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Chapter |

THE cage was there on one of the shelves in the package check-room at four o'clock when the two men
on the night shift came to work.

It did not at that time bear much resemblance to a canary cage, because it was wrapped in coarse brown
paper and tied around with string. Some expertness with knots had gone into the way the string was tied.
That is, the knots were not conventiond granny knots.

The two check-room attendants were pleasant fellows. Fred Lill, fiftyish, lived in Brooklyn and had a son
gudying a Columbia to become a doctor. Jm Presse, younger, unmarried, had grown up on an lowa
farm. Actudly, though, the only important part Fred and Jm took in the matter was when Fred tore a bit
of the paper loose from the cage. He did this as an act of misguided kindness.

This happened after Sx. The hours of four to 9x were peak rush for the check-room, as sted-souled
Manhattan hurriedly emptied itsdf of office workers, and quite a few of these picked up packages or
week-end or overnight cases. About Sx, the pressure eased, both men fired up cigarettes, and Fred
walked back dong Tier Seven and cocked his head at the paper-wrapped cage. Fred's interest was
bird-like. Owlish, because he was a fat man.

“Hdl of alot of scratiching around going on in there,” Fred remarked.
“Canary cage, it it? Jm wasn't too interested.

“Guess s0. Looks like it.” Fred frowned, and added, “Poor birds are probably smothering in there.
Some people are sure cardess.” And on impulse, he poked a finger againg the paper, broke it, and
pedled a piece loose.

Jm asked, “What'd you do that for? Now somebody’ll complain about the paper being torn.” He came


G:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
G:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
G:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
G:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
G:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
G:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
G:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
G:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
G:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
G:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
G:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
G:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
G:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
G:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
G:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
G:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
G:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
G:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
G:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
G:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
G:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
G:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
http://www.blackmask.com

over and glanced at the cage, but with no interest. “There was probably holes in the bottom for
ventilation.” He bent down and looked. “ Sure. A couple of holes”

“Black paper under the brown,” Fred said, pointing. He was surprised. “Why wrap it in black paper,
then put brown over that?’

Jm shrugged. “I don't know nothing about canaries. Maybe they're like chickens. Sit Hill and roost when
they'rein the dark. Or isit canariesin there?’

A dill tittering came from the cage.

“I never heard a canary make a noie like that,” Fred muttered. He leaned down and put an eye to the
hole hed made. “Y eah, canaries. Two of them—" He stopped on a rather shocked note.

“Sounded like the canary giggled,” Jm remarked. “But like | said, what | don't know about the things is
plenty, and anyway it's none of our business—say, what's the matter with you?’

Fred was distressed. “They're fighting!”
“Yegh?’

Sgpping a hand againg the cage, Fred said, “Here, here, stop tha!” He jiggled the cage around. “They
won't sop!”

“Aw, the cage was probably wrapped that way to keep it dark so they wouldnt scrap,” said Jm
indifferently. “Cover up the hole, and they'll be dl right. They'll settle down.”

Fred followed the suggestion quickly. He was upset. “I never saw anything like that—such hate. Such
viciousness” He stepped back from the cage. “I wish to God | hadn't messed with it.”

Jm laughed. “Why get worked up about a couple of birds pecking each other atime or two?’

But Fred was distressed and puzzled. “We keep three canaries a home,” he muttered. “They never act
likethat.” He shook his head, adding, “It isn't a naturd way to act.”

“| can say the same thing about some people,” Jm said.

BOTH check-room atendants noticed the man named Plott before he indicated any intention of
gpproaching the checking concession. He was not anyone they had seen before, and they came to know
him as Plott only because that was the name he presently gave them.

“Hey, Fred,” Jm sad.
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“Day in and day out, alat of funny-looking people pass here,” said Jm oftly. “But take a look at that
skeezicks yonder. The one over by the newsstand.”

Fred studied the individud. “I see what you mean.” Then he added, “He seems to be heading thisway.”

The man was of average height, but there his daim to the average began and ended. He had perfectly
white hair which seemed to grow forward-pointing on his head instead of backward, his skin was the rich
hue of diluted gold, or of knotty pine, and he was thinner than a hedthy man had a right to be. His eyes



were large, bulbous and dmogt trangparent. Should these oddities escape note, he wore a green suit of a
shade hitherto unheard of, and a ydlow shirt about equaly as preposterous.

“Wow! And | thought fire-engines were gaudy,” dJm whispered. He sauntered over to the counter, asking
the man, “Whet'l it be, pa?”

The man spoke English so precise it couldn't be his mother-tongue.

“| deposited a package for safekeeping earlier inthe day,” he said. “Unfortunately, | seem to have midad
the amdl ticket which | am supposed to present to redam my property. | should like to obtain the article,
however.”

“Sorry.” Jm shook his head. “Youll have to have your claim-check to do business here, miger.”

The man looked at them. His eyes were like glass bulbs containing dightly soiled water. “Oh, luckily, |
can perfectly describe package and contents. That should serve, shouldn' it?’

“No tickee, no washeg,” said Jm.
“| beg pardon?’

“Jugt an old American catch phrase, like showing your claim-check if you want your package,” Jm told
him curtly.

Theman looked a Jmin away tha gave the latter a somewhat creepy sensation. “But | can tdl you my
name. It is Plott. Mr. Plott.” He did not amile As a matter of fact he did not amile at any time, asif he
was physcaly incapable of doing so. “My item of property conssts of a canary cage. | can, if you ingg,
describe the birds ingde, even to their age and sex.”

Jmfdt a srong urge to be rid of the fdlow, and he said, “Look, to save a long argument, | can tdl you
that you won't get to fird base with us. We have rules to follow. If you want your package without a
clam-check, youll have to see the boss-man about it.”

“Boss-man? Y ou mean someone of higher authority?”

“Yeah. Buck Fineberg. See him. He's in the man check-stand on the upper leve, north end. Go see
Buck, and helll take care of it.”

The odd man had been kneading his thin hands together during the discusson, and now there was a
greenback in hisfadle fingers Myserioudy, too; where it had come from would be hard to say.

“Conceivably, there could be an dternative?’ he asked.
Jm looked at the hill.
“Inconceivablel” he said curtly.

The odd man bent his head dightly. “Then | shdl consult with your Mr. Buck Fineberg.” He turned and
went away.

Fred moved up beside Jm and breathed hoarsely. “Didn't you notice he had a double sawbuck?’
“Jobs these days,” said IJm angrily, “are worth more than twenty bucks.”
Fred grinned and said, “That's right, boy. That's sure right.” He went back and stood looking at the



canary cage and ligening.
Jm cdled, “Them birds gill going at it?’

“I'm afraid 90,” Fred said. “1 can't undersand it, either.”

THE second one who didn't have a clam-check was a girl. Not a glorioudy lovdy girl, and not a homdy
one either, dthough there was some reason to beieve she might have taken pains to make hersdf
non-digtinctive. Her dull grey coat was shapeless, but she dearly wasn't, and her sed-brown har drawvn
back from her forehead as draight as drings didn't have the aspect of aways being worn that way. No
rouge, no powder, nothing extra at the eyes. And she, too, wanted the canaries.

She amiled a nice enough smile. “I know people who've midad their clam-checks mugt be an awful
nuisance, but | haven't mine. | have a package here, though. Now, how do | go about getting it?’

Jmliked this one, and he said temporizingly, “Well, now, that's a tough break, isnt it?’
Fred happened to have overheard. “No check, no package,” he said bluntly.

Jmwheded and frowned a him, so Fred shrugged and moved away. Jm grinned a the girl. “Fred's an
old grouch. A nice guy, but an old-timer who's heaved too many satchels around in here” He leaned
forward confidentidly. “I'd sure like to help you, Miss—"

“Meg,” sad the girl promptly. “Margaret, | mean. Miss Margaret Prince. And | would certainly like to
pick up my package without causng alot of bother.”

“I'd like to have your address, too, for our files” Jm said cunningly. “And your telephone number.”

Margaret Prince hesitated. “Well, dl right. It's East Barent Avenue. 1233 East Barent. The telephone is
Barentwood 9-7600.”

“Hne, fine. Now could you describe your package?” dJm asked. And his eyes bugged dightly as he
ligened to the girl say, “Yes, of course. It's a canary cage wrapped in brown paper and tied around with
gring. There are two canaries ingde. They are named Jm and Joe.”

Jm grinned foolishly. “Well, my namée's Jm, too,” he said. After a moment of confusion, he asserted, “I'll
go back and have alook for it.” He sauntered to the rear, found Fred, and told him, “This one's after the
canaries too.”

Fred scowled. “Going to give them to her?”’
“I'd rather she had them than old queer-eyes,” said dm dryly. “But the answer is, hdl no.”

THE girl lisened to Jm with alittle frown of disgppointment when he came back. She said, “You say I'm
to see a Mr. Buck Fineberg? Very wel. But | did hope it wouldn't be necessary to bother a lot of
people, just because | lost my claim-check.”

Jdm looked at her steadily, and told her alie “I think Buck was on duty here this morming when you
probably Ieft the package,” he said.

“Oh, good! Maybe hell remember me, and that will save alat of explaining,” she said happily.



Jmwas nonplussed, alittle ashamed of himsdlf, and he passed the buck to Fred, saying, “I'd let you have
it, only old sour-puss’—he jerked his head toward the rear, where Fred was—"doesn't like the idea
You know how itis. | gotta get dong with the guy.”

“l understand,” said Miss Margaret Prince, and she walked away.
“Between the two,” Jm told Fred, “1 think the babe was straight goods. She looked dl right to me.”
“They modlly dl do—to you,” said Fred.

“Hel, | lied and said Buck was in here when she Ieft the package, just to see what her reaction would be.
And she seemed pleased, and hoped held remember her. Does that sound like she's a sharper?’

“It sounds,” said the more experienced Fred, “about like a woman would sound when she was making a
foot out of aguy with a bushy tall like yours”

“Yah. Nuts.” Jm jerked his head. “How the canaries getting dong?’
“They're dill fighting.”

“In the dark.”

“Yes, inthe dark. They haven' let up an indant. It's incredible.”

“What's s0 incredible about a fight? | mean, dmog everybody and everything is equipped to do a little
fighting. That's why moose have horns.”

“l don't think canaries ever fight in the dark,” Fred said. “Mine never have, anyway. And I've never seen
anything like this hate, unadulterated hate, which these birds manifes.”

“The way you'e talking, I'm beginning to fed funny about this” Jm said.
“| fed that way when | look at those hate-crazed birds.”

Jm went into the back, picked up the telephone and got himsdf connected with the larger check-room
on the upper levd of Grand Centra, where supervisor Buck Fineberg presided. Jm spoke with Buck for
afew minutes, then hung up. “Hey, Fred, old scare-face never showed up to ask Buck for the package.
Wheat do you think of that?’

“I'm not surprised.”
“Nor the girl either.”
“I'm il not surprised.”

Grabbing up the telephone again, Jm dided the number which Margaret Prince had given him as her
own. Upon recalving an answer, he asked boldly for Miss Prince, and the reply he received made an
interesting study on his face for Fred to watch.

“Wdl?" asked Fred.
“It was the precinct Police Station,” said Jm sheepishly. “They don't know any Miss Prince.”
Twenty minutes later, Fred cdled thickly, “Jm, come here”

Jm hurried to Fred's sde. “What's the matter now?’ He saw that Fred was daring at the canary cage



Sckly.

“One bird is dead,” Fred said.

“Huh?’

“Deed. The other bird killed it.”

Jm shrugged. “Yeah? Wdll, that ought to quiet things down on the old homestead.”

Grimaaing, Fred said, “Oh, don't be so cold-blooded. If you had seen the poor little things showing such
maevolent hate, you wouldn't be so smart about it.”

But the other man was getting tired of the whole subject of canaries. He spoke his mind on the matter.
“Oh hdl, get it off your mind. Two birds get to fighting in a cage, and there's a winner. So what? So if
you don't blait out that you opened up the paper in the firg place so they could get a look at each other
and dart operations, there's nothing to it. Forget the whole thing.”

Fred was peering into the cage. “Hate,” he murmured. “I never saw such anger and hateinabird. | didnt
know a canary could show such athing.”

“Oh, shut up,” said Jm. “You and your angry canary!”

Chapter Il

THE possession of a reputation had long ago saddied Doc Savage with a few handicgps. Out of
somewhere near a hundred and forty million U. S. inhabitants, not each one had heard of Doc Savage,
but the percentage who had was respectable. Impressive, too, congdering the care which Doc had taken
to avoid publicity, or at least notoriety. Since the scientific genius of the man, his Sartling physicd ahility,
and hisunusud Gaahad-like occupation of righting wrongs and punishing evildoers, was not unknown in
quite a few odd corners of the world, perhaps the tota terrestria population of around two hillion two
hundred million should be considered in the percentage table. The point was, that out of a number like
thet, there were sure to be screwbadls to make lifeirritating.

Doc Savage's work, the righting of wrongs and punishing of evildoers whom the normd fingers of law
enforcement did not seem to be able to grasp and crush, was itsdf enough out-of-place in a currently
war-cynica and digrugtful dvilization to make it a subject of disbdief, and on the tongues of the ignorant
or disllusoned, of ridicule. That sort of thing perhaps had been believable in the days of Galahad, but it
hed become as unfashionable as tin pants, rescuing damsalsin distress, and knighthood in generd.

In plain words, the gag had been worked to death. Charlatans had used it. Too many politicians had
indigated wars to save humanity, until it was becoming pretty clear that what the world needed was
saving from the leaders who were continudly getting control of the masses. The world was getting wiser,
or a leest more cynicd, about the whole saving business with its iron curtains and goose-stepping.
Do-gooding was out of style these days. A guy was supposed to have an angle. And if the angle wasn't
a once apparent, the thing to do was be disbdieving and hold an air of ridicule.

Doc Savage's “angle’ wasn't apparent, and for a pretty good reason. He didn't have one. He did good,
righted wrongs, punished evildoers, did scientific work so completely for the benefit of humanity as a
whole that money-minded corporations, or publicity-minded “foundations’ wouldnt finance it, and the
only return he received was inngr satisfaction. It was wdl that he expected no other return, too.
Satisfaction was frequently dl he got.



Doc Savage was a man of fantadtic feats and good deeds and taking return only in satisfaction had not
made him a meek nor an impoverished man. He was a spectacular person. Physicdly, a giant bronze man
with hair a little darker bronze and strange flake-gold eyes that could be sympathetic, firm, or scare the
hdl out of a wrongdoer, he could do things with sSnew that were not quite believable. Mentdly, he was a
phenomenon that a biographer would find hard to make convincing. A man smply didn't accomplish such
sdentific or psychologicd feets. It was a difficult fact to sl.

But the point was thet there was enough percentage of zanies on the planet, two hillion two hundred odd
million to make some isolaion desirable. So, while Doc Savage's headquarters occupied as conspicuous
a place as there was in New York City, the eighty-sixth floor of one of the city's tdlest buildings, and
there were forty or fifty elevators operating in the vertica arteries insde, getting to see Doc Savage
persondly was a matter that took doing. More specificdly, it took a crime. A fantagtic one, of one tha
the law didn't seem to be able to touch. Even then, there was a certain screening routine,

LIEUTENANT COLONEL ANDREW BLODGETT “MONK” MAYFAIR, who looked like a
reasonably pleasant ape, was one of the screens. Monk had approximatey seven-eighths-inch of
forehead, and was one of the world's great chemists, when anybody could get him to work at it.

From the private detective agency downdairs, which sfted the inflow for cranks and chaff, Monk
received a parcel-room claim-check.

“It cameinthe mall,” he was told.

Not much impressed, Monk asked, “No note with it, or anything?’
“Jud this” He was handed a bit of colored paper with one torn edge.
“Blazed”

“It impressed me, t00,” sad the private detective whose office force did nothing but screen and
invedtigete the people who wished to see Doc Savage.

Monk took off his hat, which looked asif it had been used to dust off his shoes, and scratched around in
some bridling rusty, shingle-nalls that served him as hair. “Doc won't care for this much. He doesn't like
something to start out smdling of money, particularly big money, as payment for his services”

“Then you're not interested?’

“In one-hdf of a thousand-dollar hill? Hdl yes, | am,” sad Monk. “But the question is, will Doc be?
What ese was there with this?”

“Jud that. The clam-check. The hdf a thousand-buck hill.”

“Hrmmmm. Wdl, I'll take it upstairs and see what the master says.”

MONK took the private elevator to the eighty-sixth floor, and in the reception room, a large place with
comfortable chairs and a ghedly old-fashioned sted safe of tremendous size, and an inlad table that was
a priceess Orientd piece, he found Attorney Theodore Marley Brooks. He paused to speak
unpleasantly to Ham Brooks. “Hédlo, shyster,” Monk said. “I've warned you before, and I'm going to do
it again. But thisisthe lagt time, savwy?’



Ham Brooks, a very dapperly dressed man, sneered.

“Wel, wdl, it breathes, it waks on its hind legs, it looks like the missng link,” he remarked. “What can it
be? Not a certain lout of a chemist who has been moleging my girl-friend?’

“Yours? Your girl-friend! Hdl's bdld” Monk turned purple, waved both arms and screamed,
“Moleging! Where do you get that Suff, you miserable flea on the reputation of Blackstone? Audrey
was, and is, my girl-friend.”

Ham smirked. “Is, you say?’

“Yeeh, even if you did have her out last night,” Monk bellowed. “And I'm tdling you, you tort, if you
mess around with Audrey once more, youll be asking, 'Where's my ams and legs? | don't mean

rwm”

Ham legped to hisfeet, saized the dender black cane which he habitudly carried, and screeched, “Dont
you thresten me, you physicd fresk!”

“Thresten you?” Monk howled. “1 won't say aword. I'll jus—"

A buzzer somewhere in the room made severd irritated beeping sounds. It ended the dispute
temporarily, because it was asgnd from Doc Savage.

Monk found Doc Savage in the laboratory, which was the largest room, composing over two-thirds of
the skyscraper's eighty-aixth floor, that lay behind a library containing Doc's amazing collection of
stientific tomes. Monk asked uneesly, “Our little fuss bothering you?’

“It was shaking the whole neighborhood,” Doc Savage said briefly. “ Femde trouble agan?’
“Yesh,” Monk admitted sheepishly.

“Which one?’

“Audrey,” Monk muttered.

Doc Savage's metdlic bronze features remained expressionless, and he said thoughtfully, “Do you felows
know what is going to happen to you sometime? You're going to get so interested in one of these
competitions that some blond fluff with dark blue eyesis going to ring one of your fingers”

“How'd you know she had dark blue eyes? Y ou never met Audrey,” Monk demanded.
“They go with peroxide, don't they?’

“I think | should resent that,” Monk said. “What makes you think we might get hooked?’
“Because youll be so busy watching each other, youll forget to wetch the girl.”

“Y ou mean shot with a marriage license when we're not looking, en?” Monk snorted. “Fat chance. Ham
and | are wary old wolves. We love 'em and leave 'em. Therée's nothing to it.” Monk fished around in his
pocket and brought out the claim-check and the hdf of a thousand-dollar bill. He presented these to Doc
Savage. “Interedting trivia from the afternoon mail,” he remarked.

Doc looked at the items, but did not take them until he had pulled on rubber gloves. “Youd better be
more careful with odd guff through the mail,” he said. “Science has been doing some hair-raisng things
with killing germs latdy.”



“You mugt be getting jumpy.”

Doc Savage sad nothing, but carried the check and the greenback fragment over to a microscope and
took a look a them. He was a giat of a man, and it was impossble for a casud ar and normd
manneriams to conced the fact of his fabulous physique. Monk, watching him, was impressed, and Monk
hed known Doc for quite a few years, and he was not eadly impressed. Doc was more than a physcd
giant. He was a trained symphony in Snew and coordination, the product of a childhood devoted entirey
to rigorous training at the hands of experts who had been hired by the man's father and given one
ingruction: If interminable training will develop a superman, produce one. There are probably limitations
to what consstent practice and sdf-development over a period of years can accomplish, but sometimes
Monk wondered.

“No germs, en?” Monk remarked.

“Apparently not.” Doc took the two articles to another contrivance, a device of his own development for
meeauring radiant emisson which was consderably more sendtive than the Geiger counter and its
successor, the one which utilized certain properties of diamonds.

Monk was amused at the giant bronze man's precautions. “If they should be radioactive, so what? They
wouldnt likdy be charged enough to harm aman.”

“The clam-check isfor a package at the stand on the lower leve a Grand Central Station,” Doc Savage
sad. “The package could be a bomb, triggered for detonation by the presence of a radiant nearby.”

Monk nodded. “But that would take imeagination and some scientific skill.”

“Decency has no corner on imagination, unfortunatdy,” Doc said. He seemed satidfied with his
examination. “They seem to be clean. What do you make of it?’

“l don't know whét to figure” Monk shook his head. “The two things just came in the mall. Postmarked
alittle after noon. “ He hesitated, then added, “The hdf of a thousand-dollar bill gives it some bite. The
bill's genuing, | think.”

“Yes, seemsto be”
“You gaoing to pick up the package and see what gives?’

Doc looked a Monk thoughtfully. “You might wish you'd done that yoursdf, in case acquiring the
package should lead to a contact with the owner later.”

“Yeah? How you figure?’
“A femde”
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“The package seems to have been checked by a brown-haired, brown-eyed girl who is rather exatic,
probably about twenty-four years old, smokes long gold-tipped cigarettes, and is quite a traveler. Sound
interesting?’

Monk blinked a couple of times. “Sounds more like you're running a whizzer on me.”
“The brand of cigarettes she likesis named Trieens, and her most recent trip was to India”

“How you figure that?” Monk asked. “And don't tdl meit's smple, dear Watson. . . . Or isit?’



“I'mafraditis” Doc indicated the microscope. *Put the things under the glass and see for yoursdf.”

Monk grunted, and followed ingtructions, but the examination did not fully convince him. He said, “1 see
the flecks of face powder, and tobacco, but danged if it means that much to me.”

Doc sad plessantly, “If you had been doing research recently into adlergies as related to cosmetics and
tobacco, as | have, it would be clear enough. Firs, the powder: Face powder, a shade used by
medium-complexioned girls but shunned by blondes and deep brunettes. Second, the tobacco, from an
exotic cigarette, Trieens, made in India and not shipped abroad a dl because of government monopoly
regulations. They're long and gold-tipped, and since they're sold nowhere but in India, perhaps she
bought them there. And there's a trace of perfume about the claim-check, a rather rash scent affected by
younger women.”

Monk grinned. “1 missed the perfume, but she sounds interesting. Shdl | take this up and see what it
draws?’

“If you wish.”
“Okay.”

MONK collected Ham Brooks, and they caught a cab uptown. Monk did not tdl Ham about Doc
Savage's theory that a gifl was involved; as a matter of fact, Monk invited Ham dong only because the
g, if any, might pay the headquarters a vist during their absence and if Ham was there, and if the girl
was promising, that would give Ham the insde track. Ham probably suspected chicanery, because he
thought Monk had brought him aong merdly for the pleasure of renewing their quarrdl about the blonde,
Audrey, wheress it developed Monk was unusudly quiet. Monk, for his part, was absorbed by
amazement at Doc's deductive performance with the clam-check and thinking about it admiringly. But
Ham was darmed.

“Wha snide ded are you pulling on me?” Ham demanded.

“What? Oh cdm down, you're not in the company of another lawyer, so nobody is going to sted your
shirt. . . . Somebody checked something at Grand Central and sent Doc Savage the check, dong with
hdf a thousand-dollar hill, and we're going after it.”

Ham was interested. “We're going after the other hdf of the bill, I hope you mean.”
“The package.”
“That's an impractica approach. The thousand-dollar bill isthe thing,” Ham said.

It was dark, a little after nine o'clock, and the midtown traffic was catching its breath after the theater
rush, so that their cab was able to enter the drop-off a Grand Centra without delay. They strolled insde,
descended the steps, made the proper turns, went down the ramps to the lower levd and located the
check-room.

Fred Lill looked down a the check when Monk dropped it on the scuffed and shiny sheet metd
counter-top, and Fred gtiffened ingantly. He had recognized the number on the claim-check as matching
the stub on the canary cage.

“Are you the party who checked this?’ Fred asked suspicioudly.



“We got the claim-check, aint we?” Monk countered. “Trot it out.”

Fred hestated. There had been enough mystery surrounding the canary cage to upset him, and while he
would be glad enough to be rid of the thing, he didn't wish to invite more trouble. He said, “Will you give
meyour name, Migter?’

“Ligen,” sad Monk. “I've been checking packages in depots since | was a runny-nosed little stinker
so-high to apoodle, and | never had to give my name before. What are you getting up, a Chrigmas card
lig?

Fred scowled. “Did Mr. Plott send you for the package?’

“Who's Mr. Plott?’

“Then it was Miss Margaret Prince?’ Fred suggested.

“Who's she?”

“You don't know either one of those people?’ Fred asked pointedly.

“Can't say | do,” said Monk. “Can't say | understand why you're gdloping around bushes, either. Would
you care to trot out whatever this claim-check cdls for, or would you care for alittle trouble?’

Fred diffened. “You can't scare me. | don't like your manner.”
“You won't get the package?’

Fred shrugged. “Sorry. | can't. It's not in my section. If you could describe the package, which | don't
imagine you can, or identify yourselves as honest ditizens, | might help you. But the attendant of the other
section, Jm Presse, isout to lunch. Hewill be back presently, if you care to wait. In fact, he's due back

Thiswas hdf-truth to the extent that Jm Presse was indeed out to lunch, but for the rest, Fred wanted to
wait until Im returned and consult him about procedure.

“Honest citizens, he says,” Monk growled.

Ham eyed Monk in exasperation, remarking, “That comes of letting you do the taking. That face of
yours has upset the man. One look at that sub-human visage, and it's Katie bar the door.”

Monk ignored this and asked Fred Lill, “Who are these people, Mr. Plott and Margaret Prince?’
“Two who tried to get the canary cage,” said Fred triumphantly.
“The what? Canary cage?’ demanded Monk.

That had dipped out, and Fred winced. “Wait until Im gets—oh, yonder he comes now.” Fred sghed
with reief, and cdled, “Hey, Jm, here are two more guys after that cage. What'll we—"

The other man in the check-room attendant's uniform stalked past, swung a leg over the counter, did
across it, muttering as he did so, “Back in a minute. Fedl kinda sick.” He hurried into the rear, between
the long aides of shelf-racks.

Fred was shocked. “Thet ign't like Jm. He didn't look at dl right—" He scowled nervoudy a Monk and
Ham. “Just a minute, you guys. | want to see what als dm.” He turned and hastened after the other man.



Monk glanced a Ham, and the latter was saying, “If you ask me, there is something odd—" when Fred
Lill'swhoop of terror reached them from the rear. “Help! Thisaint dJm.” Fred shrieked. “Help! He's got
the cagel”

Ham finished his speech with, “Take the left ade, Monk. I'll go right.” And they were both across the
metal-topped counter ingantly and lunging to the attendant's aid. But Monk was just as quickly back in
view. His homdy face was distorted, his hurry wild. The reason was promptly self-evident when a clap of
gunsound exhaed from the rear. Monk yelled, “He'sinthisaide He's got agun.” Ham said, “Well, go in
and get im.” Monk's reply was pained. “I'm not bulletproofed today,” he said, and this was not in any
sense intended to be smart-aleck; what he meant was that he wasn't wearing a bulletproof undershirt of
chain mal which Doc's aides often wore.

The sequence of the next twenty seconds of action they modly reconstructed later. The invader, who
was not Jm the attendant—they later found the genuine Jm unconscious in his underwear in a men's
room booth—had knocked Fred Lill down and taken the canary cage. He was, as Monk had caled,
coming up the other aide, and he knew Ham was in the adjoining one and moving fast, because he gave
packages on one of the shelves a shove and these toppled through and made an excited mound on the
floor before Ham, who sumbled over them and went down. Scrambling up, Ham spoke his mind in
Harvard accents, but not Harvard words. Meantime, the intruder went on with the canary cage, and
passed Monk, who was fla at the end of the aide, walting, full of anticipation.

Monk made his pounce as the man went past. Monk's object was to do a judo disssmament, a
spectacular feet, but not a difficult one if the armed man is close enough. Monk knew, as do most men
who teach judo tactics to the police, thet it is perfectly safe to start teking the gun away from anybody
fool enough to jam the muzze againg any part of the body, and that it can be done in practicdly every
case before the trigger can possibly be pulled. Thiswasn't quite that Smple, but nearly.

And Monk was wonderfully successful. A flash of movement, and he had the gun. He didn't have the
mean, though.

The two things that happened next were right in the tempo of action. First, Monk found out why the man
hed fired only one shot earlier. The gun was jammed. It was a cheap foreign automatic, and the new shdl
hadn't fed. It was usdless to Monk. Second, the man had another gun.

Monk's immediate desire was to be e sewhere. He dived backward wildly, hit the floor, which was dusty
and littered with torn claim-checks. Two or three bullets went into the sted shelves, broke up the
contents of some packages and suitcases, and from a hole in a traveling bag a trickle of bourbon came,
contributing the unnecessary aroma of a brewery.

Theintruder left with the canary cage.

THE man ran headlong for fifty feet and reached a ramp leading up into the station. Then, prudently, he
dowed his pace. He turned right, then left, heading for the spot where the crowds were thickest. Grand
Centra Termind is a mongtrous tabernacle dedicated to haste and it is generdly not possible to hear the
ariva of incoming trains, and trains are not as quiet as mice. The shots, while they had made a hdl of an
outlay of sound in the vidnity of the check-stand, had contributed minutdy to the overdl noise of the
dation.

Crowds are dso the boon, temporaily at leadt, of a fugitive who keeps his head, wears a casua |00k,
and doesn't gay in any one place too long.

The man had the canary cage, which was conspicuous, and would mark him ingantly once the police had
spread fully an darm. He debated what to do with it. Check it a another stand? He was dmost tempted.



It would be bold enough, surely. But he didn't have quite that much fath in the ability of the normd to
escape notice when men were searching for the unnatura. So he kept the cage with him.

In the end, he concluded to wak out of the ation right now, before the word became generd. He
wondered how much time had elapsed. It was hard to tdl, and he wasn't sure what fadlities for a quick
broadcast of a description the police had in the Sation.

The latter question was answered rapidly, for the station loudspeaker began to boom out his description.

He was dready a the entrance, however. He walked out casudly. No one stopped him. He looked for a
taxi, found one that was emptying itsdf at the ramp, and shoved insde. He settled back camly, saying,
“Penn Station, and in a hurry if you will. I want to catch another train.”

The driver grunted. “Cab ahead has gotta move out of the way firg.”

Two or three seconds later, the cab door was opened casudly, and a man got indgde. A large man with
rather unusua bronze features and strange flake-gold eyes.

“Hey, this cab's occupied,” objected the man who had acquired the canary cage.
“So are you,” Doc Savage told him.

Chapter Il

“THE thing | object to,” Monk Mayfar remarked disgustedly, “is not that Doc made a grab and saved
the bacon. That was dl right, because | know he doesn't think we're a couple of saps. But what | resent
is that we made of oursdves, voluntarily and with only mild urging, a pair of saps. That guy with the
canary cage walked through us asif we were duck-pins.”

“Oh, shut up,” Ham said. He told Fred Lill, “Not you, Mr. Lill. Go right ahead. Y ou thought the man was
your co-worker, Jm Presse, and you walked back to see what made him seem different. Then what?’

Fred Lill was spesking uncomfortably into a wire-recorder. “He hit me” he said. “And that's dl | knew
for awhile In fact, that'sdl | know.”

“Do you know why dl this rumpus is being made about a cage with two canariesin it?” Ham asked.
“No, dr. | don't know from nothing, and I'd like to forget dl about it,” Fred Lill said.

“Okay, thanks, Lill.” Ham closed the machine, and he and Monk went to the firs-aid room in the station,
where Jm Presse was being treated for a scalp cut and a headache.

They recorded Jm's account, which seemed to add nothing to the generd picture.

Riding downtown, Ham remarked, “This is an odd one, isnt it? Somebody wants Doc to have the
canaries, and somebody elseisdl agang it.”

“Yeah, the girfl was sure anxious for Doc to have them,” Monk agreed.

“What girl?” Ham scowled. “Y ou've been holding out on me, you baboon.” They quarreled over the girl
from India who smoked exotic cigarettes during the rest of the ride.

Doc Savage was seated in the reception room a headquarters. The canary cage reposed on the inlad



table nearby. Across from Doc sat a dender young man with a wiry body, a hard brown face, rather
thick lips, and a manner that was not otherwise stupid.

“He given out anything yet?” Monk asked, indicating the stranger.

“Slence, exdudvey,” Doc Savage replied. “Let's hear the recordings.” He arose, adding, “WEell ligen in
the other room, however. Monk, will you keep an eye on our speechless friend here.”

Monk strode over to the stranger, said, “Go on, make a break for it. Go ahead, pd. Let's see if your
footwork isas good as it was” But the young man merdy scowled.

In the library, with the doors closed, Doc Savage and Ham Brooks listened to the recorder play-back.
“Doesn't clear up much, does it?” Ham asked, when that was finished.
Doc Savage looked thoughtfully at the machine.

He sad, “Both check-room attendants state there were two canary birds, which fought until one was
killed.”

Ham nodded and explained, “That's right.”
“Thereis only one bird in the cage,” Doc told him.

Ham was dtartled. “One! But | don't get that. Both men said the cage held two hirds. | think they both
actudly saw two birdsin the cage.”

“Neverthdess, there was only one bird when | took possession.”
“Which bird isin the cage? The winner, or the loser?’
“Theloser. The dead one,” Doc said.

THE sranger with the hard brown face sat in the reception room and the only indication of inner tenson
was the claw-like hold his hands kept on the arms of his chair. Monk Mayfair raked a finger around in
the, amdl litter that the Suff they had taken from the man's pockets made on the table.

“Not athing here to give him aname or ahome. That initsdf is pretty near evidence againg a man, come
to think of it,” Monk remarked. He watched Doc Savage dide an ampoule of chemicd into a
hypodermic, and laughed. “Y ou want to bet your big silence lasts much longer?” he asked the man.

The men stared with wordless intengty at the needle. He watched Doc Savage show him the label on the
container which had held the ampoule, and athin mist appeared as by magic on his upper lip. “You can't
shoot that uff into me! It'sillegd!” he blurted, using a voice consderably more high-pitched than the one
inwhich he'd last spoken nearly an hour ago.

“Itsillegd, he says” Monk remarked. “Now that's reasoning for you. He only shot a me a couple of
times”

“l think he knows what it is” Ham remarked. “I suppose he should, a that. A couple of nationa
magazines have carried stories about its hypnotic qudities on the human mind.”

Monk went over and stood behind the man, remarking, “It may be illegd, you potlapper, but you're



going to talk your head off in aminute or two.”
Suddenly he seized the man from the rear, pinioning his arms, damping him to the chair.
The man screamed. “That stuff's dangeroud!” he shrieked. “I read where—oh my God, no! Don't!”

Doc Savage had hisleft arm now, and Ham his legs, and the man's howling clawed at the busy slence in
the room for a few moments longer, then began to change in qudity. The drug was quick, and would
produce fairly complete anaesthesiain hardly more than twenty seconds. But it was not anaesthesia Doc
wanted, s0 he checked the flow carefully. He glanced a Ham, said, “Begin feeding him questions.
Youve doneit before, and know about the results to expect.” And to Monk: “Set up the wire recorder,
in case there is something that might interest the police.”

Thefallowing haf-hour was a monotonous metter of applied effort, livened only occasiondly by a gem of
pertinent information. Since the man talked in a twilight state, his mind free of conscious control, there
was dullness spotted with bursts of hysteria, and the whole was incoherent as to form. Only Ham's
deadily repeated questions gave it a plan and progress.

In summary, they learned: The man's name was Clinton Williams and he had been born to a mother who
hed waited only urtil he was old enough to leave with his father, then she had disappeared. His career
consgted of grade-school, one hitch in the reform school, different penitentiaries, two hitches, the amy
two years, kicked out, and a series of odd jobs and minor crimind activities which had resulted in late
months in an association with a gang of thugs headquartering in Jersey City, and headed by one named
A. C. Black.

Black was known, naturaly, as Blackie, and afew days ago he'd hired himsdf, Clinton Williams and the
whole gang of bruisers out to a Mr. Plott, a foreign gentleman. The remuneration was handsome, their
duties negligible, consigting of trying to find a young lady named Miss Meg Prince. Or Margaret Prince,
redly.

Mr. Plott furnished the information that Miss Prince had arrived by plane from India via Cairo, London
and La Guardia Airport, with Mr. Plott hot on her hedls, whereupon sheld given Mr. Plott the dip. The
gang did the rest. Included in the coterie was a private detective who'd had his license lifted, and it was
through his management that they located Miss Prince living in a discreet hotd in the fifties off Madison
Avenue.

Profusdy delighted with their services, Mr. Plott assgned them the next part of the job—Miss Prince had
two canaries, and he wanted them. He wouldn't mind, ether, if he got Miss Prince so. The canary birds
firg. Then Miss Prince. Mr. Plott wouldnt mind if the canary birds were dead, but he wanted the bodies.
Asfor Miss Prince, preferably she should be divein condition to talk.

But Miss Prince had been wary, had discovered they'd found her about the time it happened, and without
delay she had left her tiny hotd carrying what was dearly a canary cage enclosed in paper. Sheld
checked thisat Grand Centrd, then malled the clam-check to someone, dthough firg vidting a bank and
exchanging a number of traveler's checks for asingle bill of large denomination.

Clinton Williams had been assigned the job of getting the birds by force after Mr. Plott had faled in a
pesceful attempt. In the meantime, others of the gang were going to see what could be done about
removing Miss Prince from circulation.

“Two hirds?’ Doc sad.

Y es, there were supposed to be two hirds in the cage, the man said.



“There was only one bird, and it was dead,” Doc sad.

That confused Clinton Williams, because his mind in the drugged state was incgpable of rationdizing to
any degree. He began to mumble, and Doc listened carefully and wonderingly, gathering that Mr. Plott
hed fdt that one canary, or ether canary Ingly, was of no vaue in the scheme of things Both canaries
were needed.

“Why were the canaries angry?’ Doc asked.

The man didn't know that. He had no idea why they were vauable. In fact, he did not know anything
more of pertinence.

“Monk and Ham,” Doc said, “you get up to that girl's hotd, find her, and bring her in. I'd like to know
why she wanted me to have two angry canary birds.”

Monk put on his hat, remarking, “Miss Prince isthe gil who cdled at the check-room in an effort to get
the birds back. The check-room attendants gave a pretty good description of her, and | guess we can
recognize her from that. 1t should be smple”

“Toinaureit being smple” Doc warned him, “you'd better be careful. According to this fdlow, the rest
of hisgang ishunting her.”

Ham said, “This seems screwy to me. Why would Mr. Plott pursue Miss Prince dl the way from India to
get a couple of angry canary birds?’

“Your guessis as good as ming” Doc said. “And you two had better get going.”

When Monk and Ham had gone, Doc took a pair of handcuffs from the desk and manacled Clinton
Williams to the heavy chair in which he sat, fagening the man's ankle to the lower part of the chair, 0
that it would be impossible for the felow to wak away carrying the chair.

Obtaining a pair of tweezers, Doc extracted the dead body of the canary from the cage, carried both bird
and cage into the laboratory, and began running tests.

He checked the paper cage wrappings, both brown paper and black paper, for writing, visble and
secret. There seemed to be none. The black paper was not American made, and was quite worn, as if it
hed been used to wrap the cage a number of times. It was completely light-proof.

He noted one sgnificant thing about the cage. It was, or had been, divided into two compartments by a
wire partition, and the smdl door in this had in some fashion come open, dlowing the two canaries to get
together, whereupon one had killed the other.

As he prepared to ingpect the canary itsdlf, the radio recelver emitted a hissng sound & one sde of the
room, then Monk's voice, saying: “We're dmog a Miss Prince's hotd, Doc. Nothing unusud yet.”

Doc Savage picked up the push-to-talk microphone. “Report a five-minute intervas. And don't walk
into any traps.”

Chapter IV

HAM BROOKS, glandng Sdewise & Monk Mayfar, remarked uneasly, “You didnt mention our
guest.” He watched Monk's face, and saw the homdy chemist wince, a Sght that would ordinarily have
pleased him, but which gave him little satisfaction under the present circumstances. Ham concluded that



Monk was harassed by a feding of guilt, and he knew he had the same misgivings himsdlf. He noticed
that Monk gave the siren an angry poke with his thumb, a gesture that was unnecessary, and he fdt some
sympathy for Monk as well as for himsdlf, a sort of we're-in-the-same-boat complex.

“One would think,” stated the spectacular, if somewhat varnished, blonde riding with them, “that I'm not
very welcome.”

She was Audrey, the belle they had been besieging, and she sounded near tears. And Audrey near tears
was like a kitten drowning.

“Now, my dear, you mustn't get that idea” said Ham hadlily. “It's perfectly lovedy having you aong.
Perfectly.” Ham remembered to add, “It's Monk who doesn't want you around.”

“That's a damned lie” Monk muttered, which was another lie

Audrey looked dantily hurt. “I don't care, naither of you were abit nice” She pouted. “Y ou're not being
nice now, ether.”

“Baby, youve got it dl wrong.” Monk was glandng a the microphone, wondering how Doc Savage
would react if he knew he and Ham had a lady friend around their necks. “Baby, | was just surprised to
seeyou, that's dl.”

“You certainly seemed surprised,” Audrey snapped.

“Yeah, | was bowled over—with pleasure, | mean,” Monk assured her. “What gets me is this How'd
you happen to be waiting there in the lobby of the building at just that time?’

Audrey favored Monk with a frown. She dso moved a little closer to Ham, coyly. “I'll bet you don't
know,” she said, “whét time it was.”

“Why, about three minutes after nine o'clock,” Monk said, after glancing at his watch.
“| thought s0,” Audrey said.
“Huh?’

“We had a date for eight o'clock.” Audrey sounded near tears again. It was both puppies and kittens
drowning. “I stood around a whole hour, waiting. And you'd forgotten.”

“No, baby! No, never!” Monk proclamed loudly, dso wondering how held happened to forget it. “You
see, Audrey, weve been busy on a big case and—" He noticed Ham's free hand giving Audrey's
shoulder comforting pats and scowled.

“You just passed the street the Prince dame's hotd is on,” Ham volunteered. “You taking a tour, or
something?’

“Stop pawing my girl,” Monk said.
“Who's your girl?” said Audrey. “And who is this Prince person?’
“Oh, some babe Monk's interested in,” said Ham hdpfully.

Glaing, Monk said, “Aw, she has canary birds” That didn't sound like much of an explanaion, but it
was the best he could produce. He U-turned the car angrily in the traffic, blowing his horn, and drawing
irae blasts from other motorigts, an uproar that was promptly joined by the twitter of a traffic cop's



whidle. The cop, brawny and red-faced and short of temper, came over, fisted his hands on his hips and
ligened to Monk's statement that they were Doc Savage aides, replied with the classc understatement,
“That'sfine | haven't given an assstant cdebrity aticket in aweek.” He wrote out and presented a traffic
ummMons.

Monk then drove on and yanked the car to the curb in front of the Prince girl's hotd.

Audrey giggled. “I thought Mr. Savage was such an important person. I'm surprised they'd dare give you
aticket.”

“It'sthis shyster lawyer welve got dong,” Monk growled. “They probably know him for what he is, and
that handicaps an honest man.”

Audrey noted ther preparations to enter the hotd. “You're not going to leave little Audrey done in this
dark, lonesome street?” she asked anxioudy.

Monk groaned inwardly, and looked hard a Ham in order to hang the responsbility for an answer on
him.
“I'd be smply terrified. Smply petrified,” Audrey bleated.

“We wouldn't think of petrifying you,” Ham said uneesily. “ So come dong.”

THE hotel lobby gave them a gented ar of honesty and quiet, and the middle-aged clerk surprised them
with the information that they were expected. “Miss Prince? Yes indeed,” he said. “You say you are
associated with a Mr. Savage? Then you are to go right up. Five-fourteen.”

They traveled over a well-trod taupe carpet and stopped on a rubber mat in front of the elevators to wait
for a cage to appear. Monk drew Ham asde and muitered, “I don't like the idea of hauling Audrey
around with us. There may be fireworks.”

“You had the date with Audrey, so get rid of her yoursdf,” Ham retorted. “If this Prince character is
expecting us, how come she didn't contact Doc Savage directly? And how'd she know we would show
up?’

“Secrets?’ Audrey's pert little face was beside them. “I love secrets.”

Monk contemplated Audrey's rather plump throat, and it occurred to him that his fingers would fit around
it very nicely, and willingly, too. An eevator came, though, and they entered.

“Hve” Ham said.

“Canary birds? So you're going to see the lady about canary birds?’ said Audrey, Smpering. “I think
that's just too sweet for anything, but | don't believe aword of it.”

“Shush, baby,” Monk muttered. “It's supposed to be kept quiet.”
“Oh, amydery!” dhrieked Audrey. “I do love myseried”

Extremdy irritated with Audrey, Monk examined the blonde to learn what he had just found thet he had
missed before. He saw a very cute number, drictly jewelry-case, the usud quota of baby blue eyes,
cupid-mouth—the modd came fully equipped, he had to say that. Brans? Who bothered about brains?
He hadn't noticed, and he imagined Ham hadn't ether. Which led himto recdl Doc Savage's remark that



sometime the two of them, Ham and himsdlf, would get to running competition so hard that one would
likdy get permanently hooked. Oh brother! Not if he could duck.

“What did you say?’ inquired Audrey, dragging her fingertips over hisarm.

THE door was no different from the door of aroom in any other hotel that had been built perhaps twenty
years ago, except that possibly this one gave back more slence.

“Knock again,” Ham said. “The desk clerk downdtairs seemed to think she wasin.”

Monk flattened his knuckles on the door again, got more dlence from that point, and a rather
pleasant-voiced, “ Good evening, gentlemen,” from behind them. They whirled asif a snake had hissed at
thar heds.

Here was a slent man. Tha was the firs—and lasting—impresson Monk got of the fdlow, and it dedlt
in no way with his voice, which was mdlifluous resonant, freeflowing and confidence-inspiring.
Otherwise he was tdll, dightly soft-looking and handsome in a very careful way. “1 trust I'm not making a
migteke,” he added.

“What kind of a mistake would you make?’ Ham Brooks asked him.

“My nameis Kdvin,” the man said, amiling pleasantly. He opened his right hand and there was a piece of
paper init. “1 have the answer to a question written here” he added. “Will you tdl me who you are, or
rather who you represent? They will be identical, | hope.”

“Doc Savage,” Ham said. “And | don't get this”

“Oh, excdlent.” The man who had given himsdf the name Kdvin presented the bit of paper. On it was
written: Snce you are from Doc Savage, | am at your service.

“What kind of service,” Monk asked suspicioudy.
“Guide, you might cdl it
“Ya,]?i

Kevin beamed pleasantly. “Bear with me for a brief explanaion. The hotel is my resdence—this is my
room behind me, as a matter of fact—and afew days ago | managed to make the acquaintance of a very
attractive and interesting young lady, by name Meg Prince. Margaret Prince. We had dinner and did a
few theaters, with the result that | was totdly fascinated, and when Meg asked me to do a favor for her
that seemed somewhat bizarre, I'm afraid | consented with unseemly enthusasm.”

“Oh, you know Miss Prince?’ Ham said.

“l just sad so, perhaps with too many words.”

“What do you know about her?’

“Charming. Mysterious. And frightened.”

“Frightened of what?’

Kevin shrugged. “I have no idea. The mysterious qudities | mentioned add to the young lady's



fascination.”

“Canary birds?’

Surprise arched Kevin's eyebrows. “She has two, | beieve. She kept them aways in a cage which had
two compartments, and it was dways darkened.”

Monk said, “Lets get around to the favor you mentioned.”

“Cetanly. Meg asked me to accost anyone who knocked on her door, ascertain whether they
represented Doc Savage, or incdluded Doc Savage, and then | was to guide them to her.”

“Okay, pd,” said Monk curtly. “Where is she? Jugt tdl us that. We don't need any seeing-eye hdp.”
Kdvin's head bent gpologeticaly. “1'm supposed to show, not tell, you.”
“Yeah?' said Monk suspicioudy. “Brother, the story sounds thin to me, and if you think—"

Audrey stamped her foot. “Oh, tush!” she said. “I think Mr. Kevin is being nice and gdlant, and you're
acting nasty to him.”

“Shut up,” Monk said.

Audrey gasped. “Oh, you big baboon!” she cried. She shrank back againg Ham Brooks for protection,
walling, “He told me to shut up!” Ham stroked her shoulder comfortingly, tdling her, “He's a baboon,
right, and I'm glad you're finding it out.”

Monk said, “Hdl!"” disgustedly. “Oh, dl right, let's go dong with this guy like sheep,” he added. He
looked thoughtfully at the door of Miss Prince's room. “Buit fird let's take alook in here”

The door was locked, and Monk bent down to examine the lock, then drew out his pocket-knife,
opened the large blade, and shoved it againg the narrow gtrip of wood which served as a buffer for the
door. He pried and the strip came up easly—suspicioudy easy. He hesitated, sure the lock had been
picked recently the way he was going to pick it now, wondering whether he should mention the fact.
Then, without spesking, he took the card-case from his purse and shoved one of the cdluloid
card-protectors into the dit he had made. After a bit of maneuvering and pressing, he fdt the bolt dide
back. He pushed the door open.

Ingde there was just a hotel room with the things in it that hotel rooms have—when they're ready for a
guest, but before a guest checks in, or more exactly, after a check-out. There were no clothes, no bags,
no article of persond nature whatever. Two used towels in the basket in the bathroom, cigarette ashes
but no stub in one of the trays.

Monk looked at Kelvin. “Got any remarks you want to make about this?’

Kedvin shrugged. “Only that | imagine Meg moved to another address to which she wishes me to bring
you.”

“Okay. Let's get there”

THE devator operator was degpy and he looked at them once, but not again, and the cage took a long
tired time getting them down to the lobby. They walked slently to the revolving door and it et them out
on to the Street one at atime, dong with gulps of warm air that smelled fantly of deaning-fluid.



“Better check inwith Doc on the radio,” Ham told Monk, when they were in the car. And Monk took up
the microphone, switching on the tranamitter and receiver so that it would warm. Thirty seconds was
about right for the filaments to heat, and after that had passed, he pressed the push-to-talk button. But no
response came—the audible one should have been a muting of the receiver while the tranamitter was on
the ar. There was none.

“Tranamitter's on the blink,” Monk muttered. “It won't work.”

Kevin seemed both interested and surprised. “You mean to say you felows use two-way radio, like the
police?’

Monk looked a him narrowly. “It's nothing new. It wouldn't be very origind either if somebody fixed the
thing so we couldn't use it to report where we're going.”

Kevin's eyes narrowed. “Does that remark have a persond touch?’
Audrey sad disgugtedly, “What crude manners you have, Monk! Y ou're behaving utterly stupidly.”

“l hope no more than my manners are stupid,” Monk said darkly.

Chapter V

HIS name was Caspell. He had once been high brass in the army—-Brigadier Generd C. E. Caspdll. The
mean was not a has-been by any means, and probably threw more weight than he ever had as an amy
men, offidaly. He was, by indination, a scientist, and by professon, a watchdog on the progress of
stience as it related to the unhaly practice of war. Caspell was a product of the era; war had turned
sientific, and the advent of the aom bomb had been a sort of presentation of diploma to show the
graduation of the laboratory into the reim of death and destruction. Caspell belonged to an unsung
section of the government intdligence that gpplied itsdf to the ferreting out of any new discoveries tha
might be dangerous to the safety of the nation. He did not head the department, but he was second in
charge, dationed in New Y ork, and he was a brilliant man.

“l don't want to seem to exaggerate,” Doc Savage said to Caspell. “But | fed it is fortunate that you were
inNew York and immediatdy available”

“| take it thisis important?’
“My guess would be s0.”
“How important?’

“It will take a little peering through the microscope and looking at andyds results” Doc said. “But you
might start holding on to your har now.”

Caxpdl was scientist enough to follow his nose through the information Doc had assembled, which meant
that he was quite some scientist indeed. The suff was complex. Not only the physologicd sde of it,
which any top-ranking brain surgeon would not have found too complicated, but the psychologicd, or
neurologica aspects, tying one into the other, as they did, made it something drictly not for junior-grade
dabblers in—even the word applied to the sudy was not exactly smple—neurenergenics.

“l don't believe it!” Caspell said. He didn't speak as aman who didn't believe, though. He sank in a chair,
a draght and hard char and he sa there in a draght and hard way, mopping his face with a



handkerchief. “My God! Of course it's possble—I mean, there's a reason for everything. . . . You say
this canary came from where?’

“The girl came from India. Presumably she brought the canary birds” Doc had given Caspdl a generd
picture of the Stuation. “ She came, as nearly as we can gather, in fear, and she was pursued by this Mr.
Mott character.”

“Reading between the lines, that would indicate she was coming to you with this ghegtly thing in hopes
you could stop it,” Caspell said.

“That seems far-fetched. Indiais along way off—"
“Not to me. Y ou underestimate your repute in far-away places, Savage.”
“Neverthdess—”

“She brought two angry canary birds, didnt she?” Caspell demanded. “Samples. The two birds were
samples. Why dse would she bring samples, if not to show them to you to prove her story.”

Doc was wary. “Let's not jump to conclusons. The infernd thing may not be perfected. Perhaps it will
work only on canary hirds, and they hoped by some trick to get me to continue development.”

Caspdl jumped up suddenly. “ Savage, you redly think a thing like that is possible?” He sounded more
then alitte wild.

“Certainly.”
“No! Oh Lord, no!”

Doc shrugged. “Why not? The medica dictionaries even have a word for it—neurenergen. Meaning a
substance supposed to furnish the energy of the neurosis. Medicdly, a neuross is a nervous disease,
epecidly afunctiond disease. A functiond disease is one that affects the functions of the body but not its
dructure. You see, it can even be reduced to smdl words.”

Caspdl levdled an arm at the dissected fragments of the canary bird. “Y ou've just shown me a change in
the structure of that canary—"

“Not bodily—"
“Now wait, the brain is part of the body, isn't it? The brain of that bird—"

Doc Savage interrupted gravely. “Tdl me this, Caspell. Asfar back as two years ago, or even Sx months
ago for that matter, would cerebrology have offered enough knowledge to indicate that the abnorma
condition of that particular part of a canary bird's bran meant that the bird was incgpable of doing

anything but hating and being angry?”

Caspdl shuddered. “Stopit! You're scaring the hell out of me. This is shadowy duff from the unknown,
and | don't like thinking about it.”

“The thing | want to know isthis Did the canary hate one thing? Was it angry only, for ingtance, a the
other canary?’ Doc sald.

“You can't tdl that. It's dead now—"

“There were two angry birds. The other one disappeared. If we could get it, and if it is dive, and could



be observed—"

“Dammit, let me back away from thisfor aminutel” Caspell gasped. “I tdl you, it frightens me more than
the damned bomb ever did.” He went to the window, stood scowling outward, and his hands moved
uneasly, unable to find a place, in his pockets or elsewhere, where they fdt safe. “You know this trouble
inIndia” he said grimly.

Doc looked a him sharply. “India has had nothing but trouble for months” he said. “What trouble? Be
Specific.”

“l can't be—not too specific.” And in amoment, Caspell added hitterly, “My God, we discussed it down
in Washington the other day, and somebody said, 'They must be brewing some new drink over there that
makes them hate each other." Or something like that. Just a remark that looked dumb & the time” He

wheded. He licked dry lips “How would it be done? Something in the food? A secret ray?
Ultra-high-frequency magnetic fidd?’

“That's what weve got to find out.”
“How?

“Monk and Ham have gone &fter the Prince girl.” Doc threw an uneasy glance at the radio. “They're not
reporting in, though, and it's beginning to worry me.”

“What do you want meto do?’ Caspell asked.

“You saw that fellow tied up in the outer office? He's a hired thug, Clinton Williams by name, member of
agang employed by Plott to stop the gifl and the canary birds from reaching me. We shot him full of
hypnotic, so his story is probably square. | want you to take him off my hands—the police would do it,
of course, but thelr imaginations are allittle too self-respecting for athing like this”

Caxpdl nodded. “I could do without my imaginaion right now, too. Well take Mr. Clinton Williams
WEell ply him with afew questions.”

Doc gave Caspell a spoal of recorder wire. “Her€'s his story, recorded as he told it. It should help.”
“It will,” said Caspell ominoudy. “What €lse can we do?’
“Nothing | can think of right now,” Doc told him.

Caxpdl seemed puzzled. “I appreciate your handing this Williams bird over to us—but is that why you
cdled mein? It doesn't seem too important, measured alongsde the other.”

“It isnt,” Doc told him frankly. “As a matter of fact, I'm doing something I've never done before,
probably because it never seemed so0 urgent to take such a precaution. . . . Frankly, | wanted you to
know, or the proper agencies of this government to know—it amounts to the same thing—thét there is a
ghadtly probability that someone has discovered a means, chemicaly, dectricdly or otherwise, of dtering
the minds of human beings so that they are consumed by anger and hate. | particularly wanted the
information, because it is obvioudy far-fetched and astoundingly unbelievable, to get into the hands of a
men of suffident menta breadth to understand that such a grim thing is possible. In fact, that it seems
preposterous is only because the structure of the mind is the least-understood of dl things in the human
body. | didn't want it laughed at, or passed up as dlly. . . . In case, as youve guessed by now, | should
have the bad luck to lose out with this felow Plott. By losing out, | mean getting killed.”

Caxpdl nodded. “1 understand.”



“Good.” Doc hestated. “Would you mind dicking around here a while” He showed Caspel how to
operate the radio transceiver. “If Monk and Ham cdl in, tdl them I've gone looking for the other angry

“All right, I'll stay here and tdl them that,” Caspell said, nodding.

FRED LILL'S tired roundish face became flat-looking with surprise, and he said, “Oh, you again! Wdll,
comein.” He wore no shirt, had a glass of milk in his hand, as he stepped backward opening the door. “I
was just having a snack before | piled into the hay.”

“Thiswon't take long, probably,” Doc Savage said, entering a three-room fla which was obvioudy kept
by Mrs. Lill with greet care on the amdl sdary tha Fred earned at the check-room. An eevated train,
outward bound through Brooklyn, made a long danging bedlam through which Doc Savage waited
patiently. “It's about the missing canary,” Doc added.

Fred Lill bobbed his head. “Yes, | guessed that. . . . You're Doc Savage, aren't you? | talked to my wife
about it after | got home from work, and she knew about you. Y ou're a famous man.”

Doc looked at Lill thoughtfully. “That isn't what is making you nervous, isit?’
Lill winced. “No. . . . You'e pretty sharp, aren't you? To see that I'm nervous, | mean.”
“Do you have the missng canary?’ Doc asked.

Fred Lill registered indecison and reluctance, dl the while shaking his head. “No, | don't have the bird.”
He hestated, then blurted, “Damn it, I'm not going to get in a lot of trouble over it. Im is a young foal in
some ways, dthough anice boy, and one you wouldn't suspect of feding tenderhearted about a bird.”

“Im?Y ou mean the fdlow who works with you in the check-room?’

“Yes. ... Jdm has the canary. He took it out of the cage because he was sorry for the poor thing. And
then, after dl the rumpus over the birds and the cage, he was afraid to tdl anyone what held done.”

“Where is the canary now?’

“Im took it homewith him. | have Jm's address.” Fred Lill went to a table, seized pencil and paper and
wrote for amoment. “Here's the address,” he said.

“Thanks, Lill. You should have told this sooner.” Doc pocketed the paper, after glanang at it. “One thing
more. Did you see Jm Presse take the canary out of the cage?’

“Wel, yes” Fred said uneesly.

“Dont be darmed. This was the canary that killed the other bird? The victor?’
“yes”

“How did the canary act toward Jm?’

“Why, just kind of scared, was dl.” Fred Lill was puzzled. “Like any bird would toward a stranger who
was handling it, | would say.”

“The bird didn't seem to hate Im?”’



“That would be kind of funny, wouldn't it, for a canary to hate aman?’

“Jud answer the question.”

“No. | didnt notice anything | would cdl hate”

“The canary was in a good humor?’

“It was scared,” said Fred Lill.

“But it didn't act asit had toward the other canary?”’

“Oh, no. No indeed.”

“How did the canary act toward the other bird?’

“Haeful and angry,” Fred Lill said grimly. “I never saw such hate and ferocity. Never.”

“All right, thanks,” Doc told him. “I'm going to see Jm Presse about the surviving canary, but don't
telephone Jm about my coming. In fact, keep this under your hat.”

“All right,” said Fred Lill, nodding. “But what do | say to your menif he cdls agan?’

Doc Savage, moving toward the door, whirled sharply. “What man? Did someone tel ephone you, saying
he was one of my associates?’

Fred Lill stared. “Yes. Didn't—"

“When was this?” Doc demanded.

“Why, about an hour and a hdf ago—"

“You didn't tdl hm Jm Presse had the canary?’
“Wdl, yes. Did | do wrong?’

“You probably saved your own life” Doc said grimly. “But how dJm Presse came out is another matter.”

AT between fifty and seventy miles an hour, usng the sren and the red lights continudly, Doc Savage
mede the trip back from Brooklyn in record time. He used outlying streets, the ones normdly employed
by trucks, because it was not yet late enough in the night for truck traffic to begin appearing. On
Thirty-eighth Street, he shut off the siren and doused the red lights, but kept ralling fast. The car was his
own, outwardly not an unusud looking machine, but equipped with the scientific gadgets he liked to use,
and the development of which were a hobby with him.

There were only three cars parked in the block between Third and Lexington on Thirty-eighth. He
decreased speed, and as a matter of course, used one of his gadgets, pressng a control button as he
passed each of the three parked machines. The smdl hissng that resulted in each case was not
particularly noticeable.

Doc drove on, completed hdf a circle of the block, and stopped on Thirty-seventh. He had, in passing,
noted that Jm Presse's address was a building of amdl apartments, a tobacco-colored brick structure
three dtories tdler than the surrounding brownstones. An innocent-looking place, but he took a lot of



trouble to get into it by the back way, firs entering an apartment house on Thirty-seventh and pressing dl
the buttons in Sght until someone buzzed and let imin the door. He walked upgtairs through the amdl of
last evening's dinners, and twice he mumbled, “Excuse me, | rang the wrong bell. Wanted Mr. Glickens”
Glickens was a top-floor name he had noticed. On the top floor, he found the way to the roof. The hatch
was padlocked, but that hedd him up not much more than a minute. He had a kit of ussful tools that he
used onit.

Theway across the rooftops was easy, and there was no dley, so presently he stood beside Jm Presse's
goartment house. The windows that could be conveniently reached from the roof dl showed him
digrusful teeth of painted iron bars. So he used a little sted grapple-hook on the end of a knotted slk
cord, and presently—it had not been difficult for him, snce his physcad drength was close to
abnorma—he sat on the window-dl1 of a hdl window one story up. He used the kit again—glascutter, a
quick cutin a circle, then a bit of sickum to hold the glass from faling when he tapped it sharply and it
opened where he had scratched. He unlocked the window and went in, being once more met by last
night's dinner odors. Jm Presse's gpartment was five-one-three.

That was one floor up, and he met a man. The man was coming down the sairs, lightly, turned a little
sdewise, whigling softly. It was not an American tune he was whidling, and the man's dathing wasn't
American, nor was, less noticeably, his face. His voice was. He said, “Hi, pd.” And went on.

Doc had been meking no sound, and he continued to make none, and the men didn't ether, presently.
When Doc noticed that, he leaned over the wdl the zig-zagging stairs made, and looked down. The man
hed his shoes off, was carrying them, and making terrific time down the steps.

Moving fast now, checking, Doc reached dJm Presse's door. It was a metd door, but not too
impregnableif one knew where to hit them with a foot, and he knew. He went in, and found Jm Presse
a once, not a difficult discovery, because the man was spread out on the floor pretty much as hed
stopped moving, if heéd moved much after the knife had done its work on his throat. The cut somehow
looked as if the hand with the knife had just reached around from behind, and yanked. It was a messy
murder.

Ten seconds later, Doc Savage was taking the third flight of stairs down, and he made just as good time
to the lobby, which was empty. The man, the man who had nothing American about him but the two
words, “Hi, pd,” was not there. Neither was one of the three cars that had been parked in the street.

Doc went outside, crowded both elbows againg his ribs, and sprinted around the block for his car.

Snce the advent of aomic fisson and the resultant interest in locating radiant materids, a number of
detectors have been devel oped which make the Geiger counter—itsaf not the origina insrument for such
a purpose, but probably dill the best-known to the public—seem as cold-nosed in comparison as a
Pekingese lgp-dog staked out againg a bloodhound. The one Doc had in his car was phenomendly
sendtive, so much so that he had trouble with it. The thing worked, dl right, but directiondly it indicated
hisown car.

He worried with it for a while. The tank of radiant spray, a quick-drying adhesive charged with enough
radioactive substance to make it quite dangerous if a persons dothing got a full squirt of the suff—was
shidded fully, and the indicator shouldn't be nosing out the tank, instead of the car in which the killer had
fled. Doc findly figured it out. There had been enough breeze in the street to blow some of the vapor
back on hisown car, where it had settled and hardened. The uff wasn't something one just wiped off.

So he changed to a cab. A taxi came dong, fortunately. He dimbed in the back seat with his contraption,
which was rather bulky.



“Heed over toward Ffth Avenue” hetold the driver. “I'll tdl you where to go then.”
The driver got the cab moving. “What the hel've you got there, Joe?’ he wanted to know.

“Aninvention were tesing,” Doc said. And when they came to Ffth, “Try going north for a while” He
had picked up no indication as yet, except the two cars left behind, which proved it was working.

“Damned world's getting full of inventions,” offered the cab driver. “One thing wrong with the world, if
you ask me, Joe.”

“Could be” Doc watched the indicator intently, and decided he had an indication. “Keep going north,”
he said. It could be that he was nosing out the office safe of some doctor who used radiants for tregting
cancer or some other mdignancy. He slently condemned himsdf for depending on such a dubious
contrivance in a dity where there were so many possible fdse scents. “Keep north. Step on it,” he said.
And then later, “Head east at the next block.”

“This leads towards Queensborough Bridge,” the driver said. It did, and they took the sweep of ramp
and rolled between the dark leening girders, and the river was a thing below them, shining faintly in mist
like a snake's back. Doc gave directions. Right. Then right again.

“You goin' to the airport with that thing?’ demanded the driver.

It was a good guess.

Chapter VI

SOMEWHERE in the hdf-moisg and haf-black night, an arcraft engine was running steedily and
monotonoudy and with a certain oddness about its sound that, to the knowing, explained why it ran on
and on that way. It was an engine getting a rurvin after an overhaul. What it did to the airport, to the
whole mass of darkness around the airport, was lend a sense of poised urgency. Doc Savage stood for a
long time looking at the car, the one that had been parked in the street before Jm Presse's gpartment
house, and he found himsdlf doing what anyone else with a moment of spare time must be doing—waiting
unconscioudy for the drumming engine to increase speed, dow down, miss a sngle beat. Anything to
break the voodoo-like drumming.

“Want me to wait?’ the cab driver asked. He was looking a Doc's gadget with wonder.
“No, thanks.”
“What isthis gimmick, anyway? Y ou acted, coming out here, like it was some kind of direction-finder.”

Doc sad, “Itis” and waked away from the cab, and away from the car, which was empty. Parked, too,
near the termind building itsdf. He stopped in the shadows, and used his pocket radio in an effort to raise
Monk or Ham, but there was no response. Bothered now, more wrapped with the grim feding that things
weren't going wel, he scowled at the termind. What had he overlooked that he should reasonably have
done? The canary that Jm Presse had taken? He might have searched for it. But he was dill certain, as
aure as heldd been back in IJm Presse's room, that the canary was in the possession of the man he had met
on the steps.

He waked into the termind, entering by a side door, moving unobtrusively, and giving the occupants of
the big waiting-room a careful ingpection. The drowsy faces—deep rode anyone at this time of the
morning—were as uninteresting to him as they were to themsalves. There was somehow the dry dull taste



of fatigue in the ar and a kind of subtle disgugt with life for having such a thing as four o'clock in the
morning to offer.

Then he saw Monk and Ham. Just like that. They walked in much as anyone dse would wak in, by the
entrance from the taxicab ramp, which was aso the way from the parking lot.

Doc took just about hdlf a step toward them, then stopped. Monk and Ham had company. Two people.
The blonde seemed familiar dthough there was not any single feature about her that he recdled, and he
concluded that it was the assemblage—a flaghy, doll-faced blonde—that he recognized. Autométicaly
and immediately he placed the blonde as Monk and Hams current god, yet knowing she was not redly
their type. She was just what they liked to pretend was their type.

The man was a different proposition. He had too much assurance, packed too much confidence, dong
with a hand under a topcoat thet he carried over hisarm. The hand might or might not contain a gun. He
walked dways dightly behind Monk and Ham.

They went draight to a loading gate that was open and lighted, and the confident man, without taking his
one hand from under the topcoat, used the other hand to diolay four arline tickets. Trans-Atlantic
tickets, Doc saw.

Then they passed on through the gate, and Doc moved quickly, urgently, and saw them, gill a compact
party of four, get aboard a four-motored passenger ship. Doc haled a porter. “What dedtination? He
indicated the big plane.

“London, Cairo and Cdcutta.”
“What is the departure time?’
The porter consulted the clock. “Due out in aout thirty seconds.”

Doc moved swiftly, and had a pass-case out when he reached the loading gate. The attendant there
gared in surprise. “Yes, of course, Mr. Savage,” he said hediily. “Are you going over on—"

“l want tha plane held,” Doc said. “Get on the phone to the tower. Tdl them not to issue taxiing
clearance to the ship.”

The gate-attendant, dack-jawed with surprise, wheded and began fumbling for the telephone on his
desk.

Doc Savage did not walk directly to the passenger roll-steps. He walked, instead, a bit to the left, which
put m amogt a once under the gleaming wingtip of the ship, cut off from view of some of the cabin
windows. Two men were at the engines with fire-extinguisher carts, and one of these started toward him
angrily. Doc ignored him, cut right, kept close to the hull, under it in fact, and then whipped around the
dairs and up them.

“Keep the door open,” he told a startled stewardess. “The ship isnt moving just yet.”
“Who do you think you are?’ she demanded.
“The lagt four passengers aboard—where did they go?’

The gl stared a him. “1 don't believe you have any authority to—* She went slent, flushed, and then
gasped, “Oh, I'm sorry. | didn't redize who you were. . . . The lagt four? Compartment fourteen.”



“Fourteen isin the back?’
“Thet isright, Mr. Savage. Is there anything | can do—"

“Keep the door open, so the pilot won't get a green light from it. Aslong as the ship isn't buttoned up, he
won't gart theengines. . . . And ligen—if there is trouble, or anything that looks like trouble, don't Start
invedtigating. L eave the plane a once and summon the police”

Doc went insde, warily, usng his eyes. The plane was a new type—there were, Doc understood, about
twenty of them in service, dl on trans-oceanic work. They were land planes, four-engined, with
double-decked fusdage arrangements. That is, the public rooms, the lounge, the bar, were topside, while
the lower deck was divided, in the fashion of continentd rallway trains, into a series of four-passenger
compartments with individud doors opening off a Sngle ade down the starboard sde of the ship. The
sedts in these compartments were readily convertible to berths, pullman fashion. These were the deluxe
accommodations for long-flight passengers. Aloft, on the recreation deck, there were individud seats that
were s0ld, club-car fashion, to short-trippers, individuds traveing, for instance, between London and
Paris, or Paris and Rome.

Touched by the pleasant compact modernity of the great ship, but not Ietting it divert him, Doc moved
aft. Fourteen would be wel to the rear, as the stewardess had said.

There was mudc above, smdl seductive drains that was more a mood than sound. The compartments
hed plagtic doors, solid panels of lightweght suff that looked like weighty glass doors but probably
weighed a couple of pounds apiece. He gave each little room a sharp glance as he passed. He saw no
one he knew. Nobody seemed scared by him. Neither fact meant anything.

Monk, Ham and the varnished blonde were in Fourteen. They sat three in a row on a seet intended for
two, and they were hed there by an ample number of handcuffs. Five sets.

Reaching for the door, Doc saw Monk's lips moving, and on Monk's face was the look of a man with a
snake in his hands. The chemist's moving lips said, “—gone forward watch out—saw you in the
gaion—" The cabins were soundproofed expertly and it did a weird job of muffling and de-terrorizing
Monk's voice of excitement, which was dways a surprisngly tiny voice for such a violent-looking man.

The soundproofing did nicdy with the shot sound that now came. It made it round, full-toned, a
handsome loud thing without the loud nasty squawk of labored gases and tortured lead. Almogt a nice
sound, but the bullet wasin Doc's back before the sound got there.

Doc landed on one knee and one ebow in the compartment, and because of the ghaslly feding in his
back, he rolled completdly over. There was no sensible reason, other then pain, for ralling. That, and the
absurd nation that he hadn't put on the chain mesh undergarment that held learned to wear amogt day
and night.

TWO other nice bullet noises arrived while he was on the floor. One dug made a rather respectable rip in
the compartment bulkhead on the aide side. It was a mystery where the other went.

“The plane's crammed with them,” Ham Brooks said. “They're dl over the ship.”

Doc rolled over agan, dill in considerable agony, and then looked blankly at a generdly shapeless and
abused chunk of lead on the carpeting. It was, probably, the bullet that had hit him. Further ingpection
indicated it was likdy a .45-caliber, and it went through his mind that the dug packed a little over four



hundred foot-pounds energy, according to baligics tables. Not hdpful thoughts, but they fitted wel with
the way his back fdt.

He sad, “You fdlows know too much about handcuff locks to just St there. What are you waiting for?’

Monk grimaced. “For them to come dong and put something besides combination locks on the cuffs, |
guess”

“Sorry.” Combination locks, the sort which opened by twirling alittle numbered button, were tough. Doc
added, “Get down on the floor as much as you can. The seats will stop handgun bullets” He rolled over
once more, and laid hold of the handcuff links which fastened Monk's wrigt to the seat arm-rest. “Let's
see how good guff they put in the chain.”

The blonde, Audrey, said thinly and ghrilly, “You can't break those in amillion years. Monk tried.”

“Thanks, baby,” Monk said. “But I'm just an ordinary strong-boy. | need two hands to sraighten out a
horseshoe. Now wetch the red thing.”

Everybody was spesking with the casud ar of the felow in the dentist chair asking, “Is it going to hurt,
Doc?’ But even that sort of composure was unexpected from a baby faced blonde, so Doc filed a fact
for future guidance. Audrey, in a criss, became about as soft as one of the diamonds she wore.

Doc set hmsdf againg the chain. He had good purchase for pulling, except thet one foot presently went
through the rear bulkhead. Then the seat arm-rest gave. It came out, literdly, by the roots.

“l don't believeit,” Audrey said, wide-eyed with amazement. “A ten-ton truck couldn't have done that.”

AStimeisrdated to the endless wheding of a second-hand on a watch, none of this had taken long. But
there had been an intervd, and the enemy had been udng it to make developments. A voice was
shouting, and it seemed to be urging the passengers to get off the plane.

Now the same voice screamed at them. “If you don't want a lot of innocent passengers hurt, lie low until
we get them off,” it said.

“Know that voice?’ Doc asked.
Monk agreed, unpleasantly, that he did. “Y egh, that's Kelvin,” he said.
“And who would Kevin be?’

“The guy whose face | hope to use for a little dancing,” said Monk bitterly. “Foxy. Convincng voice.
And a quick hand with a gun. Also, he told us he was taking us to Miss Prince, and we fdl for it.”

“Savage, you hear me?’ Kevin ydled.
“Yes” Doc cdled.

“Il be damned—you mugt be bulletproof,” Kdvin said disgustedly. “I'd swear | shot you through the
heart. Okay, what about |etting the passengers leave? Or do you want to include them in the party?’

“Get them off the plane” Doc said. “But don't try any tricks.”
Ham growled, “That's like tdling a goat not to amdl. They're pulling something.”

“No doubt,” Doc agreed. “But if he'swilling to let the innocents off the ship, it's worth the chance. How



many men have they got on board, anyway?’

“Ten,” Ham said.

“How do you know?’

“l don't. I'm taking Kelvin's word for it. He said ten.”

“He might have dropped aword of truth,” Doc said. “Well take it serioudy.”
“What about these handcuffs?”

Doc picked two buttons off his coat. He added a third button, this one from a hip trouser-pocket flap.
“Try these” he said. “One at atime, though. Better Hill, haf a button.”

There was a shot. Not from the plane. Doc lifted up to look through the window. A uniformed policeman
stood just outside the loading-gate, holding a revolver which he hed fired in the air.

“Come out of that airplane with your handsinthe ar,” the officer shouted.

A sngle shot answered, and the policeman fel. He lay perfectly motionless for a moment, then one leg
began to move. Scratching and grating againg the black pavement, the one moving leg dowly propelled
the officer out of sght, a somach-wrenching thing to watch. Where the policeman had been, there was
the beginning of a smeared wetness, and his revolver.

“That was cold-blooded,” Doc said grimly. “It's not the safety of the passengers they're worried about.
But | wonder what?’

Monk had carefully broken a button in haf. He placed this, baanced carefully, on alink of the handcuff
chain, after first wragpping his own handkerchief and Ham's around the adjacent wrigts for shields. Now
he moistened the other button, the one that was different, and gpplied it quickly to the firs one. The
result, amoment later, was a hissng and eye-hurting blue light such as comes from an arc-welder. Monk
jerked, and the cuff links separated. He and Ham both whipped their arms around, attempting to cool the
metd thet the gpecid Thermit had melted.

Kevin had seen the glare. He ydled, “Y ou guys set this ship on fire, and well shoot you down when you
come out!” He sounded darmed and puzzled.

“Jud let us know when the passengers are dl out,” Doc called.

Kdvin cursed a him. And the man's enraged voice was suddenly hdf-lost in the drumming,
deep-throated and at fird troubled, that meant one of the engines had started. A second engine took hold
immediatey. Then the other two.

“Why are they garting the engines?” Audrey asked uneesly.

“Probably want a private party,” Monk said. “Maybe they'll taxi to the other end of the fidd, then light
ther firecrackers” The plane gave alurch. “Were moving!”

“Arewein danger?’ Audrey demanded.
“I'vefdt safer,” Monk told her.

“They're missng afine chance,” Ham said, “if they don't jam the throttles wide open, jump off, and hope
well crash into the bay at the end of the runway.”



Doc Savage had thought of that. He lunged to the window, reasonably sure he would not be shot from
the outside, now that they were moving. He watched the runway, the pattern of marker-lights, and noted
that the plane was being guided from the flight compartment. “There's a pilat a the controls” he said.
And a bit later, “They're taxiing to a runway.”

“If they're going to take off,” said Ham, “I sure wish they'd warm the engines a little more.”
“Why? |s that dangerous?’ Audrey asked, sounding suddenly alarmed.

“LaGuardia Airport,” Ham reminded her, “isfilled-in ground with water on three Sdes”
“Thismuch arplane” Monk contributed, “makes abig solash.”

“Shut up! You're scaring me!” Audrey wailed.

“Only now? Persondly, I've been white-faced for twenty minutes” Monk muttered.

“l can't svim!” Audrey ydled in terror. “Do something!”

“l am,” Monk said. “I'm shaking like hell.”

The bawling of the engines increased, and they could fed the vibraion shaking the rear section of the
fusdlage which housed the compartment. It was increasingly difficult to mantain baance, for the plane
was accelerating speed. They crouched, faces strained, looking at each other in growing agpprehension.
Doc Savage suddenly went to the door, knocked it open and ducked his head out, then back. This drew
aghot.

“Thet,” croaked Monk, “isthe fird time | was ever glad to see you shot at. It means they're on board.”

The qudlity of the plan€'s labor changed somewhat. A dight rdlieving, asif the big craft had findly entered
an dement in which it was more at home.

“We're airborne” Doc sad.

“Isthat good?” Monk muttered.

Chapter VII

“AS | remember the way these ships are designed,” Doc Savage said, “the upper deck ends right above
this compartment.”

He moved to the rear bulkhead, and inspected the rent where his foot had gone through while he was
graning to snap the handcuff linkage. He began kicking at the torn section, which split wider.

“l see your point,” Ham Brooks told him. “They can shoot down through the floor above. But if we can
get farther aft, they dill can, only we mightnt mind as much.”

“Doc, how many compartments &ft of this one?” Monk demanded.
“One, | think.”
“Will we be safe there, like Ham says?’

“I don't know how safe” Doc said. “But they can't riddle us from above.”



Doc continued to kick at the thin bulkhead skin, pausing to drag out the insulaing materid and expose
the other wal. He broke through that, peered cautioudy into the rearmost compartment, then began
widening the opening.

“Anybody in there?” Ham asked.
“Yes A girl”
Ham sad bitterly, “Oh, fine. Some dame who was too hyserica to get off with the other passengers.”

Doc crawled through the hole he had made. A moment later, his head reappeared. “Better join me” he
sad.

Monk pushed Audrey through the aperture, ignoring Audrey's terrified, “Do the engines sound as if
they're likdy to stop?” Monk and Ham followed through the hole.

They examined the figure of the young woman in the compartment. She did not return the ingpection. Her
eyes were closed.

“She looks,” said Ham, “like somebody who has been described to us”

“She does, and she doesn't,” Monk agreed. “Didn't the check-room guys describe the girl who tried to
et the canary birds as a dull number. No zip?’

“They mugt have been blind. Look at those legs. This one's got glamour,” Ham said.

“It's Miss Prince, | think.” Doc, on his knees, lad two fingers againg the girl's throat. In a moment, he
moved the fingers dightly, then rolled the girl's eydids back.

Monk, looking over his shoulder, remarked, “ She's nice-looking, too.”
“Soisacobra,” sad Audrey bitterly, “if you don't happen to know what a cobrais”
“Speeking,” asked Monk, “from a knowledge of facts? Or just speaking?’

Audrey shrugged. “Jugt peaking. She's the one who got you into this mess, ian't she?’

Doc Savage completed his examination. “I'm not sure about the drug. But that's whet they've done to

Ham had been searching the compartment, and he reported, “No purse, no baggage of any kind. Too
bad. | was hoping there'd be a gun lying around somewhere.”

“Spesking of guns” Audrey sad grimly. “Don't you think you might do alittle shooting yoursalves. To let
them know we're not pushovers”

“With what?” Ham asked wryly.

“Wha? You mean you havent got a gun? Oh, Kdvin searched you, didn't he? Well, hasnt Doc
Savage—’

Monk shook his head gloomily. “Doc has never carried agun tha | know of.”

Audrey flopped angrily into a chair. “A fine predicament we're inl Cornered in an arplane flown by alot
of crazy killers” She compressed her lips and glared. “A fine thing.” She pointed & Monk and yelled,



“And you promised me a nice quiet date for tonight, you homdy baboon!”

THEY were beng left done, and it worried Doc. He made a precautionary move againg surprise by
amashing a smdl mirror which was part of the compartment equipment, then tossng a seat cushion out
into the corridor, and flipping another cushion so that it landed at an angle of about forty-five degrees. On
this, he pitched the mirror fragment that was the largest in Sze. It gave them a periscope view of the

passageway .

They saw immediatdy that Kelvin stood & the far forward end of the passage. He hdd an automatic
pisol, quite a handful of gun, which he amed ddiberately at the mirror. However, ingead of firing, he
grinned and lowered the gun, cdling over his shoulder to someone.

Another man now appeared beside Kdvin, a grotesque figure of an old man, bone-thin, lemon-skinned,
with a snatch of forward-protruding white hair. His green suit was an outstandingly ugly shade.

“Wearing a carnival-barker it like that, he waked right under the noses of the police who had his
description,” Doc sad gloomily. “That's the fdlow who dso tried to get the canary birds out of the
check-room.”

“Who gave his description to the police?” Monk demanded.
“Caspd| undoubtedly did that firg thing.”

“Caspdl? Y ou mean the big shot in the new department the government set up for science espionage?’
Monk was puzzled. “Who rang him in?’

“| did, and gave our prisoner Clinton Williamsto him,” Doc explained.
“You mean,” asked Monk, “that there's an angle to this that is up Caspedll's dley?’
“Seems s0.”

“Casgpdl's fidd is atoms, germ-wegpons and such gimcracks. | don't see where canary birds connect
up.”

“The connection,” Doc said, “will curl your har.”

Kevin and the bizarre old man—Mr. Plott, according to the name held given the check-room men—had
been watching the mirror. They seemed cold-bloodedly amused. Both turned away, and ther place was
taken by another man, a complete stranger, who kept a spike-nosed automatic pistal in his hands and
settled down to watch.

“They seem damned sdf-satisfied,” said Ham nervoudy. “ Somehow that doesn't cheer me up any.”

Audrey had been peering out of the window. She got their attention. “ There's an awful ot of water down
below,” she sad.

Monk went over and looked out gloomily. “There generdly is, of the Atlantic Ocean,” he said.

THE plane had lined out in a course more northerly than easterly, which indicated the detination might
be Europe, a premise that seemed dmog too fantagtic. True, they could not keep an accurate check,



because within about an hour, the ship entered an overcast, a great area of stratus cloud evidently two or
three thousand feet in thickness, and they flew through this for some hours. Doc expressed the opinion
that they were making the Atlantic passage, but somewhat south of the Great Circle route. Heading,
conceivably, for the Mediterranean section.

“You mean,” said Ham, “that they've stolen one of the biggest passenger arliners, and us with it, and are
heading across the Atlantic Ocean?’ He grinned foolighly. “A fiction writer would redlly need ahole in his
head to dream that one up.”

“Oh, | don't know,” said Monk. Monk's nerves had stopped twanging sufficiently to dlow him to assume
his norma pogition contrary-wise to anything Ham had to offer. “The plane flies the Atlantic on regular
service, doesn't it?’

They received some attention from forward. A coffee cup, hurled from up ahead, landed againg the
cushions which pillowed the mirror. There was a note tied to the cup handle, and they raked it indgde
cautioudy with aloop made in the end of Monk's belt.

Your compartment has window. Better use it and jump. You'll enjoy it more.
“They've got a humorig in the crowd,” Monk muttered.

A few seconds later, there was a series of loud reports, shots, accompanied by the vibration of bullets
tearing through the floor from the upper deck. Doc put his head into the compartment they'd |eft earlier,
and noted the ragged holesin the calling. He paid some attention to the pattern of the shots.

“They were pretty careful,” he remarked, “not to send any bullets near the control cables, which run
dong the ked of the ship.” He glanced sharply at Monk, and suddenly went to work on the floor, ripping

up the carpeting.

They discovered, gratefully, that there was a hatch in the floor, equipped with Smple lock-fasteners that
could be released by usng a hdf-dollar as a screwdriver. Lifting the hatch aside, they found they had
access to the long tunnd-like conduit through which the control cables for elevators and rudders, and the
controls for the trim tabs, passed.

“Let's have your shodaces,” Doc said. “Also anything esein the way of cords.”

Highly interested, Monk, Ham and Audrey watched him rig a purchase on two of the control cables. This
wasn't smple, because the cables didn't offer much of a grip. Miss Prince, while dill unconscious from
the drug sheld been given, was beginning to stir and moan.

Doc was sudying the reermost parts of the plane. “We might,” he said, “get clear aft.”
“One man back there,” said Monk, “could make somebody nervous.”
Doc indicated the bulkhead. “Go to work on it. See what can be done.”

Monk and Ham took turns kicking. They were not successful. “This one” said Monk, “is thicker.” He
frowned at the sheet of metd. “Now, if | was an aéronautical engineer, 1'd know what to do with that one
button | have left.”

Doc Savage gave the mater thought, pounding on the bulkhead with his fig to locate the
hollow-sounding spots. “Try here,” he said. “Hdf a button, only.”

Monk prepared carefully, borrowing some chewing gum from Audrey to hold the button in place. “All



set? Here goes.” He applied the ignition charge, stepped back, and there was a display of heat and blue
glare as the Thermit ignited, liquified and did downward, cutting a dit nearly three feet long. Monk gave
the meta a kick while the edges were dill hot, and it started to tear. He continued kicking.

Severd shots were fired into the compartment immediately ahead, coming from the upper deck.

Doc indantly dropped into the floor opening, seized the cords held attached to the control wires, and
yanked. The plane gave a Sckening vault upward, then, as Doc changed pressures, it toppled off on one
wingtip. In a moment, however, the astonished pilot began to use his strength on the control whed and
rudders, and the ship shekily found an even ked. Doc tried two or three more yanks. There was not
much response.

Audrey had watched, fird in fright, and then with some contempt. “Didn't you waste that?’

“Ham, crawl back in the gern,” Doc said. “Fgure out how to put leverages on the controls. We can
partly handle the ship from there, in apinch.”

Monk grinned. “They won't know. Theyll think they can out-pull us on the control cables. Theyll be

“That'sthe idea,” Doc agreed.

MISS PRINCE opened her eyes, looked around carefully, then stared fixedly & the floor. She said,
“Thisisnt my hotd room?’ in a confused voice.

“You bet it isnt your hotd, toots,” Audrey said. “Y ou're along way from anybody's hotd.”

After avague glance a Audrey, one that hed no recognition for the blonde, Miss Prince resumed garing
a the floor. She wrinkled her forehead repeatedly. Then she lay back, determined to wait for her mind to
clear.

“Good idea. Wait until your head stops ringing,” Doc said.
“Itisnt ringing,” said Miss Prince dully. “Itsfull of fog, or mud, or something.”

“Youreon a plane. A big one. A Trans-Atlantic arliner. We're cornered in the rear part of the ship. A
number of men, induding a Kelvin and a Mr. Plott, control the rest of the ship and are flying it. Likewise,
they are trying to kill us”

Miss Prince closed her eyes again for amoment. “I don't,” she murmured, “think | like the joke.”

“It's true, anyway. The stocky man is Monk Mayfarr, a chemis. The dender one is Ham Brooks, an
attorney. Both men are associated with me. The lady is Audrey, who came dong for theride.”

“Theride” said Audrey bitterly, “isone | won' forget for a day or two.”

Miss Prince stared a Doc, her dark eyes open wide. “You wouldnt be Doc Savage?’ she asked
wonderingly.

“Good guess”

Miss Prince frowned. “Youre Doc Savage? And youre cornered in the rear of an arplane? You're in
trouble? But | understood you were supposed to be rather invincble”



Audrey laughed wryly. “Invincble? What's dat?’
“Baby,” sad Monk to the blonde, “you're beginning to develop a persondity like a rock in a shoe.”
Miss Prince took her head in her hands. “Let methink,” she mumbled. “Thisis awfully confusng.”

“I'd cdl it scary,” said Audrey coldly. “Anybody with brains, and I'm beginning to think that lets out
present company, would be frightened out of their wits”

“Like you are, for instance?” Monk suggested pointedly.
“Exactly.”

“You don't act it,” said Monk. “You seem cool asicides”
“Wat,” said Audrey, “until | begin to mdt. Just wait.”

With vishle effort, Miss Prince had been thinking. “There is a gap,” she sad. “I remember my hotel
room. | came in, looked under the bed, in the bathroom, and locked the door. Then | looked in the
clothes closet, which was the wrong time. | should have done that before | locked the door, because they
were there. Two men. | couldn't get the door open, because I'd locked it. One hdd me. The other
jabbed something sharp into my arm. The gap begins there. It ends here. What happened?’

Doc sad, “We canfill it with a guess—they got you out of the hotd and aboard the plane”
“Thet seems impossible”

Doc shrugged. “So does kidngpping an arliner, and usin it.”

“Yes, | guess 0.”

“Isthat,” Doc asked, “the only gap?’

Miss Prince frowned thoughtfully. “1 see what you mean,” she said.

MONK dropped down into the opening in the floor, and gave the control cables a hard jerk. This
caused the plane to give a short goat-like buck, but the pilot retained control. There were, however, loud
frightening curses from the forward part of the ship. Monk grinned. “Sounds as if we've digtributed a little
unhappiness,” he remarked.

“It won't be funny,” said Audrey, “if they get unhappy enough to rush us”

“Suit mefineg” Monk told her.

“But you haven't asingle gun. You're unarmed,” Audrey reminded contemptuoudy.
Monk grinned fiercdly. “Unarmed wasn't the word used,” he said.

Monk started to get in the hole again, but Doc stopped him. “The middle of the Atlantic Ocean,” Doc
sad, “is a poor place to hurry things. Let's ride aong. They'l probably leave us done for a while” He
turned to Miss Prince, adding, “Also, if | get killed, 1'd hate for it to happen in a Sate of ignorance. Have
you got a tory to tdl us, Miss Prince?’

Miss Prince nodded quickly. “Yes. Yes, | cartainly have. But | don't know which end to begin.”



“The canary birds?’ Doc suggested.

“Wdl, dl right, but that will mean tdling it backwards,” she said. “I was stuck with the birds. | wanted
you to have them. But | was being watched. | was mighty frightened, too. You see, it had been a long
race to New York, and I'd thought I'd be safe when | got there. But | could see | wasn't. It was
disconcerting.”

“Who was watching you?’ Doc asked.

“Plott, for one. Not that he was done. Only | didn't know the others by sSght. That was no help, ether.”
“Who is Plott?’

“The one who killed Reverend Lauterbach,” Miss Prince said, and suddenly looked shaken.

“When did that happen?’

“In Cairo, while we were enroute from India. They poisoned him. An Egyptian dish cdled lahm
quishtah. The Reverend loved it. | detested it. . . . After that, | made a run for New York, knowing
that's what the Reverend would have wanted.” She frowned. “No, that's taking the story the wrong
direction. It's awkward, backtracking.”

“You were chased from India?’” Doc asked.
“Yes. We didn't know it, though, until Cairo. Then it was too late.”
“How had you left India?’

“From Karachi? By plane. Before that, from Apozai, by one way and another. Whatever was secret. We
thought we were doing a good job of skedaddling.” She paused and compressed her lips. “1 guess not.”

Doc Savage sad thoughtfully, “Apoza? Thet is up near Afghanigan. Pretty far from the beginning of
anything.”

Miss Prince shuddered.

“But close,” she said, “to the beginning of the end. Likdy as not.”
“Is around Apozia where it developed?’ Doc asked.

She nodded. “ That's the snake's nest.”

A SINGLE shot sounded. A sngle desolate bullet passed in the corridor, griking the cushions, shattering
the mirror, and doing no harm. Monk grunted, and tossed out another bit of mirror, so thet it landed in a
postion to show them the forward portion of the corridor. He waited expectantly for it dso to be
smashed by a bullet, but nothing happened. “Guess they were just verting spite,” he remarked.

“Pott,” sad Doc, looking a Miss Prince narrowly, “seems a likdy type. Haf of something or other, it
I‘E’?’

“Hdf Tibetan,” she agreed. “And | hope a Tibetan never hears me say so. He'd be insulted. The other
hdlf of Plott is something with the white skin, 1'd guess”



“But hardly awhite soul,” Doc suggested. “Father evidently had money, though. The man, to get the kind
of ascientific education he needs for such athing, went to alot of schools. Advanced ones.”

“You're not,” sad Miss Prince, “as much in the dark as | thought. Or am | wrong?’
Doc asked, “Who was Reverend Lauterbach?’

“My uncle. Mother's brother. Missonary. Loved the far and the odd places of the earth. But a curious
mean, too. Spent a good part of his life, when he wasn't converting, stisfying his curiosty. Reverend
would hear that atribe of nativesin Borneo stood on their heads whenever they saw a ful moon, and he
wouldn't rest until he got to Borneo and found out why. Curious. A seeker of answers to riddles. He died
of it.”

“And s0,” Doc said grimly, “could alot of others.”

She nodded. “Y ou seem to know. Did you read it in a book somewhere?’

“Not in a book—in the brain of a canary.”

She stared a him. “Y ou mean it showed. There were physcd traces?”’

“An aberration of that type, and as intense as that one was, shows in changed formation of the brain.”
“A canary's brain,” said Miss Prince, “can't be very big. Y ou're not stretching truth?’

“| take it the canary was a laboratory case. Overdosed.” Doc looked at her thoughtfully. “Did | miss on
thet?”

“You hit it on the nos”

“Youd better put afew words around the canary. | don't know everything about any of it, and practicaly
nothing about the part we've reached,” Doc told her.

“Let me gat mysf in Indiain the firg place” she said. “It was a rather ordinary way to get there—I
finished business college and gpplied to the misson service for a job, requesting foreign service. Well,
they knew | was Reverend Lauterbach's niece, and so they assgned me to him. | thought they were just
being nice to me because of Uncle, but | found out otherwise. The Reverend was a tough one to work
for, and | suppose they were doing him a dirty trick when they sent me. Anyway, | wound up in India,
fird & Karachi, then farther north near the Afghanistan border. We were there about a year before the
British got out of India, and the avil uprigngs started.” She looked at them grimly, and put a question.
“Did the internd troublesin India get much publicity in the States?’

“NEARLY dl printed mediums—newspapers, magazines, and so forth—carried fact stories on the drife
that followed the setting up of sdf-government in India” Doc told her. “It was a pretty gory afar.”

Margaret Prince shuddered. “The stories couldn't have been hdf as bloody as the facts. Bdieve me, they
weren't exaggerated. It was ghadlly. It seemed impossible to conceive such bloodthirsty, murderous hate
in human beings, particularly those who incited the violence. And that is the thing that aroused Uncle's
interest.”

Doc Savage's atention was sharp. “The leadership in the rioting and wholesae murdering—it didn't seem
to be organized.” He sounded shocked.



“Organiztion,” sad the girl, “is having a plan.”
Doc nodded. “That's what fooled me”
“Oh!” She stared at him. “Y ou naticed an oddness about the trouble in northern India, too?

“Everyone who was in touch with the Stuaion was unplessantly surprised,” Doc said. “But they looked
for organized effort—communigt, fascist, or some other totditarian master-minding. | know that's whet |
looked for. | didn't see much of it, and that seems to be where | missed the boat.”

She nodded. “The Reverend was more fortunate—or unfortunate—maybe. Anyway, he traced the
source of the crazed leaders. He couldn't trace them to men who were influendng them. But he traced
them to a place.”

“Where?'
“Near Apoza. Near the place | mentioned.”
Monk and Ham were garing. Audrey, her blonde head tilted, seemed interested in a skeptica way.

“Now let's get thisstraight,” Doc said. “Massacres and violence in a part of India was bang stirred up by
men. These men were influenced into doing wheat they were doing. Influenced by a place?”

“yes”
“Are you sure you mean a place? Don't you mean other menin a place?’

“|—yes”

“Yeswhat?’

“I mean,” saild Margaret Prince, “that men have found out how to make other men hate.”

“How do you mean?’

“I mean mechanicaly—that is, it may be dectricaly, or sonicaly. Let's put it this way: By some scientific
discovery, the human mind can be thrown out of kilter and the part of it that hates developed out of dl
proportion.”

“Your uncle, the Reverend Lauterbach, discovered thisthing?’

“yes”

“Was your uncle a psychophysicist?’

“l don't know what the word means. | guess he wasn't.” She frowned, and added sharply, “Oh, | see
what you're driving at. Well, let metdl you this Reverend Lauterbach knew enough to find out what was
going on. You don't have to know what causes influenza, to be able to see when someone's got it.”

“He didn't discover how it was being done, then?’
“Why do you think we were coming to New Y ork with the two canary birds?’
“Where did you get the canary birds?’

“l don't know. The Reverend got them. He went away from camp one night, and came back frightened



and in a desperate hurry, and we lit out for New York a once. He told me he was going to get the
canary birds to you to prove that his theory wasn't crazy, and that you were a man who could stop the
devilish thing if anyone could.”

Audrey sniffed, shaking her blond hair back over her shoulders.
“l wish somebody'd stop it,” she said.

Presently Doc Savage produced a pocket knife, dit the seat coverings, shaped out swatches of fabric,
and began fashioning a pair of moccasins. They were of quite smdl Sze, and he worked idy but with
care, paying no attention to the curious stares.

“What,” demanded Audrey, “do you think you're doing?’
“Making moccasins.”
“What?’

“Moccasns. Indians used to wear them.” He glanced judicioudy at Audrey's shapely foot. “They should
about fit you, if you'd care for a souvenir.”

Audrey sniffed.
“If | get out of this mess with my life” she said, “that’ll be souvenir enough for me”

Chapter VIl

MONK MAYFAIR and Ham Brooks, after severa years association with Doc Savage, had become
rather experienced with trouble. At least, they had learned to pretend some degree of unconcern.
Familiarity with danger, they had discovered, does not breed contempt, or not more than once, anyway.
Because aman contemptuous of danger isa man soon dead. Pretending they weren't terrified took a lot
of effort, and they never managed to be as cam as Doc Savage seemed to be, and it unnerved them.

Doc had been desping four hours. Monk and Ham were wide-awake and jumpy as cats.
“Youd dmogt think,” Monk complained, “that Doc is sure those guys aren't going to rush us”
“Why would he think that?” demanded Audrey.

“Search me” said Monk. “I sure don't share the belief, either.”

“If you were rushed,” Audrey asked thoughtfully, “what would you do?’

Monk grinned, but with no pleasure. He showed her a couple of amdl metd pellets. “Doc gave me these.
They're grenades. Explosve. They'd blow hdf the front end of this airplane to pieces.”

Audrey paed. “You wouldn't be crazy enough to use those things?’
“If they're crazy enough to rush me, | would be,” Monk said.

Audrey jumped up and, before anyone could stop her, shoved her head out of the compartment and
screamed, “Don't rush ud They've got bombs here! They'll blow the ship apart!”

Monk and Ham seized Audrey and dragged her back. “You baby-faced dope!” Ham ydled. “Why'd



you do that?’

“You think | want to be in an arplane when its blown apart over the Atlantic Ocean? Audrey
screeched. She was shaking, showing Sgns of hygterics,

Doc Savage had awakened, and was watching placidly. “I don't think she did usany harm,” he said. “As
amatter of fact, we might dl get some deep now.”

“Seep!” sad Audrey bitterly. “I doubt if | will ever deep again.”

THERE was land below. At firg, it had been along way beow, fuly twenty thousand feet down, so that
there had not been much detall. Doc, however, after wetching the terrain for atime, said, “I think were
wel south in Africa, crossing eastward over a deserted part of the Sahara.”

Twenty thousand feet was alot of dtitude, and now the ship began to gather more. Smultaneoudy, they
noticed that the cabin pressure started dropping.

“Trying to get high enough to knock us out,” Doc said. “Took ther time getting the idea. Ham, crawl
back in the tall section. Set the elevator trim-tab for full nose-down. Y ou can do that, because of the way
the trim-tab is connected, without their being able to tdl exactly what is wrong, can't you?’

“I think s0,” Ham said. He scrambled through the hole they had opened into the tall section.
Margaret Prince was staring anxioudy. “High enough to knock us out? Y ou mean lack of oxygen?’

Doc nodded. “Yes. They've blocked the forward section off, and opened a window in our part of the
plane”

“Are wein danger?’

Doc hesitated. “Wadl, it's hard to say. The caling of this ship is enough to get up where there isn't enough
oxygen. But | think the trim-tab, plus Ham's weight back there, will keep the ship from doing its best. As
alag resort, we can force the evator main control into diving postion.”

“Why not do that a once?’

“They don't know we can partly control the ship. We may need to surprise them later.” Doc gestured a
the seats. “ Stretch out and rdax as much as you can. Don't get panicky. They can't get above twenty-five
thousand, and the pressure dtitude ingde won't reach that.”

Regardiess of Doc's assurance, what followed wasn't pleasant. The symptoms of anoxia, or oxygen
want, began to appear. They were, characteridicdly, gredily at variance with individuds Monk, for no
reason at dl, began to giggle Just stare at the caling and giggle at intervals. Audrey was the only one
who became hygericd, and she did it in a ghadtly restrained fashion, glaring at them al with intense hate.

“The ship's nat getting any higher,” Doc sad quietly. He was watching the mirror arrangement on the
pillows, their periscope for ingpecting the forward part of the plane.

Suddenly Doc whipped to the door. He had, in one hand, a dab of mirror glass, and he whipped this
back and threw it forward into the passage. A howl of agony was the immediate result. The mirror on the
cushion showed him a man, one he had not seen before, saggering backward with a badly cut face. The
men disappeared.



The plane began to descend.
“They've given that up,” Doc said camly.

Ham joined them presently. “Man, that was rough,” he muttered. “But | don't think they caught on about
the trim-tab. | reconnected the thing, anyway.”

The ship continued to drop, and presently it leaned over in a lazy turn. Monk jumped to the window.
“Theres an airport down there! Were gaing to land.”

THEIR compartment was, fortunately, on the starboard side of the ship, which was the indde of dl
regulaion traffic pattern turns, so they were able to get afull look at the airport. Doc Savage recognized
it immediately, said, “The place is south of Barca, in Libya Bomber base fird established by the Nazis,
later developed by the Allies. | was in here a couple of times during the war.” He pondered for a
moment, added, “As far as | know, the fidd is gill maintained as an auxiliary for heavy ships. Rardly
used, though.”

“Rardy used or not,” Monk said, “you can't tdl me there's an airport too remote to have heard of the
theft of a plane this Sze, and be on the lookout for it.”

“It looks to me asif they're cdmly going to land,” Ham remarked.
“That,” said Monk, “would worry my insurance company if they knew about it.”

The plan of landing became evident a once. The ship was going to use the north-south runway, whereas
the adminigration buildings, afar from impressve cluster of ramshackle structures that had survived from
the war which had long ago touched this part of the north African coast, were at one end of the east-west
runway. Coming in dowly, with a little wider pattern than was necessary—a hint the pilot was unfamiliar
with this type ship to some degree—the plane leveled out on the find approach. The landing was good
enough. The ship stopped at the end of the fidd farthest from the buildings

Immediatdly, the engines were killed. They could hear trucks gpproaching.

From forward, a voice haled them. “We're going to refud. If you stick your heads out, or sart ydling,
youll be shot. Otherwise, you will not be harmed.”

Doc ligened to the ydling between the truck drivers and the plane crew. There was an angry dispute,
cearly between the truck drivers and two men who had hired them to fud the plane. The drivers had
recognized this as the solen ship. As soon as that became clear, the fuss ended. Doc took a cautious
look. Both drivers had been knocked unconscious.

The refuding proceeded. Both tank trucks were enormous affairs, and one went to work on each
wing-tank.

A battered jeep started to approach from the hangars. There were a few shots. The jegp turned and
pulled afast cloud of dugt after itsdf inflight.

Refuding done, the tank trucks were driven aside, the two men who'd hired them dimbed aboard with
the others, the engines started, and presently they werein the air again.

“Qur friends,” said Monk gloomily, “are used to organizing.”



“That's not dl they're used to,” Margaret Prince assured him. “They're experts a handing undesired
guests. And we qudify.”

Monk nodded. “They radioed ahead from New Y ork for their pals to be ready with gas, probably.”
“Radio,” sad Margaret Prince, “works both ways.”

“Y egh, you mean they've probably arranged a reception committee a our destination.”

“Wouldn't you imagine?’ she asked.

“I've been,” said Monk, “trying to suff my imagination in a hole and keep it there. Don't drag it out.”

AFTER more endless hours of flying, during which nothing violent happened, Doc Savage concluded
they must be over northeastern India or southern Afghanistan. In ether case, it was a wild-looking
country.

“They know where they're heading,” Doc remarked. “And if they're smart, they've arranged an
ambuscade a the landing-place. We'd better get on our toes.”

A hdf hour later, Margaret Prince said, “That mountain off yonder looks familiar. Unless | missmy guess,
we're near Apozal.”

“l wonder,” Doc said, “if you've flown over southern Nevada?’

“Hown? No. I've driven. Should | have remembered something?’

“The mud lakes”

“What? Oh—oh, | see. . . . | think you've got something.”

“I'd be satidfied,” complained Audrey bitterly, “if haf your talk made sense. Just hdf.”

“A mud lake,” Doc explained patiently, “is not redly mud, but is the bed of a lake that is flooded during
the rainy season, and the rest of the year is asflat as a floor and baked hard as pavement. Most desert
countries have them. There are a few, a very few, in this part of the world. One might be handy for a
landing-fidd.”

Ham had been watching from the window. “Nice predicting,” he called. “Y onder's our lake bed.”

Thebig plane sank lower, and passed over the expanse of dried mud, which did not look any too large,
and which was surrounded by low brush-covered hills

With no difficulty, they saw a group of some dozen horsemen clustered near the down-wind end of the
lake bed. These gentlemen, some of whom wore turbans, waved riflesin the air.

“Reception committeg,” Ham said.
The plane began a dow swing to the right, then a steeper turn to the l€ft.
“Filot's going to drag the place downwind to look it over,” Ham decided.

“Ham,” Doc demanded. “Can you do business with the elevator controls?’



“Sure. The rudder, too, if | had some hdp.”

“The eevator will be enough. Get set. Monk, you park at the hole so you can rday indructions to Ham.”
Doc hesitated, and added a word of possbly unneeded caution. “This wouldn't be a good time for you
fdlows to have an argument.”

Ham grinned thinly. “Well cdl atruce”

Doc issued afew indructions. “It may be messy,” he finished. “And it's not going to do the arplane any
good. If anybody has a better ideg, let's hear it.”

“Sounds fineto me” Monk said. “How about the rest of you?’
Audrey shuddered vidlently. “I vote avful. We could dl be killed.”
“Could,” said Monk, “ishdf aword.”

THE pilot, as Doc had surmised, intended to make a very low pass a the mud lake so that he could
saidy himsdf the area was smooth enough for a landing. Doc, having looked it over on the firg trip
across, thought it was satisfactory. Also, his plan wouldn't pay off so wel if they made a conventiona
into-the-wind landing, which would mean the plane ralling to a hdt near the horsemen.

He watched the scrubby, brownish, hump-like hills swdl upward. The pilot was coming in very low.
They heard awhining noise.

Monk, crouched at the torn gap in the bulkhead, ready to rdlay to Ham, laughed. “Getting the gear
down,” he said. “That's afavor for us, I'd say.”

“Get sat,” Doc said. They neared the lake. “Down devator!” Doc said sharply.
“Down devator!” Monk roared.
The plane seemed to drop from under their feet. Doc, a the window, watched carefully.

“This” he remarked, “is an awkward place from which to land an arrplane” He waited a moment.
“Elevaor up dightly!”

“Elevator up dightly!” Monk howled.
Monk was perspiring. Forward, a man was screaming profanity.

The plane, diving, had narrowly missed the lagt hill-crest. It was 4ill headed down. The horsemen,
adarmed, some of them dmogt in the path of the ship, spurred their mounts wildly.

“Up devator ashadel” Doc shouted.

Monk relayed, and dmogt ingantly, which was somewhat quicker than Doc intended, the wheds hit the
lake surface. It was, as landings went, a ghedtly experience. The ship gave two terific bounces, seemed
indined to stick with the baked mud surfaces, which wasn't too smooth after dl. “Elevator ful down,”
Doc ordered.

The plane had smply been forced down until its wheds touched the ground. The full-down devator
would keep it from rigng. The rest was up to the pilot. He couldn't take off again, and future



developments depended on how soon he redized this.
“Get st for acrash,” Doc said.

Thetires were shrieking now as brakes were gpplied. With a ghastly dipping, like a fowl trying to get a
gran of corn off the earth, the ship rocked forward on the nose whed and back as the pilat tried to jump
it off.

Doc hdd his breath, waiting. If the pilot had thought quickly enough—and had the nerve to carry out his
convictions—hed amply have dammed the throttles wide open and let the plane keep going at the better
then a hundred miles an hour a which they'd dammed it on the flat expanse of dry mud. The man should
reasonably know that Doc's group wouldn't hold the ship down long enough to insure a crash at high

Speed.

But the pilot was stopping. With a find howl of tires, a grest jolting, the ship climbed up into the rough
ground at the edge of the lake, dewed partly around, halted.

Doc, having waited for the plane to hdt, struck hard at the window escape-hatch mechanism. The pand
could then be opened, and he leaned out, picked his target—the wing area near the root on that Sde, and
threw one of the explosve grenades.

The explosion, considering the miniature Sze of the explogve charge, was impressive. The whole plane
flinched sdewise, the wing collapsed dowly, and the plane sagged down on that sde. Lazily, which was
fortunate, because the tricycle gear hed the fusdage more than a dozen feet off the ground. Puncturing
the groaning of tearing metd, hardly louder, there was a great mushy cough as the gasoline in that
wing-tank took flame.

Doc whedled. “Is Ham trapped back in the tail ?’
“No. He's coming,” said Monk, “like a scalded cat.”

“Out,” Doc sad. He saized the magazine rack above the window, swung out feet-firdt, turned and
dropped to the ground. “Pass the women out.”

Margaret Prince was besde hm dmog a once. He gave her a shove toward the shrubbery and boulders
thet littered the hillsde

“Run,” he said, “but not too far. We hope to join you.”

Ingde, Audrey started to argue. An indant later, Audrey came flying out, argument and dl. Monk had
tossed her.

Hames had blanketed the entire forward section of the plane on this side. Plott, Kelvin, the pilot, the
others, could be heard leaving on the opposite side. None of the sounds they made were happy.

Doc whedled, searching for the group of horsemen. They were, he discovered, out of view. The plane, in
twiding partidly around, had died so as to conced this Sde of the craft from dght. That was more luck
than Doc had expected.

Monk was now out of the ship. Ham, aso, in a moment.

“Welve got fifteen or twenty seconds,” Doc said urgently, “for traveling.”



Chapter IX

THEY ran a few yards, and the tangled undergrowth of the cchota puhar, the Himadayan sub-hill
country, was around them. The lava outcroppings, the thin eroded gullies and wadis, were a the same
time sanctuary and difficulty. Doc Savage, even with death milling around in confuson back there by the
burning plane, was impressed with the oddness of sudden trangtion into a foreign scene. It was a thing
that long-distance air travelers dmost dways fed, he knew, but he was upset by the strangeness anyway.
He saw the same sense of unredlity on Margaret Prince's face when they found her. It was there as much
as danger was. And even her incredulous, “They didn't see you, either?” didn't dispd it.

“We got a break. The way the plane careened broadside into the hill was luck.”
“Some” she said, “was managing.”
“Get down,” Doc said. “Let'stry thisgully.”

They did into a wadi, trying to make no noise, dinging to the roots of scrub ballut for purchase. Doc
sudied the formation of the gulch as they advanced, and when the footing changed suddenly from coarse
sand to lava, he said, “All right, welll split here. The rest of you keep together—"

Monk, jaw sagging in darm, blurted, “Hey, now, wat a minute—"
“Keep together,” Doc said. “Take your time, and leave no footprints. Stay out of Sght.”
“| takeit,” sad Monk uneedly, “that you're going to drag a herring.”

“Let's hope 0.” Doc examined the footgear of the two women. “Could | borrow your footgesr,
Audrey?’

“My shoes, you mean? Y ou expect me to wak barefooted over these rocks? What for?’
“For herring-tracks,” Doc said, amiling. “I'll bring the shoes back.”
“You hope.” Audrey hedtated, then said angrily, “Oh, dl right. At least | can die with my shoes off.”

Doc produced the moccasins hed made quite a bit earlier. “You won't need to go barefoot, after dl.
You can wear these. Lucky | made them to fit you.”

Audrey looked stunned.
“Luck,” she said, “that was manufactured wel ahead of time, I'd say.”
Monk took her arm. “Doc isfull of that kind of luck. Let's get going.”

When they had disappeared around a turn in the twisting little canyon, Doc Savage took a course at right
angles, and made plenty of tracks as he went, leening over to dig the heds of Audrey's sharply
fashionable dippers into the earth. When he had worked his way well up, he quickened his pace, usng
care to keep hidden from the burning plane, now marked by a column of dark smoke. And shortly he
reached a spot where he could get aview of the excitement at the ship.

What he saw brought, at first, surprised disbdief. The horsemen, Plott, the others, were ringed in a big
crde around the flaming arliner. Guns ready, they were watching.

In a moment, it became clear why. Down there, they ill supposed Doc and the others were in the plane.
The reason? He saw that aso. Ham, the last one out of the ship, had had presence of mind to close the



window. There was no clear evidence that the occupants of the rearmost compartment had escaped.

He waited and watched, and they did the same, intently, grimly, poised to murder. And then he turned
and began to dimb, going dowly, leaving plenty of tracks. He chose now, whenever possible, going that
would trouble the horses, so rough that they would have to dismount and lead the animds. He left fewer
tracks now, but enough. Those were rugged, fierce hillmen of Pakistan down there, the horses indicated
that, and the turbans, the topis, the baggy putloons, marked the men. Violent darinda tribesmen, from
the northwest.

Shots came abruptly. He crawled to an eminence to watch again. They were firing into the rear section of
the ship. Suspicious findly. Puzzled by the lack of lifein the blazing plane.

He could diginguish the howled orders of the Wali, the leader. An old man, but with a scraping banshee
voice.

“Kya hoo's?” the old voice squaled.

So now you want to know what happened, you old devil, Doc thought grimly. Well, youll find out
presently, the worse luck. The &ft section of the plane isn't going to burn.

Doc located the Wali, a scrawny jackanapes in rags on a fine Arabian horse. A scarecrow on a living
throne of beauty. Plott stood near him. The old brigand brandished a very modern submachine gun.
“Undhur jao!” he squawked. “ Khabardar raho!” And his ragtag following, obedient to his howling,
approached the flaming wreck waexily.

Waiting now only to count the men in European garb, Doc numbered them nine. They would be the ones
who'd taken over the ship in New York, plus the pair who'd arranged the refuding. Nine. The odds
hadn't been pleasant. Nor were they even that pleasant now.

Climbing again, Doc glanced frequently into the west, measuring the sun for time. An hour, he decided,
would see the death of the day. And afairly dark death, too. There were quite afew clouds.

HIGH on the sde of ahill, where he could watch the crazily gutted courses of the wadis, he waited again.
Thistime, for pursuit. He could 4ill hear, faintly, the shouts that came up from the rim of the mud lake.
Digance lent a nove qudity to the cries, like coyote yappings in Montana. The horsemen, galoping
about in search of footprints, seemed grimly playful. llluson only, which suddenly logt its dream-like ar
when a robe-flgpping Pakistan hillman found the trail. His shrieked, “ Age-barho! Age-barho!” had had
abiting ugliness on the evening air, even before the old chief took up the cry.

They were wild riders, but cautious. Haf a dozen swarmed up the gully. The others rode wide, taking
rough going, punishing their horses with spurs.

In a space of time so short that Doc could fed it in the pit of his scomach, they came to the point where
Doc had separated from the others. They over-rode the trail there, shouting, and gave Doc a ghedtly few
minutes when he imagined his sde-trail hadn't diverted them. Then they bobbed into sght, fanned out
agan, riding hard, following Doc's phony trall. He waited long enough to count them. They were dl on
the false scent. Excepting, of course, those who didn't have mounts, and who had remained where the
plane was now a darkened carcass that leaked smoke.

Doc took flight now. He was caculating about it, however. He Ieft fewer clues, but not too few.
Deliberatedly, he left one of Audrey's shoes wedged in a crack in the rock in which he jammed it.



A couple of hundred yards beyond where he left the blonde's dipper, Doc noted den sgn, spoor that
indicated the lair of some animd nearby. He investigated, came shortly to a hole of some sze, large
enough to show him that it must be the home of some richh, bhalu, a common doth or black besr.

He crawled back into the den a few yards, warily, because the animas were dangerous and this one
might be a home. Far enough, only, to make tracks, and then he withdrew, with the hair-rasing
conviction tha there was actudly a bear in there. It made no difference about the bear, persondly. He
only wanted the pursuers to think they had been fools enough to hide there,

Going on, heleft no tracks now. He took infinite pains about that. And, hdf a mile away, he crawled up
the 9de of a crag and stretched out to watch.

IT was cool. The ar had adight bite, like spiced wine because of the odor of phul, an aromaticaly noisy
little mountain flower that was rampant at this season. This was high country. The Indus plain lay to the
south and eat, the Helmand Desert was to the west, and not very far west, elther. At this season, a this
dtitude, the desert didn't mean heat. He studied the country, trying to figure their probable whereaboults,
other than the generd fact that they were in northwestern India, the outlands of Pakistan. Near Apoza,
Margaret Prince had said. The word “near” was relative, didnt mean much. He had, frankly, no idea
where they were.

The hillmen were following his trail. He could see Plott, on a horse, with them. They were having dow,
noisy going.

He watched Plott, wondering if the man was the mind behind this unpleasant and improbable thing, and
he concluded presently that Plott was. The conviction, hed back haf-formed in his mind for some time,
loosened and stood full-bodied, an ugly thing. He regretted bitterly the fiasco in New York. It was
preposterous to be trapped in the cabin of a plane and hauled off to India, and do nothing to prevent it.
He believed he saw, looking back, two or three possble moves they might have made, either toward
escape or aggression. He had thought of these at the timein each case, but they looked a great ded more

workable now than they had then. Probably lying here done in the dusk with trouble dl about hed
something to do with the hindsight optimism.

He began to worry. The laboratory where the thing had been developed might not be here. This was an
improbable country for it. They would need apparatus, specia apparatus and a lot of it built to
specifications. Pakistan was not a place where you got delicate specia equipment for supersonics, or
U.H.F. dectricd frequencies, or however they were doing it. Pakistan was a dazed little nation just born,
one that hadn't quite learned what to do with itsdf.

On the other hand, Pakistan was logicd too. Here they were Modems, and the fanatic Modem zed had
sprayed itdf bloodily over a good part of northwestern India. Raids and bloodshed agang the
neighboring Kashmir state, violence directed & Hindu India, a litle sensdless to the digant world of
newspaper readers and maneuvering United Nations diplomats, a bright outer world where there were
foes as clean-cut as communism and freedom, Democrats and Republicans, Joe Louis and Jersey Joe
Walcott. The violence of rdigious conflict was a strange violence, and so a good backdrop for
manufactured hate. If they wished to test it. And of course they would want to test it. You had to test a
thing that preposterous. It began to look logicd to him again, and he liked it better. Too, it occurred to
hm that he was worrying, so he stopped that. To flaly say, All right, stop worrying, and make it
dick—that was one of his better abilities

Now they came to the hole in the ground. There was some laughter. A few shots went into the hole.



The old Wali raised a voice as dvill as a ten-cent whisle He wanted to know if, down there a the
carcass of the plane, they had any hand grenades. They hadntt.

So amen crawled back into the holein the hill. He didn't come out, and it was evident that something of
interest happened in the hole. A second man was dected to crawl in. He did so unhappily. The first had
gone in willingly. That one did not come out either. Nor did the fird. But a large doth bear did, full of

rage.

The bear made a good show. It caused three horses to bolt, riderless. The men scattered. Then someone
shat the bear.

It was getting dark.

Doc Savage stalked the horses that had bolted, but gave it up presently. They were wary nags, and took
out and kept going in three assorted directions, showing no commund ingtinct.

Doc threw away Audrey's other shoe.

His traveling had purpose and urgency now. There would be no more traling tonight, unless they had
marthunting dogs, which was not an impossibility. The night came, black but not utterly, enabling him to
move fredly, dthough it hid some of the footing.

Findly in the guich where held left Monk, Ham, Audrey and Margaret Prince, he used his flaghlight.
Except for a switch to turn it off and on, it was in no ordinary sense a flashlight, not even one of those
which have a amd| hand-operated generator. This one had such a generator, but intricaidy made and
with a great deal of power built into it.

The gadget had many purposes. It could, in a srong man's hands, power a fair-9zed radio tranamitter,
do anything ese that dectric current of consderable voltage and some amperage could do. It could
shock a man panfully. Set off explosve charges with the proper dectric detonators.

It dso could, and did, activate a cdl that produced more ultra-violet light, outside the visble spectrum,
than seemed quite logicd. Ultrarviolet rays having a rather odd, but not a dl uncommon, effect on
griking certain substances. Fluorescence.

Doc searched, and presently picked up the footprints left by the treated soles of the moccasins held given
Audrey. The fluorescence was digtinctive, a particularly maevolent greenish, like the crushed eyes of a
cat.

He began to dimb. The ultra-violet made other sporadic displays of odd-looking light as it struck various
minerd outcroppings. But the footprints led on, not much more difficult to follow than the reflectors that
warn of turns on highways.

Monk and the others had parked for the night in a particularly rugged spot where there were plenty of
rocks and gullies a hand for cover.

Doc approached quite near the camp, but did not enter. He became immobile, a shadow that was part of
shadow, and waited. That in itsdf was not the safest of thingsto do, in case Monk or Ham came on him
unawares. Monk had a habit of immediate violence.

Chapter X



THE combination of skunk-black night, danger, and empty stomachs had brought out Monk Mayfair's
primitive nature, he claimed. He mentioned it. He explained that the thing they should do, lying therein the
bitterly cold darkness, was to ligen for sounds at odds with the genera theme of the night—the chirp of a
disturbed bird, the tilling of night insects. He spoke softly, and one began to suspect, to cheer himsdf as
much as anyone.

“What | like” Ham Brooks told him, “is that ring of confidence in your voice. Solid and confident, like a
piece of spaghetti on aves.”

“Okay, s0 | can hang a hat on my goose bumps” Monk muttered. “Y ou think they couldn't get Doc?’
“Of course not.”

“Thanks. But | heard alot of ydling and shooting back there.”

There was quite a dlence.

“l don't think they did, ether,” said Margaret Prince softly.

“What,” demanded Audrey, “convinces you?’

“I just know they didn't.”

Audrey siffed. “Those guysin nightgowns and long underwear didn't look very comic operato me” She
shuddered. “1 never heard a bullet before. | thought they whined. They don't. They—it's like something
torn out of your brain. | didnt likeit.”

“None of usliked it,” Margaret Prince said gently.

Audrey dtirred angrily. “Well, don't be so cadm about it!” She was Slent for a moment, then demanded
disagreeably, “I thought you'd been in this neck of the woods, so how come you don't know where we
ae?

“Because” sad Margaret Prince patiently, “I dont recognize anything but those two flat-topped
mountains off to the east. They were east of our camp when | was here with my uncle, Reverend
Lauterbach.”

“That's swell. That tdlsus alot,” sad Audrey. “The mountains are dl of fifty miles avay.”
“Indeed?” Margaret Prince said. “They look nearer ten miles. How did you guess?”’
“Baby, I've seen mountains before,” Audrey snapped. “They foal you.”

“Like” sad Margaret, “people?’

“Huh? What do you mean by that crack?’ Audrey demanded unpleasantly. “And never mind what you
meant. You'reright. Me, | just dressed up and left my gpartment in New York for a date with a sucker,
and look where | am? Sitting on ahill on the other side of the world, scared Hiff.”

“Sucker?’ said Monk. “| sorta resent that.”

“Go ahead and resent, you baboon,” said Audrey. “The next time | date a guy, I'm going to make darned
sure he's somebody with a comparatively unexating occupation, like a bank bandit.”

Monk chuckled. “Blondie, there's timeswhen | think you're enjoying it.”



“That,” said Audrey, “1 resent.”

They had spoken in very low voices, and now for a time they were dlent. They were paying close
atention to the night, and it had a subtle qudity of change when it was observed intently. Smal sounds of
the wind, the popping of a rock somewhere as the bitter night cold shrank it, the discontented clutter of a
bird, became charged with possible meaning.

And at length Monk asked Margaret Prince gloomily, “You have no idea exactly where we are, in
relaion to where Reverend Lauterbach found those canary birds?’

“No. | wish | did have”

“But you think their |aboratory, or whatever layout they used to develop this hate thing, is near?”’
“I'msureitis”

“Why?'

She was dill amoment. “Wel, Reverend Lauterbach got the canary birds from their 1ab. And we'd found
the region by tracing back on a couple of fanatics”

“By fanatics, you mean men who were clearly distorted by hate?’
“YS‘”
“Who,” Monk asked, “did these guys hate?’

Her voice was quiet and weary in the darkness. “The Hindus. It was the old Modem againg Hindu
reigious drife that you've read about. It isnt new. Even its bloody violence isnt new. But these
men—they were different. Ther hate was completely unnaturd.”

“Many of them loose around India?’

“The Reverend wondered, and hoped not many. We hoped perhaps only a few, and rather believed s0.”

HWI,,Iy?l

“Wdl, it was the two we found. One was in Karachi, and the Reverend investigated him long and
patiently. You understand, the hae agpplied only to Hindus On other subjects, even another
religion—Chridianity in Reverend Lauterbach's case—they weren't normd, but they werent violent
ather. They did have sort of adistorted animd-like cleverness. . . . The man in Lahore was like the one
in Karachi. And Lahore is a long distance from Karachi. It was the fact that both fanatics had visted a
month in the same house, but at different times—"

Monk's interest sharpened. “Hey, this| hadn't heard. Same house?’
“Same house. Different times”
“They were,” Monk asked, “vigtorsin this place? Or guinea pigs?’

“Guedts” She hesitated. “Both, | guess. They thought they were guests. Redly, they were guinea pigs.
Here is how it happened. It was dmogt the same in each case. The victims met a man who was very
friendly and congenid, an older man with white hair that seemed to grow forward instead of backward,
and who had large bulbous eyes—’



“That,” said Monk, “would be Plott.”

“Yes, s0it would seem. Plott invited these men to be his guests, and they visted him a month—in each
case, it was a month to the day. The guests ate, as nearly as Reverend Lauterbach was able to ascertain,
about the same diets, did about the same things, dept in the same rooms.”

“Hott,” sad Monk, “mug be the mainspring, the big whed, the guy tha pulls the trigger. I'm glad to
know that. | might meet him again.”

Margaret Prince asked grimly, “Would you like to know a little more about how the guests were treated
by Plott?”

“Sure. Let's haveit”

“This” she told him, “might mean something to a psychiatrist. Reverend Lauterbach seemed to think it
did. Firg, the guests were placed in a frame of mind as near complete relaxation, except in one respect,
as was conveniently possible. That is, they were well-fed, well-entertained, and ther worries about the
future were somewheat dissipated by Plott's assurance that he had excdlent jobs to offer them, beginning
inafew weeks. That was one status of the trestment.”

She frowned. “The other Sde of it is more dniger. Mr. Plott was a Hindu-hater. He bore on this
fact—the enmity for the Hindus, the need for their extermination—rather persgtently. Both guedsts
indicated that they acquired their hate for the Hindu at this time, dthough they didn't cdl it that. They
caled it getting an 'understanding’ of the need for annihilating the Hindus”

Monk grunted, said, “What was hgppening seems pretty clear. They were getting the trestment, and
exposed to the hate they were supposed to soak up. It doesn't take a psychiatrist to see that.”

“These men weren't just s0ld on anideg,” Margaret Prince said sharply. “They were fanatics. Absolutely
crazy in their cunning hatred of the Hindus”

“Like each canary hated the other canary?’

“Exactly. . . . One more thing finishes my story about Plott's unfortunate guests. Their dismissal as guedts.
He told them the Hindus had destroyed the factory in eastern India to which he had intended to send
them as superintendents, and so he had no jobs. He was so sorry. Thefind touch, you see”

PRESENTLY Monk began to tak, seemingly a firg only rediting a litle of Doc Savage's past history,
which seemed unnecessary and depressing under the circumstances. Then Margaret Prince suddenly saw
that Monk was making a point.

Monk was tdling her about a sysem that Doc Savage had used for a long time in deding with criminds.
Doc, Monk explained, maintained a rather grim indtitution in the wilder section of upstate New Y ork—it
was surprisng how primitive some sections of New York State were, if one only knew it—which was
both “hospitd” and “school.” Doc sent his criminds here, where they underwent a brain operation which
wiped out dl knowledge of the past—not a wondrous thing these days, but quite a novelty when Doc
developed it, and dill afantasticdly skilled operation the way his trainees did it. Following the operation,
the former crooks were trained to hate crime, lead normd lives, and were taught a trade or profession. In
other words, Monk pointed out, another part of thar bran took over and handled the functions
diminated by the operations which blocked or cut off the hitherto active brain tissue aress.

“ThisPlott,” Monk remarked, “has probably found away of accomplishing the same thing, but differently



and without surgery. The same generd idea, anyway.”

“l guess 0. Yes, it seems logicd.”

Audrey made an angry sound. “Y ak-yak-yak,” she said.

“Now,” said Ham, “what's egting you.”

“Nothing but yak-yak-yak,” Audrey complained. “We'rein deadly danger, and you St here and gab.”

“Can you think of anything safer?” Ham demanded. “We don't know this country. We go gdlivanting
around in the dark, and no tdling where well wind up. We're supposed to wait for Doc, anyway.”

Audrey made another disgusted noise. “The great Doc Savage,” she said, “is probably cold mesat right
now. . . . And I'm not going to Stay awake over it, either.” She jumped to her fedt.

“Hey, where you going?’ Ham demanded.

“Over yonder where | can't hear this yak-yakking,” Audrey snapped. “And where | can ligen for our
would-be hosts in the nightshirts and long-handled underwear.”

She flounced away. Alarmed, Ham arose and followed her, but he was reassured when Audrey scraped
some sand into a shape to somewhat fit her curves, and settled down.

“You stick around,” Ham warned. “Don't go gdlivanting.”
“What kind of fool do you take me for?" Audrey retorted.

IT was perhaps an hour later—past midnight—when Monk sat up abruptly. He had been lying on his
Sde, ear agang a peg which he had forced into a crack in the stone, an old trick held heard somewhere
helped you catch the vibration of any footsteps that approached. What he'd heard was not footsteps, but
a ftly whidled birdcal. He waited for it to come again. It did. He reached over and touched Ham.
“Hear it?’ he asked.

“Yes, but what's the idea?” Ham whispered. “Why doesn't he just walk in?’
Monk said, “I'll find out.”

He crawled away in the darkness, moving quietly, and presently he tried the bird imitation himsdf. Just
once. It didn't come out too wel. But good enough, it developed, to guide Doc Savage to him.

“Man, you've had usworried,” Monk muttered. “Where you been?’

“Right here, for quite awnhile” Doc said.

“Huh? And you didn't let us know? | don't get it.”

“You were dl right,” Doc said. “There was nothing | could do, except for your peace of mind.”
“You put alow vdue on the latter, | take it,” Monk grumbled. “Wel, I'll tdl Ham and the others—"

“No. Better wait afew minutes”

“Why?



“We might be heard.”
“By who?’
“The viper,” Doc sad, “that we've been nurang dong.”

Fve minutes later, they eased back and crouched beside Ham Brooks. He in turn informed Margaret
Prince that Doc had shown up. She was startled. “But | hadn't heard a thing unusud.” She sounded
frightened. “Why, they could be right on us and we wouldn't hear them!”

Ham chuckled. “I wouldn't say so. Doc has away of getting around.”
“Let'stdl Audrey,” Margaret Prince said. “I'm beginning not to like her, but she should know.”

Doc garted to make some comment, but held it, and they moved slently to the spot to which Audrey
hed withdrawn. She wasn't there.

“Good God!” Ham gasped. “She was here. | Ieft her here. Thelittle fool has wandered off!”
“Wander,” Doc said, “might not be the word.”

“What do you mean?’ Ham blurted. “Hey, you knew she was gone! When did she leave?’
“About fifteen minutes ago,” Doc said. “Miss Prince, you haven't loaned out your shoes, | hope?’
“My shoes? Of course not. But why—"

Doc turned the ultraviolet projector on the hard-bitten earth. In a moment, he had found Audrey's
footprints. The fluorescence was not as pronounced as in the beginning, but Hill quite detectable.

“Vipar?” Monk said softly. “How the hdll do you recognize a viper, when it's wearing an evening dress
and its har is blonde?”’

“They don't,” Doc said, “get scared enough at the right places.”
“Oh. On the plane, you mean?’

“Yes. She wasn't afraid of the red danger—which was from Plott. Bt little things, like the motors maybe
faling on take-off, scared her pink.”

“By gally, | did notice that,” Monk muttered.

Ham sad disgugtedly, “You never noticed any such damn thing. You goggle-eyed ape, a fine girlfriend
you rung in on ugl”

“I rung in” Monk bleated. “Hel, you were daing her too, you shyser lawvyer.”

“I'd suggest,” Doc said, “that you two work thet out later.”

Chapter XI

THE harridan hills swept down abruptly to the little valey, and the valey was lovely, a ddightful amile as
it were, on the ugly visage of the Pakistan chota pahar country. In width about a Bengd kos, the rough
equivaent of two miles it was perhaps twice as long, and it existed, and was beautiful, because of the
water. Fine sweet springs fed it, not only asmal stream, but dso moistened the subsurface so thet here in
the vidous hills there was a bit of paradise.



The house stood well to the southward where the sun was mogt kind. A stone housg, it had considerable
sze, dthough the thickness of the wals made it a little deceptive in proportions from a distance. It had
been built by a former Wali who'd been to England to school and had seen a medievd castle. But this
wasn't a cadtle. It was just a house. But alarge house.

Two hundred yards down the lane, there was a guard, a man so wel hidden that no one would have
detected him had they not known he was stationed there.

Audrey halled the man. She spoke poor Hindustani.

“ldhar ao!” she said. She had trouble with the vowes, which were more like German than English in
Hindustani. But the guard understood. He aso recognized her voice.

She was expected, he told her, aso in Hindustani. Then he added thet it wasn't a good idea to speak
Hindugtani here in the Pakistan countryside, where Modem didn't love Hindu.

“Oh, shut up. | can't speak anything but Hindustani,” Audrey snapped. “You'd better get me into the
house. My husband may be nervous.”

The magter was alittle nervous, indeed he was, the guard confessed. And he went with Audrey, passed a
word, and she was admitted into the house.

Pott was upset, dl right. He glared at Audrey.
“What, no kiss?” Audrey asked coldly. “No wifdy greeting at dl?’

Plott, in the beautifully chisded English that marked him as not born to the tongue, described severd
vaieties of supidity, attributing them dl to her.

“Stop it!” Audrey snapped. “I've had it rough the last two days.”

“Rough?’ Plott sneered. “It seemed to me you were well-cared for. You and your two gentlemen
admirers”

Audrey laughed angrily in her husband's face. “Was |? While you sat up forward in that plane, dl the way
from New Y ork, and shook in your boots. A fine active villain you turned out to be.”

The carefully nest and dmost continuoudy slent Kevin stood there. He was amiling dightly.

Audrey induded Kevin in her rage, ydling, “And you were a fine flop, too! You were going to decoy
theminto atrap in New York!”

Kevin's amile widened, got alittle frost.
Plott muttered, “We're wading time. Where are they?’

Andrey told her husband angrily, “Where do you suppose? Parked out in the hills, about two miles from
here”

Pott winced. “They're durable.”

“They're dangerous, too,” Audrey assured him. “That may have soaked into you by now. They're old
operators, and they're quick with a dodge. That Doc Savage, in particular, seems dmost abnormal.”

“You can lead my men to them?’



“My men?’ Hiswife smiled contemptuoudly. “Y ou mean you're afrad to venture near them?’
Pott winced. “Not at dl,” he denied. “I shdl go dong.”

“Y ou're damned right you will, if you expect me to go near them again,” Audrey snapped.

THE house was in a state of Sege anyway, so assambling a foray party was no more than a ten-minute
job. Plott, irritated by his wifés contempt, made a harsh business of ascertaining if each man had
firearms, ammunition and grenades.

Doc Savage, from the darkness fifty yards beyond the doorway, watched the door open and the party
begin filing out.

“Monk,” Doc said softly, “is the guard unconscious Hill? We don't want him waking up just now.”
Monk whispered, “I'll work on his neck alittle”

The guard was sprawled beside the homey chemit in the darkness, and he found the proper spot near
each of the man's ears, and exerted a pressure which, properly applied, induces unconsciousness. Rather
dangerous, but effective when knowingly done.

“Getinthe house” Doc said. “All of you. If it goes right, they'll be coming back in a hurry. So be ready
for that.”

“WI,H]?’
“Sart now.”

Doc parted company from them, and moving rapidly, traveling a course heéld previoudy explored for
obstacles, he reached a point where the guard had been stationed earlier.

Rasng his voice, speaking excdlent hill didect, Doc said, “Madter, they are very close to Doc Savage.”

Plott's party hdted. Plott cursed. “Where in the Prophet's beard did you find that news, and why dday
it?" he snarled.

“There was a man here a moment ago,” Doc said camly. He was sanding behind a boulder. “He has
gone.”

“Why did he go?’
“To hdp with Savage, I'm sure. Help is needed, Magter. It is suggested that you go to ther aid.”

Plott swore violently. He had not, gpparently, decided there was anything odd about the guard's voice.
The reason—he didn't speak the hill didect too wel himsdf. That became clear when one of the other
men, a ndive, said something excitedly.

“Come here, you!” Plott yeled in Doc's direction.

Disgusted because he had been hoping to split the party, Doc drew back and let fly with one of the little
explosve grenades. It landed, as he intended, dightly beyond the group.

Before the explosion came, ear-splitting, he was headed back and running for the house. It was a good



move. Where he had been, three hand-grenades let |0ose dmogt Smultaneoudy.
Monk had the door open.

“Nice ddaying tactics,” Monk said. “We found the supply of guns”

“Any grenades?’

“About half a case.”

“All right, they'll be back,” Doc said. “The path is narrow, and so isthe door, and they'll comeinone a a
time. Let's persondly accommodate the firs ones. Then shut the door and see what we can do with the
others as they try to break in”

Ham joined them. He carried three light hand machine gunsin hisarms.

“I ran across what seems to be ahdl of a well-equipped dectricd |ab,” he said. “1 think we've found the

Monk, at the door, sad, “Here they come. In kind of a hurry, too.”

PLOTT, running wildly, was firg through the door, and Monk struck him hard. The man dropped. The
next one ingde sumbled over Plott's form, went down. Doc clubbed him. Audrey followed, saw what
was happening, wrenched back flat againg the wall, and began screaming. They got another man. No
more came in.

“Hédl, that was a short go,” Monk said. “They're wise”

“Get the door shut,” Doc said. He helped with that himsdlf, damming the heavy pand, dropping the bar in
place. “Ham, try for the roof. Heave afew grenades over the neighborhood. And let's get away from the
door.”

He reached out then, seized Audrey by the arm. She stopped screaming, but dill went through the
moations, able to manage nothing but an exaggerated asthmatic outpouring of one breath after another.
Doc tugged. She came dong, loosdly asif tied together by strings, but not tied very tightly.

They were wdl back from the door, and around a corner, when the door caved in, the heavy planks
driven desfeningly by an exploding grenade. Two more grenades followed, opened themsdves in the
halway where Plott and the other two lay unconscious. Audrey gave up a greet gasp, apparently dl of
her breath.

“She hit?” Margaret Prince asked anxioudy.
“l think not,” Doc said. “She probably thought of Plott there by the door.”

Monk threw two grenades through the door, winding up like a basebd| pitcher. The house thumped in al
its stones from the impact as they let go. No more eggs came in the shattered door.

A moment later, a fresh sdvo of blasts sounded outdoors. They had the typicdly nasty qudity of
grenades. Ham had found a way to the roof.

There were afew eratic rifle shots. Slence.

“You don't reckon,” Monk said wonderingly, “thet thisisdl of it.”



THE sun, when it came, lowered a widening wedge of hot light into the valey, and a thin ground-fog that
lay dong the stream like the breath of ghosts, held out stubbornly for not more than an hour. After that,
the vdley lay clear and sun-swept, and there was no movement at dl for along time,

“Kind of a pretty place,” Monk remarked. “Y ou see any Sgn of our playmates?’

They lay on the roof, carefully concealed behind the thick stone parapet that must have been erected with
exactly such a purpose in mind.

“| think they cleared out,” Ham said.

“Want to shove your head up and find out?’

“Not me”

“Match you,” Monk said, “to see who goes down and has bregkfast.”

“Throw it on the roof, you crook,” Ham said. But he lost anyway.

Monk found Margaret Prince in the big hall downgtairs, and asked, “How's your patient?’

“Audrey? She's amess” Margaret shook her head sadly. “I guess Plott meant something to her. Money,
anyway. And probably, she imagined, a grest dedl of power later on. She's redlly a chegp sort. Shel's an
American who followed her G.I. husband over here, deserted and divorced him, and married Plott.”

“She took up with Ham and me before you even got to New York,” Monk said. “She explained how
that happened?’

Margaret nodded. “It was Smple enough. She was vigting in New Y ork—buying clothes. Plott got in
touch with her by radiophone, told her to dtrike up an acquaintance with either you or Ham Brooks. Plott
knew, of course, that Reverend Lauterbach and | were going to Doc Savage with the canary birds. “

“Docinthelab?

“ Ya”

DOC SAVAGE was sprawled in a char in the laboratory, a room of considerable size, crowded with
indruments and mechanians for experimentd work in U.H.F. dectricd frequencies, as wdl as
supersonics.

“Any 9gn of an attack?’ Doc asked.
“No d9gn of nothing,” Monk assured him.

“Wdl, don't take any chances” Doc waved a another room. “Theres a radio trangmitter in there, a
pretty good outfit. | got hold of the Pakistan Army dation at Karachi, and they're going to get a party of
soldiersin here by plane. They'll land on that mud lake, so they'll be here by this afternoon.”

“l won't,” said Monk, “be sorry to see them.”

“Were probably safe enough until they get here. In other words, it'sdl over.”



Monk indicated the apparatus in the room. “Y ou figured out how the dirty work was being done?’

Doc Savage did not answer immediatdy. He leaned back in the chair, frowning, and presently he shook
his head, saying, “Not the detalls—which are dl that isimportant, redly. But, generdly spesking, we had
it about right. A combination of supersonics—the kind of sound waves that drive amdl animds insane, kill
insects, do dl sorts of odd things to the makeup of aomic structure—a combination of that, and
high-frequency dectricd fidds”

“The room where the so-called guests dept—isit fixed up for the trestment?”
Doc waved a hand. “You can see for yoursdf. In there”
Monk wandered into the other room, but was not much wiser for the trip. He emerged presently.

“Man, that thing's complicated,” he remarked. “More little tubes and wires and big tubes and pipes and
things. . . . What are you going to do with it?’

Doc looked up. He seemed surprised.
“Dedroy it, of course,” he said. “The human race has enough to worry about, asitis”

Monk went down to the kitchen. Margaret Prince was preparing breskfast. “Whet is he going to do with
Plott's devilish outfit?” she wanted to know.

Monk told her.
“Yes, Reverend Lauterbach intended to do it that way, too,” she said softly. “Hell be pleased.”

THE END



