bronze man's
ownl

Doc Savage had to use infinite care not to show that he had recognized his own amphibian. Posing as the
Eskimo who only knew airplanes as some sort of strange flying birds, he acted scared and amazed as the
second plane was floated into the large cave that led off the ocean inlet.

It was later that same night that Monk escaped.



DOC SAVAGE, dong with two of the guards—the bronze man had a strong suspicion that they never
left him done because he was suspected—had gone out to the gtrip of narrow beach to help with some
task.

It was while they were out there that the shout came from the first cavern that lay beyond the thatched
hut. Almost immediatdy a short-legged, fas-moving figure shot out of the hut, whirled left and took out
down the shore.

It was the powerful, apelike form of Monk Mayfair.
With awild ydl, Monk started going away from there as though thirteen devils were after him.

Men piled out of the but behind him, exiting from the cavern laboratory that lay behind the conceding
shack. They chased after the escaping chemig, ydling excited orders.

The two guards with Doc Savage tensed. One fdlow grabbed the bronze men by the arm.
"Come on, grandpop!" he ordered. "WEe Il have to hdp."

In his pose as the stoop-shouldered, ederly Eskimo, Doc Savage did not give himsdf away as he ran
down the shore. He could have easily outdistanced any of these thugs. But now he ran dowly, apparently
wheezing with exertion.

Hefdl somewhat behind the running figures.

And the moment that they were well ahead of him, Doc Savage jerked to a hdt, turned around and
started back toward the old huit.

This time his powerful legs took him dong with swift speed. For Doc had noted that dl of the guards,
induding Lou and Lucky Napoleon, had joined the chase down the shore.

Doc whipped in through the hut, gained the main underground cavern, legped toward a smdl opening off
one sde of the room. Beyond the opening lay a heavy sted door. It was locked.

Quickly, Doc Savage raised the laich—it could only be worked from one sde—and moved insde the
place. He had noted this one particular entranceway to the room severa times during the day. It was the
one place they had not shown him.

Monk Mayfar was chained to the floor of the room. A heavy padlock held fast a sted band that passed
around the chemigt’s ankle.

DOC sad, "Beready to run. They'll be back any moment. The plane is located in a cave opening at the
far end of the outer room.”

Monk showed no astonishment at sight of the bronze man disguised as the old Eskimo.

He said quickly, "Doc, you didn’t fool that Lucky Napoleon! | heard them taking about you. They were
gonna let that guy who looks like me lead you to some place where they want to trap you. It was a
trick!"

"I suspected something like that,” Doc Savage murmured.

His fingers were working swiftly. Doc had a bunch of keys in his hand that he had removed from a
hidden pocket of his specid-equipment vest. He had dready tried a dozen of the assorted types of keys.



And then, suddenly, one worked. The padlock opened and the ankle band dropped from Monk’s hary
leg.

He was on hisfeet in a moment.
"Caeful!" warned the bronze man.

He led the way through the short passage into the large cavern laboratory. Hard, narrow bunks lined one
wal of the cavern. On these rested the captives who had worked during the day. One leg of each man
was fastened to a short length of chain that was hooked to each bunk.

Eyes stared as Doc and Monk raced through the long room.

Doc and the chemigt reached the passage tha joined with the next cavern. They hurried through.
Momentarily, there was no one in the great cave that led out to the sea inlet. Doc's own plane Hill was
berthed in the improvised hangar. It was drawn up close to the narrow pathway that led down to the
water.

Monk leaped aboard, hdf tumbled into the cockpit and immediaidy started checking various gauges as
the bronze man whipped insde behind him.

"Shel sdl gassed up!" the chemist piped in his squesky voice.

"Good," murmured Doc, quietly. For dl the tenseness of the moment, the bronze man was perfectly calm.
Each of his swift movements was certain, deliberate.

Automatic starters were quickly tuming over the motors. They caught, sputtered a moment, then settled
into a tremendous roar. The nose of the amphibian was dready pointed toward the exit of the
high-domed cave.

Doc opened the throttle and they taxied swiftly toward the opening.

And at the same time a gun blasted out behind them. Others added to the din as the roar reverberated
through the cavern.

But the crooks were not shooting a Doc and his aid within the plane cockpit. They amed a the plane
motors and wings. They were trying to disable the ship so that it could not take off.

However, the specia dloy metd of which the wings were constructed withstood the barrage. Sugs
ricocheted, went screaming off the rock wals of the big cave.

The plane shot out into the inlet. Doc pointed its nose seaward and opened the motors wide. Seconds
later they wereinthe air.

The bronze man sent the plane in a steep dimb. The dretch of dreary-looking coast line was quickly
vague in the darkness. What a perfect hide-out that idand was for a man like Lucky Napoleon; none
would ever suspect that this barren-looking land contained such afiendish laboratory of death.

Doc Savage, a the controls, said quietly, "WE I try to contact Renny and the others. They are probably
dill searching for us”

BUT trying to raise Renny, Ham and Long Tom on the short-wave transmitter was something else again.
For haf an hour, Doc Savage kept caling the other plane. Even if the ship was not in the air, there should
have been some answering report.



For Renny and the others certainly would be trying to contact Doc Savage. They had been given orders
to do so.

Doc findly said worriedly, "Something is wrong.”

He explained briefly about the plane that had passed high over the idand when he had taken refuge in the
cave with the two pets.

"It must have been them," said Doc.

Monk agreed, after he had explained that the plane belonging to Lucky Napoleon had not been out of its
cave hangar that night.

The bronze man's flake-gold eyes were thoughtful as he manipulated various dids of the radio. He had
switched the st to the receiver now, and he was trying various wave bands.

"Funny,” he mused.
"What's wrong, Doc?' Monk wanted to know.

"Thereé's no reception a dl," announced Doc Savage. "We should at least be able to pick up
broadcasting stations back in Canada—Montreal or Toronto, for instance.”

"An' you can't get them?' Monk asked.
Doc shook his head.

Fndly he said, "Recently, between Europe and the United States, there have been sun spots that have
been affecting radio transmisson. Perhaps that explainsit.”

Monk had been watching the insrument pand. Abruptly he stiffened, let out an exclamation.
"Blazed" he piped. "Lookit that, will yal"

But the bronze mans gaze, shifting regularly to the plane compass as he hdd to a certain course, had
dready seen.

The compass was whirling around madly, soinning first one way, then another. 1t was completely usdess!

Monk exclamed, "Doc, there must be some sorta dectrica disturbance. Gally! How' re we gonna know
where we're going?"

Doc kept watching the whirling compass, and findly he said grimly, "We aren’t. W€l have to turn back.”

Luckily, theidand was ill asmdl dot in the dark night. Doc swung the plane, set a course for the digtant
spot of land once agan.

To do anything different would have been suicide. For only miles of water surrounded them, and without
a compass they might have headed directly into the arctic without knowing it.

All sense of direction was lost.

Some time during the night they again landed close to the shore of Death Idand.
Chapter XIV. DOC MAKES A PLANT



MONK'’ S firg concern was for his pet, Habess the pig.

But Doc Savage had been thinking of the two pets before he even set the plane down. Cutting the
motors, he had glided down for alanding a number of milesfrom the headquarters of Lucky Napoleon.

He had to take a chance and use the plan€' s landing lights, for Doc knew that there might be reefs close
to the shoreline

But they landed safdly. The lights were quickly switched off. Doc Savage led the trall inland to the rocky
retreat where he had left Habeas and Chemidry.

He explained, "They should nat be hungry." Doc told Monk how he had Ieft the animds some dried fish,
found in the deserted trapper’s cabin. And there had been scraps of old furs, enough to keep the animas
warm.

Not long before dawn they located the pets. They were huddled insde asmdl cave—scared, but safel
Habeas legped into the hairy chemist’s arms glegfully. Doc Savage took charge of the chimp.

He sad, "We haven't much time"

Monk looked at the bronze giant. Doc’s metallic festures were grim.

"You mean—we re gonna go back to that blasted laboratory?”

Doc nodded.

"There are too many things that dill remain amystery,” he said as they hurried back toward the seacoast.
"And then, ther€' s the prisoners to be rescued.”

Monk shook his head worriedly. "But, Doc,” he protested, "we an't got a chance. There's thirty—forty
of them crooks working for that guy Lucky Napoleon!™

"But there is one man who might be able to hdp us™ said Doc Savage.
"Don’'t get you—" Monk said.
"I was referring,” continued the bronze giant, "to the one who looks like yoursdf."

The hairy chemist’s fids knotted. He said sharply, "What I'm gonna do to that guy! He's posing as the
Eal of Mayfar, Doc! What his connection is with Lucky Napoleon, | don't know, but just wat'll | get
my hands on him and—"

Doc Savage put in quigtly, "Has it occurred to you that the one who looks like yoursdf might not be
working for Lucky Napoleon?'

Monk stared.
"What—" he started.

"It is possible," finished Doc, "thet he is playing dong with Lucky Napoleon for some certain purpose.
What tha purpose s, is not entirdly clear.”

Monk was puzzled by the bronze man’s statement.
When they got back to the plane, Renny’ s booming voice was coming from the loud-speaker.



DOC immediady hurried to grasp a microphone that was part of the short-wave equipment.
"Renny?" he asked.
The two-fisted engineer’ s voice crashed through the plane.

"Hdy cow, Doc!" Renny said excitedly. "We ve been trying to get you for hourst We ve been trying to
find that damned idand, but there must be something wrong with our longitudind directions. We located
one place severd nights ago, but it was deserted. We—"

"Wha was the location?' Doc asked quickly.
Renny told him. 1t was the exact location of Deeth Idand!

Doc checked with Renny about the figures that had been left for him, learned that they had made a
migtake in figuring. Quickly he gave thair location now.

The bronze man asked: "Ham and Long Tom are with you?"
Renny said they were, added: "And Annabelle Nickerson, that estate manager’s Sgter.”

Briefly, Doc started to tdl about Lucky Napoleon. He explained, patidly, the Stuation of the prisoners
being held at Degth idand, then outlined sketchily a plan that he had in mind.

Agan he had Renny repesat the exact location of the isolated idand. Then Doc started to say, "You will
proceed directly to the location near the southern tip of Degth Idand. At a point about—"

Abruptly, Doc paused, said, "Hdlo? Hdlo, Renny?"
There was no reply from the loud-speaker.

Doc tried various dids and adjusments. He worked gseedily for ten minutes And he picked up
absolutdy nothing.

Monk commented, "Them blasted sun spots again. They're cutting out reception.”

Doc Savage' s eyes were thoughtful as he spoke. I wonder if it is the sun spots,” he remarked.
"Huh?' Monk exclaimed.

But the bronze man lapsed into slence. He made no further explanation of his comment.

Furthermore, there was a different sort of interference in the next moment. The cabin door dammed open
behind them. While Monk and Doc Savage had been busy taking to Renny and Ham, men had slently
boarded the plane.

They were the crooks who worked for Lucky Napoleon, and with them was the man who looked like
the hairy chemist himsdf!

THE fight that followed was something to talk about.

Monk, with a howl, plunged into the close-packed wal of advancing thugs. In ther mids was the
goish-looking individud who looked like himsdf. He was even dressed the same as the chemig.

The chemigt had heard of this person who had been seen a Mayfar Estate. Monk had idess that the
fdlow was an impostor.



And s0, squdling, he went after this one fird.

Figures piled swiftly on the scrappy chemidt’s back. Monk threw them off like a duck shedding water.
Fds cracked. Heads dapped againg the metd cabin walls. There was assorted cursang and shouting and
confuson.

The pets, terrified, took refuge back in the cockpit.

The bronze man was handling half a dozen assallants dl a once. His hands, his remarkable body, moved
with swift, flashing speed. He was everywhere a once.

Men went down and got up agan and went down. But more arrived. They seemed to flow into the
crowded plane like a veritable tidd wave.

It was only naturd that the terrific battle would have to sooner or later saill outside, where there was
more room. Men tumbled into the hip-deep water in which the plane was anchored. They spluttered and
choked.

Monk, letting out satisfied yels kept ducking heads and waloping faces as they popped up agan. He
wasin rare form, for he hadn’t had a good scrap in days.

In the darkness there was much confuson. Crooks grabbed their own partners by mistake.
Doc Savage grabbed hairy Monk. A peculiar thing followed.

It was as though the bronze man had made some unusud outcry. A jumbled mess of sound.
But Monk tensed.

For the bronze man was speeking in ancient Mayan, a dead language that Doc Savage and dl his men
used when they wished to speak to one another without being understood by others.

The assallants misunderstood the cry for some outburst that Doc Savage had made when dugged by one
of the attackers. They did not know that a short, terse message had been conveyed to Monk.

THE fight continued, moving dowly toward the rocky shore. It spread to a rip of beach.

A torch suddenly sprang into life. I1ts weird red glare illuminated the mass of sruggling figures. Someone
let out a sartled ydl.

"Wait a minute!"

Men stared around.

Doc Savage and hairy Monk Mayfair had disappeared.

The one who looked like Monk exclamed, "Thaose bloomin’ blighters have escaped!”

Later—the length of beach had been carefully searched for afull hour—the attackers decided that Monk
and Doc Savage must have faded into thin air. They returned to the headquarters of Lucky Napoleon.

They reported the escape.

Strangdly, evil-looking Lucky Napoleon did not seem grestly incensed at the news. He strutted up and
down for a moment before his assstants. He looked wdl satisfied with himsdf. He was wearing a



different uniform.

"We ve got something that will bring them back," he announced findly.
Smdl, hard-looking Lou was one of those in the group.

"What do you mean, chief?" he demanded.

"The rest of the Doc Savage men—and the girl—have landed on Death Idand,” Lucky Napoleon
announced. "Wado arranged the trap. They have been captured!”

One person in the circle of ligening men tensed. He had dl he could do to control an outburst of rage.
It was the apelike-appearing fdlow who looked like Monk himsdf. As a matter of fact, it was Monk!

Doc Savage had manipulated the subgtitution. Monk’s double was the one who had "escaped” with the
bronze giant.

Chapter XV. CAVERN PRISON
ONE main factor accounted for the capture of Renny, Long Tom, Ham and Annabelle Nickerson.

Renny had ligtened to Doc Savage describe a particular location on Degth Idand. The bronze man had
started to ingtruct the two-fisted engineer to proceed to that point.

Then the radio reception had suffered some sort of interference.

Doc had not planned to have his aids land immediaidy. He had wanted to tdl them of the trickery of
Lucky Napoleon and his hired crooks. Doc had been planning a specific moment for those aboard the
plane to land.

But with Doc’ s words srangdy cut off the air, Renny had misunderstood.

Thusthey had proceeded to the southern end of the idand—and thusit was that they saw the man in the
gmd| boat offshore.

Thefdlow appeared to bein trouble. As Renny brought the plane down closer to the water it was skinny
Long Tom who exclamed, "Thet guy hasn't any oars. He swaving at ud”

The others watched.

Suddenly Annabelle Nickerson clutched the dapper lawyer’s arm. Her great brown eyes were filled with
horror.

"Look!" she cried. "It's.. . . it smy brother! It's Charliel”

Renny skimmed over the water. Everyone' s gaze was fastened to the man in the smdl boat. And they
saw that there was no doubt about the girl’ s frantic cry.

The man in the boat was Charlie Nickerson.

The Canadian was dill waving at them franticaly. Renny circled, came back, put the amphibian down on
the "sep” and findly idled the motors. The amdl boat containing Charlie Nickerson was some distance
ahead of them.

Renny taxied dowly toward the wildly waving man.



They had to approach cautioudy, because they were near shore and a dight miscaculation might pile
them up on the rocks.

Ham was in the cabin with the girl and Long Tom. It was he who saw the smdl, fast kayaks putting out
from shore. He squinted againgt the morning sunlight.

"Eskimod” the lawyer exclamed. "They’re putting out to help your brother. HEIl be dl right now." He
squeezed the girl’ sfirm arm.

Annabdle Nickerson gave Ham a grateful amile. The lawyer had grown to know her wel in the past few
days. He admired her courage. She had probably had less deep then any of them.

But yet she looked fresh and dive. She looked nice in the trimHfitting flying clothes that molded her amall
figure

Long Tom sad, "Doc didn’t say anything about the Eskimos™

That was like the skinny eectricd wizard, dways seeing something wrong.

Ham sad coally, "Doc didn’t have time to say much of anything before his radio went dead!™
"l dill don't likeit!" Long Tom ingsted.

Renny had brought the plane about as close as he dared to the man in the boat now. He cut the engines,
came into the cabin and said, "Come on."

He looked a the girl. "Your brother's sure kicking up a fuss" the rumbling-voiced engineer added.
"We d better get outside and help him."

All started dimbing out on the metd wings of the plane.

Charlie Nickerson was close now; and so were the brown-skinned men in the amdl, fast kayaks. They
practicdly swarmed around Nickerson's craft. And around the plane dso as, apparently curious, they
came on to invedtigate.

Charlie Nickerson was ydling something at Renny and the others, but the excited racket the other arrivals
were making drowned out his voice.

And then dbruptly Ham and the others understood. The boats were close enough now tha they could
see the men's faces didtinctly. They saw more than brown-skinned features. They saw that those features
hed been disguised.

For the firg time, dl redized that Charlie Nickerson’s wild am waving had redly been a warning. The
Canadian had been trying to urge them to stay away!

His voice findly rose above the mideading din that the men in the kayaks were making in order to muffle
hiswild shouts.

"Look out!" Charlie Nickerson ydled. "It'satrgp!"
But the warning came too late.

ASSAILANTS swarmed up over the metd wings of the plane. Three men crashed into big Renny.
Others saized Long Tom, Ham and the girl.



Renny’s pail-szed fidgs pumped destruction. He knocked one man clear, smashed him back into the
water. The fdlow’s jaw must have been broken.

Renny’s puritanica features were more gloomy than ever. He yanked a second thug off his back, hit hm
once, dropped him overboard as though he might have been a pesty fly.

But sheer numbers forced the big engineer to dowly retreat toward the plane cabin. One assailant dipped
behind Renny, ducked into the cabin, appeared a moment later with a heavy wrench in his upraised hand.
He swung before the giant engineer saw his movement.

The wrench connected with the back of Renny’s skull. He collapsed.

Ham and Long Tom were madly dinging to the plane wing as they struggled to fight off a horde of
attackers. The girl was behind them, samping on crooks' fingers with her fegt, or dutching a a head of
har with strong fingers and pulling an attacker loose from the Doc Savage aids.

But it was a hopeless defense. Force of numbers findly swamped Ham, Long Tom and the girl. Her
brother, in the boat, had been seized ds0. It was clear now that he had been sat adrift as a trick to lure
on the Doc Savage plane.

And the assalants had more help coming out from shore. A motorboat was headed toward the plane. It
carried another hdf a dozen men.

Fifteen minutes later the Doc Savage aids, the girfl and Charlie Nickerson were dumped, helplesdy tied
hend and foot, into the smal motorboat. The craft was run back to shore.

On the idand, they were carried up the beach, into and through one of the innocent-looking shacks,
severd of which lined the shore.

Quickly, Charlie Nickerson said to the others, "Don't be appdled by anything you see.”

He referred to the strange laboratories that lay beyond, through which they were carried. From one
drange cavern room to the next, the captives were conveyed. Long Tom stared. He recognized
apparatus that was familiar to him as an dectrica expert second to none.

The entourage came to one end of a cavern room that was lined with work tables loaded with jars of
chemicds retorts and test tubes. Men with sunken eyes, with weariness written into thar lined faces,
worked at the various benches. Each man had a leg chained to a stake in the floor. They stared as the
new captives were brought in.

The captors stopped before a heavy sted door built just beyond one experiment table. Some sort of
ggnd was given as the leader of the captors knocked on the door.

The leader was a big fdlow with an old razor scar that made a diagond dash in one cheek. He was the
mean known as Waldo.

THE door swung open. More hard-looking individuds were indde. They gave stisfied, harsh amiles as
the captives were brought into the room.

Two men were in that room, talking. One was Lucky Napoleon, the evil-faced leader of crime.

The short, powerfully built man with im had a face made to scare old ladies. He was utterly homely, and
dl visble parts of hm were covered with brigly har the color of rusted nails.



Ham stared, then yelled, "Monk!”

The homdly looking felow merdly gave the lawyer a frigid regard. He said coally, "Wel, my gracioud
Are these some more of those Doc Savage blighters?!

Ham amost choked. He had been placed on hisfeet, dill hopeledy tied, and crooks held him erect.

The lawyer ydled, "What's the crazy idea, you hary mifit? Since when have you been hobnobbing with
crooks?'

The hary fdlow merdly continued to stare harshly at Ham and the others. He turned to cold-eyed Lucky
Napoleon, shrugged and commented, "Who is this obnoxious person, Lucky?'

Oddly, the uniformed leader of crime did not seem to hear the question.
He had stepped forward, his unblinking eyes on dapper Ham.
He ordered, "Untie im."

Ham was quickly set free. There were so many men surrounding him that an attempt at escape would
have been suicidd.

Lucky Napoleon kept garing quietly at Ham and asked, ™Y ou seem to be pretty damn certain about this
guy, don’'t you?'

Ham was mad enough now that he couldn’t control himsdf. He snorted, "You're damned right! And |
can prove it! There' s an old bullet scar on his shoulder—"

Suddenly he stopped. He saw the expression that had come into Napoleon's cold eyes. A triumphant
look, it was.

Lucky Napoleon motioned to severd of hisaids, ordered, "Check up on that!"

Ingantly hands seized the homely-looking fdlow. His shirt was yanked down in one swift movement. The
sca—it was big enough to be seen by al—was plain on hisright shoulder. It was easy to see that it was
an old bullet wound.

Lucky Napoleon’s eyes were deadly now.

"Sol" he snarled.

Monk let out a squal of rage as he glared at dapper Ham.

"You blasted chump!" he roared. "An' | had this guy completely fooled!"

Hdf a dozen thugs carried the hary chemist to the floor in the moment he swung on them. He, too, was
taken captive.

FOR moments a strained silence had hung over the underground room. Somewhere in the caverns there
was a steady humming sound like the sound a great supply of dectricd energy makes when unleashed.
But it came from a point beyond this enclosed room. Shortly before, the heavy sted door had been
closed and locked.

No one was in the room for the moment except the captives. They were lying on the floor tied hand and
foot. Renny had not spoken; the others knew he had been knocked out.



Fndly the big engineer stirred, groaned, then after a moment asked:
"Ham?'

"What?' Ham said.

"What happened to Long Tom?'

"They took him some place," explained the lawyer.

"Hdy cow!" Renny boomed. "Why?'

"l don’'t know."

Charlie Nickerson, lying in another part of the darkened room, spoke up.
"I have an ideawhy," he offered.

"Charlid" Annabdle Nickerson gasped. "Areyou dl right? You aren’t hurt?"
Charlie Nickerson, the Canadian, gave a brief, tired Sgh.

"No, not hurt," he said. "Banged up allittle, isdl."

"Tdl us—" the girl started. "What happened, Charlie?'

"You remember | had thet lead to Monk?' Charlie Nickerson said.

Ham said, "At firg | thought you were working with those devils™
Nickerson grunted.

"I don't wonder," he said. "But when they tricked you and Long Tom there a that old fish factory, they
captured me. They brought me here dong with Monk. But they’ve been keeping me a prisoner in a
separate place. For the time being, apparently, it wasn't me they needed. They wanted you Doc Savage

"Why?' the lawyer prompted.

"I don’t know. It's something big. They’ve adready got prisoners here whom they are forcing to work.
They starve them until they have to work—or diel But this Lucky Napoleon is sumped by something.
He thought Monk could help him. Either that, or they used Monk in order to lure Doc Savage himsdf
here. That might be it."

There was groaning somewhere in the dark room. A figure stirred.

Then there was assorted curang and abruptly the scrappy chemist piped Silly:
"Where are they? Where' s them doggone tramps? I’'m gonna bust a few skulld”
Ham said, "Rdax, Gaento. Y our fighting days are dl over for awhile”

Monk, in that moment, mugt have discovered that he was helpless, as were the others. He swore some
more, until Ham said sharply, "There's alady present, you dope. Shut up!"

THEY dl heard Monk’s intake of breath. Then, surprisngly, his words came in a subdued, amost



cultured voice.

"I beg your pardon, Annabdlle,” Monk murmured contritely. "I didn’t know you were here. I’'ve heard
what a charming person you are. May | present mysdf—the Earl of Mayfar and—"

Ham interjected, "Liden to that hairy midit! Don't ligen to him, Annabellel He doesn’t even know youl.
Besdes, he' s the shiftless father of thirteen half-witted children.”

Monk let out a howl. The remark—it was erroneous, of course—was one that Monk usudly applied to
the lawyer himsdf when he wanted to bdlittle his partner in the presence of an atractive girl.

But for dl their predicament, Annabelle Nickerson gave a soft laugh.
"I think Monk is charming,” she said, and Ham groaned.

Oddly, for dl his homely, bdligerent appearance, Monk Mayfair had some down-to-earth qudity about
him that aways made old ladies and pretty young girls attracted to him. Much to dapper Ham's disgudt.
He could never quite understand his hairy partner’ s appedl for the ladies.

Monk, suddenly remembering how his partner had unwittingly exposed him to Lucky Napoleon, let out a
roar.

"Ligen, shyster!” he exploded. "What was the bright idea of letting Napoleon know | wasn't that homely
goofus he thought | was?'

"Wdl," Ham said meeningly, "a least you admit you're a—"

Renny’ s thunderous voice put a temporary stop to the argument.

The engineer demanded, "What's that other guy doing with Doc? Where are they?'

Monk temporarily forgot about Ham. He explained about the fight some distance up the idand.

"Doc worked a fast one" the chemig said. "He switched the guy they thought was me. That gave me a
chance to get here with Lucky Napoleon and try to arrange a trap so that Doc could take over this
place”

Monk suddenly swore, added: "But now that blasted Ham has jimmied the workd™
Renny was dill worried.

"But that fdlow with Doc is one of Lucky Napoleon's men, gpparently!" the engineer exclamed. "How's
that going to help Doc crash this place?’

No one seemed to have an answer for that.

Chapter XVI. HOPELESS VIGIL

DOC SAVAGE was saying, "And so that iswhy you strung dong with Lucky Napoleon, to try and learn
just what he was up to?"

The man with him nodded.

It was the homey-looking man who looked like Monk Mayfair, the double who had been switched for
Monk when the bronze giant had escaped from the plane fight.



Doc and the man were concealed not far from shore, & a point where they could watch the bronze
man's plane. Mogt of Lucky Napoleon’s men had departed, obvioudy going back to headquarters, but
three men had been Ieft to guard the plane.

"You see" the bronze man's companion continued, "I met Lucky Napoleon once in Europe. | mysdf
have knocked around just about every part of the globe. | like excitement. | like to be doing things. | was
dl ready, once, to join Lucky Napoleon on some ded—when | learned he was a crook. | managed to
get out of the mess.”

"And you redly are the Earl of Chester?' Doc said.
Doc’s companion nodded.

"I have dready given you some of the facts™ he said. "Naturdly, | can’t prove the rest until we get back
to Canada. But by checking with the London and Montred offices of my attorneys, you can find out for
yoursdf. The way | figureit, thisis what happened:

"Lucky Napoleon knew | was returning from South America to take over Mayfar Estate. | had met him
not long ago down there in Brazl. At the same time, he mugt have been planning this other thing—this
myserious thing that he is experimenting with here a Deeth Idand. But he was stumped. He needed the
sort of aid that wasn't to be found in the underworld.”

"You refer to the prisoners he has there at the laboratories," Doc stated.

"Exactly. Every prisoner is a scientist, chemist, or engineer of some sort. They were kidnaped and
brought here recently. But ill, Lucky Napoleon did not have the sort of brains he sought. HE's been
carying on some gigantic experiment, and he needed experts in ther fidds in order to get the thing
perfected.”

"That," put in Doc Savage, "explans the kidnaping of Monk."

"Inaway, it does," admitted the earl. "Lucky thought Monk was an dectricd geniusingead of a chemidt.
He made that one error. But that was only secondary. Hisred reason for kidnagping Monk was to lure on
the rest of your organization—to get you here, too."

Doc's eyes were thoughtful. From time to time his gaze had moved to the plane, which he could see from
their hiding place, and he watched for any unusud activity that might be taking place there.

The bronze man said, "The scheme for getting Monk up into a wilderness part of Canada was clever.
After the kidnap attempt on mysdf failed, they figured it would be better to get Monk—and thus draw in
the remainder of our organization.”

"Exadtly."

The earl’s homdy features were grim as he continued, "Lucky Napoleon had heard about you fellows.
He mus have discovered that Monk was a double for mysdf. The inheritance scheme followed.
Naturdly, it cost them a bit of money to put it over—but severd thousand is nothing to Lucky Napoleon
when he has millions at stake."

"You mean," Doc prompted, "certain people were bribed?’
The earl nodded.
"A law firm in England, for instance. They forwarded dl faked papers and cash to a reputable firm in



New York. Naturdly, your New Y ork company suspected nothing wrong. They merdly acted as agents
for the other organization."

ONE question remained in the bronze man’s mind.
He asked: "How wasiit that you yourself were fooled by Lucky Napoleon?'
The earl amiled briefly.

"At fird," he admitted, "I wasn't. But I'd heard about an imposter coming to Mayfair Estate. Naturdly, |
was furious. I’'m redly a Canadian, you know, and none of us Canadians like crooks!"

"I've seen examples of that," Doc said, amiling.

"Wdl," the earl continued, " | hired some men and decided to run out this impostor mysdf. It was then
that | met up with Lucky Napoleon’s men and discovered that he was after the same fdlowv—Monk. He
pretended he was trying to help me; imaging!”

"The man is exceedingly shrewd,” Doc Savage admitted.

"Quite. But when that old caretaker, Sandy, was murdered, | decided to see this thing through. It was
mysterious enough to intrigue me. You see, Sandy knew me. | had met him once on a trip home. That
was before Mayfar was bequeathed to me. And Charlie Nickerson knew something about that vigt.
Charlie suspected something when Monk showed up there with papers dating he was the owner of
Mayfair, dso. But Charlie was shrewd enough to gring dong, as | did, to try and learn what it was 4l
about."

Doc kept watching his plane as he ligened to his companion’s story. He made a brief comment from time
totime

"That murder at the estate,” put in Doc, "and those warning notes were merdly a plant. It would make
Monk’s disappearance appear fantagtic. It would tend to confuse everyone as to why he had

disappeared.”
The earl nodded. "It was a devilish scheme, and dl planned by Lucky Napoleon's warped brain."
Suddenly, from aboard the plane, came a chattering, wild racket.

The bronze man tensed. He raised up dightly higher from their concedling place and got a better view of
beach and water that lay just below them. The plane touched the shore now, drawn up to a safe point.

The racket continued, and added to it was the gill squeding of Habeas, the pig, dso aboard the plane.

As Doc and his companion watched they saw three men swing out of the plane cabin. Apparently they
hed given up the vigil of waiting for Doc Savage's return and were now going back to report to Lucky
Napoleon. The men were dragging the two frightened pets dong with them.

Habeas, however, had different idess.

Abruptly one of his captors leaped back as he gave a ydp of pain. The pig dropped from his dutch,
scrambled across the plane wing, jumped to the shore. It started dong the beach.

Habeas had only gone a dozen yards when he swerved abruptly, his long shout close to the ground as
though he were seeking gopher holes.



His scrawny legs increased their speed. He headed directly toward the hiding place where Doc Savage
and the other man were conced ed!

DOC SAVAGE sad swiftly, "Habeas has discovered our scent. There is going to be alittle trouble.

The trouble appeared in the form of three husky, grim faced guards who were chasing the pig. They were
headed straight for the spot where the two men were hidden.

But, strangdly, the earl looked ddighted with the thought. His homely features spread in a grin.
He said briefly: "Thisis the sort of thing | like. I" ve been waiting to clean up on afew of these blighterd™
He and Doc Savage dived from behind the hiding spot.

The three men cheding after the pig tried to skid to a fast hdt. They clawed for guns But they were
seconds too late.

Doc Savage hit the fird one, and the man kept on travding another dozen feet—on his face. Doc
grabbed another man.

The earl himsdf was no douch. He dammed into the third powerful guard, threw him negtly to the
ground, dragged him to his feet again and went to work on the man’s features with his fast-moving figs.

Severd moments later, Doc and hisfriend had dl three men stretched out on the ground, unconscious.
"Wigh there were some morel" exclaimed the earl.

"Thisthing has just started now," advised Doc. "WE€ ve got to rescue the others.™

They were dragging the captives back toward the plane.

"You figure the rest of your men have been captured?' asked the earl.

"No doubt of it," sad Doc Savage.

He explained about talking to Renny over the short-wave radio; of how the conversation had been ended
abruptly by some sort of interference.

"Renny had just been given directions to land at a point near Lucky Napoleon’s headquarters,” Doc said.
"But he was cut off before he could be informed of the exact moment he was to land. | also have an idea
thet Lucky Napoleon knows dl about that conversation Renny and mysdf had.”

They piled the captives aboard the plane, tied them up firmly.

Habeas, jubilant, had scrambled dong behind the bronze man. The chimp, Chemistry, was dready
aboard. He was excited, aso.

"But just to check up," Doc finished, "we will try once more to contact Renny’s plane.”

They moved forward into the plane cockpit. Doc Savage reached for dids thet controlled the short-wave
receiver. He turned a knob.

There was adight popping sound. Vaporish, gray gas spouted from an aperture in the control pand.

Doc cried warningly, "Look out. They’ve set a trap with one of our own anaesthetic gas grenades”



But the warning came too fate. If Doc had been able to hold his breath in that firs moment, he might have
escaped bregthing the gas. But he had only the thought for his friend; and now, too late, they both had
received whiffs of the Suff.

Both dumped forward in the seats in which they’ d been seated.

Chapter XVII. THE DEVIL'S DEVICE
IN the darkness of the cavern room, Monk said, "Hey, shyger!”
Though Ham hated to answer to the term, he asked, "Now what do you want?'

The two aids, dong with the girl and her brother, Charlie Nickerson, and Renny, were giff captivesin the
stone-waled room. None of the captors had returned with skinny Long Tom. What they were doing with
the dectricd wizard was a question.

For hours, it seemed, they had been here in the darkness. Everyone, possibly thinking of the fate that was
in store for him, had lapsed into silence.

"I’'ve got my hands loose," Monk announced.

Immediaidy Ham and the others gave exclamations.

Annabelle Nickerson cried excitedly, "Monk! You darling!”

That made the hairy chemist dmogt tear his nails off getting the knotted ropes from hislegs and ankles.
Findly he was on his feet, groping around the room in a search for the others.

Hefdl over someone. Ham grumbled an oath.

"You dumsy oaf!" he snapped. "Hurry up and get me untied!™

Monk piped in his squeaky voice, which he was kegping as subdued as possible, "Blazes with you,
shyder. You can wat!"

He located the others—the girl first and released them.

Big Renny had one of the spring-generated flaghlights in his dothing. In a moment he had light, and they
were able to see.

Monk stared at the girl. His homdy features, though showing the strain of the ordeal he must have been
through as a prisoner here at the idand, spread in agrin that threatened to join his ears.

"Boy, howdy!" the chemig said. "Ain't you a vison, though!"

Ham commented acidly, "That's the Earl of Mayfar taking. He sounds like Third Avenue! Come on,
dunce, get me untied!"

Monk must have suddenly remembered that he was an earl—or so he ill thought. His face reddened at
dght of his tattered plus fours that Hill dragged down around his hairy, knotty-looking legs. His former
chocolate-colored sports coat looked like something used for soring old rags.

Monk made a cardless gesture toward his clothes, grinned a Annabdle Nickerson and said, "My
gracious lady, you see a prince in pauper’s clothes. But when we return to Mayfar Estate you shdl see
me as a knightly gentleman.”



Ham groaned, "Ligen to him! He sounds like that book! I'll never buy him anything to read again in my
lifel"

Renny had been hdping the girl’s brother, Charlie Nickerson. The square-jawed Canadian hurried over
to put arms around his attractive sster’ s shoulders.

"Honey, you're sure that you are dl right?'

She squeezed his am. "Don’t worry about me™ she smiled. Her eyes looked tired now. There was a
little touch of hopelessness in their deep-brown depths.

Monk said, "Don’'t you worry, Annabelle. WE Il get you out of here. And wait'll you see me again when
I'madl dolled up. Bet that’ll make you happy.”

Ham put in sourly, "Wdl, she'll dways have something to laugh a!™
Monk, glaring, swung on his dapper partner. But Renny put a stop to the impending argument.

"Will you two hdf-wits shut up!" he said in a whisper that was terribly loud in the room. "I think | hear
someone coming.”

THAT slenced everyone. They stood very dill as big Renny whipped to a postion near the Sngle sted
door of the room. The door was bolted from the outside, and thus there had been no chance to get out of
their prison.

But now dl heard the sounds of footsteps. Apparently guards were returning to enter the room.

Monk was swiftly beside Renny. He made motions with his powerful hands. The 9gns said tha they
would legp the guards the moment the door was opened.

They did, with assorted ydls, and atangled, struggling mass of humanity swayed in the doorway for taut
moments, then spilled into the larger cavern space that was beyond this room.

Monk bawled out, "Hurry! We can make a break for it!"
The larger room into which everyone escaped was one of the well-equipped, underground laboratories.

Ham, Charlie Nickerson and the girl piled out behind Monk and Renny. Two guards lay unconscious just
outsde the sted doorway. Another man was legping toward them.

Monk’s fig cracked the fellow's jaw and he went down in a tangled heap. Ancther guard came racing
up.

Renny took the big fdlow off his feet with an easy blow. Monk caught him again as he swayed past the
gant engineer. Monk was not quite so gentle.

His smashing drive to the man’s jaw echoed up and down the rock wadls of the room. The man collapsed
with a groan.

More guards appeared up the long length of the room. Monk let out a shout.
"Grab ‘em!" he squadled.

Monk, Renny, Ham and Charlie Nickerson started a wedge-formed drive down the laboratory room.



From the far end of the room came a shout.
"Wait! Stop right there—or Doc Savage dies!”

The Doc Savage aids stared as they drew up sharply. At firg glance they had not noted others who hed
followed into the cavern room behind the firgt advance of Lucky Napoleon's men.

It was those who were carrying the giant bronze figure and the homely fdlow who was a double for the
hary chemigt. Both captives were unconscious.

Evil-faced Lucky Napoleon himsdf was waking a the head of the bronze man's limply carried form. It
was he who called out the order.

"Youwill dl return to the room behind you!"

Monk and the others stared, spellbound. They started backing dowly toward the prison from which
they'd just escaped. They watched Lucky Napoleon closdly.

Lucky Napoleon said, "I don't think there will be any trouble with these punks now!"
He was holding a gun againg the temple of Doc Savage!

THE room was a unit that had been built within the series of caverns. Some type of specid insulaion
covered the walls. The flooring was of a rubber composition.

The remainder of the room was practicdly filled with apparatus that might be found in a radio
broadcasting station. There were tranamitters, coils, control pands that stood higher than a tdl man's
hands could reach upward.

Surrounded by a selected haf a dozen of Lucky Napoleon's hardest thugs, Doc Savage and skinny Long
Tom Roberts studied the wiring, the congtruction of the complicated units of the radio system.

No words had been spoken by any of the heavily armed gunmen who closaly watched the bronze giant
and his unhedlthy-looking aid.

Even Lucky Napoleon was dlent, but his deadly eyes watched every dightes movement of the two
captives.

Explanations had been made to the bronze man. He was informed tha his own ad, Long Tom, had
practicdly perfected the specid transmitter which, it appeared, was the one thing that the crime leader

was trying to perfect.

Doc Savage's remarkable, corded fingers worked swiftly. It was hard to follow ther amost magicd
movements as he checked over a maze of wiring on one of the control pands.

The armed observers thought they observed every sngle maotion of the bronze man's metdlic hands. But
inthat they were mistaken.

None saw the one lightning-quick movement that Doc Savage made toward his dothing. Something
flipped into his pam. The object, no larger than a smal marble, was seen by no one. The bronze man
might have been a trained magician, so agile were hisfingers.

Thetiny marble of athing disappeared somewhere in the intricate workings of the radio apparatus.

Fndly Doc turned, said, "It is understandable now why any attempt a radio communication was



disrupted while we were in the plane”

Lucky Napoleon amiled grimly.

"So you' ve figured that out, too?" he demanded.
Doc nodded.

"YOU have here" he said, indicating the room, dl the complicated devices, "a clever set-up that permits
you to broadcast—and receive—on a short wave that is different than any known, radio communications
thet are clear of interference.”

Lucky Napoleon said, "Right. And | suppose you' ve figured out the rest?

Doc nodded again. "Let's cdl the device a scrambler,” he said. "It causes Stic that kills every other
radio wave on the air. It completely disrupts dl other forms of radio communication. In a way, it has the
same effects as the sun spots that recently caused trouble with dl mgor broadcasting stations both in the
United States and abroad.”

Lucky Napoleon rubbed his hands with satisfaction.

"I've got to hand it to you, Savage," he admitted. "I figured it would take you days to figure this thing out.
| suppose you've adso discovered the one thing that is wrong with my device?!

Agan the bronze man nodded.

"The scrambler equipment that disrupts dl other radio communications aso affects your own broadcasts.
You've got to correct that, and then—" The bronze man's eyes flickered.

Doc looked at Lucky Napoleon, asked quietly, "Just what do you intend to do with this device when it's
ready?'

Lucky Napoleon drew himsdf up like a cocky generd who has won a war. His evil features were dmost
repulsve.

"Collect amillion dollard™ he announced. "The buyer is waiting." He named a European dictator whose
country was aready a war in Europe.

"With this form of radio tranamisson,” Lucky Napoleon said, "only the country possessing it would be
able to use the ar waves. They could communicate with their own armies and navies—and disrupt
communications of every country they were fighting! They would have a world control of that most vitd
thing necessary in wa—communication. While other countries would be cut off the ar completely.”

Doc Savage was Slent. His bronze festures were an expressionless mask.
Lucky Napoleon said sharply, "Wdl?'

Every guard in the room was tense. Guns were held seadily on Doc Savage and Long Tom. The skinny
eectricd expert was watching Doc.

"It can be perfected,” Doc Savage findly announced. "Everyone who has worked on this device has
overlooked a very ample change that must be made in the wiring."

Lucky Napoleon's features showed triumph.



“All right," he snapped. “Then you will fix it""

"Thereis one condition,” said the bronze man quietly. "The change can be made in a matter of moments,
m_ll

"But what?' snarled the crime leader.

"Every prisoner will first be released!" finished Doc

Chapter XVIII. THE DEATH TEST

COLD fury made arepulsve thing of Lucky Napoleon's features. But in the end he had to agree to the
request. Perhaps he knew the bronze man's reputation too well.

They could have starved Doc Savage; they could have tortured him. But they would never be adle to
contral his remarkable brain. And this was what the crime leader needed—Doc Savage' s knowledge!

"All right,”" Lucky Napoleon snapped findly. "Everyone will be released.”
"Now!" said Doc.

Lucky Napoleon shrugged. He turned and barked an order to one of the men guarding the bronze man
and skinny Long Tom.

The fdlow left. Doc suggested that the heavy door leading out into the larger cavern chamber be eft
open, so that he could see for imsdf that dl the prisoners were released.

Quickly, chains were removed from the captives. They were herded out to the stretch of beach.

Doc sad, "Long Tom, under guard, of course, will go with your men to see that our own associates are
& free"

Lucky Napoleon glared a the giant bronze man—but he knew he was checkmated. He had to agree to
the request in order to get Doc Savage' s co-operation.

Long Tom, under close guard, was taken out. From where he stood, Doc Savage could see them
proceed to the room where Monk, the girl and the others were being held prisoners. Soon everyone was
being led outside.

Long Tom was brought back. Doc gave him a questioning look.
The dectrical expert nodded. "They’ve dl been set free” he said. "They’re outside on the beach.”

Lucky Napoleon looked at one of his own ads, who had returned with Long Tom. ™Y ou've covered the
entranceway?' he asked.

The gunman nodded. "We informed those Doc Savage guysthat if any attempt was made to get back in
here, Doc Savage himsdf died”

The crime leader grinned. He swung on the bronze man.
"And now—" he started, indicating the control boards.

Doc sad, "Wel need dl the power you can generate. The current will have to be stepped up. Can you
manege that with your dynamo plant?'



Lucky Napoleon was thoughtful a moment. "I think so."

He jerked athumb at Long Tom. "He knows more about that damned juice than our men. He can handle
it"

Long Tom was taken out again, with the ingtructions that he be taken back into the underground caverns
where the powerful dynamo equipment was |ocated.

Slently, Lucky Napoleon, Doc Savage and those guarding him waited. Doc had stepped forward, made
abrief changein certain wires.

Shortly they heard the increased hum of dectricity passng through the control pand boards. In fact, the
entire underground headquarters of Lucky Napoleon was filled with the vibrant throbbing. It seadily
increased.

Such was the drain on the eectricd dircuits that even the dectric lights dimmed somewhat in the radio
control room. And then—they went out!

Doc Savage moved with blurred speed. He whipped toward the open doorway.

In the smashing darkness, Lucky Napoleon screamed, "L ock that door. Don't let Doc Savage out of this
room!"

The heavy stedl door dammed. A bolt shot into position.

But in the concediing darkness, Doc Savage was dready beyond the doorway, into the large laboratory
room beyond. Perhaps none knew that his remarkable speed had taken him aready from the first room.
He was believed to 4ill be a captivein there.

The explosion followed. It came from the radio control room itsdf. But the concussion of that blagt, its
tremendous force, was fet even in the larger, outside room.

Equipment toppled over. Chemicds and acidsin thelr specid containers were smashed. The guards who
had been adso waiting out here let out terrified yeps of terror and started piling out to the Sretch of
beach.

And back in the radio control room, partialy muffled by the locked sted door, screams aso came. They
were the cries of men dying.

Lucky Napoleon had locked himself in that room of sudden deeth!

AS Monk sad later, "When them daggoned guards come tearing out of the laboratory, there was only
one thing to do. We went tearing after them. Those guys were so0 blasted scared that dl we had to do
was pick up the guns that they dropped!”

The thugs who had been outside the radio room had dl been captured by the Doc Savage ads. The first
load of prisoners were dready aboard one of Doc's planes. They would be taken back and placed in the
bronze man's"college,” in upstate New Y ork, a specid inditution where crooks had delicate operations
performed on their brains by the bronze man himsdf. Later—with al knowledge of ther questionable
pasts wiped out—they would be fitted for useful placesin society.

There were no prisoners taken from the radio room itsdf. Doc Savage only permitted his own ads to
accompany himin there. Everyone who had been in the room was dead.



Doc explained, "Thetiny container of high explosive was placed where it would be set off when the lights
shorted. It was adjacent to the fuse that blew out.”

Sinny Long Tom looked a Doc.

"I saw you place that explogve there," he offered. "And when you told Lucky Napoleon that we needed
more power, | understood what you meant. Y ou wanted enough drain thrown on the lines that the lights
would be shorted—thus blowing the fuse and setting off that gadget.”

In the débris that had been the room they found Lucky Napoleon.

One of the crime leader’ s hands was closed in atight bal around something that he had been dutching in
hisfis. Doc forced the dead fingers open.

A coin was within that dead hand. One sde of the coin was againg Lucky Napoleon's pdm. The sde
that faced up was vishbleto dl.

It was "talls'!

GETTING the prisoners back to Canada and the States meant that rlay trips had to be made with the
planes. It meant that Monk and Ham had more time to see lovely Annabelle Nickerson.

Each time a new trip was dtarted there was a fight as to who was to have the girl in his plane—for
Annabelle, who could fly hersdlf, had offered to help with the job.

It was the morning of the lagt trip from Degth Idand, and there was a battle between the two scrappy
ads as to who was going to have Annabdlle Nickerson for the last time.

It was the red Earl of Mayfar—Monk’s double—who settled the argumentt.

Theearl said, "'l have a suggestion. Why don’t dl of you proceed to Mayfar Etate? Be my guests there
for afew weeks. It's a shame that the place otherwise must remain vacant.”

Charlie Nickerson and Doc Savage were with the earl.

Nickerson looked at his brown-eyed sigter, grinned and commented, "You'd better tak them into it,
Annabdle, or there' s lidble to be murder committed on this last trip back!"

Monk stared a the earl. "Aren't you taking over Mayfair Estate yoursdf?' he wanted to know.

The earl shrugged. "Later, perhaps,” he said. "Frankly, | don't give a hoot about living there. It's more
fun knocking about the world. Of course, | didn't want anyone ese geding the place from me" He
amiled a hary Monk. "That'swhy | was after you—at firg!"

The speaker looked a Doc Savage, added: "Besides, there's something I've got to do before | can
return to Mayfair. | guessit’sdl right to tdl them, Doc.”

Everyone looked questioningly &t the bronze man.

Doc sad, "The earl isdso a British secret agent. This idand here, because of its location, would make a
perfect base for the dictator who planned to buy Lucky Napoleon's radio device. The idand, if taken
over, would serioudy affect Canada. As a base for a foreign power, it would threaten the security of
both Canada and the United States.”

Doc looked back at the earl. "And so, the earl has certain reports to make—in England.”



Later, on the lagt trip back to Canada, Monk flipped a coin to see who would get the girl. Monk drew
"heads'—and won. But his dapper partner commented meaningly, "Lucky Napoleon used to dways get
heads, too. But there came a day—"

Monk got the implication, and looked worried.

Ham drew the task of loading equipment. He dso had charge of the two pets. They had been located
hiding up the shore.

He overheard Monk bragging about a week end they had once spent a a Long Idand estate. He was
taking to Annabelle.

"Wasit afashionable place?" the girl asked.
Monk said, "I'll say! They put on riding pantsin order to pitch horseshoes!™

THE END



