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Chapter |. THE CI TY THAT WAS NOT THERE

I T was remarkabl e that anythi ng Ben Brasken did should astound the world

Ben Brasken was what is sonetinmes called "a poor fish." This had no connection with his being a
sailor. He was neek, abused, and did not have many manly qualities of the hairy-chested kind. He was
short. He was thin. He had never won a fight, although he had had several. He was as poor as a
church nmouse, and somewhat resenbl ed one. Not that he went to church. They did not have a church on
the Benny Boston. Al they had was grease, heat, snell, hard work and a hard skipper and a first
mate with bucko | eanings

Ben Brasken had one quality. It was this one thing that got himinto all his trouble. And got

some other people into theirs. Wich also caused some heads to turn gray, and a few people to die
To say nothing of the incredible chain of things it started happening

A dreaner, this Ben Brasken. Not a student. Not a wise man. He read a |lot, though. Mst of his
readi ng was sinple stuff about heroes who were everything Ben Brasken was not. None of it was deep
What he read went in one eye and out the other. At any rate, he was kind of a dunb cluck

Most of the time, he dreaned. He would stop and | ean on his shovel and go off in reveries unti
sonebody threw a chunk of coal at him Ben Brasken was a fireman on the Benny Boston. The Benny
Boston was a snall tranp freighter, nearly as old as Ben Brasken, who was not a young nman any nore
It was a wonder the Benny Boston got by the inspectors

Ben Brasken’s dreans worried nobody but his enployers, and didn’t worry them nuch, because Ben
Brasken wasn't worth worrying about. He was paid his not-very-good keep—a hamock in the creaking
fo'c’'s’'le, and a few of Uncle Sami s dollars each nonth, a very few

Not that Ben Brasken was what is variously called a goop, a nut, bats in his belfry, or strange

Not a bit of it. Ben Brasken was just a poor failure of a sailor man who got his joy out of life by
standi ng around, or going off in sone corner where he was al one, and dream ng. They were |ight
harmess little dreans about Rolls Royces, penthouses, nmints of noney, and pretty girls. Just things
he had seen in the novies

An under st andi ng of Ben Brasken, the kind of sailor man he was, is necessary to understand the
fantastic things he started happening

SOON after Ben Brasken shipped for his first voyage on the sea-going coffin, Benny Boston, he

knew sonet hi ng was wrong.

The other sailors. They stood around in knots. Wen Ben Brasken, who was a sociable nouse in a
qui et way, came up to them they would stop talking and split up. They had a secret anong them and
didn’t want to share it

Rough seas, a stinking tub of a ship, and hard work are wonderful ice-breakers where conversation
is concerned, though. On the eleventh day out of San Franci sco, destination New Gui nea and ot her
South Seas islands, a sailor told Ben Brasken what was what. The sailor had just polished off a pint
he had smuggl ed aboard in San Francisco, but that was of no inportance

In truth, Ben Brasken did not give the story the credence he should have. He thought it was a
little goofy.

"Say, what’'s the big secret around here?" Ben Brasken asked



You see, his conversation was perfectly rational.

"Ah, it’'s sonethin’ nost of us figure we saw on the | ast voyage," explained the sailor. "The

ski pper got mad and said he’'d beach any sailor he caught talkin' about it. The skipper thinks he's
got dignity. He don’t want to get to be known as one of these captains who sight sea nonsters.
"Everybody knows there ain’t no sea nonsters. Anybody who says he seen one is either a liar or
tryin' to get his nanme in the papers, the skipper clains. See howit is? The old nan don't want
people to start laughin' at his boat."

Ben Brasken was naturally interested. "What did you see?"

The sail or squinted one eye and sucked his upper teeth. "I ain't sayin” we saw anythin'. It’'s
what we thought we saw. It was a city."

"Acity?"

"Yeah. It was at sea, at night. It was as dark as hell, and everybody knows you can't see

anythin’ when it is dark. But these buildin"s in this city was there plain as could be. They showed
up kinda like the stuff on the kind of watches you can tell tine by in the dark."

"A mirage," said Ben Brasken.

"Huh?"

"A mrage. You see ‘emin the deserts, and sonetines at sea."

"It was dark."

"Ch! Then it must have been phosphorescence in the water. You see a lot of that in the South

Seas. "

"This city was kinda up in the sky."

Ben Brasken scratched his head. He was baffled. "Were was this?"

"Two hundred mles off the New Guinea coast."

"That was kinda queer, wasn't it?" Ben Brasken said, after a minute. "How do you explain it?"
"Well, the skipper said it nust be sonebody on another boat throwin' a magic-lantern picture on a
cloud. He said they use powerful magic |anterns and throw advertising pictures and stuff on cl ouds
in New York and places like that."

"Of course!" exclaimed Ben Brasken. "That explains it."

The other snorted. "It don’t explain how we all knew the name of the city was Ost."

"You what ?"

"Everybody who saw the city knew it was called Ost. Don't ask me how We can't figure it out. Yet
sonehow, every nman knew it was Ost."

"That’s funny."

"It get still funnier when you know there ain't no city nanmed Ost."

"There ain t?"

"No, there ain't. We |ooked on all the charts."

Ben Brasken was not without a sense of hunor. He did not believe in such spooky tales. He was
sure fortune tellers were fakes, nmediuns were hoodoos, and anybody who believed in spiritualismwas
only kidding hinmself. So Ben Brasken burst out |aughing.

"How d you like a bust in the snoot?" grow ed the other, offended.

That put an end to it.

Until, of course, Ben Brasken di sappeared at sea.

VWHEN Ben Brasken was missed, and the cry, "Man overboard!" rang through the ancient Benny Boston,
it was too late for there to be any hope.

Anyway, every one aboard was in sonething of a dither, because the glowing city in the sky had
been seen again. The watch below, loitering on the nmurky foredeck, discovered it first.

A sailor ran to get the skipper, whose name was Captain Smooth, a name, incidentally, which did
not fit him

The sailor met Ben Brasken in a conpani onway, and shouted, "W're seein’ that thing again!"

"l know it," Ben Brasken replied. "I amon ny way there now "

That was the |last they saw of Ben Brasken on that voyage. A rain squall hit the old steaner a few
mnutes later, and while a rain squall is nothing to a good ocean freighter, when one bl ew down on

t he Benny Boston, things had to be watched. Al hands were busy for a while, and they stopped seeing
the city.

They m ssed Ben Brasken. They searched the fo'c’'s’le, the other places where he mght logically
be, and didn't find him

The sail or who had nmet Ben Brasken on the conpanion got to thinking.

"He said he was on his way there," the seaman nuttered. "Holy | adders! | wonder if he nmeant he
was on his way to that city? | thought he neant he was headed for the deck to have a | ook."
Captain Snooth ordered the Benny Boston hove to. They laid there the rest of the night, the
vessel rolling, and sone of the nen becane seasick. Yes, sailors get seasick.

The day dawned bright and clear. There was no city in sight. There was just a | ot of ocean.
They did not find poor Ben Brasken.

They sailed on to Mel bourne, Australia, which was as far as they went. In Ml bourne, the story
got out, and the newspapers ate it up. Captain Snooth got a cable fromhis owners telling himto cut



out such idiocy.

When they returned to San Franci sco, some enterprising reporters got the first nmate tight, and
the front pages carried his remarks.

Captai n Snooth was carpeted, the Benny Boston got a new first nate, and becane an ol d-fashi oned
hell-ship on the leg back to Melbourne. It helped a little when they didn't see the strange city.
But they saw the city when three hundred nmiles off the New CGuinea coast, enroute back to San
Franci sco.

And they found Ben Brasken clinbing aboard the Benny Boston in the open sea, carrying an iron

bl ock.

BEN BRASKEN haul ed hinself over the rail, and stood, clothes |eaking water, holding his piece of
iron. The rope up which he had clinbed was a |line which trailed overside and down into the water.
The first two sailors to see Ben Brasken lit out running, reached the fo'c’s’'le, and didn't say a
word. They thought they had seen a ghost.

And why not? Ben Brasken had vani shed quite sone tine ago in the open sea, and here he was
clinbing aboard again! On the face of the thing, it was absolutely inpossible.

Captai n Smoot h, when Ben Brasken was brought before him took three fingers of rumin a water

gl ass, although he was not a drinking man. Before he said a word, Captain Snmooth | ooked for a |ong
tine at the sailor who had done the inpossible.

A different Ben Brasken stood before him yet it was the sane nman, or a shadow of the same nan.
Ben Brasken was enmciated, so thin that the shape of his teeth actually showed under his cheeks
and |ips when his nmouth was closed. H's eyes were burning coals.

Water ran off himand nmade a pool on the old rug in the captain’s cabin.

Captai n Snooth | ooked at Ben Brasken's piece of iron.

The piece of iron was less than a foot long, less than half that wide, a little I ess thick than
it was wide, and had a kind of handle fastened to one flat side. The other flat side was snooth.
In general, it was rather like an oversize flatiron of the ol d-fashioned kind that had to be
heated on the cookstove. Except that it had squarish ends.

When Captain Snooth got a voice, he pointed at the iron and asked, "Wuat’'s that?"

"An ordinary piece of iron," Ben Brasken replied hollowy. "But it was touched with the magi c of
the mghty Goa, and so with this key | was able to wal k through the nouth of the cave into Gst."
Captain Snmooth swallowed two or three tinmes and squinted at Ben Brasken.

"Where have you been?" he asked.

"Cst," Ben Brasken said. "l just told you."

"How di d you get there?"

"I swam"

"How di d you get back?"

"l swam "

"What did you find there, Ben Brasken?"

Ben Brasken shut his eyes and seened to be thinking.

"l believe," he said grimMy, "the main thing | found was the awful terror."

CAPTAI N SMOOTH sat back, relaxed, and tried to |l ook as gentle as he could. He was suddenly

convi nced that he was dealing with a demented man.

"What is Ost?" Captain Snmooth asked quietly. "W’'d like to know all about your experiences, Ben.
Is Gst a town on one of the Japanese islands?"

"No," Ben Brasken replied quickly, "Ost is the city of the Gstians. The Japs probably never heard
of it. You never heard of it either, did you?"

"I+ think | sawit in the sky," Captain Snooth said. "It was kind of a glow ng color."

"The buil dings were shaped |ike pyrani ds?" Ben Brasken asked. "And one of them the tenple of Coa
the m ghty, was upside down?"

Captain Snooth gulped. As a matter of fact, one of the queer aspects of the city in the sky had
been the apparent upside-down position of one huge building.

The city, as he and the crew had observed it, had been somewhat vague as to outline, and the
exact details of the structures did not stand out any too clearly.

"What was this horror you nmentioned?" Captain Snooth asked.

Ben Brasken seened to think again.

"It was so terrible,” he said at last, "that you had better give ne time to think of a way to
describe it so you will understand,"

"That’'s all right, Ben," Captain Snmooth said quickly. "Take your tine. Wat else did you see?"
"l saw Martin Space."

"Ch, then the people in Ost are white people, eh?"

"No. Martin Space is a white man. And there was a worman, who was al so white. The rest were
Cstians."

"What do the Gstians |ook |ike?"

Ben Brasken had to think over that, too. "I guess, when | first saw them | thought of them as



the spider-armed nen."

" Eh?"

"The spider-arnmed nen. They have bl ue bodies, too."

The ski pper suddenly deci ded he had enough of this. Ben Brasken | ooked so i nhuman that tal king to
himwas not a pl easure.

"Well, well, Ben, this is all very interesting, and | know | want to hear nore about it," he
said. "But you nust be tired, and now | want you to have a good long rest. You can have a cabin all
to yourself, and we will just |lock the door so no one will be bothering you."

Ben Brasken becane ani nat ed.

"No, no!" he cried out vehenmently. "You nust turn and go to Ost at once! That is why | amhere. |
cane to get you to save Cst fromthe horror!"

"You know that way to Ost?" Captain Snooth asked, interested in spite of his commobn sense.

"Ch, yes. Cone here and |'Il show you."

BEN BRAXTEN went to a porthole and pointed through it.

"There," he said. "You can see Ost as plain as can be."

There was not hi ng when Captain Snmooth | ooked.

"Sure, sure," Captain Smpoth said gently. "You just go to sleep and have a rest, and we’'ll wake
you when we anchor at OCst."

He took Ben Brasken’s el bow.

Ben Brasken | ooked at him He jerked his el bow away.

"Don’t act that way!" he shrieked. "You think |I'’mcrazy! You don't believe ne! | tell you, |I'’mas
sane as any man on this ship! You' ve got to go to Ost. They sent me for you. They need hel p. They’ ve
got to have it!"

"Of course, of course,” nurnured Captain Snooth. "Don’t get me wong, Ben. W'Ill sail for GCst."
Ben Brasken was not fool ed. He becane a raving fiend, and tried to get at the gun Captain Snooth
kept in his desk.

It took five stout sailors to |lash poor Ben Brasken to a stout, padded plank in a spare cabin.
Ben Brasken then fainted. He was very weak, and apparently had been w thout food for days. They
noted that his hands were skinned, and thick callouses were on the palns. The palns were al so cut
and brui sed.

Ben Brasken woul d eat when he regai ned consci ousness. But when they asked hi m questions, he only
glared at them after saying that what was the use, since they thought himcrazy.

When the ship reached San Francisco, they transferred Ben Brasken to the nental ward of a
hospital for observation.

Chapter 11. THE LADY DI Rl G BLE BUYER

THE strange case of Ben Brasken cane to the attention of Doc Savage in the shape of a typewitten
report, the first sheet of which was headed:

I NCI DENTS PCSSI BLY WORTH ATTENTI ON,

No. 9163. BRASKEN, BEN,

(Sail or who saw phantomcity.)

There were a |l ot of other reports with this one. They covered incidents pretty nuch all over the
wor |l d. Sone of the reports apparently had no neaning. The premier of an obscure European country had
deposited a hundred thousand dollars in his bank account. A fampus racketeer had been rel eased from
the penitentiary. A scientist had devel oped an electrical treatnment for curing color blindness in
the human eye, it was believed.

These reports were made up for Doc Savage by his five aids.

Doc Savage's headquarters occupied the top floor of New York's tallest building. He remained

there nmost of the tinme, and did not venture out in public, for he had a genuine dislike for being
noti ced.

It was inpossible for himto go about without being noticed. He was a bronze gi ant who nmde

al rost every other man seemsmall in conparison, although his nuscul ar devel opment was so
symmetrical that he did not seem such a giant when standing off by hinmself. He had straight bronze
hair, alittle darker than his skin. But his eyes probably made himnore striking than any other
feature.

They were |ike pools of flake gold stirred steadily by tiny wi nds, and they possessed a
penetrating, alnmost hypnotic quality which was quite disturbing, especially to sonebody with a
guilty consci ence.

Doc had been trained fromchildhood by scientists. He was a scientific product. He had never had

a normal youth. The result was that he was an anmazi ng personage. The newspapers called hima nental
wi zard and a nuscul ar marvel .

Doc Savage read the report about Ben Brasken without show ng any enotion.

Wth Doc in the library of the skyscraper headquarters were two of his aids.

W liam Harper Littlejohn, nore often called "Johnny," had often been described as being two nmen
high and half a man thick. He wore a nonocle attached to his lapel. It was really a magnifying



gl ass. Johnny was an em nent archaeol ogi st and geol ogi st. He had one habit which m ght sonme day get
hi m sl aughtered: He never used a small word when he could think of a big one.

Bri gadi er General Theodore Marley Brooks was the best-dressed nman in Anerica, npst persons
admtted. He was also a noted | awyer, and carried a harm ess-|ooki ng bl ack cane that was really a
sword cane. Those who knew himvery well, or could outrun him called him"Ham" He did not like the
ni cknane.

Ham had one bad habit: It was Chemi stry, his pet. Chenmistry was either an ape, chinpanzee,

gorilla or baboon, or a mxture. Scientists who tried to figure out just what Chem stry was
frequently gave it up and called himthe what-is-it.

Doc had just put the Ben Brasken report down and was | ooking at it when "Mnk" came in, |ooking
very excited.

MONK was Li eut enant Col onel Andrew Bl odgett Mayfair, chemical w zard, owner of a pet pig called
Habeas Corpus. Mnk | ooked al nost exactly like Hamis what-is-it, Chemistry, would look like if he
wei ghted two hundred and fifty or so pounds.

Monk was indeed excited. He shifted fromone stubby, bowed | eg to another.

Ham | ooked at Mbnk.

"I't must be a woman," Ham said sourly. "Sonmething in skirts is sure to get that freak of nature
all worked up. Just anything in skirts will do the trick."

Monk | ooked at Ham He | ooked at Hamas if the latter were a fly sonme one had missed with the
swat t er.

"You shyster!" Mnk squeaked, in a small child s voice. "Some day |'m gonna cramyou all into one
shoe! "

Doc asked quietly, "Wat is it, Mnk?"

"Alady to see you," Mnk said. He gazed at the ceiling ecstatically. "And brothers, is she
class!"

"I told you so," Hamj eered.

"Show her in," Doc requested.

When the young woman cane in, they all got to their feet courteously. But Ham sprang forward and,
with great politeness, escorted the young wonan to Doc and arranged a chair for her, el bowi ng aside
Monk, who gl ared indignantly.

No one could recall Mnk and Ham ever having treated each other with any civility.

She was sort of a pocket-edition girl. Not that there wasn't enough to her to nmake a vision who
woul d have disturbed any man's dignity. There definitely was.

Her mink coat was cost and class, and her stockings were so sheer that a second gl ance was
necessary to be sure she wore any. She had | arge brown eyes, and her hair was about the color of a
pecan shel | .

She carried her chin in the air, and began to act |like a young wonman who was accustoned to havi ng
men | et her have her own way.

"I amKittrella Merrinore," she said.

Monk and Ham exchanged the kind of glances they m ght have swapped if they had discovered a

harnm ess-1 ooking butterfly they had been handling was a deadly, venonous noth. They had heard of
"Kit" Merrinore. Indeed, she had nore noney than any young worman shoul d have.

Two j ackl eg foreign nobl emen had sued her in the courts, claimng she had promsed to marry them
She had started a transatlantic flight. Her pilot had tried to drown them both by diving into the
sea when she refused to wed himat the end of the flight. She was what is known as dynanmte.

"You have a small dirigible, | believe," Kit Merrinore told Doc Savage.

The bronze man admtted he did have. If Kit Merrinmore was having any effect on him it failed to
show.

"l canme to buy your airship,” Kit Merrinore stated flatly.

"For what purpose?" Doc Savage inquired.

"You'll pardon nme," the lady hell-raiser retorted, "but that happens to be ny business."

DOC SAVAGE' S three aids waited with great interest for whatever night cone.

Doc Savage said nothing after the pretty visitor advised himto keep his nose out of her affairs,
whi ch was what it anounted to.

The silence appeared to irk Kit Merrinore. She started tapping the floor angrily with an

expensi vel y custom shod toe.

"Well," she snapped, "how much do you think your airship is worth?"

"It is not for sale," Doc replied quietly.

"Nonsense! O course it is! How rmuch?"

Doc Savage rested his netallic hands on the desk. The bronze skin on the hands were snpoth and
fine-grained, and the tendons, when novenent caused themto spring out, were hard cables nearly as
large as an ordinary man’'s fingers.

"It seens you do not understand,"” he said, in a deep, well-controlled voice. "The dirigible is a
private craft which we had constructed especially for our own needs. And we would certainly not



allow any one to use it w thout knowi ng for exactly what purpose it was intended."

Kit Merrinore's toe tapped the floor viciously.

"You talk as if you thought | was going to use it to drop bonbs on wonen and children."

Doc used good judgenent. He did not answer this invitation for a quarrel

The young worman suddenly used a different tack. She had been studying the big bronze man, who was
hinmsel f far above the average in nmale pulchritude. Perhaps this had sonething to do with it. Kit
Merrinore smled sweetly.

"Pl ease," she said, "I really do want the airship badly."

"For what purpose?" Doc asked bluntly.

"I"'mtruly sorry, but I cannot tell you that," the young |l ady replied

"I amequally sorry," Doc said. "You cannot have the airship."

Kit Merrinore’s smile would have stopped a war.

"Pl ease, " she pl eaded

"You haven't a chance of vanping nme into it," Doc said

Kit Merrinore stanped both feet, and her eyes | aunched sparks

"l demand that you sell it to ne!" she hissed

Doc shrugged wearily.

"I"l'l make you wi sh you had!" the young woman snapped. "Perhaps you don’t know just who | anP"
"You are a young woman who was not spanked often enough when she was little," Doc Savage replied
earnestly. "And you have too nuch noney."

Monk and the others held their breath, nortally certain Doc was going to get hit with the first
thing the young | ady could get her pretty hands on

Kit Merrinore did grab for a paper weight. Then sonethi ng happened. She stiffened. She seened to
forget all about Doc and her rage

Her eyes were fixed on the report about Ben Brasken. She coul d see Ben Brasken's nane. She coul d
al so see the notation: "Incidents possibly worth attention," preceding the nane

She noved her brown eyes to Doc Savage. The eyes were w de, amazed, shocked

"Ch!" she said. "Ch!"

Doc showed no enotion. He hardly ever showed any, for that matter. But his three aids were al npst
as astoni shed as the young woman

Kit Merrinore | ooked up fromthe paper

"So that’s it!" she said

Wt hout another word, she spun and wal ked out to the place. She seened in a hurry.

"Monk, Ham " Doc Savage said quietly, "it mght be a good idea if you checked up on what she
does. Trail her."

Monk and Ham went out.

"I"1l be superamal gamated!" said tall, thin Johnny. "An anagramatical eventuation."

These words were a sanple of why a dictionary was necessary to understand Johnny’'s nornal speech
Not for the world would he have stated sinply that he was surprised at the puzzling turn events had
t aken.

KIT MERRI MORE t ook an express elevator to the street. The express elevators in the building were
by no nmeans sl ow conveyances. Yet Monk and Ham beat her to the street

They did this by taking Doc’s private speed elevator, a |lift used only by the bronze man and his
ai ds, and one which woul d not have been passed by the inspectors for public use sinply because it
operated at such a speed, that it would have been consi dered dangerous to individuals with weak
physi ques

Monk and Ham hurried out and got in the first taxi they saw. There was a string of cabs at the
curb waiting for fares.

There was al so an enornous gray town car at the curb. Pedestrians turned around and stared at
this car, sonetines running into each other in their absorption. It was a very striking car
streanlined to the | ast degree

A round butterball of a Chinaman was behind the wheel, and a |ean, dark, very nuscul ar-| ooki ng
man was in the rear

Monk and Ham wai t ed

"There she is," Mnk said. "Even if she does expect to be followed, she will never suspect we
arrived out in the street before her."

Kit Merrinmore got into the aristocratic town car. She was biting her shapely lips in rage

"Drive up to the park, Two-bit," she told the Celestial. "I want to think."

Then she turned and | ooked at the dark athl ete beside her

"Lupp, everything went wong," she said

"Yes," said the dark "Lupp." "Wat? Wuldn't he sell us the airship?"

"Wrse. He has been investigating that sailor, Ben Brasken. | saw sone kind of a report on his
desk. "

Lupp sat up straight at that. Muscles around his nmouth bunched

"This is a tough break!" he said grimy. "I wonder if he knows the truth?"



"l don't know what he knows. | wasn’t fool enough to ask him What are we going to do?"

"Don't worry, |'Il do plenty!" Lupp snapped.

"You had better think tw ce," the young woman offered. "Doc Savage is not to be taken too
lightly. I was very rnuch inpressed by him"

"Savage is quite a handsome chap," Lupp said, with a trace of acid.

"Handsone men are a dine a dozen!" retorted Kit Merrinmore, who should know. "And furthernore, his
| ooks have nothing to do with it."

"Of course," Lupp agreed dryly.

"Furthernore,” snapped Kit Merrimore, "if | should fall in |love with Doc Savage or anybody el se,
it is no concern of yours!"
"Two-bit," the Oriental, said, without turning his head, "It has been said that the m ghtiest

tigers are those whomthe jackals follow nost."

"What do you mean, you fat heathen?" Kit Merrinore asked.

"Two nen," replied Two-bit, "are following us. | have seen themin ny rear-view mrror."
Lupp growed, "1'll take care of them mighty quick!"

MONK and Ham sat back in their cab, blissfully unaware that they had been di scovered by the
sharp-eyed Oriental driver of the town car.

"Lawyers should all be shot," Mnk stated firmy. "They're what's wong with this country."

Ham unsheat hed his sword cane and exami ned a sticky substance on the tip.

"l wonder if this stuff has lost its strength?" he pondered al oud, and | ooked at Monk

specul atively.

The sticky stuff was a drug whi ch produced unconsci ousness when the sword cane pricked a victim
"You stick with that," Mnk prom sed, "and |I'Il take you by the neck and wind you up like a

cl ock."

They continued the quarrel while their quarry led theminto Central Park via the Sixth Avenue
entrance. The nachi ne carrying Monk and Ham got up to fifty mles an hour.

Then, for no reason imedi ately apparent, it rocked wildly, junped the curb, turned sidew se,
went conpletely over, and lit in about four feet of water which was in a | agoon beside the road. It
was very fortunate that the cab had an all-steel body and a good one.

Monk yell ed. He always yelled when he got excited. Hi s ordinary voice was that of a child, but
his yells were the bellows of a bull.

He ki cked about, fought the door. The door was janmmed. He batted the glass with a palm It caved.
Monk broke the rest out, and cl anbered out. He reached back and got Ham by the hair.

"Let's go!" Hamsnarled. "I'mnot dead yet!"

Monk reached for the driver. At that point, Mnk was suddenly conscious of an awful stinging in
his eye. They began to water. Hi s nose hurt.

He took a gasping breath, and his lungs and throat began to sting. He bent over in an

uncontrol | abl e paroxysm of coughi ng.

"I"'mdyin’!" he croaked.

IT was a rather sheepi sh-1o0o0ki ng Monk and Ham who presented thensel ves at Doc Savage’'s
headquarters. Hamwas al so nad. His natty norning suit—for which he had just paid the city' s nost
exclusive tailor alnmost four hundred dol | ars—had been rui ned.

The other two of Doc Savage's little group of five aids were in the skyscraper aérie. They were
"Long Tom' and "Renny."

Long Tom was an undersi zed, pal e specinen, such a sickly appearing character indeed that
undertakers could not help feeling a wave of prosperity coming when they saw him He was actually a
man who had never been ill. He was an electrical genius. Hs full name was Major Thomas J. Roberts.
Renny was a big, sour-faced man who led the world in two things: He was probably the greatest
living engineer. And he had bigger fists than any other nan. He used them for an aggravating pet

di versi on of knocki ng wooden panels out of doors at the nbst unexpected nonents.

"Holy cow " Renny runbled, using a voice that was like a lion in a deep cave. "Wat happened?"
Monk’ s groan coul d not have been louder if he had | ost an arm

"Tear gas," he said. "It nmust have been the kind you squirt out of themlittle guns that work

like fire extinguishers, only you don’'t punp ‘em Anyway, this dame had her car drive fast, and

ei ther she or sonmebody with her punped the gas out, and our driver got it and ran off the road into
a puddl e and turned over."

"And ruined ny clothing!" Ham snapped.

"What about the girl?" Doc asked.

"Ch, her?" Mnk shrugged. "Search nme. They got away."

"They?"
"A Chinaman driving her car. He cane the nearest to being a full nmoon as anybody | ever saw. And
there was sonme kind of a swarthy, athletic-lookin' guy in the car with her. | never saw either him

or the Chinaman before."
Doc Savage said nothing nore. But he picked up the report on Ben Brasken, tapped it with a



metallic forefinger, and gl anced at gaunt Johnny.

"A plenary chronographical recapitulation," Johnny said.

"Eh?" Monk said.

"He said that report on Ben Brasken was conplete, stupid!'" Hamtold Mnk.

"l wish he’d learn English," Mnk growl ed. "And who are you calling stupid, you nud dauber?"

DOC SAVAGE began to speak without enotion.

"It looks as if this Ben Brasken matter was sonething that could stand a little of our particul ar
type of attention," he stated. "Wat do you gentl enen think?"

The expectant grins gave himhis answer.

Doc Savage continued. "Your first nove might be to get a line on Kit Merrinore and her two

associ ates, the Chinaman and the dark man. Find out whatever you can. You know the best nmethods to
use. One of you had better renain here to take the reports and assenble them so that they will be
avail able when | call in."

Monk denmanded, "What are you going to do?"

Doc did not seemto hear the question.

The bronze man had an aggravating habit of not seem ng to hear queries which, for one reason or
another, he did not desire to answer. This had a connection with his customof not letting his aids
know what he was doi ng, frequently, when he worked al one.

The idea was that if one of them shoul d be seized, and perhaps tortured into tal king, there would
be no information avail abl e which would inperil the bronze man or the others.

Renny wal ked over, calmy drew back, and practically denolished the wooden panel of the library
door with one of his huge fists.

"Holy cow" he said. "This affair kind of interests ne already."

He | ooked very gloony. It was peculiar with himthat he | ooked the saddest when he was the

happi est .

Chapter 111. THE SAI LOR WHO COULD NOT SW M

POOR Ben Brasken was still in the wing for nental cases in the San Francisco hospital, and there
did not seemto be rmuch chance of his getting out soon.

A nunber of nore or |ess em nent psychol ogi sts, psychopaths, psychophysicists, and a plain M D.

or two had exanmi ned Ben Brasken. As was to be expected, they came up with different ideas.

Bei ng puzzl ed, they expressed thenselves with five-dollar words which were not only

unintelligible to an average man, but nore or |ess confusing to each other. The truth was that they
hadn’t been able to quite figure out Ben Brasken.

The hospital was nodern, the food good, the nurses easy on the eyes, and the patients had the use
of a croquet court, swi nmng pool, short golf course—all surrounded by a high man-tight, woven-wire
fence—so there was no reason why a poor sailor man with nowhere el se to go should want to | eave.
Ben Brasken seened to have resigned hinself. He sat in his chair on the | awn beside the sw nm ng
pool, his favorite spot, nost of the tinme. It was as if, being a seafaring man, he |liked to be near
a bit of water.

It was there that Ben Brasken received the large, swarthy sailor who cane to visit him At |east,
the big visitor had a little white sailor hat perched on the back of his thatch of dark, curly hair.
There was one striking thing in particular about the visitor: He had one bad eye. It | ooked

exactly like a | arge pigeon egg, pink and quite awful. The other eye was protected by a pair of

col ored spectacl es which were mnus the lens over the bad eye.

"Hell o, Ben, you old swab," said the visitor, when the nurse brought himup.

The nurse, convinced he knew Ben Brasken, departed.

Ben Brasken then nuttered, "Look here, | don't know you!"
"Sure you don't," said the other, and took a seat cross-legged on the edge of the sw nmming pool
besi de whi ch Ben Brasken's chair was situated. "I wanted to talk to you."

"What cha want ?"

"Look here," grunted the other. "Suppose | knew a sailor, and he was on a boat makin’ the run
fromFrisco to Mel bourne, and he reached Frisco one tinme and tal ked some when he was drunk about
seein’ a town of some kind in the ocean. M nd you, the town wasn't there. Then, on the next voyage
supposi n’ he di sappeared off the ship."

"Why are you interested?"

"Supposin’ this other sailor was ny brother."

"I ain't your brother! | ain’t got a brother."

"Nobody said you were or had."

"Ch!" Ben Brasken thought that over. "You nean that you had a brother and that’'s what happened to
i e

" Maybe. "

"You got a heck of a hindforenpst way of sayin so
The other shrugged. "Did you see any sign of ny brother?"

Ben Brasken | eaned forward eagerly. "Say, do you really believe |I’mnot crazy?"



"Maybe ny brother wasn’'t crazy," the other said

"What was his nane?"

"Qulliver Smth."

"I didn’t see him" sighed Ben Brasken. "The only white people | saw were the man named Martin
Space and the wonman."

BEN BRASKEN had been under an intense strain for days. He had known he was consi dered i nsane, and
that was enough to worry any man. Now that he had a chance to talk, he literally overfl owed
conversation. In spite of the latter’s undeni ably hi deous appearance. |ndeed, the guests’ very
ugl i ness was sonething that inspired pity, and therefore a certain anount of kindness

The story Ben Brasken told was al nost word for word the same one he had told Captain Snmooth, the
hard-boi |l ed master of the anci ent hooker Benny Boston. Wen he cane to the nmention of the "great
horror"” he had seen, he did not go deeper into details than that

"Hold on!" interjected the visitor. "Wat was this horror?"

Ben Brasken | eaned back and cl osed his eyes. He seened to be thinking. He shuddered

"To tell the truth, that is what is worrying me," he said. "The strain of that |ong sw m back
from Gst carrying the two iron keys nust have been too much for me. The doctors here said | was
nearly dead from exhaustion and | ack of food

"l swam for many, many hours. It nust have dulled ny mnd, or sonmething. A lot of details are

faint. | can’t tell exactly what the horror was."
"Think hard."
"l have. For days. But if anything, it all seens to grow nore vague, |like a bad dream | told

that to those psychowhatchacall’ ems who exam ned ne. They didn't seemto know what to think."
"That's too bad," muttered the visitor

"It was sonething terrible, this horror," Ben Brasken said. "But | can't renenber. | guess | am
goi ng bats maybe."

"Don't let ‘“emkid you!" snorted the other. "Listen, ny boat sank one time and | was out in an
open dory for three weeks w thout food and with only a little water, and I'mtellin’ you for a long
time | couldn’t remenber a thing that happened to ne."

Ben Brasken grinned. "I’msure glad to hear you say that. Everybody thinks |I'mnuts."

"Forget it!" chuckled the one-eyed guest. "Look, what about that iron key you mentioned?"

"l used themto get in and out of Ost." Ben Brasken pinched his eyes shut and puckered his brows
in deep thought. "Ch, damm the luck! | can't remenber. It’s all so hazy. Like if | was drunk the
whole tine. Only | wasn't. | never drink."

"You had two of then®"

"Ch, yes. One for each hand."

"But when you reached the ship, you only had one."

"Darn, that’'s right." Ben Brasken shut his eyes again. "Well, | nust have | ost the other one
while | was swinming. It was pretty heavy."

"You swam and carried these two pieces of iron?"

"Ch, yes."

The visitor now arose, as if to depart. But the big, one-eyed fellow seened to have beconme stiff
whi |l e seated cross-|egged on the edge of the pool. He staggered wildly, his legs not tracking. To
keep fromfalling, he grabbed Ben Brasken's chair

Ben Brasken, chair and all, toppled into the sw nmming pool

BEN BRASKEN | anded in the water with a splash. The pool was deep at this point, alnost ten feet

The chair was of nmetal and sank. Ben Brasken al so went down, but came to the top, splashing and
gaggi ng

"Hel p!" he croaked

Then he sank agai n.

The pool was very clear. Every nove poor Ben Brasken made in his wild struggles could be seen
plainly. He had both his eyes and nouth w de open, and bi g bubbl es kept coming out of his mouth and
nose

He grabbed frantically, again and again, for the surface. He did nanage to reach the top, but

went down again. When he was nonentarily on the surface, he emtted a piteous shriek

Hospital attendants had by now reached the pool. Two of them sprang in. Ben Brasken grabbed them
as a drowning man will, and there was quite a turmoil until every one was haul ed out of the pool
The big, dark, one-eyed sailor started wal king away. "Hey, you!" an attendant said sharply. "I'm
not sure, but it |ooked as if you pushed Brasken into the pool."

The one-eyed man sai d nothing, but wal ked faster

The hospital attendants were accustonmed to handling persons who did the unexpected. They pursued
the big, dark visitor. A whistle blew. Mre attendants appeared. Burly fellows, strong nen who knew
how to control maniacs with the greatest of facility

They closed in on the big, dark one. Two attendants reached for his arms. They reached

confidently, for the big Cyclops was nerely wal king al ong. But they got a shock. Their hands got



only enpty air.

The one-dyed man had not dodged, apparently. They grabbed for himagain. Once nore, the

incredi bl e happened. The truth dawned on them Their quarry was as fast as the proverbial greased
I'i ght ni ng.

A wild nél ée followed. Men rushed the dark visitor fromall directions. He whipped about in a
fashi on that was astonishing. Reaching a door, he dodged through. A nurse cried out his |ocation.
When the attendants reached there, the fell ow was gone. They | ooked about wildly for him

A few nmonments |ater the dark, one-eyed mariner dropped froma w ndow of the hospital and

saunt ered away, unobserved.

Back in the hospital grounds, attendants stood around Ben Brasken, who was little the worse for
hi s i mrersion.

Ben Brasken’s ducking had proved one thing: He could not swima stroke.

Chapter 1V. THE H DI NG PLACE

THE big, dark sailor with the pigeon-egg eye next turned up in the vicinity of the steanship pier
to which the anci ent hooker Benny Boston was ti ed.

It was dusk when he arrived. There was only one gangpl ank down, and a sailor loafed at this to
keep just anybody from wandering aboard, a precaution agai nst sneak thieves.

The sailor applied a match to a cigarette, and it was dark enough for the match flame to blind
himslightly. Wien he had accustoned his eyes by blinking, he discovered the Cyclops sailor in front
of him

"Hy' ah, captain,” said the latter.

Around the water, every one calls every one else a captain, whether the title is warranted or
not. Just as all elderly gentlenen are called colonel in Kentucky.

"Greetings," said the sailor.

"When you sailin ?" asked pi geon-egg-eyed man.

"Coupl e of days."

"CGot a full crew?"

"Dunno. You better see the dd Man. Cap’'n Snpoth. He's not aboard to-night."

"Thanks, captain," said the one-eyed sailor. He wal ked away, and was swal |l owed in the darkness.
He had gone in the direction of town.

H s course did not take himtoward town for any considerabl e di stance, however. He doubl ed back
and went directly to one of the big hawsers by which the Benny Boston was tied to the pier. He
seened to be the brother of a cat in his ability to get about in the dark.

W thout seeming to exert his nuscles in the | east, he swng along the hawser. He passed the big
conical tin rat guard through which the hawser ran, and went on.

The rat guard was turned so as to keep the rats on shore, but it would have been nore appropriate
the other way, rats being much nore plentiful on the old steaner than on shore.

Once on deck, the prowl er entered the holds. He showed an extraordinary famliarity with the
interior of freight steaners of ancient vintage. He lighted his way with a flashlight, which enitted
only a small streak of |ight.

He began searching the ship. A thorough job, he did; but he seened little interested in the

hol ds, passages and cabi ns which were used nost frequently.

Not hi ng did he miss, which was unusual, because there were nunerous crannies of the npbst renote
ki nd. The prow er even raised a trapdoor and wormed down into the bilge, wading around in water
whi ch was incredibly snmelly and coated with alnpst a quarter of an inch of grease and scum

He was very secretive. Since it was early in the night, sailors were still noving about, those
who had not gone ashore. The searcher dodged these expertly. Altogether, he was quiet enough to have
done a first-class spook job in haunting a house.

In alittle-used conpartnment back of the anchor chain | ocker near the bow of the boat, he cane
across sonething that seened to interest him The niche was a gl oony one, closed by a hatch, and
apparently not used at all.

The place was littered with enpty cans. The searcher exam ned the cans cl osely. Tomatoes, corn,
beans, nostly. Mst of them bore griny finger prints.

Sorme of the cans had been opened only a few days ago. Ot hers had been enptied |l ess recently. This
difference, while it was not quite as plain as print, could be discerned by close inspection.

It was evident that sone one had lived in the cubicle, eating out of the cans for an interval
that m ght have been three weeks.

There were certain other signs to indicate whoever this was had been conpletely a hermit, had not
left the place at all.

Judgi ng fromthe signs, the hermt had entered the place about a nonth previously and had

remai ned there until about a week ago.

This was the period during which Ben Brasken had been m ssing.

THE dark, one-eyed gi ant now produced two articles fromhis pockets. One itemwas a pocket
finger-print set, such as police detectives sonetinmes carry. The other object was a copy, or rather



the page itself, fromthe hospital records nmade out when Ben Brasken was committed. It bore Ben
Brasken's finger prints.

A few seconds, and the nysterious sailor was conparing the finger prints on the enptied food cans
with those of Ben Brasken.

They were the sane. Ben Brasken, then, had been the hernmt.

The food cans were not the only interesting objects. In noving them asi de—there was rather a
litter of themthe hunter found four steel hacksaw bl ades, two files, a brace containing a

nmetal -boring bit, and two or three bolts. There was also a slab of rusty iron, three inches or so
thick, nmore than a foot wide, and a little |onger than wi de.

The hacksaw bl ade teeth were al nost worn away, the two files had seen nmuch service, and the bit’'s
cutting edges were chipped and rounded. Rectangul ar pieces had been sawed out of the iron. Two of
t hem

Under a pile of tin cans was an obl ong iron bl ock equi pped with a handle, an exact duplicate of
the bl ock Ben Brasken had been carrying when they found hi mapparently clinbing aboard the Benny
Boston. The key, he had called it.

It would seemthat the bl ocks had been nade here. And Ben Brasken had spent the tinme on the job
whi ch he cl ained he had expended in visiting Ost.

The big, one-eyed prowl er seened satisfied with what had been found, but was thorough enough to
go over the rest of the old steamer. He did not devote nmuch tinme to anything el se that he found.
He carried the flatiron-shaped bl ock equi pped with a handl e when he went on deck.

I'T was fabul ously dark outside, alnmpbst as black as it had been in the snelly innards of the ship.
The big hunter noved with feline quiet toward the hawser by which he had come aboard.

Qut on the bay, a pair of tugs began blasting their whistles at each other. The echoes bounced
back from warehouses and buil dings until there was a gobbling uproar.

This accounted for the pigeon-egg eyed sail or bunmping into another prow er on deck before he

di scovered his presence.

There was no prelimnary word exchanged. The other marauder hit the big sailor with a fist. The
fist hit the large one’s chest with a sound as if a big jungle drum had been thunped.

The two sprang upon each other. Both seermed fully confident of an inmmediate victory. They
strained, grunted, and clothing tore. They tripped, went to the deck.

Their fighting styles were vastly different. The big, dark fellow used fist science. The other
felt about with snaky fingers, twisting a joint here, punching a nerve center there. Jujutsu.
Skilled, too.

Suddenly, the giant with the pigeon-egg eye commenced to denobnstrate that he al so knew j uj ut su.
He was, indeed, the other’s master at the tricky joint-cracking, nerve-punishing science. H s foe
emtted a sudden squall of pain, after which he could barely nove.

The beam of the big sailor’s flashlight |icked over the gasping assail ant.

The fellow was a rather |arge and al nost round Chi naman who was about the col or of honenmade
butter.

Had Doc Savage’'s two ai ds been present, they woul d have recogni zed himas the same Cel estial who
had driven pretty Kit Merrinore’s town car in New York City.

A sharp shout cane from am dshi ps. Running feet pounded. The fight had drawn attention.

Chapter V. THE PHANTOM CELESTI AL

THE gl obul ar Oriental had the cunning of his race. He lay quiet until he had enough strength to
emit a yell that would have raised the dead.

"He tly kill me!" he squaw ed. "Hel p poor Chinanman!"

The footsteps approached with the rattle of a hailstormcomng across a tin roof. The crew of the
Benny Boston. Sonme of them had hurricane |anterns.

They did the natural thing. They decided to grab both strangers and ask questions afterward. The
Chi naman was a stranger, certain enough.

"Who's the | aundryman?" a sailor barked, and that proved that.

The dark giant with the strange eye tried to pick the Oriental up and get over the side with him
but the Celestial kicked and used his hands. He was really a naster of his jujutsu. He nanaged to
del ay the business of carrying himaway.

Two sailors | eaped upon the dark marauder. They were pronptly flung backward.

The Oriental sank to the deck and npaned, "He fella bleak mne leg!"

It was clever strategy. The sailors gave himno attention, but flocked upon the big, dark fell ow.
As soon as no one was |looking at him the Celestial bobbed up and di sappeared down the hawser to the
gl oony shore.

The Benny Boston sailors were tough | ads who knew all about fighting, or thought they did. After
they had been mixing with the big, dark fellow for a few seconds, they began to conclude there were
things they didn't know.

Men suddenly found thensel ves on deck, paralyzed, and not knowing in the |east just what had
happened to them Those who got hold of the foe frequently thought sonme one had introduced iron bars



the size of arns and legs in the fight.

The hurricane | anterns became smashed, one by one, and the nmél ée went on in the darkness. Captain
Smoot h canme running fromhis cabin, carrying a |long, heavy boat hook. Wth this shillalah, he poked
and whacked, until soneone kicked nost of the skin off his right shin.

The fight becane |less violent. One man scranbl ed clear, struck several matches and nmanaged to
relight what was |left of one of the hurricane |anterns.

They saw then why the fight was less violent. They were only scrapping each other. Their foe, the
big tartar with the queer eye, had faded away, probably overboard.

Captai n Snoot h hopped around on one foot, nursing his peeled shin, and began to say things which,
remarkably it seened, did not nelt the surrounding ironwork.

One sailor backed hastily to the rear of the group and exam ned the toe of his shoe. He hurriedly
brushed of f some bunches of the skipper’s hide which were sticking to the toe. The hi de sonmewhat
resenbl ed the kind of ostrich |eather they nake purses out of.

THE bi g, dark, strange-eyed sailor was not only ashore; he had reached the street which ran

beyond the piers. A small coupé was a hundred yards away, and still gathering speed.

It is, of course, inpossible for a man to outrun any respectable kind of an autonpbile in a test

of speed, but the big sailor very nearly succeeded.

The Celestial in the car saw himbarely in tinme, stepped on the gas, and got away. The car notor
had a carbon knock, but that didn't hurt.

The big, dark sailor stopped. He had just covered two hundred yards at a clip that woul d have
taken the breath of a professional sprint timer. Yet his breath was not com ng with undue speed.

He went back to the pier, listened, |learned the sailors off the Benny Boston were ashore

searching. He paid no attention, but entered the pier shed silently. Once, he could have reached out
and taken the cigarette off the lips of a searching Benny Boston deckhand.

The dark sailor got the flatiron-shaped piece of steel with the attached handl e which he had

found in the cubicle aboard the ship. Because of its weight, he had left this behind while pursuing
the rotund Oriental.

The big, dark, strange-eyed sailor left the vicinity with ghostly stealth.

One of the city's nore obscure hotels saw hi mnext. He seenmed to have a roomthere. He entered

it, closed the door, pulled the shade, listened for a while to nake sure no one was |istening, then
went to the bureau mirror.

Wth a tiny suction cup gripping device that sonmewhat resenbl ed the rubber part of an eye

dropper, the sailor proceeded to renpve colored glass caps which fitted over his eyeballs, under the
lids. These were transparent enough to permt vision through them One had given himthe pigeon-eye.
A pastelike chem cal and an application of friction and soapsuds took the curl out of his hair.

The hair becanme gray, al nost white when the chemical treatnment was done.

A snall trunk yielded a dignified and very conservative business suit, also an excellently nade
nmust ache and Vandyke beard, spectacles with a black ribbon, and a case of instrunments such as
surgeons carry. There was al so a case of business cards.

Anot her pair of the glass eyeballs caps disguised his eyes, and a few drops of a chenical nade
them wat ery and ol d-1 ooki ng.

The surprising individual wal ked out of the hotel as an elderly, dignified gentleman. The iron

bl ock was in his surgical bag.

He turned up at the hospital where Ben Brasken was confined and presented one of his cards in the
of fice.

The card sai d:

Kurt Von Val | enst adt

Psychiatrist Vienna, Berlin

"“Ja, "

said the old gentleman, using a grand nmanner. "Vass it possible for ne to exam ne dot sailor Ben

Br asken?"

"It is rather late, doctor," he was told.

"Ja.

I know dot. But mine plane | eave for New York very early in norning. Dot Ben Brasken case

interest me very nooch."

After some hesitation, he was told he m ght see Ben Brasken.

Ben Brasken occupied a ward in which there were three other beds, but the other three were enpty.
Ben Brasken was reading a detective magazi ne. He | owered the nmagazi ne.

Ben Brasken’'s forehead was covered alnost to the eyes by a danp towel, and the sheet was pulled

up over his chin.

The nurse departed.

"What do you want?" Ben Brasken asked hoarsely.

THE ol d gentl eman put the bag on the table. "I have sonething to show you."
He took out the flatiron object.



"Huh?" said Ben Brasken

"This is a duplicate of the key you had when they found you clinbing aboard the Benny Boston
apparently," stated the visitor

"Ch." Ben Brasken blinked dark eyes

"I found it in a small, unused cubbyhol e near the bow of the Benny Boston. It had been made in

that cubby. There were sonme other things in the place which proved you were hiding out there during
the time you claimyou visited this place called Cst."

"Who are you, feller?"

For answer, the old fell ow handed over one of his cards. The hand which came out from under the

bed covers and took it was hairy, brown and rather thick

"Yah," he said, after glancing at the card. "A pill-pusher, eh?"
"You are not insane," said the visitor

"Thanks. "

"You are a skillful liar."

"I may be a sick man, but don’t get too tough with ne, you old goat!"
"What is behind this?"

This got no answer.

"Der jigis up, ja", stated the elderly man. "You had best talk."
"You want the dirt, sawbones?"

"Der truth, ja."

The man on the bed grinned. "I wanted to get nmy name in the newspapers."

"Ach! "

"Sure. All ny life, nobody had ever noticed ne. So | got an idea, see. | had some nobney saved
up. "

"Vot has der noney saved got to do mt it?"

"Shut up and you'll see. | used the nobney to buy one of them hi gh-powered magic |anterns that
they use to throw pictures on clouds for advertising. | took a slide of a view of |ower Mnhattan

I sl and, sandpapered off sone of the paint on it so it would | ook spooky, and threw it on a cloud
"l pointed the machine through a porthole in the hull of the ship, see. Nobody got wi se. They saw
this thing on the clouds. That was the nmysterious city themfool sailors thought they saw "

"Jal

Amazi ng! "
"Sure it was, you old nanny. Then | disappeared into the hold, nade themiron things, and one
ni ght went on deck, waited until | heard a sailor comng, then slid down the rope and got wet, then

clinmbed back and they all thought | was just com ng aboard. Nobody woul d see through that, eh?"
" Nei n.

Nobody voul d. "

"I told a string of lies about a visit to acity called Ost."

"Ja

but suppose sonebody questioned your ability to swmmt dot iron you were carrying?"
"That’'s why | left the one behind. | could swmwth one, all right."

"Maybe you could," the visitor said grimy, "but Ben Brasken could not swm?"
" Huh?"
"“You are not Ben Brasken."

Chapter VI. THE NEW BEN BRASKEN

THE man on the bed really bore only a vague facial resenblance to Ben Brasken. He was al nost a
foot taller and nearly a hundred pounds heavier

H s hand cane out from under the covers. It held a gun

"Hol d everything!" he gritted

The bearded ol d gentlenan sat very quiet

"I ain't Ben Brasken, all right!" snarled the man with the gun. "I’'ma pal of Ben's. Two or three
of Ben's pals got tired of themkeepin’ ‘imin here and makin’ out he was a nut, so we took ‘im out
| stayed here so that Ben woul d have tine to get clear. Anybody |ookin' in would take it for granted
that | was Ben."

"And dot story about der magic lantern?" the elderly visitor asked thoughtfully.

"That was straight. It was just a stunt of Ben's. Poor little feller. He didn't know they would
put himin the birdhouse."

The man untangl ed hinself fromthe bed covers and stood erect. He was very nuscul ar, dark, and
had a not unhandsore, if rather hard, face

"Two-bit!" he called softly.

"Al |l ee same on deck, Ms’ Lupp," said a perfectly round and big Oriental, hauling hinself in

t hrough the w ndow, outside which he nmust have been crouching

"You rice-eating ape!" said dark, athletic Lupp. "You called out ny nane!"

"You do sane to ne," rem nded the big Celestial.

Lupp | ooked angry, but notioned. "Tie up whiskers here, and we’'ll blow. Qur gag didn't go off so



good. "

The Oriental advanced, picked off a bedsheet, rolled it and nade a rope. He evidently did not go

to the novies, or he woul d have nmade the m stake of tearing the sheet to make it into ropes. A sheet
that is torn is nmuch nore easily parted.

He cane close to the bearded ol d gentl eman, stopped, bent forward, and his slant eyes popped in

ast oni shnment .

"This lowy one has nmany tinmes wondered how Little Led Liding Hood felt when she find wolf in
little sheep’s clothing," he said.

"What’s wong, you yellow peril?" Lupp grow ed. "You' ve got the story cockeyed, anyhow. Red

Ri di ng Hood’ s grandna was the one the wolf pre—=

"This fella all sane on Benny Boston," interjected Two-bit.

"What ?"

"He fella me tell ‘bout. Only now be all same whiskel false!"

Lupp sprang forward with an oath, gritted, "I’'ll see how fal se the whiskers are!" and grabbed the

whi skers and yanked.

Results were not quite as expected. The whi skers cane off readily enough. But Lupp cried out,
dropped themw th wild haste, and ogled his palm

A smal| puncture in his pal moozed a drop of crinmson.

"There’'s a needl e or sonething in them whiskers!" he snarled. "It stuck nme! It felt like a spring
or sonmething made it drive into ny hand!"

"That velly stlange," said Two-bit wonderingly.

"Yeah—-yeah—

Lupp drewin a full breath, shut his eyes and fell heavily on his face.

TWO-BIT, the fat Oiental, had nothing wong with what is technically called reactions. He
whirled, and seened to be in the air before he was hal fway around.

H s gigantic leap took himto the window He sailed through it, headfirst.

The big man who had pretended to be a foreign psychiatrist was only a junp behind. He reached the
wi ndow, | ooked out. He ducked back with great haste.

Li ghtning struck three tines outside the window, if noise was any indication. Two-bit’s gun was
evidently of enormous caliber. Bullets gouged plaster off the ceiling. A patient upstairs emtted an
unearthly yell, which was pronptly echoed by how s and screans all over the hospital. Two denented
persons began to laugh |ike hyenas.

The big man inside the hospital roomseized the mirror which lay on a table, and used it to

exam ne the vicinity outside the w ndow.

But Two-bit was gone by now.

Wi ppi ng back to Lupp, the big man picked the unconscious fellow up, went to the w ndow, dropped
through, and glided into the handi est patch of darkness.

Over to the right, there was a series of netallic squeaking sounds, then half a dozen sharp
twangs. Sonme one was cutting the wire fence around the rear of the hospital, using a stout cutter,
no doubt.

The big man made for the sounds.

Long before he reached them he heard a | ow gasp, a squawky Oriental curse, and a blow that was

| ouder than either gasp or curse.

The bi g man qui ckened his pace. He heard an autonobile engine start, race, and connect with rear
wheels with a mghty gear clash. The car left. Its engine had a carbon knock which did not seemto
slow it up much.

There was a hole in the high wire fence. The big man boosted the sensel ess Lupp through—tupp was
still breathing—and followed. It was very dark. He took five paces and his toe touched sonet hing
that vyi el ded.

The flashlight he had used on the Benny Boston, the one which enmtted a white splinter, canme into
use.

The man on the ground was nuch taller than necessary, and thinner than it seemed any individual
could be and still stay out of a coffin. It was not necessary to pick up his wist to find a pul se.
The regular puffing of the artery in his wist was visible.

The man on the ground was the em nent archaeol ogi st, geol ogi st and Doc Savage aid, WIIiam Harper
Littlejohn.

The big man carried both Johnny and Lupp and left the vicinity.

After a while, Johnny revived enough to say, "I'll be superanal ganated!"

Chapter VII. THE BRONZE MAN

JOHNNY | et the exclamation, his favorite and the one he used on all possible occasions, suffice
until he had gotten his head cleared. Then he did some thinking. The cogitation led himto making a
m stake, as it sometimes does.

He haul ed off and tried to knock the big man carrying himsensel ess. He did not quite succeed.

But he did cause the big fellowto fall down with his double burden.



"Johnny!" said the big man reproachfully

"Doc Savage!" Johnny expl oded

"Yes," said the remarkabl e individual who had been first a pigeon-eyed sailor, then an em nent
psychiatrist from Vienna and Berlin

"An indef easi bl e eventuati on—+ nean, | didn't know it was you!" Johnny gul ped

Johnny was addicted to his anmazi ng words on nost occasions, but when he was al one with Doc
Savage, he did not use them

For Johnny, it was a narked token of respect to the bronze man, or possibly he was afraid of

m susi ng sone of his tongue-twi sters, which it was to be suspected he did occasionally, although no
one had ever caught him

"What happened?" Doc Savage queried

"Well," Johnny said dizzily, "you disguised yourself as a sailor this afternoon and entered the
hospital to talk to Ben Brasken. You left Long Tom Renny and nyself posted around the hospital
grounds to watch for anything suspicious. Then—=

"Wth a reference to a nonent ago," Doc put in. "Wat occurred?"

"l heard sonebody cutting the wires of that fence, ran to the spot, and got the nost beautifu
knock on the head | ever received," Johnny said

"You feel all right?"

"Not all right. Not by a long shot. But | think I'Il live."

"Can you wal k?"

"I might run if | had to," Johnny adnmitted

They wal ked qui ckly through the gl oony streets, Doc Savage carrying Lupp

Johnny had a flashlight on his person. He turned it on Lupp

"I"1l be superanal gamated!" he exclained. "H s con-natural ness of physi ognony—+ nean, he is the
guy Monk and Ham described as being in the car with the Oiental and Kit Merrinore in New York!"
"Yes," Doc Savage agreed. "And the Oriental was the sane one who just knocked you out."

"Quch!" Johnny felt the back of his head where he had been struck. "Wat does it all mean?"
"Ben Brasken is evidently the key," Doc Savage said. "They carried himoff to get himin a spot
where he woul d not be questioned, is ny guess."

"You think Ben Brasken could tell us what all the shooting is about?"

"An exam nation of himm ght be of assistance, would be a nore accurate way of putting it."
"Well, we should not have much trouble finding him" said Johnny

The gaunt geol ogi st had been a little flippant for a few nonents, which was vastly unlike his
usual self. It nmust have been sonme after effect of the blow, or perhaps his real nature had | oosened
up for a noment and asserted itself. At any rate, he was getting his dignity back now.

"What do you mean ‘no trouble finding Ben Brasken' ?" Doc queried

"Long Tom and Renny were left at the hospital with nyself," Johnny said

"Of course."

"Well, we saw themcarry off Ben Brasken. Long Tom and Renny followed them They should find
where Brasken was taken."

DOC and Johnny reached a car. This was a rented nachi ne which Doc Savage had secured for their

use. The bronze nman drove, heading for his hotel

Johnny seened to have a headache by now. He held his rather large craniumand nuttered. "It woul d
seem that our el aborate precautions to |l et no one know we were coming to San Franci sco, as well as
your entering the hospital in disguise, were wasted."

Doc rem nded, "The disguise was largely to avoid public attention and newspaper notice. Too nuch
publicity for us would not only point out to any possible enenies what we were doing, but it would
draw down a swarm of wel | -meani ng amat eur detectives which woul d hanper us."

"Circunstantiality indistinguishable—er—to say nothing of the flood of inmaginary and worthl ess

cl ues whi ch woul d descend upon us," Johnny said

The fake Ben Brasken—tupp, if that was his name-stirred feebly.

"He seens to be drugged,"” Johnny remarked. "How did it happen?"

By the time Doc Savage had expl ained the needle in the beard, and touched briefly on the
fundanmental urge which seens to dwell w thin every human being to grab the whiskers of a foe
imedi ately he gets in a fight with one, they had reached the hotel

"Wonen apparently are driven irresistibly to seize hair when in a conflict," Doc expounded. "A
beard seens to offer the sanme tenptation to a man."

They drove into an alley at the rear of the hotel. Fromthis, access could be had to the freight

el evator without disturbing the hotel guests. The el evator operator |ooked deaf, dunb and blind as
he took them up

Johnny spoke when they were carrying Lupp down the corridor to Doc’s room

"Long Tom and Johnny were going to report to the hotel here when they found where Ben Brasken was
taken," he said. "But | wonder if it was the best idea to let themtake Ben Brasken away?"

"By trailing these men who seized Ben Brasken, we nay be able to find their headquarters, and by
eavesdroppi ng or planting hidden m crophones, |earn what is back of this excitement," Doc expl ai ned



Johnny nodded. "I hope Long Tom or Johnny has reported. If they have, it will be attached to that
phot ographi c recordi ng device we left in the room hooked to the tel ephone.”

They reached their room

Doc and Johnny entered with their captive

Pal e, undersized Long Tom and big-fisted Renny stood in the room Long Tom | ooked gl oony. Renny

| ooked noderately cheerful, which was bad, considering that the better things went, the nore gl oom
he woul d register

"1"11 be superamal gamated!" Johnny expl oded. "Wy aren’t you two trailing the gang who got Ben
Brasken?"

Long Tomtook in a long draft of air.

"They gave us the slip," he inparted

DOC SAVAGE pl aced Lupp in a chair, got handcuffs out of a netal box which held innunerabl e other
gadgets, and handcuffed himto the chair. Then he administered a chemcal to the man with a
hypoderm c needl e

"A stimulant," the bronze nman explained. "It will cause himto revive in a few mnutes."

Johnny frowned grimy at Lupp. "If we fail to make himtalk, it looks as if we were going to be
out on a linmb without any information."

This caused big-fisted Renny to emt a runble of self-disgust

"We got a bad break trailing those fellows," he said. "They crossed a street, and an instant
later, a string of fire trucks came down the street, and we couldn't possibly cut through.”

Doc Savage said, "W had better get set before Lupp regai ns consciousness. Johnny, you are

sonet hi ng of psychol ogi st, so your job will be to sit out here and watch Lupp while we try our
trick."
"What trick?"

Doc gl anced at Lupp, who was showi ng signs of awakening

"No time to explain," the bronze man deci ded. "Just watch him Johnny."

Johnny took a seat in a secluded corner, picked up a newspaper and arranged it so he could
pretend to read it, but really watch Lupp

Doc, Long Tom and Renny entered the adjacent room They had, as a nmatter of fact, taken the
entire floor of the hotel. They cl osed the door

Johnny continued to pretend to read the newspaper, and watched Lupp. In a few nonents, Lupp
opened his eyes and | ooked around. Johnny nmade a show of not noticing

From t he next room came what sounded |i ke Ben Brasken's rather whining voice

"l tell yuh, I'"'mscared to talk!" he said

Doc Savage’'s trained, deep tone said, "Wat would you say if that Oriental, Two-bit, had told us
the whol e story?"

At this, Johnny saw Lupp give a distinct start

Johnny kept his bony face expressionless. Doc Savage was in the other room imtating Ben
Brasken’' s voi ce, and maki ng conversation of a nature intended to soften Lupp up for the questioning
Ben Brasken’s faked voice said, "Two-bit didn't lay nothin’ onto ne!"

"No," Doc Savage said quietly, "but Two-bit is going to be the cause of things becom ng tough for
Lupp, as well as the girl, Kit Merrinore."

"Two-bit laid it onto thenP"

"Yes. Possibly he was passing the buck, though."

Lupp’s face was twi sted with astoni shnent and uneasi ness. He was deceived

The voi ces went on

Ben Brasken: "What's Lupp supposed to have done?"

Doc: "Plenty. Wat would you say if you were told Two-bit claimed Lupp shot a hospital attendant
during the excitement. That sounds |ike nurder, eh?"

Ben Brasken: "Wiew! Then they’'ll hang Lupp!"

Doc: "Possibly."

Brasken: "Maybe they can't prove it."

Doc: "If Two-bit testified that Lupp nmurdered the man, they would."

Brasken: "G me a minute to think, and 1’1l tell you all | can."

Doc: "Very well. In the neantine, 1'Il see what Lupp has to say, if he is awake."

DOC appeared in the door, glanced at Lupp, seened surprised to find himconscious

"Ready to tal k?" Doc asked

"Go to the devil!" Lupp snarled

Doc said wearily, "Johnny, you might as well call the police."

Johnny strode to the tel ephone

"Wait a minutel" Lupp exploded. "What’'re you tryin' to pull on me here?"

Doc Savage said quietly, "It is very sinple. Listen."

The bronze man went back to the connecting door, opened it and | eaned through

"Two-bit," he said, "are you still sure Lupp nurdered that hospital attendant when he was trying



to escape?"

"Me fella velly celtain,” replied a voice that would hardly be taken for any but Two-bit’s.
From where he sat, Lupp could not see the bronze nan inmtate the voice.

"Damm! " Lupp groaned. "Look here! How about us naking a deal ?"

"What ki nd?" Doc queried, turning.

"You turn ne |oose," Lupp countered, "and I'Il let you in on the biggest thing you ever—
At least four bullets came crashing through the door.

Chapter VIII. MJRDER VICTIM

THE unexpected, even at its mldest, is startling. A nan who al nbost steps on a npuse nay junp
only alittle less mldly than if he had stepped on a jungle lion.

Johnny | eaped as high as his chair. Wen he came down, he had in one hand a weapon which

resenbl ed an oversized automatic pistol, but which was really a supernachi ne pistol of Doc’s
devel opnment. A Western bad man of the ‘80s could not have drawn his shooting iron quicker.

Lupp yelled, "I'min the center of the room guys! Be careful!"

Johnny | eaped to the door into the inner room waited there, his machine pistol ready. He seened
surpri sed when Doc Savage shoved himon into the roomw th Long Tom and Renny and sl ammred the door.
Lupp was now shut off fromthemin the next room And the guns were crashing in the corridor.

Bl asting the [ ock out, no doubt.

Johnny expl oded, "But, Doc! Wen they cone through the door, with this pistol and nmercy bullets,
I can—

"You mght," Doc Savage said quietly. "But that would not find Ben Brasken."

"Ch," Johnny said, understanding.

"Keep them fromgetting in here," Doc warned.

Renny and Long Tom had |i kew se produced nmachi ne pistols.

"Fat chance!" Renny runbl ed.

The shooting in the other roomabruptly ceased. The men in the hallway kicked the door in.

The round Oriental, Two-bit, led the raiders. H s associates were tough-1looking fellows.

THEY ran to Lupp. Since he was handcuffed to the chair, and the chair was stout, they could not
get himloose. They picked himup chair and all.

"Get Ben Brasken!" Lupp yelled. "He's in the next room"

"That Doc Savage fella tell you stoly," explained Two-bit.

"What ?"

"We still got Ben Brasken."

Lupp understood then that he had been tricked. He was too shocked to get mad.

"Beat it!" he ordered.

Two-bit and the others showed willingness to do that. They carried Lupp and the chair into the

hal |, popped into the elevator. The el evator operator sat in one corner of the cage, nouth open, jaw
ski nned, breat hi ng.

The cage went down.

"How d you find ne?" Lupp wanted to know.

"Velly sinple." Two-bit shook his shoulders. "Me lait till nmen take you away. | follow"

"Ch." Lupp grimaced. "Damm Savage anyhow. But he still don't know what it's all about yet."
Two-bit | ooked as calmas ever. "W listen,"” he sing-songed. "W note stlange words com ng from
you. "

Lupp swore and | ooked fierce. "Don't get the wong idea, pigtail! | was getting ready to save ny
neck, maybe set a trap for Savage. | thought he had you and Ben Brasken, and that you tal ked."
After that there was silence.

The cage reached the | obby. Several persons were staring curiously, and there was a crowd of

smal | proportions out in the street. The shots upstairs, of course, had been heard.

The raiders calmy shot part of the bulbs out of the chandeliers, shot sone of the glass out of
the front wi ndows, and the spectators all used good judgment: They dived into the handi est shelter.
Two-bit and the others carried Lupp to two cars parked on the street. They divided their nunber
bet ween the nmachi nes, and the cars got going.

A police siren was howing in the distance.

Bi g-fisted Renny, |eaning out of a hotel wi ndow, heard the siren. Fromthe wi ndow, he could not
see the street, but he could hear the cars going away.

On the inner side of the window sill was a deep nick. The tine of a grappling hook had rmade it.

To the end of the grapple was attached a long, thin very stout silk Iine. Doc Savage had gone down
this.

Renny squinted into the darkness. He could not see Doc. For that matter, the bronze nman had been
gone for sone nonents.

Renny snorted and went out to make explanations to the police, who had by now arrived. This would
not be too difficult. Doc Savage and his men held a special comm ssion fromthe California governor
desi gnating them as special investigators with police authority, which took in a lot of territory.



Long Tom the electrical wi zard, opened a netal case—bPoc Savage's equi pnent was transported in

met al containers which | ooked very much alike except for painted nunbers—and brought out a
short-wave radio transmtting and receiving apparatus. The antenna which this used was hardly | arger
than a wal ki ng stick, and tel escoped. He switched it on, adjusted the dials, and left it on.

Soft crackles of static and nothing else cane fromthe | oud-speaker for alnost half an hour

"Long Tom " Doc Savage's, voice said fromthe speaker

"Coast Avenue and Tuna Street," the bronze nman said, when Long Tom answered. "Better hurry."

COAST AVENUE neant water-front dives. Tuna Street was whol esale fish. There was plenty of

darkness. The wad of clouds above had started | eaking fine rain

Johnny stood in a dark alley and junped a foot at |east when Doc Savage spoke beside him

"The pier to which the Benny Boston is tied is at the end of this street," Doc Savage said. "The
trail led to a waterfront room ng house near by. The proprietor of the room ng house advi sed ne
when he was questioned, that a man answering the description of Ben Brasken had taken a room al ong
with some other men."

"We're gettin' close to the end of the trail," Renny runbled softly.
"The roonming house is a labyrinth of a place," Doc continued. "There are at |east three entrances
and exits. That neans each of you will have one to guard, while | go up and flush the gane."

"Let's go," Long Tomsaid grimy.

One entrance to the room ng establishnent—by stretching a little it might have been called a
hot el —was t hrough a gl oony drinking place which had sawdust and wooden sand box garboons on the
floor. Another entrance was a bl owsy door with a sign, "Beds 15c, 25c, 50c." The third gave into an
all ey and was probably as nmuch used as any of the others. Doc stationed his nen

The bartender in the drinking place also ran the rooms, collecting for themat |east. Wen Doc
entered, he sidled over and spoke

"Some of themfellers you was askin’ about just left," he said

Doc described Ben Brasken quickly.

"Was that one with then?" he asked

"Nope. Not unless he went out one of the other doors. They do sonetines, you know. Don’t nake no
difference to me. Everybody pays in advance here."

The proprietor seenmed all right. He could not have any Chesterfield manners and run a place |ike

t hi s.

Doc mounted the stairs quickly. Ben Brasken was ensconced in a room which he had secured all for
hinmsell by paying for the three beds it contained. O Ben Brasken's conpanions had paid for the
room rather

Doc gained the door, listened outside it. He remained there for a long time. There was no sound

of anything living within the room Doc turned the knob. The door was unl ocked. The bronze man went
in.

Ben Brasken was there

Doc backed out of the roomand called his nmen. They gathered around the bronze man and | ooked at
Ben Brasken. The | ooks they directed at Ben Brasken were short, and afterward they | ooked everywhere
but at Ben Brasken

"This makes it tough," Renny runbled grimy, "unless Monk and Ham turned up sonething in New
York."

Johnny drew a sheet over Ben Brasken to shut off the sight. For Ben Brasken's head had been
practically cut off.

Chapter | X. THE STOLEN Al RSHI P

MONK and Ham who had been | eft behind in New York Gty to do various things, were quarreling
This woul d have surprised no one who knew them Rather, it would have been a surprise if they had
not been squabbling

"You'll let nme examine that nickel," Hamwas saying, "or |'l|l separate you from your epiderms!"
"That nickel," Mnk grunbled, "was a perfectly ordinary nickel!"

This was a fal sehood. The nickel had two heads. Monk had just used it to flinflamHaminto going
out to get their nmorning ration of coffee and doughnuts

"You m stake of nature!" Hamgritted. "We're going to match over again!"

"Any nore argunent out of you," Mnk stated, "and |'Il pop you so hard your spirit will have a
heck of a time |ocating your body again!"

They were in Doc Savage's waterfront hangar, a large brick building on the Hudson R ver which
masquer aded as a warehouse. A sign on the front said, "Hi dalgo Trading Conpany." The buil di ng was
actually a giant, alnost bonbproof, surrounded by burglar alarns, and held a nunber of planes
ranging fromsmal |l single-seater true-gyros to huge transport ships. Mreover, there was a small and
unusual submarine, some surface boats, including a dimnutive but fast yacht

The nost interesting object, however, was probably the small dempuntable dirigible which Doc
Savage had lately acquired, an all-netal craft which was not |arge, but which was the only one of
its kind inexistence



It had only two notors, and one snall cabin, enclosed within the gas bag. It had a high speed,

and was small enough that it could be used to land men in a jungle, for instance, sinply by tossing
out a grappling hook which would snag a treetop. Mreover, it was stout enough that it could stand a
good deal of bangi ng around without damage.

Monk and Ham were watching this dirigible in particular. Kit Merrinore had wanted to buy it.

Monk picked up an envel ope, took sone papers out, and shuffled through them el aborately.

"I wonder if we'd better telegraph this stuff to Doc?" he pondered al oud. "He wanted information,
what ever we coul d pick up, about a man naned Martin Space."

Ham gl ared at Monk, tapping a toe indignantly.

"Are you gonna get that coffee and sinkers, you fashion plate shyster?" Mnk denmanded.

"Let me see that nickel!" Ham commanded.

"You' || see stars if you don't get going," Mnk said.

A shrill buzzer whined out. It was connected with a button at the door.

Monk went to a device of mirrors by which they could view the vicinity of the door.

"Bl azes!" he squeaked. "It’'s that girl, Kit Merrinore!"

Ham gasped, "She's been hurt!"

THE girl was draped agai nst the door, hanging to the huge handle. She was pale. Her garnents were
torn. Her right sleeve fromthe shoul der down was soaked with red.

Monk gasped, "She may be dying!" and started for the door.

"WAait a minute, nickelwts!" Ham snapped.

" Huh?"
"This may be a trick. The hangar here is literally a fortress, and they may know it."
"Yeah," Monk paused. "I'Il take a good | ook around."

He used a pair of binoculars on the wi de, alnost deserted water-front street. This was Sunday,
and there was not much traffic.

"Nobody in sight," Mnk decided.

"Be careful," Ham war ned.

"Sure."

Monk was careful. He got a boat hook, opened the door a bare crack. The girl was now a |linp heap
on the griny pavenent outside.

Monk hooked the boat hook in the belt of her sport frock, and gingerly haul ed her inside wthout
exposi ng himsel f.

Ham st ood back, in the nmeantine, his supernachine pistol held ready.

"Just |ike you to shoot a woman!" Monk sneered at him

"These woul dn’t damage her," Ham snapped. "They're nmercy bullets. Only make her unconscious."
"She’'s that now," Mnk told him

Havi ng cl osed the door and fastened it, the honely chem st grow ed, "We'd better rush her to a
hospital ," and bent over the young wonan."

Wth his pocketknife, Mnk opened the young wonan's sleeve fromwist to shoul der.

He stared. His nmouth fell open.

"Huh!" he expl oded. "She's not hurt!"

A smacking sound caused himto gl ance around.

Ham had fallen face down.

Monk made a frantic effort to stand up, but instead, pitched down across Ham

MONK, when he opened his eyes, and found hinself |ooking at Ham who seened to be awake, nade a
di sgusted face.

"Next tine," Monk croaked gloomly, "I'Il let you shoot her, and won't ask whether you've got
mercy bullets or not."
"Next time," Hamsnarled, "I'll have sense enough to pay no attention to you, you stunbl ebum

when | suspect there may be danger!"

They stopped abusing each other, and | ooked around. One thing struck themw th the effects of a
col d bath.

"The dirigible!" Mnk how ed.

"CGone!"

Their shouts were hardly necessary. There was not the slightest doubt but that the dirigible was
gone. It nust had been taken out through the big rolling doors at the river end of the hangar,
because one of the doors had been inproperly closed.

Four nen were loitering about the hangar. Monk and Ham had never seen any of the four previously,
but they had seen crooks before.

The girl, Kit Merrinore, wal ked up to Monk and Ham who had by now realized they were tied hand
and foot with stout wre.

"Feel sick?" she asked.

"Yeah," Monk said. "O enbarrassment.”

"That gas generally makes themsick at their stomachs,"” the girl said. "A nice old man | know who



wor ks for a chemical concern in New Jersey nmade it up for ne. He said it would knock an el ephant out
al nost instantly."

"Skip it," Mnk requested.

"Ch, | like to brag," the young wonan smiled. "I had the stuff in a bottle in nmy sport suit
pocket, and | managed to pull the cork while you were ripping ny sleeve to exam ne the wound that
wasn’'t there. You certainly ruined ny frock, incidentally."

Monk | ooked at her. In spite of hinself, he grinned.

"How | ong we been out?" Monk asked.

"About six hours,"” the girl said.

Monk | ooked stunned. It hadn't seened like nore than a few m nutes.

"We borrowed your dirigible," said the young wonan.

They knew that already.

THE young worman now snhapped her fingers, called out softly, and there was a stir over to the
left. Two ani mal s approached. Habeas Corpus, Mnk’'s pet pig, which had thin, long | egs and ears
built for flying. And Hanis what-is-it, Chem stry.

Both aninals frolicked around the young wonan’s trim ankl es, a behavior which noved Monk and Ham
to stare with unbelieving astoni shnent. Each man had spent innumerable hours training his pet, and a
maj or item had been lessons in not to take up with strangers. Never before had it happened. Mnk and
Ham wer e nutual |y di sgust ed.

"Ham " Monk said, "for years, you' ve been wanting to have that hog for breakfast. You can have
him Wat's nore, I'lIl help you eat him"

"Monk," Ham said as solemmly, "you can put Chemi stry's hide over your fireplace, like you ve been
wanting to do."

The young worman smiled sweetly at them

"In that case," she murmured, "1'Il just take these two animals with me. | think they re real
cute."

Monk and Ham groaned toget her.

One of the nmen canme forward and growl ed. "We'd better blow, miss. No point in sticking around
here any |onger."

He pounced upon Monk and Ham and proceeded to nmake each one swallow a pill. The pills were about
the size of Mexican beans, and each one was as bitter as anything either man had ever tasted.
Monk and Ham |l ay there grinacing, spitting out the bitter taste, and wondered what woul d happen.
They soon found out. Things began to go away in a grayi sh haze.

The last thing they heard was the girl, Kit Merrinore, thanking themin sugary tones for Habeas
Cor pus and Chemi stry.

Chapter X. SEA TRAIL

TVENTY hours | ater, Monk and Ham were back on their usual basis. Miutual sorrow over the
shortcomings of their pets had caused themto be halfway civil to each other for a while, but that
had not |asted very |ong.

"That goriboon of yours," Mnk grow ed, coining a word, "was responsible for ny Habeas taking up
with that fenale hell-cat!"

"A soft touch for anything in skirts, you and your hog," Ham sneer ed.

"I think," Mnk remarked, "that |1’'ll see how you bounce."

They glared at each other. Mnk was flying their plane with one hand, and had the other nade into
a fist, ready for knocking purposes.

The pl ane was over Nevada, just north of Reno, nore exactly and was high. It woul d have been
bitingly cold in the cabin, but they had the port closed and the heaters on. They were flying toward
San Franci sco.

Both Monk and Hamwere a bit pale. The pills had not been poison, as they had both thought for a
few horri bl e nmonents, but had nerely rendered them generally useless for several hours. In truth,
neither felt too spry yet, and it was reflected in the tenper of their quarreling, which lacked its
usual viol ence.

The radi o | oud- speaker—the silent cabin permtted use of the speaker instead of headsets—broke
voci ferously upon their diversion.

"KPOX to WDOC, " the speaker said.

KPOX was the Denver police radio station, and WDOC was the pl ane.

"Yeah?" Monk said.

"The network of Western police stations have nmanaged to gather only one nore report of your

dirigible," the police operator explained. "Afilling station attendant on H ghway 40 at a pl ace
called Vernal in Uah reported the coyotes’ how ing woke himup |ast night and he cane out and saw a
dirigible heading west. Fromwhat he said, | guessed it had cone down to get its bearings, then went

up in the, the—whatcha call it?"
"Stratosphere," Mnk supplied.
"Uh-huh. Plenty high. Anyway, there’'s no nore reports."”



"Thanks a lot."

Monk clicked off the mike and | ooked at Ham

Ham sai d, "The dirigible was sighted in Pennsylvania, then at a place called MIlard, in
M ssouri. And now this. They headed west. But a fat chance we have of finding them"
Monk nodded gl oomily.

BY the tinme they nmet Doc Savage in San Franci sco, Monk and Ham were not on speaking terns. Each

| ooked slightly bruised, and their clothing had a fewtears. It was to be suspected they had cone to
blows. It was a strange feud they carried on, considering that each would lay down his life for the
ot her.

Doc was not in a cheerful frane of mnd.

It was inpossible to tell this by |ooking at the bronze nman. He never showed enotion. But Renny,
Long Tom and Johnny | ooked as if they were sitting around in a dead friend s parlor.

Monk, uneasy because he and Ham had let the dirigible be stolen fromthem tried to cover it up
by a big grin.

"You guys look as if you had been seeing ghosts," he said.

"W have," Renny said.

"Huh?" Monk grunted, startled by the soberness with which Renny had spoken.

"We're up agai nst sonmething we can’t understand," Renny runbled quietly.

"You nean you’'ve found no trace of that Lupp, Two-bit and the girl, Kit Merrinore?" Mnk asked.
"No," Renny said, "They have di sappeared, and although we've had the police and private detective
agenci es | ooking for them and doing all we could ourselves, we have had no |uck. Poor Ben Brasken
was buried this norning. They rmurdered himto keep himfromtalking."

Renny took in a deep sigh. Long Tom swal | owed. Johnny fiddl ed absentm ndedly with his nonocl e.
There was sonet hing strange about all their attitudes.

"Look here!" Mnk said suddenly. "Wat's eating you birds?"

Renny | ooked at Doc. "You tell him Doc."

The bronze man seenmed to consider for a tinme.

"You know about the city of Ost which Ben Brasken clainmed he visited, and which the sailors on
the Benny Boston are sure they saw?" Doc asked.

"Sure," Mnk grunted. "Wat about it? Cobviously, there ain’t no such city."

"Let us have a little denobnstration," Doc said.

The bronze man went to the bureau in the hotel room picked up the strange flatiron-shaped piece
of netal which he had found in the cubby in the bow of the Benny Boston, and handed it to Monk.
"Bl azes!" Monk expl oded. "Wat am | supposed to do with this?"

"Just hold it," Doc replied.

"Say, what kind of a gag is this?"

Big-fisted Renny put in, "Try to do sonething that nay, for you, be kinda hard, Mnk. Just keep
your nouth shut and stand there for a few minutes."

Monk, | ooking skeptical and half convinced that some kind of trick was in the nmaking, held the
piece of iron in his hands. It was the first time he had seen it, so he turned it slowy, exan ning
it.

But as Monk continued to hold the iron block, a change cane over his features. He blinked his
eyes three or four times. He | ooked down at the bl ock.

An absolute and stark anmazenent cane over Mnk’s face.

"For the love of Mke!" he gasped.

He dropped the bl ock and sprang away fromit.

HAM | et out one cracking guffaw, then sobered.

"What's the matter, you missing |ink?" he demanded.

Monk said nothing. That was unusual for Mnk.

Doc Savage said quietly, "Ham you mght find it interesting to try what Mnk just tried."

Ham | ooked confused, and gul ped, "You—think so?" rather inanely.

When no one spoke, Ham noved over and gingerly picked up the bl ock. Were he had been sarcastic
and skeptical a nonment ago, he was now doubtful and confused.

He held the block. Nothing appeared to happen, and this caused a sardonic grin to creep on his
lips. Then the grin straightened out slowy and vani shed, then his |lips parted slightly, and
incredulity dilated his eyes.

He put the block down as if it were hot.

"Wse guy," Mnk said. "Now what do you say?"

"Descri be your sensation as you held that block, Ham" Doc Savage suggest ed.

I nstead of doing so, Ham suddenly yelled, "What caused that?"

" Suppose you first describe what you felt," Doc persisted.

Ham whi pped out a handkerchi ef and bl otted his forehead.

"It was a feeling, all right," he said slowly. "And that is what floors me. As | stood there with
that iron block in nmy hands, | naturally thought about what we know of its history. And suddenly I



had the feeling that Ost was real, and furthernore, | got a sensation of another sort-—kind of =
"As if a guy were pointing a gun at you." Mnk suppli ed.

"Yes." Ham agreed. "Only not a feeling of any definite weapon nenacing ne. Just a feeling of
sonet hi ng—sonet hi ng horri bl e—about to happen.”

MONK and Ham stood there registering enptions of two fellows who had just net up with sonething
they coul d not conprehend.

Monk got his startled thoughts back on solid ground. He snorted loudly to show that he was not
buf f al oed.

"l1"mgonna put that iron block under an X ray," he said.

"We already did that," Doc Savage told him "The block is solid iron."

Monk, nonplused for a nonent, thought of sonething el se.

"Then I'Il try some chenmical tests on it," he decl ared.

Doc Savage said, "W have given the iron block a chem cal analysis. It is an ordinary iron bl ock.
No chenmicals, no other elenents than those which go into ordinary iron."

Monk scratched his nubbin of a head, then pulled one of his ears which bore traces of past
fights. "Then how do you explain that feeling?"

The horely cheni st | ooked at Doc Savage as he asked for an accounting of the phenonmenon. A
natural act. Monk had an enornous respect for the bronze nan’s abilities.

Doc woul d have an idea of what was behind the nystery if anybody would have one.

In his heart, Monk did not expect Doc to answer his question. He was astoni shed when Doc spoke.
"On the face of the thing, it is inpossible,” Doc Savage said quietly.

Monk blinked. "You nean its got you buffal oed?"

"Sonmething like that."

"Bl azes!" Monk nuttered. "Bl azes!"

IT was the first tine in Monk’s recollection that the bronze man had adnitted bei ng confronted
with a nystery to which he could see no possible explanation. One had to know Doc to appreciate what
that really meant.

"There is a sinple explanati on sonmewhere," Doc Savage added, "because every one knows there is an
expl anation for everything that happens.”

"Yeah," Monk scratched his head again. "But what are we gonna-do about this?"

"The Benny Boston is sailing to-night on her regular run to Mel bourne,"” Doc Savage replied. "W
are going to be aboard her.

"The Benny Boston is a clue of sorts. You will recall that the city of Ost was seen fromthe old
steamer on nore than one voyage. Therefore, we will sail aboard her, in hopes of seeing GCst. If we
do, we nmay be able to nake sonething out of the phenonenon."

"Phenonenon?"

Doc seened not to hear the question, which nade Monk | ook very thoughtful, because on past

occasi ons the bronze man had acted in that manner when he had a suspicion which was no nore than
that, and which he did not wi sh to discuss.

They went aboard the Benny Boston secretly, letting no one know who they were.

Chapter Xl. THE WATCHFUL WAI T

FI FTY years or so ago, alnobst every ship that sailed the seas carried a few passengers. Nowadays,
it is different. But the Benny Boston had been built fifty years ago, maybe nore, and she had never
been materially changed. She had a few cabins for passengers. They were not nuch.

The pl unbi ng was china pitchers and washbow s, and you threw the water out the porthole after you
had washed your hands. The berths were really berths, with a high board in front so you didn't roll
out. The board was necessary, too, because the Benny Boston in a seaway had a way of rolling like a
hog in a nmud puddle with lice along its backbone.

Ham who liked the élite conforts of ultranodern civilization, lifted his upper |ip up against

his finely chiseled nose when he | ooked over the accommbdati ons.

"Putrid,” he said.

Doc and his aids had boarded the Benny Boston in the night, and no one knew their identity, not
even Captain Snmooth, the skipper.

There was a bustle on the pier and bel ow decks, because some | ate cargo had apparently arrived,

and had to be | oaded aboard before sailing tinme.

"CGoing to | ook things over," Doc Savage said, and left his associates in their connecting cabins.
The bronze man wore dark clothing, including a long, dark raincoat, and although he usually wore
no hat, he wore one now, a large one with a w de bri mwhich he bent down all around and shadowed his
features.

He prowl ed the decks, not in a ranbling fashion, but in a way that showed he was interested in

one thing nore than anything el se.

Doc worked forward. The late-arrived freight was being | oaded into the hatch just aft of the bow.
That nmeant it was large freight. Small stuff they would have trundled up a sloping runway into a



door in the side of the hull

The bronze man found a secluded spot on the forward rail, in the obscurity beside an el evator
and wat ched. The boxes were new, |arge, not all the sane size

Box after box came aboard. Doc watched closely. The boxes were new. There was an el ectric |ight
besi de the hatch, and when the boxes swung past it, he could read the name of the consignee
AUSTRALI AN FARM MACHI NERY CO.

MELBOURNE, AUSTRALI A

Doc watched for fully fifteen m nutes

Then a strange thing happened: There came into existence a tiny, trilling sound, small,
fantastic, alnost inmpossible for any one who overhead it to describe. A trenulous note, it ran up
and down the nusical scale, not a whistle, and yet not a product of vocal cords, either

This was the small sound which the bronze man made unconsci ously on occasi on when he was
profoundly noved with surprise, or in noments of nental stress

There was a very good reason for it now He had nade a discovery

DOC SAVAGE | eft his niche beside the elevator, worked aft, descended a conpani onway, noved a few
paces, went down anot her conpani onway, and was soon in the hold where they were stow ng the
late-arrived freight

He did not go near the stevedores, and did not let themsee him Seemngly in no hurry, he
waited. After a tine, the last box cane in. The stevedores departed finally and silence fell

Doc waited. Sonetines, a tool or sonething was forgotten, and a nman returned for it. Wen enough
tinme had el apsed that no danger renumined of this happening, he went to one of the boxes

Their shape and size had interested him

Furthernore, the Benny Boston happened to be the only steaner sailing for Australia innmmediately.
The next one would not depart for ten days, to be exact

The pine boards whi ch conposed one box had a flaw in one spot. A small finger grip was afforded
Doc took hold and performed a rather renmarkable feat of strength in tugging off the board

He reached into the box and felt around

H's small, trilling sound came out briefly. It was tiny, hardly |ouder than the drone of sone
smal | insect on the wng

He put a flashlight beaminto the box

The box held the starboard stern coll apsi ble gas-bag section of Doc’s little dirigible

He repl aced the board. Working quickly, he gained entrance to two of the other boxes. There was
no doubt of it by the tine he had finished. The thieves had sel ected the Benny Boston for shipping
the dirigible

The dirigible, then, had been seized for a flight in the South Seas, or sone equal ly distant
part. Wiy the aircraft had not been flown there was a question sinply answered

It is along distance across the Pacific Ocean. And the dirigible, wthout special engine fuel of
whi ch Doc Savage probably had the only supply avail able, was not capable, for instance, of even
maki ng the San Franci sco-Honolulu junp safely. Wth the special fuel, it could make an infinitely
greater hop. But the thieves woul d not have that

Having | earned all that was necessary—the nane of shipper and consi gnee on the boxes were
undoubtedly fakes—boc turned away. He wal ked toward the conpani onway.

The round, iron hardness of a gun against his face stopped him

"You' ve stepped into plenty of trouble!" a harsh voice runbl ed

Doc maintained a wise stillness. Ebony was not blacker than the darkness around him He wore a
wat ch, but it was a special silent kind, and only a keen ear, placed against the case, could detect
its ticking

Yet it seenmed audible in the stillness. The one with the gun was holding his breath. He let it
out with a careful slowness

"Renny," Doc said

"Holy cow " Renny thunped softly.

"Qur airship is in these boxes."

"Yeah, that’s what | suspected," Renny agreed. "l sneaked out on deck, watched the |oading, and

it suddenly dawned on ne that the boxes were about the right size. | waited until everything had
qui eted down, then came bel ow for a | ook. Nobody saw mne.

"l saw your |ight poking into the boxes, but couldn’'t make out that it was you. | thought it was

one of the gang maki ng sure the shipment was intact."

"It is all there, apparently,” Doc said. "W had better get back to our stateroom"

Both nade the return without attracting attention. Mdst of the crew had probably gone ashore for
a final fling.

Monk and the ot hers opened their nouths when they heard about the dirigible being aboard

Dapper Ham who had been putting a fresh coating of unconsciousness-produci ng chem cal on his
sword cane tip, had a happy deduction

"If the airship is aboard, the gang is probably on the boat, too," he said

"A possibility," Doc agreed



Monk, | ooking very cheerful, rubbed his hands together

"This is a break for us," he growed. "Maybe |I'I|l get a chance to get ny hog back."

Ham snorted. "Fromthe way he took up with that crowd, ny guess is that your hog won't have
anything to do with you. Cood riddance."

"That what-is-it of yours made up to the girl first!" Mnk gritted

"That's a lie, you lunmp of gristle and hair!" Hamreplied

Renny interrupted with a runble

"That quarrel is gonna have to recess," he declared. "We're not attracting any attention in here
Anot her squawk out of either of you, and |I'Il take you both!"

"Any time you' re feeling lucky!" Monk and Ham said in chorus

Chapter Xl |. ADRIFT

THREE weeks. Twenty-one days. Five hundred and four hours. Thirty thousand two hundred and
forty-mnutes. Along tinme

After that nuch tine had passed, Monk and Ham were getting along fairly well, strangely enough

O possibly it was not so strange, for Renny was about to eat themboth, as he put it earnestly.
Renny had appoi nted hinself silencer in the matter of argunents, and was doing a good job

Renny did not often put his foot down so vehenently. Mreover, when he sat in a corner and

cracked wal nuts in his huge fists, it was convincing, sonehow. They were not English wal nuts, but
the bl ack ones, the thick-hulled kind

Monot ony had done about as nuch danage to their nerves as it could do. Nothing had happened in

the three weeks, except that the ancient hooker Benny Boston had cut nore didoes in a seaway than a
washtub in the Niagara rapids. They took their exercises in the stateroom and had their meals
there

They told their steward they were seasick. That was the truth part of the tinme, as far as Monk,
Johnny and Long Tom were concerned. The steward had never seen all of them

There was a reason for their keeping under cover. Long Tom taking a constitutional the first

ni ght out, when every one but the watch on duty had turned in, had cone upon an ol d newspaper in the
bedraggl ed lounge. In it was an article about Doc Savage and pictures of the bronze man and his five
ai ds

That meant Doc and his party woul d be recogni zed as soon as they did any extensive pronenadi ng

So they had kept in

Each day, Doc Savage spent two hours in exercise, sonetinmes a bit nobre. He used a routine

varying a little each day, which he had been engaged in using since chil dhood

Through the porthole, the group had been able to observe some of the other passengers, although

not many. The Benny Boston had had rough going, and only the hardy souls were on deck

There were a nunber of passengers. This was in itself suspicious, because the Benny Boston was no
liner. All the passengers, however, were hardly enemes, fromtheir appearance. There were even
wonen, sone of them young

On the night of the twenty-first day out, Mnk kicked over the traces. It was only a question of
tinme until he was bound to do this, anyway

Monk was not by nature a watchful, waiting soul. He did not entirely approve of Doc Savage's
intention of waiting until they were near Mel bourne, Australia, their first stop, before instituting
a sudden searching of the ship and unmasking of the villains, if any.

Doc was waiting until they were near Mel bourne because it would be a shorter run to port with the
prisoners, with a correspondingly snaller line for themto try to escape

The Benny Boston was nowhere near Australia as yet. She was somewhere off the coast of New

Guinea. The wilder part of that coast, too

When Monk ki cked over the traces, he left the cabin while the others were sleeping, and strolled
down the deck getting a breath of sea air. Their cabins rather snelled, as cabins on old boats will
The Benny Boston had given the inpression of carrying skunks in her bilge

Monk had not strolled far when he saw a worman | eani ng against the rail. She was al one. She | ooked
sl ender, and therefore she was probably young

A worman was the downfall of Sanpson, and as far as Monk was concerned, history repeated itself

He went over and struck up a conversation.

"KIND of a rough trip, huh?" he asked, propping an elbow on the rail a discreet distance fromthe
young | ady.

Monk was an old hand at this stuff. Sonewhat strange, that, since his |ooks frequently scared
fierce bulldogs back under their porches

"Eet ees bad," the young wonman said

"You bet," Mdnk agreed. "Now | know why they nmake portholes small."

"Wy, misieu ?"

"If mne had been larger, | would have got out and swam " Monk replied

This got the chuckle he had hoped for. She had a nice voice. She was probably a | ooker. These
French babies were generally pretty snappy.



"l guess the ship is off New Cuinea," Mnk said. "Probably not nore than sixty mles or so. That
stormdrove us a little out of our course."

Monk knew t his because Doc had taken sone observations through a porthole.

"Qui

the young | ady agreed. "Ze captain ees tell nme zat."

So she knew the captain. It was a cinch she was a good | ooker then. Captains always picked off

t he peaches.

"1 bet your husband is seasick," Mnk suggest ed.

She | aughed again. Very nice.

"Zey al ways ask zat," she chuckled. "Non. | ‘ave no oosban’."
"Swel | ," Mnk said. "You |like Australia?"

"Quil"

the young worman replied quickly. "I love ze seety of Mel bourne.”
"Live there?"

"Qui!l"

Great stuff, Monk thought. Get her tel ephone nunber, then persuade Doc to hang around Mel bourne
for a wile.

Monk opened his nmouth to tell her she should see his pet pig, then remenbered he didn't have any.
A tough break, that one. Habeas Corpus had a way with the girls, Mnk had di scovered. Mnk coul d
| ead Habeas down Fifth or Park Avenues any day and nake hal f a dozen conquests.

Bef ore Monk coul d think up another subject for conversation, the young wonan turned fromthe
rail.

"Au revoir,"
she murnured sweetly. "I theenk | will retire now "
"Nuts!" Monk thought, but he said, "Pleasant sleep, and I'l| see you again sonetine."

That was the stuff. Don’t let themthink you were chasing them

The young worman wal ked away, and the night took her. Mnk had not seen her face, but there was no
doubt in his mnd but that she would do. For that matter, if she had taken a look at him he had not
observed it.

Ch, well, she’'d see himin the daytinme, and his was the kind of hairy beauty that seened to
impress the femmres.

Monk went below in a happy frame of mind and turned in.

He got a lucky break, then. He could not get the young woman off his m nd, and he had done

not hing for days but sleep and quarrel w th Ham when Renny was not watching, so he was not sl eepy
anyway.

He laid awake with his thoughts.

That was how he happened to see the puddl e of stuff cone creeping under the door.

MONK l'iked to sleep with all his pillows and sonetines a suitcase under his head. Ham cl ai ned
this was because his close ancestors had roosted upright in the trees with the nonkeys and birds.
Monk saw the stuff com ng under the door inmmediately. He thought it was water, and reflected that
it was not raining, and he had not heard a sea break on deck which would send water into the
corridor.

Then he got a whiff. Mink was a chem st. He knew what things were when he snelled them

And he retained his presence of mind. Springing out of bed, he made no sound. Nor did he rmake a
noi se i n scoopi ng up the bedcl othes, carrying themover and depositing themon top of the puddle
spreadi ng from under the door.

Monk hel d his breath.

He ran into the connecting cabins which the others occupied. He | ooked at the doors. O her

puddl es were spreadi ng there.

He awakened the nen quickly.

"Poi son gas!" he breathed. "Quiet!"

The activity for the next few nonents was wild but silent. It was Doc Savage who seized the rest
of the bedclothing and spread it over the |iquid, which had obviously been poured under the doors
fromthe corridor. Then he opened the w ndows.

It was the bronze nan, too, who really saved them He did it by hurriedly opening his equipnent
cases which held chemcals, getting out various bottles, mxing the contents quickly in one of the
bi g washbowl s, and pouring the concoction over the saturated bedcl ot hi ng.

A yel | owi sh vapor arose, but this was harm ess. The chem cals Doc had added to the gas |iquid had
rendered it harmess, just as water added to al cohol in quantities nmakes it noninfl amrmabl e.
"Whoever poured the stuff under the doors probably fled i mediately," Doc said. "They won't be
back, but will wait for our bodies to be found. "

Renny grow ed, "Wat | want to know is, how did they discover us?"

MONK had been doi ng sone tall wondering on that point. And Mnk, while he was a fell ow who | acked
discretion at times, firmy believed that confession is good for the soul.



"I don't think |I done it," he said.

"You ape!" Hamgrated instantly. "Wat have you been up to?"

"Aw, | hadda have sone air," Mnk explained. "I went on deck."

Ham si ghed. "Well, if nobody saw you, that don't explain it."

"No, it couldn’t have been nme," Mnk agreed. "The girl wasn't one of the gang."

Ham al nost yelled at that. "What girl?"

"A French oo-la-la," Mnk elaborated. "But she was just a passenger, and lived in Ml bourne."
"Was she about the size of Kit Merrinore?" Doc Savage asked abruptly.

"Well, now—= Mnk floundered. As a matter of fact, the girl had been about the size of Kit
Merri nore.

"I examned Kit Merrinore's past," Doc Savage stated. "She was at one tinme an actress, and her
best part was that of a French girl in Anerica."

Monk emitted a feeble squeak.

"Catch me, sonebody," he croaked. "I think I"'mgoing to faint."
Ham said grimy, "Renny!"
" Huh?"

"How about letting me cut himup in little pieces?" Ham demanded.

"CGo ahead,"” Renny directed.

"And 1’11 stand still for you," Mnk contributed, after which they did not have the heart to

roast himto the brownness that they would have |iked.

It was now apparent that the eneny was not only aboard, but was going to nake trouble. Doc’s

group hurriedly set about opening their equi pment cases which held such weapons as they thought they
m ght need.

They had hardly started on this task when a face appeared at the porthole. It was a face Doc’s

men knew. The owner was one of the men who had been with Kit Merrinore at the dirigible stealing in
New Yor K.

The face di sappeared instantly.

Doc flung to the porthole. It was open. He thrust his head through. The man was |egging it down

t he deck.

Several men were gathered toward the bow. Doc |ooked in the direction of the stern. Mre nen

gat hered there.

There was a cheap | eather suitcase standing under the porthole, on deck.

Doc whi pped back out of the porthole.

"Run!" he said, and his voice was a crash.

DOC S nen had | earned to do things quickly when the bronze man spoke like that, and they dived

t hrough the doors into the corridor, and when Doc gestured, dashed down the corridor.

Sonmething hit the ship as if it were a great drum The doors fell into the corridor. The old
carpet junped up off the floor. The |ight bul bs broke and came jingling down; only no one heard them
jingle, because sound had pushed eardrunms in and strained themuntil they could hear nothing for
nonent s.

Probably Doc Savage was the only one who knew what had happened. H's friends had not seen the
suitcase. Had they, they were astute enough to guess it held expl osive.

The bronze man was bringing out small objects and hurling themfirst one direction in the
corridor, then another. They were snoke bonbs, and bl ackness bl oated up and engul fed the group, and
it was darker than it had ever seemed to be before.

A gun banged, and another, and a snmall nachine gun snarled like an iron bulldog. Bullets pecked
and sizzl ed.

"Top deck," Doc Savage said. "Get together with ne."

H s associates got together with him

"Your supernachine pistol, Renny," Doc said. "Denolition cartridges. The ceiling."

"Holy cow " Renny said, which was the equivalent of O K, and they stood there a m nute.

Renny’ s super nachi ne pi stol hooted; explosive-driven air buffeted them and wood and netal fell.
The Benny Boston’s rusted old whistle started on a long toot, while all over the hooker nen yell ed,
cursed and shot off their guns.

There was a hole in the ceiling now. Renny had made it with his little supermachi ne pistol

bull ets that were packed with high-powered hell. It was a big hole, and parts of the ceiling hung
down, so that by grabbing and hauling, Doc and his men clinbed out.

The snoke bonb snoke poured out around them They got out of the snoke. The stars | ooking down at
them seenmed small, the nmoon big, a little red as if blushing.

Doc and his nen started for the bridge, but red sparks sprang up along the bridge rail, and

bul | ets began maki ng those strange, awful sounds which nothing, but bullets make.

"Gas!" Mnk squeaked. "W’ ve got sone!"

"They have gas masks, too." Doc pointed out.

Men ran here and there, nostly fore and aft, and once in a while they were in a spot where there
was sone light, and it could be seen that they were wearing gas nasks and iron military hats.



"The ventilation funnels to the engine room" Doc said. "If we control the engine room we
control the ship."

Ventilators, flower-nouthed nonsters, reared up fromthe top deck all around. Doc ran to one of
these, sprang, caught the lip. Hanging half inside, he listened. It would be easy to go down,
bracing his back and hands agai nst one side, his feet against the other. But he did not go down. He
I'i stened.

Then he sl apped hi s hands against the ventilator, making sounds.

A bi g, nonexistent snake hissed in the bottom Hot steam came up. Scal ding clouds of it. Men had
been waiting with steam hoses at the bottom and they had thought Doc was com ng down.

A searchlight came on, splashed Doc’s little group. Monk shot it out. Bullets travel ed about

wi t hout nuch system But fore and aft, the attackers were organi zing thenselves for a charge.
Captai n Smooth had had his ship taken away from hi m by now.

"The boats," Doc Savage said.

LONG TOM expl oded, "You nean we're going to get off the ship?"

"Right."

"But we may be able to lick them "

"Maybe. But we are |eaving the ship anyway."

"\Why 2"

"A good reason," the bronze man said. "Quick! The third boat on the starboard is a notor dory."
There was no inclination for a | engthy debate on whys. Doc’s group got the boat down to the

wat er. The boat was the one nodern thing about the Benny Boston, or rather, the davits by which it
was | owered were. They were the type which could be operated nmechanically fromthe boat.

Doc and his nen got into the boat. Two of the group watched the controls. The others used
flashlights and nachine pistols. The flashlights gave bright Iight. The nmachi ne pistols gave out
streanms of mercy bullets at the right tinme.

The boat was now adrift. The Benny Boston went gurgling past, and the boat rocked and turned
conpl etely around twice in the boil pushed back by the propellers.

The dory had shipped a little water. Monk and Ham bailed. Doc did things with the notor and it
began maki ng noi ses; the bow of the |ifeboat picked up, the stern settled down, and they nade ten
knots or so.

"Di esel ," Doc Savage said of the motor. "It will run a long tine on what fuel we have."

The bronze man and his aids were not as worried as |andlubbers m ght have been. The Benny Boston
had put about, it was true, and it could run them down as easily as a drunken nmotorist would run
down a pup, if it found them

If it found them This was the open sea. There had been stornms for days. It was cal mnow. But big
swel |l s kicked up by the storns were still rolling nountain high, and it was dark.

The only searchlight on the Benny Boston had been shot out. As long as the ship showed no |ight,
Doc’s little band was in no great danger of being picked up. And they would not show a I|ight.
Twenty minutes put themin safety.

And Long Tom got around to finding out why they had left the ship in the open sea, when there
still remained a chance that they could have overconme their foes. A very good chance, fromwhat Long
Tom knew of Doc Savage.

"l don't see yet," the electrical w zard said, "why we gave up the ship."

Doc pointed. "There is the reason."

They all |ooked, and they all saw.

"Ost!" Monk breat hed.

Monk was awed—t was rarely that he was awed.

OST! The little band had heard about it. Now they were seeing it. Fantastic vision of the sea.
Al had read its description as printed in the newspapers. It was all of that.

OCst was high. It was as if it sat upon a distant nountainside, yet they could not see a nountain,
and they could see the city.

Lum nous. Li ke a photograph done, by sone unknown process, in the radioactive stuff which is put
on wat ches and clocks to make themtell tine in the dark. And |like that radioactive material when
seen froma distance, this picture was indistinct. It seenmed to be a trifle out of focus.

A city, it had been called. It was nore of a town. There were buildings, dwellings or places
wher e busi nesses were conducted, if this weird place had busi nesses.

Pyram ds, these buildings. Every one of them Broad at the bottom sl oping up, somewhat
erratically, as if there was a porch or veranda every so often.

Toppi ng each pyram d was an irregular sonething, tall, narrow |t was inpossible to distinguish,
due to the indistinctness of the inmage, what these topping things were.

Strangest of all, though, was the building at the back of the city. The big structure. A pyramd,
too, but it was upside down. Inverted. Suspended in the air, apparently.

Hangi ng upside down with nothing to hold it.

Monk | aughed. Did it suddenly, |oudly, sonewhat irrationally.



And sonehow no one was surprised at the | augh, or even | ooked around. It was the perfectly
natural thing to do. The thing they were view ng was too inpossible, of course.

"Well, now we've got to figure out what we're seeing," Ham said.

"If it’s a slide thrown froma powerful nagic |antern on the Benny Boston, we should be able to
see the light of the lantern,"” Long Tom contributed. "The Benny Boston is behind us."

But the group could see no magic-lantern gl ow

Gaunt Johnny picked froma pocket a pair of binoculars which he had been carrying there. He
studi ed the vision with the binocul ars.

"I"I'l be superanual gamat ed! " he expl oded.

"Eh?" Monk denmanded.

"Look, " Johnny said, and handed the honely chem st the gl asses.

Monk | ooked. He put the glasses down, and said sonething that was only a nunbl e of astonishnent.
"What’'s the matter with you two silly-sallies?" Ham asked sarcastically.

"Not hi ng, " Johnny nuttered.

"Yeah," Monk said. "Nothing except that these binoculars don't nagnify that city."

"Don’t magnify it? The gl asses do not—

"See for yourself," Mnk invited.

Ham | ooked, and when he put the glasses down, his manner showed that they hadn't done their duty.
"Sonebody took the | enses out as a joke!" he barked, an instant |later.

But the I enses were in the glasses, and they nagnified everything except what it was wanted nost
that they magnify now.

THERE was silence in the boat. Silence and eyestrain. Wnder. Bafflenent.

"What' s over there, Doc?" Mnk asked at |ast.

"New Qui nea," the bronze man said.

"How far?"

"Sixty mles or so."

"Nobody can see sixty miles at sea at night."

Doc Savage said nothing. No one el se said anything. Doc headed the notorized |ifeboat for the

city.

No one tal ked much. They all watched what they could see high above the sea ahead. It was so

wonder ful, so amazing, that they did nothing but wonder and puzzle about it.

The little band hardly noticed the breeze when it kicked up. It was the type of breeze that

al ways ki cked up before dawn, and it turned into one of the vicious little squalls noted frequently
happening in that part of the sea. Before |long spray, and occasionally green water, was com ng over
the side of the boat.

Two thousand years ago, before the birth of Christ, the Norsenen built boats, open cockl eshells
fastened with thongs and wooden pins, and in themcrossed the Atlantic. This lifeboat had lines like
them and it was perhaps not much smaller.

Doc and his nen cane through w thout nuch nore hardship than a thorough wetting.

But the city was | ost somewhere in the excitenent and darkness and whi ning wi nd and stingi ng

spray. They had been surprised at howlong it had renained visible. Only near the height of the
squall could they no longer see it; and after the squall had abated, they were too tired fromtheir
battle with the elements to show much interest in it. They lay down and slept as only exhausted nen
can.

Doc Savage renmi ned awake and steered and nursed the fuel supply of the Diesel.

Between the big bronze man’s feet as he stood at the tiller was an equi pnent case of netal. One

of his own.

He had gotten it aboard during the excitement and none of the others had noticed.

Chapter XlI1. THE SUMVONI NG VI SI ON

DOC S nen were glad to see the dawn—and they weren’t. The sun was warm Furthernore, it showed
them | and.

But it did not showthemthe city. There was no city. Johnny used his binoculars, and they

magni fied the land, so there was nothing wong with the gl asses.

The little band reached the | and before noon. There was no city on it.

The shore was rocky, but here and there was a patch of dark, smooth sand, and they | anded on one
of these, hauled the lifeboat up, and tied the painter to a palm There was fresh water and canned
foods in the boat. The canned foods were good.

Captain Smooth, a hard nan, had been a good seaman, and kept his |ifeboat |arders stocked. That
was a good idea on a ship like the Benny Boston, when the boats might be needed at any tine.

Doc and his nen ate.

"I feel better,"” Mnk said. He | ooked at the nmountains, searching for the city, and not finding
it, said grimy, "Maybe | feel better!"

"That's funny," Renny said. "I feel that way, too."

"If you nean, you have a sort of fear, | have it, also," said Long Tom



Ham made a cl ucking noise. "I thought | was the only one who was scared. |If you ask ne, it's
darned queer. There's nothing here to be scared of."

Al stood there, |ooking, as Monk expressed it, funny. That is, they wore the expressions of nen
who could feel fear

Then sonet hi ng happened which startled themall: Doc Savage's tiny fantastic, trilling sound cane
into being, rose and fell, and ebbed away into nothi ngness
Doc’s aids stared at the bronze man. The trilling never cane w thout reason. Always it marked

sonet hing of mmjor inportance. They waited for himto explain

Doc did not explain

"We are heading inland," he said

"What for?" asked Monk, who was always full of questions

Doc seened not to hear. After that, there were no nore inquiries. The bronze nan, all knew, did
not feel ready to explain.

The bronze man and his nmen took the food and water, and marched inshore. They were not too badly
equi pped. They woul d mi ss hammbcks and nosquito netting, and perhaps antidotes for snake bites
al t hough Doc mi ght have that in the remarkable carryall vest which he wore

Doc Savage carried the netal equipnent case which he had brought. It was the snallest of their
assortment of cases. It seened very heavy, even for Doc

Once, Monk volunteered, "I'Il carry that for a while, Doc," and picked the case up. The honely
chem st i medi ately | ooked queer, and put the case down.

It was so heavy he could hardly lift it, nuch less carry it any distance

There were palmtrees around the party for a while. Then they began to clinb, and there were no
nore palmtrees. Palnms grow best around salt water

NI GHT saw al |l —with the exception of Doc—-hot, tired and nore or less quilled with thorns. They had
made, at a liberal estimate, ten mles. It was not bad. It was, in fact, good, and they were proud
of it, for the way had turned into one of the thickest jungles they had ever seen—when it was not

strai ght up.
There was not nuch talk as the group cooked and nade snudges to keep away the insects. There was
a reason: The fear. It was still with them and still they could not explain, identify or even fully

conprehend it. Renny gave the best description of howit felt

"The first time | sat in a front-line trench, knowing we were to go over the top, and not know ng
the exact zero hour, | felt this sane way," he said. "I guess | was scared. Don’t know how el se you
woul d describe the feeling, although sone |unkhead captain kept telling us good sol diers never got
scared. "

"Only mental defectives do not get scared," Doc Savage said. "Fear is a normal enotion. |If you do
not feel it, you are not normal."

"Then I'"mtoo dang nornal!" Renny grunted. "Right now, | don’t feel a bit brave."

"Bravery is the power of determination that pushes you toward a goal when the natural instincts

of fear urge you to turn back."

Doc and his nen were now on their backs on pallets of soft boughs which they had plucked. The
snmudge fires were to windward, and the dense snoke lifted just enough to nake a cover a few inches
above their faces as the breeze carried it past

"What | want to know," Monk conplained, "is what is scaring us. Mg, | ain't used to getting

scared when there ain't nothing to get scared of."

Al were too tired to stay awake long. They slept silently and deeply, except for |ong Johnny

who occasionally enmitted a snore that disturbed the birds roosting in the surrounding jungle

Doc Savage awakened his nen once that night, and et themlook at the city of Ost, which had
becone visible through the jungle. The vision was not rmuch nore distinct than it had been the night
before, although perhaps a little.

Wien the sun cane up, there was no city.

Doc Savage |ed the march onward. He carried the heavy netal equipnent case, and seened not to

mnd greatly its enornmous wei ght, although the going was intensely difficult, alnpst inpossible at
times

On such occasions as this, the real power of the enornmous nuscul ar devel opnent the bronze man had
built up through years of exercise and living as strict, always, as an athlete in training, becane a
thing that amazed his aids

Tinme after time, while they rested, gasping and perspiring, he would range through the jungle and
cone back with fruits and roots which, when eaten, had special strength-giving val ues

The goi ng becane worse as the group progressed, a circunstance that seemed inpossible

They pushed ahead for nine days

NI NE days was a long time to march through green hell w th nothing, actually, to urge themon. To
be sure, Doc’s band saw the fantastic city ahead frequently, but it was always |like a mirage; and
they realized it was nmuch nore distinct, yet it did not seema |ot closer

They were a bedraggl ed crowd by now. There was only one whol e shirt among them Pants had been



docked of f above the knees, with the exception of Ham who was still trying to preserve his
sartorial splendor. Ham had the one whole shirt.

The night of the tenth day was an unsettled one. The five aids were convinced they were on a

wi | d- goose chase, and when they thought of the terrible trek back to the coast, they felt like
eating nails.

Doc Savage al one was an exception. He had not said what he felt. But he had not let down any in
the forward drive.

Then Monk awoke in the night and saw the old man with the spider arms.

This strange apparition of a being stood on the far edge of the clearing in which they had canped
for the night. There was bright noonlight. Yet noonlight at the best is not the finest illumnation
when it conmes to showi ng up details. That nmade it stranger that Mnk could see the fellow so well.
The being’s face was winkled. Like a nmelon in a | oose blue sack. Blue. H's skin was distinctly
blue. His garnment seermed to be made out of one piece of dark-red cloth—sinply a | ong piece of goods
whi ch he had wapped this way and that around his body until he had it all covered. He had
incredibly long arnms which were very thin, and his legs were alnobst as thin, but only about a forth
as | ong.

"Wake up, guys!" Mnk barked. "Here's Goa!"

Monk was not as anmazed then about what he had said as he was later.

The ot hers awakened. They | ooked. Al of them exclaimed in surprise.

And all five dashed forward. Doc Savage al one renai ned where he was.

The spider-arnmed ol d creature | ooked very happy when he saw them com ng. He beckoned wldly,
urging themto cone on. Then he turned and ran on ahead of them

The group shouted at himto stop, but he paid no attention. At intervals, he would wave at them
to come on.

Doc’s nen did not gain on him This surprised them for they were running their fastest. Their
quarry did not have legs built for running, if appearances were any indication.

But they were not half as surprised, though, as they were an instant |ater.

They cane to a neadow of soft, deep grass. Mnk gl anced back. They were crushing down the grass
with their feet, and leaving a plain trail.

But the old nan ahead was | eaving no tracks whatever.

"Hey!" Monk squawl ed. "There’'s sonethin’ phony!"

The others stopped. The bony, old nman went on, still beckoning, and was lost in the dark jungle.
Monk and the others produced flashlights. They | ooked around, exam ning everything soft enough to
have taken a footprint. They did not find a single track.

They went back to canmp wal king in the manner of small boys passing a cenetery after having heard
a good ghost story. They told Doc Savage about it. The bronze nman did not say what they expected.
"Anxi ous to go on now?" he queri ed.

"Darned right," Renny runbled. "Holy cow There's sonething blaned queer behind this, and | wanta
get at the bottomof it."

There was nore than a third of the night remaining. They had a little difficulty going to sleep.
"Monk, " Ham sai d.

"What is it, you spook-chasing shyster?"

"When you awakened us, you said, ‘Here’'s Goa.’ What |1'd like to knowis, how you knew it was Coa.
Did he call out his nane while we were asl eep?”

Monk nmade a startled, choking noise.

"Well, did he?"

Monk said, "I refuse to speak."
Ham chuckled. "If it'Il neke you feel any better, | knew his nane was Goa, too. | don’'t know how
I knewit. I just did."

Al did sleep a little before dawn.

TH S jungl e country was inhabited. Doc’s group had seen signs of natives, footprints usually. A
few times, they had seen furtive faces, but the natives had fled, and they had not bothered to try
to make contact with them Meeting a peaceful native tribe usually neant |engthy cerenonials, and
they were in a hurry.

Doc Savage always |ed the way, flake gold eyes alert. Just howlittle his trained scrutiny m ssed
was brought hone to the others when, a little before noon, he stopped abruptly while striding along
wi th seem ng casual ness.

"Back," he said.

He advanced a few paces alone, bent forward and scrutinized something. He went back to the others
at once. "Poisoned thorns," Doc said. "W will have to take to the trees."

Ham denanded, "Can we not go around?"

"Easily. But we might not see the next ones. Natives are sonetinmes clever at handling them"

"Ch! You nean—

"Yes," the bronze man replied. "They were thorns set by natives to trap other natives. W are now
in warlike country."”



Gaunt Johnny, the archaeol ogi st, put in, "Head-hunters?"

"Probably. Sonme of the few remaining head-hunters in the world are in this district."

The party’'s nmeans of travel fromnow on was unusual: First, Doc Savage di sappeared for a tine,

| eaving the others crouched in the jungle with eyes and supermachi ne pistols ready, and with
stinmul ants and poi son anti dotes handy. Native head-hunters were not |ads to take chances wth.
Doc reappeared, and he had a huge arm oad of very fine fibers which he had plucked fromjungle
plants. The little band plaited these into thin, stout ropes, one for each nan.

The task took themuntil noon the next day.

Then they took to the trees. Every one but Mnk viewed this with great skepticism But once
aloft, they found it even easier than working through the jungle at earth Il evel. The reason was
si npl e:

The higher trees of this part of the jungle were huge, scrawny-|eafed things, and nearly every
tree had at |east one branch which was like a horn in that it could be roped easily.

Doc’ s nen had but to stand on one bough, rope a distant one, and drop a loop in their own end of
the rope over another hook of a branch, then swing across. Sone of them speedily perfected a way of
going across upright, in a squatting position, gripping the rope on each side with their hands.
They had not gone far in this fashion before Monk made a remark.

"It 1ooks as if some of these boughs had been used this way before," he said.

"Doubt| ess," Doc agreed.

"Huh?"

"This method of travel is much used in these islands,"” Doc replied. (Explorers have often
reported the nmethod of savage travel. The Ibilao tribesnen of the isle of Luzon are notable
exanpl es.)

MONK proved especially adept at the new nbde of travel, which was no surprise to Ham and he
found occasion to say so repeatedly and sarcastically.

The jungl e bel ow seened to get nore and nore dense. It was an incredi ble nass. Were they could
see the ground at all, it was usually covered with pools of vile green water inhabited by vicious
| ooki ng wat er-snakes and reptiles. Travel on the ground woul d have been al nbst inpossible.

Ahead, they could see a fanged nountain range, not especially high, but remarkably rugged. They
wer e headed directly for these.

Doc and his aids slept that night in crude platforns which they constructed in the forks of a big
tree.

A distinct chuck! of a noise awakened them It was nmade by a short, heavy war spear which stuck
in a bough of the tree.

Chapter XIV. THE STI NG NG BREATH

THE sun had not arrived, but there was enough predawn |ight to show the surrounding jungle, and
as Monk expressed it, "nore fierce natives than you could crowd on a battleship."

The natives were little brown fellows, and they | ooked not greatly different fromsavages in
other parts of the world, except perhaps they were a little nore naked. The nearest were a |ong
spear throw away. Behind them the trees were alnost bending with their fierce human freight.
As soon as Doc and his nmen stirred, the natives all began how ing. Druns and weird-soundi ng reed
whi stl es added to the uproar. Here and there was a chief or a witch doctor in a grotesque nask.
Monk drew a bead on the nearest with his machine pistol, which was | oaded with "mercy" bullets.
"Careful ," Doc warned.

The bronze man listened for a few nonents to the shouting. He could speak innunerabl e | anguages
fluentl y—sonetimes not as fluently as he thought he should, considering the years he had spent
mastering them This one was a variation of one of the nore civilized Guinea tribesman.

Doc called out in the nearest tongue he coul d manage, demandi ng what the hull abal oo neant.

The natives showed no surprise. It probably never occurred to their ignorant heads that there was
any other |anguage but their own, unless it mght be the |anguage of their witch deities.

The business of replying to Doc’s question becane quite a cerenpny. One man woul d squaw for a
whil e. Then another. And another. This continued. Then they started squawl i ng at each other.
"What's the idea, Doc?" Mnk asked. "What they talkin' over?"

"Maki ng sel ections,” Doc said.

"Of what ?"

"Qur heads," the bronze man replied quietly. "They are aggravated because we have not enough
heads to go around."

"Bl azes!" Mnk yelled. "Head-hunters!"

Ham |l istened with interest. "Whose head are they bidding the highest for, Doc?"

"Monk’s," the bronze man admitted.

"Aw-ww " Mnk groaned.

Johnny asked uneasily, "Wat are they waiting for?"

"They consider that they have us trapped," the bronze man said dryly. "And they enjoy this

pal avering anong thensel ves. Furthernore, there will be nore light for hunting us in the jungle



later in the day."

"Then what are we waiting for?"

"Shortly after the sun is up, a breeze usually starts blow ng," the bronze man replied.
Johnny funbled with his nonocle, which he had preserved, although he scarcely had a piece of
clothing left to which to attach the bl ack ribbon.

"l don't see what good that will do," he said.

DOC SAVAGE did not seem especially concerned by the fact that he and his nen were surrounded by
head- hunters who were playing with themin their queer way. But that did not make his five aids feel
any easier. They knew Doc. He would not | ook especially concerned if he were falling out of a plane
wi t hout a parachute.

The five aids got the ammo drums for their supermachine pistols ready. There were unpl easantly

few drums. Moreover, the jungle was so thick that the capsul elike nercy bullets would not be
especially effective.

Canme the tine when the besiegers seened to get settled the matter of who was to have whose head.
They indulged in a babble of extrenely loud yelling by way of warm ng up.

The breeze had by now piped up. It blew toward the nountains.

Doc Savage dropped several small objects into the jungle under the tree.

Then he strode out on a high, naked branch, balancing there. He called out sharply, and the great
crash of his voice brought conparative silence to the jungle.

The bronze man | evel ed both arms in a dramatic gesture toward the di stant nountains.

"W are white nen who come in peace, and we are going on to those nountains," he said, in the
native tongue.

The reply this got was surprising.

"No one goes to those nountains," was the substance of it. "It is forbidden by he who has all
power . "

Doc acted uni npressed.

"You intend to kill us?" he asked.

They shouted happily that they did.

Doc waved his arns and got sone silence.

"W are not ordinary nen as yourselves," he called loudly. "Should we die, our breaths would

| eave our bodies and go on to the nmountains, and it would not be pleasant for you."

This got the head-hunters equival ent of a horsel augh.

Doc called out again with great vol une.

“In this manner it would happen,"” he said.

He cupped his hands about his lips, filled his chest with a great breath, and blewit noisily in
the direction of the nountains.

For a nonment, nothing happened. Sonme of the natives started cackling derisively.

Then a brown fiend shrieked, grabbed his eyes, and fell off his linb into a springy bush. Ohers
shrieked. General bedl am seized those natives who stood between Doc’s party and the nountain.
Wthin three or four mnutes, they were as hel pl ess as nmen beconme when dosed with tear gas.

The smal | objects which the bronze nan had dropped had been tear-gas grenades, his aids knew by
now.

Doc’ s voi ce roared over the hull abal oo.

"And our spirits would rise like black nmonsters to haunt you,"” he called. "In this fashion."

He made an el aborate gesture of plucking sonmething out of his own head, and releasing it.

Si mul t aneously, he opened one of the little snoke bonbs.

An enornous cl oud of black snoke inmmediately materialized above the bronze giant’s head, and
drifted off lazily with the wind toward the nountains.

DOC SAVAGE' S know edge of primtive psychol ogy was excellent, and his theatricals got the results
he had ained for.

Fi ght oozed out of the throng of natives. They began to howl, but there was a different tone to
it, a mournful, scared quality. Weapon after weapon was thrown away.

"All right," Doc called to his aids. "They are convinced we are supernatural. W nay be able to
go ahead now."

They swung their rattan lariats, and began noving fromtree to tree.

Doc still carried his extrenely heavy netal equi pment case.

As the bronze man had hazarded, no hostile nove was nade by the natives. Not wanting to spoil the
effect created by the tear gas by thenselves getting into it, the party noved to the right.
Coming to a stretch of higher ground, where the jungle was a bit too thin for fast traveling

al oft, Doc and his men swing to the ground. Soon, they were surrounded by natives. The little brown
fellows had di scarded their weapons. They had a strange way of showing humiliation. The process
seened to be for a man to grab his own throat and go through the notions of choking hinself.

This was definitely anusing to Monk. He got started chuckling, but did manage to keep his face
strai ght.



Hs mrth died a gul ping death when at | east twenty natives suddenly surrounded them

genufl ecting and choking thensel ves—and abruptly seized Doc Savage and his nen

"Hey!" Monk yelled. "Wat's the idea of this?"

Doc spoke rapidly in the dialect. He was answered. "They are not going to harmus," the bronze
man transl at ed

"Then what's the idea of grabbing us?"

"They are not going to let us go to the nountains," Doc said. "They are going to keep us here."

Chapter XV. THE OTHER WH TE MAN

THE native hut had one thing to recommend it: A roof. There were other things to discount that—a
few overly ripe fish and sone snmall animals hanging to the ridgepoles. This provender had been
snmoked for preserving purposes, but with doubtful success. There were flies in the hut. Mnk was
pretending to count them

"One quintillion, seven quadrillion, two trillion—=
"Gve it up," Hamrequested, "or |I'’mgoing to slamyou over the head so hard you'll bite your
toenails."

Renny, Long Tom and Johnny al so occupi ed the shade under the hut roof, on the side from which the
wind blew. The flies were less thick there

"Quch!" Monk conplained. "It wouldn't be so bad if these weren't man-eating flies!"

Doc Savage was nowhere in sight. H s aids had pondered about where the bronze nan had gone, and
had deci ded he was noving about the village, talking to the natives, perhaps arguing

The bronze man’s hel pers doubted if the arguing would hel p nuch. They had al ready done plenty of
that, but without it getting results. They were here in the native village, prisoners, with nothing
to do but stroll around and peek into the huts, a pastinme that was not especially inviting, since
the principal ornanment in each hut was a human head, singly or in clusters

Doc Savage appeared suddenly and call ed, "Ham"

The dapper | awyer arose and acconpani ed the bronze man, and the others renmi ned behind, it being
obvi ous that Doc wanted only Ham

Monk rolled over and frowned at Renny.

"Say, how does this thing all stack up to you?" he wanted to know.

"It has ne buffal oed,” Renny admitted. "Holy cow Some of the things that have happened are

i mpossible. That city, and that old spider-armed man, for instance. Bl amed queer."

Monk nodded. "That's not all. Wen Doc asked these natives questions about that nmountain range
and why we should not go on there, they clammed right up. Acted scared."

Long Tom put in, "Listen, if you birds haven't got any ideas, why not keep still? | can do ny own
puzzling."

"Yes," gaunt Johnny echoed. "Verbosity superabundant|y—=

He stopped with a croak. Pointed

"Look there!" he gul ped. "There's Lupp!"

MONK, Renny and Long Tomcane to their feet as if jerked by strings. They |ooked, and their eyes
popped

Lupp! The man who had been with Kit Merrinore, the fellow who was the real |eader of their
opposition. They had |ast seen himin the fighting aboard the Benny Boston. And here he was in this
savage vill age

Swaggering al ong the makeshift street area between the huts, the newconer cane. And the natives
to a man, backed away fromhim took thenselves by the throats, westled with thensel ves, then got
down on their hands and knees

"I't’s Lupp!" Renny runbled softly.

"This is bad!" Long Tom breathed. "That fellow is obviously sone kind of deity to these natives

If he sets themon us—

The dark, nuscular white man in the native street stopped and shouted what sounded |ike two

words. The natives began to gather toward him Lupp retreated until he stood close to the wall of
the jungle, and the natives clustered before him He lifted his arms.

Words poured fromhis lips. Wrrds in the native tongue, which Mnk and the others could not
understand. |n response, the natives chanted and throttled thensel ves

Then Doc’s aids got their big surprise. The man who had addressed the natives lifted his voice
and spoke English

"Doc Savage, or any of his men!" he shouted. "Can you hear me?"

"He knows we’'re here," Mnk nmuttered, then how ed, "We hear you, you scanp!"

"You are free to go," the man called. "I have just told the natives that they shall not prevent
your departure. They were hol ding you because on a previous visit, | told themto prevent any white
man reaching those nountains. They were obeying orders. To them | ama powerful witch doctor. But

now you can go."
The man spoke a few words to the natives, turned and di sappeared into the jungle
"Dag- gone!" Monk said, when astoni shnment freed his tongue. "You reckon we can wal k right out of



here?"

"We can try," Renny said.

They tried. And they did it. Not a war spear or poisoned arrow was |lifted to stop them
The little band penetrated about a quarter of a mle into the jungle, then stopped, their
super machi ne pistols in hand.

"There's sone trick to this," Renny stated enphatically. "W'Ill wait here for Doc, then, if he
don’t cone on, we'll go back hunting him"

"And when we find Doc, we'll trail that Lupp, Monk decl ared.

"You will not have to go far," a voice said al nost beside them

Doc Savage and Ham wal ked out of the jungle.

"You shyster!" Mnk growl ed. "What do you nean by that?"

"l was the Lupp you saw back there," Ham vouchsafed with a snile.

MONK bl'inked twice, said, "I don't believe it!"

"W had better get going," Doc Savage said.

The aids clinbed into the trees and used their ropes, which had been coil ed about their mnddles.
Doc still carried his heavy equi pnent case.

Monk decl ared, "I don't savvy what happened back there."

Ham sai d, "Sinple, you Sianese gossoon. Doc got to listening and inquiring around anong those
natives, and he |learned two nmen stayed with the tribesnmen several nonths ago. Two white nmen. They
answered the description of Lupp and that Two-bit."

"I"d hardly call Two-bit a white man," Monk said.

"That's qui bbling!" Ham snapped. "Lupp and Two-bit were with those natives for a while. They cane
fromthe direction of those nountains ahead. Wien they left the tribe, they went on toward the
coast .

"But before they left, Lupp had established hinself as a nedicine man, not a difficult thing for
a clever white man to do. And Lupp had inpressed upon these natives that they nust not, under any
condition, pernmt any other white nen to go toward those nmountains."

"But Lupp— Monk paused and squinted intently at Ham "Aw, bugs! | can see traces of mmke-up on
your face! So Doc nade you up to |ook |ike Lupp."

"Ham has a physical build nearest that of Lupp’s," Doc admtted.

Ham added: "It was Doc done the voice imtating. | might have managed that, but | couldn't speak
t he darn head-hunter’s | anguage."

Bi g-fisted Renny, who had been silent during the recital, broke into a runble which sounded

pl eased.

"W're on the right trail to the nystery!" he boonmed. "W know that now "

That very certainty which Renny nmentioned injected new enthusiasminto the group’s tired nuscl es.
They nmade very good tine through the treetops, |ooking back often to detect a sign of follow ng
head- hunters. They saw them

The squat, brown natives kept sonme distance to the rear, so far back that they |ooked |ike
monkeys in the trees. But they only followed for a few hours, then stopped and went back.

"They fear these nountains ahead," Doc Savage renarked.

"Wonder why?" Monk wanted to know.

"They call the region a nane which, liberally translated, neans, ‘The Land of the Spook nen,’'"
the bronze man replied. "That was about all | was able to gather."

Doc and his small group kept traveling far into the night, for the noon was bright. And only when
they turned in for the night did they realize the nountai ns ahead were meki ng strange sounds.
Queer sounds indeed. Runblings, sobbings—oises that were probably distant many niles, yet which
must be very loud. Mre striking were the sounds which canme | ess often. They were best described as
a long, gurgling whoosh! As if something titanic were letting out breath.

"Reminds nme of the time we found sone prehistoric nonsters in a volcanic pit," Mnk nuttered
uneasily. "Boy, did they showus a tine!"( The Land of Terror)

Johnny polished his nmonocl e absently.

"A nonticolous terrestrial cacophony,” Johnny sai d.

"Huh? What'd you call it?" Monk grunted.

"Mountain nmusic," Long Tomtranslated dryly.

BY mi d-afternoon the followi ng day, the aids began to realize what had nade the noi ses. They
clinbed sharply, crossed a ridge, and descended into a | ow valley beyond which lay the piled nasses
of bare rocks that were the nountains.

Al'l becane aware of an odor. It becane highly distressing.

"Cal efactive thermae of earthly orgination," Johnny said.

"Bl azes!" Monk groaned. "Wat?"

"Hot springs," Long Tomtransl ated again. "Geysers. Look!"

Over the treetops, the associates saw a plune of steam hurl upward for a hundred feet or so,
acconpani ed by the |oud, roaring sound which they had heard the night before. In the fashion of



geysers, this one hurled up water and steamfor a while, then subsided.

For the first tine, all realized they were headed into a region of intense volcanic activity.
Geysers, boiling hot springs, great areas where the entire earth became nud that was hot enough to
cook.

"Kind of like Yellowstone Park," Mnk offered.

There was a difference. Yellowstone was picturesque. This region was nost displeasing to the eye,
and made doubly unbearable by the brinstone snmell which grew stronger and stronger.

Then the aids were pleased indeed that they had not discarded what equi prent they did have,

during the march. They still had the tiny gas masks which Doc Savage had perfected, and they donned
them after which the going was nore bearable, except for the heat.

The heat got nore intense. Earth heat. It nade the sun, which they had previously thought was

hot, seem al nbst cooling by contrast.

Tine after time, Doc and his nmen were forced to retreat and pick another route. Since the nud

| akes, al nost frying hot, were covered with an innocent-Ilooking crust, it becanme necessary to fling
rocks ahead to test the going whenever there was the | east doubt.

A nonment | ater, they saw the spider-arned being, Goa, again.

THE creature appeared ahead of them as on the other occasion, and waved at them beckoning. Al
yelled at him or every one but Doc did. No answer.

The aids hurried after him and the being receded; they were beginning to have strong doubts that
he was human.

Speedily Doc’'s aids discovered that the spider-arned man was not showing thema trail. He nerely
urged themto cone on. And there was sonmething pitifully pleading about his exhortations, it struck
t hem

"The ol d coot seens kinda worried," Mnk took his mask of f a nmonent to say.

Goa, it devel oped, could apparently pass over regions of soft nmud and hot fissures where they
themsel ves coul d not traverse. Doc warned of this.

"W will have to pick our trail," he said.

By noon of the followi ng day, the bronze chief and his nen had passed through the worst of the
regi on. They reached hi gher ground, and the nountains shoved up around them Sheer cliffs, for the
nost part.

Tine after time, Doc and his aids managed to clinb a few hundred yards, only to be bl ocked. They
woul d go back and try a different route.

The rock higher up seened to be veined in places with some dark formation.

The spider-arnmed apparition had been lost to sight for a while. But now it appeared again. For
once, not ahead. To the left. They went in that direction.

Soon the group cane to a stream a creek which flowed steam ng hot water. The spider-armed one
went up this. Doc Savage and his aids followed. The goi ng was easier, which nmeant they were not on
hands and knees cl awi ng up sheer rock faces nore than half of the tine.

Goa, the fantastic being with the long arms and the envel oping cl oth garment, appeared to slacken
his pace, so that they cane nearer. Then he di sappeared.

A few minutes later, Doc and his nen stopped and stared.

"Holy cow " Renny runbled. "He nusta gone into that!"

They had come to a cavernous opening in the face of the mountain. Qut of this the boiling stream
poured. Above and to the sides, the rock wall was too sheer for any nman to clinb.

The stone around the hole was of dark quality. The sane darki sh stone conposed nost of the

nmount ai n behi nd.

It was very hot, and Monk sighed and | aid down his pack, including his supernachine pistol. A
moment | ater, he reached over, picked up his gun, then gave a startled yell.

"Hey!" he squalled. "Sonethin’ was holdin’ ny gun to the ground!"

"And sonething," big-fisted Renny barked, "is playing the deuce with the needl e of ny conpass!"

I T was gaunt Johnny who cleared up the nystery. He pointed at the dark stone around them
"Lodestone,"” he said. "The biggest deposit of the stuff, or strata of it, that |I ever saw"
Monk | ooked relieved, bent over, and tested the pull of the black rock with his supernachi ne
pistol. He was startled. He could free the gun only with a strong pull.

"First time | ever seen any of it this strong," Mnk said.

"Lodest one, " Johnny expl ained, "is a magnetic oxide of iron, and this particular deposit of it
seens to be of high magnetic strength.”

"Holy cow " Renny interposed. "Look!" He indicated Doc Savage.

The bronze nman had opened the netal equi pnent case which he had carried on the long trek. The
case whi ch Monk personally knew was so heavy he could hardly lift it.

Qut of the case, Doc lifted six pairs of pieces of iron shaped like large flat irons. Exact
copi es of the strange iron inplenments which Ben Brasken had possessed.

He passed themout. Mnk pronptly lowered his to the rock underfoot, then tugged and grunted,
trying to lift it against the pull of the | odestone.



"Bl azes!" he conpl ai ned. "What a place! You can’t lay anything down!"

Bi g-fisted Renny peered doubtfully at the cavity out of which the boiling stream poured

"l take it you're goin’ in there, Doc?" he nuttered

"Right," the bronze man adnitted

"\Why 2"

By way of answering, Doc Savage called themto the nouth of the subterranean hot-water stream and
showed certain scratches on the rocks which had escaped the aids’ notice

"These are several nonths old," he said. "But they indicate sonme one entered this tunnel, using
iron bl ocks probably simlar to ours."

"You think these things will support our weight?" Renny countered

"Easily, judging fromthe pull outside here."

"How wi || we nove thenP"

"Slide themalong. It is a crude process, but workable."

It was. Doc and his nen prudently used the precaution of tying their wists to the handl es of the
iron bl ocks before they started in. And they |inked each other together with the rope, in the manner
of nountain clinbers, before entering

It was not as bad as the aids had expected. The heat, terrific at first, was not so great but
that they becane accustonmed to it

The roof of the water-worn tunnel was snmooth, hence it was possible to slide the iron bl ocks

al ong by swinging and jerking. The better method was to swing up and actually shove ahead with the
f eet

Yet it was probably lucky that the distance through the tunnel was not great

Doc and his nen cane out at the foot of a great cliff which seemed part of the wall of a cuplike
depression in the nmountains. And the excitement started inmrediately.

Monk | eveled an arm yelled, "Qur dirigible!"

Chapter XVI. THE TH RD VI CTI M

THE little dirigible was perhaps half a nile distant, noored beyond a clunp of trees. The back of
the craft glinted in the sunlight

This valley, or cup, crater, or whatever it was, seermed to have only a few hot springs and
geysers. These appeared to be confined to the | ower end, where Doc and his party had entered

Ham br eat hed deeply of the air, nopped perspiration and noved away fromthe stream of hot water

He had nanaged to tug his irons free of the tunnel side, and he carried themw th him However, the
rock all about—alnost the entire wall around the valley-seened to be of |odestone

When Ham put his irons down, the nagnetic force seized them yanking himover forcibly. He sat
down with a sigh

"Of all the crazy stunts!" he groaned. "Doc, how on earth did it occur to you to nake up these
iron things and bring them al ong?"

"A natural nove," Doc replied. "Ben Brasken's talk indicated they were necessary as keys."

"Ben Brasken!" Mnk exploded. "If that guy swam ashore, worked through that jungle, then back

and swam around in the ocean until he nmet his ship—well, sonmebody is crazy! A thing like that
couldn’t be done!"

Doc Savage did not comment. The bronze man was studying the dirigible. Then he glanced at his
aids, noted that it would take some time for themto recover their strength, and made a suggestion

"\Wile you rest, | am going ahead and | ook over the situation," he said

"CGo ahead," Monk groaned. "I got Chancy horses in both arns."

Monk was pretty far gone when he willingly passed up a chance for action

Doc Savage went forward. He cane to a rill of fresh water, tasted it, examined it closely, even
using a magnifier fromhis conpartnment vest—the nost intact garnent he still retained

Convinced the striking clarity of the water did not indicate that it was poi sonous, he drank. He

was al ways suspi cious of very clear water in the jungle. Fish, frogs and other creatures that roi
water do not live in poison pools

There was a cool breeze through the valley, and fromthe manner in which the tops of the trees

bent to the southward, it was evident that this was a continuous wind. Probably it was created by
the rising of air warned by the region of geysers and hot springs

The breeze nmade the going pl easant enough. The jungle was not unusually thick when Doc reached

it, and he worked through it. There were many birds in the trees. Surprisingly, nost of these seened
edi bl e fow, guineas, gamecock and species of wild chickens peculiar to the Orient. He al so observed
pigs, fat eating goats, and other food type aninmals

Nearing the dirigible, the bronze nan used caution, circling once entirely, listening often
There was no one around. He swung aboard the craft
The airship was still in flying condition, but it had been carelessly and i nexpertly handl ed

Many smal |l things were broken, and a nunber of the special gadgets, such as the infra-Ilight
projecto-receptor for watching the earth at night with invisible light, had been taken apart by
persons who di d not have enough skill to get them back together. The dirigible had carried nore than
a dozen passengers, judging fromthe sl eeping arrangenents



Kit Merrinore had been aboard. Doc found the innumerable bottles and boxes or beauty aids which
wonen seened to need in the tiny cabin which she had occupi ed

The soft earth around the dirigible had been tranpled a great deal. The craft was tied to trees
with stout lines, and was in no danger of danmage. Doc scrutinized the tracks

The footprints were fresh. The notors bore a faint trace of warnth when he tested them

The airship had apparently not been here |ong

The footprints headed up the valley. Doc followed them

H'S quarry had taken a straight course, which indicated they knew where they were going

When he had covered no nore than a quarter of a mle, the bronze nan began hearing the shots
There was a half dozen in the first volley. After that, only a few, scattered. Doc quickened his
pace.

He saw human beings. Kit Merrinmore, in whipcord breeches, silk blouse and sun hel met. Lupp, dark
muscul ar and evil. Two-bit, the Oriental, inpassively watching. And a dozen others, nore or |ess
Al were heavily arned

They were hol ding two prisoners

The man captive had the frame of a two-hundred-pounder, and probably wei ghed not nmuch nore than
hal f of that. He was near fifty, and had a great deal of white hair

The worman captive was about the sane age, a tall, sturdy figure of a |lady who had been pretty in
her youth and was now quite handsone.

Both prisoners were whites. They were hol ding their hands up

"—and you were a fool ever to come back as you have, Lupp,"” the man was saying. "Wen we found
this place, it was only by the rarest accident. W all mght have escaped, if it had not been for
your greed. But no. You saw what was here, and you tried to take it."

Lupp | aughed harshly. "It's plenty worth taking, Space!"

The white-haired man continued. "As ny assistant and manager of my exploring expedition, you took
advantage of ny trust. It was only by doubl e-crossing nyself and nmy wife, |eaving us behind, that
you and Two-bit escaped."

Two-bit, the Celestial, squirned uneasily and | ooked pai ned. Lupp was unaffected

"Martin Space, the eminent explorer!" he jeered. "Wat the hell do you think | an? You and your
ki nd get along on the few di mes your nuseuns and societies hand out to you. But me, | |ike dough
Pl enty of dough. | thought | was gonna get it, only they up and repeal ed prohibition in the States
Then | ran onto ny big chance here. Wat kind of a sucker do you take nme for?"

"You're not a sucker," replied the white-haired Space. "You are as unprincipled a devil as was
spawned. "

Lupp | aughed again. "Now that we’'ve got that settled, we'll proceed."

"And what do you think you are going to do?" Space asked calmy

"Get rid of you and your wife permanently," Lupp said

" Mur der ?"

“It's only nurder when you get caught. There’s not nuch chance of that."

Lupp cocked the large revolver he was carrying and raised it

"Lupp!" Kit Merrinore cried out, in horror

LUPP hal f | owered his gun and | ooked at the young wonman who was known around New York as a
thrill-hunter with too nuch noney.

"What' d you think we would do?" he denmanded

Kit Merrinore gasped. "Wen you cane to ne in New York to finance this thing, you told ne there

woul d be no killing, and that you would rescue Martin Space and his wife!"

Lupp | aughed. "1’ve changed ny ideas."

"You' Il change them again!" the young woman snapped. "You are not going to nurder these people or
anybody el se!"

Lupp nodded at his nen. Several lifted their weapons

"We're going ahead with it," Lupp said grimy. "And let nme tell you sonething else! |’ve been
making a play for you ever since we started this thing, and not been getting any place. From now on
that is going to be different, too!"

Kit Merrinmore bent forward a little. She showed her teeth, and it was not a smle

"You touch nme," she said too calmy, "and I'Il kill you if it's the last thing | ever do!"

It was not a loud declaration, but it had a quality in it that caused Lupp to nove back a step

as if he had just missed being bitten by a poi sonous snake. He recovered i nmedi ately

"Grab her!" he ordered his nen

Four nen sprang for Kit Merrinore. She tried to whip a small gun out, but did not quite succeed

She fired at one of the men from her pocket, and the bullet damaged his leg slightly, causing himto
enmit an earsplitting how. Then they got the young wonman’s gun and hel d her

Lupp | ooked her up and down evilly, but at the same tinme he seened to be thinking. He had

evidently observed Kit Merrinore enough to realize she woul d be dangerous as |ong as she was alive
Too dangerous, he nmust have thought, for he shrugged



"Put her with Space and his wife," Lupp ordered. "Whnen will be a dine a dozen when we get back
outside."

They shoved Kit Merrinore toward the explorer and his wfe.
"You're going to kill nme?" Kit Merrinore demanded.
"Hel |, yes," Lupp said frankly. "I'"mafraid of you."

The men stepped back fromKit Merrinore and the two Spaces. They got their guns ready.
Martin Space said desperately, "Goa is ny friend now You will never live to | eave this—
"Gve it to them" Lupp rapped. "W' || take care of Goa and the rest of —=

He did not finish it. The rock nmade an al nost netallic noise hitting the side of his head.

HAVI NG t hrown the rock, Doc Savage |ost no tine. He heaved erect, charged. During the excitenent
connected with Kit Merrinore' s seizure, he had craw ed cl ose.

He hit two nmen, lifted them flung theminto two others. Al four went down. Doc had a snoke bonb
in one hand. He flung it to the earth. It bloonmed a black mushroom and an instant |ater no one was
very sure where anybody el se was.

Doc Savage, who had started quite effectively, was hinself somewhat out of |uck, because he nade

a few hearty swings at the spot where Lupp had been, but Lupp had noved, fortunately for him The
bronze man finally connected with sone one el se, and knocked hi mconpletely out of the snoke cl oud.
The snoke had a certain stinging effect on the lungs and eyes, not enough to blind, or even nake
one cough, if one used self-control. The sting was vastly disturbing to those who did not know nuch
about it, for they imediately thought it was gas, probably poison.

Doc changed position, found Martin Space and his wife, whose feet were tied. He picked themup
bodil y.

Sorme one said, "No, you don’t!" and hit himthree times about as fast as he had ever been hit
before. It was Kit Merrinore.

Doc said, "Stop that!" and she stopped. Furthernore, she was of sone aid in getting out of the

mél ée, to the extent that she tripped sone one.

They got out of the snoke cl oud.

"Run!" Doc said, and they ran.

The man whom Doc had knocked out of the snmoke was sitting on the ground and he saw t hem

"Here they go!" he began to bawl. "Here they go!"

That was the wong thing fromhis standpoint. He should have said, "There they go." His friends

ran for his voice, and by that tinme Doc Savage had steered his party around to the other side of the
snmoke cl oud—and back into it.

Goi ng back into the snoke was a smooth nove. The clearing was one of size, and the group would
probably have been shot full of holes had they tried to get across it.

As it was, the eneny thought by sone miracle Doc and the prisoners had traversed the distance to
the jungle, and imedi ately began to shoot the luxuriant tropical growh full of holes, to the

i mense distress of wild guineas and not-so-wld goats.

Meanwhi | e, Doc Savage and his party sinply kept in the snoke cl oud and wal ked along with it—the
bronze man’s judgnent of the wind speed was ni ce—as the breeze swept it to the opposite side of the
clearing. Once under cover, Kit Merrinore took off her nice, shiny, but stiff and clunmsy boots,
after which it was remarkabl e with what silence she could nove.

The party traversed all of a half mle w thout anybody sayi ng anything but, "Watch that dry

stick," or "It | ooks nore open over here," and such stuff.

At the end of the half mle, Kit Merrinore stopped, |ooked Doc Savage up and down, and shook her
head.

"What a prize one |’'ve been," she said.

SOME nen might have agreed with her, but Doc Savage had acquired restraint, and noreover, was
afraid of women. |If not afraid, he at |east considered themtoo difficult, one never know ng what
t hey woul d do.

Kit Merrinore began, "They played ne for a sucker to finance them Lupp is a forner gangster and
boot | egger, and when he needed nen for this job, he gathered up his old associates; but they did not
have noney enough to buy a plane or finance a trip here. So they used ne, telling ne—

Doc told her he had heard all that, thus heading off a redundant expl anation.

"Well," the girl said, "there is a lot you don't know about this place and what it is."

Doc told her he had formed sone ideas and left the inpression that he was interested in know ng
how cl ose his guessing had been.

"But Lupp and the gang will hunt for us," he said. "And we are too close to them"

The band appreciated that.

"What is the best direction for safety?" Doc asked.

"To Cst," Martin Space said. "It is at the far end of the valley. You cannot see it fromhere."
Doc indicated they would go in that direction. They did.

Kit Merrinore rem nded, "Your nmen. What about then? O are they with you?"

"They can take care of thenselves about as well as any five nmen alive," Doc said.



Then he was reni nded of something el se which would likely interest Monk and Ham

"What about the pig and the what-is-it?" he asked

"So that's what you call that thing that |ooks |ike a nonkey," the girl said. "Well they nust be
around, in the jungle sonewhere. They never did take to Lupp, and both pets ran when Lupp seized
Martin Space and his wife."

Martin Space said, "Wt saw the dirigible land, and ran to neet the crew W did not dreamit was
Lupp. "

Doc asked, "Wat about the Ostians?"

"l guess they saw the dirigible, too," Martin Space decided. "But they would fuss around sone
before they started to see what it was. Have to consult old Goa and their other yogis first, you
know. They'll be along in tine."

"On our side?" Doc asked

"Onh, definitely,” Martin Space declared. "They are ny friends."

About this tine, men began wal king out of the jungle around them They were grotesque fellows
with incredibly long arns, big heads, bodies which were nostly belly and | egs which did not anount
to nuch. They were all blue. Some were nore blue than others

Each man carried a short stick nade of sone dark wood resenbling mahogany and about as long as a
wal ki ng stick. To one end of each of these sticks was affixed a noose nade out of stuff which
resenbl ed braided fiddlestrings

They showed every indication of intending to |l asso Doc and the others with these uni que weapons

Chapter Xvil. GOA

DOC SAVAGE | eaped backward a few paces, picked up a long branch which had fallen froma tree and
took a swat at the nearest blue Gstian. The fellow got out fromunder with the ninbleness of a fly,
using his long arns. Doc whacked and poked and tenporarily discouraged the assault

"So they are your Friends!" Kit Merrinore told Martin Space dryly.

Space said, as if it explained everything, "These are sone | ow caste Ostians."

"H gh or low, they mean business," the girl declared. "Wat is the difference?"

"l gnorance," Space said. "These chaps are dunb, frenziedly given to superstitious beliefs. They
think white people are evil spirits or devils, who will do themno good."

"If they knew the history of Anerican Indians,"” Kit Merrinore declared, "they would know they
weren't so far wong."

Doc made a few nore passes with his long stick. The twig was thicker than his wist, and the
Cstians appeared to nmarvel greatly at the kind of nman who could wield such a tree as if it were
really light. This held them back. Then they cane cl oser

They now used sone of the strategy which Anerican Indians found rather effective on covered-wagon
trains. They circled, yelling, junping up and down, and occasionally junping at Doc or one of his
group

They held their sticks with the nooses on the ends ready.

"This is the craziest thing | ever dreanmed of!" Kit Merrinore gasped. "I'll bet an audi ence would
kill itself laughing if they saw this on a screen!"

"The audi ence," Martin Space said, "wouldn't be able to feel those nooses like we will."

"You nean they' || choke us?" the girl cried

"It's their religion," Space said, talking |like a scientist telling a student a bug had five

legs. "They believed they will go to hell if they kill anybody or anything. But if they tie
sonet hi ng around your neck and you suffocate, they figure you just died

"They don’t understand what suffocation is, so they don't believe it is anything they caused

It’s a customthroughout the South Seas, for that matter. Wy, the natives on nmany islands choke a
chicken instead of ringing its neck when they want one for supper. In other words—

"That’s enough words!" groaned the young wonan who |iked her thrills.

The words were hardly out when she followed themw th an "Eeek!" An Gstian had | assoed her. He
gave the stick a yank, the noose tightened nore, and punch-hunter Kit Merrinore began to act like a
chi cken whi ch had suddenly lost its head

Every Ostian |owcaste enmitted a brother-greeting how and sprang to the attack. Doc

instinctively felt of his pocketed vest, but he was out of the snpbke bonmbs which had proved so
effective

A supermachi ne pistol woul d have hel ped the situation materially, but Doc never carried one of

t he weapons hinself, feeling that carrying any sort of firearmmade the carrier too dependent upon
the weapon. This was not the first time the theory had | ooked bad in practice

A lasso got Doc’s arm The bl ue human spider who held it started to yank, but was hinself yanked
forward against Doc’'s fist. A man rushed in—he probably did not realize just how foolish he was
bei ng—and grabbed Doc. The blue devil was strong in the arnms, but weak in the |egs. Before Doc could
get rid of him another was on them

Doc reached for his tear-gas capsules. He had only one, and he had intended to save it if

possible. It did not look as if it were possible

There was a sound as if some one had broken the smallest and tightest string on a piano



An GCstian fell over with one of his eyes shot out.

THE crash of the rifle reached theman instant later. It was followed by nore bullets and nore
crashes. Some of the bullets missed, but sonme didn't

Doc did not need Kit Merrinore’'s, "Lupp!" to know what was happening

"Run!" the bronze man ordered

They had no trouble doing that. The Gstians had stopped everything el se and were | ooking at each
other. When one of their number would fall over with a bullet in him they would | ook at himw th
their mouths open, and even wal k over and peer down at him Kkick him and cackle at him asking him
what kind of silly game the man was trying to play

It was pitiful because they did not know what a rifle was and did not realize they were being
killed

Doc whirled and yelled at themin a dialect which he believed was, of all those he knew, cl osest
to the one they spoke

"Run!" he told them "A strange devil is killing you!"

The di al ect which he used happened to be an Indo-China tribal one. And | ndo-China was not very
near to New Guinea, unless two thousand five hundred mles could be called near

The Cstians paid no attention to the yell, but kept on acting |ike chi ckens when anot her chicken
is shot. They understood what Doc had shouted, but their reaction was the wong one

Any tine their deities sent a devil which squeaked and banged to kill them they probably needed
killing, one yelled. This |last was what Martin Space gasped out as the group plunged into the
jungle. He could understand the tongue

A nunber of bullets smashed through the foliage as Lupp and his nmen fired

"CGo on!" Doc said

"But you?" Kit Merrinore gasped

"Go on!" Doc said, and there was sonething in his voice that shut the young woman up and nade her
run on with the Spaces. And Kit Merrinore had not taken an order from anybody in a long tine. Wen
she did think of that, it made her nad, and she stopped

"Cone on!" Martin Space said

"Nobody is going to order nme around!" said Kit Merrinore. "That big fellowis too free with
telling people what to do."

Martin Space then denobnstrated that he was a judge of character

"You are a young woman without mnuch judgnent," he told Kit Merrinore. "And that man is Doc
Savage, who was just beginning to be known as one of the nost remarkabl e men who ever |ived, about
the time | started this New Gui nea expl orati on which brought nme here."

"I'f you were a woman, |'d slap you!" Kit Merrinore said angrily, not being used to being told the
truth.

Ms. Space, who had said alnbst nothing up to this point, said, "I'ma wonman, and |'d | ove for
you to slap ne. |'d paddl e you good!"

Kit Merrinore got nmadder and madder and finally burst out |aughing
"Let’s run," she said

DOC SAVAGE had turned back for two reasons, any one of which would have been enough: He wanted to
save the lives of the silly blue Gstians. And he wanted to get Lupp and his nmen off the trail of
Martin Space, his wife and Kit Merrinmore. The same nove woul d acconplish both purposes. He nade it
He sinply showed hinself to Lupp’s gang. The latter started yelling and shooting. Doc got behind

a big tree near which he had foresightedly | ooked for. He got down | ow enough so that the
irregularities of the earth sheltered him and left, making a plain trail

A pack of redbone foxhounds would not have made nore noise following the trail than Lupp and his
men nmade. They nust have brought plenty of ammunition along, because they were free with it. None of
the slugs would have hit a quarry who used ordi nary sense, and Doc evaded them easily, keeping well
ahead

Lupp’s nen began to get discouraged. And possibly a little scared. By now they knew the bronze

man coul d pass nuster as a blend between a ghost, a magician and a bobcat. He was nobody to be | oose
in the same woods with if he didn't like you

Doc egged themon a little with an old bobwhite trick. He fell down when he cane to a soft spot
where the nmarks woul d show, and dragged his legs as if he were wounded

The how that went up when the pursuers cane to that place made every one happy.

When Doc had | ed themover to the northern wall of cliffs, about a mle, he took to the treetops
swung from branch to branch with an agility that seemed uncanny unl ess one had studied the tricks of
circus acrobats, and left the pursuers to poke around the terminus of a trail abruptly ended, and
eventually to start calling each other names that meant stupid

By that time, Doc had found Kit Merrinmore, Martin Space and the latter’s wife. Kit Merrinore had

a sweet snmile for the bronze nan

Kit Merrinore was a renarkabl e young wonan in that she could carry her peeves when the danger and
nystery around her woul d have nmade another weak wi th unease. She had decided to use her femnine



weapons on Doc. Get himagog about her. Then squash him plenty

She did not know Doc very well yet, or she would not have wasted time with that idea
"You really think it is safe to go to this Gst?" Doc asked

"I ndeed | do," Martain Space said. "Goa is ny friend."

"So were those Ostians back there," Kit Merrinore remenbered al oud dryly

WHEN the party got their first glinpse of Gst, they all stood still and nobody spoke or hardly
breathed. They did that for alnmpbst five mnutes

Peopl e do that when they see the Grand Canyon

Ost was black. So shiny black that it alnmost hurt the eyes. The pyranids seened to be nmade of
stone, and |l ooked as if one great slab had been placed on top of a greater one, then a smaller one
on the very top, to make each house. That was only the effect, though, for the slabs were doubtless
roonms, or floors of roons.

Every buil ding was nade with mathematical precision, and they were arrayed in a neat semicircle—a
letter C of buildings with the opening of the C against a tremendous overhanging cliff. A wal
connected the buil dings

The really gigantic size of this cliff, and the fact that it overhung hundreds of feet, did not
becone fully apparent until later.

It was vaguely like the city of Ost which had been seen at sea. Yet different. That had been an
outline, vague, like a phosphorescent photographic print, underexposed

Martin Space speared out an arm

"The tenple of CGoa the Mghty," he said

There was no m staki ng what he nmeant —the upsi de-down building. It was like the others, a pyramd
of black stone. But it was upside down, against the underside of the great cliff which was such an
over hangi ng nass

The ammzing structure, because of its incredible position, |ooked |arger than some of the others
but probably was not

"The bl ack rock is all nmagnetic iron oxide," Doc Savage said

Martin Space nodded. "Commonly called | odestone. The mineral of nature which attracts netal |ike
a magnet."
"Whew! " gasped Kit Merrinore. "What a relief! | was just beginning to think we were in a | and

where the natural course of things had reversed thenselves. The cliff is |odestone, and that tenple
or whatever you called it is |odestone, too, and they attract each other. That is why the tenple
sticks to the underside of the cliff that way."

Martin Space nodded again, then added, "But let ne warn you."

"What about ?"

"You are going to find sone things in Ost that are nmuch harder than that to explain," Space said
"But let nme warn you now. Everything you see here, which may seeminpossible, can be expl ai ned by
nodern sci ence. Everything! Renenber that and it may literally save your reason."

"You sound," Kit Merrinore said, "as if this was quite a place."

"The place is not as unusual as the beings you will find here," Space replied

Chapter XVIIl. SIEGE
CULTI VATED fields were around the party as they went forward toward Ost. It was an intensive kind
of cultivation. First, there was a wall across the valley, a lowwall inset along the top with

poi nted stakes. A fence to keep back the goats and other sem -donesticated ani mals.

Doc, observing closely, noted that they scaled the wall without trouble. At intervals along the
fence were poles atop which were contraptions turned by the wind and which flapped bits of |eather
and made noi ses calculated to frighten out of his wits any crow or buzzard. Scattered through the
fields were other such scarecrows.

Doc, observing closely, noted that the parts of these scarecrows which turned were inscribed with
what were apparently prayer synbols simlar to the "Omnmani padne hum" of the Tibetans. Each
revol uti on of the wheel was doubtless construed as offering a prayer for the wheel’s owner and
bui | der. Thus the wheels served both as prayer mediunms and as warnings to the birds

The fields were as intensively cultivated as hotbeds or greenhouses. Each patch was surrounded by
a stone retaining wall, and there were stone-walled ditches, some filled with water for irrigating
Everything stood as if work had been suddenly interrupted. Here and there were baskets, still
filled with fertilizer, and hoes and | eveling rakes had been dropped in the fields

"They fled to the tenple when they saw the dirigible," said Martin Space

The bl ack pyramids and connecting wall of Ost grew larger—at |east that was the effect—as Doc and
the others approached. The great |edge shoved out toward them and it was not apparent that the
gigantic shelf of stone literally overhung at |east half of the strange netropolis of Ost itself
"Whew " breathed Kit Merrinmore. "Are these inhabitants of Ost invisible or sonething?"

When Martin Space did not reply, the young wonan stared at himand her |ips cane apart and her
eyes got wide.

"Are they?



she gasped

"Ch, not exactly anything like that," Martin Space nuttered. "But—well, | amafraid you will
begin to think your mind is going haywire before long."

The bl ack wall connecting the pyramid was too high for any man to junp, even with the aid of a
pol e, and was gl ass snooth, so that there was no clinbing it

But at one point there was an opening, rectangular, evidently arranged to be closed by a sliding
panel of the stone. Doc Savage and the others passed through

"l do not know what will happen,"” Martin Space said. "But keep your heads."

Kit Merrinore | ooked around when they were through the aperture in the wall. There was no one in
sight. Ahead stretched a flat area, and on either side was the ring of strange pyram dical houses
There was one very striking thing about the whole picture: The incredibl e neatness

There were no small objects about. No baskets. No inplenments, vessels or trinkets. There was no
dust or dirt, even; not a single article of clothing could be seen anywhere

There was no sound. Only the shiny bl ackness of the unusual | odestone of which everything was
made. And the cliff, a |loom ng black silence overhead, with the upside-down building under it
Stillness—

Ms. Space said, "Goa—he al ways—+ feel, when | see himas the Egyptians nust have felt when they
saw the waters part for the Israelites.”

Martin Space, as if the words had been all that was needed to give hima final shove, stopped

He said, "M . Savage, perhaps | should try to nake sone things clear before we go any farther."

DOC SAVAGE cane to a halt. For a nonent, the weird silence seened as real as a nonster

Doc Savage said, "These people are of Hi ndu descent, the original followers of the yogi beliefs
and have been at it for centuries.”

Martin Space did not seem surprised. He nodded

"You have an anal ytical and reasoning mnd," he said. "I hoped you would realize that what you
will see here is real, and absolutely possible. You are right about these people of Ost being of

H ndu and Yogi descent."

"You know the history of the GCstians?" Doc queried

"They once populated a city in what | presume is now | ndo-China," Space replied. "Wether it is
the lost city which was found in the Indo-China jungles a few years ago, | do not know. You will
recall that such a city was found, and no one has as yet been able to explain what becane of the
people who built it and vani shed centuries ago."(Such a city was found in Indo-China by explorers
and novie patrons may recall having seen notion pictures which were nade of the fantastic place and
later exhibited over the United States.)

Doc said, "That is true."

"The Cstians were driven out of their original city by a plague," Space continued. "Their yogis

or nedicine nmen, got themhere, to this place. It nust have been a terrible trip, but boats were
known in that day, although it was |long before the time of Christ

"They reached this valley and the magic bl ack nountain, and stayed here because of the nountain
You and | know the nmountain is only magnetic iron oxide, or iron oxide magnetized by the earth
itself. But the Gstians considered it a magic nountain."

"They have been here since?" Doc asked

"Ch, yes. Renmenber, | said they were followers of the yogi belief fromthe first? Yogis are
believers in few conforts for their bodies and much deep thinking. A great yogi would spend his tinme
in sitting and thinking about things and the world and the nysteries of life, instead of trying to
make a | ot of noney."

"Sort of the opposite of the way things go in New York," Kit Merrinore said dryly.

"Twenty-three or twenty-four hundred years of thought and reflection explains what you are goi ng
to see soon, and some of what you have already experienced," Martin Space finished. "Cone. W will
speak to Goa."

He wal ked to a spot under the strange tenple hanging fromthe underside of the cliff. As they
drew near, a stout cord with a knot every foot or so came snaking down fromthe upsi de-down tenple
CGoa descended the cord

THERE was not hi ng new about the appearance of Goa. Doc Savage and his aids had seen, apparently,

the fell ow before. The master yogi —that was what he turned out to be—was the spider-arnmed fell ow who
had appeared in the jungle and urged themon toward Ost.

H s age was undoubtedly beyond seventy, and he was clad only in an enornously long red cloth

whi ch he had w apped around and around his person, tucking the end in. His arns were strong, judging
fromthe easy manner in which he descended the line. Wen he spoke, it was in excellent English

al t hough there was nothing Caucasi an about the cast of his features

"You will climb the rope, and at the top you will find a spot where you can talk," he said

Doc Savage tested the line. It seenmed solid. Martin Space went up. He seened to have had

practice, for he had no trouble. H's wife, a nmuscular wonan, also nounted. Then Kit Merrinore, and
finally, Doc Savage. They left the remarkable creature, Coa, at the foot of the rope



Doc Savage swung through a hole into a square bl ack room which was absolutely bare and |ighted

only by such illumnation as was reflected up through the hole. The room had no ot her opening

Kit Merrinore | ooked down at Goa standing at the foot of the rope

"He gives ne the creeps,"” she said

The next instant she junped and cried out. Goa was suddenly standing al nost beside her. And he

had not clinbed the line

Kit Merrinore blinked at him "Wy—-why—you nust be twins!"

"l have been standing here all the tinme," Goa said calmy

Kit Merrinore | ooked suddenly indignant. She opened her nmouth, and it was plain to be seen she

was going to state in no uncertain terns that she knew when she was being kidded and didn’t like it
Doc Savage stopped her

"Goa is a master of self-projection," the bronze man said

The young worman obvi ously knew what that neant. She stared at Doc as if about to call hima liar
then thought better of it, noistened her lips and said, "l—well, I'"'mjust a bit too nodern for that
There is no such thing!"

"On the contrary," the bronze man replied. "You have just seen proof of it. Goa stood here, yet

we saw himdown there at the front of the rope."

"There is sonme trick to it!" the girl snapped

The bronze man shook his head: "It is real enough in this case, apparently. Just howit is
acconpl i shed is beyond ny present ability to explain. At any rate, it is known the brain definitely
does set up tiny magnetic fields, and that nervous inpul ses are probably electrical in nature, so it
is not absolutely inpossible that the brain does send out inpulses just as a radio station sends out
ether inmpul ses. Not the same kind, naturally."

"1"1l be darned if | can believe it," said Kit Merrinore

"Myself and ny men saw Goa plainly on the seacoast many nmiles fromhere, and later in the

jungl es,"” Doc explained. "And you will recall that many sailors saw this city of Ost, a |likeness of
whi ch Goa nust have projected by nental power."
"All right!" snapped Kit Merrinore. "That's enough. | don't believe any of it. | won't believe

anything that anybody can’'t explain to me so | can understand!"

"Sci ence has been unable to explain many of the nysteries of the Oient," Doc Savage reni nded
(Among the nysterious feats of Hi ndu fakirs which science has been unable to explain is the one
where the yogi floats unsuspended and unsupported in md-air before the eyes of the observers. For
many years, travelers have reported witnessing this inmpossible feat. For years, it was clainmed by
scientists that hypnotismwas used. But within recent nonths actual pictures have been taken of the
subj ect suspended in md-air. Such pictures appeared in the |llustrated London News anong ot her
publications, and were reprinted in some magazines in the United States. Wile it nay be possible to
hypnoti ze an individual and make himthi nk he was seei ng sonet hing which was not happeni ng

hypnoti zing a canera is sonething el se again

For years, skeptics have | aughed off these inpossible feats of the yogis by saying that it was
hypnoti sm since a canera phot ograph showed not hi ng. But the above instance definitely refutes this
cont enti on. -Kennet h Robeson.)

Goa said calmy, "There are nore inportant things to discuss than what | can and cannot do."

"What ?" Doc Savage asked
"Not a pleasant subject,

the strange creature replied. "Death."

THE bronze man did not change expression, but Kit Merrinore blanched a little.

"Wiose deat h?" Doc asked

Martin Space answered that question. "My own and ny wife's," he said. "And now, probably the
lives of this young |ady, yourself and your nen."

Goa nodded. "I might add, nmy own as well."

Martin Space | ooked at the strange blue, long-arnmed old fellowin red

"I amsorry, Goa," Space nuttered. "You befriended nme, and used your nental powers in an attenpt
to summon help fromthe outer world to take nyself and ny wife back to civilization."

Doc Savage listened with interest to this

"You know a sail or named Ben Brasken?" Doc asked Goa

"No," the old man replied, "except that | read your mnd after a fashion. That is one of ny
powers, as you would call it. | see by your thoughts that Ben Brasken is sonme one who caught ny
projection of the city."

Kit Merrinore gasped, "Then Ben Brasken didn't come here?"

Doc replied, "He did not. He could not have, because it was physically inpossible, and Ben
Brasken was no yogi. What happened was this: Ben Brasken had a dreaner’s mind, and was nore
receptive to Goa' s thought projection than the other sailors on the Benny Boston. Ben Brasken was
put into a state of comm, so greatly was his mnd affected

"He crept off to a recess in the ship, probably one where he was in the habit of going when he
wanted to be alone. He renmined there for days, not entirely hinself nentally, under the spell of
Goa’'s projected thoughts all the time. He made those iron blocks while under the spell." The bronze



man paused and gl anced at Goa.

"Naturally, | included instructions in howto get here in ny projected thoughts," Goa said. "
al so sent out mental pictures of Martin Space and his wife."

Doc Savage nodded. "There is one other thing which Ben Brasken nentioned that you have not
expl ai ned. "

"What ?"

"Sonet hing that Ben Brasken called a terrible fear."

THE strange silence was no |onger outside. As the party had entered Ost, the sinister quiet had
been perhaps the nost striking thing. But now there were noises, low calling for the nost part, but
occasionally a sharper shout. And as nonents dragged on, there were nore and nore of the shouts

Goa seened interested in the noises nore than he was in the conversation they were having

"The fear?" he said vaguely. "Ch, that! Perhaps Martin Space had best explain it."

Martin Space nodded. "Goa is ny friend, you understand. He is the only friend | have here, or

that any white man has, really. It was different when we first came, when we first stunmbled on this
pl ace by accident and slid down into the valley with ropes. Sone of themwere friendly to us, then
But Lupp killed sone of them when he escaped."

"l did not know that," Doc said

Space nodded. "Only Goa’'s warnings saved ny life then."

The nmuttering bel ow was | ouder, nore om nous

Doc Savage asked Goa, "What nekes your beliefs differ fromthose of the other Ostians?"

O d Goa shrugged. "They do not believe as I," he said. "Thinking is hard work, and for the |ast
generation or two, it has rather stopped. | amthe last of the great thinkers. The human brain is
like what you call a nuscle, and if it is not used, it falls off in strength. As for the question of
the life of this man Martin Space—why shoul d he die?"

There was really no reason

Doc said, "Lupp cane back."

"We were afraid he would," Space nuttered

"Why did he return?"

Space | ooked at Goa. The queer old fellow shrugged in a perfectly human way.

“"No harmin telling him" he said. "The real harm was done when Lupp found out about it."

Space told Doc. "When these people left their ancient hone, they brought along the accumul ations

of generations of wealth. At the expense of sounding trite, | will say that they have gold and
jewel s such as you never dreaned existed. You know that even to-day sone of the greatest collections
of hoarded wealth are to be found in India. The instinct to hoard nust be a racial one."

Kit Merrinmore said, "Lupp told nme he saw a pair of cut dianonds as |large as his fists!"

"The eyes of an ancient inmage of sone kind," Space nodded. "Such huge jewels were al npst

invariably used for such purposes.”

There was a sharp cackl e of shouts bel ow. They had an angry inperativeness

Goa went to the floor aperture and stared downward. They babbled up at him

CGoa | ooked at the bronze man and the others

"It is too bad you are not up to the task of self-projection,” he said softly. "If so, you m ght
make them think you were el sewhere. |, nyself, may be able to escape themin that fashion."

Doc Savage went to the aperture and | ooked down. The area i nmedi ately bel ow was blue with the

spi der-arned men. They were armed with their queer sticks and nooses, and with | arge bl ocks of wood,
bundl es of reeds, and jars which seened to contain an oil of sone kind

"They |l ook as if they nmeant business," Kit Merrinore said

OLD Goa, who talked as if he were one of themin spite of his amazi ng appearance, said, "Lupp and
his nen killed sone of them and they have decided to kill every white man in the valley. After all,
it is avery sinple conclusion for themto reach. And not a bad one."

"They will have their difficulties when they tackle Lupp,” Doc Savage said, "Lupp is arned with
sonme very nodern machine guns and mlitary equi pnent."

Kit Merrinmore made her jaw firm

"If you think they' re going to bunp us off easily, you've got another guess com ng!" she snapped
She whirled, eyed old Goa. "What is there around here to fight wth?"

Goa shrugged. "Nothing."

Kit Merrinmore squinted at him "Look here! You sound phony to nme! You are supposed to be sone

kind of a yogi or nedicine man who spent his life sitting here neditating. That don't ring right
because you speak English as if you had been throwing it around all your life!"

Goa shrugged again, spread his hands

"My friend Martin Space has been here a long tinme, and Lupp and the Chinaman, Two-bit, were al so
here, and fromthem| |earned the tongue," he said. "It does not take me long to learn things. W
brain is a storehouse which | keep well in order."

A puff of snoke drew the party’'s attention to the opening again. The Gstians had nade a great

pile of tinmbers, kindling and tinder below, had dunped their oil on the whole, and sone one had cone



running with a hot coal. The nass was bl azing up. They were bringing nore fuel.

Space swal | owed, said with an effort, "Trying to suffocate us!" and | ooked at his wife.

"It's all right, Martin," his wife said.

Kit Merrinore declared, nore as a statenent of fact than in a panic, "I’mnot ready to die yet by
a long shot!"

A d CGoa sighed.

"I think there is a part of man which never dies," he said. "I confess a great curiosity to find
out about that, yet | ama bit reluctant to be shoved into taking the step."

Chapter XIX. THE REST OF THE VI CTI M5

DOC SAVAGE' S five associates were still at the nouth of the underground boiling-hot stream by
which they had entered the valley. The bronze nan had told themto wait there. They had waited.
About | ong enough, they were thinking.

Renny stood up and bl ocked and unbl ocked his huge fists.

"Holy cow " he runbl ed. "Sonething has gone wong. And I'min favor of using our judgnment."

The others agreed. That was the usual procedure. Orders fromthe bronze man were to be obeyed,
but not if their better judgnment told themthere was some good reason why they should not be.
The shots they had heard nmuch earlier had inpressed them as being reason enough.

"We should ‘a” gone to find out what that shooting was about right off the bat," Mnk nuttered.
The party headed for the dirigible. Having rested, they felt nuch better. The heavy iron
contraptions by which they had entered the valley were difficult to carry, so they buried them at
the foot of a promnent tree, and hid the spot well.

Approachi ng near the dirigible, Doc’s nen discovered three of Lupp’s men guarding it. The trio
were much too alert to be captured without a noise. They might easily be winged with the machine
pistols and nercy bullets, but that woul d nean a racket, too.

"l got an idea," Monk whispered.

"Treat it gently," Ham snapped. "It’'s in a strange place. Wat is it?"

"Take the carburetors or sonmethin’ off the airship, you clothes-horse shyster, so the thing won't
fly," Mnk said.

Ham gritted his teeth to show what he thought of that.

"l suppose themthree guards won’t have anything to say about it?" he sneered.

AT this point, two nore nmen appeared out of the jungle and wal ked toward the three guards

wat ching the dirigible. There was a short conference, then the two clinbed into the notor gondol as,
which were really conpartnents entirely contained within the craft. There was a clinking of tools on
metal . The nen clinbed out again in about five mnutes.

They carried the injection jets, very essential parts of the special Diesel mbtors with which the
craft was powered. The Diesels did not have carburetors, as Mnk now recoll ected.

"Bl azes!" the honely chemi st gritted. "They thought of it ahead of us!"

Lupp’s nmen now wal ked away fromthe dirigible, heading up the valley. They carried the jets,

whi ch were not heavy.

"I"1l be superanal gamated!" bony Johnny nuttered. "An obreptitious reconnoiter is propitious.”
"Eh?" Monk said.

Long Tomtransl ated, "I guess he neans we better trail ‘em"

They did that. It was not difficult. Mnk, as if he had something he wanted to think over,

dr opped behi nd.

Perhaps fifteen mnutes |later, the others suddenly discovered Monk was no |longer with them He

had di sappear ed.

"Do you suppose sonething could have happened to hi n?" Ham gasped.

The stark anxiety in Hamis voice was surprising in view of the things he had been telling Mnk
about the latter and his ancestors and how little he—Ham—woul d care if Mnk fell into one of the
sul phur - exudi ng vol cani c cracks they had passed enroute, which would be only a sanple, Ham cl ai ned,
of where Monk was eventual |y goi ng, anyhow.

Ham when Monk came stal king out of the jungle a bit later, flewinto a rage again, however.

"W thought you had got killed," Hamgritted, "and had just stopped to cheer!"

Monk grinned amiably. The honely chemi st was carrying some netal objects.

"The airship won't fly without these, either," he said, and exhibited them

He had renoved certain very essential gears fromthe Diesels.

"Now | gotta find a place to bury ‘em" he said.

He | ooked around. Immediately, his eyes protruded.

"dory be!" Mnk gul ped.

The Chi naman, Two-bit, had come out of the jungle and was watching them

MONK, who | ooked as clumsy as a M ssouri snapping turtle, produced his supernmachine pistol with
ast oni shi ng speed.
"Start sonmethin’, heathen!" he squeaked. "I think | could die happy, once | got to pepper you



good! "

Two-bit grinned at themas if they were his very dear friends.

"Vel |y happy see you fella," he said.

Monk and the others exchanged startled | ooks.

"Me ook all ovel hellee fo' you fella," Two-bit explained blandly.

Monk grow ed suspiciously, and said, "There's a Celestial in the woodpile here somewhere!"
Wi le Two-bit stood smiling happily at Doc’s nen, and they stood waiting for whatever to happen
that was going to happen—nothing would really have surprised themthe pig, Habeas Corpus, and the
what-is-it, Chem stry, cane out of the jungle and stood at Two-bit’s side.

Two-bit bent over and scratched each animal.

"Velly nice hog and velly nice funny nonk," he said.

Monk and Ham gave signs of having been struck dead where they stood.

"They likee nme," Two-bit expl ained.

"Habeas!" Mnk yelled. "Ain't you got no pride a-tall!"

"Shut up, you dope!" Renny thunped softly. "They could hear that yell back in San Francisco!"
"This is a yelling matter!" Mnk gurgled. "Ham that danged flea-carrier of yours has plum
corrupted nmy hog!"

"My—Ay— Ham sputtered his indignation. "If there was any corrupti ng done, your hog—

"Mssy Kit Mellinole likee two animals, too," Two-bit offered.

"There!" Mnk croaked. "That's what caused it. That danged girl!"

Long Tom strode forward alertly and addressed Two-bit.

"Just what are you doing here, fellow?" the electrical w zard demanded.

Two-bit said, "You fella nmake m stake about nme all along."

"Yeah?"

“"Me fliend of Maltin Space," said Two-bit.

NATURALLY, none of Doc’s associ ates believed Two-bit, and since nature seens to have endowed each
Oiental with a poker face, they were not nuch nore certain after they had questioned himclosely.
Two-bit, in answer to their queries, maintained he had been a faithful servant to explorer Martin
Space t hroughout, and had joined Lupp only with the idea of getting to civilization and bringing

hel p back to get Martin Space and his wife.

Two-bit blandly explained that the reason Lupp had returned to the valley was to get the store of
anci ent weal th which the Gstians had brought here fromtheir original dwelling place.

"The story is hokum " Monk decl ared.

"It tluth," Two-bit declared.

"It’s a lie! You had plenty of chances in the United States to escape from Lupp and tell your

story.”
"You no savvy," Two-bit conplained. "It do ne no good to escape, because only Lupp know how fi nd
this place again. Me, | tly and tly to steal papel with location on it, but Lupp keep it hid sone

place all tinme."

The bronze man’s aids put sone sharp queries to Two-bit about this, but did not shake him Even
Ham an expert at such stuff because of his legal training, could not nake the Oriental adnmit he was
| yi ng.

They gave it up in disgust.

"W’ Il take himalong and go see what’s in the upper end of the valley," Mnk said.

Doc’s nen started forward, after searching Two-bit and finding a revolver on him They cane to a
wel I -worn trail, headed along it.

Two-bi t inmedi ately bal ked.

"Not this way!" the Oriental objected. "You fella fall in tlap!"

"Yeah?" Monk inquired.

"Lupp fella watch this tlack," Two-bit explained.

Monk thought that over, then grinned thinly.

"So that's it!" the honely chem st growl ed. "Listen, fellows! Lupp sent this rice-eater to steer
us wong! Probably he's got a trap set, and Two-bit, here, wants to lead us into it. Wat do you
t hi nk?"

"l say followthe trail," Renny runbled.

The others agreed, and they followed the trail.

Two-bit |ost his tenper and said sone rather expressive words which he nust have picked up around
the water fronts of English-speaking countries, after which he acconpanied them There was not hi ng
else for himto do, when it came right down to it.

Monk and Ham becane involved in a deep, whispered discussion about whether to forgive their pets,
who now appeared to want to adopt their respective nasters again.

It ended with painful abruptness when the bronze man’s ai ds becane aware of gun muzzles
protruding fromthe jungle on either side of the trail.

Lupp’s voice said calmy, "I hope you gentlenen don't think for a nonment that | won’'t shoot!"



Chapt er XX. PAYMENT | N DEATH

DOC SAVAGE' S five nen had no doubts about what Lupp m ght do. They had been trapped, and they

were the nore stupefied because Two-bit, the Oriental, had warned them about it

Two-bit, it now seermed, had been on the |evel

Doc’s nen lifted their hands, and when they saw the nunber of foes who canme out of the jungle

with ready guns, were glad they had not tried to fight. Al Lupp’'s gang seened to be present. Mre
than a dozen

Two-bit gave Lupp a big, happy smle, said, "This lowy and foolish one got |ost. These bad fella
glab him which is what he had conming fol being such clunmsy ox."

Lupp gave the Oriental a dark-eyed scowl, opened his nmouth, closed it, and said nothing

Monk and hi s conpanions said nothing, either. They alnpst held their breaths. Two-bit, they were
convinced, was all right. And if he put this over, he mght help them

Two-bit apparently put it over

"Stand still!" Lupp ordered his prisoners

They were relieved of their weapons, their pockets were enptied, and Lupp’s nmen produced strong
cords and applied themto their wists. Judging fromthe workmanli ke knotting, there were ex-sailors
in the gang

"Shoot that hog and that other thing!" Lupp snarled

At this, Habeas and Chemi stry vanished into the jungle. Two bullets could hardly have gone nore
swiftly.

Lupp, enraged, turned on the prisoners. "Were is Doc Savage, Kit Merrinore and the Spaces?"

This was the first the prisoners had heard about Doc Savage havi ng encountered the young woman or
any one named Space, and their startled expressions undoubtedly did nore than their vocal denials to
convince Lupp they really did not know where Doc was.

"Well, we're going to keep you alive for a while," Lupp advised them "You may cone in handy."

He barked commands, and the march got started toward the end of the valley where Ost lay. Lupp

had no hesitancy about following the trail. He sinply made his captives wal k ahead, so that they
would fall into any trap of poisoned thorns or hidden arrow guns which m ght be planted

Monk, to keep his mind off possible traps in the trail, asked questions

"How did you birds get the dirigible off the Benny Boston?" the honely chemi st wanted to know.
"Velly easy," Two-bit volunteered. "W lun ship aglound on’ island, lock clewin hold and put
boxes on beach. W fix up ailship and—

"Shut up, you laundryman!" Lupp snarled

Eventual |y Monk and the others caught sight of the black overhanging cliff under which Cst was
situated. About the same tinme, they began to hear sounds of shouting and scream ng, and to observe a
sheet of snoke creeping out fromunder the face of the cliff

"I"ll bet Savage is having sone trouble!" Lupp chuckl ed gleefully, and nade every one put on

speed

HAM Monk and the other three, anxious and consumed with curiosity to know what was happening
dashed ahead so briskly that it was only by running at full speed and cl ubbing with gun stocks that
Lupp and his nen slowed them down. Even after that, they nade a brisk pace, and canme in sight of the
strange city of Ost.

The party ran with their nmouths open in astoni shment and wonder for a time, and it was only when
Lupp nmanaged to stop themthat they realized what was happeni ng

Lupp used field gl asses on the snoke pouring out fromunder the cliff

"Hah!" he yelled. "They're snoking Savage, that girl, the Spaces and old Goa out of the tenple!"
This seened to be what was happeni ng. An enornous anount of snoke, and probably a great deal of
heat, was pouring up froma fire kindled under the tenple. The fire had evidently been burning sone
tinme, judging fromthe gigantic colum of snmoke hangi ng above the cliff

Lupp said, "That'll get Savage out of there, if he’s in the place. But we can work it as well as

t hem bl ue nugs, and now is a swell chance to nmake a surprise attack and clean out the place."

Monk and the others were now | ashed to trees, one nan to each tree, and a thorough job was done
with the tyings, as had been done with their wist bindings. They could scarcely nove when Lupp’s
men were done, and Lupp assigned a rifleman, a thin fellow with one bad eye, and that entirely evil
to watch them meking it highly unlikely they would get free

Lupp and the others rushed off in a charge. Monk pronptly emtted a yell for whatever good it

woul d do. It got himknocked sensel ess, the rifleman seeming to take a pleasure in the job. And the
Cstians did not hear it, being too busy junping and yelling around their fire.

Renny coul d see, fromwhere he was tied, alnost all that happened. And the awful cries told him
the rest

Lupp and his nen got through the hole in to the city before they were discovered. Each of them
carried a submachi ne gun or automatic rifle, and apparently, plenty of amunition. They turned

| oose

A roaring as of rain on a great roof cane out fromunder the cliff. The acoustics of the place

made the machi ne-gun roaring hol |l ow soundi ng



It was inpossible to see over the wall, but the cries told enough. The hel pl ess Gstians nust have
died by the dozens.

Then the unexpected happened. Lupp and his men appeared, running wildly in flight. Three of them
were being carried by the others. These three seened to have sonmething wong with their |egs.

The Ostians then appeared. But they were not chasing Lupp and his gang. The Gstians seened to
want only to get away fromthe horrible place.

Sonet hi ng other than the Gstians, then, had routed Lupp. Mnk, who had regained his senses, and
the others | earned what it was when Lupp arrived.

Lupp swore until his face was al nost as blue as that of an Gstian.

"Space’'s rifles were in the tenple!" Lupp snarled. "He and Savage are using them They didn't use
‘emon the Gstians. | guess they weren't in any danger fromthat fire and snoke. But they sure used
themon us!"

"Velly tough,” Two-bit said. "Mebbeso cannot get close to cliff evel."

Two-bit did not sound as if he thought it was very tough.

FOUR or five hours now dragged past. None of the Ostians put in an appearance. Things appeared to
have become too much for them and they had hi dden out, and were no longer a force to contend with.
Doc Savage showed hinself in an aperture which opened in one of the sides of the tenple. There
seened to be a nunmber of such openings, fitted with doors so skillfully made that their exact

l ocation could not be detected when they were cl osed.

Doc dropped a line down, a line with a knot every foot or so. Wiether or not he intended to
descend, no one ever knew. He m ght have been nerely seeing what woul d happen.

At any rate, Lupp’s nen cut the rope with bullets before it had stopped sw nging.

"We got himpenned in there," Lupp said. "But with themrifles, he can keep us away. | happen to
know Space had plenty of anmmunition when he cane to this place."

That seermed to be the inpasse.

Renny, Monk and the other three waited with their breaths al nost bated for what Lupp was pretty
sure to decide to do. He had not nmentioned the idea eventually, but it was |ogical that he woul d.
He woul d threaten to shoot themif Doc Savage did not surrender the tenple fortress—that strange,
suspended buil di ng whi ch hung under the cliff for no good reason but that it was nmade of bl ocks of
| odestone filled with a magnetismthat held themto the cliff, which was al so of | odestone.

But Lupp was slow getting the idea they feared he woul d get. Lupp even di sappeared later in the
day, with two of his nen, and was gone for considerable interval. Al npbst three hours.

Doc Savage's nen next observed Lupp close to the walls of Ost, yelling at Doc Savage. The bronze
man appeared and yel | ed back. This shouted exchange continued for several mnutes.

The prisoners were too far distant to hear exactly what was said.

Lupp left the vicinity of the Gstian wall, and next appeared before the prisoners wearing a big
grin, and followed by two nmen carrying | arge boxes whi ch were obviously so heavy that their weight
was all the nen could stagger under.

Lupp | eered, expanded his chest.

"Well," he said, "W made a deal ."

THE i dea of Lupp making a deal with Doc Savage snmacked of the inpossible. Mink and the others
stuck their ears out and |istened.

"You seen nme havin' a talk with Savage?" Lupp said.

"Uh- huh," Mnk adm tted.

"O K.," Lupp continued. "We nade a deal. It's this: | give Savage a share of the treasure and
turn you nmugs | oose, and Savage gets out of Ost, and stays in the jungle until we get clear of this
place in the airship."

"Cn!" Monk expl oded. "You already got the |oot, eh?"

"Of course," Lupp said, looking surprised. "W got that the first thing."

He paused and pointed at the boxes. "There's the share we’'re gonna give Savage. We're gonna turn
you | oose, see, and you take it into Savage in the city. Have himexamne it if he thinks we're
trying to run a whizzer on him"

"Sonet hi ng about this snells," Mnk said.

Lupp swore. "You're dammed right it snells! But what am| gonna do? | can't have Savage gettin’
out —

He stopped, |ooked confused.

"So there is a catch!" Mnk grow ed.

Lupp glared at him "Al right, there is. | don't think Savage and the rest of you will ever be
able to make it out of this place. Maybe you will. But if you do, it'll be months fromnow, and |’'1I]I
have the swag di sposed of and be out of the picture.”

That, Monk refl ected, sounded nore reasonable. The honely chem st swung his arms briskly when he
was untied, and was contenplating taking a swing at Lupp for luck when one of the boxes was shoved
into his arns. It was a stout pine box, one which had evidently been brought to the valley aboard
the dirigible. It was extremely heavy.



The others were untied. Ham Johnny and Long Tom were handed boxes. This was all of the boxes
"I"1l help with one of them" Renny runbl ed

"WAit a minute," Lupp said. "l've got sonething for you to carry."

Wth that, he wal ked over to Two-bit, the wily Oriental, and with a sudden bl ow of his revol ver
barrel, knocked Two-bit sensel ess

"He thinks he's been kidding ne," Lupp said sourly. "But |’'ve had a hunch he was working for
Space all the tinme."

Renny picked up Two-bit. Mnk, Ham Long Tom and Johnny carried their boxes

They were permitted to walk to the strange, black nmetropolis of OCst.

Monk called a parting word over his shoulder. "You'll probably try to shoot us down when we

| eave! "

"You can trust me," Lupp said smugly.

WHEN Monk and the others had staggered out of earshot with their burdens, one of Lupp’'s men
addressed his chief

"They’' re suspicious as hell," he said

Lupp chuckl ed. "Sure. But not suspicious of the right thing."

"But Savage may guess the truth!"

"Unlikely. | told Savage the boxes would contain food, arns and anmmunition, and a part of the
treasure which we had already recovered. | told himhe could take them and | eave the valley, or
fight it out, as he pleased, providing he would | eave the city. He agreed to |leave the city to get
his men rel eased. "

"Ch," said the other. "Then he won't suspect. But | thought the treasure was all in that hangi ng

t enpl e?"

"The bulk of it is," Lupp agreed. "But there is a little scattered around over the valley in
little shrines. Savage and even old Goa will think we have gathered that."

The other man shivered. "But maybe Goa is m nd reader enough to detect the trick?"

Lupp shook his head, cursed softly. "Goa can read minds, but he has to be face to face with the
subject, then I think he judges quite a bit by facial expressions. But don't think for a minute that
he can't project or teleport his thoughts, crazy as that sounds. He nmade them sailors on the Benny
Boston think they saw this whol e—=

He stopped to watch Monk and the others file through the narrow aperture in the wall of Ost. A
few nmoments | ater, Doc Savage swung down from the hanging tenple. Goa followed the bronze man nore
slowy. Then Martin Space, his wife, and lastly, Kit Merrinore

"Swel I'!" Lupp grow ed. "A perfect set-up! Now, all we've got to do is wait until they open the
boxes!"

"You sure there'll be no slip?"

"No chance. There's TNT enough in them boxes to sink half a dozen battleships. And the nonent one
of those boxes is opened, an electric contact will be closed and set it off."

The other nodded, noistened his lips. "How did you get wise to the chink?"
"Ch, he's probably all right."

"What ?"
"Sure. | just figured I'd get rid of him Never did |like the whel p. Too chicken-hearted. During
that business with the machine guns a while ago, he clained his gun jammed. | think he jammed it

himself. Afraid to kill anybody."

They stood there conversing, nmainly about what their swag would bring. Lupp, on his previous
sojourn into the valley, seened to have apprai sed the treasure rather closely, and he had definite
i deas about what the venture should pay.

"Beauty of it is we won't have to deal through fences," he explained. "Nobody' |l know how we got
it. | should say five or six mllion, anyway, and naybe nore."

Mention of so much noney nade the listener a little flushed

But the roaring explosion which came an instant |ater nade hi m pal e again.

Chapter XXI. THE TRAP

LUPP was running an instant after he heard the blast. He kept in the open, and could see all that
happened

The boxes, he deci ded, had been taken into one of the pyram d bl ack houses at the end of the city
wal | for opening. The house cane apart, and the pieces junped high, buffeted about and |icked and
split by tongues of flane

Dust and snoke came up to engulf the stones while they tunbled about in the air, and the whol e
cliff trenbled, and a few big fragnents cane | oose and ran bounci ng down.

The roar, strangely enough, was not a single sound, but a boom ng series of them due to sone
strange, echoing effect of the cavity under the cliff

Lupp wenched to a stop, and waited until a few rocks had conme rolling toward hi mand stopped

and the dust had lifted to show a tunbl ed mass of black stone where the house and that portion of
the wall had been



"Conme on!" Lupp yelled at his nen.

They scranbled wildly over the nmass of blasted rock, sone portions of which were still settling,
maki ng groani ng noi ses

Lupp listened to these unpl easant sounds and chuckl ed

"I'll bet Savage or sonme of his crowd are nmaking a few of those!" he decl ared

The men got over the mass of stone which had been the house before the expl osion

Lupp saw that the rope was still hanging down fromthe tenple which clung so queerly to the
under si de of the cavernlike cliff overhang

"Clinb up!" he ordered. "Lower the stuff down. Them fool Ostians may get their nerve back. If

we' re away before they do, so much the better."

Lupp held the rope, and two of his nen clinbed. Then greed to see the wealth he knew was above
got the best of Lupp, and he yelled at another man to steady the line, and hinmself started up. The
knots were | arge enough so that it was not at all difficult to clinb

Lupp got ten feet or so up

A man bel ow yel | ed, "Hey! Look!"

Lupp | ooked. And he pronptly fell the ten feet back to earth, bruising hinself, but hardly
noticing. He sprang erect with his gun in his hand

"Tricked us!" he squaw ed

He was apparently right. Doc Savage and all his party had appeared—eutside the walls of Ost.

OQovi ously, they had crept out through the narrow city gate while Lupp and his nmen were cl anbering
joyfully over the blasted remmants of the house

Doc and his party was furthernore now stati oned so as to cover the hole blasted in the wall, as
well as the narrow city gate. And they had Martin Space's rifles.

Two of Lupp’s nen, overly reckless, raced for the hole nade by the expl osive

Doc Savage and big-fisted Renny aimed deliberately. Their rifles nade noise. They nust have nade
a slight mstake and both ainmed at the same target, for one of the two men fell, shot through both
l egs. The other whirled and fled

"Get down!" Lupp snarled. "They found out about the explosive and managed to expl ode the boxes so
we woul d thi nk—=

He stopped, fell to eying the blasted renains of the house narrowly. Sonething struck him The
expl osi on had seenmed anply |arge when it had occurred, but now that he thought about it, and the
power of TNT, he came to a decision

"They only expl oded one box!" he snorted

Lupp got hinself under cover, |ooked around, and hit on a canpaign

"We' Il blow six or seven holes in those houses and the wall!" he yelled. "Fromthem we can do

pl enty of good sniping!"

Lupp hinself carried hand grenades, and several of his nmen were |ikew se equi pped. They produced
the violent little nmetal eggs

"Listen!" a man nuttered. "That guy is yellin at us."

THE fell ow meant Doc Savage. The bronze man's powerful voice was plainly audible. He was
conveyi ng a war ni ng

"Do not use your grenades," Doc called, which proved he had heard Lupp's yell. "It is dangerous—
Lupp gritted, "Wo the hell does he think he is!" and began hurling grenades

They were powerful grenades. The first one rolled into a pyram d house, went off, and lifted the
roof and kicked the walls outward. The second upset a line of black wall.

Lupp, |ooking pleased and enthusiastic, snarled, "These eggs can do plenty!" and let fly a third
He was right. The grenade could do plenty, and it proceeded to do it—much nore than Lupp or any
of his men expected. It did what Doc Savage had tried to warn themthat it would do

The bronze man had al ways adhered to his policy of never taking a human life if it could be

avoi ded, and it was for that reason that he had yelled

Lupp’s grenade lit in a house with the other three boxes of TNT. Doc and his nen had set off only
one with a small grenade of their own which had contained a tinme fuse. Doc chanced to have one of
these left on his person

The shock was terrific. It was nore of a shock than an expl osion, even out where the bronze nan
and his conpanions stood. It hurt their ears, even their eyes, with its sudden pressure

The earth junped and shook, so that they instinctively doubled over and put their hands on the
ground to keep fromfalling

A few rock fragments reached as far as the spot where Doc and his aids stood, nostly com ng
boundi ng al ong the ground, and driving thembehind trees for safety.

There was a great roaring and grinding after the first smash of the blast, a kind of del ayed
shock with it, too, as if the explosion had caused sonething to happen

"The cliff fell down!" Mnk yelled

MONK was wong. It was only the tenple. But it might as well have been the cliff, for all it
meant to Lupp and his nmen, because they happened to be under the tenple at the time it came down.



The sudden shock had been too much for the strange tenple sticking, by the force of magnetic
attraction, to the underside of the cliff.

"Magnetism" Long Tom the electrical w zard explained, "can be disturbed by a shock, as any one
can prove by taking an ordinary horseshoe magnet and hitting it a sharp blow with a hamrer.

Soreti mes the magnetismwi |l be al nost conpletely destroyed. The shock disturbs the atomic
arrangenent which causes the nagnetic lines of force, and—

"l should say the fell ow nbst disturbed was Lupp," said Munk, who was a bit callous, and who had
been | ooki ng around. "Ham found sonething he clains is all that is left of Lupp, but it |ooks to nme
like nothing but a big, greasy nass."

Then Renny came up to explain that only two of Lupp’s nen were alive.

"They cleared out during the excitenment," Renny runbl ed.

Monk shouted, "They nay try to get the airshi p—Renenbering he had renpved certain essential parts
of the airship, the honely chem st | ooked nore relieved.

Renny said, "Wat you had better worry about is finding those jets for the dirigible Diesels

whi ch Lupp’s nen renoved."

Their searching | ocated sonme of the jets, but others they did not find.

It took the group al nbst three weeks of rather painstaking work to fashion new Diesel jets out of
the materials at hand.

In that interval, the Gstians cane around to a nore |evel -headed way of thinking. They accepted
the presence of Doc and his nen, and agreed to | et them depart.

The falling of the tenple, the Gstians announced el aborately, nust nean that the spiritual power
of their deities—another way of describing the nagnetismin the | odestone nountain—had rel axed and
let the tenple fall. Therefore, things should be changed.

The weal th brought with themfromtheir ancient home centuries ago was accursed, and shoul d be
handed over to the white men. It was so that it could be handed over to the white nen that the
deities had relaxed the hold on the tenple and let it fall.

Just how nuch old Goa had to do with this inpression getting around anong his peopl e was

probl ematical. Wien Doc went to question Goa, the old fell ow had vani shed sonewhere into the jungle.
Doc Savage spent a good deal of time hunting Goa, desiring greatly to hold | engthy conversation
with him for Goa was the one being the bronze nan had ever encountered who had actually

acconpl i shed many of the things that the nore |iberal psychol ogi sts and experts on the human brain
have admi tted possible.

But there was no trace of Goa. He was a sly old fox.

DOC SAVAGE' S nen took no part in the Goa hunt. They were occupied with the Diesel jets, and with
the jewel s and yell ow netal which they were collecting fromthe weckage of the tenple, with the aid
of the Gstians.

There was a great deal of the wealth. Even nore than they suspected. The val ue unlucky Lupp had
put upon it would not cover nore than a fraction of it, because Lupp had never seen the full extent
of the trove.

The bronze man’s aids had to discard every nonessential part of the dirigible in order to carry
the full |oad.

Doc, having failed to find Goa, did sone research on the subject of why all Ostians had bl ue

skins. The solution turned out to be a sinple one: A sacred color, blue. So the Gstians sinply took
all their baths in water which had been dyed with the juice of a berry.

None of the Ostians woul d consider |leaving the valley. They said so in no uncertain | anguage.
Furthernore, they insisted that if they never saw any nore white nen, it would be perfectly all
right with them

"Heck with them" Monk grinned. "Wio wuld want to stay here, anyhow?"

Ham said, "I know what your objection to ‘emis, you mssing link!"

"What, you shyster?"

"These short-1egged, long-arnmed Cstian girls don't appeal to you."

Monk gri nned.

"They were kinda spidery at that," he said.

The dirigible got all of themout of the valley, and npst of the way back to civilization. They
only had to wal k through the jungles for about three weeks after the lifting gas gave out.

THE END



