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Chapter |. THE DEVIL'S TOWN

THE plane carrying Doc Savage and four of his aides arrived & Mock Lake, which was about two
hundred miles northwest of VVancouver, Canada, at two o'clock in the spring afternoon.

NN ) ) ) ) ) ) ) ) ) ) ) Y

The skulker on the lake shore read the numbers on the gpproaching plane through binoculars. He hadtily
consulted a number contained in the text of aradiogram he dug out of a pocket, thereby assuring himsdf
the plane was Doc Savage's.

The hiding skulker, a thin man with wheat-colored har, was as nervous as a cat in a tree. He took a
bottle out of a pocket; about the tenth time in the last hour he'd done that. He looked at the bottle—the
liquidin it resembled thin molasses—shuddered, then put the bottle back.

Concedling himsdf more thoroughly, the skulker waited.

With roars of her two big motors, the amphibian did over the lake surface and gently planted her nose on
the shore.

A giant men of bronze, Doc Savage, dimbed out on the wing and looked at the handful of rugged
buildings that was the community of Mock Lake.

“Thereis arestaurant here,” he told those in the plane.

“Darn good thing,” said a homdy man, hadtily scrambling out of the cabin. “I'm hungry enough to eat a
tree, like a beaver.”
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Fve men disembarked from the plane. In addition to Doc Savage, there were four of his aides, a group
of five speciaists who had been associated for along time.

They were obvioudy tired from traveling, but there were evidences of tendgon, of subdued excitement.
Such ggns as the way they looked firs a Mock Lake, at such people as were in sght. The normd
reaction of afirg-time vistor would be to gape at the marvelous scenery, rather than the drab town.

Doc warned quietly, “Monk, your gun is bulging your coat. And don't act as if you expected a snake
behind every bush. Show some interest in the scenery.”

“When | expect trouble,” Monk muttered, “1 always look like | expected trouble. | can't hep it.”
“At least point at the mountains, and say, 'Oh!" and Ah!",” Doc suggested.
Obediently, Monk turned dowly, staring a the surrounding country. “Whew! It isimpressive, a tha.”

Mock Lake itsdf, the lake and not the town, was an azure jewd in a setting of mighty, primevd
timberland and bresthlessy upthrust mountains. Snow crested most of the mountains with white dunce
caps which seemed to emphasize ther inscrutable slence. The gligening argyle whiteness of the snow,
the intense emerald green of the timberland, the dmaost abnormd blueness of the lake, made a play of
color that was something nearly fabulous.

When they had looked &t the primitive vastness for a while, it impressed Doc Savage and the other four
the way it dways impressed everyone. William Harper Littlgjohn, the archaeologist and geologist, a man
whose profession touched time and the past, unthinkingly removed his hat.

“Supermalagorgeous,” he muttered.

They walked dowly up the short distance from the lake shore toward the settlement of Mock Lake.
The skulker watched them. He was Stting behind abig spruce. Cold swest stood out on his face.
The skulker had cocked the bolt-action hunting rifle he was holding.

DOC SAVAGE'S eyes, an unusud flake gold color, probed and searched everywhere as the party
walked. But his manner was casua enough, outwardly.

On the lake shore was a rickety dock. Discarded on the beach, lay a couple of rotting boats, two shiny
canoes rested, bottoms up, on pole-horses. Near the canoes was a shed; on the platform in front were
stacked about a hundred five-galon gasoline cans labdled as containing aviaion gas.

Doc Savage's voice was grim, as he said, “Thisis a subdued welcome we are getting.”

Renny Renwick, the engineer, moved his big fists uneaslly.

“Holy cow! Not a soul has showed himsdf,” he rumbled.

The dlence hit dl of them now. Because of the excitement of arriving, they hadn't noticed it before.
Monk Mayfair, the chemigt, indicated awisp of blue curling from a chimney.

“There's smoke from a house” he said. “ Somebody is home, anyway.”



“Thislooks strange,” Doc said quietly. “Come on. Keep your eyes open.”

Mock Lake, the settlement, was a town of one street and one street only. The Street was dried mud, with
ruts in it two feet deep. Ruts, anyone could see, made by heavy machinery, by bulldozers, haf-track
trucks and giant cat tractors. None of the machinery, it was evident, had gone through recently.

Every gructure in town was made of logs or rough lumber. There were afew business buildings firg, then
the houses. A good basebal pitcher could nearly have thrown a bal from one end of town to the other.
And dmost anyone could have thrown one across town.

Thar feet made arumble on the board sdewak when they reached it. There was a boardwalk on each
sde of thewerdly rutted street.

They came to a building with the inevitable 9gn that said, TRADING POST.

They stopped. The ending of the noise of ther feet on the wooden wak jarred them. It was as if they
werein atomb. A somehow frightening tomb, even if it was full of diamond-like sunlight and green forest
and blue lake and mountains spear-pointed with snow. The bright wildness of the surroundings made the
dillness more threatening.

“Whet the devil!” Monk muttered. “Why is everybody hiding?’

Monk's voice unconscioudy became big when he was excited, dthough his normd tone was a kiddish
sgueak. His words seemed to echo in the slence.

A chill came over their nerves. Thiswas strange. It was weird. This was the Canadian timber country, the
land of londiness, of quick friendship, eager hospitdity. A stranger entering Mock Lake should have
been surrounded in a moment by friendly, londly loca people.

Renny, the greatest voice among them, gave a great bellow.
“Hey, town!” he shouted. “Where is everybody?’

His mighty shout whooped through the town, rolled as a matter of fact for a mile into the surrounding
desth-ill timber.

The skulker's nerves were upset by the yel. He began to shake, and he trembled until he had to put
down the cocked rifle. He quaked as if he had the ague, but it wasn't the ague—it was fear, plain wild
limitless fear that was tying the skulker's gutsin knots.

RENNY'S thunder brought no response. It didn't even scare up birds from the surrounding woods, and
to Doc Savage that was very strange.

Suddenly Doc went up the steps of the building that was the trading post.
“Hello, ingdel” He pounded on the door.

There was no answer. No action, ether, except that the door swung open. It was nether laiched nor
locked.

Doc cdled, “Hdlo, ingde!” again, then entered.

He stood in the middle of one greet room, looking at the merchandise on shelves, counters, hanging from



the caling. Mackinaws and corduroys and flaond underwear. Blankets and tarps, snowshoes and
stedl-traps. Three canoes, paddles, fish spears. Axes, saws, pike-pole heads, caked shoes. Typica
trading-post quff for this country—and not a soul in Sght.

Doc went to a door inthe rear. 1t gave into living quarters, one room for cooking, the other for degping,
and both were empty. He put a hand on the cookstove. It seemed warm.

“Ham!” Doc said.

“Yes? sad alean-waisted man who looked dandified because he wore a Fifth Avenue sportsman's idea
of what a man going into the woods should wear.

“Look for guns” Doc sad.

Ham Brooks, who was a lawyer by specidty, began hunting for firearms. For a fdlow who looked like a
aty dicker, he was remarkably practicd.

A moment later, he straightened behind a counter. “What do you think of this Doc?’
Ham meant the wrappings, oiled paper and labels, on the floor behind a counter.
“Wrappings off the new riflesthey had in stock,” Ham said. “All the cartridges are gone, too.”

Wooden cartridge boxes were open and empty on the floor back of the counter. Doc examined them.
Shotgun shdlls, pisol ammunition. Most of the rifle anmunition had been 30-30, the cdibre dmost
standard in the Canadian woods, but there were afew 30-06.

Doc went outdoors.
“Search the houses,” he said grimly.

Hisfour associates did the job rapidly, firg knocking on doors, then opening them, or if the doors were
locked, raisng windows. In this country, it was a rare thing to lock a house.

“Not a soul anywhere” reported Johnny Littlgohn, the tal and gaunt archaeologist-geologist, “I'll be
uperama gamated!”

“Doc!” Monk shouted excitedly.

Monk was ydling from the door of the house with the chimney from which smoke came. Doc went over.
Monk led him into the kitchen.

“They sureleftinahurry,” Monk said, and pointed.

Thelagt cods of afire werein the stove. On the stove was a frying pan containing four fish, trout, which
had overcooked brown and hard. There was coffee on the sove, and beansin a kettle,

Monk opened the oven door. “Even biscuits in the oven.” The biscuits were overcooked as black as
chunks of cod.

“How about firearmsin the houses?’ Doc asked.
There hadn't been a gun anywhere, they said.



WEIRD? There was no question about it. At fird it hadn't redly hit them, because they'd just gotten off
the plane after a non-stop flight from New Y ork, and people after along trip are more or less excited
and do not grasp things as deeply. Maybe that was it. Or maybe they'd just been expecting trouble, but
cetanly nothing mygerious like this, and it was dow soaking in.

But now it was getting to them. A whole town deserted as strangely as this was hair-ending. Ham Brooks
kept moving his orator's mouth around asif getting ready to make a speech, the way he did when he was
nervous. Renny Renwick, the engineer, had his fig blocked out. Renny's fids were enormous—he
couldn't get them into haf-gdlon pails—and the way they acted was the barometer of his fedings When
he was worried, they got big and hard. They were hard now.

Johnny Littlgohn crossed the street, muttering that held passed up one locked room into which he hadn't
looked, but now he might as well investigate that, too.

Doc and the others stood there ligening, hearing nothing anywhere, no kind of life. Not even birds. There
should have been loons arying over the lake. The dillness was ghoulish, a quiet that was mysery and
menace, inexplicable and frightening.

“Yeo-0-0-w!” Johnny Littlgohn's voice squalled. And Johnny burst out of the building into which held
gone. “Come here and look!”

Johnny, who didn't astonish easily, sounded so gppaled that Doc and the others just stood stock 4ill and
looked at each other.

“I never heard Johnny sound like that before,” Monk muttered.
“Come here, darn it!” Johnny shouted. “Hurry up!”

Tha jarred them loose from astonishment. They ran toward the building and Johnny. A dgn over the
building said:

HURRAH LUMBER AND PULP
COMPANY
They followed Johnny into the building.

The skulker watched them go, from where he crouched behind the tortured spruce tree. So he stood up.
He looked at hisrifle, and went though torture about whether to takeit or leave it. Findly he took it.

He got the bottle of syrupy looking suff out of a pocket. Obvioudy he was afraid of the bottle. He began
creeping forward keeping hidden, biting his teeth together to stop their cheattering.

DOC SAVAGE gared at the smashed mess that was the radio station. One leg was off the apparatus
table, transmitter and recelver were on the floor in pieces, hopdesdy mangled. The generator was torn
loose, the connecting wires broken. Cartons containing spare tranamitter tubes had been squashed.

Nor was—strangely—the damage aone to the radio apparatus. The furniture was broken, a charr in bits.
A bearskin rug had been on the floor, and this had received paticular fury, being literdly ripped to
dhreds.

Grooves, deep splinter-edged gullies, were scraped dl about without sense or plan. There was even a st



of them on the cdlling.
Monk stared at the grooves.
“What would make scratches like that?’ he muttered uneesily.

Ham picked up a bear-paw which had been torn off the particularly damaged rug piece. He distended
the dlaws on the paw, and compared them to the grooves. There was the same number of grooves as
claws on the paw—»but the grooves were much wider, much deeper. That paw could never have made
them.

“Haly cow!” Renny rumbled. “What you trying to do, Ham? Scare us?’

“He's being glly,” Monk suggested.

“I merdly noticed the likeness” Ham said.

Monk said, “The bear hasn't been made that would claw such a mark.”

“A Kodiak might,” Ham said.

“Yeah? Bosh! Kodiaks are big, I've heard, but not thet big.”

“You fdlowstaking about a Kodiak bear?’ Renny asked.

Ham nodded. “They're the largest mesat-eating animd in the world, | think.”

Renny turned to Doc Savage. “Doc, what about it? Could a Kodiak bear make such a mark?’

Doc Savage spanned the grooves they were arguing about, discovering his two outstretched hands
wouldn't cover them.

“Not,” he said, “unless the bear was considerably bigger than any Kodiak on record.”
Monk snorted loudly.

“The bear isentirdy too big!” he said. “It's getting Slly.”

Ham complained, “1 didn't say it was a bear. | just pointed out the resemblance.”

Renny, disturbed, took to prowling the room, giving aitention to the smashed radio. “Still spesking of
bears, notice how the set is wrecked. It's smashed and clawed. Not chopped or hammered, the way it
would beif aman wrecked it.”

“Oh, goony featherd” Monk complained.

Irritated, Ham demanded, “Then where did everybody in town go?’

“Go? Go?” Monk shouted. “What's a bear got to do with where they went?”
“I'm just asking you.”

“l don't know, dang you.”

“Wdl, it'sa mysery.”



“Maybe thismythicd bear ate everybody,” Monk said violently. “ Say, who's kidding who, anyway? Y ou
guysaint for aminute serious about this super-bear, | hope?’

No one said anything for awhile.
Hndly Renny laid afinger in a groove in a solid birch log.

“ Something
scratches a heck of atrack, isdl I've got to say,” the big-fisted enginear rumbled.

Doc Savage had been hunting through the wreckage. Now he straightened, his hands full of wrinkled
papers. “This seems to be the sent-message file” he said.

Doc divided the messages among his aides.

“Look through them and see if you can find a copy of the radio message which cdled us up here)” he
sad.

Chapter Il. DEATH RODE HIGH
THE radiogram, printed neatly in pencil, was in Ham's stack.

It sad:
DOC SAVAGE
NEW Y ORK

PLEASE TELL HAM BROOKS THAT AUNT JEMIMA FLAPPED HER WINGS AND ASK HIM
WHAT IT MEANS THEN FOR GOD'S SAKE ACT QUICK IMPERATIVE YOU HAVE NO
IDEA HOW IMPORTANT MEET YOU MOCK LAKE UTMOST SECRECY

CARL JOHN GRUNOW

Doc Savage produced the radiogram they had received in New York and it was identical except thet a
radio operator had spelled imperative with an “I” where there should be an “A.”

Monk indicated thefile copy. “Did this Carl John Grunow write that excited outburst, Ham?’
“I'm not sure”
“Wdl, if you aren't who can be? He's your friend.”

“Dont dart getting fresh, you homdy missng link,” Ham said. “The file copy is printed. Even the
sggnatureis printed. How can you be sure. But wait, let me think.”

Ham scowled thoughtfully at the message for awhile.

“Come to think of it, Carl John Grunow studied mechanicd drawing before he came to attend Harvard
Universty,” he said thoughtfully. “He studied under an old uncle, and the uncle used a kind of backhand
lettering. Carl John got the same habit of lettering.” Ham tapped the radiogram file copy. “Notice this
lettering. Backhanded a little. And whoever printed it had obvioudy had mechanica-drawing lettering. |
would say indications are that Carl John Grunow wrote it. And he was excited, as the text of the message
shows.”



Doc Savage asked, “Ham, how wdl did you know Carl John Grunow?’

“Oh, we roomed together at Harvard.” Ham's voice had the timber of pride that came into it whenever
he spoke of Harvard, the law school of which considered him its most digtinguished product. “We were
veary close friends. Unfortunately, | haven't seen Carl John for about five years.”

“Why the break in association?’

“That? It was naturd. Carl John became an engineer, specidizing in lumber and pulp. I'm a lawyer. Carl
John went where the lumber and pulp business was, Canada. | stayed in New York.”

“l have asked this before’—Doc Savage's voice was earnest—"but Il ask it agan: Are you sure that
cryptic reference in the message about Aunt Jemima meant that Carl John Grunow needed help badly?’

Ham's answer was indtant.

“Pogtivel” He nodded vidently. “The incident he is referring to happened a college. As a prank, we
were dropping paper sacks of pancake flour out of a second-story window on the heads of some of the
fdlows A practical joke. Well, we dropped one and it lit on the head of the dean himsdf. | dropped the
flour, rather. But the dean caught Carl John and accused him of it. Carl John was innocent, but he got
excited, and he looked at me, and for some reason, he said, 'Aunt Jemima flapped her wings.' | think he
sad Aunt Jemima because that was the brand of flour we were using, and the dean was waving his aams
untl it looked like he was flgoping hiswings. Anyway, as soon as Carl said that, | came to his rescue and
confessed | was guilty.”

Monk said, “I'll bet that's the only timein your life you admitted being guilty of anything.”

Ignoring Monk, Ham finished, “Always after that, when either Carl John or | was in trouble, the one in
dfficultieswould say, 'Aunt Jemima flapped her wings,' and that was the 9gnd that he needed help.”

“Kid quff,” Monk said.

Ham shook hisfile-copy of the radiogram angrily. “Thisisn't kid Suff! Thisisinferndly serious!”
“Why did this Carl John want help?’

“We don't know that!” Ham ydlled. “And you blamed wel know we don't know why!”

Doc Savage looked somewhat pained. “1 wish we could be spared the dubious pleasure of hearing a
Monk and Ham quarrd for as long as an hour, sometime.”

“Heirritates mel” Ham shouted.
“I irritate you!” Monk howled. “Y ou're no soothing-syrup to me, dang it!”

Ham flourished both arms. He screamed, “Why do you think dl these people disappeared? Why do you
think the radio gtation is smashed? Hasn't it occurred it could be part of the trouble Carl John Grunow
radioed about, you drumhead?’

THE skulker had reached the plane. He came to it through the water, crawling, just his head out, and the
fact that he crawled on knees and one hand—he used the other hand to hold the bottle aloft—made him
awkward.



He knew about planes. He didn't waste time. He picked the criticd spots. First, where the wings were
joined to the fusdage. Not just the generd joint. He got inside, to the main fagtenings. He poured the stuff
from the bottle carefully.

Theliquid Szzled. It aso smoked alittle, which worried the skulker.

He put more of the acid on the criticd control cables. His job was through. In another hour, the plane
would literdly fdl to pieces.

The skulker eased back into the water. Then, alarmed, he looked at the muddy trall he had made while
cravling dong the shdlow water just offshore.

Instead of going back the way he had come, he went on down the shore.

“Beaver,” he muttered, meaning he was sure they would think, if they saw the roiled trail, that a beaver
had gone past dragging a stick that had stirred up the mud.

The skulker hauled himsdf up on the shore, and eased into the undergrowth.

DOC SAVAGE, coming down to the plane with hismen, said, “Renny, you guard the plane”

“Sure” Renny agreed. He added knowingly, “So you figure we've run smack-dab into that trouble Carl
John Grunow radioed us about?’

“Too much looks strange,” Doc admitted. “Monk, you and Ham circle the town to the right. Johnny and
| will go around from the left. Look for tracks, any kind of tracks, thet tdl a story.”

Monk grinned, said, “I hope | don't meet that bear, boy howdy!”
“You potface!” Ham told him. “Y ou 4ill think thisisdl afase dam!”

“Shucks, maybe there was an accident in the woods and everybody rushed out to help. It could be that
ample, you know.”

“Y es, and maybe somebody's tomcat scratched up the radio station and wrecked it!”

Doc Savage was watching the water. His intent manner got the attention of the others, and they saw the
muddy trail which Doc Savage had discovered.

“Beaver,” Monk said, arily. “They swim around dragging sticksin this country.”
“Beaver!” Doc said, so loudly they jumped. “Of course beavers svim and drag sticks.”

Monk and Ham got going on their right-hand arc around the village. They were swapping more insults, as
amatter of habit. Nobody who knew them could recal their having exchanged a avil word, except by
accident.

Johnny muttered, “When we start Monk and Ham off together, | dways wonder if they're going to do
anything except argue.”

“They manage to do rather well, usudly,” Doc said.

“I know it,” Johnny complained. “That's what dways surprises me.”



Doc and Johnny started off together, and Johnny was immediady puzzled to note that Doc was
falowing the lake shore ingtead of garting to hdf-circle the town. He was further mysified when Doc
gdled into a bush and stopped.

“You go on around the town,” Doc said. “Make enough noise for two people. Speak occasiondly, then
answer yoursdf, imitating my voice.”

“You mean make it sound like two of us?’
“yes”

“l don't get it!”

“Thet was no beaver.”

“No!”

“Beavers invariably swim in their runways when they are in weedy shdlow water. This one ignored
evarything that even looked like a runway.”

THE skulker tried to grin. It didn't jel. He was not made any easer of mind by his indblity to be
nonchdant, and he nervoudy wrung out his shirt and put it back on. HEd previoudy wrung out his
trousers and emptied the water from his shoes.

The reason he should be adle to grin, he was tdling himsdf, was that he had heard Doc Savage say
loudly, “Beaver!” If Doc Savage said beaver, that meant he was fooled. If he was fooled, the skulker
was safe. It was therefore something to grin about. But the skulker's face fdt ice-coated when he tried to
grin and it wasn't because the water had been cold. The lake had been cold, but not that cold.

The man knew the diffness on his face was fear. No one could be as scared as he was, and not know it.
And like dl men when they are cravenly afraid, and aone, he was not ashamed of it. Had there been
others around, he would have been ashamed of ther seeing he was scared. As it was, he wasn't
ashamed, only busy trying to think up menta devices to make himsdf less scared. He liked to think of
himsdf as the mentd type.

Hisrifle He needed hisrifle, which he had left behind when he entered the water. A gun in his hand was
often the same thing as courage.

He circled, drew near the log againgt which he had leaned the rifle. Then a voice spoke to him.
“Hdlo, beaver,” the voice said.

The skulker was s0 dartled his ams and legs flew out sraight and he dapped down on his face,
fodlishly. He rolled over on his back quickly.

“Oh God!” he said.
He tried to get away. For aman stretched out on the ground, he made afast Sart.

Doc Savage landed on him, yanked his shirt over his head, searched him, got a knife, a waterlogged
pistol, binoculars, dl seemingly with one movement.

“Who are you?' Doc asked.



The man clawed his shirt down from over his face and eyes. He just showed his teeth mutdy. His lips
shook.

“Come over to the plane with me, beaver,” Doc sad.

The man lay there stubbornly. Doc grasped him by an am and began hauling hm over the rocks and
through the brush. It is a fact that a man being dragged briskly by one arm can do very little abouit it.

“Want to walk, beaver?’ Doc asked.

The man said nathing, but he got to hisfeet and walked.

Renny Renwick did not get off the nose of the plane where he was stting, but he was surprised.
“Holy cow, what have you got there?’ he asked.

“Something that hasn't learned to talk yet.”

“ERY

“The beaver.”

“Oht”

“Beavers have pathways through shalow, weedy water, the same as muskrats. Except this one, who
didnt.”

“Haly cow!”
Doc sad, “ See why he vidted the plane, Renny.”

Renny dived into the plane, and in a moment severa “Holy cows!” and other words more violent came
out of the ship. Renny poked out his head, blowing sulphur.

“The ginker!” Renny roared. “He put some kind of acid on the controldl”

Suddenly Renny legped overboard and washed his hands vigoroudy in the lake. “I got some of the
blasted quff on my handdl”

“How far gone are the controls?’
Renny wrenched off his shirt, soaked it, and dimbed back aboard. “I'll see what | can do.”
He scrubbed around vigoroudy for awhile. The look on his face was unpleasant when he reappeared.

“Afrad the planeis kibosh,” he said. “The controls might hold now. But | wouldn't trust this ship in the air
without a complete take-down and overhaul. No tdling where else he put that acid.”

“Then we are stranded here” Doc sad.

“Oh, we can use the plane radio—wait a minute!” Renny dived back into the plane. More angry “Holy
cowd” exploded ingde. “The beaver put the acid into the radio!” he ydled. And Renny came piling out
of the plane, hit the shore, and grabbed the skulker by the throat.

The skulker began to scream, with fear of death in his shrieking. The man, in fact, suddenly came loose
from his nerves. He shook and writhed and screeched and davered and moaned.



Rey tried to quiet the man with no success. Then Renny glanced up a Doc, and muttered
uncomfortably, “Boy, he's redly scared, isnt he? | wonder what would scare a man like that.”

Now they heard the plane coming.

THE plane was a dick fine job. It was pre-war, a private ship, a port craft. There wasn't anything cheap
about it, because the plane belonged to the same class in planes that nine-thousand-dollar roadsters
belong to in cars. She was, as a plane, afine old blade.

One man flew her.

He wasn't afine old blade. Just fine and old, with the blade part omitted, or better, changed to something
else. Changed to—blacksmith's hammer, would be as good as anything.

He was tdl and wide and looked as if he was made of hickory knots. He had a brush patch of white hair
on which sat a red stocking cap which no one, no one at dl, could ever remember having seen him
remove. His moustaches were white, and genuine handlebars. Y ou could have used them on abicycle.

His corduroys went whurrup-whurrup as he strode up to Doc Savage and Renny.
“Strangers, en?’

He looked them over again.

“My name's Hurrah Stevens,” he said.

He examined the shivering, twitching, moaning prisoner.

“What's that guy got a bad attack of 7" he asked.

Renny, forming a snap-liking for the blunt old gaffer, said. “It could be an attack of conscience, but |
doubt it.”

“He do something to you?’

“Jugt missed.”

“Humph! | like for 'em to dways just missme, too,” said Hurrah Stevens.
“He poured some acid in just theright placesin our plane.”

“Right places?’

“So the controls would break and the wingsfdl off.”

“My, my,” said Hurrah Stevens. “That was right snaky of him, wasn't it?’

Hurrah then walked around and around the skulker, staring a the man the way a rooster would look at a
suspicious bug. He got out a plug of tobacco that looked like a chip off a mahogany log that had been
dipped in vitriol, and bit off a chunk.

“Thisa private row?’ he asked.

“You can get into it the same way we did if you want to,” Renny told him.



“How was that?’

“It just happened to us”

“Oh.”

Renny indicated the skulker. “Know him?’

Hurrah Stevens shrugged. “1 got about twenty thousand men working fur me, scattered to hdl and gone
from Vancouver to the Klondike.”

“Twenty thousand!” Renny was astonished.
“You never heard of me, en?’

Renny frowned, then jerked athumb over his shoulder. “In town, on the radio gation, there's a sgn that
says Hurrah Lumber and Pulp Company.”

“That'smy odtrich,” said Hurrah Stevens. “Biggest damn lumber and pulp businessin Canada and maybe
the world. Built it dl mysdf, beginning with the firg chip. Only took me ten years.”

“Pretty good,” Renny admitted.
“Durn right it's good. Concern worth twenty million dollars today.”
“And you began with the first chip,” said Renny.

Hurrah Stevens grinned. “The firg chip, and thirty million dollars I made out of the gold mining business
before that.”

“Oh, you've logt ten million.”
“That'sdl. But I'm makin' her back fast. Pulp isvitd in this war, you know.”
Renny indicated the shaking, davering captive. “Now do you know him?’

“l don't forget a face, but it's got to be ganding on its two feet.” Hurrah Stevens suddenly kicked the
skulker. It was no gentle kick. “Get up, you snivelin', drivelin' moccasin louse. Let's look at the thing you
put your food in.”

Theman stood up. He didn't losetime.

“By crackey, | remember him,” said Hurrah Stevens. “Name's O'Toole. How a good Irish name got tied
onto him, I don't know. Sippery OToole. The Sippery part was gived him by them that knowed him, |

suppose.”

“Good reputation?’

“Hdl, I don't know nothin about his reputation, except | fired his pants off ajob about a year ago.”
“Why did you fire him?’

“Sheriff caught im sdlin' coke to the lumberjacks.”

“You mean coke like a a soda fountain—"



“I mean coke like on a hop bush,” said Hurrah Stevens distagtefully.

Suddenly there was a ydling in the distance, Monk Mayfar came jumping through the woods, ydling,
“Doc! Doc! Doc!”

Renny rumbled sourly, “Either Ham gave him a hotfoot, or he's found something unusud.”
“Doc!” Monk yeled. “My God! That bear, that bear!”
“What bear?’

“The one that tore up the radio gtation! We found his tracks! They're as big as graved | tdl you it's a
bear to end dl beard”

Chapter Ill. BEAR!

MONK arrived wild-eyed and out of breath. His excitement, added to the fact that his apish looks were
unusud to begin with, made him a remarkable figure.

“Bear tracks” he gasped. “Ashig as bath tubg”

“Where?" Renny demanded.

Monk jerked athumb over his shoulder. “Back there, leading out of town.”
“Beth tubs, eh? Graves, eh?’

“Dang it, you won't think I'm crazy when you see the tracks. Ham is standing there looking at them, his
€yes popping out practicaly arm's length.”

Doc Savage had been waiching Hurrah Stevens face. He was surprised at the amount of emation that
was twiding the tobacco-chewing old man's features.

“What is the matter with you, Stevens?’ Doc asked.

The white moustache handlebars twitched. “I'll bet you it's Black Tuesday. Wait, what day of the week is
this?’

“Monday.”
“Thet's bad.”

“What you're saying isnt making much sense,” Doc said.

“Yeeh, and itll make less, no doubt,” Hurrah Stevens muttered. “1 want to take alook at these tracks.”

Renny Renwick picked up the skulker by the scruff of the neck and boosted him dong, and they went to
see the tracks. Monk wanted to know who the prisoner was. Renny told him.

“Ruined our plane” Monk ydled. “Why'd he do that?’
“Assoon as | get time to break a couple of hisarms, we're going to find out,” Renny said.

Ham's eyes weren't hanging out arm'’s length. The bear-tracks weren't as big as bathtubs. Nevertheless



no one fdt that Monk had exaggerated.

Doc Savage looked at the bear-tracks, and his reaction was involuntary. “No bear could have made
footprints thet large!”

The bear-tracks, which certainly looked as if they had been made by a bear, except for their unearthly
Sze, led off through the woods.

The tracks of many men and a few women, Doc noticed, seemed to have followed the footprints of the
bear through the wilderness.

Renny, indicating the man-tracks which had followed the bear-tracks, said, “That thing must be a Pied
Piper among bears!”

“Old Black Tuesday!” Hurrah Stevens exploded.

Doc frowned a him. “Y ou mean there is such an animd?’
Hurrah pointed at the prints. “What would you say?’
“That it was impossible,” Doc replied ingantly.
“Impossible—that's the exact word.”

“What do you mean?’

Hurrah waved toward town. “Where is everybody? Whenever a plane lands at Mock Lake, everybody
intown tears down to look at it and get the late news.”

“Thetown is strangely empty.”

“ Strangely?”

Doc told him about the fires dill in stoves, the food left cooking, the fact that every gun was missng
together with dl the ammunition.

“That's Black Tuesday,” Hurrah Stevens said.
The old felow looked frightened.

A STILLNESS hdd them, a dillness of strangeness. The skulker had sagged to his knees when Renny
released his collar, and he now stopped sniveing and was slent, so dill that Doc looked a him sharply to
learn whether he was having some kind of an attack. But the man was just pale, sweeting, frightened; his
lips were dry and trembling.

The dillness was in the woods, the sky, the town, in the very earth itsdf, and in the dark corners of their
minds more than anywhere.

Suddenly the things did not seem ridiculous, and that made it frightening. The death-pae skulker, the
obvious fear on old Hurrah Stevens face, the strangeness and the mystery and the implaushility of the
tracks, the wrecked radio gtation, was an ominous combination. And in the back of Doc's mind, like
tinkling of a knife blade, was the wild urgency in Carl John Grunow's radiogram caling for help.



“Black Tuesday,” Hurrah Stevens muttered. “Thisign't the firdt time I've seen hisinfernd tracks.”
Doc sad, “The radio ation has been mysterioudy smashed.”

“What do you mean?’

“EBverything crushed or mangled asif by paws. And deep scratches in the floor and wals”

The old man's face tightened vishbly. “That's about what would be expected.”

“You're not surprised?’

“No.”

Doc Savage obvioudy had other questions, but he held them back while he listened intently, moving his
head alittle from time to time. There was a hollow tree nearby, and he went over to that and put his head
indde, something that made Hurrah drop his jaw, demand, “What the hell's he got his head in that tree
for?’

Monk explained, “A hallow tree gets ground vibrations from the earth, footsteps for instance. Sometimes
you can hear somebody waking a long way off if you put your head indde a hollow tree and ligten.
Hollow ingde the tree makes kind of a sound box.”

Hurrah said, “Oh!” and blinked, then muttered, “I've only been in the woods sixty-five years. Danged if
you don't dways learn new wrinkles”

Doc pulled his head out of the tree and said, “Sounds like at least twenty or thirty people waking.”
“Which direction?’ Hurrah asked.

Doc could not tdll yet.

Fve minutes later, though, they could dl hear the crowd coming.

It was the population of Mock Lake, armed to their hats. Even the women carried shotguns. They
looked sheepish, the way people look when they've been on awild goose chase,

“Say, there's Blasted John Davis” sad Hurrah Stevens. “Dang him, what's he doing here? He's
supposed to be up a my Three Devils mill. We got a hdl of an important executives meeting scheduled
for there tomorrow. He oughta be therel”

BLASTED JOHN DAVIS was made of gridle, figs and grin. He had the freak appearance of seeming
larger than he was, probably because of his angles and the packages of musclesin his deeves.

“Hy'ah, Hurrah,” he ydled. “By gally, you dways turn up where there's trouble, don't you?’

“You're foreman a Three Devild” said Hurrah Stevens sourly. “What you doing so far from the job?’
“That's private. I'l get around to that later.”

“l want to know right now. What about our mestin' tomorrow?’

“It an't good news. Longer you put off hearin' about it, longer youll be fedin' good.”



Hurrah Stevens scowled. “Whet the hell's going on here?’

Blasted John Davis grimaced. “Y ou mean what have me and the good folk of Mock Lake been doing?’
“Yeeh, sure | meen that.”

“Fallowing the tracks of about a ten-ton ghogt.”

“Black Tuesday, you mean?’

Blasted John took off his hat. His red hair looked like a campfire on his head.

“Nutd” Blasted John said. “There is no such ghost bear as Black Tuesday.” He pointed at the tracks.
“Damn the tracks! Ther€'s no such thing!”

Doc Savage sad, “What have you been doing, falowing the prints?’

“Sure, you think we were on a picnic hike?’ Blasted John eyed Doc Savage cosdy, then pushed his
mouth out in thought. “Hey, 1've seen your face somewhere before.”

Monk said, “His picture, more likdy.”

“Ficture nothing.” Blasted John grunted noisly. “I get it. Chicago, 1941. The lumberman's convention. A
new bonding method for plywood. You developed it. You're Doc Savage.” Blasted John pointed his
finger a Renny Renwick. “You were there too, big figs Your name is Runningwitch or something like
that. Engineer. Right?’

“Renwick,” Renny said.

Doc Savage was looking over the ditizens of Mock Lake. They were a sturdy, rugged looking collection.
Thiswasn't a country that weeklings liked. But everybody looked as if he or she had just come out of a
dark dley inhabited by a potentiad earthquake.

“Where did the tracks lead to?" Doc asked.
“Thelake”

“And from there?’

“They just went into the water, and that was that.”
“Everyone in town followed the tracks. Why?’

Blasted John's eyebrows shot up. “Why not? Brother, ahunt for a ghost bear as big as a sleam shovd is
an interesting project. Naturaly everybody tore out to see where the trail led.”

“Did you see the bear?’

“No, of course not. We just found the radio tation torn up, found the trall, and everybody grabbed his
gun and we lit out. There ain't no such damned bear—can't be, anyhow.”

Doc remembered the mangled condition of the radio station. “I saw the radio station mess,” he said.
“Messisright.”
“Mug have been a noisy business.”



“One would think so, wouldn't one.”

“Waant the wrecking heard?’

“There wasn't any noise”

“What?’

“It was ghost business”

“But thet isimpossblel”

Blasted John frown at him, and said, “I guess you haven't heard about this Black Tuesday, have you?’
“Want to tell us about it?”

“Now isas good atime as any,” Blasted John said. “It's along and improbable story, so be patient.”

THE firg known inhabitants of the region were the Abos (said Blasted John Davis, tdling the story so
that it was short, interesting and complete) Indian tribe. The name Abos was not generdly used, and in
fact was not in the history books as far as Blasted John knew. The Abos were obvioudy a branch of the
Athabascan Indians, as indicated by ther height and broad-headedness. They were an intdligent class of
aborigine, building dugout canoes from greet trees, canoes that were sometimes a hundred feet long.
Ther totem poles, their work with copper and pottery, was of high order.

The Abos Indians had licked the whey out of the firg white men to come, but had seen the handwriting
on the wall, and become quite avilized, and there had been intermariage between the early French
explorers and the Indians.

At this point, Blasted John suggested that Doc take a look at the inhabitants of Mock Lake, who were
ganding around ligening. Did they look as if hdf of them were pure-blooded Indians, and nine tenths of
them with Indian blood. Well, it was true. The Mock Lakers nodded confirmation.

Black Tuesday, the mythicd bear (continued Blasted John Davis) had an Indian name, but he couldnt
pronounce it. The name meant a mongter bear that was black as night, and came to vist some particular
part of his domain on a certain day regularly, and if everything pleased him, went away peacefully and
heppily. But if Black Tuesday wasn't pleased by the vist, he raised assorted hell.

Thelegend of Black Tuesday went back farther than any Indian's memory. It was a legend that had not
changed much. In other words, you dways heard about the same versgon, whether it was down in the
edge of Vancouver City, or up north on the bitter headwater country of the Y ukon.

A mythicd giant of a bear that came once a week—on Tuesday, which was the reason for the white men
cdling hm Black Tuesday—and if he was happy, went away without doing harm. But if displeased, he
aways did something devilish.

Strangest part of the legend was the fact thet there was never any sound, nor any sght of Black Tuesday,
ather when he wrought his devilment. Whatever Black Tuesday did, it was done with the touch of a
proper ghost—in complete slence.

“Thet's the way the radio dtation was wrecked,” finished Blasted John Davis “Slent as a spook.
Nobody heard athing. We just discovered, by accident, that the radio station was a mess. And we found



the bear tracks—if you want to cdl them bear tracks. Actudly, a brontosaurus, or whatever they cdled
them big prehigtoric animas, wouldn't make such tracks.”

Doc Savage asked, “Who discovered the wrecked radio gation?’
“I did,” Blasted John admitted.

“And the tracks?’

“I did.”

“And there hadn't been a sound?’

“Nope.”

“What,” Doc asked, “about the radio operator?’

“What about him?’

“Where was he?’

Blasted John pulled a his jaw, “Best way isto show you, | reckon.”
The fiery-haired snewy fdlow led the way through the woods.

As they walked, Monk dropped back beside Doc Savage and whispered, “Wasnt that the durndest
cock and bull story you ever heard? What do you suppose they fed us such a pack of liesfor?’

“What part do you think isali€?’
“Thewhale thing!”
HWMI

“Huh?” Monk frowned. “Why, the ghogt story. The whole thing hinges on a spook yarn that makes the
Headless Horseman story sound as factud as a banker's satement.”

“Blagted John seems reluctant to bdieve it himsdf.”

“I know, | know.” Monk gtalked dong in slence for a while. “Wdl, shucks, it probably hasn't got
anything to do with what brought us up here, anyway.”

“Wedill do not know why we got thet wild call for help from Carl John Grunow,” Doc reminded.

“I bet it was something more sensible than ghost bears,” Monk growled. 1 wouldnt want you to relay it
to Ham, because Ham might drop dead at hearing a compliment from me, but Ham is pretty level-headed
and has level-headed friends. This Carl John Grunow was Ham's friend, so I'll bank on the thing that
brought us up here being more serious than any old ghost bear. Ghost bear! My God, that's wild Suff,
it it?’

Suddenly they redized that Blasted John Davis was teking them to the Mock Lake cemetery. In a
cearing in a grove of mighty, spreading, ageless spruce, entwined with cedar and junipers, there were
stone headstones and wooden crosses.

At afresh grave, Blasted John stopped.



“The radio operator,” he said.

“When did it happen?’ Doc asked.

“Three days ago.”

“Natura desth?’

“It was naturd enough conddering there was eight inches of knife blade stuck in his back.”
Renny leaned forward to read a name carved into the wooden cross over the grave.

“Holy cow!” he blurted. Then he was pointing wordlessly for them to see that the name on the grave was
Carl John Grunow, the man who had caled on them for help.

Chapter IV. SAMARITAN
NAP!

Into dl their minds popped the same thing at the same ingant. This wasn't possiblel They had received
the radiogram about midnight last night. The filing time on it—the filing time was dso on the file-copy
they'd found in the wrecked Mock Lake radio sation—indicated it had been sent only an hour before
receipt. That meant the message sgned Carl John Grunow had been sent yesterday.

“Three days ago!” Ham said sharply. “Y ou say Grunow died three days ago?’
“Yes” Blasted John nodded.

“Murdered?

“Well—degath by violence, anyway.”

Ham, with a lawyer's idea for digtinctions, said, “A death is e@ther naturd or it is an offense againg the
person such as mandaughter, mayhem, murder.”

Blasted John scowled, said, “Yes, and the death of a person by violence is homicide, judifiable,
excusable and fdonious. Judtifiable when committed intentionaly but with out evil desgn and when
proper, asinwar or asheriff garinging the noose trap. Excusable when committed through misadventure
or accident, or in sdf defense. Felonious homicide is committed unlawfully, and is either murder or
mandaughter.”

“You sound like alawyer,” Ham said.
“I'm not, thank God!” said Blasted John.

Monk laughed. He aways laughed when anybody gave the legd professon a kick in front of Ham. Ham
stuck out hisjaw sourly at the red-headed man, but stopped asking questions.

Doc Savage sad thoughtfully, “Stevens or Davis, can ether of you tdl me anything about Carl John
Grunow?’

Blasted John Davis shrugged. “1 knew him by dght barely, wasdl.”

“He worked for me” Hurrah Stevens admitted.



“Vay long?’
“About three years.”

At this point, Ham caught Doc's eyes, and said with his lips only, Grunow was supposed to be a
lumber and pulp engineer, not a radioman. Doc, who could read lipsfarly well, nodded very dightly.

To Hurrah, Doc said, “Carl John Grunow dways a radio operator for you?”
“Hdl no!” Hurrah said indantly. “ That's only been the last year.”
“And before that?”

“He was an engineer to begin with. Good one, too. | hired him off Internationad Pulp and Paper three
years ago come next July. Made hmmy chief engineer.”

“From chief engineer to radio operator is quite a shift in employment?’ Doc questioned.

Hurrah gave the bronze man alook that was hdf curiogty and haf scowl. “You're askin' questions, ain't
you?’

113 YS”
“It important to you?’
“Important enough to ask questions.”

“Wel, then I'll tdl you. Carl John Grunow just kind of went to the dogs. Lost interest in his work. Took
to hanging around booze joints. Would wander off and leave the job without notice. But don't ask me
why, because | don't know. He said it was his nerves, and asked for this radio gation job because it
would be quiet and give him a chance to get hold of himsdf.”

“And he was killed three days ago?”’
“l didn't know he was dead until just now,” Hurrah said.
“Three daysisright,” Blasted John said.

Hurrah pointed an angry arm at Blasted John, “Say, you red-headed lummox! Have you been here three
days?”

“Sure”

“Why?" Hurrah ydled. “You're supposed to be boss of Three Devils Why don't you stay on the job?’
Blasted John said, “Oh, stop ydling a me!” with scant reverence for his boss. “I've got a good reason.”
“What isit?’

Blasted John glanced a Doc Savage. “It's a private one.”

HURRAH STEVENS took Blasted John aside to ligen to his reason for neglecting his job of boss man.
The two went off and stood on the lake shore, where they did consderable vehement arm-waving
without lifting their voices high enough to be overheard.



Doc Savage haled a Mock Laker, asking, “Know anybody who could show me where Carl John
Grunow was killed?” The man he had accosted said he could do that himsdf. The man spoke fredy
enough, but Doc got the impresson of something stange in the man's manner.

The impresson of strangeness persisted while they went to look at the murder scene. For a while Doc
couldn' tdl just what was wrong, and his curiogity kept returning to the point.

The engineer-declined-to-radioman, Carl John Grunow, had been found face-down in his bunk in the
shed back of the radio sation at eght o'clock in the morning, last Saturday.

“Thisis Monday,” Doc said dowly, thinking of the radiogram which had been sent Sunday signed with
Carl John Grunow's name.

Monk thought of something else.

“Black Tuesday!” he said. “Hey, weren't they tdling us that myth-bear only waks on Tuesdays?” Monk
turned to the Mock Laker. “That right?’

The Mock Laker became strangdly tight around the mouth. “That's right, according to legend.”
“Then the legend didn't hold true today, today being Monday?” Monk asked dryly.

“l wouldn't say that,” the other answered sullenly. Then he flew into a rage, and shouted. “When you've
been around here longer, you won't think it's so funny!”

Surprised, Monk said soothingly, “It's not funny right now—"

The other man's unreasonable rage increased. “You dty dudes are dways so smart! You know which
dot to put your nickd inin the subway, so that makes you infdliblel”

Monk said, “Hey, hey, put out the firel | didnt—"

“I've seen you come into this country before!” the Mock Laker ydled. “You act like it was a nice little
aty park with greet big pretty trees and a cop on every corner. By the time you find out this is primitive
wilderness, where desath and danger wak the same as they did a thousand years ago, we've got to stop
whatever we're doing and send out searching parties for you! The devil with you!”

He stamped off.

Monk scratched his head. “That guy's a full-blooded Indian. Somehow it surprises you when an Indian
taksto you like aavilized guy.”

“Doc,” Renny said thoughtfully. “What made him so mad?’

The Indian's sudden burst of rage had told Doc what was wrong. He didn't think he was migtaken in
deciding thet it was fear, deep unadulterated fear bordering on terror.

“Fear,” Doc sad. “The Indian is scared.”
Renny was sober. “Everybody in town is scared, too, aren't they?’
Doc nodded, chilled by the increasing impression of unbridled fright that was everywhere.



THERE was nothing to tdl them anything in Carl John Grunow's room. All his persona beongings were
missang.

“Where are the murdered man's persond things?’ Doc asked a man, who was standing around weatching
them.

The man—he proved to be the operator of the Trading Post—said, “Oh, the Mounties got his suff
together. Locked it up.”

“The Mounted Palice investigated the murder, then?’

“Sure”

“What was their verdict?’

“Thet it was murder. They didn't put out any hints about who they thought might have done it.”
“Where did the troopers go from here?’

“Back to their headquarters at Center Lake, asfar as | know.”

Doc Savage looked at the Trading Post proprietor thoughtfully. The man had a wide, ruddy face, but the
fear was on his mouth and the over-movement of his eyes.

“What isthe trouble around here?’” Doc asked bluntly.

The man blinked, said, “Why, nathing. The police couldnt find anything, |1 suspect.” Then, quickly, he
added, “They left Carl John Grunow's beongingsin a locker in the Trading Post, urtil his sster could cdll
for them.”

“Sgea?’
“YS.”
Doc asked Ham Brooks, “What about a sser?”’

“Carl John had one, | remember im mentioning when we were in Harvard,” Ham admitted. “I never met
m.ll

“Where is she now?’ Doc asked the Trading Post proprietor.
“Search me. Carl John's suff isin the locker. Want to look at it?’

They waked to the Trading Post, Ham scratching his head and muttering, “The file-copy of that
radiogram that was sent us. It was printed with the same kind of lettering Carl John used. | don't get it”

Monk said, “Dead mean don't send radiograms.”
“Oh, don't gtart being tritel” Ham snapped. “Of course they don't!”

The skulker floundered dong in the grip of Renny Renwick's big fists. He hadn't said a thing. Now and
then his terror made hislips loosen and release sdiva

The locker in the Trading Post was large, 0lidly secured with a brass padlock. The man unlocked it,
sad, “Hereisthe—what the hdl!”



Doc Savage, crowding forward suddenly, put head and shoulders and both arms into the locker. He
covered a hit of paper, the only loose thing in the locker, with a hand. When he removed his hand, the
paper was conceded iniit.

“Somebody stole the dead man's uff!” ydled the Trading Post owner.

When they were outside, Ham touched Doc's am. “What'd you take out of the locker? Piece of paper,
wasn't it?’

Doc made sure they weren't watched. “Yes”

“Why'd you make such a grab for it?’

“Ham, you got some new trick stationery printed about a month ago.”
“Yes, I—huh! That wasnt—"

“Have you written Carl John Grunow on that stationery?”

“No.”

“Take alook.” Doc exhibited the paper held picked up.

The paper had been folded many times, as if it had been fitted into some sort of a hiding place from
which it might have fdlen. It read:

GRUNOW: THISISPOSTIVELY YOUR LAST WARNING TO KEEP YOUR MOUTH SHUT.
HAM BROOKS.

It was Ham's Sationery, bearing the letterhead of hislaw firm, but the text was pencil-printed with bluish
lead.

Without a word, Ham whedled and ran to the plane. He scrambled ingde, opened his briefcase and
frowned at the contents. There were severa pencils insde, one which he used to correct briefs having a
bluish lead, and there was some of the stationery.

Ham's face had awintry look. “Doc, somebody tried to dig a hole for us” he sad grimly.

RENNY dammed the skulker on to the ground, got in the middle of his back with a knee. “It's time we
choked something out of thisbird!” he rumbled. “This danged thing is getting complicated inaway | don't
like”

Monk agreed, “That's my idea, too,” and got on his knees and gave the skulker's ear an expert twidt. The
men blested in pain.

There was another ydl. Ham looked around. “Here comes tha red-headed guy, Blasted John, and the
old gaffer, Hurrah Stevens. They look excited.”

“I'l be superamagamated,” said Johnny Littlgohn, the archaeologist and geologist. He didn't tak much,
and preferred to do it with big words. “I'll architectionicate some quiescence.”

Ham said, “If that means keep them from bothering us, go ahead.”



Hurrah Stevens and Blasted John were swesting with excitement. They paid no atention whatever to the
skulker. Something else was on their minds.

“Savage, there's hdl to pay a Three Devild” Blasted John blurted. “We want you to hdp us—’

“Shut up and let me tdl him!” Hurrah Stevens snapped. The old men faced Doc, looking like an darmed
clown with his red stocking cap. “I was taking to Blasted John about you. He tdls me that you're Doc
Savage, and that you've made a world-wide reputation in a strange profession. | never heard of you
mysdf, but Blasted John tdls me your business is helping people out of trouble when it's the kind of
trouble the lawv doesn't seem to be able to touch. That your busness?’

“Probably you would cdl that our profession,” Doc admitted.
“Blasted John says your business is dso big trouble.”
“Interesting would be a better word.”

“Okay. Thisisinteresting and it's big. The whole lumber and pulp business is going to blow higher than a
kiteif thisthing isn't stopped.” Hurrah Stevens stared a them. “That sound in your line?’

“It sounds big,” Doc said. “Whét is the interesting angle?’

“That ghost bear!”

“You had better explain that more fully,” Doc said.

“I'l do thet in the plane,” Hurrah Stevens said impatiently. “Come on.”
Doc sad sharply, “Just aminute! This seems like a Stampede—"

“Dang right it i Something terrible is happening a Three Devils We don't know exactly whet it is, but
it's bad. Come on. We can get there—"

“We jugt got word over the radio in Hurrah's plane” Blasted John interrupted. “The operator a Three
Devils was hygericd, or something. He broke off right in the middle, and it sounded like he ran ydling
out of the gtation.”

“We gotta get to Three Devild” snapped Hurrah. He pointed a the skulker. “Bring him dong. The
planell hold dl of us”

Doc Savage looked questioningly at his assigtants for an opinion. They seemed to welcome the idea of
action.

Monk said, “I'm tired of ghost bears and confusion. Let's tie into something we can knock around with
our figs, if we can find it.”

They ran to Hurrah Stevens plane, Renny carrying the skulker, Sippery O'Toole. Sippery began to ydl
that he wasn't going with them in any damned airplane, but went slent when Renny gave him a good ook
a alargefid.

In the plane, Blasted John stabbed a hand at the radio. “Three Devils sation went dead. His carrier off
thear.”

Blasted John took over the controls. They rocked the floats free of the beach mud, and dimbed into the
cabin. The garter whined for a while, then blue smoke flew out of the exhaust stacks and the motor



began talking. They rode out on the lake, nose high, dragging a wedge of disturbed water behind them.

Agan Blasted John pointed at the radio. “Damndest ydl that operator a Three Devils gave. Put your
teeth on edge.”

He sounded, Doc reflected, about as frightened as a man of his nature was likdly to become.

Chapter V. HELL ALOFT

HURRAH STEVENS plane Ieft the lake surface and dimbed upward into the purplish shadows of
beginning night. 1t was not entirdy dark, but thirty minutes more would see the lagt of twilight. They left
the lake, dimbing dowly, with the treetops like a forest of threatening spikes below. Doc went forward,
and Blasted John, surmisng what concerned the bronze man, indicated a map, said, “Three Devilsison a
lake. I've landed there when it was as dark as a polecat.”

Doc returned to a seat beside Hurrah Stevens.
“All right,” Doc said. “The story.”

Monk and Ham had the seat across the ade, jammed in it together. Johnny Littlgohn was behind. The
skulker, OToole, was across the aide from them, with Renny immediaidly behind, dert.

“The trouble,” Hurrah Stevens yelled above the roar of the motor, “began about 9x months ago. Maybe
it started long before that, and | just didn't know about it. Such things are like wars and paliticd
revolutions—they're redly hgppening along time before the violence flares out in the open and hits you in
the face.”

He paused a moment.
“You see that country?’ He waved at the wild Canadian timberlands bel ow.

Twilight gloom overspread the world below, but it did not dm the primeva richness of the domain. In
other days, there had been finer lumbering sectionsin North America, but greedy men had stripped them,
and now this was probably the richest. There were thousands of square miles of lumber and pulp materid
down there. The lumber business had findly learned to manage itsdf to some extent, so the raw materid
in these thousands of square miles could be made to feed the millsfor a century or perhaps indefinitey.

“That'smine” Hurrah Stevens said, drding hisarm to indude everything around the plane. “What | don't
own, I've got leased. It's abig project. Now it'sdl endangered.”

Doc asked, “Endangered how?’

Hurrah Stevens face got red with discomfort. “Dammit, it sounds crazy when you say it. That bear,
Black Tuesday, seems to be at the bottom of the trouble.”

Doc Savage made no comment, and the silence caused Hurrah more discomfort.

“If it hadn't sounded so goofy, | probably wouldn't have let it get as far as it has” Hurrah grumbled. “I
thought at firg it was just labor troubles. Weve never had much labor trouble up here, but the last two or
three years, labor agitators—organizers they cdl themsdves—have moved in.

“Thething came gradudly, as | told you. | could see the workmen getting discontented. Most of them are
native Indian and trapper stock, people whose families have been here for generations. People who



know this country, and are steeped in its traditions, its superdtitions.”

“It was my impresson,” Doc suggested, “that these people hit a higher intdligence levd then average. |
remember hearing the percentage of their young people who go to universties. It's high.”

“I know. Education doesn't take anything away. It just adds. If superdtition has been a big part of your
racid lifefor centuries, education doesn't wipe it out right away.”

Doc gestured impatiently.

“Inanutshdl,” he said, “what has happened?’

“That mythica bear has scared them into deciding the lumbering business in this section has got to stop!”
Doc shook his head. “That sounds fantagtic.”

“Hdl, it's incredible! If it was just one man, or one family that was scared of a spook bear, you could
undergand it.”

“But it's not just one family?’

“It's hundreds and hundredd”

Renny Renwick boomed, “Doc, there's something serioudy wrong with the prisoner.”
Doc Savage heaved out of his seat to examine the skulker.

The skulker lay loosely, with his head back, and his eyes open but strangely waxlike, and his whole face
was waxlike, his lips parted to show soiled teeth, and his tongue far back in his mouth, the tongue end
gicking up and twisted strangely.

RENNY seemed to sense that the prisoner was dead, and he sat there with his long face frozen, his big
figstight, and he was speechless.

Hurrah Stevens, not redizing the man was dead, leaned back and yelled, “The wordt Stuaion seems to
be a Three Devils my man camp. Blasted John Davis is superintendent there. Blasted John hasn't
believed the bear myth was behind the thing.”

Hurrah got out of his seat, 0 he could be nearer and wouldn't have to shout so loud.

“Severd days ago, Blasted John got the idea something suspicious was going to happen a Mock Lake.
S0 he came and waited around. That's why he was a Mock Lake. He told me that just before we got
the radio summons from Three Devils We have no idea exactly what has happened & Three Devils
today, but it must be worse than a—"

He broke off, saring at the skulker.

“What's happened to him?" he demanded.

“Dead”

The old man's mouth became roundly open with shock.

Grimly, Doc Savage examined the body. He took into consderation the man's previous behavior, his



earlier paleness and convulsons, and his later drowsiness and semi-ddirium. At fird, in the beginning,
Doc was absolutely sure these had been symptoms of fear-hysteria. Having earlier decided that was the
man's trouble, he hadn't paid much atention later, dthough the latter symptoms, he now redlized, had
been those of poisoning.

“Poisoned,” he said.

Renny blurted, “How could that happen? I've hardly had my hands off him!”
“What kind of poison?’ Ham demanded.

“Not a corrosive,” Monk said. “His mouth isn't burned.”

Doc reminded, “It could be a violent corrosive given in a capsule, which wouldn't have burned the mouth.
But more likdly it was a neurotic, perhaps strychnine”

“How can you tdl for sure?’

“In grychnine poisoning, the body is relaxed at the time of death, but siffens very quickly, sometimes in
ten or fifteen minutes”

Blasted John Davis, doing the flying, turned his head to below, “What's going on back there?’
“Sippery OTooleis dead!” Hurrah shouted.

“What?’

“ Poisoned!”

Doc, continuing his examination, noticed that the dead man's hands were clenched and the soles of the
feat were arched, dso externd Sgns of strychnine poisoning.

Johnny Littlgohn, startled into usng smdl words, said, “But how did he get the poison? | persondly
searched the fdlow after we caught him. And Renny had searched him before that.”

Doc sad nothing. He had searched the skulker, too.

The plane tilted, leaning sharply to the right and beginning a downward spird.
Doc looked oversde. There was along, dark slver expanse of lake below.
“Stevens, isthis Three Devils?’ he demanded.

“No, it's Little Sleepy.” Hurrah Stevens sounded puzzled.

Doc hurried forward. “Why are you coming down?’

“Going to land,” said Blasted John.

“Why?'

“There's a Mounted Police gation at Little Seepy.”

THE Mounted Police gation was slent, dark when they beached ther planein front of it. Because planes



were being used so much in police work, the station was equipped with a sheltered floating cove made of
logs chained together, insde which a plane could be guyed four ways so that it would be farly secure.
There was dso adoping ramp made of planking up which a ship could be towed, if there was danger of
a freeze, on a dolly. Everywhere about was the towering forest, the lush green undergrowth, and the
living Sllence of the great timberlands.

“Ahoy Mounted gation!” Doc called.
There was no reply.
“Wheat the devil!” gasped Hurrah Stevens. “Is this place mysterioudy deserted, too?’

Doc and the others approached the Mounted Police station, a low, pleasant building, with a tal flagpole
infront. The flag, Doc noted, had been lowered for the night.

“Want to see someone?’ a voice asked.

An officer came from behind a bush, rifle cradled under his arm. Therifle, Doc saw, was cocked.
Doc asked, “Who isin charge?’

“l am. Sergeant Weed.”

Sergeant Weed had a square, wegtherbeaten face.

“Thereis a dead manin the plane” Doc said.

Sergeant Weed turned that over in his mind a moment, then cdled, “Terry, Fred! Come on out.”

Teary and Fred were leen and dmost as weathered as Sergeant Weed. They dso had rifles, and they had
been concealed, one behind a tree, one in the station building.

At the plane, Weed said, “Slippery OToole, eh?” He examined the body thoughtfully. “Looks as if he
was poisoned.”

“Wethink so,” Doc said.
“Where did he die?”’
“Right therein the seat,” Doc said, and gave the other detalls.

Sergeant Weed, having listened carefully, said, “In view of the way it happened, well have to search dl
aof you.”

“That's ridiculoud” yeled Hurrah Stevens.
“Not if we should happen to find more of the poison on one of you.”

Hurrah growled, “Damned if | don't get a new set of policemen around here. I've got some influence, you
know!”

Weed sad dryly, “You won't have any influenceif things keep up the way they're going. You won't have
anything.”

Hurrah snarled, “Were havin' a big executive medtin' tomorrow, a Three Devils Well take up this
meatter of police efficiency!”



The searching began. Doc asked thoughtfully, “ Sergeant, why dl the precautions when we came?’

Sergeant Weed was dapping trouser legs and coat deeves and going through pockets expertly.
“Precautions?’

“Hiding with your guns ready.”
“Brother, the way things are getting in this country, you fed like degping with your gun cocked.”

Sergeant Weed was stientific. He sent an officer into the gtation to get a number of envelopes, and into
each of these he dumped the litter, dust and ravelings, from the pockets.

It was something in Renny Renwick's left-hand coat pocket that stopped the show.

“This yours?” Sergeant Weed demanded, turning a amdl capsule which he had taken from Renny's
pocket.

“l never saw it beforel” Renny exploded.
“Came out of your pocket.”
“Holy cow!”

Sergeant Weed cautioudy tasted the capsule contents, spat quickly, said, “Fooey!” He spat some more.
“Intensdly bitter, so it's probably strychnine”

“Who put it in my pocket?’ Renny blurted.
“Thet your story?’ asked Sergeant Weed.
“It'sthe truth.”

“Hm-m-m.”

“Dont you bdieve it?’

“The judge is the one youll have to make bdieve it” Sergeant Weed got some handcuffs out. “You're
under arrest, charged with suspicion of murdering one Slippery OToole”

Chapter VI. OMINOUS NIGHT

THE arrest of Renny Renwick seemed to please Blasted John Davis a great ded. When Doc Savage,
Monk, Ham and Johnny were immediatdy put under formd arrest as materid witnesses, Blasted John let
out agrunt of satisfaction.

“Thet'sfing” he said. “They're quilty as hdl!”
Sergeant Weed eyed him sharply. *Y ou sound kind of pogtive.”

“Carl John Grunow, the radio operator at Mock Lake was murdered, and the Mounties locked his
belongings—"

“In the trading post,” interrupted Weed. “I should know, because | put them there”



“Okay, the duff was gone. Somebody sole it. And when Savage and his gang looked in the locker,
Savage put his hand inddein a heck of a hurry and got a piece of flashy paper that was dl folded up.”

Weed exhibited the bit of paper in question. “Thisit?’
“Yes What'sit say?’

“Havent looked.” Sergeant Weed examined the paper, whidled, said, “It's a threat to Carl John
Grunow's life”

Blasted John Davis ydled, “All right, they killed Grunow, too. They came back to Mock Lake three days
after ther crime, which was today, to get rid of any evidence that might implicate them. They robbed the
locker of Grunow's clothes. OToole saw them. They grabbed OToole and poisoned him to shut his
mouth.”

Monk, outraged at the accusation, bellowed, “And while we were a it, too damn bad we didn't poison
you!”

“By gally, you admit it?" asked Sergeant Weed.
“Of course not!” Monk shouted. “Why don't you ask thet red-headed stinker why he's tdling such lies?”
“Ligten, you striped-faced ape, don't cdl me aliar!” sad Blasted John.

Monk moved with the unexpectedness of a hiccup. His fig swung. Blasted John nearly turned a
cartwhed, then broke down alot of weeds spreading out on the ground.

“You lie nowv—as flat as a pancake,” Monk said smugly.

SHORTLY theredfter they found themsdvesin the jailhouse part of the Mounted Police gation. It was a
jal about which there was no fooling, and after Monk had kicked the door and shook the window bars,
he gpologized sheepishly to Doc and the others. “I didn't know they'd throw us in the can so quick,” he
sad.

Doc reminded them that there was plenty of evidence againg them, even if it was a frameup.

Renny rumbled, “But why are we beng made the goat? We can prove we were in New York when
Grunow was killed.”

“Who put that strychnine capsule in your pocket, Renny?’

“Blasted John or Hurrah, | suppose.”

“Keep inmind it could have been done a Mock Lake, where the poisoning possibly was pulled.”
“Oh, you think OToole was poisoned a Mock Lake?’

“l don't know,” Doc admitted.

Monk waved his arms disgustedly. “That sums the whole thing up in three words—we don't know.”

They did some more grumbling about their generdly baffled state of mind, together with the improbability
of there being such things as spook bears as big as that.



The sound of an arrplane motor ended the discusson and crammed them together around the barred
window. It was Hurrah Stevens plane and it was leaving. Hurrah Stevens and Blasted John Davis were
ingde.

Monk kicked on the door until Sergeant Weed came, then shouted, “You let the red crooks get away!”

“Dont make mefed bad!” Weed snorted, and went away.

AT deven o'clock that night—it was as dark as a night could get, dmost—there were two rifle shots.
The two shots were the firg of a series. The rest of the series began popping off right away.

Some cussing and screaming joined the shooting. The screaming, done by two men in awful chorus, was
not at dl pleasant.

“Sounds like somebody doesn't like somebody,” Monk said. Then he said, “Woo!” and ducked away
from where a bullet had come through the window. The window was broken by the bullet and bits of its
glass scampered across the floor, tinkling.

“What's happening?’ Ham blurted.
“It doesn't sound like no ghogt bear, thank the angels” Monk said.
More glassfdl out of the window. Someone outside was bresking a bigger hole in the pane.

Doc Savage flattened beside the window and from there reached and got the hand of the
window-breaker. He held to the hand and wrestled with the owner.

The hand was holding an object which resembled a tomato can with a piece of broomstick about a foot
long gticking out of the bottom.

The owner of the hand holding the gadget did loud swearing until he dropped the gadget. The gadget fdl
outside the window. The man stopped swearing and screamed and wrenched to get loose.

Doc Savage, suddenly redizing whet the gadget was, gladly let him loose. He was allittle too late.

A sheet of fire jumped in the window, wiping out what glass was left, sash and casng. More fire came
through the log wdls where the chinking had been, making the chinking fly out like bullets.

The exploson carried enough force to didodge the cabin logs from ther interlocking end-joints. There
was a rumbling noise as the wal began caving. Hdf that wal, and about a third of the sde wal, came
down amid rumbling, cracking, crashing. There was a blinding shower of dust and earth from the sod
roof of the cabin.

The uproar didn't last as long as it seemed to. In the expectant Slence that followed, Doc asked, “Did
that grenade injure anybody?’

Renny, Ham and Johnny said it hadn't. Monk said, after spitting a while, that this Canadian dirt tasted fine
after you thought sure you'd been killed.

“Was that guy trying to pitch that grenade in here on us?” Ham demanded.
“Sure. He had the pin pulled,” Renny said.



Doc Savage suggested they get out before the rest of the cabin fdl down on them. They crawled
outdoors through the biggest gap.

The shooating, curaing, screeching had stopped and it was 0 il that even the night seemed to be holding
its breath.

Renny made a sck sound in the darkness. They knew hed found part of the man who'd tried to make
them a present of the grenade.

THINGS began to gir again. Fird there was a snaky sound of a men crawling fagt through the tdl grass.
A large gun banged—a larger one, arifle Both bullets went tearing through the grass.

Somebody said, “Dammit, be careful!”

The screaming gtarted again. One man this time. One man who was doing the last screaming he would
ever do. He ended on along gurgling note as the last liquid life poured out of him.

Someone went crawling past Doc and Doc said, “Let's not bunch up too much!” and the crawler shot at
him. The muzze flame of the shot seemed to jump into Doc's eyes, but the bullet went overhead
somewhere.

Doc rolled, jumped to the left. It would have been fineif he could have grabbed the other man's gun, but
there was too much chance of mising it in the darkness. The other man jumped the opposite direction
and lit out running.

The runner shouted, “They're out of the cabin! Savage is out of the cabin!”

A lump gouging Doc's ribs proved to be a rock. He threw the rock at the runner, unsuccessfully.
Monk gave a grest roaring shout.

“Surrender!” Monk cried. “Thisis the policel We have a machine-gun!”

Thislie fooled nobody. Guns blatted thunder and crimson, firing a2 Monk. Monk ydled in agony and
threshed around, then ydled again, this time saying in French that he was dl right, that he had himsdf a
safe foxhole.

That didn't go over ether. A voice ydled, “What did he say?” And another voice explained that Monk
hed said in French that he had a safe hole.

In a disgusted voice, Monk said, “Dammit, | forgot hdf these Canadians speak French.”
Another grenade went off in the cabin. Fire, glass and smoke came out of the windows.

Mogt of the guns had been going off near the front of the building, so Doc crawled in that direction. He
went quietly, with respect for possible bullets.

A whigle blew dilly, one long, two short. The Sgnd set men, at least hdf a dozen of them, running away
through the night. They dl took one direction, north dong the beach.

Sure that one more runner wouldn't be noticed, Doc ran too. They bunched up compactly ahead, planly
following a plan of retreat.



Doc stopped suddenly—because the retreat was going so smoothly and obvioudy it was
suspicious—and cdled, “Keep back. Stay where you arel”

He heard his aides hdt, heard Monk complain, “And let them escape?’

Doc |eft the beach, heading inshore. There was a sharp cut bank, up which he scrambled, then open
woods through which the going was better. He ran as rgpidly as possible, hitting as few trees as he could,
trying to head off the raiders.

Along the beach, a grenade went BANG! Then, BANG! BANG! went two more. The raiders were
scattering the bombs dong the beach as they fled. The nape of Doc's neck got cold, as he thought of
what would have happened to himif he had chased them recklesdy.

THE raiders ran about three quarters of a mile dong the lake shore to two planes which were nosed up
on the beach. Both planes were large. They dl gathered around one ship to shoveit off, usng a couple of
flashlights to see what they were doing.

The other plane was about a hundred yards farther on, and Doc digtinguished it when a flaghlight beam
glinted off itswing fabric.

He ran through the woods until he was even with it, orinted across the beach, found the cowl fastening,
loosened it, thrust an arm indde and tore out as many wires as he could yank loose.

They saw him going back to the woods. Somebody howled, “Look!” and fired smultaneoudy. The bullet
gave Doc more speed, somewhat to his surprise, and he was among the trees. Angry lead hornets
knocked bark and twigs loose from the trees for awhile. When the shoating stopped, Doc hdted.

Shortly there were loud enraged voices around the disabled plane. The outcome of the pow-wow was
that they dl decided to leavein the other plane immediately.

The other plane motor filled the woods with rumbling, scooted out across the lake, and went away into
the night sky. The big trees and the hills mixed up its echoes until Doc could not tdl which direction it
took.

The fifteen minutes he spent scouting around the plane were wasted.

THE dlent suspense around the mangled cabin relaxed when Doc caled out his identity.

Monk said, “There are three dead Mounted Policemen here and two dead strangers. Did the others get
avay?’

One dead Mountie was about twenty feet in front of the door, another was just outside the doorway, and
the third was ingde where he had been killed—either by gunfire or by the grenade.

The two strangers were in the weeds near the Mounted Policeman who was lying dead farthest from the
cabin.

“Suppose it's safe to strike amach? Monk asked.

“Strike it and we can tdl,” Ham suggested dryly.



Monk snorted, lit the match, dropped it wildy at a crackling sound.
“Haly cow, that was just me stepping on a gtick,” Renny rumbled.

By matchlight, they examined the two deceased drangers. They were jus woodsmen, no more
hard-bitten looking than the average lumberjack. Ther hands weren't calused from ax-swinging or
hand-sawing. They were not Indians.

“What became of Sergeant Weed?” Doc asked.

Nobody knew.

“There were three canoes on the beach when we landed tonight,” Doc said. “Count them.”
Monk reported, “Only two canoes now. Sergeant Weed must have Ieft in one earlier.”

They found a flashlight, spent haf an hour poking its beam about in search of more bodies, but did not
find any others. The two grenades had done a remarkable amount of damage.

“Thet was a dice right out of a war,” Renny rumbled thoughtfully. “You know what | think they were
trying to do?’

“Your ideais probably the same as ours,” Monk said.

“| figure we were framed so that we would be locked up. Then they raided the place to kill us. It went
wrong when Doc kept the grenade from being tossed in our cdl.”

“That's what | meant,” said Monk.

Ham kicked angrily a a clod. “Hurrah Stevens and Blasted John Davis Ieft earlier. They could have
contacted the gang and sent them here to dispose of us”

“Yeah, well keep that in mind,” Renny rumbled.
Ham said, “Too bad my friend Carl John Grunow didn't get to tdl us why he was caling on us for help.”

Doc Savage went into the remains of the cabin with the flaghlight, to ingpect the radio apparatus. The
grenade had done enough to it that there was no need of tinkering with the outfit.

“We have to get word of what has happened to the authorities” Doc said. “Monk, you and Ham and
Johnny stay here. Renny and | will take the plane and go on to Three Devils to give notice.”

Renny's enginearing ability included aircraft engines so that he was not long replacing the wiring Doc had
wrenched out of the plane.

It was not much after midnight when Renny and Doc took off.

Chapter VII. DEVIL'S PLAN

MONK and Ham and Johnny listened to the sound of the plane collgpse dowly into nothingness. The
noise, because of the towering hills and timberlands around the lake, had had a drangdy fla and
cadaverous qudlity that was depressing.

They sat in sllence. The darkness was heavy around them. The night breeze hadn't cleared away dl the
odor of cordite and dust and desth.



A new and strange voice interrupted out of the darkness, saying, “That's a fine piece of dreaming. Get
your hands up, and you might live to see it come true!”

Hadhlights blazed on them. They could see rifle muzzes gicking into the pool of illumination, menacing
them.

“Il be superamagamated!” Johnny gasped.

Monk decided to make a bresk—and a bullet struck at his fingertips and drove dirt into his face as he
got the thought.

“The next bullet will bein the gut,” a voice told Monk.
Ham demanded, “Who are you fellows? Police?’

“Police?” A man laughed. “He thinks we're the Mounted!”

THE firs four of them to come out of the darkness were cautious, and searched Monk, Ham and
Johnny. Then the others appeared. In dl, there were seven of them.

Seven of them gunned to the teeth, and with their hair ganding on end with nervousness. Two of them
began searching the cabin wreckage and the immediae vidnity, cdling out when they found a body.
When they found the two dan raiders, one of them said bitterly, “Poor old Nate caught one right
between the teth.”

“That's what happens when you aways have your mouth open, like Nate did,” the other said.

To Monk there was something familiar in the last voice. Monk blurted, “You guys—!” He stopped right
there, seaing that it was no part of sense to tdl them that he had recognized them—or recognized at least
one of their voices—as participantsin the raid in which the three Mounties had been massacred.

A lean dark-haired man came over to Monk. “What'd you start to say?’
“| started to clear my throat,” Monk said.

The other grunted. “Started to say you recognized Jake's voice, didnt you? Heard it during the raid,
didn't you?’

Monk hesitated uneesly. “Y ou guys admitting such athing?’
“What difference would it make to you, do you think?’

A man came over and nudged the dark-haired one, said, “Hey, what you're doing is known as taking
too much.”

“Oh, hdll, they know it! This ape recognized Jake's voice”
“Shut up, you fool!”

Offended, the dark-haired man retired into the background and stayed there, juggling two pistols from
hand to hand grimly.

Monk had the first of a number of chills brought on by the certainty that only part of the gang had fled in



the night and reached the plane and departed. The other part—this present outfit—had remained behind.
Probably this group had not come by plane in the fird place. Regardless of that, they weren't here
without an am.

Monk was astonished—he could see Ham and Johnny were, too—when they weren't shot on the spot.
What did happen was dmog as darming as being shot.

“Have you got the guns that killed the Mounties?” a man demanded.

A man produced arifle and two revolvers, sad, “Here.”

“All right, wipe them off, then put their fingerprints on them.”

He meant the fingerprints of Monk, Ham and Johnny. Ham, redizing the sgnificance of this, tried to fight.
They clipped him over the head, and put on his prints while he was senseless.

“BRING Nate and the other body,” ordered a hard-eyed, fat-cheeked man.
“Thisthe place you want to leave the guns with the prints on them?’

“Hdl no, not right out in the open like that. Drop one of them there in the weeds. Carry the other two
over here and bury them. Do a damn good job at the burying, and conced the spot <o itll look like a
fird-class job.”

“But just a poor enough job that the Mounties will find them, en?’

“No, no, bury them so they'd never be found. But drop one of their handkerchiefs nearby, and rub some
soft dirt on the handkerchief so anyone could tdl somebody had dug, then wiped his hands on it.”

“Oh.”
“They'll think it dropped out of his pocket.”
“I get it.”

Johnny got it too. “You felows are trying to make it look as if Doc Savage and the rest of us murdered
those Mountiesin a jailbreak!”

“Do you think well get the job done?” asked the fat-cheeked man.
The dark sulking man came over and booted Johnny.

“And when we get you in a place where bodies won't be found, what do you think we're going to do to
you?' he asked. “If | can say so without being too trite, that's the sixty-four-dollar question.”

“He don't think it'strite” the fat-cheeked man said.

Chapter VIII. TROUBLE AT THREE DEVILS

DOC SAVAGE, having checked compass course, wind drift and ground speed with care, picked up the
dlver dollar lake, flanked by two smdler haf-dollars which were other lakes. According to the chart,



these lakes were the Three Devils The town of Three Devils—which probably was dso the lumber
camp—was located on the large Devil.

Renny grinned without much humor at the names of the lakes on the chart—Big Devil, Firg Little Devil
and Second Little Devil. He said, “That's alot of devils”

The chart bore an indication of a segplane landing-place, but showed no docks on the lake-front. The
center of the big lake was rectangled off, labeled Safest Seaplane Landing Area.

“Safest area,” Doc Savage said. “All right, well st down in the middle of the lake, then taxi in toward
town. That way, we can tdl if we are getting into sneaggy water.”

Renny considered this logicdl. Hitting the limb of an old tree projecting from the surface was the primary
menace in alanding on strange water after night.

Doc banked the plane downward. To the I€ft, about ten miles or so away, was a condderable mountain,
the bulk of which they could bardly distinguish.

The lake—Big Devil—was actudly smdler than it seemed from the air, but amply large for even a plane
of this class. It was at least two miles across the lake.

Renny noticed Doc Savage yanking back the cabin windows on the left Sde, and Saring.

Doc was disturbed, Renny redlized, by the fact that there was not a Sngle light distinguishable where the
town of Three Devils should lie.

“That's funny,” Renny said.

The slvery appearance of the lake, they suddenly discovered, was partly due to the presence of a fog
hanging above the surface. The fog, however, was not thick, and the landing lights penetrated farly well
as Doc made the firg pre-landing drag. The water was smooth.

“Wewill take the middle of the lake” Doc said.

He banked the plane, put it in the approach, and came in with ar speed and everything dse dicking fine
Hardly inches above the water, the ship bogged lazly into the landing |, and rushed dong, sitling.

The fog was hanging above the water in tendrils, in twisted gnarled shapes which rushed spooklike
through the white wedges of the landing lights.

“Good landing,” Renny said.

The next ingant, he was swvimming. Maybe it was two seconds later, but not more. The two seconds
were full of metd ripping, rending, crashing.

Renny swam furioudy, then redlized he was trying to svim while dill safety-strapped to the seat. He was
underwater. The water was as cold as an ice cake. He found the safety buckle, and palmed it loose.

About that time, a hand found him, clutched his hair. It was Doc Savage, and Renny gave Doc's hand a
resssuring jerk. He rolled backward and left the plane—he knew the whole left side was ripped out of
the plane cabin without knowing why he was aware of the fact—and paddied to the surface.

“Doc, you dl right?” he asked.

“l am congderably less proud of that landing than | was a moment ago,” Doc said.



“What happened?’
“Y ou noticed those tendrils of fog through which we were flying?’
113 YS”

“At least one of them was a dead tree.”

THE water was not deep, about five feet. They could stand and keep their heads out. They paddied
around, examining the plane, ligening for some indication that the crash had been heard on shore, but
heard none.

FHndly Doc cdled, “Over here, Renny.”

The bronze man had found awing section, one containing afud tank, which had been torn intact from the
plane. It floated and made a buoyant but dippery raft.

“If we can find that tree and break off two limbsto use as paddles,” Doc said.
“Ian't the town of Three Devils close?”’
“It should be.”

“We made enough noise when we hit to wake the dead. How come nobody is 9gndling from shore, a
leet?”

Doc said sourly, “How come the center of the lake was marked on the chart as good landing?’

They worked the wing-raft around urtil they found a dead tree, not the one they had hit but another, and
Doc dimbed up and broke loose two serviceable branches, fit for poling or rowing the wing.

They poled dong for some timein disgusted Slence.

“Doc, we got sucked in, didn't we?’

“When we fdl for the marks on the chart that showed the lake safe?”
“yes”

“It was atrap, dl right.”

The lake water was o bitterly cold that the night air had seemed warm by comparison when they firgt
climbed out.

“Holy cow! Doc, there wasn't one chancein athousand that we would manage to take thar plane away
from them and fly it here. But they were prepared for that chance. Il bet both charts were marked so
that if we came to Three Devilsin the night, we'd land in the snags.”

“We overlook just about one more thousand-to-one bet like that, and we are going to get killed.”
“The point I'm making—they're smart. They're not overlooking anything.”

The bronze man confessed gloomily, “What disgusts me isthe way we're just waking into one thing after
another.”



“Oh, we caught the fird try at killing us with acid on our plane fastenings”

“Not until the plane was ruined,” Doc reminded. “Then they got away with planting the threstening note
supposed to be from Ham, with poisoning O'Toole, with planting the drychnine capsule on you, with
landing usin jal. It was luck they didn't kill usin the raid—and it is obvious they raided the Mounted post
for that purpose—and luck that we weren't killed a minute ago.”

“That's two lucky breaks. Third time might be a charm—made out of a skull.”
1] Exmly.”

IT was too quiet on shore. The dillness was a little more normd then the daylight one at Mock Lake had
been; a least they could hear wolves howling in the distance, and now and then an owl would
hoot-whoo! somewhere in the dark, cavernous depths of the timber. A few fish jumped in the lake,
meking gartling splashes.

Y et there did not seem to be the norma amount of night noises—probably because they were expecting
some sound from the town.

They could see the outlines of the town now. They were closer to the eastern edge of the lake, where the
water was deep, far too deep for poling. There was a current here, enough current to joggle the raft and
sweep them dong. They paddled furioudy.

Suddenly they could make out the shape of a cabin or two in the night.
“Holy cow!” said Renny, with relief. “I was beginning to think there wasn't any town herel”

The beach was a typicd lumber camp beach with a coating of bark, twigs, driftwood. They heaved the
plane wing up on solid ground.

Renny said through teeth knocking together from the chill that he could use afire and dry clothes.

“We will try the firg cabin,” Doc said, but his repeated knocking got no answer from the building. The
door was locked. They tried the next cabin, with about the same results, except that Renny peered into
dl the windows, then grunted and asked, “There's no blackout in effect in this part of the country, is
there?’

“Not that | know of.”

“It looks to melike dl the windows are curtained with black on the ingde”
“yYes”

“Approach the next house glently.”

“Righto.”

They heard the woman arying before they were anywhere near another house. The sobbing sound was
s0 unexpected that Renny would have run toward it, but Doc caught his am. “Take it easy. Weve
dashed headlong into too many things,” Doc said.

They went forward cautioudy and learned, more by sound than by sight, that a cabin door was open, that
aman was sanding in the door, and that he was having an argument with his wife.



The man was mumbling trying to calm his wife and she was ingging that he shouldn't go out into the night.
She kept pleading, “ Joe, please don't!”

Joe sad, “Look angel, | don't fed so good mysdf about going out there. But what are you going to do?
Y ou got to go on living with yoursdf. And I'm sure that was a plane crashed out there in those snags”

“Please, Joe, please!”

“Ligen, Vi, if | was out there in a plane that had smashed, you'd want somebody to come after me,
wouldn't you?’

The woman sobbed and said, “Joe, I'm afraid. Something horrible will happen to you, | know it. I'm so
afrad. Why can't we leave here before this awful thing gets worse?’

Joe grunted uneesily. “1 went to Georgia Tech. | may be hdf Indian, but I'm as dvilized and educated as
the next guy. And damned if | can accept the idea of this Black Tuesday thing being redl.”

“Joe, please don't go out tonight!”
“| think there's a damned sght more to it than any ghost bear.”
“Pease don't say that! Something awful will happen.”

Joe grumbled a while, then said flaly, “Vi, I'm going out to see if the people in that plane need help.
Then, tomorrow if you say so, well leave this country.”

He stepped out grimly on to the porch.

Doc Savage sad, “You won't need to do it, Joe.”
They heard the bolt of Jo€'s rifle cock. “Whao're you?’
“We were on the plane”

“Anybody get killed or hurt?

“No.”

“Nobody needs hdp then?’

“All we need isinformation,” Doc said. “Firg, isthis the town of Three Devils? Second, what is going on
here?’

Joe was dlent for awhile
“Thisis Three Devils” he said. “The hdl with the rest of your questions.”
He went back into the house and dammed and locked the door.

DOC SAVAGE tapped on the door and tried some persuasive tak, not tdling Joe who they were or
gving him any other information, but just trying to get the man into a more codperative frame of mind. He
wasted his breeth and his arguments. He tried questions about where was the Mounted Police station,
and got slence,



Renny and Doc waked away in the darkness, and Renny muttered, “This thing of everybody being
scared is beginning to work on the roots of my hair.”

“It could get monotonous,” Doc agreed, faling to keep some of the tendon out of his own voice.

Waking on tiptoes, keeping in shadows, feding out places for ther feet in the darkness so as not to
crack a stick and make a noise, they entered the main part of town.

The night would have hed to be as dark as blindness to make Three Devils look like anything but a
typicd savmill and pulp mill town.

Themill was near the lake. They could see its continuous humping bulk. The boiler chimney stuck into the
Ky like a dark finger, naked of smoke. They could amel the sawdugt, the odors of a mill, and beyond,
lying probably for a mile or more dong the lake shore, would be the sawed-lumber storage yard which
they couldn't see.

Renny muittered, “They're shut down for some reason. That's strange.”

All the grest mill lay in tiliness. There was no whine of band saws, no angry chunking of logs, no danking
and muttering of conveyors, no rumbling of lumber-truck tractors across the great raised ramps.
Congdering how pulp and lumber mills were roaring dl over the United States and Canada to meet
wartime necessity, the gillness was corpselike.

Themain street of Three Devils began at the big gate of the mill, and ran straight up ahill. It was too dark
to read the Sgns over the places of business, but Renny had been in enough lumber towns to cdl them off
sght unseen. Almogt every businessin town would be company owned, and so would every house. The
houses would be dike, lavishly made of wood, supidly painted a color that was a mixture of dirt and
lead. The sdewaks of boards, the street paved with chips and bark from the “hog,” as the big waste
grinder was cdled, was typicd lumber town.

“Someone coming,” Doc warned. They eased over into the darker shadows and waited.

“Cops,” Renny whispered. “What are we gonna do? Were supposed to be under arrest at Little
Seepy.”

“Dont show yoursdf yet,” Doc advised.

THERE were four Mounted Police in the group, and al were carrying the short carbines. They walked
the middle of the street, went swvinging past slently.

Doc whispered, “Renny, | will trail them. Y ou follow dong about fifty yards behind. Keep out of sght.”

“Don't worry about me keeping out of Sght. If they get us, they'll throw usin the badtile again.” Renny
was emphatic.

The Mounties were patroling the town. They went west as far as the mill, turned back, and took another
street, one which was lined with company houses. They didn't knock on doors, but they stopped and
lisened often.

The police pogt, it developed, was the only building in town which had a light. The light came from a
window which was under a porch, which explained why it had not been visble from the plane. The patrol
turned in there.



“Doc,” Renny whispered. “Theré's something danged strange going on here. Mounties don't patrol a
town by fours like that, and keep in the middle of the streets, if things are & dl norma.”

Doc thought so too.
“Comeon,” hesad.
“They'l arrest ud”

“We will have to make the best of that. Unless | am overexcited, we are mixed up in something where
we are going to need the help of the police”

Renny grunted, muttered something about these Mounted jalls being hard to break out of, and followed
Doc.

They walked toward the Mounted station, turned up the walk, and suddenly rifle muzzes jumped out of
the darkness. Then there was ten seconds or so of tense slence while everybody was meking up ther
minds

“Know them?’ asked a Mounted policeman.
“Strangers”

“You know them, Patrolman Willis?”

“No. They're not from my part of the country.”
An officer said to Doc and Renny, “Come insde”

The place was obvioudy a Pogt, the nerve center of a Mounted Divison. The room was ful of scarlet
serge tunics and blue-black coverdls or riding breeches with the broad ydlow stripes. A few were in
khaki fatigues.

There was a lean-waisted, heavily jawed Inspector and a amdl, taciturn looking Sergeant Mgjor.
“We found these two outside, coming into the Post,” a constable reported.
The Inspector stared a Doc Savage.

“Jovel” He exdamed. He turned to a corpora, saying, “ Get me the Sile, Landers.” They brought m a
file, and after looking into it, he grinned, put out his hand and said, “You are Doc Savage, aren't you?
Thought | remembered the picture.”

Doc returned the handshake, admitted the identity, and introduced Renny Renwick. He was surprised at
the cordidity.

“Glad to have you,” said the Inspector. “Particularly glad to have you at thistime”
“Isyour radio working?’

“No. Matter of fact, it was smashed today.”

“Then you have had no messages from Little Seepy in the last few hours?’

“No. Why?'



Doc told hm why.

Chapter IX. THE PHANTOM

THE Inspector—he said his name was Inspector Gavin Weed—had a way of ligening intently with his
lips parted, and jerking out an interruption at intervals. When Doc began by explaining that his associate
Ham Brooks happened to know aman named Carl John Grunow because they had been college chums,
the Ingpector snapped, “Know Grunow mysdf. Puzzing thing, the way he went to hdl during the last
year.

Doc told of the cryptic radiogram for help which Grunow had, they thought, sent, and explained what
hed happened when they reached Mock Lake. “Know that OToole!” snapped the Inspector. “ Sounds
like something held do. Acid, eh? Dirty. He was hired, of course.”

Of the death of Carl John Grunow, he said, “Who told you he was knifed to death?’
“Why, a man named Blasted John Davis”

“Good man, Davis” said Inspector Weed. “We asked him to lie about that.”

“Lie? What do you mean?’

“Carl John Grunow wasn't killed by any knife”

“He wasnt!”

Ingpector Weed grimaced. “Have you heard of our notorious ghost bear, Black Tuesday?’
“yYes”

“Carl John Grunow was gpparently killed by the bear.”

“But the knife story—"

“Not aword of truthinit. I'll explain why: Thiswhole territory is getting into an uproar over that fantastic
bear thing. There have been a series of killings by the mythicd monster. The natives are getting upset. We
saw no sense in exdting them more, so we pulled a little deception. | didn't like it, but | liked the thing
that's come over this county alot less”

“Exactly how was Grunow killed?”

“Crushed and clawed. It wasn't nice” Inspector Weed looked at the floor, findly grimaced. “His sster
fainted when she saw the body, and our Doc had fixed it up alot. Fainted like that.” He snapped a finger
quickly, grimly.

“Oh, the Sster was up there?’

“yYes”

Doc frowned. “What about her brother's clothes and things?’

“What clothes and things?”

“The ones that were locked in a cupboard in the Trading Post a Mock Lake.”



“There wasn't any such.” Inspector Weed's eyes were half-closed. “Who told you there was?’

“The proprietor of the Trading Post &t Mock Lake.”

“Round face, red, scar on hisleft ear |obe, a short fdlow with a voice that had done alot of taking?’
“That answers the Trading Post proprietor's description.”

“Nameis Tod Ibbert.” Inspector Weed turned to the congtable. “Chapman, get to Mock Lake as quick
asyou can. Arrest Tod Ibbert.”

“Tod Ibbert lied to us” Doc said thoughtfully. “He mugt have done it o as to draw aitention to a note
from Ham Brooks, a fake note threatening Grunow's life”

Inspector Weed nodded. “That sounds like it. I'm glad we've got our finger on Tod Ibbert. He's the firgt
one of them we've redly got anything on.”

“Thereis more to my story.”
“Go ahead.”

THE news of the death of the skulker, OToole, made Inspector Weed narrow-eyed for a while. “Tod
Ibbert have any chance to dip O'Toole the strychnine capsule?’

“Not that we know of.”
“Hm-m-m. Anyway, how the blazes would he make O'Toole take the poison?’

Doc suggested, “O'Toole knew we were going to question him, and he knew we would use force. If he
was told the capsule was a knock-out drug, one that would make him unconscious for a while, he would
take it, knowing there wouldn't be any percentage in our quizzing an unconscious man.”

“Hm-m-m. Reasonable.”

Doc told about the landing a the Mounted post at Little Sleepy, told about being locked up, about
Blasted John Davis and Hurrah Stevens leaving in their plane. “They were coming here, | thought,” he
sad.

“They did.” Inspector Weed looked guilty.

“You've talked to them!”

“yYes”

“Oh, then you knew everything I've been tdling you?’

Inspector Weed nodded sheepishly. “I wanted to see whether you would tdl it the way they did. You
did.” He leaned forward anxioudy. “But the rest of your story will be news. How did you get loose and
come here?’

Doc gave him a brief picture of the raid on Little Seepy, the attempted grenading, the killing of the three
officers

Inspector Weed stared at them with a kind of speechless horror. His lips moved, but if it was words he



was trying to make, he didn't get any out.

Theamdl, slent Sergeant Mg or findly said to Doc Savage and Renny, “Sergeant Weed a Little Sleepy
isthe Inspector's kid brother.”

“He wasn' killed, Inspector,” Doc sad. “ Apparently he had |€ft earlier in a canoe”
Inspector Weed lost some of his horror, pity replacing it, and he eyed the table Slently.
He said, “Three of my men killed, eh? Butchered. That's the worst yet.”

He seemed to have nothing to say. No one else had anything to say ether.

Fndly a detachment of three officers, dl of them soaking wet and shivering, cameiin.

The new arivas sad that they had found the plane that everyone had heard crash in the lake, but they
hadn't been able to find any bodies before the cold water got them. Then they gathered around the stove
and began taking off their soaked clothes.

Nobody seemed to be finding any words.

RENNY RENWICK went over to the sove and took off his own clothes, wrung them out, and spread
them over the backs of chairs. Doc Savage did the same. A congtable tossed them a towe without a
word.

The slence had seemed dtrange at fird. Now suddenly Doc redized the reason for it. It was a slence
composed more of fury than anything else. Fury mogtly, and piled on that a feding of impotence. It was
the feding that men would have when groping around in a dark room where there was an enemy who
would Kill.

Steam from the drying clothes filled the room with dammy fog. Two congtables, gpparently more to
relieve their fedings than because the weapons needed it, began deaning ther rifles. They were the old
Ross rifles, waghing seven pounds, bolt action, but with the efficient rear lesf sght that hinged forward
and fitted with micrometer thimble, five adjustments and wind gauge. They handled the rifles with the care
of atool they were preparing for a job.

Inspector Weed stood up suddenly.
“Come here)” he said.

He wanted to show them the radio gtation. It was a more powerful layout than the one & Mock Lake,
but it was wrecked in the same fashion—smashed, clawed. There were impossible grooves dug in wals
and floor.

“At Mock Lake, it was the same” Doc said.

Doc was puzzled by the Inspector's reaction to the story of the Little Sleepy massacre—the fact that he
seemed to be doing nothing about it.

“What are you going to do about Little Seepy?’ Doc asked.

“| started a detachment over there earlier tonight, as soon as Blasted John Davis and Hurrah Stevens got
herein their plane”



“The detachment go by plane?’
“By canoe—powered with outboard motors.”
“Do you have planes?’

“We had two. They were dissbled lagt night” Inspector Weed gestured at the mangled radio ouftfit.
“Something the same way our radio suff was smashed.”

Doc Savage looked at the Inspector sharply. “The spook bear isfallowing a sysem.”

“Too much system.” Inspector Weed's voice had a grinding uneasiness. “Destroyed dl our radios and
our planes the last two days. It's pretty calculated.”

“Ingpector, will you give me a frank answer to a question?’

“AsK the quedtion firg.”

“Exactly whet is behind dl this?’

Before Inspector Weed could answer—he looked asif he was going to—a man burst into the post.

The newcomer was Blasted John Davis, looking asiif the wolves were after him. He had a dirty scratched
face with a bleeding scalp cut.

“It got Hurrah!” he yelled. “It packed him off! But we can trall it, if we hurry!”
Inspector Weed sad hitterly, “I suppose you are tdling me that infernd bear—"
“Thet'sit!” Blasted John ydled. “Come on! Hurry!”

WITH an unexcited efficency that didn't waste any time, Inspector Weed got himsdlf, Blasted John, Doc
Savage, Renny and three congtablesin atouring car.

Blasted John meantime got out the information that he and Hurrah Stevens had been a Stevens
cabin—one of severd cabins which Stevens maintained in various parts of the country—when something
unexpectedly knocked him sensdess. His scap wound was the result of the blow. When he awakened,
which was no more then five or ten minutes later, Hurrah was gone, and there were the marks of the
legendary bear.

Doc naticed that, whereas Blasted John had previoudy spoken asif he didn't redly believe there was any
such thing as a mongter spook bear, now he talked asif he thought there was.

The car chased its headlights down a chip-and-sawdust paved street, past stupid looking houses dl the
same color. One of the constables was driving.

“Ingpector,” Doc sad, “you were about to answer a question.”
“l know. About what is behind dl this, you mean?’
“Ya”

Inspector Weed jerked a hand a the dark, hiding, slent town. “Y ou see how the place looks?’



“Like a ghogt town,” Doc admitted.

“A ghost-ridden town, more like it. The town isn't empty. Some have gone, but mogt of them are dill
here. In ten days, if this keeps up, they won't be, though. They'll pull out and leave it to the spook.”

The car rocked, jumped, wheded into a Sde road.

“The pulp and sawmill closed down today,” Inspector Weed continued. “The mill is big, one of the
biggest in Canada. It's unbdievable that such a thing as a spook bear could frighten the employees in an
indudry of that Sze into quitting work. But that's what happened. If this bigwig company medting doesn't
do amiracle, there won't be any lumber business”

Doc asked, “Just how were they frightened into quitting?’

“In so many different ways, that we cant put our finger on aty one. Rumors, talks, bestings,
fights—things that soring up when men have a case of nerves. Accidents in the mills in which men are
killed or mangled—and the accidents dways hgppening to men who don't believe there is a phantom
bear, who have laughed at the legend.”

“Have many been actudly killed by this spook?’

“Directly by the bear—no. But indirectly, every one who has been killed or hurt can actudly trace back
to the legend. Or at least that is the genera conviction. From what the Mounted has been able to learn, |
would say that it istrue, too. Fantagtic, but true.”

Doc was dlent for awhile The car was traveling through an arching tunnd of trees.
FHndly Doc asked, “Do you bdieve in the bear legend?”’

Ingpector Weed hesitated. “Oh, thereis no doubt about the legend.”

“You are quibbling. Do you think there is such a bear?’

“| hate to sound that crazy,” Inspector Weed said bitterly.

THEY unloaded from the car in front of a swanky cabin that was more lodge than cabin. The place was
located on a high point overlooking the lake, the putty-colored expanse of which was dimly visble
through the night.

As they were getting out of the car, a train whidled in the distance, and Doc stopped to watch it come
poking its headlight around a bend, and rumble into Three Devils and on through, going fast.

The train was short enough that it did not take long to come and go, and Inspector Weed gave a
discouraged grunt preparatory to saying, “That's the pulp train from the millsin the north. Usudly it's a
long cuss, but you notice tonight it was shorter than an atheist's prayer. Means production is down to
about nathing on the northern mill, too.”

Blasted John yelled, “ Stand there and look &t atrain! | tel you that bear got old Stevens! And | gotta
have Stevens for this big company mesting that's comin' up!”

They followed the excited, bouncing Three Devils superintendent into a lodge interior which looked like a
Hollywood set. Not American, though, but more foreign. Swiss That was it. Swiss, or Tyrolean.
Tyrolean, Doc decided, athough there wasn't much difference.



“Hereiswhere | was bopped,” sad Blasted John.

It developed that he had been in bed adeep, and the blow which had lad him out could have come
through the open window near his bed, or by someone or something standing in the room.

Leading the way into another room, Blasted John said, “Here is where Hurrah Stevens was deegping.”

The bedroom, for a building made of logs, was an enormous thing. It was the kind of a place you would
like to haveif you had twenty or thirty million dollars. But it looked a little prissy for a man of old Hurrah
Stevens horny-handed character.

Doc Savage, vagudy puzzled, paused to look at the pictures on the walls They fitted exactly into the
Tyrolean scheme of decoration. They fitted too well, dmost.

“Good decorating job,” Doc sad. “Wonder who did it?’
“Old Hurrah himsdf, far as 1 know.”

Blasted John said excitedly, “Come on! Come on!” and bounded outdoors with a flashlight to show them
the tracks.

The tracks were enough for anybody. The constables gathered around them and said oh and ah.

Ingpector Weed switched on extremdy powerful dectric hand lanterns which he had brought, said,
“Well see how atrailing job turns out,” and started off.

Thetrailing was hard on nothing but the wind and muscles. It led upward a while, turned to the right, and
started down toward the lake. The going had been easy dl the while, but it was easier now, and they

began to trot.
Renny said, “Blagted, it's an easy trail. Why didn't you follow it instead of coming for hep?’
Blasted John Davis spat.

“| was scared,” he sad.

THEY were about saventy-five yards from the lake shore when someone took a shot a them. No one
saw the powder flash, but the bullet came close enough to sound nasty. Doc and Renny Renwick took to
aditch, and everyone ese got in or behind something.

Doc could hear Inspector Weed saying in an unexcited voice, “Whoever that was couldn't see us very
wedl. Congtable Driscall, you fire a couple of shotsin the air. The rest of you wetch for the flagh.”

Constable Driscall fired once, and there were six answers dl from the same gun. A rifle, Doc concluded,
and from the loud shot-gunnish nature of the report, decided it was an automatic hunting rifle of a popular
medium-caibre make.

Inspector Weed inquired around camly whether the bullets had hit anyone, and they hadn't.
“There seems to be only one gun,” Doc said.

“So far. You can't tdl, though.”



“Who owns the house?’

“It belongs to an Indian named Crowhill, who was about the firg one to get scared out of town. Been
empty more than a month.”

“A supposedly vacant house, then?’
“Supposedly.”
A fresh procession of bullets came out of the house. The shooting was wild.

In town, alight or two appeared at doors or windows, but nobody came to see what the fireworks were
about.

Weed scattered his men. He told them to whistle when they were in postion, then he would warn the
gunner in the house to surrender, after which they could throw tear gas and do whatever ese they thought

necessary.

For gx or seven minutes men crawled around in the darkness. Each one, when he got wha he thought
was a good position, whidled twice. Findly they had dl whistled.

Weed hailed the house.

“Thisis the Mounted!” he shouted. “Y ou are under arrest. Do you want to come out, or be carried out?’
A voice—a woman's voice—demanded from the house, “Y ou are the Mounted?’

“yYes”

“Why didn't you say s0?" said the woman. “I couldn' tdll.”

A Iig_ht appeared in the house—a flashlight. The door was thrown open. The woman appeared in the
opening.

Weed exclamed, “Nél Grunow!” He ran forward.

Doc gdloped after im demanding, “Carl John Grunow's Sster?’

“Thet's her.”

As Doc came nearer Nel Grunow, he saw that she was young and that she was more scared than he had
ever seen ayoung woman look.

Cdling out to them seemed to have taken the last strength she had for voice, because they could hardly
understand her hoarse terrified whisper as she said, “ The—Black Tuesday—I saw it.”

Having said that, she lost knee support and sagged down until she hung, rather than sat, on the door
threshold, holding to the edges of the door with both hands to support hersdf. Her arms shook.

“You saw the bear, huh?” Weed asked.
Her wordlessness meant that she had.
“Where did it go?’

Her eyes went to the lake.



“What did it look like?” Weed asked.
“|—l—" She lifted her face. “1—can' tdl you. I'm afraid.”

Weed was obvioudy unskilled with women, and he spoke to this one as if he was trying to make friends
with a strange animd in a cage.

“Come, come, young lady, you're safe enough,” he said. “What did the thing ook like?’

Thegirl swayed. Her, “I won't tell,” was a barely audible whigper coming from her lips as she let go the
door frame and piled out on the ground.

Chapter X. BAIT

RENNY RENWICK jumped forward to help Nell Grunow, showing quite a hit of enthusasm for the
job. The girl was pretty—enough to look pretty even when she was that scared.

Ingpector Weed was disgusted. He gave way to a spasm of profanity, smoking backwoods cusswords
which made his constables back off uneesly. “ Get on the trall of the damned spook bear!” he finished.

Thetrail they had been fallowing led on past the cabin and Sraight into the lake. It just went out into the
water and disappeared.

“The old cuss must be a fish-bear,” Weed muttered angrily.

Doc sad, “Thetral a Mock Lake led into the lake too. That dways the way?’
“It iswhenever alake is handy.”

“And when one int?’

“We adways lose the tracks. Sometimes on hard rock, sometimes they just disappear in the timber. But
maodlly it's alake or abig creek.”

A search of the house turned up nothing but the empty cartridges from the girl'srifle

They went back to the Mounted post, Blasted John Davis wailing about the disappearance of Hurrah
Stevens, and demanding that they do dl kinds of wild thingsin an effort to find him. He was either deeply
concerned, or being more frantic than was necessary.

“l didn't know you loved the old rip so much,” Inspector Weed said.

Blasted John threw out hisarms. “I don't give a damn about him! But he pays me three hundred dollars a
week as superintendent here. Where ese can | find a guy who would do that?’

“l wouldn't know,” Weed said, sounding asif he redly didn't know.

At the Post, Weed cdled a doctor to ask what could be done about draightening out Nell Grunow's
nerves. In the meantime, the girl was put in another room under the watchful eye of Renny.

The matter of three hundred dollars a week seemed to have been working on Inspector Weed's mind.
The sdary of a Mounted Inspector was Sixteen to eighteen hundred dollars a year.

Weed muttered, “Three hundred a week! For atimber agpe as dumb as Blasted John. You could have



knocked me over with a piece of goose down.”
Doc sad thoughtfully, “You do not think Blasted John is too bright?’
“Bright? If hisinteligence was a fire, you couldn't see it on the darkest night!”

Weed cleaned his fingernails for a few moments, scowling over his money thoughts. Then he batted his
eyes, looked foolish.

“I'm a great one to be talking braind Hey, did you hear me send for a doctor a few minutes ago? You're
adoctor, aren't you. Seeif you can straighten out the girl.”

“Sure” Doc said.

Thegirl was twising and turning and shivering on the bed. Renny was saying quiet, pleasant, comforting
things, and looking more and more worried about the girl. It was rare for him to like a girl, but he liked
this one,

Doc Savage made an examination, then told Weed, “Thereis nothing to do right now. Like a watch that
iswound up too tight, you have to let them run down.”

Weed said, “Okay. Thanks. Keep an eye on her, will you.”
He went out.
Doc looked at the girl thoughtfully and asked, “Who are you trying to fool 7’

She gave alouder groan and a more spasmodic twigt, and then became dill, evidently thinking over what
he had said.

“I'm redlly scared, though,” she said.
“What are you trying to pull?’

SHE thought that over, too, for awhile Then she glanced at the door, and asked, “Could you close and
latch or lock the door. | wouldn't want to be caught talking so fredy.”

The door had alatch on the indde, and Doc cautioudy dropped it. The gifl nodded and looked at them
thoughtfully.

“This makes it look bad for me, doesn't it?" she said. “Shooting at the police, | mean, then acting like
this?”

“Not,” Doc said, “if your reasons are good enough.”

The statement seemed to hit her where there was pain, from the quick twist her mouth took.
“My brother was murdered,” she said. “That seems to me enough reason for anything.”
“You might have shot a Mountie.”

She shook her head. “Not a chance. | was shooting over their heads. And there was nothing behind them
that my bullets could hit but the lake. | knew where | was shoating and who | was shooting at.”



“Then you wanted to be arrested.”

“Thet was just part of what | wanted.”

Doc sad thoughtfully, “That part you yeled about seeing the spook bear was the other part, eh?’

Nl Grunow was startled. “ That's nearly dairvoyant of you,” she said uneeslly. “How did you know?’
“Your voice was alittle too loud and firm when you said it, asif you wanted to be sure everyone heard.”
“Oh, wasiit thet obvious?’

“Maybe no one dse noticed,” Doc said. “How about giving us the rest of the story.”

“Did my brother get any information to you before he was—was—Dbefore what happened to him?’
“Not aword.”

“I wished he had. | think he knew plenty.”

“You think Carl John was killed because he had learned more than was good for somebody?’

“He mugst have. What dse would explain it.” She had trouble with her sdf-control and sat biting her lips
until she got straightened out. “Carl John had been working on this more then a year. They said he—that
he became a bum. That was true, only he did it ddliberately. He became a bum outwardly so that he
could associate with the trash without arousing their suspicions, so he could hunt information.”

“So your brother got wind of this a least a year ago, you think?’

“l don't think. He told me there was something horrible getting ready to happen to this pulp and timber
country. He said it was his duty to stop it. Carl John loved Canada, and loved this country, a great dedl.
He sad that what was going to happen might ruin this didrict for years. So he was going to stop it. The
amy had turned him down because of a heart alment, which | think had something to do with the way he
fdt.”

“What had he found out?’
“He wouldn' tdl me. He never told me. He said it was dangerous for me to know.”

Her lips trembled. She said, “Then he went to Mock Lake as radio operator. We had been radio
amateurs before the war, both Carl John and 1. And then—then the mounted told me he had been killed.
| flen—flew over there with them. After the funerd they—they brought me back.”

She put her face in her hands and her shoulders shook. Her sobs were not loud, but heavy, convulsang.

THE girl's arying set Renny to blocking out his big fists and scowling at them.

Fndly Nel Grunow said, “Tonight | couldn't deep, couldnt stay in the house. | guess | was driven wild
by the feding that the police weren't able to do anything, and | went for a walk with a flaghlight and my
rifle. 1 don't know whether | thought | might find some way of helping solve this thing, but that must have
been in the back of my mind. Because, as soon as | saw the bear tracks, a possbility popped into my
mind.”



“Holy cow!” Renny was startled and disgppointed. “You didn't see the spook bear?’

“Jud the tracks,” she said grimly. “I came across the trall by accident. But | saw it hadn't been made
more than a few minutes before—"

“How did you know?’
“Where it went into the lake. The water was siill muddy, dl roiled and muddy.”
“No 9gn of anything out in the |ake?’

“Nothing.” She shivered. “I looked and looked, but there was nothing. And then | heard a sound—men
coming. It was you and the police. So | hid in the house and shot over your heads when you were close”

“And the idea of that?’
She compressed her lips and tied her handsin a pained knot.

“Bait,” she said. “If they think | know too much, and | was going to act asif | did and was afrad to tak
about it, they would try to shut me up. They would be afraid | would tak, or the police would make me
tak. So they would approach me in one of two ways Firdt, bribery. Second, by force. Either way, | or
the police would get aline on them.”

Renny grunted uneesly. “ The second method might have been a bullet through the window.”

She nodded quietly. “If anyone got that close to the Mounted station for such a thing, the Mounted would
get them. | would take that chance, | have fath in the Mounted Police”

“Thet dl you can tdl us?’ Doc asked thoughtfully.
“Itisdl | know.”

Doc stood there moving his thoughts around. All this had sounded like truth, and if it had come from a
men he would have accepted it ingantly. But he didn't trust his judgment with women. One of the earliest
things he had discovered was that even a moderately good woman liar could tdl him the most
black-faced fibs without his knowing the difference.

Renny would be no hdlp either, because Renny was obvioudy diding for the girl.

Take away her grief, excitement, tensgon, Doc reflected, and she would be a very pleasant girl. She was
neither too large nor too smdl. Her hair wasn't too blond, her eyes were a deep blue, not a washed-out
blue, and everything se was very much dl right.

Doc was going over her good points a second time, with considerable pleasure, when there was an
uproar in the main room of the Post.

Something violent and not understandable was said—Inspector Weed's voice—and other voices
objected. The scuffling continued and a chair upset.

Doc was reaching for the door when it burst open in his face, and Inspector Weed plunged through
gripping a heavy piece of copper ore which he had been usng as a paperweight.

Making hoarse sounds that were not words exactly, Weed tried to brain Doc Savage with the ore chunk.
Doc evaded the blow, moving backward.



Two Corporals and three Constables followed Weed into the room and closed with Inspector Weed,
trying to take the rock away. When Doc closed to get the stone himsdf, a Congtable drew a revolver
and cocked it, looking asiif he intended to shoot.

They got the ore chunk and held Inspector Weed.

Weed glared over their heads a Doc and ydled, “1 just heard from my brother at Little Seepy. He had a
portable radio with him in the canoe, so he could tdl us what he found when he got back to the Little
Seepy dation.”

Doc, with ice indde him, asked what he meant.
Weed became inarticulate with rage and couldn't give a coherent answer.

A Congtable, the one halding the gun and looking asif he wanted to shoot Doc said, “There was nobody
but three murdered Mounted Policemen a Little Seepy when Sergeant Weed got back there. Three
dead policemen. And they found the guns that killed them. The guns had the fingerprints of your friends
on them. Sergeant Weed had taken dl of your fingerprints when he arrested you, and he had them with
him”

Renny, trying to visudize what could have happened a Little Seepy after they left, said, “Holy cow!” in a
voice that had dmaost nathing but horror.

Chapter XI. DEATH AND A STORY

THE canoes with the outboard motors had traveled fast for some time. On the lake, making ful speed
through the night had been uneventful, but later they had turned into a amdl river, where there had been
three violent upsets, one of which took the bottom out of a canoe. It hit arock. They left the canoe.

The river had proved to lead into another lake, and there the raiders had transferred to a cabin plane,
That is, four of them had gotten into the plane, and placed Monk, Ham and Johnny in the ship. That was
about dl the plane would carry. Nearly too many, because it barely got off the water with the load.

Theflight was short, but evidently over mountains because it was very bumpy. The mountains told Monk
and the others nothing, because this country had mountains in al directions. Quite a bit of the tail end of
the flight was spent drding around waiting for asgnd to land.

The plane came down on another lake.

A pae man with aloose face poled a flat-bottomed boat out to the ship. Monk and Ham and Johnny had
their feet untied.

The man in charge—his name seemed to be Slade—said, “All right, get off here” He was a square man
with a face that didn't inspire any poetry.

On shore there were severa other men. Tharr faces didn't inspire any gentle thoughts ether.
One lived up to hislooks by saying, “Thisis damned foolishness. Y ou should have knocked them off.”
“The main squeeze wanted to ask them some questions,” was the explanation.

They found out they were to ride horses. They were put on the animds, their feet tied to the stirrups, and
the journey continued. They were blindfolded soon, though.



Monk thought he got a generd idea of what kind of country they traveled. Firs there was a woods
trail—the horses feet sounded softly, and once a limb dmogt beheaded him. Later there was a long
downgrade, then a beach, with waves breaking.

The men swore at the sun, which apparently was coming up. They quickened their pace.

When they entered the paper pulp mill, Monk knew it immediatdy. He was a chemid, able to
immediatdy spot the different chemicd odors.

Monk could even, he believed, tdl the type of plant it was. He had recently spent much of his time
developing an improvement of the sulphate process, one which gave a gentler action and a much grester
yidd. Pulp by Monk's process didnt have the drawback of the usud soldium sulphate gentle-action
process, that of being incgpable of taking a white color. Whereas mogt gentle-action pulps were suiteble
for only wrapping paper and such materid, Monk's could be converted into newsprint and coated
papers, and even have the strength for the highly coated process known as supercaandering.

They were carried into a building which Monk knew darned wel contained the pulp digesters, the giant
somachs where the wood chips were cooked in disulphite solution to reduce them to pulp.

There was a series of iron gtairs, then a door opening and closing. The blindfolds were removed.

“Take alagt look around, boys,” a humorigt said.

THE place was about as naked as any room could look and dill contain quite a bit of equipment in the
way of test tubes, retorts and the other Suff that isfoundin a plant test-room. There were two tal stools
and a chair that needed paint, and a desk on which stood a telephone, a desk light with a green shade
and atray overflowing with cigarette ashes and buitts, one of which was dill smoking.

Monk looked at the smoking cigarette nib and wondered who had been smoking it and cleared out in
time not to be seen.

Monk, Ham and Johnny were placed on the floor by having their feet kicked out from under them. Ther
ankles were tied, the rope carried up around their necks and hauled tight about their bound wrists so they
could choke themsdlves to desth by kicking around too much.

“You know anything about a pulp mill?" aman asked.
Monk said sourly, “What's a pulp mill?’

Theman falled to see it was a gag and said, “It's a place where wood is turned into a materid in which
the cdlulose composing the wood is hydrated by the imbibition of water to form a product known as
pulp. In other words, it's one of the biggest indudtries in Canada.”

“Cdlulose” Monk said. “What's cdlulose?’

Theman fdl for that, too, and said serioudy, “Cedlulose is one of the principd ingredients in the cdl wadls
of plants, and trees. For ingance, common paper is made of cdlulose, but the wood ian't just chewed up
and soaked and pressed out flat to make paper, the way lots of people think. The process is more
complicated.”

“Chet, hel's kidding you,” amen said.



“ B.I?l

“You know who that homey mug is? Monk Mayfar, who developed the new Maysul process that we
put in here about 9x months ago, a the orders of the Canadian government.”

Chet's face got red. Hisfedings were hurt.
Another man picked up the telephone, said, “All ready at this end.”

He listened, nodded, frowned, said, “Okay. About five minutes. Cal me” Then he put the phone down
and said, “The head cheese isn't quite ready to talk to these eggs”

Chet suddenly came over and kicked Monk in the ribs. “Razzing me, huh?’ he snarled. “Asking me what
cellulose was and what a pulp mill is. Figured you knew more about it than | do, hun?’

Monk said, “Sonny, you use that foot on me again and I'll tear it off you, so hdp me!”
Unimpressed, Chet kicked Monk again.

“l @nt so dumb as you figure,” Chet growled. “You wanted to know what cdlulose is. Okay, wise guy,
Il tel you. It's a complex polysachrose of polyose of monosaccharoses or monoses. It's a derivative of
monoses by diminating X molecules of water from x molecules of monose leaving one molecule of

polyose”

“Oh, take your correspondence course and shut up!” Monk said.
Chet kicked him.

“You do that again,” Monk yelled, “and itll be your head I'll tear off.”

He sounded so fierce that Chet lowered the foot with which he was about to land another kick. Chet
scowled, looked around, saw the other menin his gang were grinning a him.

To restore his ganding, Chet got rid of some more technicdlities about pulp.

He said, “So you're smart as hdl, homdy-face. | guess you know wood-pulp cdluloseis used for alot of
things besides making paper.”

“Nutd” Monk said.

HAM BROOKS, in order to devil Monk and thus get his own mind off ther troubles—Ham's candid
opinion was that they would not be dive fifteen minutes from now—gave Chet some encouragement.

“I never heard of wood pulp being used for much besides paper,” Ham said.
“Hdl you didn't,” said Chet. “Y ou're ignorant, huh? Or maybe you're kidding me, too.”

Chet sat on the edge of the desk, swinging his leg for a while. He decided he wasn't being kidded. He
was nervous, o nervous that he had to talk. He got going on pulp again.

“Cdlulose” Chet said, “is something. Ever hear of tri-nitro cellulose? About every time a soldier or sailor
fires a gun anywhere, he uses some. Ever hear of atifiad dlk? Cdlulose again. FIm in your movie
theater made out of cdlulose acetate. So is cellophane, wrapping tissues, safety glass in your automobile.



Your car is painted with a lacquer made from nitro-celulose dissolved in a solvent. So is dope for
arplane wings. Most pladtics are cdlulose. Fabrics, the uniforms for soldiers, are waterproofed with a
Viscose or cuprammonium process with cdlulose”

Chet grinned. He kicked a leg of the desk. “Didn't know that chunk of wood could be made into dl
those things, did you?’

Ham Brooks was no chemig, not even interested in chemistry. So some of the information had been
genuindly interesting to him.

“Thiswar,” he said thoughtfully, “has brought on a shortage of paper made from pulp.”

“And why not?” Chet demanded. “Hell, there's hardly a thing made from wood pulp that is not more
important to any mans war than paper. Wars aren't fought with paper. They're fought with suff made
from wood pulp, so there's not enough wood pulp left over to make paper. So there you are” He
became oratorica and said, “The average guy kicks because his favorite magezine has to cut its 9ze
down to something you can stick in your pocket. He says to himsdlf, what the hdll, somebody is chisding,
the publisher is pocketing the extra dough and hollering shortage when there isnt any reason for a
shortage. There's plenty of reason. Wood pulp cdlulose, the suff paper is made out of, is as important as
ded inthis war. Damned few guns could be fired without it.”

Ham thought about it for a minute.

He said, “Then the shutting down of dl these wood pulp mills will be something serious, from the war
standpoint.”

“Brother, you hit the nall right—"

A man waked up behind Chet. He brought his fig around in a long swing the way you would swing a
gaf dub and landed it behind Chet's left ear. Chet made a good deal of noise landing on the floor and did
not move afterward.

“l should have done that five minutes ago,” said the man who had hit him, over the ringing of the
telephone.

THE man who answered the telephone said into it, “Yes” and, “All right, but | don't think itll do any
good,” and, “Wait just a minute” He got down beside Ham Brooks with the telephone and told Ham,
“Der Fuhrer wants to talk to you. Buddy, you better keep advil tonguein your head.”

A raitling, gurgling voice out of the telephone said something that Ham could not understand.

Ham sad into the phone which the man held, “ Take some of the rocks out of your mouth at least. | can't
understand a word.”

Ham wasn't guessing about the rocks, having heard the trick used before.
The phone recelver, more articulate now, said, “I am not going to make threats.”

“That's fine” Ham said, wondering if he had heard the disguised voice somewhere before, or just
suspected he had because it was disguised.

“Why did Doc Savage come up here?’



“We were sent for,” Ham said ingtantly.
“How much did you know about the Stuaion before you got here?’

Ham, thinking faster than some of the witnesses who had lied to him on the witness stand, said, “Enough
thet Il keep it to mysdf.”

“ERY
“What do you do with an empty cookie package?’

“ERY

“You tossit in the stove. It's empty. You know it's of no further use” Ham said.
“Isthat supposed to make sense?’ the phone voice demanded sourly.

“Suppose | makeit clearer. Suppose Doc Savage has a plan thet is going to wipe dl of you guys out dl
of a sudden when you don't expect it. Suppose | know it. Suppose you don't. How do you like that kind

of supposing?’

The voice was slent long enough to prove thet it didn't likeit. “Y ou're probably aliar.”
“Maybe”

“If Savage had such aline on us, you wouldn't be tdling me about it.”

“Ordinarily, no. The way things stack up, yes”

“ERY

“It's better for me if you know I'm not an empty package. The same goes for Monk and Johnny, here.
You don't throw packages that aren't empty in the stove.”

That got another sllence from the voice.
Then the voice said, “You open packages you think might not be empty and pour out the contents.”
“You can try,” Ham sad.

“Let metak to the guy who is holding the phone,” the voice said grimly.

THE man with the telephone said into it, “Yeeh,” and, “Yeah,” and, “It might work,” and, “Yeah, I'l try
that, too.” He hung up.

He put down the telephone and stood over Ham and began, “Brother, you're a package—"
“—that's about to be opened,” Ham finished for him.

“Yeah, that's right. Y ou think youll like it?’

“l don't know.”

“Well find out, honey.”



The man turned and said, “Get abouit five gdlons of sulphuric acid and a crock big enough to put this
guy's feet iniit, and then his hands and findly, if he doesn't turn into an empty package, his head.”

They went away for the acid and the crock.
“You know what sulphuric acid is?’ the man asked Ham.

Ham knew. It was the Suff in batteries, and enough of it concentrated long enough would eat a man,
clothes, flesh and bones.

Chapter XIl. DECOY

THINGS were quieter in the Mounted Police post a Three Devils. They had taken Inspector Weed out
for coffee and breakfast and a cooling off.

Doc Savage and Renny Renwick were locked in a cdl a the end of a corridor.

Ndl Grunow, occupying a room down the hall—she had been told that she was not under arrest, but
would beif shetried to leave the Mounted post—thought of something.

“Thet radiogram—the one that brought you here,” she cdled. “I sent it”
Doc asked, “How could you? There was no operator at Mock Lake.”
“Oh, | was an amateur for years. My brother and | both.”

“How did you happen to cdl us?’

“I knew my brother planned to do it. And he had told me about that code between him and Mr.
Brooks—that Aunt Jemima flapped her wingsthing. So | used that.”

A Mounted policeman came into the hdl and ordered, “Pipe down. No taking between you prisoners.”

In the back of the jail somewhere a prisoner shouted angrily that there was ill free speech in Canada
and they or anybody else could talk if they wanted to. The objector was a trapper who had been thrown
infor shooting a moose out of season. He had no interest in the matter.

“Thisisafine mess,” Renny told Doc Savage hitterly. “Monk and Ham and Johnny are in no tdling how
bad trouble, and the doggone palice have us locked up.”

Doc sad, “The Mounted have no choice in the matter. There is evidence enough againg us to hang us
sved times”

“Yeah, | know. | don't hold it againgt them.”

THE day came up bright, crisp. Thewind had switched to the north and had a chill which was apparent
even indde the Post. There was considerable grim activity, the arriving and despatching of constables.

The generd ar was that of a besieged place. The mill whistle had not sounded, and there was not much
tak on the street, evidently. Doc heard atrain arrive and depart, and later heard a constable come in and
report that over a hundred ditizens of Three Devils had Ieft town with their families



A man, evidently the mayor or his locd equivalent, came in and talked to Inspector Weed. All of the
man's words sounded gloomy, dthough some of them did not reach Doc. The substance of what the man
sad was that there didn't seem to be any chance of persuading the men to go back to work in the mill.

There had been too many unexplained accidents—or rather, accidents explained by the angry psychic
interference of a supernatura bear. The man doing the talking said that he persondly had never believed
the Black Tuesday legend was anything more than a legend, but now damned if he wasn't beginning to
wonder.

A man mug have come in with a telegram about then, because Inspector Weed swore fedingly, cursng
something he had been expecting to happen to him which had happened.

“They've sent a Specid Commissoner to look into thisthing,” Weed explained. “He's ariving, with three
gpecid congables, on the next train from the south.”

“Does that mean the head office is taking things out of your hands?’ the locd offidd asked.

“l don't know what it means,” Weed said. “I haven't seen this gpecid commissoner yet.”

THE specid commissioner blew in like a strong wind. He could be heard in the street, criticizing thingsin
generd, the thingsin generd induding the way a constable's gauntlets were tucked in his belt.

Inspector Weed swore bitterly, “ Gauntlets tucked in his belt!” and went out to meet the newcomer.

The specid commissoner had a voice which rumbled through the log building. He was loud and breezy.
He sad that it was damned treason, nothing less, that the pulp mills were shut down. Something harsh
should be done. Theiron hand. But, of course, he would have to look the Stuation over firs. He would
have to know everything. Question people.

A man needed the fed of a place, sad the specid commissoner. Therefore, he was sdting up
headquarters a the hotd, not here a the post. Hed do his questioning there, in a more naturd
atmosphere.

Firgt, hed question Doc Savage, that engineer Renwick, and the girl. HE'd take them to the hotel now.

Inspector Weed sad dl right, but he wanted a written order. He got his order, and Ndl Grunow, Doc
and Renny were marched out.

The car was a sedan, Detroit made, with enough room for the prisoners, three men in constable uniforms
and ther guns, and the specid commissioner, a remarkably smdl and ratty looking man for so much
voice and noise.

“The hotd,” he said.

The car moved off, turned a corner and went two blocks and Doc looked back—everybody had been
daing diffly ahead—and said, “Is a Mounted Police car following us?’

The specid commissoner jumped violently, and his face, as hard as a cocoanut, went flat with fright.
Everyone except Ndl and Renny looked wildly back.

Doc sad, “Renny, they're fakes!”
He wasn't sure they were. It had been a good act, and inspector Weed wouldn't be an easy man to foal.



But there was something phony about the hotd shift, something more phony about the way they al
jumped and looked back.

Renny got a congtable-uniform by the throat.
When another whirled back, Nl put two fingersin his eyes.
The specid commissioner said, “Where did we dip up?’ and tried to get a gun ot.

Doc threw hisweght againgt the man to pin him, and seized and held the third constable-uniform. For a
moment there was violent grunting and lunging, then the weight proved too much for the door and it burst
open. Doc and his pair fdl out into the Street.

The driver of the car was the one Ndl Grunow had temporarily blinded with her finger-jabbing. He
began seering the car up what he thought was a street and ran it into a tree. Some glass fdl out of the
car, and the caved-in radiator began spurting water. All four doors popped open by the impact, flapped
back and forth.

Renny and Nell Grunow came out on one Side of the car. They ran.

The two men in mounted uniforms came out the other sde, and they dso ran. When Renny saw they
were running, he changed hismind and started after them, thinking they must have logt their guns.

Doc cdled, “Renny, no!”
Renny reversed himsdf and raced after the girl for cover.

Doc pounded and choked his pair, trying to keep the pounding and choking from making them
unconscious, but ill enough to discourage them. When they were dazed, he sprinted and joined Renny
and the girl.

THEY got behind a house, kept going, found their way blocked by a high chicken-wire fence. The fence
was too high and too rickety to dimb, so Renny hit it full speed, and the rusty wire mesh split. They went
through a cloud of squawking chickens, through a gate and into brush.

Doc stopped and said rapidly, “Here is what we have been wanting—a direct lead on them.”
“Haly cow, that's right,” Renny said.
“l am going to follow them. Y ou follow me”

Renny nodded, and watched Doc disappear in the underbrush. The bronze man's vanishing was a little
dartling, because of its abruptness and slence.

Thegirl gasped and clutched Renny's arm. “Oh! Which way did he go? Weve lost hm dready.”
Renny chuckled. “Sort of surprises you, doesn't he?’

“But he said follow him.”

“Sure”

“But he's gone. How can we—"



“St down,” Renny suggested. “You look alittle shaky, and | know | am. What just happened was about
as complete a surprise as I've bumped into in some time”

Thegirl sank down. “But how will we—"

“Fallow him? That won't be tough. Helll blaze atrall a blind man could follow. Well just St here and get
back on our mentd legs and get our breath.”

Nl Grunow was dightly reassured. She breathed inward deeply, said, “Those men came to get you and
Mr. Savage and kill you, didn't they?’

Renny shook his head.

“You get the credit for their vigt, | would say,” hetold her. “You said you saw the spook bear lagt night,
and when you wouldnt talk, it indicated you knew something important. Or it would indicate that to those
guys My guessisthey wouldn't have pulled araid like that just for Doc and me.”

She touched his arm. “I hope | helped. It wasn't easy, and maybe it was foolish. But | couldn't think of
anything else”

“Sure”
“Mr. Renwick, do you think there isany chance that there is such athing as a ghost bear?’

Renny thought: “1 should laugh of that question. | should laugh loud and hard, because it's so Slly.” But he
didn't laugh. He didn' fed like mirth &t dl.

“Holy cow!” he muttered. “Look, dl | know iswhét I've heard—and those tracks. What do you think?’

Nl Grunow was slent for along time. “I know something killed my brother,” she said.

THE trall Doc Savage had left was not quite as plain as Renny had indicated it would be. But they could
follow it.

Modly it was footprints stamped in soft places, limbs bent, bushes blazed so that the light under-bark
wood showed. Here and there were regular Indian trall sgnals—rocks placed one big one with a little
one beside it to indicate direction, and another on top to show it wasn't just two rocks there by accident.
Twigs arranged in a V' with the point indicating direction, and three twigs, three rocks, three of amost
anything, to indicate danger or caution.

Thetrail led back only to the edge of town—the town was one street and a few side dtreets for the most
part—then followed cover to the southward, toward the lake shore.

Renny, watching ther route, saw a bunch of grass tied with a grass stem, four twigs dicking into this.
“They've got together,” he concluded.

Thetrall after that took a more direct line, leading toward the lake, or rather the flatlands adjacent to the
lake shore. The didtrict where the millswere.

From one point, the hill dope above the mills Renny saw enough to conclude that the mills—there was a
regulaion sawmill of considerable size, then a pulp mill, Sde by sde dong the lake shore—were closed.
Dead. Not atrace of smoke from any of the boiler stacks. Nor was there a 9gn of movement in the mills
There was a high sted-wire fence around the whole mill establishment, evidently a precaution agangt



sabotage. The gates in the fences were locked, guarded as far as Renny could see, by only one pair of
Mounted Police a each gate.

Renny voiced his concusions about where the trall was leading.
“That gang headed for the mills” he said.

Nel Grunow nodded. “Probably the best hiding place they could find, with the mills shut down,” she
sad.

Renny rubbed hisjaw. “Y ou know, this whole thing looks like it might revolve around these paper mills”
“I've noticed that,” the girl said grimly.
They went on, fallowing Doc's markers, moving cautioudy.

Renny was oppressed by uneasiness. The feding was hard to figure it was like having an ache without
being exactly sure where the ache was. The thing began to bother him more and more, until findly he
decided he mugt be doing something that he shouldn't be doing, or forgetting to do something that should
be done.

It did not occur to him that he wasn't destroying the trail markers which Doc Savage was leaving for
them.

Chapter XIlI. BAD SIGNS

THE too-thin man with the dark hair suddenly leaned over and snatched the cigarette his companion, a
fat men with a gold filling in the front of one tooth, was smoking. He snuffed it out.

“Ps-s-st!” hesad.

They were 4ill under the bush where they sat. There was only the two of them. The undergrowth was
thick and 4ill around them, dill except for a few birds. A minute or so ago there had been more birds
whiglling, cheeping, fluttering. Now there were not as many.

“What the hdl, Will?" muttered the one who'd had the cigarette.
“Y ou see something move over there, Jake?’

Jake's face went wooden, dert. He seemed to dtrain everything lisening, and shortly some sweat stood
on his forehead.

WIll noticed the perspiration and grinned without much humor. “Hot, Jake?’

“What makes you think I'm hot? It ain't cold.”

Will said, “ Sweeting over knocking off the three redcoats &t Little Seepy last night, eh?’
Jake muttered uncomfortably, “It sounds better when you don't talk about it. Shut up.”

WIill stood up, halding hisrifle dertly, eyes jumping everywhere. He began to wak forward, giff legged,
like a dog approaching another dog which he expected to fight momentarily.

“What's that?’ Jake was darmed.



“Ligen.”
They listened.
From Jake findly: “I don't hear nothing.”

“Y ou town guys give me a pain where the pants are tight,” Will grumbled. “By God, didn't you notice the
way the birds quit hollering a minute ago?’

Jake, having thought about it, said, “Maybe they just got tired and quit. The way the birds holler around
here, you'd think they'd get tired sometimes.”

“Somebody went past.”
“How do you know?’

Will muttered that he thought he'd seen something move in the brush, and kept going. He saw no one
after he had gone a hundred yards, and turned back, retracing his steps and examining the ground. When
he stopped, his grunt was pleased.

He pointed at the ground. “ See that?’

Jake saw three rocks, one on top of the other and one beside those two, and he said, “Three rocks. So
wha?’

“Were you ever a Boy Scout?’

Jake snorted. The only scouting he had ever done, he said, was for a way to get a pint for his old man
back in Montred.

“Dont brag about it,” said Will bitterly. “I was a Boy Scout, and if | had taken it more serioudy, |
wouldn't be cranving around in the dark killing redcoats for two hundred bucks a day, and having
nightmares of a noose around my neck every night.” Will said it Sncerdly.

Then he pointed at the rocks. “That's a trall marker. Woodsmen dl over the world use them, and every
Boy Scout knows them. Come on.”

They began to follow the trall.
They came to a soft stretch of ground which had retained footprints.

“A big man and agirl were the lagt ones by,” Will said, sudying the marks. “They are following our four
pas who went past awhile ago in such a stew.”

“You mean,” said Jake, darmed, “that they're trailing our guys who tried that trick to get Doc Savage,
Renwick and the girl away from the redcoats?’

“As aure as you've a nose on your face,” Will agreed. “Come on. And be careful. The fird time you step
onalimb and snap it, I'l snap your neck.”

WHEN Will findly saw Renny Renwick and Nell Grunow he blanched to the color of an oyster. He had
the presence of mind to knock down Jake's rifle.



“You kill-ample dope!” he bresthed.

“But | can pop them both—"

“Sure, and never know who left that trail for them to follow!”

“Huh?’

“Somebody isleaving them atral! It's marked as plain as street Sgns. Who could be doing it, you think?’
Jake's tongue swiped hislipsin fright. “One of our men?’

“Who ds2!” Will said, and cursed bitterly. “Some ginking so-and-so is ldting it out about us. That
explains our bad luck.”

Jake, in aflash of wisdom, said, “Yeah, it probably explains how Carl John Grunow found out so much
we had to knock him off before he could get Doc Savage in here”

Will was of the opinion it was worse than that. “Come on,” he said, and they skulked aheed.

It was just pure coincidence that Renny Renwick about this time redlized what had been bothering his
mind. He came to a rock-till stop.

“Holy cow!” he rumbled.
Startled, Nel Grunow asked, “What isit?’

“Of dl the pot-headed dopes! You know what? I've been leaving that trail of Doc's without touching it.
Wouldn't have taken a second to kick down every sgn. But did | think of that? Not this jug-headed
hombre.”

“But who would follow us?’
“The police, maybe the gang themsdves, anybody who got curious—" He stopped.

He stopped because the feding was knocked out of his tongue by a stone which skipped off his head.
The stone, not as big as a basebdl, fdt like the whole earth. His knees went to spaghetti, and al he could
see was something like what you see in an astronomer's telescope at night. He heard a cry—Ndl
Grunow's—and feet, scuffling, dappings, grunts, bushes whipping and bodies threshing. Not until he got
hisface out of the soft ground did he redlize his face had been shoved into it.

When an ankle got in the way of his hands, he grasped it and pulled and stood up. The ankle belonged to
aman, S0 he began to swing the man around his head. It was a prodigious feat of muscle, but he had the
grength for it.

The man he was swinging howled like one of those scream-toys you whirl around your head on a gring.
Renny let im go, and there was a satisfactory crashing as the man flew off through the brush.

Hurting in Renny's eyes was dirt, sand, he redlized. He tried to clear it out. He was immediately kicked in
the somach by someone who knew exactly where to kick a man in the somach. Renny went down,
evaything in him stopped and in a knot.

He had the sense to protect jaw and temples with his ams, and keep floundering about. He fdt the
kicker's foot glanaing off him. The sand and dirt was 4ill in his eyes, so modly dl he saw was agony.



He could hear Nl Grunow gasping and sruggling, and decided the kicker was holding to her with one
hand. He heard the thrown man staggering back from where he had landed, and wished he had tried to
knock the fellow's brains out on the ground, instead of just throwing him.

A hard thing in his ear was a gun.

“I'm not fooling,” a voice said, the gun snout gouging emphas's.

WILL and Jake took Renny and Ndl through about a quarter of a mile of brush and swamp to a high
wire fence. It was a fence around the mills Renny knew. A creek was crossed by the fence.

“Into the creek,” Will said. “Right at the west end of the fence, about two feet underwater, youll find a
hole. Duck through.”

The hole was there and the water was dark enough to hide it. It was mill-creek water, stained dark by
wagte.

On the other sde of the creek bark and limbs and sawdust floated on the water. They waded, pushed,
floundered their way for fifty feet, then climbed up a path where other men had latdy climbed, and were
among lumber stacks.

“Well tdl you where to go,” Will advised.

They walked glently. Will and Jake seemed quite confident the water hadn't harmed ther rifles so
evidently the cartridges were wel greased or paraffined. Renny didn't take a chance.

The lumber stacks, it became apparent, covered hundreds of acres. It was dl rough-sawed suff, not yet
milled, piled for outdoor seasoning. Through each aide ran aralway track for handling.

Will motioned a hdt. He crept between lumber stacks to the shore of alog pond, and tossed a rock far
out where it splashed. He watched the other end of the pond, about two hundred yards away. Soon
there was a splash at that point.

“Coadst clear,” Will said. “Let'sgo.”

The log pond was hig, but out toward the lake Renny could see a much larger one. The Sze of a big
[umber mill was dways impressive.

The ponds were filled with logs, and every one had traveled an interesting path to get there.

Back in the cutting country, maybe as much as seventy or eghty miles away, high-riggers had gone up the
trees to set the rigging before the fdlers cut them down. After the trees were down, the buckers had cut
them into lengths, then they were snaked away by tractors handled by men cdled cat-doctors, or by
teams driven by men who were aways cdled bull-punchers because in the old days the dragging had
been done by oxen. The dashers would clean up after the logging operations.

At the little logging railroads, the logs were cold-decked beside the tracks for hauling to the mills Once
the head-loader and his crew got them on the trains, they were brought in and dumped in the storage
ponds.

Handling the logs by pushing them around in the water was the traditiond method. Lumberjacks with
caked shoes and long peaveys, riding the floaing logs and moving as eesly as if they were on a



sdewak—to the eye of a bystande—would work the logs out of the man storage ponds into the
working ponds. Prying, shoving, they would keep a duggish stream of logs moving in to the chutes.

Renny looked at the chutes as they came in Sght. There were four of them with the big bull-chains which
brought the logs up into the mill. The log dogs on the chains would grab the logs, pull them through a
waeh of hard-driven water spray to clean them at some point dong the jack-chain.

Thelogs would go onto the band-saw carriages, where big sted steam-niggers grabbed them, held them,
turned them as they were fird sguared. The sawyers rode the carriages, whipping back with what
seemed suicidd speed with the carriage as it returned for each new cuit.

After that, the dasher saws, the live rollers, the belt conveyors, the shingle-saws, and findly out on the
conveyors under the expert eye of a length-cutter who cut them to lengths by expertly punching buttons
which brought the saws up. Then to the graders, and after that onto the buggy and out over the lumber
skyline to the storage piles, each of which was standard insurance distance from the next pile.

Renny grunted uneesily.

It was a big mill. To think that something as incredible—and dlly—as a ghost bear had shut down such
an enterprise was hard to believe. Renny grunted again.

“What you snorting about?” Will demanded.
“Jud thinking there is more than a ghost bear behind dl this, probably,” Renny said.

WIll grinned thinly. “Brother, you aint so far wrong.”

THEIR arivd inthe mill caused alot of scowling and alot of showing of guns.

“Where's the boss?” Will demanded.

“The ex-gpecial commissioner is updairs.”

“Not him. | mean—"

“Hup, hup!” the man said quickly. “They don't know who the boss is. Keep shut about it.”

Will became angry and sdf-important and shouted, “I've got some business. One of our men Ieft a plan
tral that these two were fallowing.”

“They which?”

Will repested his information dearly enough for them to get it. The results were satisfactory. There was
much swearing, and the prisoners marched upstairs, where they were confronted by the man who had
pretended to be a specid commissoner of the Mounted Police. His name was Gains. Or everyone cdled
hm that.

“All right, who's ratting. Who left thet trail for you?” Gains demanded.
Renny laughed. It was a good laugh considering how little he fdt like laughing.
“You think I'm going to tdl you?’ Renny asked.



Ganssad, “Youreright!” in atone that made Renny's skin crawl.

Gains picked up the telephone and muttered into it; he told someone Will and Jake were there with
Renny and the girl. Will shoved up and demanded to tak, and after awhile he did talk, importantly and at
length, tdling the story of him and Jake capturing the gil and Renny, meking it sound like a considerable
feat in which Jake had been mostly a handicap. “Sure,” he ended. “WEell be right over.”

They walked through more of the mill building, turned right and entered a room. Here there were five or
9x men, among them was the proprietor of the Trading Post store at Mock Lake, Tod Ibbert.

Tod Ibbert, his wide, ruddy face freshly shaved and powdered, was immaculate and important in a
business slit. His manner was different, too. There was a snap to his movements, an arrogance in his
head carriage.

“Tiethem to chairs” Tod Ibbert ordered.

Will began, “1 think we should—"

“You did afinejob, Will,” Tod Ibbert said sharply. “Now just stand by for further orders.”
“| think we should—"

“Never mind thinking,” Tod Ibbert said.

Will scowled and Jake laughed. Will was disgppointed a not continuing to play an important role. Jake
sad, “Will made out like he caught 'em single-handed. But | was there, too.”

Tod Ibbert, glanang at Jake's numerous bruises, cuts, tears and contusions sustained as a result of Renny
throwing him into the brush, said, “Anyone can see tha.”

“It was me stuck agunin Renwick's ear,” Jake said. “If | hadn't done that, we wouldn't be here.”
“Very wdl,” said Tod Ibbert, his commanding tone slencing Jake.

Twenty minutes later, Monk and Ham and Johnny were more or less dragged into the room.

THE more or less dragging was not due entirely to stubbornness on the part of Monk, Ham and Johnny.
None of them was in firg-class condition.

Renny, looking at them, got an ice-cake in the pit of his somach. He knew acid burns when he saw
them. Monk and Ham and Johnny had plenty, in the most agonizing places. They weren't in danger
yet—that is, a good plagtic surgeon such as Doc Savage or someone else, but he would have to be
good, could fix them up as good as new intime. With time, and some luck.

Monk said, “They've been trying to make us Saill Doc's plan for deaning up on them.”
Quffering had made Monk's voice an old man's voice.

Renny's lips were giff. Doc's plan? Doc didn't have a plan. Then he redized Monk and the others had
saved their lives by tdling that story and gticking to it.

“Dont tdl them a damned thing,” Renny said.



Tod Ibbert—by now it was plain he had an important pogtion in the organization—waked up and down
while they were being lashed to chairs.

He made them a little speech. It went: “For your generd information, let me tdl you that we are now
convinced that no physical means—and for that matter no other means at our command—will make you
render us information. Therefore there will be no more of that. | assure you thet | am not now threstening
you.”

He paused, smiled at them with dl the merriment of a skulll.
“Youwill have afew minutesin which to contemplate death,” he finished.

Renny decided that no speech had ever impressed him more. The thing had a findity about it that made
you entirely forget the somewhat bombastic wordage. It was not good to listen to.

The thinking about death, and it was sure they were dl thinking about it, had been going on about five
minutes when there was an uproar outside.

When the uproar entered the room, it was Blasted John Davis being wrestled dong by as many men as
could get hold of him. Blasted John had barely enough clothes left on him to make him legd. Most of
these were hanging in strings from various parts of his person.

He looked asif he had been fighting for an hour and had just started.

Tod Ibbert walked over to the sruggling knot, picked his chance, and kicked Blasted John expertly and
agonizingly.

“Like awart on a man's nose, you are more ungghtly than harmful,” Tod Ibbert said. “But on the other
hand, you might not be as dumb as everyone thinks, and that might account for some of our misfortune.”

“Huh?’ said Blasted John. “What you mean?’

Tod Ibbert shrugged, pointed a Renny, Monk, Ham, Johnny, the girl, said, “You better do whet they're
doing?’

“Huh? What're they doing?’ said Blasted John.

“Contemplating the crossing of the Sharon, thinking of that Stygian shore,” said Ibbert.

BLASTED John Davis missed the point entirdly and yelled, “I don't know any lakes around here named
Sygian or Sharon. What | want to know is where ismy boss, Hurrah Stevens?’

“Well bring hmin here directly,” Ibbert said.

“You better! And by God, you better turn us loosel” Blasted John's indignation raged. “What you
mean—walking in my house in the middle of breakfast and kidngpping me?”

“You just want to see Mr. Stevens?’
“l want to know he's safe”

“Oh,” said Tod Ibbert. “Thet's a different matter.”



“What you mean?’ Blasted John asked unegsly.

“Mr. Hurrah Stevens,” said Tod Ibbert, “will cross on the Stygian ferry with you.”
“Where the hdl'sthis river Sygian?’ yeled Blasted John.

Tod Ibbert laughed.

Monk said, “Ligten, Blasted, he's taking about death.”

That was plain enough that Blasted John had no trouble getting it. He did not fight quite as much—they
were gradudly working him toward a stout chair—and scowled unessily. “Going to kill Hurrah Stevens
and the rest of us, en?

They began tying himin the chair.

Blasted John said thoughtfully, “There mugt be fifteen or twenty of them in the mill here. Does anybody
know why they are dl congregating here in the mill?’

Monk said, “I don't know what it is, but | think they've got some specid dirty work planned for today.”
“How you figure that?’
“They've been going around like guys with a lighted firecracker.”

Blasted John nodded vagudy. “They come into my house this morning and put the kidnap on me. | can't
figure it. Thisis dl a mygdery to me, asif | didnt have worries enough, with that company key-man
mesting today.”

Renny's jaw went down suddenly. “That meeting!” he exploded. “Where wasiit to be hdd?’
“Right herein the plant.”

“Holy cow!” Renny said.

Blasted John got it, too.

“Theyll have every key man in the company right here where they can kill them dl!” he sad bitterly.
“Damn them! Oh, damn them!”

Nl Grunow said wildly, “They wouldn't dare such a mass murder!”

“It wouldn't have to look like a murder,” Renny told her. “The building could conveniently collapse or
something like that.”

Tod Ibbert laughed.

“You guys see things alittle too late, don't you?’ he said.

Chapter XIV. POT LUCK

BY noon, there were about fifteen planes on the landing beach adjacent to Three Devils. They were dl
craft beonging to the Hurrah Lumber and Pulp Company, ships assigned for the private transportation of
company executives.



A few others, but not many, arrived by logging train or motor launch.

When it was discovered that both Hurrah Stevens, President and Owner of the gigantic lumber and pulp
empire which was controlled by the parent concern, the Hurrah Lumber and Pulp Company, had
disappeared, together with the locd generd manager, Blasted John Davis, there was normd
congternation.

By one o'clock, dmogt dl the executives who had come for the meeting had gathered at the Mounted
Police Post. There was considerable agitation.

“This meeting,” said the manager of the big mill a Somerset, up north, “was cdled to be a planing
sesson againg this mysterious trouble we're having. It's afine thing to find our president and a mill super
have disappeared. What's the matter with the redcoats?’

Inspector Weed, harassed, said the Mounted was doing dl it could do.

More was sad that wasn't so complimentary to the Mounted, and Inspector Weed obvioudy had
difficulty holding his temper.

“The Mounted is obvioudy helplessl” shouted the man from Somerset. “We're going to hold this meding
right away. Well take messures oursalves!”

“The Mounted will cooperate fully,” said Inspector Weed patiently.

“Youll be a handicap, if your past record on thisisany indication,” snapped the other.
Inspector Weed clenched hisfigts, but held his opinions.

Ancther company man snapped, “In fact, you don't need to send any Mounted to the meeting.”

“I'm sorry you fed that way,” said Weed bitterly. “But we will have Mounted men a your meting to
offer any information or help you desire.”

“Okay. But well probably throw them out.”

THE meeting convened at three o'clock. The spot was the old auditorium adjacent to the long grading
sheds. Origindly the place had been a company recreation hdl, but with the expansion of the mill, another
recregtion center had been huilt in the town of Three Devils proper. This old one had been fitted out
more luxurioudy and used for metings of this sort. The workmen had dubbed it the brass collars hdl,
because the head men were cdled by the old railroad man's nickname, brass collars.

The mill, of course, was 4ill shut down. There was, in fact, not a workman on the premises. Only the
Mounted Policemen on guard duty at the gates. Even the company guards had quit work.

The medting convened with efficiency.
The man from Somerset made a speech.

Thetext of hisoration was “Let's throw the Mounties out.” He said this was a private mesting, and they
would have to solve their problem themsdves anyway, obvioudy. He used plain words.

Inspector Weed logt his temper. He said what he thought of them and their mesting.



“Thisis company property,” the man from Somerset reminded.

“All right, you can order me off as long as there is no evidence of crime which would give us a legd right
of entry,” Inspector Weed admitted wrathfully.

Ingpector Weed stamped out angrily.

He l&ft two men on guard outside the hdl door, though.

INSPECTOR WEED was walking done through the yards when a block of wood flew from somewhere
and hit iminthe ribs.

“Ouch!” Weed said, and drew his gun.

A voice—not at dl familiar to Weed—said, “Pick up that paper around the block of wood. Don't read it
now. Put it in your pocket and get to the Post in a hurry, then read it.”

Inspector Weed swore, said, “Come outa there, whoever you arel”

There was no answer. Weed decided the voice had fled. But the moment he stopped hunting, the voice
sad, “Fick up the paper. Read it at the Post. Hurry.”

Weed picked up the wooden block, and discovered that several sheets of paper were tied to it. He
hesitated, then pocketed these.

“That'sright,” the voice said. “Now hurry.”

Inspector Weed made another hunt for the voice, ingead. He didn't find it, largely because it was a voice
which seemed to come from no definite spot. It sounded far away. He went on to the Mounted post.

He read the paper, and his har stood on end.
“God!” he sad hoarsdly.

THE two Mounted Police on guard outside the door of the medting hdl had an uninterrupted twelve
minutes. Then four strangers sauntered up and unexpectedly blackjacked them into insenghility.

“Wetch them,” one of the strangers told another one. “Pop 'em again now and then to make them day
thet way.”

“How'll we explain this?’

“Oh, we can say—or rather the guys in the medting can say—that the enemy knocked the redcoats out
S0 they could eavesdrop on proceedings.”

The other three strangers entered the mesting hall.

One of them addressed the gathering with, “The coast is clear. We conked the redcoats outside the
door. The only othersin the neighborhood are the gate guards.”

Thisgot some laughter.



The man from Somerset took the stand. He introduced Tod Ibbert, who had just come in, saying, “You
dl know our second in command.”

Tod Ibbert's speech was. “I'm glad to see you dl here. But it will be about ten minutes before the leader
can address you. In the meantime, if you will excuse me, | will arrange it so he can appear.”

He went out.

DOC SAVAGE had found a khaki-colored hunting coat and a pair of khaki trousers where some
workman had left them in his locker. The garments were, by unusud good luck, big enough to fit him. He
was wearing them. Againg the lumber piles, the khaki was good neutra coloring.

The neutrd coloring had helped him avoid Inspector Weed when the latter searched after Doc hed
thrown the block of wood with the paper around it.

The paper Doc had thrown a Weed—it had taken congderable searching to find blank paper in the mill,
and findly he had used shests off a check log—contained the story, as completely as Doc knew it, of
what had happened. Also suggestions for Inspector Weed's procedure.

Doc had now climbed dong a series of roof supporting girders, in the long mill shed, and was positioned
where he was able to look down into the room where Monk, Ham, Renny, Johnny, Ndl Grunow,
Blasted John Davis and Hurrah Stevens were prisoners.

The prisoners had not been touched in the lagt thirty minutes—not touched physicaly. They had been
consderably affected by the mental danger in the Stuation—the certainty that deeth was close.

Tod Ibbert, who had been gone, now returned. He stood in front of the prisoners.
“Been thinking about that Stygian river?’” he asked.

They had. Nobody said so.

Blasted John growled, “Who you think you're kidding? Y ou don't dare knock us off!”
Tod Ibbert laughed.

He pointed at old Hurrah Stevens.

“Take him fird,” he said. “Take him into the other room and turn on the shingle saw. It operates by
eectric motor, and thereisdill eectric power in the plant.”

Men seized Hurrah Stevens. The old man gave every indication of being too frightened to even curse.
Blasted John ydled, “What you going to do with him?’

“Hesthefird,” Tod Ibbert said.

“You wouldn't dare!” Blasted John bellowed. “There's not a more influentid man in this part of Canadal”

Tod Ibbert laughed. “The most important thing in this part of Canada right now is that spook bear, Black
Tueday.”

They hauled old Hurrah Stevens out.



Monk and the others could hear the shingle saw whining. It would cut a large block of wood into house
shinglesin one dicng movement.

Thething happened fast. They could hear Hurrah Stevens moaning, gasping, hear im being dragged.

Then the sckening sound of the saw in meat. It seemed to make one hiting lunge, heavy and fleshy, with
little whigtlings as the saw encountered bones. Through the firg part of the sound was Hurrah's scream.

Tod Ibbert came back in carrying a chunk of flesh tangled in the remains of Hurrah's coat. He tossed it
down on the floor.

“Look like part of aman?’ he asked.
Three of the prisoners were immediatdy Sck.

“You could tak, you know,” Tod Ibbert said. “I think well give you about fifteen minutes more to
contemplate matters.”

He went back into the room where the shingle saw was.

TOD IBBERT winked a old Hurrah Stevens, and Hurrah winked back. Hurrah made a gesture and a
men shut off the shingle saw.

Ancther man threw a canvas over the rest of the quarter of deer which they had used for the flesh effect.
They dso had some catsup and red ink for theilluson of fresh blood.

Hurrah Stevens and Tod Ibbert went, by a roundabout way which took them where the prisoners could
not see them, to the mesting hall.

Tod Ibbert took the rostrum briefly. “Our chief,” he said.
Hurrah Stevens went before the gathering.

Every man in the room stood, and executed a sdute by lifting the right arm diffly to a forty-five-degree
angle, pam outward.

“At ear” Stevens sad.

When they were seated, Hurrah Stevens cleared his throat. He told them he was glad to see them, that
he was proud of them.

“You have practicdly finished the fird phase of our work,” he told them. “And it has been mogt
satisfactory. | would cdl it a psychologicd triumph. | am sure that, in the beginning, many of you were
skeptica about our being able to take alegend of amythica bear named Black Tuesday and make it into
acdamity for our enemies. But we succeeded. | will tel you why we succeeded.”

Someone gave him a drink of water.

“Twenty years ago our fird agents came into this country,” Stevens continued. “The firsd men were
psychologigs and engineers—planners. It was they who decided upon the legend of the bear. And the
groundwork of building up the ghost bear actudly began nearly twenty years ago. Skilled men were put
into this country, and their job was to do nothing but 'se€’ this bear from time to time, see that others
found its tracks, and otherwise build up the thing.



“In the meantime, | was sent into the didtrict to play the part of a rich mining man who was going into the
lumber business. | did that. | bought control of dl possble lumber and pulp mills further laying the
groundwork for the future. Our men knew twenty years ago that the Canadian pulpwood indusiry would
be avitd spot when the war came.

“War did come, and we managed to have as much trouble as possible. We made dl the mistakes we
could conveniently make. But, of course, we could not shut down our mills and pulp plants, because the
Canadian government would have taken them over—and doubtless much to their astonishment, found
they could operate them more eficiently.

“S0, to bring a complete hdt to production, this bear legend was brought to a dimax. Y ou men, picking
your victims, saw that the spook bear spread deeth and injury where it would do the most good at
griking terror. It worked very wel.”

He paused a moment, laughed.

“The plant, as you see, isshut down,” he said.

“NOW,” continued Hurrah Stevens, “comes the second phase of our activities—that of spreading our
scope of operation. We mugt work fast. The fatherland is, as | will tdl you frankly, not doing too well.
Neither is Japan. They need our best efforts, on awide scale, a once.”

He paused for that to snk in.
“Thejob istitanic,” he said. “It isamply this We mugt attempt to stop dl pulp production in Canada.”
He gave that about a minute.

“Now, while you recover from the shock,” he said dryly, “Mr. Ibbert will demongtrate an improved
device for making those ghost bear tracks.”

Tod Ibbert took the speaker's platform.

“The difficulty with making Black Tuesday's footprints in the past,” he said, “has been the weight of the
mechine necessary to do the job, and the difficulty of loading it into a canoe, which was frequently the
only method of getting it away quickly.”

He motioned, and a man came trotting on to the stage with a complicated-looking gadget over his
shoulder.

“Here, said Tod Ibbert, “is the new modd, lighter in weight, much more efficient. The footprints are
driven into the ground by a compressed gas hammer, fired eectricdly, much the same as a piston is
driven down in an automohile engine by the explosion of gasoline vapor. The thing is expertly muffled, so
that there will be less danger of it being heard. | understand that it has been necessary to kill seven
different natives who heard the old machine operating.”

The man demonstrated how the machine worked. It did not make a greet ded of noise.

“Now,” said Tod Ibbert dramaticdly, “here is another new wrinkle. This machine aso didributes a
chemica vapor which is a good-enough likeness to the odor of a bear for hounds to trall it. The fact that
our ghost bear in the past has had no scent dways struck me as alittle incongruous.”



There was consderable laughter.
Old Hurrah Stevens went back to the stand.

“The next matter,” he announced, “is this Doc Savage dfar. | am glad to inform you that is in hand.
Savage's men are dl prisoners. The Mounted is looking for Savage on murder charges. They will catch
him. If not, well hep them.

“As you know, a man named Carl John Grunow firg got suspicious of us, and very deverly kept it
secret, meantime acting the part of a men who was becoming dissolute, in order to associate with the
workmen and pick up information. When he had learned enough, he planned to send for Doc Savage.
We learned of that, and took care of Grunow. But unluckily his sster knew he was going to ask Doc
Savage for ad, so she took it on hersdf to summon Savage. As a result, she is with Savage's men now,
and will be killed with them.”

Old Hurrah Stevens grinned at everybody.
“I would say we did wel with Savage,” he said. “The man is supposed to be tough.”

They were laughing at that when the fird Mounted Policeman came insde. He was Inspector Weed
himsdf, and he didn't stop to tel anybody they were under arrest. There were too many gunsin Sght.

Weed shot old Hurrah Stevens twice in the head and once in the chest.

DOC SAVAGE had been waiting for the Mounted to raid. He had been hopeful, but not too sure, that it
would come this soon.

On the chance the raid wouldn't come at dl, Doc had filled hdf a dozen pop bottles with gasoline, and
wrapped gasoline-soaked rags around the outsde.

Now he lit these. In warfare, the gadget was used and cdled a Molotov cocktail, being effective on
tanks. But they wouldn't do a man much good either when they hit him and broke.

The room in which the prisoners were confined had a high partition extending toward, but not quite to,
the roof. Doc was up on the top of this, where there was an air space through which he could dimb.

Having lit the gasHfilled bottles, he began throwing them at the guards over the prisoners.

Hisfirg three throws were direct hits. Then the flames began to burn his hands, and he had to pitch the
othersin haste. The last three were misses, except that the last one bundled a guard's feet in fire.

Then Doc went over the partition, dropped.

He had a razor-sharp axe, the only thing that he had been able to find which might serve to cut the
prisoners loose.

Renny wasin the best shape. Doc freed the big-fisted engineer fird.
Renny said, “Haly cow! Watch out!” One of the guards was trying to get hisrifle on Doc.

The bronze man lunged. But it was Ndl Grunow, upsetting her chair noigly toward the riflemen, who
distracted the man's atention long enough. Doc hit him, and the man's jawbones became an unshapdy
knot.



There was one other guard not afire. Renny took him to the floor.

Doc got the dropped ax, began working on the other prisoners. Monk, Ham, Nel and Blasted John
could navigate and fight. Johnny Littlgohn stood up, took two steps and fainted into the middle of afire
Monk pulled him out. Johnny was badly damaged by the acid that had been used on them during the
earlier torture.

Thereafter Monk was busy taking care of Johnny, causing him to miss most of the fight.

THE room filled with hegt, fire, smoke, ydls and people trying to kill each other. Three of the guards
were blazing from head to foot, a fourth had hislegs &fire. But as the surprise wore off, they remembered
they had guns.

Doc closed with a man, and somehow dipped and the fdlow got on top of him, got an armlock. They
drained and gasped, the man trying to break Doc's arm, Doc trying to prevent that.

Monk and Renny and Ham were not proud of the kind of a war they waged. They were, they soon
discovered, dmog as badly tuckered as Johnny. They didn't faint, but they did not do damage the way
they usudly did.

Blasted John Davis fought expertly. He was doing something he understood. He managed to kick a men
inthe face while the man was sanding erect, which would have been afeet for a chorus girl.

In the other part of the plant, in the direction of the meeting-room, there was shooting, grenading and
shouting.

A machine-gun began operating. It ground out short bursts at uneven intervals as the gunner ddiberately
found targets and cut them down.

Doc got hisarm loose, mogtly by main sraining and grunt. The man who'd had hold of it tried to run. Doc
hooked his ankle, put im down. The man got up again, would have reached the door had Nell Grunow
not broken a chair over his head.

So suddenly thet it surprised everyone, there was a gillness in which the flames rushed and crackled.

Then it began to rain on them. The automatic fire sprinkler system had been set off. The water fdl,
soaking them, and the fire hissed and sputtered and steam filled the room.

“Get outdde” Doc sad.

They got out, dragging the prisoners, Monk and Johnny. Now they could hear the fight noises from the
mesting hall.

Monk was intrigued by the warlike sounds. “Here, somebody take Johnny!” he said. “I don't wanta miss
the whole jamboree.”

Renny took Johnny off Monk's hands, and Monk dashed off for the fight.

At about Monk's twentieth jump, the fight in the medting hal came to an abrupt end.

A MOUNTED POLICEMAN stopped them, saying, “You better wait here until we see what's what.”



Doc told them about Hurrah Stevens being behind the mess.
Blasted John Davis was struck speechless at firdt, then blurted, “But he owned the company.”

“A European government with which we are a war redly owned the company,” Doc told him. “I
overheard enough to find that out. Stevens was judt their figurehead, the head saboteur—which is wha
you would redly cal him.”

They talked, and watched the Mounted Police running around with machine guns and grenades. But there
was no more shooting. They could hear Inspector Weed shouting at the survivorsin the meeting hal. The
Inspector sounded bloodthirsty.

Renny said, “Doc, | had a hunch you suspected Stevens earlier.”
“When do you mean?’

“Wdl, when we went to his lodge here in Three Devils. You looked at the ingde of the place, and you
got afunny expression.”

Doc nodded. “Thet was the firg tip.”
“What do you mean?’

“The lodge interior was Tyrolean—too Tyrolean. The place had the fed of being owned by a man who
hed lived many yearsin the Tyrol. And the Tyral is a popular mountain home spot for the Nazis. It wasnt
adefinite clue, but it started the ball rolling.”

Blasted John Davis was looking very blank.
“What's the matter with you?” Monk asked him.

Blasted John grimaced. “All my life, people have been tdling me I'm dumb. By gally, maybe they're right.
Maybe that's why Stevens had me for head of this plant.”

“That's not a very important thing to worry about,” Monk said.

“Dang it, it's important to me”

INSPECTOR WEED came toward them.
The Inspector was rubbing his hands together.
“Better not go in the mesting hdl,” he said.
“Why not?” Monk asked.

“It's a beautiful gght in there” the Inspector said. He Hill sounded bloodthirsty. “But you need a strong
gomach to enjoy it.”

“You got them?’
“All those the devil didn't get,” said Inspector Weed cheafully.



THE END



