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Chapter |. THE PLOTTERS STRI KE
A COMET hurtled through the cloudy sumer sky. It was a man-made conmet of toughened steel and
al | oy—the New Ol eans- New York passenger plane. A hoarse, unending snarl of power poured fromthe
exhaust stacks of the three speed-cow ed notors.
About a dozen people |ounged in the cabin. Some toyed with nmagazines. Others played bridge. They
coul d not have been nore at ease under a reading |anmp at hone.
Two of the passengers were not so calm however. Their faces were tense. Their eyes held fear.
It was plain they were not scared nerely because they were riding in a plane. Their gaze fanned
the surrounding clouds tinme after tine. It was as if they nonentarily expected sone hideous fate to
pounce fromthe dingy heavens.
"Take it easy, Edna," murnured one of the two. "I think we are safe here."
The speaker was a man. He bul ked big in the wi cker plane seat. H's rugged hands were drawn into
knobbed fists. Hi s blond, coarse hair was peppered with gray at the tenples. It had been tousel ed by
nervous stroking of the man's blunt fingers. He seened very worri ed.
The man | ooked like a picture an immginative artist mght paint of that two-fisted Norseman, Eric
the Red.

H'S nane actually was Eric. He was "Big Eric" Danielsen, president of Danielsen & Haas, the

| argest |unber conpany in the southern United States. Every man in the |unber business had heard of
Big Eric, who had worked up fromlowy shed stacker in a sawril|l to power and mllions.

"Big Eric Daniel sen—aow there's a white guy!" they'd generally say. "Hasn't got an eneny in the
wor | d!'"

They woul d have changed their mnds, could they have seen Big Eric's drawn face and tense nuscl es
as he sat in the speeding plane. He was |ike a man apprehensive of being stricken by a fiendish
eneny at any instant.

"Try to get sone sleep, dad," suggested the young wonman Big Eric had addressed as Edna. "You sat

up all night with an automatic pistol, and don't try to say you didn't! | awakened during the night
and saw you!"

The resenbl ance between Edna and her father was strong. She had his firmfeatures, blond hair,

and blue eyes. She was nearly as tall as Big Eric. And she was a ravishing beauty.

A fanous notion-picture concern had once of fered Edna Dani el sen a young fortune if she would

enter the talkies. The conpany had been fl abbergasted when the entranci ng young wonman poi nted out
that her salary as an executive vice president of her father's |unber corporati on exceeded the film
offer. It was an event when such beauty and brains cane together.

The fact that the nmen passengers on the plane—those who didn't have their w ves al ong—had

sel ected seats where they could steal a covert |ook at Edna now and then, showed what a pippin she
was.

One nman passenger al one had not done that. Strangely enough, this fellow was the cake-eater type
who usually ogle pretty girls in an ill-mannered fashion. H s hair was slicked down until the top of
his head resenbl ed the greased back of a black turtle. He had an evil face.

A nonment before, this unsavory fellow had visited the washroomin the rear of the plane. In
passing Big Eric and Edna, the man had carefully kept his face turned away.

"There's sonet hing queer about the way that man acts!" nuttered Big Eric.

"l was just thinking the same thing, dad," replied the gorgeous Edna.

The plane cabin was partially sound-proofed. Up forward in the pilot's conmpartment, they coul d



hear the assistant pilot talking into the radi o-tel ephone instrunent, which was in conmunication
with the nearest plane dispatcher of the air line. The nan was giving the condition of the air they
wer e passing through, and getting infornation on visibility ahead, as reported by other planes.
"1'm gonna keep an eye on that slick-haired gigolo!" growed Big Eric, still watching the
evil-faced man, who sat forward. The massive |unber king renoved a large arny automatic froma hip
pocket. He put it in a coat pocket, where it could be gotten at nore swiftly.

"Don't do anything reckless, dad!" warned Edna.

Big Eric tried to chuckle. He was under such a strain that the sound he produced was hardly nore
than a hollow rattle.

"I"'mnot so junpy that I'lIl start shooting everybody that |ooks suspicious, just on the chance

that 1'lIl get the Gray Spider, or one of his nmen."

At mention of the Gray Spider, dread flashed to Edna Danielsen's pretty face. It was obvious the
name had a terrible significance.

"Do you—think our trip to New York will really be of any hel p?" she asked hesitatingly.

Big Eric clenched his jaw and said firmy: "I"msure of it!"

"l have never net the man we are going to see," nmurnured Edna.

"Brigadi er General Theodore Marley Brooks!" Big Eric's rugged face |ost sonme of its worry. He
spoke remniscently. "I met himwhen | was working nmy way through Harvard. We were pals. | was a

pl odder. Hamwas a brilliant man, one of the quickest thinkers | ever knew. But we got along swell."
"Ham—+s that his nicknane?"

"Sure. Hamgot it in the Big War. He was always a | over of adventure. Even back in college days,

he carried an innocent-I|ooking black cane that was in reality a sword cane. It got himout of nmany a
tight spot. He was always tunbling into trouble. But he still managed to beconme the greatest |awer
Harvard ever turned out.

"I'n the World War, he advanced to a brigadi er general ship. H's quick thinking saved the |ives of

t housands of our soldiers.”

Edna Dani el sen seened doubtful. "But can even a great |awyer and qui ck thinker help us? The G ay
Spi der nmust have hundreds, thousands, of men in his evil organization. A lawer can't whip an arny!
Not even a superman coul d!'"

Big Eric's firmlips arched in a tight smle. "That is exactly why |I’mgoing to see Ham Brooks.
Ham knows a person who is just what we need—a supernan!"”

"l don't understand!" Edna was puzzl ed.

"Doc Savage!" Sonething like awe was in Big Eric's voice as he spoke that nane.

He nentioned Doc Savage in the sane manner an Italian peasant woul d speak of Miussolini, or a
deeply religi ous Mohamedan woul d refer to Allah, or a Christian mnister to his Deity. It was
obvious fromBig Eric's tone that he considered Doc Savage nothing | ess than a suprene being.

"Ham knows Doc Savage!" he said proudly. "W may be able to get Doc Savage to hel p us against the
Gray Spider!"

Big Eric spoke as if he believed that would sol ve everyt hing.

PRETTY Edna Dani el sen puckered her charm ng forehead in an amazed fashion. "You speak of this Doc
Savage as if he was just about the npbst renarkable person in the world," she murnured; "yet, |’'ve
never even beard of him"

"You never heard of O ark Savage, Jr.?"

"Ch!" gasped Edna. "Is that your Doc Savage? Wy, he's the wi zard who perfected that new species

of fast-growing tree. Wiy, with that rapid growh, the forests of this world will never be
exhaust ed! But what good will he do us? W don't need forests!"

"No," grinned Big Eric. "But this Doc Savage is just as great in other things. Medicine, geology,
engi neering—all these fields are his famliar territory—

"And still," interrupted Edna, her mind centered upon their imediate troubles, "that doesn't

help us out in the |least! Neither your Ham nor your Doc Savage can cope with the Gay Spider!"

H s daughter's exasperation now mldly anused Big Eric. He went on, then, explaining his purpose

in seeking out Doc Savage in their trouble.

"Perhaps neither Ham nor Doc coul d hel p us against the Gay Spider, but Doc and Ham and the rest

of their pals can help us, |'msure!"

"You see, it's not Doc alone, though Doc is the mainspring and regul ator of the group. There are
five of them besides Doc. They're all nmen who are experts in their respective lines, and all of
them owe so nmuch to Doc—even their |ives—that they will do anything for him Not only that, but his
know edge is so great that he is the one person to whomall rmnust bow.

"And | know they'll help us, because that's their work; their lives are devoted to the task of
smashi ng those who plot evil, of helping those who need hel p. They want excitenent; they yearn for
adventure; they live on thrills! They're real nmen—and it will take real nmen to get the Gray Spider!"
Fat her and daughter now fell silent. Discussing the power and mastery of the nighty Doc Savage

had renewed the courage of both. They stared steadily beyond the nose of the speeding plane. In that
direction lay the city of New York.

There in the nmetropolis, they hoped to find their sal vati on—boc Savage.



THE assi stant pilot was speaking again into the radi o-tel ephone transmtter. "All going OK ," he
intoned calmMy. "Looks like a perfect trip."

He was wrong.

There cane a sudden, terrific explosion. It was within the washroom at the rear of the plane. The
washroom door popped off its hinges. It flew the length of the cabin. A great tongue of scorching
flame seened to pursue it.

Sheets of the thin metal skin of the plane were ripped fromthe rear of the fuselage by the

bl ast. Wndows burst outward. Acrid snoke boiled in the cabin.

M racul ously, no one aboard the plane was killed, but the ship began to flounder crazily. The
tail structure had been nearly torn off. Controls were severed. The craft was helpless as a bird
wi th a broken back.

The pilot and his assistant seenmed stunned with surprise. There had been no fuel tank in the rear
of the plane. No part of the regular equi pnent coul d possibly have caused the expl osion.

"Dad!" exclai med Edna Dani el sen. "That slick-haired man went into the washrooma few m nutes ago!
Remenber ?"

"Sure, | remenber!" runbled Big Eric. "The dirty rat! He lit the time fuse of a bonb and left it
in there, if my guess is right!"

The pl ane careened nore crazily. The mangled air liner was going to crash! The altimeter in the
pilot's conpartment read ten thousand feet. It was indeed fortunate the plane had been flying so
hi gh. There woul d be precious minutes in which to escape.

This air line was one which equipped their planes with a parachute for each passenger! The packs
and the qui ck-attaching harness were in baskets above the seats. One 'chute to each passenger, but
no spares!

The pilot and his assistant still seened paral yzed with surprise.

Big Eric showed the stuff that had taken himfroma lowy sawm || worker to the heights. He
assuned char ge.

"Put on your parachutes!" he boomed commandingly. "You will find themin the baskets over your
seats! Then junp! One at a tinme! Quickly!"

A fat lady pronptly screaned.

"Be calm" urged Big Eric. "There's nothing to be scared of!"

But pandenoni um sei zed the dazed passengers. Parachute junping might hold no terrors for Big Eric
and his blond, beautiful daughter, who stood so staunchly at his back. But to the others it snacked
of the next thing to suicide. Another wonman screeched. Men bel |l owed sensel ess words at each other in
their fear.

Big Eric caught sight of the slick-haired man. The evil-faced fell ow had been crouching fromview
behind a seat. But now the plane door opened.

The man | eaped through into space. He had donned a parachute before the expl osion!

This proved to Big Eric that the man had set the bomb. The fell ow was one of the Gray Spider's

m ni ons!

BIG ERIC stood in the center of the plane cabin, and used his vast voice and powerful arms to
quel | the excitenent. He knew how to handl e panic-stricken crowds. He had | earned that trick in nmany
a sawm || disaster.

"Cut out the fool screeching and junp!" he roared. "Pull the ripcord ring of your parachute when
you're clear of the plane!"

Big Eric's brain was racing. Wiy had the Gray Spider's nman set the bonmb—f the fellow was really
one of the sinister gang? How could it be an attenpt on the life of Big Eric and his daughter? The
ot her passengers seened in as much danger.

The torn plane was falling faster. Air was roaring through the rent portion of the fusel age. The
earth was swelling upward |ike the green and bl oated paunch of a vast nonster.

In faltering succession, the passengers pitched through the plane door. The faces of sonme held
white terror as they junped. A few were grinly conposed. O hers sobbed bel ated prayers.

The pilot and his assistant had awakened to their sense of responsibility. They were left al one
with Big Eric and his daughter.

"Junp!" the pilot shouted. "W shall go last!"

Big Eric understood. No doubt the pilot and his assistant felt bad because they had not been

first torise to the energency and take charge of the passengers. They would feel better were they
the last to quit the fast-falling plane.

Swiftly, Big Eric swing for the door. O her passengers were safe.

Wth a lunge, his daughter got in his path. Her horrified | ook brought the big | unbernman up

short.

"What's wong?" he denmanded.

"If this is an attenpt on our |ife—eur parachutes nust have been tanpered with!" gasped the girl.
A sharp runble came out of Big Eric's chest. Wenching his 'chute pack around, he tore open the
brown canvas covering. He stared at the silk folds of the 'chute itself.



"Look!" he bel |l owed.

A powerful acid had been poured into the parachute pack. The stuff had destroyed the strength of
the silk.

A qui ck exami nation was made of Edna's 'chute. They found the sane condition.

Big Eric swallowed rapidly. The ninble thinking of his attractive daughter had saved both their
lives. To have junped with those nmutilated 'chutes woul d have been certain death.

The pilot and his assistant came forward with an offer that redeened their earlier failing.

"Qur packs are OK'! Two of us will junp with each 'chute!"

THE huge, mangled air liner had paused at about four thousand feet as though to chase its own
broken tail about. But now it careened downward in a steeper plunge than ever.

The pilot hastily wedged pretty Edna Danielsen into his own 'chute harness. The two of them

| eaped bravely through the plane door.

There was no tine for Big Eric to note whether the two had made the junp safely. Seizing the
assistant pilot, Big Eric sprang clear of the plane. He was trusting his work-hardened nuscles, now
wr apped around the other nman's body, to withstand the shock of the opening 'chute.

Wien they had tunbled well clear of the plane, the assistant pilot gave the ripcord a yank. Wth
a swish like a large bird spreading its wings, the silken folds poured out. A shock followed that
seened to draw Big Eric's arns an inch apart at the joints. Then they floated in the air.

Big Eric glanced about. He enmitted a bellow of rage.

The slick-haired nan had | anded and cast free of his 'chute harness. The fell ow had dashed to a
near - by hi ghway. He was stopping a notorist, using a pistol for the purpose.

Big Eric dug his automatic out of his coat pocket, tw sting one armaround for a firner hold. It
vom ted a deafening pow, pow, pow But the distance was too great. He saw the bullets spade up dust
far wide of the target. He stopped shooting, not wanting to hit the innocent notorist.

There was quite a shock as the overl oaded parachute |l owered Big Eric and the assistant pilot to a
cornfield. Big Eric dashed nadly across corn rows to | earn whether his daughter had | anded safely.
He found Edna giving the pilot a ravishing smle of thanks—a smile the airman undoubtedly woul d
remenber the rest of his life.

"C non!" shouted Big Eric. "That slick-haired skunk is getting away fromus!"

He charged to the highway. But he was too |ate. The shiny-haired, evil-faced man who had set off
the expl osi on was already out of sight in his conmandeered car.

Big Eric glanced at Edna and said grimy: "I'd bet a million that he was a tool of the Gay

Spi der!"

They hurried to a farnhouse tel ephone, and put out an alarmfor the woul d-be nurderer. It was of
no avail, however. The man had vani shed.

From the nearest town, Big Eric and Edna caught a train for New York City.

"I'"mnot going to breathe easy until we put ourselves in the hands of Doc Savage," Big Eric said
uneasily, as he listened to the click of the speeding train wheels.

Chapter 11. CULT OF THE MOCCASI N

ALIGHTING in the vast Grand Central Station in mdtown New York City, Big Eric and Edna hurried
to a tel ephone.

"I"'magoing to call Ham" Big Eric explained. He | ooked up "Ham s" nunber, then lifted the
receiver.

He did not pay particular attention to a man who hobbl ed near by on a pair of crutches. The
fellow had one armin a sling. H's face was swathed in bandages. Hs hair projected a tousled nass
fromthe gauze swathing. It was curly and yell ow.

Big Eric replaced the receiver.

"Ham was not at his home," he told Edna, "but he left an address where | can find him"

The two travelers from Loui siana quitted the station and engaged a taxi.

They failed to note that the bandage-swat hed man had hobbl ed out after themon his crutches. The
fell ow showed remarkable agility.

Over to Fifth Avenue ran Big Eric's cab. It wheel ed south. The hour was near dusk. Mriads of
lighted windows in the skyscrapers nmade themlike stacks of flashing jewels.

The bandaged man had taken another cab. In the obscurity of the machine, he was keeping a close
watch on Big Eric's vehicle. At the sane tine he fingered his bandages as though their presence was
i rksone.

Bi g Eric Daniel sen and his daughter alighted before a great building that ran upward |ike a white
slab for nearly a hundred stories. It was one of the |argest and nost sunptuous in New York.

They rode in an elevator to the eighty-sixth floor. Big Eric touched the bell button beside a
door which was severely plain, and devoid of all l|ettering.

The door opened, framing a nan.

"Ham " booned Big Eric. "By golly, I"'mglad to see you!"

Ham was a sl ender, quick-noving man. His garnents were of the very latest cut and the nost
expensive fabrics. He was sartorial perfection.



In one well-groonmed hand, Ham carried a harmn ess-1ooki ng bl ack cane—+the sword cane which Big Eric
had nmentioned. Ham was sel dom seen without this necessary itemof his dress.

Big Eric and Ham began punpi ng hands and giving each other terrific thunps on the back.

"You fuzzy-eared pirate!" Ham chuckl ed.

"You skinny anbul ance chaser!" runbled Big Eric.

The lunber king turned proudly to Edna. "This, Ham is ny reward for getting married instead of
bounci ng around over the world, tunbling into nesses and out, as you have done. My daughter!"

"I find it hard to believe"—Ham sniled gallantly—that such a honely father could have a daughter
so entrancingly beautiful."

After a few nore ribald pleasantries passed between the old friends, Big Eric glanced about the
of fice curiously. The place was furnished with great luxury. A large safe stood at one side. A
massi ve and exquisitely inlaid table was near the |arge wi ndows. A door on the other side of the
room was cl osed.

"This your office, HanP" the | unbernman inquired.

Ham shook his head. "No. This is the New York headquarters of Doc Savage."

Big Eric glanced about anxiously. "I hope we can neet Doc Savage soon. W certainly need his
aid. "
At this, Ham s well-barbered face showed regret. "I'mafraid | have sonme bad news for you."

"Eh?" Big Eric's ruddy features paled. "Wat d' you nean?"
"l cannot find Doc Savage," replied Ham soberly.

A SHOCKED silence filled the roomfor a nonent.

"Colly!" gasped Big Eric. "You don't nean the Gray Spider heard | was comng to Doc Savage, and
killed Savage to keep himfrom hel ping ne?"

Ham waved the suggestion away with his sword cane.

"Not at all! It is something entirely different. You recall that | told you a great deal of Doc
Savage. Especially did | dwell upon the fabul ous fund of know edge he possesses. | nentioned great
di scoveries he has made in the fields of chem stry, electricity, surgery, and so on. In your own
field, you know of the marvel ous quick-grow ng tinber tree he perfected."

"l certainly do!" affirmed the lunber king. “In ny opinion that is the outstanding piece of plant
wi zardry of all time!"

"What | amgetting around to is this," continued Ham "These marvel ous di scoveries are made by

Doc Savage during periods when he drops fromsight. He sinply vani shes. Nobody knows where he goes.
Nobody can get in touch with him It is as though he had dropped fromthe earth."

"Then our trip to New York is for nothing!" Edna Dani el sen said sharply. "Your Doc Savage is
supposed to devote his services to mankind, yet he goes off sonme place where he cannot be found when
he is needed the nost!"

Edna was di sappointed at not finding Doc Savage here, and with an unreasonabl eness not uncommon
to the fair sex, was inclined to blame Doc for not being there.

"Young | ady," Ham said severely, "you do not realize that Doc Savage's benefactions to humanity
ext end beyond hel ping every Tom Dick, and Harry, or Mary, Jane, and Anne out of their private
troubl es. Doc Savage has a great |aboratory at sone renpte spot in the world, a laboratory that is

unquestionably the finest in existence. That is ny opinion, although even I, one of his five best
friends, amnot sure. No doubt he has retired there, and when he appears, he will be bearing sone
new contribution which will save thousands of |ives.

"That contribution may be a new nmethod of curing some disease. It may be anything. But it will be

of vastly nore inportance than any personal msfortune you or anybody el se might have net in the
neanti me! "

Ham had spoken with a passion to which he was sel dom noved. At his words, the pretty young woman
| ooked very angry, then thoughtful, and, finally, contrite.

"I"msorry," she murnured.

Ham bowed an apol ogy. "Pardon ny bluntness, if you will. | realize you were not fully aware of
the amazi ng character of Doc Savage."

Ham now conducted Big Eric and Edna through the rest of Doc Savage's skyscraper aérie.

In an adjoi ning roomwas one of the nost conplete scientific libraries to be found. Thousands of
volunes lined the walls and filled nassive floor cases.

Next cane the | aboratory, a very large room replete with benches of apparatus and case after
case of rare chemicals and netals. Efficient electric furnaces, m xing machi nes, exhausting
machi nes, and equi prent of which no one but Doc Savage knew the use, were set on permanent bases
here and there.

"The second nost conplete |laboratory in existence," said Ham proudly. "The npbst conplete is
undoubt edl y the one whi ch nobody but Doc has ever seen."

THEY returned to the outer office.
"Isn't there any possible way we can get hold of Doc Savage?" Big Eric asked desperately.
"Absol utely no way!" declared Ham "He will appear here. Until he does, no one can get word to



him Doc denands absol ute solitude when he does his greatest work. It nmay be weeks before he
returns. It may be mnutes."

"I'"ve got mllions of dollars," Big Eric nmuttered. "If noney wll—=

"It mght interest you to know," Hamsmiled dryly, "that during the past year Doc Savage has
probably spent on worthy causes nore millions than you possess."

"Where'd he get his jack?" inquired Big Eric, with the natural curiosity of a man who has made a
success wi shing to know how anot her man acconplished the sane thing

Ham i gnored the question to nake a statenent

"Doc Savage has nerely to step into a radio station at a certain hour on a certain day, and
broadcast a few words in a | anguage not one person in ten mllion understands. Wthin a few days, he
will receive automatically a shipnent of several mllion dollars' worth of pure gold."

Big Eric goggl ed

"Colly!" he sputtered. "Were does it conme fron®"

Ham shook his head. "I amnot at liberty to tell any one."

Nor coul d the npst agonizing tortures have forced Hamto reveal the source of Doc Savage's

fabul ous and perpetual wealth. It came froma lost valley in a renpte section of Central Anmerica
did that limtless flow of gold—<$roma valley defended by descendants of the great Mayan
civilization of ancient times. The wealth was supplied by the Mayans to be devoted solely to the
benefiting of mankind, and it was through Doc Savage that they knew it would be expended for that
pur pose

But the source of the gold was a secret to all but Doc and his five friends, of whom Ham was one
Beauti ful Edna Daniel sen twi ned her fingers together thoughtfully. She was beginning to realize
Doc Savage was a personage mghty beyond all her imaginings

She wondered what he | ooked |like. He'd probably be a shriveled little wart with a head like a
barrel. He woul d wear glasses with lenses as thick as mlk-bottle bottons.

Doc's body woul d be just anple enough to carry his nagnificent set of brains around, Edna

deci ded. That was always the way wi th geniuses. They had spent all their |ife studying
intensively—which in truth is what nmakes a genius. But as a consequence, they becane pale
shrivel ed, bal d specinens

It wasn't a conplinentary nental picture Edna painted of what she expected Doc Savage to | ook
like. She reflected he'd have whi skers. They'd | ook |ike he was going around with his chin buried in
a bird nest.

Edna was due for a shock

SUDDENLY Ham j unped as though stung. Into the office there had penetrated a weird sound

It was low, nellow, trilling. It mght have been the alarmnote of some strange feathered
songster of the jungle, or the sound of an undul ating breeze filtering through a jungled forest
Beautifully nelodious, it still had no tune; and it was inspiring without being in the |east
awesorre

"Doc Savage!" Ham said softly.

For this was the sound that was a part of Doc—a small, unconscious thing which he did in nonents

of intense concentration. To his friends, it was both the cry of battle and the song of triunph. It
woul d cone fromhis lips in noments of stress—when events of inportance inpended

It had the peculiar quality of seeming to cone fromeverywhere rather than froma definite spot

It mght have been emanating frominside the office. Yet Doc Savage was certainly nowhere about

A commotion burst in the corridor outside

A man screaned. It was a terrified scream A pistol exploded. It filled the corridor with

deaf eni ng echoes

A moan fol |l owed.

Then sil ence cane

THE corridor door opened swiftly. An ammzing picture was reveal ed

In md-air before the door, a man was suspended. Bandages which had swathed the man's features
wer e disarranged. A yellowhaired wig hung askew, revealing hair that was black and slick as the
back of a greased turtle.

It was the man who had attenpted the life of Big Eric and Edna in the passenger air liner. He
must have raced to New York in a chartered plane

But the slick-haired man was forgotten as Big Eric and Edna stared at the arm and hand which held
the fellowin md-air.

Such an arml It was Hercul ean, yet so perfectly forned that Its great size was evident only in
conparison to the man it held as effortlessly as it would suspend a rag

The nuscl es and tendons were |ike bundles of piano wire. The fingers were |long, yet so nuscul ar
that they had utterly paral yzed the slick-haired man by their nmere grasp upon his scrawny neck
Mbst remarkabl e of all was the unusual deep bronze color of the flesh. Indeed, the skin seened to
be sinply a bronze |l acquer applied to the corded steel of the tendons

The remai nder of a mghty bronze form which had been masked by the door now appeared. The



slick-haired victimwas carried easily, his feet twitching weakly several inches off the floor.
"Doc Savage!" Ham said softly once nore.

Pretty Edna Dani el sen was stunned. Could this be the fanpus Doc Savage, who she had pictured as a
shriveled runt, w th whiskers and bottl e-bottom gl asses?

Wiy, this man was the nost astoundi ng physical specinen she had ever seen! The nuscul ar

devel opnent of that bronze body was little short of incredible.

And the bronze face! The beautiful Louisiana girl knew she had never gazed upon nore striking
features. They were perfect in their strong regularity. The hair, of a slightly darker bronze, |ay
back smoothly.

It was Doc Savage's eyes that held her though. They were strange, nmarvel ous eyes. They glittered
li ke pools of flake gold as they caught little lights fromthe ceiling chandelier. Those gol den eyes
seenmed to have a power of conveying commands solely by their expressive quality.

Doc Savage released the slick-haired man. So terrible had been the grip upon his neck, the fellow
fell to the floor as though paral yzed.

"He was |istening outside the door," Doc said. "He had a gun in his hand, as though he were going
to leap in here, shooting. Fortunately, the gun mssed ne when it went off as | seized him"
Doc's voice was capabl e of wondrous tonal changes.

"He's one of the Gray Spider's nmen!" said Big Eric.

Big Eric's words were little nore than a whisper. He was awed by the inpressive presence of this
great man of bronze.

And it was the first time Big Eric had been awed by any man!

DOC SAVAGE noved into the laboratory. His going was so light and effortless that he seened to
flow like a quick puff of bronze snoke across the carpet.

"I've seen what | thought were strong nen!" Big Eric nmunbled. "But | never saw anything until a
m nute ago!"

Beauti ful Edna Dani el sen added a thought which reached nobody's ears. "I can say the same thing
about his good | ooks!"

Doc Savage cane back. He carried a small |eather case. This held, on a plush bed, two hypodernmc
needl es.

Doc applied one of the needles to the eavesdropper's arm

Not hi ng seened to happen. The fellow nerely sat there, absently rubbing the spot where the needle
had pri cked.

"Get up and sit in a chair!" Doc comanded conpel | ingly.

The man obeyed neekly.

Noting the astounded faces of the others, Doc tapped the hypoderni c needl es and expl ai ned.

"The first holds a drug which affects a certain portion of the brain, rendering the victim

i ncapabl e of thinking. This fellow, for instance, will now do anything | tell himbecause he cannot
think of reasons why he shouldn't. | could tell himto go over and junmp out of the w ndow, and he'd
do it without being able to think that the fall neant certain death. This drug is one of ny late
devel opnents. "

Doc indicated the second hypo needle. "This contains a drug which neutralizes the first. In other
words, this man will remain in his present condition for days, unless he receives the second drug."
Big Eric and Edna had listened to this in a sort of frozen wonder. Ham however, did not seem
surprised. He was accustonmed to the remarkabl e things Doc Savage did.

Ham del i vered bel ated i ntroductions.

Attractive Edna Daniel sen was nildly vexed when Doc Savage showed no signs of being noved by her
beauty. This was sonething new for Edna. Mdst young nmen would have all but toppled over after an
enthralling smle such as the one that seened wasted on Doc. Strangely, she felt a desire to inpress
this remarkabl e bronze man, a desire that was unusual to Edna, in whose |life young nmen neant

not hi ng.

Doc Savage killed no time in getting down to business.

"l amsorry | was not here to receive you," he said. He let it go at that—ot troubling to

expl ain that he had been for the past weeks at his "Fortress of Solitude," whence he always retired
for his experinents and study. This retreat was on a rocky island within the bl eak fastness of the
arctic. No one knew where it was, other than Doc.

"Tell your story," Doc conmanded.

"l am president of Danielsen & Haas, the |argest |unber concern in the South," explained Big

Eric. "For sone nonths past, | have noticed strange happenings in the Southern |unber industry. The
first of these revolved around Wrldw de Sawr | |ls, a rather |arge concern.

"The president and vice president of Wirldwide Sawmi|ls were the principal owners of the conpany.
They dropped suddenly fromsight. The word went out that they were taking an extended world cruise.
But | had private detective investigate, and no trace of their sailing on such a cruise could be

f ound.

"Simul taneous with their di sappearance, two strangers took charge of Worldwi de Sawnm || s.

Everything was | egal. The vani shed vice president and president of Wrldw de had signed over



absol ute control of the conpany to these nen. There was no doubt of that."

Big Eric paused to nake an angry growling noise in his big throat.

"The two strangers are |looting Worldw de Sawrills! |'msure of it! They're liquidating the
conpany, which is worth many mllions! They're selling out slowy, and pocketing the proceeds.

"A few weeks later, alnost the identical thing happened to Bayou Sash & Door, another |arge
concern. The next was the Little G ant Lunber Corporation. And others followed. In each case, the
owners dropped from sight, and strangers took charge."

Big Eric struck the inlaid table for enphasis.

"I tell you, a highly organized gang is stealing mllions!" he exclained.

"l BECAME suspicious," Big Eric continued. "As | nentioned, | put private detectives to work.

They found little of value. But they did unearth strange runmors of a sinister being known as the
Gray Spider, who is noving slowy but surely upon a gigantic plan to |oot the |lunmber industry of the
Sout h. "

"That all you know of the Gray Spider?" Doc inquired

"Yes, except that queer, uncanny things are told of this Gay Spider. One tale has it that his
organi zation is a fanatic group known as the Cult of the Mdccasin, and that they give human
sacrifices. Those runors are strange things to be connected with high finance and thievery."
"Sounds |i ke voodoo," said Doc Savage. "Cults of voodooismare known to flourish right here in

New York. |ndeed, cases of human sacrifices have been proven. But you have not told what brings you
here. Has the Gray Spider nade attenpts to throw his web about you?"

"Exactly!" runmbled Big Eric. "First, an attenpt was made to ki dnap nyself and mny daughter
Evil-looking little brown nen attacked our car, but | beat themoff. Twice after that, we were shot
at. | becane worried, and started for New York. The man you just seized tried to nurder us by

di sabling the plane, and fixing our parachutes so they were worthless."

"Who takes charge of your conpany in case you are put out of the way?"

"My daughter," said Big Eric proudly.

"I n case you both are elimnated?"

"Why, Horace Haas," Big Eric replied hesitatingly. "He owns a portion of the concern, and is the
junior partner. He's a harnm ess cuss. Not even a good business man. But he furnished the capital for
my first business venture, and for that reason, | guarantee you he will share in ny fortune as |ong
as there is such a thing."

Doc's strange gol den eyes flickered appreciatively. Big Eric evidently was not a man who forgot

his friends

"Wait here," Doc directed. "I amgoing to search the prisoner." To the drugged captive he said
sharply: "Follow nme!"

The man got up neekly and foll owed. He bunped into the inlaid table and stood pushing foolishly
against it until Doc pulled himaside. The man was so under the influence of Doc's weird drug that
he was not able to reason that he could get past the table by going around it. He was like a
mechani cal man sonebody had wound up and turned | oose

Qut of sight of Edna Daniel sen, Doc stripped the prisoner. He exami ned the fellow thoroughly

Inside the man's nmouth, he found the only thing of interest

It was a |ikeness of a poisonous water nobccasin tattooed on the roof of the fellow s nouth

Chapter 111. DEATH IN THE AIR

"THI'S man is one of the Cult of the Mccasin," explained Doc Savage, when he had dressed the
prisoner and taken himback into the outer office

"If that drug of yours has fixed the fellow so he can't reason things out, maybe he'll answer our
questions truthfully," suggested Big Eric. "He can't think up lies to tell us."

Doc's bronze head shook. "The trouble is, he can't think up the answers, either. The drug is
nothing in the nature of a truth serum”

Big Eric smled widely. "I'mdang glad you're going to help me fight this Gray Spider! | like
your style!l™

Doc Savage did not reply inmediately.

"l haven't said | would," he pointed out

Big Eric blanched. He stuttered: "Wiy—won't you?"

"I will," Doc told himaquietly. "Providing we can agree on the matter of the fee you will pay."
"Uh—aml " Big Eric swallowed. "Just what fee would you consider?"

"You have nore noney than you know what to do with, haven't you?"

"Well, 1'd hardly say that," Big Eric nuttered with the caution of a rich man

"The fee is one mllion dollars,"” Doc said as calmy as though he were a | aborer asking three
dollars a day for his services

"Huh!" Big Eric purpled. He all but choked. He howl ed: "One nmillion! And you' re the guy who goes
around benefiting humanity! It looks to ne like you're trying to hold nme up—

Big Eric caught Hamls eye and hastily swallowed the rest of his outburst. He | ooked at Doc. The
remar kabl e bronze face was as inscrutable as the netal it resenbled



Big Eric suddenly got the idea it would be usel ess to squawk about being overcharged. At the sane
tine, he was too canny to put out such an outrageous fee w thout knowi ng he woul d get his noney's
worth in results.

"You will turn this million over to a comnmttee you and | will select,” Doc continued. "It wll
be used to supply food and cl othing and education to the poor and destitute in Louisiana."
"Ch," said Big Eric, suddenly ashamed of his outburst. He offered a hand. "I'Il do it, of
course."

Doc took the hand.

Big Eric had believed he owned a big, hard, powerful fist. But his hand was as a soft baby's in
t he case-hardened grip of Doc Savage.

Big Eric drew a long breath of awe. This bronze nan possessed a strength that was unbelievabl e,
even though one had seen the incredible sinews in his arms and hands.

"\Were are Mnk, Renny, Long Tom and Johnny?" Doc asked Ham

Doc Savage had named the other four menbers of his group of five friends and aids.

"They were to arrive in about an hour," replied Ham

Doc Savage now noved to the wi ndow. He drew sonething fromhis pocket—sonething the others could
not see. The bronze hand made rapid notions on the glass of the w ndow

Big Eric and Edna had no idea what Doc Savage was doi ng, but Ham knew.

Doc was witing a nessage on the window with a transparent substance. H s comunication woul d
remai n absolutely invisible until rays froman ultraviolet machine were turned on it. Then it would
appear—brilliant, glowng with an uncanny |ight.

The secret nessage was:

Go to New Ol eans at once and get in touch with nme through the |unber conpany of Daniel sen &
Haas.

Doc did not sign it. There was no need. No other hand could have inscribed a script as mnutely
perfect and recogni zabl e as his.

"Monk, " Renny, "Long Tom" and Johnny, his four friends, would turn the ultra-violet light on the
wi ndow and get the nessage.

"Cone on!" Doc picked up the drugged prisoner as lightly as though he were an infant. "We're
headi ng back for New Ol eans."

DOC SAVAGE stood on the running board of the taxicab which carried themaway fromthe towering
whi te skyscraper. Hi s presence outside the machine had a nagical effect, causing policenen to open
traffic for them

The taxi ended its journey at an airport on the outskirts of New York City. The airport flunkies
showed the great bronze man nuch attention. Mechanics scurried about.

A hangar door caved open.

"CGolly!" ejaculated Big Eric, staring at the plane which was being rolled into view

The craft was an airman's dream |t was an all-netal job, lowwng, streanined to the hei ght of
aéronautical engineering. In the air, the landing gear could be retracted, making the ship little
more than a flying wing. The three great radial notors were equipped with the |atest design speed
cow i ng.

"This is Doc's new ship,”" Hamtold Big Eric and Edna. "He had another very like this, but it was
destroyed in a terrible experience we went through in the South Seas. The present craft was
delivered while Doc was away. This is the first time he has seen it."

The slick-haired prisoner approached nmechanically at Doc's command. Doc told himto get in the

pl ane, but the man did not have thinking ability enough to realize he nust clinb the snmall | adder
whi ch fol ded out of sight when the plane was flying. Doc lifted himin the craft as though he were a
stupi d puppy.

"Wouldn't it be quicker to take Monk, Renny, Long Tom and Johnny along with us?" inquired Ham
"It would," Doc replied. "But it is part of ny plan that they should not be seen in our conpany
in New Orl eans. "

Big Eric, overhearing this, was surprised. So the big bronze man already had a pl an of
operations! He was certainly losing no tine.

Each minute in Doc Savage's presence was increasing Big Eric's respect for the prowess of the

m ghty bronze man.

Doc took his position at the plane controls. The notors started in quick succession.

Big Eric, noting the airport personnel standing around with open nouths, wondered what so
interested them Then he understood.

The plane notors were silenced! The sibilant swish of the propellers was the only sound. As Doc
opened the throttle, this note becane a terrific whine, like the noise of a great gale.

Wth a short run, the plane took the air. The | anding wheels folded up. The ship sped like an
arrow into the west.

Craning his neck, Big Eric got a glance at the air-speed indicator. H s eyes popped. They were
doing nearly two hundred and fifty mles an hour. Yet the notors were not straining.

"It don't take Doc long to go places," Ham grinned.



But even Ham woul d have been surprised to know Doc Savage had just finished a grueling flight of
thousands of mles fromhis "Fortress of Solitude" far within the arctic. For the bronze giant
showed no signs of fatigue.

Attractive Edna Daniel sen had been strangely quiet the last half hour, but her eyes had foll owed
Doc's every novenment. She seened to get a thrill out of merely watching the bronze nan.

The bi g speed pl ane rushed through the night. Inside the sound-proofed cabin, only a steady, |ow
nmoan told of their terrific nonentum

The prisoner lolled back in a seat. He slept. H's mouth was w de open, revealing the gruesone
insignia of the Cult of the Myccasin tattooed inside.

HARDLY five hours later, the plane sped across |ower M ssissippi. New Ol eans was not far ahead.
Not a cloud scunmed the sky. The nopon sl anted bright beans against the plane.

Using the plane's radi o tel ephone, Doc had kept in touch with various airport stations, obtaining
weat her infornation.

The remarkably bright noonlight enabled Doc to discover another plane flying some mles ahead.
The craft was probably nmaking a hundred and fifty mles an hour. But Doc's speed plane overhauled it
as though it was standing still.

He altered his course slightly. The other plane al so swung over.

"What do you nmake of that?" Ham grow ed. "Do you suppose the Gray Spider has sent that plane
after us?"

"We'l|l soon see," Doc replied. "I have taken no particular pains to keep our conming secret. The
Gray Spider might have heard ne getting weather reports over the radio. He could use a directional
radio |l oop and | ocate us."

Doc's ship held its course. The other craft drew closer. It was a high-wi ng nonopl ane, with a
tube of a fuselage. As commercial jobs went, it was fast.

Suddenly the ship zoonmed upward, as though to | et Doc pass bel ow

"l guess it's just sone plane making a night flight—

Ham never conpleted his statenent.

Wth an abrupt dive, the other plane flashed in front of Doc's craft. At the sane instant it

rel eased a trenmendous gush of vile greenish vapor. The stuff spread rapidly.

"Poi son gas!" bel | owed t he qui ck-thinking Ham

Doc's speed plane could not swerve aside in tine to avoid hitting the gas cloud. It had been

rel eased al nost against the trio of flashing propellers.

Conely Edna Dani el sen went white, and spread her hands over her face. Big Eric, a quick thinker
hi msel f, sucked in air to fill his lungs before the poisonous funmes cane. The prisoner sat still, as
unconcerned as a machi ne—for he couldn't think enough to realize there was danger.

The pl ane popped into the gas cloud. It cane out. One mnute passed. Two. The gas cloud was |eft
nearly five nmles behind.

Not hi ng had happened.

Doc banked the plane swiftly. He flung it for the craft which had tried to gas them

"Hey!" puffed Big Eric, unable to hold his breath longer. "Ain't that gas gonna—

"The plane cabin is airtight," Doc Savage pointed out. "Haven't you noticed you have experienced
no difficulty in breathing during the flight, although we flew above twenty thousand feet nuch of
the time? That was because the cabin is air-conditioned—furnished with oxygen stored in a speci al
supply tank."

The gas plane was striving frantically for altitude, after the manner of conmbat craft. But it was
like a clunsy buzzard fleeing froma speedy hawk. Doc's great racer cane al ongsi de. He saw the ot her
pil ot was wearing radi o earphones.

"Land—nmedi atel y! " Doc's powerful voice booned into his own radio transmtter.

The excited actions of the other flier showed he was tuned in on Doc's wave | ength. He had

| ocated Doc's plane by radio!

| NSTEAD of | anding, the pilot banked swiftly. A nachine gun, synchronized to shoot through his
propel l er, nouthed nasty red tongues.

The burst stopped short—for Doc's sky streak had flipped far to one side with a lightninglike
maneuver .

Then the entire forward edge of the wing of Doc's ship seemed suddenly outlined in terrible
little red electric bulbs. An awesone vibration swept the craft. For there was no less than ten
Browni ng guns installed in the wings of the plane!

The other craft, able to fly but a little nore than half as fast, and with only one rapid-firer,
was hel pl ess before this ultranodern sky terror. The Gray Spider pilot knew he had caught a Tartar.
He shrieked and put his hands over his face as | ead popped and tore and screaned about his ears.
The metal storm ceased.

Fearfully, the pilot peered up. He junped as a commandi ng voi ce crashed in his radio ear phones.
"You have one nore chance to land!"

Such a fearsonme quality did that great voice hold, even though distorted by the netal telephone



di aphragns, that the vicious pilot put the nose of his plane down as though his very life depended
on reaching the ground in less than nothing flat.

The fell ow was such a nervous weck that he washed out his plane in | anding. Com ng down too
heavy, the Il anding gear was w ped off, the propeller beat itself into a ravel of netal, and both
wi ngs were knocked askew.

Unhurt, the pilot bounded out. He | ooked up. Doc's plane was flashing in |like a great bat. The
woul d-be killer ran. The nearest brush was but a few rods distant.

But | ong before he reached it, a giant of bronze overhauled him Arns that could be conpared only
to steel trapped him He thought for an instant that the awful strength of the grip was going to
crush his life away.

That did not happen. He was carried to the speed plane. He tried to struggle, but the sinew
bronze hands tightened and hurt himso he could only trenble and scream

A smal| needl e gouged the man, and suddenly the man ceased all action. He was the second victim
to undergo an injection of Doc's special serum

"Get in the plane!" came Doc's conmmandi ng voi ce.

The pilot got in the plane. He couldn't think of anything else to do.

Doc Savage entered also. In a nonent, the renmarkable air vehicle took off.

SOON they circled a New Ol eans airport. Concealed |ids on the undersides of the wings slid back,
revealing the | enses of powerful landing lights. These sprayed | um nance. The ship | anded.

Big Eric | ooked at his watch.

"Colly!" he gasped his pet expression. "It ain't much past mdnight!"

Then Big Eric's eyes popped as a black |inousine purred out on the field and the driver threw
open the door and said: "The car you ordered to neet you, sir!"

"l used the radio in the plane to summon the machine," Doc told the surprised | unbernan.

"Thi ngs have got a habit of happening smooth and fast around Doc," grinned Ham tw ddling his

i ndi spensabl e sword cane.

Big Eric was a man who worked swiftly. He wouldn't have been a nultimllionaire otherw se. But
the speed with which Doc Savage was doing things had hima little dazed.

Acconpanyi ng the m ghty bronze man was sonmething |ike going around in the mddle of a whirlw nd.
It was hard to keep track of things. Two of the Gray Spider's men captured, and two attenpts on
their own lives thwarted. A hop from New York to New Ol eans! And the night was young!

The 1inousine rushed themto Big Eric's palatial honme in a swanky district.

Doc carried his two prisoners inside.

"Sit down!" he told them

They sat neekly in chairs. It was an awesone thing to see such vicious devils obey as though they
wer e machi nes actuated by jabbing a button.

"I shall leave for a while," Doc told his three conpanions. "It is essential that | do certain
wor k. "

He did not explain that this work was to | eave a message in the invisible ink which could only be
brought out by ultraviolet rays. This nmessage would be witten on the front door of the Daniel sen &
Haas | unber concern's office. Doc knew that his other four nen, Mnk, Renny, Long Tom and Johnny,
m ght arrive before the night was over. They were no sl ouches thenselves, when it came to fast
novi ng.

Doc kept silent about the nessage for the sinple reason that the two prisoners, although unable
to think, would renmenber everything that had happened to them once they awakened fromtheir strange
trance. He did not want themto overhear.

Doc took his departure. The driver of the |inopusine was astounded when his giant bronze passenger
rode outside the running board, although the tonneau was enpty. But Doc Savage habitually did that
when danger was aprowl. He liked to see what went on about him

From t he door, Big Eric watched Doc go.

"A remarkabl e man," he declared. "You know, | already feel as though | had nothing nore to fear
fromthe Gay Spider!"

Hardly were these words off his lips, when he gave a sharp start. A dazed expression canme into
his eyes. He funbled at his chest.

He fell with a loud crash to the floor. Hi s nassive frane lay linply.

Beauti ful Edna Dani el sen shrieked. She sprang toward her father. She, too, started violently. She
seened bewi | dered. Then she col | apsed.

Ham whirl ed. H s sword cane was unsheat hed. But he saw no eneny. He |leaped wildly for a door, to
escape. Then he twi tched, became vacant of expression, and hinself tunbled down al ongside the

ot hers.

The three forms were notionl ess.

Bi g Eric had spoken too soon. For the hand of the Gray Spider had stricken down every one in the
room

Chapter |V. TWDO DEAD MEN



AN om nous silence gripped the roomwhere the three linp, unnoving fornms |ay. The slow tick-tock

of a wooden clock in another part of the nmansion was a sound |like the bony footsteps of death. The
nmotor of an electric refrigerator ran softly back in the kitchen regions.

From the M ssissippi River in the distance cane the forlorn toot of a packet boat. A radio played

t hrough an open wi ndow i n the nore immedi ate nei ghborhood. There was a party where the radi o pl ayed.
d asses clinked. Gddy |aughter cackl ed.

A voice said: "M guess coast ees clear!"

Two queer-| ooking men stepped out of a closet.

They were undersi zed. Their skins had an unusual yellow sh-brown color. Their features were

pi nched.

They | ooked |ike nothing so nuch as big, hairless nonkeys, whose tails had been cut off.

Dungar ee pants bobbed above the knees. Ragged, filthy shirts conprised their only other attire.
They were baref oot ed.

Each man carried a long, slimtube.

They bent over the unconscious forns of Big Eric, Edna, and Ham Their clunsy, foul fingers

pi cked from each prostrate body a tiny dart. These they replaced in snmall |eather sacks.

It was these bl owgun darts which had brought disaster to Big Eric, Edna, and Ham They had been
propel |l ed expertly through a keyhole. The long, slimtubes were the bl owguns.

The two nen now went to the door. They made a queer, snakelike hissing note.

In answer to that signal, several nore nen appeared. They | ooked enough like the first pair to be
their brothers.

It was as though the big nonkeys with bobbed tails and hair singed off were having a convention.
Big Eric stirred slightly. He was reviving!

The nonkey men hastily bound him as well as Edna and Ham The fellows spoke a fair grade of
English to each other at tines, but on other occasions they |apsed into an amazing |lingo. This

j abber was a conbi nation of French, English, bush African, and Spanish, all interm ngled so as to be
unr ecogni zabl e.

The ugly little nen seened to be as polyglot a breed as their |ingo.

An expert on | anguages woul d have expl ained that they were a strange and little-known cl ass of
humans who have conme into existence deep within the Southern swanps. For the nost part, they were
of fsprings of crimnals who had fled to the swanps for safety, down through the scores of years.
From such breedi ng, they could hardly be | ess than degenerates. As a class, they were shunned by the
nore respectabl e swanp dwel | ers.

It was anpbng these ignorant, vicious people that the sinister and oftentinmes bloodcurdling rites

of voodooi smwere known to be practiced. Awful things were continually happening in the fastnesses
of the vast swanps, grapevine runors had it. But officers of the |aw dispatched into the |abyrinths
of the great norasses never cane back with anything definite enough to prove the tales were aught
el se than the imaginings of some one who had wal ked past a graveyard at night.

BUT it was wi dely known that voodooi smdid exist.

The | eader of the nonkey nmen strode over to the slick-haired man and the pilot of the gas plane.
"What ees wong with yo' ?"

The two nen nade a neani ngl ess gi bberish in reply. Their words expressed no coherent thought.
"Sacre!"

rasped the nonkey man. "Yo' answer ne!"

The fellow sl apped the faces of the two he was questioning. They nmerely swayed in their chairs.
They did not strike back. The nobnkey man's little eyes began to protrude.

"Heem hexed!" he muttered.

The ignorant fellow thought a voodoo spell had been |aid upon the pair!

"Yo' bat!" gulped another. "A' hex got heem both, sure!"

The evil crew stood about. They shifted fromone bare foot to another. Sweat, |ike hot paraffin,
cane to their foreheads. They | ooked at the slick-haired nan and the pilot as though the pair were
particul arly undesirabl e ghosts.

"What yo' want do?" one asked the | eader.

The man consi dered. Then he grinned fiercely, as though pleased with the idea his weak brain had
evol ved.

"Bien!"

he ejacul ated. "Keel heem both! That ees make heemall O K"

But a couple of the others doubted whether the two shoul d be nurdered.

"Yo' reckon Gray Spider like that?" one inquired.

"Mebbe so-sure!" growl ed the | eader. "Thees feller nake beeg flop at job Gray Spider ees geeve
heem Yo' know what that ees al ways nean!"

"Death!" nuttered the other.

"Sure teeng!"

"Maybe we better take heem al ong anyhow. "

"Non, non!"



leered the | eader. "Eet ees too nmuch trouble. Me—+ feex heem™

Wth that, the evil fellow flashed a knife frominside his shirt.

He stabbed twice. Both the slick-haired man and the pilot fell out of their chairs after the

bl ade sank into their bodies.

"That way to knockum dead, huh?" chuckled the killer. "Both plenty feenished!"

Pretty Edna Dani el sen, now recovered, brought herself to realize cold nurder had really been
committed before her eyes. She parted her |ips and screanmed as |oud as she coul d.

The | eader of the nmonkey men struck her cruelly, knocking her sensel ess.

As the foul fist fell upon his daughter, a frenzy seized Big Eric. Rage nade hima maniac. It

gave hima maniac's wild strength. He lunged agai nst his bonds.

Big Eric was a product of the old |lunberman's school, where an enpl oyer was expected to be able
to lick every man he had working for him The massive |unberman was very strong. The ropes snapped
off his wists.

In flash seconds, Big Eric had his feet free. He | eaped up.

The | eader of the nonkey men flung his knife.

Seizing a chair, Big Eric caught the blade on its bottomin the same nanner his ancestors had
probably caught tossed spears on their war shields. He wenched the knife out and started to slice
Ham s bindings. But there was no tinme. The vile little men rushed him

THE heavy chair whistled around Big Eric's head. No whi skered Norseman fighting overwhel m ng
hordes of Britons ever stood nore staunchly.

The chair met a skull, and broke it as though a baseball bat had hit an egg. A pistol flamed. The
|l ead m ssed. Before the gun could fire again, the whirling chair downed the nan who held it.
"Sacré—hees fight |ak debbil!" wailed a nonkey man.

Ham fl ounced to the knife Big Eric had dropped. He reached it. But browni sh-yellow nen piled atop
him The little fiends were tough. Laying hold of one of themwas |ike grabbing a weasel. They held
Ham hel pl ess.

Ham saw t he odds were overwhel m ng.

"Beat it!" he yelled at Big Eric. "Take Edna and high-tail it out of here!"

Mich as he hated to | eave Ham Big Eric knew this was the best advice. The safety of Edna cane
first. And the odds were too great to hope for victory.

A nmonkey man, racing to the sensel ess formof Edna, woul d have slain the young woman with his

kni f e.

"Non, non!"

shrieked the | eader. "Gray Spider ees want either gal or Beeg Eric alive!l Hees want 'em both
alive eef can do! Eet be better eef they sign some papers!"”

Big Eric digested this as he fought. It proved what he had al ready suspected. The G ay Spider was
after the Daniel sen & Haas | unber concern. Whatever hold the fiend expected to get on the conpany
woul d be strengthened if he had papers signed by Big Eric and Edna to back his clains.

Reaching Edna's linp form Big Eric scooped it up with his left arm Wth his right arm he
flailed the chair.

Two nmen went down, neither hurt badly. Big Eric got his back to a door. He tw sted the knob.

It was | ocked. One of the nobnkey nen had turned the key, hoping to keep himfrom escaping the
room

The heavy chair swung, driven by the old [unmberman's nuscul ar arms. The door caved outward. It
was as though a nmul e had kicked a banana crate.

Big Eric waded through the weckage. The npoist night breeze fromthe Qulf washed against his
flushed face. He raced down the wal k. He quickly outdistanced his short-|egged pursuers.

He neared the street.

Two men suddenly | eaped out of the high shrubbery that bordered the wal k. Both held cold blue
revol vers.

Big Eric still grasped what was left of the chair. He lifted it threateningly. But he didn't
strike. A loud bark of delight came fromhis |ungs.

These men worked for him They were "Lefty" Shea and "Bugs" Ballard. They were special policenen
for the lunber firmof Danielsen & Haas. It was their duty to run down tinber poachers and ferret
out professional radicals who m ght be causing | abor troubles in the sawnmi |l and | unber canps.
Big Eric didn't stop to reflect that it was strange these nen should be here. They were his

enpl oyees. They were here. That was enough.

"The Gray Spider's nmen!" Big Eric bellowed. "Lefty! Bugs! Come on! We'Il make the pack of rats
hard to catch!"

"Lead us to 'ent boonmed Lefty.

Bot h | unber detectives were burly fellows. They had hard features and a tough nanner.

Big Eric whirled to | ead the way.

THE rmoment Big Eric's back was turned, Lefty struck heavily with his revolver barrel. The weapon
parted the lunber king's thatch of blond hair. He fell heavily with his unconsci ous daughter.



He had been stricken down by one of his own enpl oyees.
The vicious little nmonkey men ran up, greeting Lefty and Bugs as friends!

" Bi en!
Yo' gat heem huh?" ejacul ated the | eader of the gang.
"Yeah, an' blasted lucky for you that we did!" sneered Lefty. "It |looks |ike he blaned near

smeared the whol e mess of you swanp snipes!”

The nonkey man showed his teeth in a weasellike snarl. He did not like the razzing that Lefty was
handi ng him However, he knew there was no tinme to argue about it.

"Yo' stow the sass!" he growl ed. "Yo' stay here. Beeg bronze nan ees conme back. Get heem M-

| eeve four ny boys so yo' have plenty nmen fo' job."

"Take your four nen along!" Lefty snorted. "Me and Bugs don't need any help to croak one nman!"
The | eader of the nmonkey men | eered know ngly. He had seen Doc Savage. And he was not too
ignorant to know a Hercules of a fighting nan when he saw one. He had an idea it would be the finish
of Lefty and Bugs if they junped the bronze giant w thout re-enforcenents.

The nonkey man rather fancied the thought of Lefty and Bugs neeting disaster. But should he fail
to |l eave some of his nen, he feared the wath of the Gay Spider. And that wath was a terrible

t hi ng.

"Me—+ | eeve ny four boys, anyhow, " he grunbl ed.

"Sure," chuckl ed Lefty. "They can stand around and watch two good nmen work!"

The insult was carefully ignored. Ham Big Eric, and Edna were picked up bodily.

The corpses of the dead men were callously left lying inside the mansion. The nmouth of one gaped
open w del y—showi ng the hi deous noccasin tatooed inside.

After all but four of the nonkey nen had departed with the prisoners, Lefty and Bugs took up a
position in the shrubbery beside the house. The unsavory pair fell to whispering.

"As long as these four swanp snipes are here, why take any risk ourselves?" Lefty inquired.
"Let's let 'emgrab the bronze guy. |If they should get hurt, it ain't no skin off us."

"An idea, pal!" chuckled Bugs. "We'll do just that!"

They proceeded to maneuver the four nonkey nmen inside the house, where they would be in a
position to drive blowgun darts at Doc Savage about the sanme nonent he di scovered the bodies.
Lefty and Bugs waited outside.

The single shot which had cone during Big Eric's valiant fight had evidently passed as an

aut omobi | e backfire, for it had attracted no attention. Edna's scream had escaped notice, too,
probably because the Big Eric Daniel sen nmansion was set in elaborately | andscaped grounds that were
as large as a city park.

BEFORE | ong, a car halted in front of the estate. It did not enter the grounds. After loitering a
morment, as though to pernmit a passenger to alight, it drove on.

"Here he cones, |'I| bet!" breathed Lefty.

They waited. There was no sound. They held their breath, but they still could hear nothing. No
feet slapped the wal k. No | eaves or branches stirred.

It was as if the car had paused only to let a ghost enter the estate. Lefty and Bugs were

puzzl ed.

Then their hair stood on end.

A mghty bronze man had appeared in the roomthat held the bodies.

H s comi ng had been silent, as though suddenly projected there by an invisible notion-picture
machi ne.

Hi s gol den eyes surveyed the scene. The slick-haired nman and the pilot of the gas plane |ay
beside their chairs. They had fallen there after being stabbed, and had not noved since. The one
monkey man Big Eric had slain in his fight also reposed on the floor.

The latter's jaws were agape. The tatooed serpent was visible on his nouth roof.

Even Lefty and Bugs, crouched outside, could see the strange flickerings in the golden eyes of
the bronze giant. Those weird gl eam ngs conveyed sonething terrible to the two villains. Just

| ooki ng at them seenmed to suck the courage out of their stocky bodies.

They were so awed that they hardly dared breathe.

A bl owgun tube was projecting froma keyhole. Lefty and Bugs could see it. They were glad it was
behind the bronze man. |If he just wouldn't turn! And he was giving no sign of wheeling.

One second—two—and death woul d strike at Doc Savage's back.

But Doc suddenly went to the pilot of the gas plane, noving out of range of the bl owgun. He bent
over the man.

He had noticed the fellow breathing! The knife stroke had not been fatal!

Swiftly, Doc adm nistered sonme of the conmpound which annulled the effects of the weird drug which
the pilot had been given.

Qut si de the wi ndow, Bugs and Lefty were on the horns of a dilema. They didn't want to shoot the
bronze man, for fear the shot, fired outdoors, might attract attention. Too, they were downright
afraid to start trouble. So they waited for the blowgun to do its grisly work.

Lefty and Bugs knew there was a poison dart in the blowgun now. It would bring instant death!



THE pilot of the gas plane stirred feebly. Control of his faculties had returned.

"The devils!" gritted the pilot. "The dirty, double-crossing swanp snipes!"

The fellow could remenber all that had happened while he was hel pl ess! He knew his own gang had
tried to nurder him And it mght be that they woul d succeed. The pilot was very far gone fromhis
stab wound.

"Where is Big Eric, Edna, and Han?" Doc's conpelling voice filled all the room The power of it
made Lefty and Bugs shiver outside the w ndow.

A fit of coughing seized the pilot as he tried to reply. Crinson frothed his |ips.

Working rapidly, Doc gave the man sone relief fromhis wound. He did this by sinking his fingers
into certain nerve centers, massaging themso as to produce a paral ysis that deadened pain sonewhat.
It was in the real mof surgery that Doc Savage was nost proficient, and osteopathy, chiropractic,
and other simlar fields were a part of his training.

When Doc finished, the pilot could speak.

"Look out!" he choked. "Behind the door across the room They're hiding there with a bl owgun!"

He had warned Doc!

The big bronze man spoke softly. No one but the dying pil ot—Boc knew now that the fell ow coul d
not |ive—heard the words.

"l knew they were there!" Doc said.

The pilot couldn't understand it. "But how*

"They're in need of a bath," Doc replied. "I could snell them | also saw their bl owgun project
froma keyhole. | amout of range here."

But Doc did not know the two devils, Lefty and Bugs, |urked outside with revolvers in hand and a
m xture of fear and nurder in their hearts!

The pilot had not been able to note any unusual odors in the room It was incredible to himthat
the bronze giant could not only detect a foreign snmell, but locate its source—all w thout seem ng
to.

But the pilot had no way of knowi ng Doc exercised his ol efactory senses intensively each day
through his life. He knew nothing of the two-hour routine of high-pressure exercises which this
bronze man put hinself through each norning. An exercise routine which had made hi mthe superman he
was!

"The Cult of the Mdccasin got the others," breathed the pilot. "The devils also left nme for
dead! "

"Do you know where they took the prisoners?" Doc inquired swiftly.

Qutside the window, Lefty and Bugs were shivering in their excitement. Wy didn't the nobnkey nen
go into action? They began to raise their own pistols.

"Yes," gulped the dying pilot. "I know where the captives were to be taken. It is a spot at which
they will be held for a time. Then other nmenbers of the Cult of the Mdccasin will come and take them
to the Castle of the Mdccasin. Only the Gray Spider and a few others know where the Castle of the
Moccasin is.”

"Where can | find then?" Doc interrupted. "You can tell ne the rest later!"

The pilot drewin breath to answer. But the answer did not cone.

The nmonkey nmen | eaped out of the adjoining room They rushed to the attack. One lifted the

bl owgun to his |ips. He discharged it.

But big bronze Doc noved so quickly that he seemed to vanish conpletely, to reappear several feet
to one side.

The bl owgun dart missed by a yard. It plinked into the wall and stuck by its needlelike point.
Before the four nonkey nen could realize what had happened, there towered anpong them a Nenesis
whi ch m ght have been made out of netal.

The four clutched their sharp knives. They were at |east not cravens. They would fight to the
deat h!

TO the death it was! And it came nore swiftly than they had dreanmed possible.

One nonkey man | aunched a stab he felt certain would end the fray. It was ained directly for the
bronze giant's heart. But the nonkey nan felt a terrible paralysis seize his wist and arm He did
not have tine to realize a steel-thewed hand had grasped his darting knife fist and turned it toward
his own vital s—the blade was in his heart before he could realize that fact.

The wounded pilot of the plane put forth a terrific effort and haul ed hinself across the room He
took refuge in a closet, laboriously pulling the door shut after him

Anot her nonkey nman struck at Doc with a razor-sharp stiletto. He, too, believed his stroke would

go hone. But by sone miracle the bronze man noved a trifle. The bl ade only sheared open his coat and
shirt.

"Sacr é—

The begi nning of the oath was the fellow s last word. He tried to strike again. There was a

hol | ow snap. He col |l apsed. Great hands had broken his neck.

Lefty and Bugs, outside the wi ndow, |eaped out, fearful of throwi ng thenselves into the fray.



They hoped the swanp nen woul d soon over power Doc.

Suddenly the bronze man strode across the floor. He held the surviving two nonkey nmen, one in

each hand. The swanp rats squirnmed. They tried feebly to knife the giant. But such was the agony of
the hol d upon themthat they could not.

A pair of mghty arns propelled themfor the window They flew through the air. Their spinning

bodi es wi ped the gl ass out of the w ndow.

Both fell at the feet of Lefty and Bugs. This fact led the two crooked |unber detectives to think
they had been di scovered.

They were cowards. Terror seized them Al though they could have shot at the bronze man, they spun
and fled instead. The threshing of the two dazed nonkey nmen who had been hurled through the w ndow
covered the sound of their flight.

Doc Savage lunged to the side of the dying pilot. It was inportant that he get an answer to his
questi on—where had the nmen of the Cult of the Mwccasin taken Big Eric, Edna, and Han®?

But the man was dead!

From his stiffening Iips would never cone word of where Big Eric, Edna, and Ham had been taken!

Chapter V. THE BRONZE RESCUER

THE gi ant bronze form of Doc Savage noved to the window. He did not see Lefty and Bugs, because
they were already out of sight.

Dropping lightly through the w ndow, Doc searched the two dazed nobnkey nen. He threw their
weapons away. They seened to grow light in his powerful grasp, and sailed through the wi ndow into
the house. They tunbled end over end across the floor, such was the nomentum w th which they had
been tossed.

Doc did not bother to tie them Wen one tried to flee, he was knocked flat on his back before he
had taken a single step. They had no nore chance of escaping Doc than a captured nouse has of
evadi ng the cat that caught it.

"Where are the people who were taken away?" Doc's conpelling voice filled all the room

"No savvy what yo' talk about!" muttered one of the vile swanp denizens.

"Have you any idea what will happen to you if you don't talk?"

The pair were scared. But it was not a drooling, cowardly fear. They were determ ned not to talk.
"Yo' nevair geet one single word fromus!"

Doc was convinced they were right. He knew men. He felt these hal f-savage swanpers coul d be
tortured to death without a word escaping their |ips.

Standi ng erect, Doc strode over to the lifeless body of the pilot. Then his gaze went to a cheap
ring on a finger of the dead man.

The pilot had used the upraised setting of his ring to scratch three letters and a nunber in the
wal | plaster:

WWS. 3.
Doc Savage's eyes ranged over the sprawling inscription. He examined the pilot's ring and nade
sure traces of plaster still clung in the setting. The pilot had undoubtedly scraw ed the cipher.

Perhaps a minute, Doc remained notionless. Then he nodded slightly, as if to hinself. He had
solved the puzzle of those letters. There was a tel ephone in the adjacent room

The two evil little swanpnen found thensel ves batted head over heels into the next room They
wound up in a corner, dazed, aching. It was not pleasant treatnent they were receiving

Standi ng with one gol den eye on the unsavory pair, Doc picked up the phone. He was connected with
t he | eadi ng norni ng newspaper in New Ol eans

"I would like to get the location of Wirldwide Sawnmills No. 3 plant," he requested

This, Doc had deci ded, was the neaning of the "W W S. 3" scratched in the closet plaster

In a nonent, the information canme rattling over the phone wire

"Thank you." Doc hung up

The two swanp rats squirnmed uneasily, expecting the worst. Their captor seened to have no nore
regard for their kind than a lion has for a jackal. And he handl ed themin about the sane fashion
"Come on, cone on!" Doc told them "W're |eaving here!"

Hal f an hour later, the two swanpnen were sleeping in a hotel room Their sleep was caused by a
drug, the effects of which would not wear off for weeks. The two would not be disturbed by the hote
attendants

In a day or so, a nysterious stranger would arrive. He would take the two nen to an anazing
institution in the northern part of New York State. This place was run by one of the greatest
experts on psychol ogy and crimnal minds alive. This w zard nade a business of curing nmen of their
crimnal tendencies, whether they wanted to be cured or not. No one released fromhis institution as
cured had ever been known to go back to his forner life of crine!

This remarkabl e pl ace was supported by Doc Savage's fabul ous weal th. Doc Savage never sent a
villain who opposed himto a prison. The police never got them Instead, they went to this weird
establishnent to be renovated into decent citizens

Doc tel egraphed the nman at the institution to send for the two swanp natives. Then he selected a
smal | garage that seemed to need business and bought a good used roadster for cash



The car carried himrapidly out of New Ol eans. He was headed for the No. 3 plant of Worldw de
Sawni | |'s concern.

Ni ght wi nd whi pped his bronze face and deeper bronze hair, but with no nore effect than had he
been a man of netal. Tires whined on the concrete. The speedoneter flirted with seventy.

DAWN was not far off when the charging roadster neared the vicinity of Wrldw de Sawni | |ls Pl ant
No. 3. It was in a cypress logging district. Of to the right the surface of a bayou shimered in
the bright moonlight. An occasional |ate-feeding fish | eaped, casting ring after ring of ripples.
A floating sawmi ||l was on the bayou. It consisted of a head saw, edger, trimrer, and cut-off saws
mounted on a big scow. It was shut down for the night, but a tendril of snoke strung fromthe boiler
stack. A fireman was puttering about, preparing to get up steamfor the new day's work.

Doc turned off the roadster headlights. The wi ndshield had becone splattered with night noths,
and he had turned it down. Hi s eyes roved alertly. It was only a few nmiles nore.

Great branches overhung the road. Tendrils of nobss draped | ow enough to whip his face
occasionally. It was a sonber, macabre region.

Ki cking the gears into neutral, Doc switched off the mbtor. The nachi ne, going seventy, would
roll amle on this road. After the engine died, the call of night birds was audible. The tires
buzzed on the pavenent.

Bef ore hi s nonentum was gone, Doc wheeled off the road into a brushy lane. He left the car nmasked
by a thicket of swanp napl es.

Qut on the bayou, a tug whistle honked stentoriously. Through the trees, Doc saw the tug was
escorting a raft of logs fully half a mle long. Evidently they were being rushed to sone mll in
tinme for the day's work.

But they were not headed for Worldwi de Sawnills No. 3! The plant was shut down!

A soundl ess waith in the roadside brush, Doc reconnoitered.

Judgi ng from appearance, the sawr || had been shut down about a month. It was an expensive plant,
too. The capacity nust have been nearly a hundred thousand board feet. Storage sheds for dry | unber
were | arge enough to hold supplies of twenty mllion or so board feet.

It was obvious these sheds were nearly enpty! That explained it! The Gray Spider's nen were
selling off the lunmber fromthe dry sheds.

The plant was surrounded by a barbed-wire fence of surprising height. The steel poles extended
twenty feet above the ground.

Doc started to run lightly up the fence. Halfway to the top, he suddenly released his grip and
dropped to the ground.

"A narrow squeak!" he told hinself sagely.

Finding a wet |inb, he tossed it against the upper part of the fence. The twig came in contact
with two of the barbed strands.

There was a sputtering burst of unholy green fire. Snoking, the twig fell to earth.

The fence carried a high-voltage electric current!

Only the sharpness of Doc's eyes in noting that the wires ran through insulators at the steel
posts had saved himfrom death by el ectrocution!

AROUND t he fence, the bronze giant worked. He found a tree. It had one branch whi ch extended
beyond the electrified fence.

A great |eap launched Doc's powerful formseveral feet up the tree. He ran on up as easily as a
squirrel. He worked out on the branch, balancing like a tight-rope wal ker.

It was a full thirty feet to the ground. Yet great nuscles cushioned his drop until it seened he
had hardly nore than stepped off a chair.

Doc's gol den eyes were alert. He knew this was the npst dangerous nonment of his entrance. |f
there was a guard, it was likely the fell ow would see him

He was right.

An eye of flane batted frombehind a dry kiln. It licked so rapidly it was an ugly glow. Bullets
passing Doc's head made a ringing sound |like a nail tapping against a bottle. Then cane the tunbling
gobbl e of a machi ne gun.

Doc flattened agai nst the ground. He noved with a bewi |l dering speed. His bronze skin and dark
clothing bl ended surprisingly with the earth.

The gunner stopped firing. He had conpletely lost track of his target He stepped out into the
moonl i ght He held his weapon ready. It was not one of the submachine or "Tommy" guns firing
.45-cal i ber pistol cartridges, but a regulation aircraft type gun shooting the big cartridges. It
was harnessed to a wide |l eather belt about the guard's mddle so he could handl e the powerful
recoil.

"Eet's de bronze guy!" bellowed the fellow "Hee's over de fence!"

"Non, non!"

cal |l ed anot her nonkeyli ke nmenber of the Cult of the Mdyccasin. "Hees could nevair find dis

pl ace!"

"Mebbe so—but he done be in here right now "



The second man cane running. He vaulted a row of live rollers, a conveyor formerly used to nove
sawed | unber to the kilns.

A mghty bronze armflashed up fromthe shadowy side of the conveyor. It pulled the man down. A
piercing screamtore fromhis |ips.

The gunner, hearing that scream but not seeing what had happened because he was | ooki ng

el sewhere at the instant, ran over. He took one | ook on the other side of the conveyor.

He turned pal e as though his heart had started punping whitewash.

Hi s conpanion lay there, crinson spilling slowly fromthe corners of his open nouth. The nan was
only unconsci ous, but the gunner took it for granted he was dead.

He let out a how that rivaled the one he had just heard. He tore full speed for one of the
storage sheds which still held dry lunber. He considered it inpossible that anything of flesh and
bl ood coul d have noved fromthe spot under the tree to the conveyor with such sw ftness. And wi thout
bei ng seen?

He couldn't fight a bronze ghost!

HE dived into the great shed. The interior was rather dark. Rough, dry lunber was here. The piles
were fully sixteen feet high. Back into the | abyrinth, the scared swanpnman wor ked.

He thought he heard a noise behind. He whirled wildly with his gun. But he saw nothing to alarm
"Vat's wong weeth yo'?" came a harsh whisper.

The gunner gulped his relief. This was the voice of one of his own evil kind.

"A debbil!" he gul ped. "A bronze debbil man! Heem nove like cloud that ees tie to rabbit's tail!"
"A debbi | ?" The other voice was nuffl ed.

"Yo' bat!" The gunner shuddered.

I't was darker than the inside of an owl here in the rough-dry shed.

"Me— don' hear nottin'!" declared the other man.

The gunner licked his lips. He couldn't hear anything, either.

"Yo' don' nevair hear dat debbil man!" he nuttered. "Say, vat yo' out here for? Boss ees say fo'
ever' body stay outta sight, except for us two on guard!"

"Me— cone out get drink," said the other shortly. "I"'mdang if | can find way back."
"Ho, yo' lost?"

"Qui !

I tell yo' I'mdang if | can find way back, ain't I?"

The gunner gave a harsh snort.

"Ho, de place ees in mddle of de pile right yere!"

"De one yo' leanin' on?"

"Qui !

Dat ees right!"

The next instant, a lunber pile seened to fall on the gunner—except that it was bronze in hue and
delivered paralyzing blows with great, powerful fists.

Just before the gunner went down, sensel ess, he realized what had befallen him

He hadn't been talking to one of his fell ows. He had been conversing with the bronze "debbil!"
Doc had sinply imtated the swanpnan's dialect in order to | earn where the kidnaped victins were
bei ng hel d. The spot was inside one of the great |unber piles!

DOC now did a peculiar thing. He depressed the firing |l ever of the aircraft type machine gun
belted to the nonkey man's mddle. The weapon spewed flane, funes, and coproni ckel slugs. The
terrific din made in the narrow space between the lunber piles was |like two bolts of thunder
fighting.

Doc released the firing |ever.

"Cot heem " he yelled, imtating the polyglot, of the swanp speech.

A soaring leap took himup sone feet on the sheer side of a |unber stack. He clung there to a
board that projected hardly nmore than a quarter of an inch.

Bel ow him the apparently solid side of the |unber pile opened outward. Sounds told hi mwhat had
happened. It was too dark to see anything.

"Vat ees eet?" called a voice. "W ees yo' got?"

It was right under Doc! The speaker had thrust his head out of the |unber pile.

One of Doc's mighty hands floated down. It fished. It found a head.

The victimenitted one faint, |ow sound |ike a chicken that had been stepped on. Then his head
collided with the side of the lunber pile, and he hung | oose and unconsci ous.

Doc et himfall. He whipped inside the |unber pile.

A flashing fromw thin spiked a narrow beam The glare found Doc. It |lost himas he noved
swiftly. The man with the light fired a revolver, then gritted curses because he had m ssed the
mar k.

There seened to be a large roominside the lunmber pile. The walls were built like those of a
refrigerator—with an air space between inner and outer planking. No doubt the secret chanber was
virtual |y soundproof.



A bl ood-curdling shriek rang inside the room A body threshed. A gun exploded. Silence followed.
The man with the flashlight had felt the m ghty hand of Doc Savage! He was now sensel ess on the
floor.

The interior of the lunber pile held the quiet of a tonb of ancient Egypt. But a watch ticked
sonewhere in the black abyss. It ran rapidly. It sounded |like a wonan's wat ch.

"Doc!" called Ham's voice softly. "There was only four of them here."

"Then the roost is cleaned!" chuckled Doc. He |it a match.

Big Eric, Edna, Ham-all three were safe on the floor. Their arns were a bit purple because of the
tight ropes that bound them But such trifles could be soon forgotten.

"l thought we were as good as dead!" Big Eric nmuttered. "They were going to send us to their
chief hide-out, the place they called the Castle of the Mdyccasin. There, the Gray Spider would have
tried to force us to sign papers declaring we had suddenly decided to take a | ong vacation. Then we
woul d have been killed, | suspect."

"The Castle of the Moccasin!" Doc said dryly. "The thing for us to do is to persuade our
prisoners to tell us where the place is! W may be able to get the Gray Spider there!"

"l hate to hang crepe, Doc," Ham of fered, "but you're out of |uck!"

"Eh?"

"None of these fellows know where the Castle of the Mdxccasin is, unless |'mmnistaken. Fromtheir
talk, | gathered that it is sort of sacred high tenple of their voodoo cult. Only the

hi gh- muck-anucks are permitted to visit it. Regular barbarian taboo stuff."

"Why are you so sure, Han?" Doc asked.

"Because | overheard a talk they were having. They didn't think we'd ever escape. There was no
reason for themto deceive us."

"Then we'll have to fall back on ny original plan," Doc said steadily.

He departed to turn the deadly high-voltage current off the barbed-wire fence, and to get his
roadst er.

He wal ked swiftly, for he was in a hurry to get back to New Ol eans and place his four additional
prisoners with the two in a drugged sleep in the hotel room There would be six of themto go to his
amazing crimnal-reformng institution in up-State New York.

No doubt nore than six would be resting in the roombefore this affair was settled. For Doc
Savage had as yet hardly started to fight the Gay Spider!

Chapter VI. DEATH END TRAIL

A GLORI US dawn had sei zed upon New Orleans. Crowds hurried to work. In Canal Street, traffic

boi | ed. The Wal nut Street, Jackson Avenue, and Canal Street ferries carried a full |oad every tine
they crossed the M ssissippi.

The busi ness day was starting.

Doc had brought his friends and prisoners to town. Leaving the prisoners in the hotel roomwith
the previously-captured men, Doc was back again in his roadster.

Weeling the car along St. Charles Avenue, then turning right shortly after Julia Street, Doc

st opped before the Daniel sen & Haas building, and all got out.

The Dani el sen & Haas buil ding was one of great beauty. The masonry was gl eaming white, with a
noderni stic schene of ornanmentation carried out in black stone. It |ooked |like the conception sone
artist had formed of how buildings of the future woul d appear. It was not a skyscraper, reaching
upward only ten stories.

A | arge nunber of people hurried in arid out.

"You seemto work quite a force," Ham suggested.

"More on the pay roll than we ever had," Big Eric replied proudly. "And |' mone | unberman who has
not taken advantage of conditions to cut salaries."

They entered the |unmber concern's offices.

"A note for Doc Savage," said the reception clerk. "The watchman claimed it was shoved under the
front door sonme tinme during the night."

Doc took the note and opened it. Inside was a sheet of plain white paper.

The paper was perfectly bl ank—except for a thunb print. The thunb print was enornous. It | ooked
bi g as a baby track.

Doc smiled slightly. He recognized the print easily. Its very size was enough. Doc doubted

another man on earth had a hand as big as the one which had made the print.

It belonged to Col onel John Renwi ck, the one of his five friends and aids who was called Renny. A
man noted all over the world for his feats of engineering—that was Renny. He was al so faned as the
man who had a playful habit of knocking panels out of the heaviest doors with his vast fists.

The strange nessage told Doc his four men—Renny, Mnk, Long Tom and Johnny—had arrived in New

Ol eans during the night. No doubt, they had flown by a slightly slower plane.

Big Eric now led the way to his private office. In striking contrast to the palatial air of the
rest of the building, Big Eric's sanctumwas no nore ornate than that of a sawr |l foreman. The rug
was full of holes, so that one had to step high to keep fromtripping. The desk was old, with the
edges pitted where cigars had carel essly burned.



"I can't work in a joint where they put on a lot of dog," Big Eric apologized. "This is the

equi pmrent | started out with thirty years ago."

Adj oi ning, was an office the exact opposite of Big Eric's in fittings. It had the finest Oiental
rugs on the floor. The desk nmust have cost nore than a sawr || jacket-feeder would make in a year. A
conpl ete bar with refrigerating and m xi ng machi nes occupi ed a corner. Pictures of young

wonen—ebvi ously chorus cuti es—were about.

"The office of Horace Haas, ny junior partner," explained Big Eric. Then, realizing the place

hardly | ooked |ike a business office, he added defensively, "Horace Haas may not be a crack business
man, but he furnished the capital for ny start inlife!"

At this point, a shrill, whanging voice said, "Could | have a word with you, M. Danielsen?"

Big Eric turned. "Ch, it's Silas Bunnywell, one of the bookkeepers."

SI LAS BUNNEYWELL was a typical novie bookkeeper. He was tall, but his upper body was hunched as

t hough he had sat on a stool all his life. H's face was shrunken. He had a little pot belly, but the
rest of himwas too thin. Hs hair was white as a cottontail rabbit's tail.

He wore a shiny blue suit. His glasses were the sort Edna Dani el sen had expected Doc Savage to be
wearing. The lenses were |like bottle bottons.

"What is it, Bunnywell?" inquired Big Eric.

O d Bunnywel | kneaded his hands together nervously. He seened reluctant to talk.

"It is rather private," he nmuttered. "If | could see you al one—=

"Shoot!" Big Eric commanded. He waved an armat Doc, Ham and Edna. "Ain't nothin' too private for
these folks to hear."

"I'd rather only you—

"C non, c¢'non, Bunnywell!" runbled the nmassive |unberman. "Tal k up!"

"It's about Horace Haas," Bunnywell whined. "I |loaned himfive hundred dollars sone tinme ago. He
promised to pay it back within ten days. But when | ask himfor it, he just |laughs me off. |
wonder —+ wonder if you would speak to him Five hundred dollars may not seemto you |ike rmuch, but
it is alarge sumto me. | worked very hard to save it"

Big Eric cleared his throat noisily. He scowed. It was plain that he was disgusted with his

busi ness partner. He drew a large wallet fromhis pocket and extracted several bills.

"Here's your five hundred!" he boormed. "I'Il collect it from Horace Haas!"
A d Bunnywel | seened about to sob. "Ch, thank you."
"Forget it!" thunped Big Eric. "I want ny enpl oyees to nake a conpl ai nt agai nst an executive of

the conpany just as soon as they woul d against an office boy, or quicker!"

Silas Bunnywel | shuffled out, all but hugging his noney.

"It's about tinme for ne to hand Horace Haas another trimring with ny fists!" growed Big Eric. "I
have to knock himinto line about once a year."

"Here he conmes now, dad," interposed Edna.

Hor ace Haas cane in. One noticed first the light-yellow, double-breasted tea vest he wore. Second
in prom nence was an enornous dianmond ring. Mrning coat, striped pants, too-shiny shoes and spats
were noteworthy, as well as a flashy cravat.

The least striking thing in all this flanboyance was Horace Haas, the man. He was just a

weak- chinned, florid, watery-eyed and roly-poly fat man. Hs hair was very dark.

He was excited. He flourished a sheet of paper.

"Big Eric!" he barked loudly. "I got something inportant! Lookit! A letter come through the nuil
this nmorning from Topper Beed, the nan who has been hel pi ng us against the Gay Spider!"

Big Eric took the letter. He gave it a gl ance.

"Read this!" he boonmed, and thrust it to Doc.

Doc' s gol den eyes transl at ed:

If you want to seize the Gray Spider, | can tell you where to get him TOPPER BEED.

"G ve me Topper Beed's address!" Doc commanded.

"He has a large sawn || equi pnent repair shop and secondhand store over beyond Canal Street,"
replied Horace Haas. He gave the exact address.

Haas stared at the mi ghty bronze man. His weak jaw fell slowy. H s shifty eyes seened to swell
in their watery sockets. He was awed by the giant netallic figure before him

"So this is the Doc Savage you told ne you was goin' after!" he nmuttered to Big Eric.

Doc Savage noved silently for the door. "I amgoing to interview Topper Beed," he said grinmy.

TOPPER BEED S sawm || repair shop and secondhand store was not |ocated far fromthe old French
quarter. Beside the place, and easily accessible to a wharf on the M ssissippi, |ay what |ooked |ike
a junk lot of the parts of scores of sawnmills. Sone of the stuff was in good shape.

No sign of life was apparent around the ranshackl e sheet-iron buildi ng which housed the shop. The
door was secured with a heavy chain and a padl ock.

Doc Savage's sinewy bronze fingers worked for a nmonent with the padl ock. They mani pul ated a steel
tool that |ooked much like a darning needle, with a crook on the end.

The padl ock opened. Doc entered the shop.



The place was built like an airplane hangar, although not quite as large. A sizable drill stood

in one corner, an enornous forge and anvil in another. Grease and netal chips nmade a gum underfoot.
I'n one spot, water shone glassily on the greasy floor. It had been splashed there not nany hours
ago. Near the water stood a wooden tank. This had evidently been made by sawing in half a very |large
barrel.

The tublike tank was full to the brimw th water. A coat of oil floated on the surface. Evidently
it was the water used to tenper netal after it had been worked with on the forge and anvil.

Doc stuck a pair of |ong-handled blacksmth's tongs into the tub—brought up the body of a nan!

The form was stocky and muscular, with the rough red skin and cal |l oused pal ms of one who has | ong
worked with heat and netal .

The man had been stunned by a blow on the head, and held in the tank until he drowned.

Several letters reposed in an inner pocket. The addresses were still |egible. They bore the nane
of Topper Beed.

The man had surfeited his life for his activities against the Gay Spider!

DOC SAVAGE soon quitted the shop. The killers had been either clever or lucky, for they had |eft
no clue to their ldentity.

As Doc cane out of the shop, two nen down the street hastily settled lowin the car they were
driving.

"We gotta look out for that guy, Lefty!" one said.

"And how " breathed the other. "Don't go staring at himlike he was Santa Cl aus! He m ght
notice!"

The pair were Lefty and Bugs, the two |unber conpany detectives who were in the Gray Spider's
gang—the sanme pair who had treacherously struck down Big Eric!

Only a few mnutes ago, they had received rush orders fromthe Gray Spider to come here and pick
up the trail of the bronze man.

"We're to croak "imif we get the chance!" nmuttered Lefty. "W might cut down on himright now"
"Too risky!" Bugs hastily protested. "There's a cop in the next block."

They wat ched Doc Savage enter his roadster.

Lefty glanced about uneasily, as if to nake sure no one was near, then grow ed: "I wonder if the
bronze guy found anything to show we scragged ol d Topper Beed?"

"We didn't |eave no clues!" snarled Bugs.

Doc Savage was unaware of the two nmurderers of Topper Beed crouched in their car. The norning sun
shone on the wi ndshield of their machine in such a manner that the reflection made it inpossible to
see inside.

Doc's roadster carried himover to Canal Street, thence southward. It halted shortly before a
concern which sol d dictaphones.

Lefty and Bugs, followi ng discreetly far to the rear, saw Doc enter the establishnent.

"l wish to purchase several dictaphone recording cylinders,"” Doc informed a clerk. "I wi sh also
to use a dictaphone for several mnutes.”

It was an unusual request, but the clerk conplied.

Seating hinself at a machine used for denonstration purposes, Doc clipped on one of his new
records and proceeded to dictate a | ong nessage.

No one heard his voice. The nachi ne recorded snoothly. Doc gave order after order, together with
detailed instructions on how they were to be carried out.

He was delivering conmands to his men—for he intended to dispatch the records to them by
nmessenger .

"Keep in mnd," he finished, "that should one word of these instructions reach the Gay Spider,
it might easily nean i medi ate death and destruction to us all."

Doc made his records into a small package. Down the street a few doors, he entered a tel egraph
of fice and engaged a nessenger.

On a paper, he wote the nane of a hotel and a room nunber. It was the hotel to which he had
directed his four pal s—the directions having been on the message he had left in invisible ink at the
Dani el sen & Haas of fices. Mnk, Renny, Long Tom and Johnny would be waiting there.

The messenger stood on the curb and watched the giant bronze nan enter his roadster and drive
toward the Dani el sen & Haas buil di ng.

WHEN Doc Savage was out of sight, the nmessenger got astride his bicycle. He carried his package
carefully. He had been instructed to take pains not to drop it.

He eyed the address of the hotel, then tucked the paper in his tunic pocket. He pedaled on his
errand.

Traffic was heavy on Canal Street. The messenger decided his shortest route was a left turn on

Cl ai borne Avenue.

He veered over.

Suddenly an aut onobile whipped in front of his bike. He trod his coaster brake. No use! He hit
the car head-on. H's front wheel crunpled. He took a dive over the handl ebars and banged his head



agai nst the car. Linmp and unconscious, he dropped to the pavenent.

By a miracle, the package he carried did not fall heavily enough to shatter the well-padded
records inside.

"N fty work Bugs!" chuckl ed one of the men in the car.

"Hol d everything, Lefty!" rasped the other. "I'll grab the package the kid was carryin'!"

"Get the paper we saw himput in his coat pocket, too!"

The pair of crooked detectives had wel coned the chance to shift their shadowi ng activities from
Doc Savage to the defensel ess nessenger boy. Al too well, they renenbered what the bronze giant had
done to the four swanpnen who had tried to slay him They did not |ike the shadow ng job, so they
had taken a chance that whatever the nessenger was carrying would be inportant enough to point to a
reason for | osing Doc Savage—for they would have to show the Gray Spider a good excuse.

Bugs got the package, and the paper fromthe nessenger's pocket. He sprang into the car. The

machi ne raced away.

"Hey, lookit!" exclaimed Bugs, opening the package. "D ctaphone records!"

"They got anything on 'enP"

"Quess so."

Lefty quickly turned their car to the curb as he caught sight of another office-supply concern.
"The bronze guy nust've rented a machine to make 'em " he declared. "What's to keep us from

rentin' one to hear 'enP"

"That's usin' the old think box!" conplinmented Bugs.

They entered the office-supply establishment, drew a clerk aside, and nmade their needs known. A
moment | ater, they were bending over a transcribing machine. A record was fitted on the cylinder.
The headset consisted of two receivers. They divided it between them Lefty started the machi ne.
They held their breath. The rotating record, not yet to the nessage, nade a | ow hiss-hiss in their
ears.

Then it began to talk to theml

A dazed expression seized their faces. It was as though sonebody had suddenly hit themin the

head with a hanmer.

They coul dn't understand a word they were hearing!

Doc Savage had dictated in a | anguage not one person in a hundred million knew+he tongue of the
anci ent Mayan civilization! Doc and his nmen had | earned this |anguage from pure-bl ooded descendants
of the ancient race of Maya—fromthe folk who resided in the lost valley in Central Anmerica, and who
kept Doc supplied with gold.

"What're we gonna do now?" Bugs grow ed.

"Get these to the Gray Spider," Lefty decided.

The unsavory pair hurried toward the old French quarter, the bundl e of records tucked under

Lefty's arm

THE French quarter is the nost ancient section of New Ol eans. Al though only a short distance
fromthe new business district of skyscrapers, the French quarter is probably one of the nobst unique
features of any American city. It is nore remarkable even than the Chi natown of San Franci sco.
Stepping into the French quarter is like stepping into an ancient part of Paris. Ad buildings
and quaint streets characterize the place. Overhangi ng bal conies were plentiful.

Lefty and Bugs sidled furtively into one of the shabbiest of the buildings. They clunped down a
shadowy passage. A door opened after they had nmunbl ed their identity.

The shoddy, ill-smelling roomin which they found thenselves, was fitted with tables, rickety
nmetal chairs, and a bar. Perhaps a dozen slovenly individuals were present, all nen.

One of the yellow sh-brown nonkeylike men sat at a table. Lefty and Bugs gave himtheir package
and the paper bearing the nane of the hotel.

"Get this to the Gray Spider," Lefty directed. "Tell himwe think it's inmportant. Tell himwe
quit trailin' the bronze guy to grab it. And ask himwhat he wants us to do now. "

Wthout a word, the nonkey nman departed w th package and paper.

"I'"d kinda like to follow that swanp sni pe and see where the Gray Spider's got his hang-out here
in New Ol eans," |eered Lefty.

"If you ask ne, it wouldn't be heal thy!" munbl ed Bugs. "You saw what ol d Topper Beed got for
knowi n' too nmuch!"

"You nmean what we gave him" Lefty chuckled coldly. "But he got hisn because he was spillin' what
he knew. "

"How d Topper Beed happen to get wise to the Gray Spider?" questioned Bugs. "How d he | earn who
the Gray Spider is?"

"Topper Beed was buyin' the stolen sawnills the Gray Spider's nen were sellin'. But he got

suspi ci ous about the deals. He began to snoop around. He went to Daniel sen & Haas wi th what he knew.
And he finally found out too much."

"I'll say he did!'" Bugs |eered.

Several cigarettes were snoked by the pair in the wait that followed.

The yel | owi sh-brown nonkey man reappeared in the vile den.



"Gray Spider plentee much nmad!" he grow ed. "Vat yo' send in de package vas no good to heem Hees
say yo' one pair plentee fools!"

Lefty and Bugs took this silently. They were getting off easy, for they had openly di sobeyed the
Gay Spider's orders in not at least trying to kill the m ghty bronze man.

They gathered the Gray Spider had not been able to understand the nysterious |lingo inscribed on
t he di ct aphone records.

Anot her of the nonkeylike swanp nmen shuffled in. He carried a cheap, new | ooki ng bl ack handbag.
This he placed on the table.

"What's that?" Lefty demanded.

"Don't ask so many questions!" grow ed the swanp denizen. "Yo' ees to do mo' work. Qui! And yo'
bettair not fall down on dis next job!"

He continued to speak. At tines his gibberish was so rapid that Lefty and Bugs had to swear at
himto sl ow hi m down understandably.

The two crooked | unber detectives began to get pale at the gills as the significance of the Gay
Spi der's orders dawned. They perspired freely.

"Jimmny!" Bugs whined. "I don't like this!"

"Me either!" grunted Lefty.

"Gray Spider order yo' do dese t'ings!" snapped the nonkey man. "Yo' want ne tell heemyo' say
hees can go junp een river?"

"Nix, nix!" Lefty said hastily. "We'I|l go through with it."

"Gt at it, den!" ordered the nobnkey man.

LEFTY and Bugs slunk out into the picturesque, ancient street. They carried the handbag. It

| ooked very new agai nst the age of their surroundings.

"There's one thing | don't like about workin' for this Gray Spider!" Lefty growl ed when they were
out of earshot. "All of our orders come fromthemignorant swanp snipes! |magine us takin' orders
fromthe likes of them"

Wth the suprene egoismof a cheap crimnal, Lefty was ignoring the fact that he was a nore vile
speci men than the illiterate swanp nen. Lefty and Bugs had a certain anmount of education, whereas
the little nmonkey men were so ignorant as to hardly know right fromwong. In contrast to the two
crooked detectives, they were nmen who might easily cone under the superstitious sway of the G ay
Spi der .

"The snipes are only the Gray Spider's nmessengers!" Bugs said resignedly. "Anyway, it's payin' us
to take the Gray Spider's orders! Ain't we nmakin' nore noney than we ever got in the |ousy |unber
detective business? Even with all the graft we could knock off lettin' tinber poachers bribe us?"
"Yeah—that's right."

Chapter VII. KILLERS AT WORK

IN the course of a little time, Lefty and Bugs turned up before the nodernistic Daniel sen & Haas
bui | di ng. They entered, carrying the cheap, new handbag.

An elevator lifted themto the top floor. Both nen now had a spray of cold sweat on their evil
faces.

"This is what | call walkin' into a lion's den!" shivered Bugs.

It was on this floor that Big Eric Danielsen had his office. If the fire-eating | unmberman shoul d
see them it would be too bad. And well they knew it!

Dani el sen & Haas enpl oyees hurried about in the corridor. No one paid the two villainous |unber

detectives particular attention. A though Big Eric knew the pair were the Gray Spider's nmen, he had

not spread the word.

"The Gray Spider said we'd be tipped off if the cops started |ookin' for us," Bugs nuttered. "He
said it'd be safe to walk in here, as long as Big Eric, Edna, Hamor the bronze guy didn't see us.
hope he was right!"

"Forget it!" sneered Lefty. "The dope we get fromthe Gay Spider is always right! He's one guy
who don't nake nistakes!"

They scuttled swiftly past the door of Big Eric's office. The next door bore the inscription:
HORACE HAAS

Lefty and Bugs exchanged uneasy gl ances. Then Lefty knocked on the door of Horace Haas's office.
Not hi ng happened.

"l wonder if whoever answers this door is the Gray Spider?" Bugs nuttered.

"l was just wonderin' the same thing," whispered Lefty. "lI’mgonna get a | ook at his face when he
opens the door!"

The panel marked with the name of Horace Haas suddenly opened about six inches.

Lefty and Bugs hastily noved to stare into the crack. They were disappointed. They could see only
the head of the man inside. And that head was nmuffled in a mask nmade out of a very large and
brightly col ored silk handkerchi ef.

"Gve nme the hand bag!" rasped the man in a tone so nuffled Lefty and Bugs could not tell whether



they had ever heard it before.

The cheap, new bag was passed into the room

"You understand clearly what you are to do next?" demanded the masked man.

"You nean about goin' to the hotel named on the slip of paper we took fromthe messenger boy?"
Lefty faltered.

"Exactly! You are to go there. You will find some of nmy swanp nen waiting. You are to kill any
and all nen who registered at that hotel last night and this norning'"

Lefty and Bugs were bewi |l dered. They didn't understand the purpose for the whol esal e nurder. "But
why—

"It is obvious the dictaphone records you intercepted were orders from Doc Savage to his nen!"
snarl ed the nmasked one. "Since Doc Savage only arrived in New Orleans last night, it is certain his

men got here later. By wiping out all late coners to the hotel, we will be certain to get them"
"What do Doc Savage's nen | ook |ike?" quizzed Bugs. "How many are there?"

"l do not know that!" hissed the masked man. "l have exhausted ny resources in an effort to

learn! But it is no use. Whether he has one nman or a hundred, | do not know H s aids m ght even be

wonen! That is an idea! Kill all wonmen who have registered lately at the hotel. Wpe themout al ong,
with the men!"

Lefty and Bugs swapped knowi ng gl ances. The conversati on had shown them sonet hi ng.

The masked man was the Gray Spider!

The master villain was taking the slaying of mghty bronze Doc Savage into his own hands.

"Go!" rasped the Gray Spider.

The unsavory pair turned away. They alnost ran to the elevators. It was as if the devil hinself
stood in the door of Horace Haas's office at their backs. They had net the Gray Spider—and they were
nore afraid of the fiend than ever.

"The fools!" hissed the Gray Spider into his silken mask. "Their haste could easily attract

suspi cion. Their very clunsi ness makes them dangerous men to have around. | shall have to add them
to ny playthings at the Castle of the Mdccasi n—as soon as they finish these nurders for ne."

The Gray Spider closed the door of Horace Haas's office.

CARRYI NG t he new, cheap hand bag, the Gray Spider crossed the office. He did not renobve his mask.
He wal ked with his body drawn into a hunched bundl e. He had a pronounced |inp.

However, all these physical quirks were assuned. Should sone one enter the office unexpectedly,
he did not want to be recogni zed. He kept a big automatic pistol in his hand agai nst just such a
conti ngency.

An eyehol e of the Gray Spider's silken mask pushed close to the keyhol e of the door that
connected with Big Eric's office.

A faint gritting cane frombehind the silk mask, as though the wearer were grinding his teeth in
hate at what he saw

Doc Savage, striking as a mighty bronze statue, occupied a chair near the wi ndow. Sunlight

sl anted agai nst his remarkabl e features. An unending play of tiny flickerings cane fromhis eyes, as
t hough they were pools of flake gold being continually stirred.

Big Eric, Edna, and Ham | ounged in chairs. None of the three were nore than an armis Iength from
the bronze giant. Ham had recovered his sword cane fromwhere he had lost it during the attack of
the swanp men at Big Eric's mansion. He twiddled it idly in his fingers.

The group talked in | ow voices. Big Eric and Edna were giving Doc details about the Gay

Spi der —detail s which there had been no time to deliver before. They were al so di scussing peculiar
phases of the situation.

"Horace Haas has not been attacked by the Gray Spider, as | understand it," Doc suggested.

"Not a single tine," admtted Big Eric.

"If you and your daughter should neet death, control of the conpany would fall into the hands of
Horace Haas. |s that right?"

Big Eric looked like he had been sl apped. H's vast face purpl ed.

"Now, |isten here!" he grunbled: "Horace Haas may be a fop and a spendthrift, but |'ll stake ny
life he wouldn't lay a finger on Edna or me! He's not the Gray Spider!"

"You're junping to conclusions," Doc said dryly. "What | was getting at is this—+the Gay Spider

may be trying to kill you two so control of your concern will go to Horace Haas. The Gray Spider
could then terrorize Haas into doing his bidding. | think you will agree with me that Haas does not
seemto be a man of particularly strong character. The Gay Spider could control him I'mafraid."
Big Eric was thoughtful. Then he nuttered: "I’'Il bet that's it!"

Again the gritting sound of gnashed teeth cane fromthe silk-nasked nman hunkering at the keyhol e
in the adjacent office.

The Gray Spider swiftly opened the new, cheap hand bag. He wore pale-gray gloves for this work.
The bag contents consisted of a strong but small steel tank, to which was attached several feet
of tough hose sonewhat snaller than a | ead pencil.

"Poi son gas!" gritted the Gray Spider, stroking the steel tank. "The same kind they managed to
escape when ny plane released it ahead of their craft. But they will not evade it this time! The



slightest breath of it is death! Even its touch brings a terrible fate."

He inserted the hose end in the keyhole. He turned on a valve at the tank. Wth a shrill squeal,
gas began escaping. The stuff was under high pressure.

The Gray Spider scuttled out of Horace Haas's office.

THE squeal of the liberating gas seened to increase its note. So great was the velocity with
which it left the hose that it was thrown conpletely across the office in which the four intended
victins sat.

Luckily, the gas cloud did not blow directly against Doc and his friends. But it made a barrage
bet ween them and the other door—a barrage which it would be death to penetrate.

The only other nmeans of exit was the wi ndow. And bel ow that was a death-fall of ten stories.

Doc Savage's anmzing nuscul ar devel opnent gave himthe ability to ascend or descend the average
brick wall as easily and rapidly as a | esser man woul d dash up a flight of stairs. But the Daniel sen
& Haas buil ding had been constructed of white marble bl ocks polished to a glassy luster, and fitted
together with joints that were hardly visible to the naked eye. Even Doc could find no handhold on
that sheer wall!

Nevert hel ess, the wi ndow was the only escape.

Si newy bronze arns wrenched up the window a chip part of a second after the gas began to whistle.
"Qutside!" Doc's powerful voice crashed. "Stand on the sill!"

Big Eric and Edna hastily scranbled out. Ham fol |l owed. The wi ndow sill was hardly six inches

wi de. They were forced to grasp every handhold that offered to their finger tips.

"No use!" Big Eric wailed. "The infernal gas will seep around the w ndow edges and get us! These
sashes don't fit tight! 1've often felt a draft when they' re closed!"

It was Doc Savage's keen brain that solved the problem

A small pot of ordinary white paste stood on Big Eric's shabby desk. Doc scooped this up. He
joined the others outside on the window sill. He closed the w ndow.

Wth quick strokes, Doc strung the gumy white paste around the wi ndow, effectively sealing all
cracks.

"That's what | call quick work!" Big Eric said admringly. "But why couldn't we have dashed
through the gas cloud to the door?"

"The stuff is not only deadly if inhaled, but fatal if it touches the skin, unless | am

m staken," Doc explained. "I believe it is closely akin to the terrible nustard gas used in the
Wrld War."

Doc sidled swiftly to one end of the wi ndow sill.

The next wi ndow was half a dozen feet distant. The wall between was every bit as smooth as gl ass.
But Doc Savage, enploying the springy tendons of his |egs, and the bal ancing effect of his strong

arns, |eaped side-wise fromthe windowsill. It seenmed an inpossible feat to acconplish wi thout
falling outward fromthe sheer buil ding.
Hi s great bronze frane appeared to skid a rising arc along the wall. He reached the next w ndow.

H s powerful fingers grasped and hel d.

He was safe!

I't had happened before the others could as nuch as enit a gasp of anazenent.
"Stay where you are!" Doc conmanded t hem

A FRECKLED st enographer strangl ed on the gum she was chewi ng as the big bronze man appeared |ike
magi c in the wi ndow besi de her desk. She was still coughing when Doc crossed the room and entered
the corridor. She had received the shock of her gum chew ng career.

Doc wat ched the building entrance several minutes. He saw no one | eave in a suspicious nanner.
Ret urning upstairs, he noted that old Silas Bunnywel |, the bookkeeper, occupied a tiny cubicle
fromthe door of which the entrance of Horace Haas's office could be seen. A d Bunnywel|l was stooped
over his |edgers.

"Have you noticed Horace Haas | eave his office recently?" Doc inquired.

The ol d man took off his glasses and rubbed his reddened eyes. "No, sir. I'mquite sure |
haven't. M. Haas nust be in his office now Only a few m nutes ago, | saw two nmen hand a bag

t hrough his door."

"Describe them " Doc commanded.

El derly Silas Bunnywel | gave an accurate description of Lefty and Bugs.

Doc recogni zed the pair fromwhat Big Eric had told himof them

"And Horace Haas is in his office now?" Doc said grimy.

"l amnot sure. But he nust have been there a few mnutes ago. | amnot able to observe all who
enter, because of ny work."

Doc swung to the door of Haas's office. He opened it. He was cautious, not knowi ng what form of
death mght lurk within for him But he need not have been careful.

The office was enpty, but Doc saw the gas contrivance.

He turned off the petcock on the tank of gas in the hand bag. Then he got a rope, went to the
roof, and rescued Big Eric, Edna, and Ham fromthe w ndow sill.



They held a serious council in Haas's office

"It | ooks bad for friend Horace!" Ham said, tight-Iipped

"You nean you think Horace Haas turned that gas on us?" Big Eric nmuttered

"What do you think?"

"l don't know," Big Eric replied, a long hesitation between each word. "I hate to think he'd do
such a thing. But there's no reason why he should go out."

At this juncture, Horace Haas came into the room H s step was not as jaunty as usual. He | ooked
like a fat, overfed pup sonebody had just kicked. He gave a distinct start at sight of Doc and the
ot hers

"l —er—hell o0," he said uncertainly

Big Eric got to the point without delay.

"Where in thunder have you been?" he roared

Horace Haas reddened angrily. "Since when was | tied to your apron strings? None of your

busi ness—where |'ve been!"

"It mght interest you, wise guy," Hamput in, "to know that an attenpt was just nade on our
lives fromyour office. And, to be very frank, you are under suspicion!"

TH'S blunt declaration had a marked effect on Horace Haas. He reddened even nore—then suddenly
went quite pallid. He funbled for a chair with a jewel ed hand and sat down heavily

Doc Savage watched the nan. Either Horace Haas was a finished actor, or he was genuinely shocked
at the accusation

"l —er—suppose | had better tell where | was." Horace Haas pulled a |large silk handkerchief from
his pocket and dabbed his forehead. The piece of silk was brightly col ored

"l received a tel ephone call from a—er—young | ady," Haas began

"A chorus stepper?" runbled Big Eric

Hor ace Haas flinched. "Ah-yes, a young |ady of the chorus. At least, that is who she said she
was. She asked ne to neet her at a soda fountain near here. So | went—

"An ol d goat of your age!" Big Eric snorted. "l oughta get up and kick the seat of your pants!"
"—put | didn't find the young |l ady!" Horace Haas finished desperately. "She did not appear.

wai ted sone tine, decided | was being stood up, and cane back."

Big Eric runbled a noisy |augh. "Sonmebody played you for a sap to get you out of your office so
an attenpt could be made on our lives!" He whirled to Doc. "Don't you think that was it?"

Doc had formed no definite opinion. He had no proof against Horace Haas—he had no real proof that
he was innocent, either. He gave a noncommital answer.

"Possi bly."

Swi ngi ng over to the tel ephone, Doc called the nunber of the tel egraph conpany branch office from
whi ch he had engaged his nessenger. He was nerely checki ng up on whether the dictaphone records had
been delivered to his fellow scrappers

He received the bad news.

"What ?" he demanded. "The nmessenger was wayl ai d and robbed en route?"

Hangi ng up, Doc let his golden eyes range over his conpanions

"It seens," he said slowy, "that the Gray Spider is setting out to carry the warfare to us."
"The boys may be in danger!" Ham cli pped

Doc nodded. "Exactly. You stay here, Ham Take every precaution to guard against the Gray Spider
I"mgoing to see if our four brothers are in any kind of a ness!"

He left the building swiftly.

Chapter VII1. DOC PLANS

THE hotel to which Doc Savage had directed his four men was the Antelope. It was neither the

| argest nor nost luxurious in New Ol eans. Conservative business nmen and drummers patronized it for
t he nost part

Doc parked his roadster a block fromthe hotel, and on the opposite side of the street. He

mngled with the pedestrians. These turned, practically w thout exception, to stare at the amazing
bronze man. He was far nore striking in appearance than the pictures that acconpany the strong-nan
advertisenents in nmagazi nes. The fact that Doc wore no hat added to his prom nence

Before the Antel ope Hotel stood a vanlike delivery truck. This was nmarked with the nane of a

promi nent baki ng concern

On the truck seat sat the burly, hard-featured crook of a |unber detective, Lefty.

A nonkeyl i ke swanp man occupi ed the seat beside him

Their actions betrayed nervousness. They gl anced repeatedly upward. It seened they nonentarily
expect ed sonething to happen in one of the upper-floor hotel roons.

Lefty and his nonkeyli ke conpani on di scovered Doc Savage's great bronze form about

si mul t aneousl y.

"Get '"im" Lefty gul ped—and turned | oose with his revolver. The nonkey nman followed suit with a
sawed- of f shotgun. Their shooting started thunder bunping about in the street. But that was about
all it did.



Doc Savage had seen the pair before they started their fireworks. By the time the first shot
crashed, he was sheltered behind a parked |inmousine. Gass fromthe |inmousine wi ndows sprayed his
back. Bullets hit the car body with tinny noises.

A bronze blur, Doc scuttled fifty feet down the walk and calmy seated hinself behind a fire
hydrant. He had no gun. Indeed, he so rarely found necessity for a weapon, that he sel domcarried
one. He waited.

Shri eki ng pedestrians were darting about |ike chickens in a pen into which a hawk had suddenly
dived. Fromthe volunme and terror of the yelling, one mght judge half of themwere suffering nortal
wounds. As a matter of fact, a foppish youth who had a foot-long cigarette hol der bl own out of his
mouth by a shotgun burst was the only casualty.

Lefty and the nonkey man, both shooting wildly, enptied their respective weapons. They didn't

take time to rel oad.

"We're gettin' outta here!" Lefty gul ped.

The delivery truck rear wheels gave a spasnodi c spin, caught the pavenent, and propelled the
vehicle away |ike an expl osive.

"Yo' leavin' de others!" wailed the nonkey nan.

"Nothin' else to do!" rapped the cowardly Lefty. "The jig is up with you and ne!"

The truck sideswi ped a car, careened half across the street, took a corner on two screan ng

wheel s—and was gone.

An instant later, there was a terrific explosion inside the hotel.

DOC SAVAGE' S gol den eyes |ifted, seeking the source of the blast. It was a wi ndow far above the
street. This wi ndow was just flying outward, Torn wood and a shower of bricks foll owed.

Met al shieked across the street to knock puffs of nmasonry off the building there. A piece of this
metal fell near Doc. It was a conmon steel ball bearing.

Shrapnel! A blast of shrapnel had been set off in the roomregistered for by his nen!

Doc's big bronze figure flashed across the street and into the hotel. He seized the register. He
saw his nen had signed for Room 720.

I't nust be the roomin which the shrapnel had been expl oded.

Doc sprang for the el evators.

Ten feet fromthem he halted. One of the cages had just come down. But the door didn't open
imredi ately. Instead, there was a terrific uproar in the cage. It sounded like a gigantic
cat-and-dog fight. Loud bangings arose, as though a sizable sledge was beating the netal sides of
the lift.

Men screeched. They npaned. They sobbed, cursed, blubbered. And through all the bedlamran a
fierce runbling and roaring as of some big beast in action.

Then silence fell.

The cage doors opened.

Qut of the lift wal ked an individual who should have been the wild man in a circus. He was a bare
five feet and a half in height, but alnost equally as wide. He would tip the scales at two hundred
and sixty pounds. He was covered all over with coarse red hair like hog bristles. H's eyes were so
surrounded by gristle as to resenble little stars twinkling in pits. The rest of his face was
incredi bly honely.

He carried five battered and unconscious nen in his arns—nuch as a bell boy carries several

sui t cases.

"Monk!" Doc's great voice seened to fill all the hotel lobby with a glad ring.

For this remarkabl e individual was Lieutenant Col onel Andrew Bl odgett Mayfair, one of Doc's five
aids. He was called by the only nickname that could possibly fit him=Mnk." He was, despite his
gorillalike |ooks, one of the greatest |iving chem sts.

"Hy' ah, Doc!" Monk grinned fromear to ear. He shook his arm oad of captives. "I been collectin'
rats!”

"You escaped the blast?" Doc denanded.

"Sure—thanks to your advice. Like we was directed in that nessage you |l eft on the Daniel sen &
Haas front door, we registered for one room but got the hotel to give us another one, and not put
it on the register."

Monk chuckl ed. He had a surprisingly mld voice for so huge and honely a man. "W kept a sharp

| ookout. We saw these rats skulkin' around, and closed in on 'em right after the blast."

DOC entered the el evator. Mnk turned and followed himinside like a big dog, still carrying his
five victims under his arms.

The el evator operator was prone on the floor of the cage. There was not a mark on him He had
sinply fainted fromfright during Monk's terrific fight.

"Where are the others?" Doc questioned.

"Reckon they've got the rest of themupstairs," Mnk | aughed. "Anyhow, they was goin' strong when
| chased these five into the elevator."

"What floor they on?"



"Fifth."

Doc halted the cage at the fifth floor. He got out. Monk trailed him pausing only to butt the
head of one of his captives against the wall when the fellow seemed about to revive. Monk did this
wi t hout even shifting the prisoner under his arm

Stifled screeches and noans were conming froma roomdown the corridor. Doc and Monk approached

t he sounds.

But they had only taken a few steps when the panel flew out of the door, a torn ness of
splinters. Approximately a gallon of reddish, iron-hard knuckl es appeared.

"Renny is celebratin'!" Mnk chuckled. "The big lout is gonna haul off and hit a block of iron by
m st ake sone day."

The fist belonged to Col onel John Renw ck. He was honored throughout the world for his feats in
civil engineering—and for his ability to pop the panel out of the stoutest door with his fist. He
had a habit of doing this when he felt good. Evidently his spirits were high now.

It was the print of Renny's gigantic thunb which had signed the bl ank sheet of paper they had
left at the Danielsen & Haas office to show Doc they were in town.

They caught sight of Renny's features through the hole his big fist had made. The face woul d have
surprised a stranger, who woul d naturally have expected to see a wide grin.

It was forbidding, solem. Indeed, it |ooked as if the owner had just gone to a funeral.

But that was another peculiarity about Renny, who was six feet four, and weighed two fifty. The
nore joyful the occasion, the nore sour he | ooked.

Anot her burst of screeches and nopans came out of the room

Doc and Monk entered.

"GLORY be!" grinned Monk. "Wat're you doin' to that poor feller, Long TonP"

Long Tom-Maj or Thomas J. Roberts on the military records—was the weakling of the crowd, judging
by appearances. He was undersized, slender, only fairly set up. He had pale hair and pal e eyes, and
a sonewhat sall ow conpl exi on—as though he might have spent a lot of his life in a cellar.

H's ears were big and thin and pale, and since they were between Doc and Monk and the light, it
was al nost possible to see through them

Long Tom sat on a beaten-up swanp nan. He was busily engaged with the ends of an electric cord he
had torn froma floor lanp. He was tying themto the wists of the man on whom he sat.

"Thi s nmonkey don't know what electricity is," he snorted. "lI'm gonna give a couple of shocks. It
m ght persuade himto tell who the Gray Spider is, and where we can get him"

It was natural that Long Toml s thoughts should turn to electricity. That was his profession. His
reputation in the electrical field had few equals. He was called in for consultations by the great
electrical experts often.

A | oud npan of agony drew their eyes to the w ndow.

"Anot her experinmenter!" Mnk snorted.

The | ast menber of Doc's group of friends and aids was near the window. He, too, sat on a
prisoner. He was tall and gaunt, with a half-starved |ook. H's hair was thin, and gray at the
tenpl es. He had the appearance of a studious scientist rather than an adventurer.

This was Johnny, or WIliamHarper Littlejohn to the great nen of archaeol ogy and geol ogy. Johnny
possi bly knew nore about the structure of the earth and the habits of nmankind, ancient and nodern,
than ninety-nine out of a hundred so-called experts on the subjects.

Wth one hand, Johnny was hol ding his glasses in the sunlight. The left Iens of these spectacles
was in reality a very powerful nagnifying gl ass.

Johnny didn't need a left lens, since he had practically lost the use of that eye in the Geat
War. So he carried in its place a nagnifier, which he could use in his business.

A curl of snmoke cane fromthe coat of the man Johnny sat on. The sun, concentrated by the

magni fying | ens, was burning the coat.

"Tal k!" Johnny directed his prisoner. "Or I'Il put this glass to work on your eyes! It'll burn
"emout in about a mnutel"

The captive only glared hate.

A nmorment | ater, Long Toms victimgave a squawk as the electric current tingled through him

Al t hough harni ess, the voltage was highly unconfortable. The man kept a tight lip.

"l hate to discourage you," Doc chuckled, "but I'mafraid you won't get anything out of these
men. You woul d have just about as much success trying to scare an Apache Indian into talking."
"They' re peculiar beings, these swanp dwellers,” Johnny agreed. "Being the offspring of criminals
who have fled to the swanps for safety, they have had one rule of existence drummed into them all
their lives. That rule is to tell nothing to an outsider, no natter what the cost."

"That's the idea," Doc agreed. "Did any of them get away?"

Johnny counted Monk's arm oad of captives. "Five! And these two make seven. Seven are all we

saw. "

"That's right," Renny agreed.

"Then we'll take themto the hotel where | have sonme of their friends sleeping," Doc replied.
"Afterward, we'll find a new hang-out for you fellows. And |'I| outline the part you are to play in



the festivities."
They | eft, bearing the prisoners.

A MOMENT after Doc and his friends vani shed, a man sidled out of a roomdown the corridor.

"What | mean, | was lucky!" he nuttered.

The man was Bugs, other half of the crooked |unber detective pair. At the start of the fight

whi ch had resulted in the downfall of the swanp nmen, Bugs had had the good fortune to dodge into an
enpty room w thout being seen. There he had crouched, preserving his own hide, callous to what
happened to his assistants.

He scurried down successive flights of stairs, reached the | obby, and worked across it.

Excitenent raged in the | obby. Wrenen were arriving, although there was no need of them Bell boys
and guests charged about, adding to the general confusion. Bugs wal ked outside.

He saw Doc Savage and his friends putting the prisoners into two taxicabs. Instantly, he

conceal ed hinself behind a fire truck.

Bugs thought fast. He abhorred the idea of following Doc. He feared the big bronze man nore than
the devil hinself. The devil wasn't real to Bugs, but only sonebody the preachers shouted about. The
gi ant bronze man was real —entirely too nmuch so.

But if he trailed Doc and his men to their new rendezvous, Bugs knew he woul d have sonmething with
which to curry the Gray Spider's favor. He decided to take a chance.

He engaged a cab to follow the pair Doc and his nmen had taken.

The caval cade led to the little hotel where Doc was storing his drugged prisoners to await
transportation to the New York State institution where their crimnal tendencies would be cured.
"Huh!" grunted Bugs, watching the captives being taken inside. "That beats ne! | thought they'd

be handed to the cops! Ch, well, I'll renmenber this address, and the Gray Spider can cone here and
turn his swanp sni pes | oose."

Doc and his nen—n one taxicab now-bet ook thenselves to a neat little inn in the French district.
Wat ching fromthe street, Bugs saw them engage quarters. He trailed inside after they nounted steps
to the upper regions.

Revol ver in hand, Bugs clinbed the stairs. He heard the innkeeper returning. The fellow had
installed Doc and his men in their room Bugs scuffled behind a handy drape, revolver ready, hoping
the gl oom ness of the hallway would aid in preventing his discovery.

The i nnkeeper went bel ow wi t hout dream ng Bugs was i nsi de.

Down the hall, Bugs crept. He heard voices. One booned like a large rock rolling around in a huge
drum He renmenbered that tone. It bel onged to the human | evi at han who knocked panel s out of doors
with his fists.

The corridor was carpeted. On tiptoes, Bugs approached the door.

Soret hi ng crunched faintly underfoot. He paid no attention. It might be a bit of a cracker or a
portion of a bread crunb. Bending over, Bugs put his ear to the keyhole.

He coul d hear everything being said in the room

"TH S fiend who calls hinself the Gray Spider is clever," Doc Savage was saying. "l am convi nced
that to get him we will have to go after himwith a deeply laid plan."

"Shoot the works!" Mk chuckled. "I"'mr'arin' to go! | could scrap guys |like themthat tackled

us a while ago all day, and it wouldn't be nore trouble than fighting npsquitoes."

"You don't lick any one this time," Doc told him "You use that brain nobody woul d suspect you've
got. Starting imediately, you are a famous Gernman chemist. You specialized on poison gas. You sold
a secret gas fornmula to an unfriendly country, and as a result, you're taking it on the lam You're
hiding out for fear secret agents will kill you. Got it straight?"

"You bet." Mnk's little eyes glittered.

"All right," Doc smled. "You will strike out into the swanps like a man who is hunting a hiding
pl ace. Your purpose, of course, is to let the Gray Spider add you to his organization. In this
way—f you don't die of snake-bite, or the alligators don't eat you, or the swanp natives fill you
full of lead, or the Gray Spider get suspicious and order you kill ed—you should | earn sonething."
Monk's wi de grin never budged. "Ain't you the cheerful guy, Doc!"

"Renny" Doc continued, facing the big fisted engineer, "you will visit the governor of Louisiana,

flying to Baton Rouge this afternoon. He will conmi ssion you a special forest ranger. | wll

t el ephone himlong-distance, and see to that. Your engineering training fits you for the forest
ranger job. You will go into the swanps, and, like Mnk, try to | earn sonmething definite about the
Gray Spider."

"Want me to pretend to be a crooked ranger, eh?" Renny grinned.

"I imagine it would get better results.”

Doc's gol den eyes now roved to Long Tom the electrical wi zard. "You are to tap the phone |ines

of the large |unber conpani es of Louisiana, and arrange to listen in on any conversation of
importance. This will entail hiring a force of expert stenographers, of course, since no nan could
listen in to twenty or thirty phones sinultaneously."

Long Tom nodded. "I presune it would be best to first tap the lines to the conpanies we know are



in the power of the Gray Spider. Worldw de Sawr | |ls, Bayou Sash & Door, and so on."

"That's the idea."

It was to Johnny that Doc's gaze now cane. The gaunt, hal f-starved geol ogi st and archaeol ogi st
grinned boyi shly.

"What is ny part in this quest of the Gay Spider?" he asked.

"It's the toughest job of all, Johnny," Doc told himseriously. "I'd tackle it nyself, except

that the Gray Spider has ny description. You are the only other man fitted for the job, thanks to
your know edge of savage peoples and their religious beliefs and superstitions.”

" Meani ng?" Johnny inquired.

"That you are to enter the swanps as a high priest of voodoo!" Doc replied.

JOHNNY nodded eagerly. "That is right up nmy alley! | made an extensive study of voodooismin the
southern United States, Haiti and Africa."

"This is highly dangerous!" Doc war ned.

Johnny sobered instantly. "I knowit! But | can handle the job!"

"How i s your command of the gi bberish these swanp nen speak?"

"Only fair," Johnny admitted. "But it will get by. | speak the French patois of Haiti fluently. |

will pretend to be a high priest of voodoo from another country."
"O K" Doc got to his feet. He stepped swiftly to the door. He opened the panel.
A man lay outside in the hall. He was curled up and breathing regularly, as though asl eep.

"Well, for cryin' out |loud!'" Mnk gul ped. "Wo's he?"

"He is called Bugs," Doc replied. "He's one of that pair of crooked |unber detectives."

"But what's happened to 'in®"

"He crept up to the keyhole to listen,"” Doc said dryly. "And he went to sleep on the job."
Monk snorted. "Quit running around the bush, Doc! What put himto sleep |ike that?"

Doc Savage indicated several snall glass bulbs on the floor. These were thin-walled, about the
size of grapes, and held a colorless fluid.

"A very powerful anaesthetic," he explained. "I spread themhere as a matter of precaution before
we started tal king. Bugs sinply had the msfortune to step on one."

It was this which Bugs had mistaken for a bit of cracker or a crunb of dry bread crushing
under f oot —al t hough he never did discover that fact.

Chapter | X. THE SWAMP ENCOUNTER

MONK departed to beconme an outlaw chem st fleeing fromspies of a foreign country. Renny left to
get his comm ssion as special forest ranger. Long Tom anbl ed out full of his plans for a

phone-t appi ng canpai gn, such as had probably never been equal ed for wi de-spread scope.

Doc and Johnny added Bugs to the growi ng collection of sleepers in the hotel room In fact, so
ext ensi ve was his conquest becom ng, Doc engaged an additional room He nade sure each of the
villains was properly under the influence of the drug which kept them slunbering and out of

m schi ef .

"Twel ve, thirteen, fourteen," Johnny counted them "If this keeps up, you'll have to hire a
special train to up-state New York. They'll be a lot of bother and expense."

"But they'll be fourteen upright citizens when they're turned |oose fromthat institution," Doc
replied.

"l don't understand how it's done!" Johnny chuckled. "I mean-how one of these rats can be taken

and made into an honest man. And that whether he wants to be nmade an honest man or not!"

"It's too conplex to go into now," Doc told him "It is done by nany nethods. Mst undergo
intricate brain operations that wipe out all nmenory of their past. Then they are taught a trade by
which to make a living, as well as upright citizenship.

"In other words, we nerely reduce their mnds to a blank and give themthe sort of training they
shoul d have had. When they're rel eased, crinme does not occur to them-sinply because they don't know
they' ve ever been crimnals."

They left the hotel where the prisoners slept. Going to his plane at the airport Doc secured a
metal case about the size of an ol d-fashioned tel escope bag such as granddad used to carry. They
retired to a roomthey engaged at a private residence.

"Strip!" Doc commanded.

Johnny obeyed. Doc opened the case. It proved to be a nost conpl ete make-up box.

Wth ingredients fromthe box, Doc proceeded to dye Johnny's hide a nuddy yellow fromhead to
foot. He clipped Johnny's sonewhat thin hair, dyed it an intense black, and gave it a permanent
curl .

"None of this stuff will wash off," Doc reninded.

"Holy snoke!" Johnny ejaculated. "You nmean | gotta go around lookin' like this until ny coloring
wears of f?"
"Sure," Doc chuckled. "That'll only be six nonths or so."

DOC SAVAGE continued to work over Johnny. He stood back at |ast.



"From now on, you're in blackface!" he sml ed.

Where Johnny had sat, there now spraw ed a | anky, scrawny-|ooking yell ow sh-brown man. He had
thick lips. H's nose |looked as if it had been stepped on during his youth. Several realistic scars
gave his eyes a mean cast.

"Bien!"

ej acul ated Johnny, imitating the conglonerate dial ect of the swanmp nen. "Yo' haf feenished,

non?"

"And how " Doc declared. "You'll do. Wat's your nane, swanp boy?"

"Nane ees plain Pete. Mees swell nane, Pete ees. Qui ?"

"The name will do," Doc replied, judiciously. "But you're about a foot and a half taller than the
rest of the swanp dwel l ers. Maybe they'll overlook that."

The two men now separ at ed.

Doc Savage returned to the Daniel sen & Haas building to keep watch over Big Eric and his

daughter, and to await reports fromhis nen.

Johnny swaggered down into the foreign quarter. Doc had supplied himw th a nunber of voodoo
charns. These Johnny exhibited quite often, toying with them when he saw he was under the scrutiny
of any one who | ooked as if he m ght belong to the voodoo Cult of the Mccasin.

The net result was that he wasted an afternoon. Fromthe | ook of things, New Ol eans m ght never
have heard of any kind of a voodoo cult, rmuch less the Cult of the Mdccasin with the fiendish master
mnd, the Gray Spider, at its head.

"I"1l have to tackle the swanp," Johnny nmuttered. Then, realizing he had slipped out of his

di al ect, added: "Me—+ do not t'ink nuch of de swanp! Whew | gotta even do ny thinkin' in this crazy
lingo, to play safe!"

Johnny now stuck hinmself in a tel ephone booth and call ed Doc Savage.

"My results so far are what the little boy shot at," he reported. "Thought 1'd tell you I

probably won't communicate with you again for a while."

"CGo to the Lake Ponchartrain water front, near the old Spanish fort," Doc directed.

"Huh?" grunted Johnny, nuch surprised.

"Be there shortly after dark," Doc added.

"O K" Johnny grinned. "I'Il be there."

DUSK had dropped a steany, clammy grasp upon New Ol eans and environs. A faint, hot fog lent the
nmoonl i ght pallor. The Qulf breeze, stirring the fog, made it seemas though the air were full of
fine ashes. On the horizon in all directions, heat lightning flickered luridly.

Johnny—a scrawny and sinister-1ooking gentleman of a pal e-brown col or—+urked in Cty Park near
the ol d Spanish fort. Long, narrow Bayou St. John enptied into placid Lake Ponchartrain near by.
Johnny settled behind an aromatic nagnolia shrub and |istened. He could hear cars honking
occasionally on distant Gentilly Road, and on nearer park drives. Behind him to the south, the
lights of the New Ol eans business district made a vast glow in the steaning night.

Suddenly there reached Johnny's ears a series of droning noises. It was as if sonme one were

hol ding a bunbl e bee near by, and letting it buzz its wings at intervals of a half mnute or so. The
sound cane cl oser. Johnny recognized it.

"A seaplane taxiing along the | ake edge!" he decided al oud.

Soon the buzzing quality left the mbtor spurts. They becane viol ent hisses. The exhaust had been
cut into nmufflers.

"Doc's speed job!" Johnny concluded. "It's the only craft | know of fitted with silencers."

He grinned. Doc was going to get himinto the swanp by plane! That would sinplify things.

Johnny knew Doc nust have had floats installed on the big speed ship during the afternoon. The
craft was equi pped for quick installation of a type of float comonly carried in stock by |arge
pl ane-supply concerns.

Bol dl y, Johnny advanced for the | ake edge.

He did not expect danger. He knew positively he had not been trailed here. So he took no pains to
muffle his footsteps or keep to the shadows.

That was a mi st ake.

Swi - s- h!

Sonet hi ng sail ed out of the blackness beneath a near-by tree. It settled on Johnny's neck. It
tightened. It jerked himfromhis feet.

Johnny clawed at the thing that had him It was a |lasso of thin piano wire. It yanked again,
digging into the flesh of his throat.

Three scrawny swanp nmen pitched fromthe nmurk beneath the tree. One flashed an ordinary cane

kni fe which was honed like a razor.

"Non!"

gritted one of his fellows. "Gay Spider ees want talk to dis scanp!" He knocked the knife

asi de.

Johnny kicked a man in the nmiddle. He booted so hard that he distinctly felt his heel push a
stomach in and jar against a backbone. The fellow sail ed ungracefully away.



A club rapped Johnny's head, causing a burst of colored lights and | ances of flane. That, and the
wire drawing steadily tighter around his neck, sapped his strength. H's struggl es weakened. They
becanme slower. He was |ike a clockwork toy that was running down.

"Bien!"

puffed one of the Gray Spider's swanp nen. "Eet ees about over!"

It was. But not like the swanp nan expected

There suddenly wafted over the scene of strife an uncanny trilling note. It was a whistle, and
yet not a whistle. It had a low and nellow quality that m ght be likened to the song of sone rare
bird of the jungle, or the nel odi ous but untuned note of a wayward breeze filtering anong the pipes
of a great organ.

It seened to cone from everywhere.

Johnny heard it, although but half conscious. The sound of Doc Savage

THE sound had a remarkabl e ef fect on Johnny. Renewed energy flowed into his faltering nuscles. He
struck and flailed fiercely.

Qut of the night came flashing a mghty bronze form The charge of a lion would hardly have been
nore disastrous to the Gray Spider's two nen

Only two blows, coming so close together that they sounded |ike two nen cl appi ng hands

si mul taneously, and the pair went tunbling |ike rabbits shot on the run. It was doubtful if either
had seen what caused their downfall. The third man, disabled by Johnny, withed and npaned near by,
entirely hel pl ess

Doc freed Johnny's neck fromthe w re noose

"You're a handy guy to have around, Doc," Johnny | aughed shakily. Then he noticed that the

seapl ane still taxied out on the lake. It was nowhere near shore. "Huh—+ thought you were in the
pl ane. "

"Hamis flying the bus," Doc explained. "It occurred to ne after you called that the G ay Spider
m ght be doing sone wire-tapping hinmself. In that case, he m ght have heard us nmake the appoi nt nent
to neet here. So | dropped around nerely to play safe. And here we are."

"Yeah—thanks to you," Johnny said wyly, feeling his sore neck. "One thing that is fortunate—en

ny call to you | didn't say a thing which would give the Gray Spider a clue to ny identity or

pur pose. "

"Sure—there's no harmdone," Doc agreed. "In fact, we've added three nore prisoners to our
menagerie. Every little bit helps."

The pl ane now taxi ed close in. Ham slender and waspi sh, waded ashore. He held his sword cane

hi gh over his head and said sone unconplinentary things about the nud underf oot

"You are to take the plane into the swanp," Doc told Johnny. "Park it at sonme spot where

nobody’ Il find it. Use the radio to get in touch with me. Long Tom has installed a receiving and
transmtting station init. You will, of course, use the Mayan | anguage, so no one w || understand
our talk."

"Ri ghto," Johnny agreed

"There's sone stuff in the ship that you might need," Doc added

Johnny now waded out to the plane, hauled hinmself up on one of the newy installed netal floats
and sprang into the cabin. The silenced notors sped up. The propellers churned the air shrilly. Qut
across Lake Ponchartrain, the craft streaked, then |l eaped into the air

Johnny banked for the swanp country. He was an expert pilot, thanks to the teaching of Doc

Savage. The renarkabl e bronze nan seened gifted with the ability to inpart nuch of his own vast
know edge and skill to those whom he taught, and it was this strange quality which had turned his
five friends into acconplished airnmen, second only to Doc hinself

THE foggy area proved to be only in the vicinity of New Ol eans. Johnny soon left it behind. He
kept the silencers on the notors, made the cabin airtight, turned on the apparatus which supplied
artificial air, and flew very hi gh—about twenty-five thousand feet. He used powerful binoculars to
observe the terrain bel ow.

A narrow bayou wound |ike a frayed silver ribbon through the marshy jungle which | ooked fromthat
hei ght like so much green velvet. Johnny observed a few tow steanmers escorting long, flexible |og
rafts.

An occasional sawri || town nmade a spotty patch of lights. These sawm || towns differed from other
settlements in that they were always scattered about a group of mll buildi ngs—sawi ng structure
kil ns, rough-dry and finish storing sheds, planing mll, nachine shops, and other shacks

The sawmi || towns becane scarcer. Riverlike bayous, the only avenue of transportation in the
swanp, ceased to gleamin the moonlight. Tall trees suitable for tinber also becane scattered
Johnny knew he was over the w | dest portion of the great swanps. He cut the ignition swtches of
the three notors. He threw a lever. This changed the characteristics of the plane w ngs, giving the
remarkabl e craft a |l ess steep gliding angle and a nuch slower |anding speed

The great ship settled upon the swanp |like a nonster bat with w ngs outstretched and paral yzed
Johnny selected a tiny bayou. It resenbled a spot where a huge finger had scraped away the



festering | ayers of swanp vegetation, revealing the shining surface of a mirror. The mirror, of
course, was water.

Lightly, the plane dunked its floats in the water. It coasted ahead. The wake it left fanned
outward, seeming to throw the bayou into shimrering convul sions.

"If 1 just don't hit the bank too hard!" Johnny nuttered.

He didn't. The ship grounded with a slight jar, after sloughing through tall cane and under heavy
over hangi ng branches.

Johnny cl anbered out. Wl king al ong the wing, he pulled down arm oads of the clammy aérial noss
fromthe vines and droopi ng branches overhead.

This noss was the variety called "old man's beard" by the natives. Johnny used it to cover the

wi ngs and fusel age of the plane, so there would exist less likelihood of its being seen.

That job conpleted, he extracted a |large | eather pouch fromthe plane. It was this which
contained the stuff Doc had told Johnny he might need. After one | ook at the pouch contents, Johnny
chuckl ed.

"Doc foresees about everything!" he decl ared.

Johnny thrust a rather unusual pistol inside his shirt. This weapon was in reality a wonderfully
conpact machi ne gun—dndoubtedly the small est and nost efficient killing mechanismin existence.
The uni que weapon was the invention of Doc Savage. They were nmanufactured secretly for him Only
his five friends and aids were supplied with them

Johnny | eft the plane.

THE swanp was an indescribable tangle. Vines and creepers nmade a nore inpenetrable mass than any
bar bed-w re entangl emrent Johnny had encountered in the War. The gray, scaly npss hung so thick at
tines that it seemed he was entirely bundled up in the horsehairlike stuff.

In the next hour, Johnny nade less than a mle.

"l can see why a crimnal fleeing into this district wuld be safe!" he muttered. "Nobody could
get in to grab him"

Johnny was aware, however, that there nust be secret trails through the norass—trails known only
to the evil, ignorant colony, the offspring of crimnals, who had spent their lives here. The little
nonkey mnen!

It was dark. Although noonlight pressed brightly upon the top of the jungle nmat, few of the beans
penetrated to the treacherous ness of foul water, nud, roots, and creepers that forned the earth.
Johnny cane to higher ground. He listened. OMs were nmaking quite a racket. Somewhere near, a

hi deous bawl i ng arose. Johnny knew what it was—alligators!

He wet his lips. The 'gators had a grisly way of grabbing a man's leg, then whirling over and
over until the leg was torn conpletely off.

Then, in the neighborhood, Johnny heard a sound which gave hima distinct start.

Apparently it was a child sobbing. He strained his ears. It was a child sobbing!

Puzzl ed, wary, Johnny nade for the sound. The ground becane higher. He reached a snall gl ade.
Huddl ed in the mddle of the glade, as if seeking the nmoonlight, was a small boy. The tot could
not be nore than four. He was scared. An owl hooted stentoriously at the gl ade edge, and the little
boy emtted a series of squaw s. He could not have nade a bi gger racket were he being devoured
alive.

There seened to be no one el se near.

Johnny advanced.

The little boy saw him H's sobbing stopped. He raced for Johnny, stubby |egs churning through
the rank weeds.

"Ise losted!" he proclainmed in a small and trenbling voice.

"That's tough, skipper!" Johnny chuckl ed. "Wat'd you do—go rabbit huntin' and follow the rabbit
of f 2"

"How did oo know?" the tot inquired blankly.

Johnny grinned widely. "That's the way little boys usually get lost."

However, Johnny was wi shing heartily the little boy had never heard of a rabbit hunt. Finding
him conplicated things. Johnny, of course, would have to see his charge hone.

Racki ng his brain, Johnny recalled having noted the Iight of a house a mle or two distant, just
before he | anded his plane. He decided to take the shaver there. He set out, the small boy riding
hi s shoul der.

They had covered nost of a mile when affairs took a surprising turn.

A flashlight sprayed agai nst Johnny and the tot.

"There he is!" bellowed a coarse voice. "It's what | told you! That dirty, voodoo worshi ppin'
swanp man ki dnaped him Lucky we happened onto him before he got away with the kid!"

"Daddy!" cried the tot at the coarse voi ce.

"Put the kid down!" snarled a second man behind the flashlight.

Johnny | owered the child. The shaver ran for his father.

Johnny started to explain. He was not given tine.

"Teach 'imto go kidnapin' kids!" bellowed the coarse voice. "Kill "im Blow his head off!"



A shotgun | oosened a terrific gush of flame al nbst in Johnny's face.

Chapter X. VOODOO S DOMAI N

JOHNNY t hought faster than the man with the gun—by about eighteen inches. The shotgun charge

m ssed himthat nuch. Wth a bound, he was out of the flashlight glare.

The flash stabbed wildly in pursuit of him In his excitement, the man who held it let his finger
slip off the button. Darkness cl apped down.

It was the rush of sepia blackness that gave Johnny his big idea. He was thinking.

Wiy was this father so enraged and so certain his snmall son had been ki dnaped? What had caused
himto leap to the conclusion so swiftly? Wiy had he been deternmined to slay Johnny wi thout waiting
for an expl anation?

What nede the enraged nan act as if Johnny was a foul rat, to be scotched without nercy?

The wrathful father had m staken Johnny for one of the villainous swanp deni zens—a voodoo

wor shiper. Certain obscene rites of the voodoo fiends usually involved the blood froma hunan
sacrifice—a child!

The father thought his tot was being seized for a hideous voodoo cerenony!

Johnny's keen brain raced. He saw suddenly that this situation was made to his order.

He darted forward. He scooped up the small boy. He sprang into the brush. The father dared not
shoot, even should he have had the chance, for fear of hitting his offspring.

The shaver was quiet. He seened to be enjoying the excitement. This was not to Johnny's Iiking.
"Bel | ow for your dad, skipper!" he commanded. "Make himthink |'meating your ears off!"
Ohediently, the boy let out a piercing how for "Daddy!"

"He's over there!l" shouted the frenzied father. "Follow him Don't |let the voodoo devil get away

with ny son!"
Johnny put on speed.
"Kinda onery to fool your old man like this," he told the shaver. "But maybe it'll teach him not

to be so sudden on the trigger. If | had junped a little less quick, the world woul d have lost its
second best geol ogist."

Johnny was careful to nake considerabl e racket, and not go so swiftly that his pursuers would
lose track of him Abruptly sighting the |lights of several houses, he swung to one side. Evidently
what he had seen was a trading post, where the swanp dwel | ers bartered nuskrat skins, noss, fish,
and crabs for their few necessities.

A few minutes later, he stopped his dawdling. He put every ounce of effort into racing through
the swanp with the snmall boy.

For bl oodhounds were now on his trail! Evidently they had been secured fromthe trading post. H's
trailers gained rapidly!

"This isn't quite so funny!" Johnny nuttered. |If those enraged pursuers caught him he was
certain to be shot or hanged wi thout delay. Johnny | ooked exactly like one of the fiendish swanp
deni zens, and as such woul d be considered |ower than a rat.

Mle after mile, Johnny plunged ahead. H s | egs ached. Each breath felt as if a nmowi ng

machi ne- si ckl e was bei ng sawed up and down his throat. A |l esser man than Johnny woul d have col | apsed
long ago, for Johnny's remarkabl e physical quality was his endurance. Ordinarily, he was tireless.
But carrying the shaver and outrunning the bl oodhound pack was taxing even his abilities.

He reached a break in the jungle where noonlight poured down |ike transparent silver.

Suddenly a man appeared before him The fellow jabbed out a |ong-barreled squirrel rifle.

"Who yo' be?" he runbl ed.

JOHNNY careful ly kept his face expressionless. This was exactly what he had been hoping for! The
man was one of the yell ow sh-brown, nonkeylike swanp cl an!

True, the fellow was the largest of the tribe Johnny had seen. And he had a sonewhat nore
intelligent face than usual. A good nuscul ar devel opnment showed under the torn sleeves of his shirt.
"Bien!"

ej acul ated Johnny, |apsing into the congl omerate swanp dialect. "Yo' show nme way to | ose de

bl oodhounds! Me—+ pay yo' to do dat! Qui!"

"Vat yo' do?" inquired the swanp man suspiciously. "Wy dey want yo?"

Johnny indicated the snall boy, who was peering with mngled interest and fear at the

si ni ster-| ooking swanp man.

"Me—+ grab dis white pickaninny!" Johnny expl ai ned.

"Dami! Why yo' do dat?"

Here Johnny drew on his know edge of voodoo. He expl ai ned, with nmany a hocus-pocus gesture, that
he was no less than a high priest of voodoo!

The swanp man was inpressed. He furtively produced a charm which | ooked suspiciously like it was
carved out of a human arm bone.

"Yo' want white pickaninny to nake beeg voodoo sacrifice?" he nuttered. He was a voodoo believer.
As such, he would hel p Johnny.

"Yo' got de idea," said Johnny.



Meantine, the bl oodhounds were rapidly drawi ng nearer. The beasts set up a fearsone baying and
yi ppi ng. Frightened ows and other birds flashed over the clearing in flight, resenbling darksong,
bi g, wi nd-bl own | eaves.

Sacré!" the swanp man swore softly. "Yo' have to | eave white pickaninny. No can take heem "

"Non!"

growl ed Johnny, pretending great reluctance. He added that the voodoo dieties demanded a
sacrifice of the blood of a white child in the good ol d-fashi oned manner.

"Yo' gotta |l eave heem " insisted the swanp man.

"Non!"

Johnny retorted stubbornly. "Eef we can escape, we can take white brat along."

The real reason for leaving the little boy behind now canme out—ot that Johnny had the slightest
idea fromthe first of letting himfall into the hands of the voodoo nen.

The Gray Spider did not want the attention of the law drawn to his clan of swanp devils. To

ki dnap the white boy would do just that. Therefore, either Johnny had to | eave his prize behind, or
take his chances with the bl oodhounds and the shotguns.

Johnny feigned vast disappointment. He boosted the small boy to a branch, strapped himthere with
his belt, and fol |l owed the swanp man.

Covering only a couple of rods, Johnny's guide waded into a cluster of canes. He bent the tall,
rushli ke stens aside. A small pirogue, dug out of a single log, was conceal ed there. The two nmen
entered. Both dipped crude paddles. The little craft handl ed al nost as easily as a birch-bark canoe,
even if it was hollowed out of a |og.

They shot away.

Behi nd them they heard shouts.

"Here he is!" the father called, finding his son safe. "The voodoo devil had to leave him"
Johnny smled slightly. No harm had been done. The father had been punished with a little
additional worry for his too hasty attenpt to shoot Johnny. The shaver had put in an exciting hour
or two in the swanp, with no danger to hinself.

And Johnny was in a fair way to be wel coned with open arns by the voodoo-sacrificing swanp

deni zens. They would | ook on himw th admring eyes. Hadn't he tried to get a white child for the
human sacrifice?

JOHNNY was anmmzed at the speed they were naking. On other occasions he had seen natives go
swiftly through a jungle that seenmed i npenetrable. But never anything quite like this!

At times his escort propelled the pirogue straight for a seemngly solid bank. But water always
mat erialized under the keel. Sonetimes the watery trail was conpletely conceal ed by cane and reeds
growi ng out of it.

"Yo' sure know de way!" he flattered his guide.

" Qui !

| oughta! Me— live all ny life here.”

"What yo' name?"

"Buck Boontown," replied the swanp nan.

"Buck" Boontown, Johnny reflected, seened to be of a sonewhat higher nentality than the other
swanp dwel l ers, just as he was a better physical specinen.

Neverthel ess, the fellow was a vicious character. H s belonging to the voodoo cult showed that.
"Where yo' cone fron?" demanded Buck Boontown.

Johnny now spun an el aborate story. He had been all over world, studying the fine points of
voodoo sorcery, and now he was visiting this region, where he had heard the art had attained a high
degree of perfection. O so he said.

This vaguely mi ssed being an outright fib. Buck Boontown ate it up. Johnny—er plain "Pete," as
Johnny introduced hinsel f—ade an instant hit w th Buck.

We got plenty big voodoo man in dese swanps,” Buck Boontown said inpressively. "Yo' ever hear of
de Gray Spider?"

"Me—+ t'ink so," Johnny said vaguely. "Nothin' but talk, though."

Bi en!" ejacul ated Buck Boontown. "Maybe Gray Spider take yo' into his inner circle."
Johnny put forth a distinct effort to keep his face blank. This was getting hot!
"Ees yo' in de inner circle?" he questioned.

"l sure is!"

Here was | uck!

"Right out of the hat, | picked a guy who is on the inside of the Cult of the Mdccasin!" Johnny
conplinmented hinself silently. "And what | nmean, | believe he's on the inside!"

"Can yo' guide to where Gray Spider ees hang out, non?" he asked al oud.

"Hees hangout at Castle of de Mdyccasin," retorted Buck Boontown. "Me— can sure guide yo' dere.
But first, | gotta find out if de Gay Spider want yo'!"

Buck Boontown was on the inside, Johnny knew now. He settled to his paddling, elated that he was



meeting with such good fortune. He felt he was drawi ng the net of Doc Savage's vengeance tighter
about the sinister Gay Spider

THE ni ght was about gone before they reached their destination. Buck Boontown, Johnny |earned in

the meantinme, had been en route into the swanp when he chanced to hear the bl oodhounds. Know ng they
were after sone crimnal, he had stopped. It was the law of the swanp dwellers that all criminals
were to be aided to escape

As a matter of fact, Johnny had been aware of this far-fromhonorable creed. That was why he had
deliberately made hinmself a fugitive

Their journey ended at a small hill in the swanp. This was popul ated by hordes of dogs, only a
few less children, and a nunber of evil-looking nen and wonen. There was an even dozen ranshackl e
hut s

A long shed held crudely bal ed noss. Evidently it awaited transport to a trade boat. Miskrat
traps, seines, and fish lines festooned fromthe shack eaves

Johnny stepped fromthe dugout canoe to what he thought was a | og. He got the start of his life
when the "l og" wal ked out of the water with him It was a giant gator. The big reptile was picketed
with a rope like a cow It was apparently a pet, for it nade no effort to annex Johnny's |eg

"Yo' can sleep in de npss shed," suggested Buck Boontown.

And there Johnny spent the rest of the night. He slept soundly, although subconsciously alert for
the slightest hostile sound

A tremendous dog fight, punctuated with the how s of pickaninnies trying to break up the fray,
awakened him This seened to be a usual norning occurrence, since none of the grown-ups paid
particular attention

Soon after this, a series of piercing shrieks cane fromone of the |argest shacks. The sounds
wer e i nhuman, terrible. They gave Johnny a craw ing sensation along his spine. They set himto
fingering his gun uneasily.

"What is de racket?" he asked a swanp man

"Eet is Sill Boontown," explained the fellow He tapped his head, then nmade a corkscrew novenent
inthe air with his finger. "Hees got bats in de head!"

I nvestigating, Johnny discovered Buck Boontown was narried. The swanp nan's wife was slightly
better |ooking than the other femal es of the settlenent, although that was not saying nuch

The coupl e had one child—a son about eighteen, named Sill. He was nentally unbal anced—razy. He
had been that way, Johnny |earned, since a blow on the head suffered froma falling tree two years
ago.

It was a hideous, squalid colony here in the swanp. The people were an adm xture of nmany races
They retained the bad qualities of themall, and the good points of none

The nmorment he judged the tine propitious, Johnny began to exhibit his voodoo hocus-pocus. To the
usual repellant rites and incantations of a voodoo nman, Johnny added a few nasterly touches of his
own.

First, he "hypnotized" the pet alligator. He did this by secretly breaking one of Doc's gl ass
bal | s of anaesthetic under the reptile's snout. The trick created quite a furor. Johnny's stock as a
man of magi ¢ went soaring

Usi ng sinple acids, Johnny nade a bucket of water change color at his command

His crowning feat was to drive a long, thin rod of steel through his own brain. This he
acconpl i shed by having a tubing in his hat. The steel rod was flexible. It was guided around his
head by the tubi ng—al though the inpression was that it passed directly through his skull

This made the eyes of his audience stand out until they could al nost have been knocked off with a
stick.

THE next day, Johnny's perfornmance paid dividends. Buck Boontown had di sappeared. Now he

returned

"Man here who want talk wit' you'!" he nuttered to Johnny.

"Ees he fromde Gray Spider?" Johnny demanded

Buck Boontown replied sharply: "Me—+ don' know nothin' about nobody by name of Gray Spider!"

OQovi ously, some one had put the bee in Buck's bonnet—warned himnot to tal k. Johnny silently
berated hinself for a |umbx. Wiy hadn't he trailed Buck Boontown when he di sappeared? The swanp nman
had apparently gotten in touch with the Gay Spider

"Bien!"

said Johnny. "Vare ees de man who want to talk wit' me?"

"Here | am buddy!" said a harsh voice

Wi rling, Johnny eyed the speaker

The man was wi de and thick of |linmb. He wore nmuck-caked overalls. Underneath these, he was attired
in sonething the true swanp man never saw-a collar and necktie

A brilliant silk mask obscured his face. It was even tied at the back of his head so as to hide

the color of his hair. And he wore all-concealing cheap cotton gloves. It was inpossible to as nuch
as glinpse the hue of his skin



Johnny, however, knew by the sound of his words that he was a white man.
"Buck Boontown tells me you're quite a voodoo guy," growl ed the nan.
"Quil"

said Johnny. "That ees right."

"And he says you want to join the Gray Spider's outfit?"

"Eet pay good?"

“I'll say it'll pay you good!"

" Bi en!
Then | join."
The other man | aughed shortly. "I'mnot so sure that I'Il let you join. |I nust know nore about

you before we start tal king that over."

I'n his best dialect, Johnny repeated substantially the sane story he had told Buck Boontown. He
told it as earnestly as he could. A great deal might cone fromthis, for Johnny thought he was under
the scrutiny of the Gray Spider hinself!

"Ees yo' de Gray Spider?" he asked boldly.

The masked man tensed visibly. He put a hand in a pocket that bulged as if it mght hold a gun.

"Li sten—€on't go asking silly questions!" he snarl ed.

"Qui!"
sai d Johnny, shruggi ng.
The other man did not renew the talk imrediately. Finally he said, "I'm gonna do sore thinkin'

about you. Hang around here for a few days. A man who knows voodoo |ike you would conme in handy. But
there can't be no chances taken, see!"

Johnny saw. He al so thought he saw that this man was the Gray Spider! If he could just get a | ook
at the fellow s face! But that was too dangerous.

Johnny was suddenly seized with an idea.

"BE yo' goin' to New Ol eans?" he questioned

"What's it to you?" snarled the nmasked nman.

Johnny replied with the declaration that he had left New Orleans in a hurry. As a consequence, a
consi derabl e sum of his noney had remai ned behind. He was careful to | end the inpression
difficulties with the police had led to his sudden departure.

He gave the nasked nman the address of the room where Doc Savage's bronzed, skilled fingers had
appli ed the makeup. This roomwas in a private residence in New Ol eans.

"Could yo' bring ne ny noney?" Johnny finished. "Yo' bein' de Gray Spider, yo' ees to be
trusted.”

"Who said anything about nme being the Gray Spider?" rapped the other.

"Non, non,

nobody!" Johnny said hastily. "Wel yo' bring ny noney?"

"I"1l bring it," replied the man.

A subtle something in his tone told Johnny that the man intended to do nothing of the sort. This
didn't bother Johnny greatly—-because there was no noney. The inportant thing was to get the nman to
go to the private residence in New Ol eans.

Johnny thought the fellow would do that—for the dishonest purpose of seizing the noney and
keeping it hinself. Johnny had purposefully named the sumas anmpunting to nearly twenty thousand
dollars. Even the Gray Spider would hardly pass up as juicy a steal as that.

The masked man now depart ed.

Evadi ng the attention of Buck Boontown and the other inhabitants of the scrawny settlenent,
Johnny trailed the masked man. He coul d hear the fellow crashing al ong ahead, but did not catch
sight of him

Johnny soon turned to the left. He found his hidden plane in the norass. Paw ng the draping noss
aside, he entered the cabin. In a mnute, he was in radio-tel ephone communi cati on with Doc Savage.
"l sent this guy to that room where you put on ny nakeup," he told Doc, after explaining the
situation. "You can grab himthere."

"Do you think he is the Gray Spider?" Doc's voice cane back clear as a fine bell. They spoke in

t he | anguage of ancient Maya, of course.

"l cannot tell for sure," Johnny replied. "My guess would be that he is."

"I"1l hold a reception for him" Doc said grimy. "Good work, Johnny! Go back and continue as you
were."

"O K ," said Johnny. He clicked off the radio-tel ephone apparatus and | eft the plane.

Clinbing a near-by tree, he glanced about over the steanmi ng, festering swanp. It seened to extend
to the horizon in all directions.

For an instant, Johnny caught sight of the nasked nan—di scovered that the fell ow had now renpved
his mask. He was too far away for Johnny to discern details about his face.

The fellow flushed up a cloud of blackbirds, then trudged out of sight in the norass.

Johnny slid back down his tree and noved toward Buck Boontown's settlenment. His work for Doc
Savage here in the voodoo swanps was progressing nicely.



Chapter Xl. THE WELL- KNOWN EGG

THE man who had worn the mask, swore at the cloud of blackbirds Johnny had seen himflush up. H's
profanity had a happy note. He seermed highly satisfied with the world.

"That voodoo man is a dunb one!" he chuckled. "Thinks I will bring himhis noney! Nearly twenty

t housand bucks! |magine that!"

He shied a clod at the little lizards racing up a pal netto.

"That noney goes in ny own pocket and stays there!" he declared aloud. "It's so nuch gravy!"

In the course of a couple of hours, he reached a bayou where lay a small notor boat. This sped
hima nunmber of nmiles, finally depositing himnear a highway. A powerful coupé raced himinto New
Ol eans.

"Now to get the noney!" he grinned.

The fellow had certainly swall owed Johnny's bait, hook, |ine, and sinker.

It was late afternoon. Canal Street seethed with office workers goi ng hone. Newspaper delivery
boys dashed al ong the residential streets, flinging folded papers onto porches. A pop-corn man was
doing a big business with school children.

The man who had worn the mask, parked his car near the address Johnny had given him He got out.
Careful ly, he surveyed the scene.

A man was digging a ditch in front of the house. There was no one else in sight.

The man who had worn the mask, swung up the walk to the house.

As he passed the ditch, the man in it knocked the dirt off his shovel by banging it loudly on the
cerment wal k.

The visitor noticed this, but thought nothing peculiar about it. He strode across the porch and
rang the bell.

A thin, piping voice—+t sounded |ike the tone of an old man on his |last |egs—nvited, "Cone in!"
"Fine!" thought the man. "If there's nobody here but an old duffer, it will be sinpler in case it
cones to rough stuff.”

He opened the door. He didn't even trouble to have his hand in his pocket with his revolver. He
stepped in boldly.

His jaw fell. H s hands whi pped spasnodically for the weapon in his pocket. They never reached
it. Bronze lacquered talons of tenpered steel seized them

A nmorment later, the lightning seened to strike his jaw. He went suddenly to sl eep.

The fellow s slack formlifted and came to rest under Doc Savage's m ghty bronze arm

Doc strode outside. It was he who had imtated the piping tones of an old nman and invited his
victi mindoors.

The man was clinbing out of his ditch. He scratched about in the soft dirt he had dug up and
produced a bl ack, innocent-1ooking cane that was in reality a sword cane.

It was Ham
Ham stared at Doc's |inp burden.
"For the love of mud!" he exclaimed. "Is that what our elaborate trap netted us?"

"The schene did sort of lay the well-known egg," Doc adnmitted wyly.
Hamtwirled his sword cane and scow ed at the face of the captive.
The man was Lefty—the survivor of the crooked | unber-detective pair.

"IT wasn't Johnny's fault we didn't get the Gray Spider," Doc explained as they rode downtown.
"He had never seen Lefty. And, anyway, the nan was wearing a nmask when he tal ked to Johnny."
"Any chance of this endangering Johnny?" Ham ponder ed.

"Probably not," Doc replied. "This man undoubtedly cane to get that noney and keep it for

hi msel f, hence he woul d not report its existence to the Gay Spider. So the master m nd has no way
of knowi ng Johnny sent himinto a trap."

They added Lefty to the ever-growing collection of sleepers waiting transportation to the
up-state New York crimnal-curing institution.

"We'l| pay Long Toma visit," Doc decided.

They found the pale blond electrical wizard in a long, narrow roomin an office building off
Canal Street. Hugging each wall of this roomwas a row of small tables.

Conpet ent - | ooki ng young wonen sat at the tables. They wore tel ephone headsets. Their fingers
grasped pointed pencils. Stenographic notebooks |ay before them open and ready.

At one end of the roomstood a radio tel ephone transmtter and receiver.

Each young | ady was a highly skilled stenographer. They were making records of every word of
conversation to go over the phone lines of the |eading | unber conpani es of the South.

Long Tom had done a miracul ous piece of work, considering the short tine he had been at it.
"Got anything?" Doc inquired.

"Only one thing of real inportance,” Long Tomreplied. "That is the tip that an inportant
conversation shoul d take place soon between one of the Gray Spider's chief lieutenants and the G ay
Spi der subordi nate who has taken control of Wrldwi de Sawnlls."

"Any idea what the talk will be about?"



"Nope. Al | knowis that the nan at Wirldwi de Sawnmi | |s has been tipped that one of the big boys
will give hima ring soon." Long Tom waved at a |oud-speaker at the end of the room "I've arranged
to cut the conversation into that |oudspeaker when it comes in, so we can all listen."

"Fine," smled Doc.

He said nothing nore, but waited. Apparently he was entirely unaware of the panic of femn nine
hearts he was causing anong the battery of stenographers.

Long Tom it was to be suspected, had exercised an eye for pulchritude as well as efficiency when
he hired his working force. He had picked a nunmber of peaches. And the glances they threwin Doc's
direction would have put life into a stone man. They had, however, exactly no effect on the mighty
man of bronze. The stenographers didn't know it, but Doc was absol utely worman proof.

"lI'm gonna have to kick Doc out of here before these girls will go back to work," Long Tom

grunbl ed.

At this point, one young |ady held up a hand.

"The call you have been waiting for!" she said.

Long Tom sprang to a panel. He threw switches. Qut of the |oud-speaker at the end of the room
cane a humming note that showed it was cut in on a tel ephone line, through an anplifier.

THE hum persisted for some seconds.

"Hel l o, you at Worldw de!" said a harsh voice.

"Hel l o yoursel f!" grow ed the other nan.

"How much you got on hand?"

"Quarter of a million dollars. W sold that No. 3 plant for cash today."

Doc saw clearly what was going on. The Gray Spider's man in charge of Wrldw de Sawr || s had

di sposed of another part of the conpany. They were continuing their looting. The last unit they had
sol d chanced to be the No. 3 sawm || where Big Eric, Edna, and Ham had been rescued.

"The G —Well, you know who—wi || take personal delivery on this gob of cash," the man at Worl dw de
was told. "You' re to nmeet himand hand over the jack tonight."

"Meet hi mahere?"

"You know where Buck Boontown's village is in the big swanp?"

"Yeah. "

"Meet himthere. Be on hand at ten o'clock, sharp!"

"Aw—what does he think | an? It's a terrible trip into that swanp at night."

"I can't help that, buddy. You got your orders."

"Ahr-r-r!" grow ed the man at Wirldwide. "I'Il be there."

"You better!"

Thi s om nous warning term nated the conversation. Sharp clicks denoted receivers being hung up.
Doc, Long Tom and Ham exchanged know ng | ooks.

"He's going to neet the Gray Spider at Buck Boontown's swanp settlenent with a quarter of a

mllion dollars in cash,” Hamclipped. He made a fighting stroke with his sword cane. "I presune we
wi Il be on hand?"

"Wth bells on," Doc assured him

"How about ne?" Long Tom barked. "I'min on this! Try to keep ne out!"

"Can your wire-tapping establishment here get al ong w thout you?" Doc inquired.
"Sure it can."
"Cone on, then."

THEY hurried outside. Doc hailed a cab and directed: "The Daniel sen & Haas building."

"What's there?" Long Tomwanted to know.

"Big Eric and Edna," Doc replied. "We will tell themwhat we're headed for and make sure they are
safe.”

Their taxi rooted its way through traffic. Here and there stores were turning on the lights in
their show wi ndows, proof that dusk was near.

"Have you heard from Renny and Monk?" Long Tom asked Doc.

"Not a word," Doc admitted. "Mnk, as you know, is pretending to be a chenist fleeing fromthe
vengeance of a country he turned traitor to. Renny is taking the part of a dishonest special forest
ranger. Both hope to get into the Gray Spider's gang. But they have no radio to keep in touch with
me. That's why we haven't heard fromthem"

At the Daniel sen & Haas building, Doc and his nen left their taxi waiting.

In the | obby, they encountered pretty Edna Dani el sen. She was al one. She | ooked worri ed.

Doc said seriously. "It is dangerous for you to be chasing around al one without—

"Wait!" she interrupted. "I amafraid sonething terrible has happened!"

"What do you nean?" Doc questioned sharply.

"Horace Haas has di sappeared!" Edna Dani el sen expl ained. "And poor old Silas Bunnywell is also
gone! Worse still, | nade a horrible discovery in Silas Bunnywell's little office!"

"What sort of discovery?"

"Cone! |'ll show you."



An el evator rushed themup to the top floor. Edna Danielsen led the way to old Silas Bunnywell’s
cubby- hol e.
"Look!" she gasped, and poi nted.

SI LAS BUNNEYWELL' S accounting table was overturned. So was a wastebasket. Red and bl ack had
spilled together in a lurid puddle. There had been a fierce struggle in the little cubicle.

To one side lay an inkwell. It was a heavy fistful of glass. Red ink fromit was splashed high on
the wal | s.

" Cbvi ously sonmebody was cl ubbed over the head with this,"” Doc nurrmured. He picked up the inkwell.
H s gol den eyes appraised it.

Several dark hairs clung to the bottom

"Poor old Silas Bunnywel |!" choked Edna Dani el son.

"Not Silas Bunnywell," Doc corrected thoughtfully. "He had al nost snowwhite hair. These hairs
are dark. Unless |'mm staken, they came fromthe head of Horace Haas. You're sure Silas Bunnywell
and Horace Haas are both m ssing?"

"Absolutely!" declared the attractive young wonan. "Dad and | have | ooked everywhere for them"
"Where is your father?"

"I'n his office."

They retired to Big Eric Danielsen's office. Big Eric was treading circles on the worn carpet.

The office was fogged with snmoke fromthe cigar he was puffing.

"Where in the devil do you reckon Horace Haas and Silas Bunnywel | have di sappeared to?" he
dermanded.

"Frankly, |'mpuzzled," Doc admtted.

Big Eric shivered. It did not add to his cheerfulness to hear this m ghty bronze man admt he was
puzzl ed, even though the bafflenent m ght be only tenporary.

"What are you going to do now?" he questioned.

"Unfortunately, we only have time for one bold stroke," Doc replied. "One of the nen the Gay
Spider has installed as a looter at the head of Wrldwi de Sawrills is to meet his naster tonight at
Buck Boontown's swanp settlenent. He is to deliver a quarter of a million dollars of their loot to
the Gray Spider in person. Ham Long Tom and nyself have barely tinme to get there. We'll rush out
there and try to grab the Gray Spider."

"I'd like to help you!" Big Eric declared.

"Not hi ng doing!" refused Doc. "You will stay here in New Ol eans and guard the life of your
daughter. W will escort you hone imediately. We will also | eave nachi ne guns and hand grenades, so
you can defend yourself against any attack by the Gray Spider's nen."

They left this office. Alnost running, they made for the elevators. The cage ferried them down.
Perhaps forty seconds after the el evator door clanked shut, one corner of the carpet in Big
Eric's office lifted slowy. It flipped back. This disclosed that a section of the floor had been
cunningly contrived into a trapdoor. Below it was a coffinlike cavity a few i nches deep.

A man had been occupyi ng this—istening!

THE eavesdropper stood up fromhis coffinlike skul king place. He wore a gaudily colored silk
mask—Auch |i ke a gay sil k handkerchi ef.

The fell ow | ooked somewhat |udicrous, for he wore a woolly overcoat. And the summer eveni ng was
rather hot! From his standpoint, there was cunning in the wearing of the coat. It had no exposed
but tons which m ght have scraped on the sides of his hiding place and betrayed himl He had even
pul l ed big wool socks over his toes so there would be no squeal of |eather agai nst wood.

This sinister person scooped up the tel ephone. He asked for a number and got it. He |istened
intently and recogni zed the voice which spoke to him

"This is the Gray Spider!" he said in hoarse, fierce tones. "Assenble the nost trusted nen of the
G an of the Myccasin!"

“I't will be done," replied an awed whi sper.

"Toni ght we wi pe out the bronze devil! He cannot evade us!"

Wth an ugly, guttering |laugh, the Gay Spider hung up. He glided into the corridor. He had not
removed his silk nmask, nor his foolish overcoat, nor the big wool socks fromover his shoes.

He found a Wndow in the front of the building. Craning his neck, he nmanaged to see down to the
street. He made a snarling noise at what he saw.

Doc Savage was installing Big Eric, Edna, Ham and Long Tomin the taxi.

Doc hinself rode the running board, as was his custom The cab rolled away fromthe curb.

Doc' s gol den eyes roved everywhere, m ssing nothing. They scrutinized the wi ndows of the

Dani el sen & Haas buil di ng casual ly.

There was now no masked face at a top-floor w ndow, however.

Big Eric and Edna were left at the Dani el sen mansi on. Doc handed over a pair of his wonderfully
conpact, extrenely rapid-firing machi ne guns—+the weapons of his own invention. He al so produced gas
masks and violent little hand grenades.

He nade a quick, thorough search of the el aborate dwelling. Finishing, he was certain none of the



Gray Spider's men were conceal ed about.

"Have you floodlights that will illumnate the grounds?" he questioned Big Eric.

"l sure have."

"Keep themon all night. One of you be on guard every minute. We will try to be back by norning.
But it is inpossible to guarantee that."

"We'll be all right," Big Eric declared.

"And you nust be careful!" ravishing Edna Danielsen told Doc in a strange, tight voice, the
significance of which was quite lost on him

Ham and Long Tom exchanged know ng | ooks when they were outside.

"The queen has tunbled for Doc!" Ham gri nned.

"And don't they all?" chuckled Long Tom

THEI R next nove was a quick return to Long Tom's "central,” which he had established for all his

t apped phone lines. There, Doc nmade an effort to get in touch with Johnny. But his rapid radio
calling elicited no answer fromthe plane in the swanp.

"No way we can | et Johnny know we're com ng," Doc decided. "We'll |eave the radi o apparatus

turned on, and if he calls, one of the stenographers can slip himthe news."

Once nore they entered a car. But it was Doc's roadster this tine, instead of the taxi. The

runbl e seat and the baggage conpartments al ready held such equi pnent as Doc thought they woul d need
for just such a jaunt as this.

Doc wheeled the car into traffic. One of his bronze fingers clicked a newy installed switch.

Under the hood, a police siren began to wail. The speedoneter clinbed past forty, fifty and sixty
with ten-mle-an-hour junps.

Ham and Long Tom sat tight and held their hat to keep them from being blown off by the terrific
rush of air. Doc wore no hat. No goggles protected his gol den eyes. The w ndshield was down. Yet the
roaring wind seemed to have absolutely no effect on his bronze i nmacul at eness.

"Hadn't we better pick up a boat sonewhere?" Ham i nquired.

"We've got it," Doc replied.

"Huh?"

"In the runbl e seat—a col |l apsible silk boat you can al nbst put in your coat pocket. Also, there's
an outboard notor that hardly wei ghs nore than a portable typewiter. Gher things, too!"

Ham pi nched his eyes shut against the slapping, tearing wind. The uncanny way his big bronze

| eader had of preparing for every energency was a conti nuous source of wonder to Ham He, carrying
in his head the keenest thinking nmachine of the adventurous group, excepting only Doc, could pick
out many possible enmergencies that could arise. But mghty Doc Savage saw ahead to dangers of which
Ham did not dream and seened al ways to have a defense agai nst them

The m |l es streaked under the panting roadster. Darkness had fallen. The noon was out, brilliant.
Into the swanps dived the road. Great cypress towered |ike clouds of green over the thoroughfare.
On hi gher ground, yellow pines stood slender and tall |ike arrayed sentinels.

"Great lunber country,” Ham offered, to break the silence.

"Second only to the State of Washington in the value of |unber produced,"” Doc replied.

Long Tom chuckl ed. "And | sort of had the idea sugar cane and cotton was all they grew down
here!"

The snokestack of a sawm || spouted sparks on their left. Steam|abored. A head saw bit into a
log with a sound like silk cloth being torn. The m |l was ablaze with |lights. Mre electric bul bs
hung out on a cableway systemused to lift logs out of the storage yard and drop themon the | og
dogs in the bull chain that fed the saw ng carri ages.

Doc' s roadster whipped on and the night-working sawm ||l was | eft behind. The road seened to sink.
It becanme a tortuous groove in a spongy mat of steami ng, om nous swanp. The noonlight did not reach
it often.

The headl i ghts danced like fat white chal k sticks juggled on the snout of the roadster.

“I's this the only road into Buck Boontown's part of the Mrass?" Ham asked.

"It is," Doc assured him

THE nonotony of their swanp trip was soon shattered. The road lifted suddenly. It narrowed until
there was roomfor only one car. The road was crossing a deep bayou on a high | evee.

To either side, noonbeans shimrered up fromthe |istless surface of the bayou. H gher and higher,
the car swept. It was half across the grade.

At this point, Doc's uncanny keenness of eye was denonstrated. The others saw nothi ng portentous
of danger. No obstruction barred the way.

But Doc's gol den eyes noted a disquieting object. A small stick, snmaller even than a | ead pencil,
projected upward fromthe road mddle. It had been set there recently. The disturbed condition of
the road showed that.

Doc trod the brake. The suspicious stick was only a few yards away. The roadster was doi ng sixty.
It skewered. It careened fromside to side, skidding. All four tires, frozen i mobile by the brakes,
squeal ed |ike hungry pigs.



The stick came nearer. Doc saw the roadster wasn't going to stop in tinme. The road was too narrow
to steer to either side.

Suddenly several men ran into view at the end of the |evee. They were w zened. They | ooked |ike
big, hairless, bob-tailed nonkeys.

Harnessed to his middle, every man had an aircraft-type machi ne gun.

Doc's bronze head flashed around. Behind them nore of the swanp nen had appeared.

"A trap!" Ham rapped.

The excl amation was hardly off Ham's |ips when a powerful bronze arm grasped himand flung him
bodily out of the roadster. Hamls formcleared the | evee!l He sailed for the water.

Despite the suddenness of what had occurred, Hamstill retained a clutch on his sword cane.

Even as he saw Hamclear the | evee, Long Tom found he was al so spinning through space. Turning
over in the air, he got a glinpse of Doc Savage's powerful frame cl eaving down after him

Bot h Ham and Long Tom felt as though they had been half jerked apart by the titanic sinews of the
bronze giant. They were as dazed as though a stunning electric current had unexpectedly caroused
t hrough their bodies.

There had been no tinme for Doc to be gentle. He had hurled both his nen clear of the | evee and
followed hinmself—all in an instant so fractional only a finely calibrated stopwatch coul d have
caught it.

The roadster had not yet hit the upraised stick.

But now the car skewered into it. There was a terrific roar. A hideous tongue of flane |eaped
magi cally into being and tore the | evee apart. The burst mangled the entire front off the roadster.
It spouted snoke, sparks, dirt and rent fragnents of the car.

Had the roadster been noving a little faster, it would have been conpletely annihilated. As it
was, only the fore part nmet destruction.

Chapter X I. HUVAN SACRI FI CE

HAM and Long Tom pl unked into the water in one-two succession. They collided as they kicked in
the depths. Together, they stroked to the top.

Doc's bronze head was not in evidence.

Débris fromthe dynanmited | evee still rained. The stuff ranged fromsteel splinters to clods as
large as pork barrels. The rear half of the roadster dived beneath the surface with a |oud gurgling.
Ham and Long Tom sank hastily to keep from being brained by droppi ng weckage. They realized now
that the roadster, in hitting the raised stick had closed an el ectrical contact which rel eased the
bl ast .

Swi nmi ng under water, Ham and Long Tom reached the conceal ment of canes which grew along the

| evee edge.

"Where's Doc?" Ham groaned. "He should have conme to the top before now "

"Maybe— Long Tom shivered and didn't finish. Maybe a flying mssile, driven by the explosive,
had pierced Doc's giant bronze form |t was possible!

Racing feet spatted the | evee. Hoarse commands were gobbled in the jargon the swanp nen spoke. A
machi ne gun vomited a string of concussions.

Long Tom and Ham sank wildly as copronickel bullets scored the water about their heads. They
arose deeper in the gl oombeneath the canes.

Over where the blast had occurred, great bubbles were arising. They nmade gruesone gl ub-glub
sounds. Air escaping fromthe subnerged roadster caused them One arose now that seemed |l arge as a
t ub.

"Ugh!" shuddered Ham "Wy don't Doc cone up?"

Long Tom gave a hoarse gasp. "Look! As if the devils above us weren't enough!"

Perhaps three score feet distant, two knots had projected fromthe bayou surface. They resenbl ed
a pair of black fists held close together.

"'"Gator!" Hamnuttered. "The infernal things feed at night, too!"

The eyes of the alligator sank.

"Yo' conme on out!" rasped one of the swanp nmen fromthe |evee.

Ham and Long Tom made no answer. They fingered their conpact little machine guns.

Suddenly a stormof slugs fromthe aircraft type weapons above them poured downward. The rank
canes were chewed and split as by the fangs of an invisible, wood-devouring nonster.

Ham and Long Tom saw they were at a hopel ess di sadvantage. They held their fire, not wishing to
start a fight to the finish.

"Yo' no be keeled if yo' come out!" called the swanp man. "Gray Spider ees want to talk to yo'!"
The speaker swore at the machine gunners, silencing them Then he waited to see what Ham and Long
Tom woul d do.

"Doc!" Ham croaked. "He hasn't shown up yet!"

"W've got to do somethin'!" Long Tom hi ssed. Desperate, he called up to the swanp nmen. "W will
surrender if you'll let us dive a fewtines in search of our |eader!"

The answer cane pronptly. "Go ahead an' dive!"

"You promi se you won't shoot us?" Long Tom asked.



"Yo' won't be shot. Me—+ geeve yo' de word of Buck Boontown on eet!"

The | eader of their attackers was Buck Boontown!

Swi ftly, Ham and Long Tom swam out and dived. They groped repeatedly in the depths, seeking the
gi ant bronze form of Doc Savage. Horror closed swiftly upon their hearts as they found no trace of
Doc. Only nmud and foul water plants lay on the bayou bottom perhaps a dozen feet down.

A | oat hsone gurgling of bubbles still cane fromthe sunken roadster. It was as though the car
were a living thing and life was slowy departing fromit.

Long Tom and Ham searched around the nachi ne several tines. Their spirits, weighted like |ead,
they stroked listlessly to the surface.

"Maybe he swam away," Long Tom nunbl ed hopefully. "He can stay under water for many mnutes."
"l hope so," Ham agreed.

But a horrible sight was soon to drive even this faint hope fromthem

"Yo' clinb up here!" conmmanded Buck Boontown harshly.

THERE was nothing else to do. Long Tom and Ham craw ed up the steep side of the | evee. The swanp
men sei zed upon them Their arns were taken. Many an admiring gasp went up at sight of the tiny,
superefficient machine guns. A nonkey man appropriated Haml's sword cane.

"We shoul d've fought it out!"™ Hamgritted.

"They'd have gotten us!" Long Tom assured him "They nust have at |east twenty of those aircraft
machi ne guns. And with that nmetal -reénforced | eather harness they wear, |'lIl bet they can hold the
weapons on a target without trouble."

Now cane the ghastly incident they were to witness. It was by far the nost shocking thing their
eyes had ever beheld. Seeing it turned their very blood to water and | eft them despondent and
crushed.

"Sacré

—Il ook!" shouted a swanp nan.

Al eyes went to a point a few score of feet out on the bayou. At this spot, the water was
boiling. A great, hideous formwas threshing only a foot or so down. A tapering, ridged tail
squirmed into view for an instant.

"Gator!" croaked Ham "The infernal thing has got sonething!"

The jaws of the alligator abruptly appeared. Monlight glistened on the repul sive, sand-col ored
teeth.

Affixed in the teeth was a m ghty bronze human arml

The 'gator seened to be worrying the linp body to which the armwas attached.

It sank fromsight, |eaving nothing but a turnoil of water to show where it had been.

Ham shri eked |i ke a madman. He clutched at one of the swanp nmen's machi ne guns. He was driven to
madness by the awful thing he had just seen. He wanted the rapid firer to slay the alligator.

He didn't get the gun. A swanp nman nearly shot him Buck Boontown's angry roar was all that saved
Ham s life.

Long Tom al so put forth a short struggle. A nachine gun barrel swept against his head and stunned
him Wen he revived, his wists were |ashed.

Ham was al so bound.

"Wl k!'" commanded Buck Boontown.

The caval cade noved down the road. Soon they turned into the swanp. A |abyrinth of pal nmettos,
swanp mapl es, tupel o guns, cane, vines and creepers and | oathsonme aérial npbss closed in upon them
At times they sank to their waists in nmire that had a sickening stench. They trod rotting | ogs
over what appeared to be bottonl ess abysses of slime. Once they took entirely to an aérial

t horoughfare of branches and |ianas for some hundreds of yards.

The devilish little swanp men showed an amazing agility at getting through what woul d have seened
an i nmpenetrabl e barrier of vegetation. But at frequent intervals even they were al nost baffled by
the steami ng, festering tangle of the swanp.

LONG TOM and Ham paid no attention to the passage of tine. They even took no particular pains to
avoid the treacherous vines and slime pools in their, path. As a consequence, they were frequently
ki cked.

The resultant pain, they hardly felt. For nothing could be greater than the ache that came from
the know edge that they had lost their friend, the man to whomthey owed their lives many tinmes
over —boc Savage.

They held no hope of ever seeing the m ghty bronze man agai n. The hoo-hoo-hoorooi ng of swanp ow s
made a sort of awful dirge to acconpany their grief.

But, as they floundered deeper into the vast swanp, another and scarcely |ess oni nous sound
joined the macabre tooting of the ow s.

"Listen!" nuttered Ham

Faintly, there reached their ears a nonotonous drumming note. This rose and fell. One nonent it
woul d roll across the vast, foul-quagmre |ike syncopated thunder. The next it fell to a nuted
mutter, |ike fingers softly slapping a sponge.



It was as though the great swanp were a panting beast.

Periodically, there lifted over this unending sound a shrill caterwauling, as of a cat with its
tail stepped on. Hoarser barks and how s were conm ngl ed.

The noi se was al toget her hideous.

"Ugh!" muttered Long Tom "I can guess what that is!"

"So can |," Hamreplied listlessly. "A voodoo ritual!"

"Notice howit's affecting our captors!" said Long Tom

Subt| e excitement was pervading the ugly little swanp nen. They clucked to each other in a

| anguage so degenerate that Ham and Long Tom could hardly understand it.

Later, when they cane for a nonment into a noonlight glade, Long Tom and Ham observed that their
captors were doing a sort of revolting nuscle dance in time with the throbbing. It was as though the
nmeasured beats of the tomtons inflicted nmuscul ar convul sions upon their bodies.

Even Ham and Long Tom found thensel ves unpl easantly affected by the barbaric cadence. |ndeed,
Long Tom discovering his shoulders jerking to the savage tune, swore violently-sonething he rarely
di d.

"“I've heard the nusic at these rituals has a sort of crazing effect,”" Hamnuttered. "I can
believe it after listening to this. It's nore than |'ve ever expected in all ny life."

Long Tom shuddered. "One mi ght expect sonmething like this in a country of savages—but right here
in the United States! Ugh!"

They came soon to a circular hill. It was no nore than two score of feet above the swanp. In the
center was a bow -shaped holl ow, a natural anphitheater.

Standing on the rimof this, Long Tom and Ham surveyed such a tabl eau of barbarismas they had
never expected to see within the confines of the United States.

A STRING of small fires burned in the bottomof the hollow These were greenish, and fromthe
nauseating odor they cast off, evidently were kindled fromwood which had been treated w th sul phur.
No doubt the string of blazes was intended to represent a serpent, for snake deities have a

promi nent place in nost voodoo cults.

Nunerous nasked figures were near the fires. Sone of them|leaped and spun |ike hideous dervishes.
G hers nerely sat and jerked their nmuscles in tune with the tomtons. Al wore masks.

The beaters of the tomtons sat farther back. Fromtine to tinme, they emitted a | oud how . They
wer e unnasked.

I't was upon the nasks of the nen in the center of the hollow that Long Tomand Hamrested their
gaze.

These were of gaudy sil k!

"Remenber that flashy silk handkerchi ef Horace Haas carried in his coat pocket?" Haminquired.
"Yes," replied Long Tom "Wy?"

"l was just thinking," Hamnuttered. He didn't el aborate on his thoughts.

Around the edges of the holl ow huddl ed row after row of the vicious, nmonkeylike swanp dwel |l ers.
Long Tom and Ham were astounded at seeing so nany present. Their number nust run into the hundreds!
The whol e cerenpny had the air of sonmething that would | ast for many hours, perhaps days. Gourds
filled with a greenish Iiquor that was di pped froma troughlike contai ner nade of a hollow I og,
passed anpong the assenbl ed voodooi sts quite often.

"Some kind of a vile dope the Gray Spider has fixed up for them |'Ill bet!" Ham declared. "Brings
them under his sway easier!"
"Yo' keep goin'!" rasped Buck Boontown at their backs. "Yo' don' stop here!"

Buck Boontown was al one anpbng their captors in seeming not to take nmuch stock in the voodoo
ritual. He twitched a time or two in synpathy with the hideous rhythmbut no nore often than Long
Tom and Ham did the sane thing involuntarily.

Around the edge of the natural theater, they were herded. They were | ed down to the group of
masked nmen about the string of greenish fires.

It dawned on Ham and Long Tomthat these nmen were the inner circle of the Cult of the Moccasin.
Bef ore one of the nasked nen, they were halted.

This man wore, in addition to the brilliant silk handkerchief that hid his face, a |l ong and gaudy
gown enbroidered with countless coiled serpents, probably intended to represent the deadly water
noccasin. It conceal ed himfromhead to foot. Nothing could be told of his |ooks, except that he was
a white man.

"I amthe Gay Spider!" he informed Ham and Long Tomin a voice that sounded like it was coming
out of a tonmb. Obviously, the tone was disguised.

He held one claw i ke hand before them The veins on the back of the talon | ooked revolting as
purple worns. Slowly, dramatically, the hand opened.

A hi deous gray spider of a thing craw ed about in the repulsive palm A tarantula! Sonmehow, the
ordinarily poisonous thing had been changed to a gray hue and its venonous quality elimnated. At
least, it nade no effort to injure the hand that held it.

The bit of dramatics was highly inpressive.

But it was on the hand that the eyes of Ham and Long Tomrested. The vile skin bore snears of red



i nk!

Ham and Long Tom both recalled the red ink sneared over old Silas Bunnywell's office in the

Dani el sen & Haas buil ding. They renenbered the ink-well that had been enployed to beat down sone
one, about the time Horace Haas and Silas Bunnywel | vani shed.

SUDDENLY bot h Ham and Long Tom nade a concerted |lunge at the naster devil. They hoped to take
their guards by surprise. But they failed.

Buck Boontown was alert. He whipped out a pistol. Wth |ighteninglike bl ows, he knocked Ham and
Long Tom backward. They were seized anew.

Buck Boontown now told his master of the outcone of the bridge anbush. As he was infornmed that
his nen had seen with their own eyes an alligator devouring Doc Savage's mghty bronze form a
fiendi sh cackle of delight rattled back of the silken mask.

"Take these two prisoners to the usual place!" he commanded. "I have told you earlier what you
are to do with them Do you understand fully? It is very inmportant that ny little experinent works
out properly!"

"l savvy," nmunbl ed Buck Boontown.

Ham and Long Tom were bustled fromthe natural bow, and down the opposite side of the hill. Buck
Boontown' s settl ement appeared unexpectedly.

They were hurled into an open shed of a building. Ropes were added to their ankles, and their
wists tied afresh. Arnmed guards took up a position near.

The two prisoners were absolutely hel pl ess. Through a gaping hol e that passed for a door, they
could see a tall, overly thin swanp man. He was but a boy, hardly eighteen. Hs only garment was a
meal sack with holes cut in it for his |egs.

This was Sill Boontown, the son of Buck Boontown—the boy who had been feebl e-m nded since a bl ow
on the head a few years ago.

Ham and Long Tom were sickened to discover Sill Boontown was |eading a nonster alligator around
with a rope. The half-wit lad was playing with the tane reptile as though it were a dog.

This 'gator was the sane one which had given Johnny such a start on his arrival at this sinister
spot .

Sight of the 'gator brought to Ham and Long Tom a norbid rush of nmenory; the ghastly glinpse they
had caught of a nonster reptile worrying a bronze human armin its hideous jaws!

Their own dire peril was subnerged in their grief. Not only had they lost the friend and
benefactor they admired above all else in life, but the world had |ost one of its greatest forces
for right, as well as prolific source of things humanitarian.

They were indeed gl ad when Sill Boontown di sappeared into the noonlighted jungle with his pet
'gator.

About a quarter of an hour ticked away. Then a nan cane into their prison shack.

THE newcorer was | anky, scrawny-|ooking, yellow sh-brown. He had thick |lips and a nose that sone
one mght have junped on years ago. Several scars gave his eyes a nean cast.

Crouchi ng over them this unsavory individual began to nake meani ngl ess hocus-pocus gestures and
munbl e nmeani ngl ess i ncantati ons.

"Ugh!" snarled Long Tom "Ain't he the neanest-|ooking bat you ever saw"

"And how he stinks!" Ham grow ed.

"Probably he's come to cut our throats," nuttered Long Tom

"l oughta cut your throats after a crack like that!" chuckl ed the sinister-Ilooking voodoo nan.
Ham and Long Tom started violently.

"Johnny!" Ham gul ped, finally penetrating the clever disguise.

"Not so loud!" hissed Johnny.

"But how—
"lI've been hangi ng around here,"” Johnny explained. "lI've pulled a | ot of voodoo junk, but it
don't seemto get ne anywhere. At least, | haven't seen the real Gray Spider yet. The fellow | sent

to you wasn't the master mnd, was he? Buck Boontown told ne, quite a bit later that he was only a
m nor menber of the gang who liked to pretend he anpbunted to sonething."

"It was one of the two crooked |unber police," Ham expl ained. "W got him though. H's nane is
Lefty."

"How are we gonna get out of here?" Long Tom put in.

Johnny gl anced at their guards, saw they were | ooking in another direction, and produced a knife.
"It's the best | can do," he whispered. "I was surprised when they invited ne in here to put a
voodoo spell over you two guys. | looked for ny gun, but it had di sappeared. | can't understand
that, either."

"We'll make a break for it, all together!" breathed Ham

"O K I'Il grab a machine gun fromone of the guards if | can. We might as well try it right

now. "

Johnny advanced on the door.

Instantly, one of the guards enmitted a loud cry. In answer to the signal, scores of nonkeylike



swanp men poured out of the surrounding jungle. They attacked Doc's nen.

Johnny went down fighting under an aval anche of the yellow sh-brown fiends. He was tied securely.
The kni fe had done Ham and Long Tom no good. Ham did get free, only to be pinned quickly.

They were all tied securely.

Soon there approached a figure attired in a long, brilliant gown which was enbroidered with
count |l ess snake designs. A hideous gray tarantula clung to one of the fell ow s hands.

The Gray Spider still wore his silken nmask.

"1 have been suspicious of you," he told Johnny. "I let you talk to these nmen as a test. You were
observed closely all the tinme. W saw you pass thema knife."

Johnny replied nothing.

"You are one of the bronze devil's helpers!" snarled the G ay Spider. "The bronze nman is dead.
You three nmen shall die also. | will watch nmy swanp friends offer you in a voodoo sacrifice. In a
few hours, they will be worked up to the proper pitch for the human offering!"

He fell silent. Into the ranshackle hut throbbed and boored the disquieting note of the tomtons.
It seened to set the very brain cells of the listeners vibrating in synpathy to its barbaric
cadence.

"In a few hours—they will be ready!" repeated the Gay Spider.

He wheel ed away.

Chapter Xl 11. A Kl DNAPI NG GONE WRONG

THE Gray Spider shuffled back up the hill, the holl owed-out top of which was the scene of the
voodoo ritual. He stepped along swiftly, as though he had inportant work to do. He seated hinself in
the middle of his sinister inner circle.

Machi ne gunners were nmuch in evidence.

"Bring in the two new recruits,"” he ordered.

There was a commmotion in the jungle near by. Two men cane out.

One was built like a gorilla. He |ooked big enough and tough enough to even whip one in a fight.

H s face was scarred and unbelievably honely. H s hide was covered with coarse red bristles.

The second man was so huge as to seemlike a small hill in motion. H's face was |ong, sonmber. His
l'i ps were pinched together as though he had just finished a disapproving, "tsk, tsk!" The

out standi ng thing about the giant, though, was his hands—for each was conposed of about a gallon of
knuckl es that | ooked |ike rusted iron.

Monk and Renny in person!

Wthout seeming to, Monk and Renny noted the nunber of nmachine guns in evidence.

"The first time we've seen the Gray Spider!" Renny growl ed. "And we don't dare make a funny nove
because of those nmachi ne guns!"

"l got a notion to tackle 'im anyway!" rasped Monk.

Monk was nothing if not reckless. The bigger the odds, the bigger the fight, Mnk seened to
reason. And he did love a fight. Several times during the World War, he had started out

si ngl e-handed to nmop up on the eneny arnmy. Fromthe results, a suspicion was harbored that he m ght
have succeeded had the opposition not been scattered fromthe Channel to Switzerland. They had too
much roomto dodge in.

"Lay off, you missing link!" Renny grunted. "You ain't got no brains! Lemme do the thinkin'!"

This was not strictly the truth. Monk was rated one of the half dozen greatest chem sts ever to
live.

They confronted the Gray Spider. Naturally, both tried to penetrate the puzzle of the
serpent - enbroi dered gown and the brightly colored silk nmask. They had no success.

Agai n they cocked an eye on the array of machine guns near by, and saw a hostile nove woul d be
unwi se. | ndeed, it would be suicide.

"l have been told of you men," said the Gray Spider.

Monk and Renny were di sappoi nted when they failed to recognize the voice. It was thoroughly

di sguised. It had an unreal note. They made no answer because none seened needed.

"One of you is a chem st experienced in poison gas," continued the cavernous tones of the Gay
Spider. "That man fled to this swanp to evade agents of the country he turned traitor to. The other
man is not averse to making a dollar or two on the side."

An inpressive pause now foll owed. "Neither of you men had net before you were introduced by ny
aids."

"Nope. W never saw each other before."” Mnk chuckl ed and opened and cl osed his furry paws. "But
we're what you'd call a natural! He knocks 'emdown, an' | tear 'emapart!”

Monk was not bad as an actor. His attitude was fierce and bl oodthirsty—+to say nothing of his

| ooks.

"You wish to join ny organization, | understand," said the Gay Spider.

Renny wat ched the hideous gray tarantula crawl around on the master fiend' s hand, and stifled an
impul se to I ean over and swat the repul sive thing with one huge paw.

"You got it right," he runbled.



IN the wait which foll owed, Mnk and Renny noted a minor incident up on the side of the

saucerl| i ke depression.

An enornous alligator appeared. It craw ed around the edge of the holl ow.

"Shoot dat 'gator!" sonmebody called over the nonotonous throbbing of the tomtons.

"Eet ees Sill Boontown's pet!" some one el se objected. "No wild 'gator would go crawlin' around
dis crowd!"

"T'row a stick at heem " directed the first speaker. "Eef hees don' go away, shoot heenl Sacré!
We no want to be bothered weeth durn 'gator!"

A stick whacked the crawming alligator soundly. The reptile straightaway slithered out of sight
into the night-blackened jungle. It displayed an intelligence that seemed human.

The Gray Spider resuned—his words conming as froma tonb, the repul sive tarantula never still on
hi s hand.

"l have decided to take you into nmy organization,” he told Monk and Renny. "Your first job wll
be assigned you immediately. It is to be done tonight. It will pay ten thousand dol | ars—five

t housand for each of you."

"That's a lot of jack," Renny growl ed. "What's the job?"

"You are a forest ranger—you should know by sight the famus |unberman, Big Eric Daniel sen.
Per haps you even know hi s daughter?"

Renny nade the only answer he could. "Yeah. | know 'em"

"CGood!" hissed the Gray Spider. "Tonight, you are to kidnap them"

Renny covered his surprise with a loud snort. "You don't want nuch, do you?"

"What do you expect to do for ten thousand dol | ars?"

"Yeah—that's the other way of lookin' at it," Renny admitted. "You got it planned how we're to
get thenP"

"Agai n—what do you expect for ten thousand!" intoned the Gray Spider. "You are to nake your own
plans. You will find Big Eric Danielsen and his daughter at their home. They are heavily arnmed and
equi pped with gas masks. The grounds are brilliantly lighted. You will get them*

"It oughta be sinple!" Mnk said sarcastically.
"—you will get them" continued the Gray Spider, as though there had been no interruption. "You

will bring themto ne."

He now gave an address on O ai borne Avenue in New Ol eans.

"I will meet you personally at that spot. | will be there all night, or at |east, fromthe noment

| arrive in town. And | shall |eave soon after you do. You, of course, will depart imediately. That

is—+f you want to try the job."

Monk and Renny swapped gl ances. They saw their chance to trap the Gray Spider away from his guard
of machi ne gunners. They could get hold of Doc, tell himwhere the Gay Spider would be waiting and
it would be all over but the shooting.

O so they reasoned. For they had no way of knowi ng of the awful incident at the bayou | evee,

when Long Tom and Ham had seen the alligator floundering in the water with a bronze arm between its
j awns.

Nor did they dream Long Tom Ham and Johnny were prisoners in Buck Boontown's settlenment not a
quarter of a mle awnay.

"We'll doit," said Renny.

"You mean—we' |l try it!" chuckled Monk, playing his part.

A heavily arned escort imedi ately conveyed Monk and Renny through the swanp to a bayou where a
speed boat lay. This rushed themto a paved hi ghway. There they found a powerful touring car

wai ting.

The point where they reached the car was beyond the bl asted | evee. Monk and Renny were given no
inkling that Doc Savage was not in New Ol eans.

THE hour was well past midnight when the touring car flung into New Ol eans. The engi ne was
throwi ng off waves of heat. The radiator was boiling. Renny, at the wheel, had | atched the hand
throttle clear out and let it stay. He had taken many a corner at sixty.

"I'f I ever ride with you again, | want ny head exam ned!" Monk conpl ai ned. "Such crazy driving |
never saw "

"We got here, didn't we?"

"Yeah—n spite of you!" Mnk jerked a thunmb. "There's a boulevard that |leads to Big Eric's hone.
Take it! We'll probably find Doc at Big Eric's joint."

"O K " Renny yanked the car about, purposefully all but spilling Mnk over the side.

"When this is over," Mnk promised, still rankling fromthe wild ride the sol etm-faced Renny had
given him "lI'mgonna tw st one of thembig fists off you!"

A few m nutes saw them before Big Eric Daniel sen's mansion.

The grounds were brilliant with floodlights, as the Gray Spider had said they woul d be. The
massive iron gates at the entrance were | ocked.

Monk got out of their touring car boldly. He strode to the gates. He gave the lock a m ghty yank.
Pi n-n-g!



A bullet left a shiny spot on the wought iron of the gate, not a foot fromhis head. It had been
fired fromthe mansion.

Monk did not bat an eye. That in itself was proof that he had pretended great terror at the

reckl essness of Renny's driving nmerely to have sonething to quarrel about good-naturedly.

Monk was never satisfied unless picking on sonebody, or being picked on in turn. Usually it was
the waspi sh Ham who insulted himand prom sed at intervals to see Monk skewered on the sword cane.
But Ham and Monk had not been thrown together nmuch in this adventure.

"Hey!" Monk's small voice sounded injured. "You wouldn't shoot a guy, would you, Doc?"

From the mansion, Big Eric's bellow rolled. "Wo're you? Cone a yard closer, and by golly, 1"l
put wi ndows in your skull!"

Monk was surprised. This nust be Big Eric Danielsen. And Big Eric had never net either Mnk or
Renny.

"Where's Doc Savage?" Monk cal |l ed eagerly.

"What business is it of yourn?" Big Eric was canny.

Monk expl ai ned who he was. Big Eric was not easily convinced, not even when Renny added his

sol ermm-faced assertions.

"Awwhere's Doc?" Mnk demanded. "W gotta see him And we ain't got all night."

"Doc Savage went into the swanp with Long Tom and Hamto seize the Gay Spider," Big Eric

adm tted grudgingly.

"What ?"

Wthout waiting for an answer, Monk | eaped easily upward. He caught the bars of the gate. In a
surprisingly short tine he had surnounted the barrier, nonkeylike. He threw the gate | ock and Renny
drove the car inside.

Big Eric was grow ing and hol di ng one of Doc's conpact nachine guns at ready. But he did not
fire. As Monk and Renny approached, he concluded they were actually Doc's nen.

Pretty Edna Dani el sen added the only word needed to allay Big Eric's suspicions.

"These nmen are Monk and Renny," she said. "They answer M. Savage's description."

FOR a nonment, Monk and Renny were held quite speechless by Edna Dani el sen's superb beauty. Mnk,
especially. Monk was sonething of a connoi sseur of femnine pul chritude, honely soul though he m ght
be hinsel f. The secretary who presided over his correspondence in the penthouse | aboratory Mnk

mai ntai ned near Wall Street in New York was conceded to be the prettiest in town. She couldn't hold
the wel | -known candl e to Edna Dani el sen, though.

"But the Gray Spider has left the swanp by now" Renny declared. "He was to wait for us here in
New Orl eans."

"When did you | ast see the Gray Spider?" inquired Big Eric.

"It was nearly mdnight."

Big Eric's nassive face tensed. "That does not sound so good! The appointnment at which Doc Savage
intended to seize the Gay Spider was set for ten o'clock. Sonething went wong."

Worried expressions came over the features of Monk and Renny. They exchanged gl ances.

"What do you reckon?"

"Hard to tell," Monk growl ed. "The thing for us to do is set a trap of our own for the Gay
Spi der. "
"Shall we call in the police?" asked Big Eric.

"And spend the rest of the night explaining and wading around in red tape?" Mnk snorted. "N x!"
"Yeah," Renny couldn't resist razzing Mnk. "The cops woul d take one | ook at you and swear

there'd been a break at the zoo."

Monk grinned widely. Strangely enough, any and all nasty cracks about his |ooks tickled Monk. He
was one of those rare individual s—a honely man who was genuinely proud of the fact that his features
were sonething to stop a cl ock.

"Renny and ne will take care of this Gay Spider!" he decl ared.

"Renny and you and I!" corrected Big Eric. "I'min on this. W'll drop by the police station and
| eave Edna in safety."

"You will not!" Edna snapped. "lI'mgoing to drive the car!"

"Aory bel!" grinned Monk. "I was afraid |I'd have to ride with Barney A dfield, here, again!'" He

gave Renny an ami able |eer.

Big Eric ran into the house, was gone a minute, and cane out stuffing little hand grenades into

his pockets as though they were apples. He | eaped into the car. The nachi ne whi pped around expertly,
Edna Dani el sen's sl enderly capabl e hand on the wheel .

Big Eric flexed an arm which was nuscled like a nule's |eg.

"l crave action!" he decl ared.

HE got it a |ot sooner than he expected. The powerful touring car swerved into the street.
Instantly, two other machi nes approached from opposite directions.

They were big vehicles, but old and dilapidated. They literally bristled with little swanp nen.
Al nost a dozen to each vehiclel



Both ol d cars banged headlong into the car occupied by Big Eric, Mnk, Renny, and Edna. As though
spl ashed by the inpact, wiry, vicious swanp nen covered the nachi ne.

Wth a bellow, Renny reared upright. He perforned the well-nigh incredible feat of grasping a nan
by the mddle of the body with each hand. Only his gigantic fists made this possible. He banged them
down anong the other swanp nen.

Monk' s arnms—onger by six inches than his own | egs—gathered a bundle of the attackers. He fell
out of the car with them contriving so his two hundred and sixty pounds of gristle and stiff red
hair |anded atop them As one man, they screeched in agony.

One of the efficient |ight machine guns Doc had perfected turned loose in Big Eric's fist. It
seened to nelt the man in front of the nmuzzle. A second swanp nan died before the ripping weapon.
Then a car jack swuing. Big Eric collapsed. He kicked weakly on the floor boards trying to rise. A
hard little fist pounded his tenple until he no |onger squirned.

Monk emitted a series of deep bellow ngs, hisses, and gruntings—the sounds he al ways made when he
fought. Men rushed himin clouds. They flew away fromhis driving arns |like sparrows tackling a
windm || .

Suddenly Monk seized a yell owi sh-brown fiend. Wth seem ng ease, he threw the fellow fully twenty
feet. The man's hurtling body knocked down another swanmp man who was on the point of knifing Renny
in the back.

Three of the attackers were hol ding Edna Dani el sen. She kept them busy dodgi ng her ki cks and

bi tes.

Renny abruptly went down, stunbling over a man he had slammed into unconsci ousness with his great
fists. And half a dozen swanp deni zens piled atop him

The man with the car jack ran up. He clanked his weapon off Renny's head. Renny weaved. He seened
to get sleepy on his feet.

Lungi ng, Monk reached Renny's side. He tore the assailants away. In a nonent both giants were on
their feet, fighting side by side.

A gun or two cracked. But in the gloomit was as easy to hit friend as foe.

Somewhere in the distance, a police siren started wailing. The shots had been heard. Sonebody had
put in ariot call.

"We got—emgoin'!" Mnk puffed. He tore the car jack out of the hands of the wielder, and with
one pull all but ripped the man's armfrom his body.

Pretty Edna Dani el sen screaned piercingly.

Monk and Renny | ooked in her direction.

A vicious-faced swanp nman was hol ding a revol ver to her head.

"Geeve up, damm yo'!" he screeched at Renny and Mnk. "Yo' want ne to keel gal ?"

The attackers had picked their one chance of stopping Renny and Mnk. The two giants

hesi t at ed—and were suddenly down and secured. Stout ropes were | ashed about their ankles and wists.
A large bakery delivery truck now ran up. Monk renenbered that Doc had nentioned the fact the
Gray Spider used such trucks to transport his nmen in New Ol eans. At |least, such a truck had been
wai ting outside the Antel ope Hotel, with Lefty at the wheel, when the swanp men had turned the
shrapnel burst [oose in the roomthey thought was occupi ed by Doc's nen.

Such a truck would not attract attention at this hour. Bakeries often made early-norning
deliveries.

Every one—prisoners and attackers alike—fammed into the truck. The vehicle runbled away, spurred
by the nearing wail of the police siren.

THE spokesman of the swanmp men sneered into Mnk's face.

"Yo' ain't so smart!" he grated.

"You're tellin' me?" Mnk snarled. He was smarting under the defeat.

"Gray Spider ees send yo' to keednap Beeg Eric as test!" grow ed the swanp nan. "Hees want to see
if yo' talk to Beeg Eric as friend. Yo' did. Bien! Dat prove yo' work fo' bronze man!"

Monk blinked slowy a few times. Then, just as slowy, he lifted what was |left of his coat tails.
"Kick me!" he invited. "Hard!"

He saw now that he and Renny had been tricked into revealing their true colors. But how had the
Gray Spider gotten word into town so quickly? No one could have equal ed that terrific drive of
Renny' s.

"The Gray Spider tipped you by radio to set a trap for us at Big Eric's place—that right?" he
asked.

" Qui !

Yo' guess eet!"

Monk gave Renny a downcast | ook. These swanp nen were part of the force the Gray Spider kept in
New Ol eans to do his bidding, no doubt Mnk could understand how it would have been sinple for the
master villain to set his trap.

"What a pair of busts we turned out to be!" he grow ed.

The worst fact was—they had caused Big Eric and Edna to fall into the Gray Spider's clutches. And
a nmonment |ater, the already gl oonmy outl ook was enornously bl ackened.



For, with great glee, the spokesman of the swanp nmen told of the capture of Long Tom Ham and
Johnny. He recited in detail about his fellows glinpsing an alligator in the act of devouring the
gi ant bronze form of Doc Savage. He had evidently received this news by radio fromhis conrades in
t he swanp.

The word of Doc Savage's demise had a terrible effect on pretty Edna Dani el sen. She had been

hol ding up splendidly under the difficulties, betraying little nervousness. But now she gave a
single low, wetched cry, and fainted.

She was still unconsci ous when her formwas |lifted fromthe delivery truck a short distance
outside New Ol eans. Big Eric was al so forced out.

As the truck drove on, Mnk caught a glinpse of a plane in a field near where Big Eric and Edna
had been unl oaded. It was apparent they were to be taken sonewhere by air.

"To the Castle of the Mdccasin!" Mnk guessed.

He fell to wondering about that nysterious rendezvous. The Castle of the Mdyccasin! They had so

far | earned nothing of its whereabouts. They did not have even a wisp of information concerning the
nature of the place.

The delivery truck, it soon devel oped, had a hi gh-powered engine. And on the strai ghtaway, Monk
woul d have been willing to bet it was neking eighty miles an hour.

The very speed of their going made tinme drag.

Chapter XIV. THE Bl G SURPRI SE

DAWN had not yet arrived when Renny and Monk were hauled into the presence of Long Tom Ham and
Johnny, who |ay bound hand and foot in the shack in the depths of the great swanp.

Long Tom noaned al oud. "Good night! And you fellows were our |ast hope!"

Monk caught sight of Ham The faintest of anused gleans cane into Monk's little eyes. If it had
not been for his grief over |earning of Doc Savage's dem se, Monk would have burst into roars of
| aught er.

Any sort of misfortune Hamnet with tickled Monk—al though the next instant Monk might risk his
very life to rescue Ham These two had been good-natured enenies since the War.

It was Monk who had framed the ham stealing charge which had been the cause of Ham getting his

ni ckname. Ham had never been able to prove it, a point that still rankled his |awer soul.

Too, Monk was one man who coul d hold his own agai nst Haml's sharp tongue. He had an infallible
system of getting Hami s goat. He would merely make sone reference to Hanmls stealing anything
connected with a porker, frompig's knuckles to the pig's way of squealing. This burned Ham up.
There was no | aughter or razzing now, though.

It was not their own danger that stilled their tongues. It was the overpowering grief brought by
the know edge that they had lost their friend and benefactor—boc Savage.

The sinister throbbing of the tomtons still flung its disquieting influence over the huge
norass. The cadence was faster. |t tore at their nerves. |t seenmed to destroy the very regularity of
their heartbeats. It beat |ike invisible waves against their brains.

"That infernal racket is driving us nuts!" Johnny nuttered.

"And a big alligator keeps crawling up in front of the door," Long Tom groaned. "The guards
chased it away a time or two. But lately, they've been letting it hang around, just because it makes
us sweat. Seeing the infernal thing rem nds us of —of =

The el ectrical w zard shuddered violently, and could not finish. Thought of Doc's fate choked
him

Once nore, they sat and listened to the thunp din of the voodoo cerenpny in the hollow at the top

of the hill. The caterwauling yells still canme. |If anything, they were |ouder, even nore fanatic.
"They're working up to the point where the human sacrifice will be offered!" Johnny said in a
thick voice. "I studied their infernal rites enough to be able to tell."

"Use your brain on somethin' useful!" Mnk groaned. "Gettin' us out of here, for instance!"

Long Tom suddenly gave voice to a horror-stricken gasp. He shut his eyes tightly. The others

| ooked to see what had affected him

The giant alligator had returned. It craw ed slowy through the steam ng noonlight for the door.
It was |ike sonme hideous thing from Hades.

CHUCKLI NG | oudl y, the guards | ooked inside. The horror the presence of the reptile inflicted upon
the prisoners seemed to give themgreat glee. They clucked at the 'gator, calling "Sic 'em" and
ot her pleasantries.

One guard departed. A chicken's frightened squaw arose. The nman cane back with the fow . Using
the live bait, he proceeded to decoy the giant alligator through the door.

The reptile entered like a pet dog.

Playfully, the guard tried to persuade it to take a bite out of Monk's leg. He had no success.

Di sgusted, he kicked the 'gator in the side.

The bi g saurian now becanme quite notionless. It m ght have been hearing sonething.

Sure enough—a sound cane!

It was by far the npst wel cone note that ever inpinged upon the ears of the five nen Iying bound



and sentenced to death upon the filthy floor.

The sound that meant Doc!

More than ever was the ventriloquist quality evident in the wondrous note. Mellow, trilling,

soft, it seemed to waft forth fromevery part of the ranshackle building. It filtered through the
awful throb of the tomtons; and, tiny, small thing though it was, it reduced the savage rhythmto
somet hi ng uni nportant, no | onger dangerous.

Courage flowed into the five nen. Utter joy washed their bodies |ike some hot, exquisite bath.

Doc was alive!

They didn't know how it could be. But Doc was here sonewhere. Furtively, they tried to | ocate

him It was fruitless. His trilling sound seened to emanate fromthe nolecules of the air itself.
The guards were puzzled and not a little awed.
" Sacr é!

Vat ees dat noi se?"

The swanp man who had kicked the 'gator stepped back. The next instant the reptile gave an expert
flounce. The guard sprawl ed flat on his back. He | ost his machi ne gun from his hands.

The alligator now did what no commonpl ace saurian ever did. It got up on its rear |legs. The

repul sive stomach of the thing was closed with, of all things—

A zipper fastener!

Wth a s-s-wick! of a noise, the zipper canme open.

The mi ghty bronze form of Doc Savage flashed forth.

FOR a noment, the superstitious guards nust have thought the big reptile had actually turned into
the bronze giant they believed one of its kind had devoured. Astonishment held them paral yzed.
Doc hurled his 'gator nasquerade at them It was but the hide of one of the reptiles, cleverly
mounted. It was heavy, though. It flew true. One guard went over backward.

Anot her guard emtted a how of alarm H's aircraft-type machine gun cut |oose. The recoil of the
power ful weapon shook the strange harness about his mddle, threatening to tear himto pieces. Enpty
cartridges chased each other over the floor |ike brassy m ce.

In his haste, the man forgot to exert the proper science in holding his weapon down. It got away
fromhim The stream of slugs cut through the plank walls |like a slasher saw.

The fell ow saw the bronze giant whip toward him He sought to retreat. Aterrific blow felled

hi m

A knife glinted in the pale light over the roped forns of the five prisoners. It slashed with the
nice precision of a machine. Ropes fell away.

"Yeo-o0-ow " bellowed Monk. He reared to his feet, roaring, snorting.

Qut si de the shack, a swanp man was creeping along the wall. H's w zened figure could be seen

t hrough the inch-w de cracks between the up-and-down wall planks.

Monk took two quick steps. His two hundred and sixty pounds of gristle, bone, and stiff red hair
sail ed upward. Feet first, Monk hit the wall. Planks split, crashed, caved. He went through the wall
like a ball froma muzzl e-1oadi ng cannon.

The swanp man net destruction in the w eckage.

The swanp men possessed an animal -1ike bravery. Were-as beings with nore brains woul d have fled,
they stood and fought—and quickly found their Waterl oo.

Renny's big fist took one amidship. Al the starch left the fellow He draped |oose as a dirty
shirt over the gallon of knuckles which had hit him

The bronze flash that was Doc Savage in action accounted for the others.

Ham found his sword cane. One of the unlucky guards had been carrying it. Ham unsheat hed the
razor-sharp, flexible blade. It sang like a big tuning fork in his hand.

"Yeo-o-ow " bawl ed Monk. "I ain't even warned up!"

"You will be!"™ clipped Ham "You'll probably be on fire, before this is over! There's only a few
hundred of the voodoo devils left!"

BEDLAM had broken out on the hill above the settlenent. The greeni sh snake of fire burning within
the hollow cast a lurid glow on the jungle imrediately adjacent. The hilltop m ght have been the
gul l et of sone bl oated dragon.

Agai nst the enerald |um nance, ugly figures were silhouetted. Barbaric, savage forns, these

wer e—except for the fearsone killing nachines nmany wore harnessed to their bodies.

They had heard the prisoners escaping. They poured down the hill.

"Cone!" Doc's single word was low, calm But it had the effect of an expl osive.

He glided away into the night.

H's five nmen followed. They knew Doc had sonme plan. They couldn't inmagine what it was. They were
hopel essly outnunbered. Should they take to the swanp, Doc al one stood a chance of escaping. The
swanp men, knowing the intricacies of the vast and entangl ed norass, would overhaul any one of

| esser physical ability. Doc woul d never desert his nmen. Hence they knew he nust have sone ot her
scheme for coping with their inmmediate peril.

Machi ne guns searched the festering growth with whistling, popping streans of |ead. The sl ugs



sickl ed of f branches and | eaves. Violent rolls of rapid echoes ganbol ed over the low hill.

Amid all that discord, Doc and his nen could talk without attracting attention.

"How did you do it, Doc?" Ham questioned. "I nean—when the car went into the bayou? |'d have
sworn we saw a 'gator naking a nmeal out of you."

"What you saw was nerely a trick to nake the swanp men think I was done for," Doc replied. "I
thrust an arminto the jaws of that stuffed alligator, then pushed the head out of the water and
shook it. Naturally, it |ooked as if one of the huge reptiles had ne."

"What | want to know is, where the stuffed 'gator came fron?" Long Tom put in.

"What is the best masquerade a man coul d don to nobve about in this swanp?" Doc countered.

"That's easy!" Long Tom chuckl ed. "Pass hinself off as an alligator!"

"Exactly," said Doc. "That stuffed 'gator was in the runble seat of the roadster. It was one of
the things | brought along into the swanp, on the chance we mght need it. | sinply dived and got
it, after the car went into the water. The thing could be folded up in a fairly snmall space, for all
its large size. And it |ooked natural enough to fool the swanp nen, especially when seen only by
moonlight. In the daytine, they might not have been deceived so easily."

"Maybe," replied Long Tom "But the way it was, it sure ran a whi zzer on everybody concerned."

A note of regret now came into Doc's powerful, expressive voice.

"I amsorry | had to deceive you along with the swanp nen," he said, "but it could not be hel ped.

And there was al so nothing else to do but let you fall into the hands of the Gray Spider's nen. To
have attenpted to spirit you away under water would only have neant you would be drowned."
Doc and his five nen were working around the hill as they conversed.

"Where we goin' ?" Mnk inquired.

"Wet your finger and hold it up," Doc suggested.

Monk conplied. "Huh—you nean that now we're gettin' the wind at our backs?"

"That's the idea. As you may have noticed, | did sone scouting around in the course of the night.
In fact, I'Il venture to assure you, brothers, that there is scarcely a square yard of this hill
over which Doc 'Alligator' Savage did not craw . Anong other things, | made a find which, unless |'m
far mstaken, will be our salvation."

Ham t hought of something. "Say-there was a real alligator, wasn't there? | saw that half-wit kid
playing with one like it was a dog."

"There was," Doc agreed. "I have both the boy and his unusual pet tied up in the near-by swanp.

Nei t her have been harmed—nor will they be. Unknow ngly, they did us a good turn. Things would not
have been nearly so sinple, had the swanp nen not been accustoned to seeing this alligator around.”
Loud yells denoted the voodoo nmen were taking the trail of Doc and his friends. Pine-knot torches
flamed. They cast fitful, dancing shadows. The hot white rods of nmodern flashlights mngled with

t hem

Random bursts were | oosened frequently from machi ne guns. These never did anything nore annoyi ng
than shower Doc and his five men with bark, tw gs, and | eaves.

"Kinda remnds me of the big scrap in France!" Mnk's mld voice was nore than ever a surprising
contrast. It hardly seenmed possible the boisterous, aninmallike bellow ngs he emitted while in action
could cone fromthe sane source as the sleepy, soft words.

"Well, the wind is at our backs!" Renny announced. "So what?"

"So this!" Doc pointed.

Before themreared the white, ghostly stub of a dead tree. Lightning had apparently shattered it

I ong ago. The bark was gone. Cracks gaped in the pal e wood. Patches of foul green fungus spotted it.
Doc quickly wenched away a section of the lifeless trunk. A cavity was reveal ed. The trunk was

hol | ow.

The cache held a nunber of boxes about the size of apple crates. One of these had been opened.

"l investigated,” Doc explained. "Two of those boxes hold ordinary hand grenades. The others
contain a supply of poison-gas grenades. It's the same kind of deadly gas the Gray Spider has tw ce
sought to use on us. The wind will carry it over our foes."

"Aory be!" enthused Monk. "And that ain't the half of it! There's gas masks along with the

stuffl”

The masks were swiftly haul ed out. Mnk, Renny, Long Tom Ham and Johnny donned them But Doc
Savage del ayed.

"W will use the gas only as a last resort," he pointed out "After all, the fiendishness of these
swanp nmen is largely due to one man—the Gray Spider. |If we can get the master devil and the group of
his inportant |ieutenants, which he calls the inner circle of his Cult of the Myccasin, it will be
unnecessary to do any whol esale killing. The other swanp nen, freed fromthe Gay Spider's sinister
influence, can be reforned."

Doc now advanced a few yards. He carried a hand grenade—ene which did not contain gas. He pl ucked
out the firing pin and | obbed the nmetal egg into the norass.

It exploded with an ear-splitting roar.

The bl ast caused silence to seize nonentarily upon the low hill. The voodoo nmen were surprised,
uneasy.

Into the void of quiet rolled Doc Savage's words. Now, nore than ever, was the amazing quality of



penetrati on apparent in the bronze man's voice. It seemed to gather sone of the elusive nature of

Doc's strange trilling sound, for, without being in the least loud or blaring, it filtered to every
part of the hill.
"W have the gas and the masks!" Doc told the voodoo nen. "To attack us will mean death for you!

The wind will sweep the gas to you!"

AT this threatening declaration, the silence deepened. |t becane an uneasy pall.

Suddenly, an order crashed anobng the voodoo nen.

"He's right! We can't rush them Draw back into the swanp! W'll get themif they try to |eave
the hill!"

It was the Gray Spider speaking.

Doc's nen exchanged puzzl ed | ooks.

"dory be!'" gulped Monk. "Did you notice—=

In giving the command to his voodoo followers, the Gay Spider had been forced to lift his tone

to a yell.

He had forgotten to disguise his voice!

"I"1l say | noticed it!" Renny snapped. "That voice is famliar! |'ve heard it sonewhere!"
"So have I!" Mnk said mldly. "But | can't place it."

Renny offered: "Maybe Doc can!"

Wth a start, Renny bit off his words.

Doc had vani shed! There had been no sound. They had noticed no stir in the pale noonlight that
splattered through the canopy of swanp vegetation. Yet the mighty bronze formwas no |longer in their
m dst; he had slipped away as if on a npbonbeam

"Doc has gone after the Gray Spider alone!" Ham cli pped.

Ham had made a good guess. At the precise nonent he spoke, Doc was two-score yards away. The
russet nmetal hue of his skin, the dark color of his garnments, rendered himnearly invisible, even
when he crossed patches of noonlight.

At the foot of the hill, the swanp tangle reared like a wall. A great |eap sent the bronze nan
upward. Hi s case-hardened fingers found a |inb. The branch bent sonme under his great weight, but
made little noise.

A voodoo man near by saw the foliage sway. He got the nost fleeting glinpse of a figure that

m ght have been a netallic bat. There had been no noise. The swanp man blinked, thinking a dark,
night-flying noth was before his eyes. Wen he | ooked again, the strange vision was gone.

He gal | oped off, nmuttering of voodoo curses and evil spirits. He couldn't understand what he had
seen.

Nor woul d he have believed his eyes, had he observed the flashing speed with which a Hercul ean
bronze man traversed the aérial |anes of the interlaced swanp vegetation. No squirrel or anthropoid
jungl e dwel |l er could have shown nore uncanny ability.

Soneti mes creepers draped in tree-tops parted under the weight of the bronze giant. But he never
fell far before his sure fingers found fresh grip. Nor did these breath-taking drops seemto bother
himin the |east.

Deep in the norass, the voodoo man had stopped to catch his breath.

Suddenly a voi ce cane out of the murk beside him

"Sacr é

—vare ees de Gray Spider?" it asked. "Me—+ got plentee inportant nessage fo' heem"™

The voodoo man thought it was one of his fellows. "Dunno vare Gray Spider ees! H m go away—not

tell anybody vare to!"

The silence of a tonb foll owed. The voodoo man got curious. He investigated. He found no trace of
whoever had spoken.

Several other swanp nen had al nost identical experiences. No one discovered who had addressed
themin the debased jargon of their kind. Not one dreaned it was the mighty bronze man they feared.
For Doc Savage was seeking the Gray Spider—seeking with all his great resource of nuscle and

brai n—and seeking in vain!

Chapter XV. THE BUZZI NG DEATH

DAVW!

Periodic, vicious little storns were sweeping the voodoo hill in the great swanp. The storns were
| ead—driven by the machine guns of the voodoo nmen. The little devils conpletely ringed the hill
around.

Trees sheltered them Foliage concealed them An arny of forty thousand men woul d have had
troubl e stanping them out. Wen danger threatened one particular group, they had but to fire and
| ose thenselves in the steam ng, cankerous norass.

Doc and his five men were in a state of siege upon the hill. They had ripped planks off the
shacks of Buck Boontown's settlenment, and used themto scoop out gun pits. In these they had
installed the machi ne guns which they had taken fromtheir erstwhile swanp guards.

Enpl oyi ng the sane pl anks, they had rigged substantial dugouts—a precaution that proved highly



worth while.

"Listen!" Mnk barked. "There's a plane com ng!"

The craft soon swept into view. It dived on the hill. Crude bonbs, fizzing fuses attached,

dr opped over si de.

Expl odi ng, these threw up great fountains of nud and vegetation. Thanks to the dugouts, no harm
was inflicted upon Doc and his nen.

"Get that crate!" Doc directed. "It may cone back with nore efficient bonbs!"

The rapid-firers snarled in chorus. Ragged patches appeared in the wings of the plane. The craft
banked away. Apparently it was not seriously damaged. Now it was lost to view, flying very |ow.
But a few minutes later, the sound of the engine suddenly ceased. A short silence, a gruesone
whistling of wind through flying wires—and a resoundi ng crash!

"Mt or conked!" Monk grinned. "Fromthe sound of it, he made a | anding he won't wal k away from"
"I think we riddled his gas tank," Doc offered. Only his keen gol den eyes had di scerned the

| eakage of gasoline fromthe plane as it departed.

"We're all set here!" Mnk chuckled. "Regular little war! And we could fight for a year without
anybody in the outside world being the wser."

"Can you go without eating for a year?" Ham asked sarcastically.

"Huh?"
"Maybe you haven't noticed our |ack of grub?"
"Yeah—+ knowed there was sonethin' | had mssed,” Mnk grinned. "It was ny breakfast ham+the six

slices | eat daily in your honor!"

Ham scowl ed threateningly at the big, honmely Monk. Any reference to a porker that Mnk nmade was

al ways sure to get Hamls goat. Hamracked his keen brain for some verbal thorn he could stick into
Monk, couldn't find any, and held his tongue.

DOC SAVAGE now | aunched into his daily two-hour routine of exercises. This was a ritual he did
each day of his life, without fail. Not once since childhood had he skipped that intensive one
hundred and twenty mnutes spent conditioning his narvel ous bronze body and his renarkable brain
The routine included every possible formof nuscul ar exercise. In addition, he had an apparatus
which emtted sound waves above and bel ow t he audi bl e range—and so keen had his ears becone through
long practice that he coul d hear many of these sounds which woul d have escaped an ordi nary person
He identified scores of vague odors contained in snall bottles, afterward inspecting the bottle
labels to be sure he was right. He performed intricate problens in high calculus, entirely within
hi s head

The apparatus for these exercises was contained in a tiny, waterproof nmetal case Doc carried
always with him

Doc went through his ritual at a terrific pace—eften doing a nunber of things at once. Ten

mnutes of it would have |left an ordinary man panting and exhausted—granting the unlikely chance
that such a man coul d nuster the enornmous degree of concentration necessary to do the exercises as
furiously as Doc did them

Watching this routine, it was no nystery to his five friends and ai ds where Doc Savage got his

i ncredi bl e physi que and brain. Mnk, Renny, Ham Long Tom and Johnny, thenselves far above the
average in nmentality and brawn, knew to a surety that they woul d never have maintai ned such a

grueling ritual fromchildhood. It took a man of steel will power to do that.

The exercises conpl eted, Doc noved over to speak with Sill Boontown. The half-wit boy crouched in
t he dugout.

"He is safer here," Doc had explained. "If he wanders around in the swanp, he m ght get shot or
injured."

Doc exchanged many words with Sill Boontown. He exanined the youth, concentrating on the spot
where Sill Boontown had been struck on the head a couple of years before.

Suddenly Doc joined his friends.

"I"mgoing to |l eave you for a while," he decl ared.

They were thunderstruck. They did not see how even Doc coul d escape safely fromtheir makeshift
fortress on the cleared knoll.

Working swiftly, Doc kindled a fire. He used wood which the voodoo nmen had been enploying in
their snakelike cerenonial blazes. The sul phur-treated stuff gagged them and nearly nmade their
dugout s unt enant abl e.

The bl aze nounted hi gh, however. Doc heaped on a pile of soggy green grass and bushes.

Smoke now rolled. It poured across the open slope of the hill and into the nmatted swanp growt h.
"Build a fire like this when you hear ne cone back!" Doc directed.

A streaking blur of bronze, he raced through the snmoke for the encircling jungle. The snudge hid
himpartially.

A swanp man saw him A machine gun guttered fiercely. But the bronze flash was gone. The verdant
mat of the norass had swal |l oned Doc Savage.

A GREAT deal of excitenment followed the cunning escape. Voodoo men dashed about, pushing a wld



sear ch.

However, Doc Savage was half a mile distant before they had operations under way. He did not
linger in the vicinity. Clearing bottom ess quagnires of slime with gigantic springs, running al ong
draped vines with his hands, swinging fromlinb to |inb, he nade good tine.

H s journey brought himto the spot where Johnny had hi dden the | oww ng, tri-notored speed

pl ane. Sinewy bronze fingers parted the noss that curtained the craft. Doc entered the cabin.

It required less than five mnutes to get what he needed. Wen he reappeared, a bundle about the
size of a bushel basket was |ashed to his back with stout cord.

He now returned to the spot where his friends were besieged. Crcling, he took a position upw nd
fromthe nound. But he kept fully two hundred yards distant.

H's weird, nellow trilling sound now filtered through the tangl ed vegetati on of the norass.

Al though it seermed no | ouder than ever, it carried clearly to his five friends.

"That means we're to light a fire!" Monk grunted. The bl aze was forthwi th kindl ed. Flanmes |eaped
hi gh. Wet grass and branches were thrown on. Dense snoke roll ed.

The voodoo nmen were wily. They knew the gi ant bronze man had escaped through such a snudge. They
reasoned he woul d cone back by the sane neans. So they turned every avail abl e machine gun | oose into
t he snoke.

The snoke all but assuned the color of lead, so thickly did the bullets fly. Slugs tore the
ground until it looked like it had been gone over with a disc cultivator.

Al'l of which nerely nade it sinpler for Doc to reach his friends! He cane, not through the snoke,
but fromthe opposite direction. He ran silently and |ike the w nd.

A | one pistol popped its nagazine enpty in his direction. The marksman m ght have been shooti ng
at one of the pale clouds ten thousand feet overhead, for all the result his bullets produced.
Doc dropped lightly into one of the dugouts.

THE bundl e brought by the big bronze man was now opened. First, there came to |ight sone
concentrated foods. Next, Long Tom was handed a package of apparatus.

"What's this?" questioned the electrical w zard.

"Al'l you need to nake a supersensitive mcrophonic 'ear'," Doc explained. "Set it up in the
center of our fortress. Wen night comes, the voodoo men will no doubt try to creep up cl ose enough
to hurl bonmbs into our dugouts. But with your apparatus, you can hear them™"

Long Tom nodded, then fell to exam ning his apparatus. He becane elated. Wth this stuff, he

coul d make a mcrophonic listening and anplifying device that would pick up the buzz of a fly at the
di stance of half a mle. Scant chance woul d skul kers stand of creeping upon them now.

Doc Savage busied hinself with poor, half-witted Sill Boontown. A kit which he had brought from
the plane proved to be a conpact set of surgical instrunments. It even included hypoderm c needl es
for adm nistering a formof |ocal anaesthetic, a pain-deadener which affected only the part being
wor ked upon.

"He's gonna operate on the kid!" Mnk grunted.

"Two bits says the kid is nornal as you or ne when Doc finishes!" Ham offered.

"You woul d want to bet on a sure thing!" Mnk snorted.

Bot h Ham and Monk were fully aware of Doc's nmgical skill in surgery. For it was at this, above
all else, that the mghty bronze nman excell ed.

Surgery had been Doc's first training in life. It had been his npbst intensive. Although his
ability at other lines of endeavor might seem uncanny, his acconplishnents with surgery and mnedicine
were far nore narvel ous.

It was an interested group that watched the delicate operation. Sinewy bronze fingers, steady as
steel on a foundation of bedrock, |laid back the scalp. A small aperture was opened in the skull.
As Doc had expected, a fragnent of bone was pressing upon the brain, paralyzing certain of its
functions. The blow on the head two years before had caused the trouble.

The bone fragnment was renoved. Swiftly, Doc conpleted the delicate operation. Wth catgut, which
woul d di ssolve of itself about the time the wound was heal ed, he stitched the scalp in place.

The effects of the anaesthetic wore off.

"How do you feel, sonny?" Doc inquired.

"l got one whopper of de headache!" replied the boy.

Hi s tone showed that he was perfectly sane!

It was nagic! Mnk, Ham Renny, Long Tom Johnny—they all exchanged strange gl ances. Accustoned
as they were to the marvel ous things Doc Savage did, and knowi ng that such a brain operation was not
uni que in surgery, they were neverthel ess awed.

Lost fromthe outside world, beseiged here in the steam ng, festering swanp, volleys of

machi ne-gun slugs storming over themevery mnute or so, the feat could not but inpress them as
uncanny.

They scattered to their gun enplacenents, wiggling through the shallow trenches they had dug.

Ti me now dragged. Long Tom fini shed his mcrophonic listening device. It was sonething |ike the
appar atus used by the defenders of London during the Great War to listen for Zeppelins and

pl anes—al t hough far nore perfected.



It was well after noon when Doc Savage caught sight of Buck Boontown. The man was directing the

sei ge.
Doc signal ed Buck Boontown. It was his intention to informthe swanp nman that his son would join
him shortly. There was no | onger necessity for keeping Sill Boontown here. The |ad woul d not bungle

into danger, now that his nmental powers were normal. And even had the boy wanted to assist the
besei ged man, Doc would not have pernmitted the |lad to oppose his father.

Buck Boontown was suspicious. He thought Doc's w g-wagging was a trick. So he blazed away with a
machi ne gun. His accurate fire caused Doc to duck swiftly.

BUCK BOONTOMN chortled gleefully at the results of his rapid-fire blast.

"Bi en!
Me—+ al no' got heemthat tine!"
He watched the nol elike nounds and tiny ridges of dirt the defenders of the hill had thrown up.

H s bl asphenous pl eadi ngs to his hi deous voodoo deity for another shot went unanswered.

Soon one of the other swanp men wiggled up with a nessage.

"Gray Spider ees want yo'!" he told Buck Boontown. "He's send nessage. Yo' ees to go to Castle of
the Moccasin!"

"Qui!"

smirked Buck Boontown. "Me— go pl antee queeck."

The swanp nman was flattered. Although by far the npbst intelligent of the debased clan of hunans
who had resided in this great norass so nany generations they had reverted to a state of near
savagery, Buck Boontown was, nevertheless, far froma smart nan.

He fawned li ke a big dog under the attentions of the Gray Spider. Sacré! Now there was a man for
you! O so Buck Boontown thought. The noney that the Gray Spider paid his swanp nmen mni ons was not
a mnor inducenent, either. A city gunman woul d have sneered at the smallness of the suns, but to
these swanp dwel l ers, each pittance was a little fortune.

As he plowed through the tangl ed norass, Buck Boontown treated hinself to flights of inmagination.
He was saving his noney. Already he had quite a sumhidden in a fruit jar in the swanp. He woul d
hoard nore. He m ght even get enough to go to the great and nmarvel ous city of New Ol eans and spend
the rest of his days. He had heard of the wonders of that metropolis, but had never been there.

I ndeed, he had never been out of this great swanp in his lifetine.

And the swanp was but a few hours' drive by speedy car from New Ol eans!

Mle after mle, Buck Boontown covered. He kept a straight course, weaving aside only for pools
and slinme which he could not I|eap.

He was entering the nost renpte section of the swanp. Even the folk who lived in the great norass
sel dom cane here. The region was forbidden to all but the inner circle of the Cult of the Mdccasin.
It held the Castle of the Mdccasi n—+the headquarters of the king of the voodoo cult. The lair of the
Gray Spider!

Buck Boontown clinbed a cypress to nake sure of his bearings.

Not a mile distant lay the Castle of the Moccasin!

NO doubt airplane pilots flying over the vast swanp and bayou district had noted the peculiar

knot of trees and shrubs projecting over the surrounding territory. Probably they mistook it for a
tiny clump of very tall trees.

Shoul d they have chanced to fly |low, they woul d have seen that these trees, strangely enough,

were growi ng out of a great, boxlike knob which was covered conpletely by vines.

I't had never occurred to any one that the knob was in reality a huge stone building, the roof and
wal I s of which were cunningly canouflaged with growi ng vegetation.

Buck Boontown neared the strange, conceal ed castle of a structure.

He was chal |l enged by a heavily arnmed guard, and pernitted to pass. Soon he met a second guard.

It was well nigh inpenetrable to the casual wayfarer, this Castle of the Mdccasin. Years had been
spent in its building. Labor had been furnished by the nenbers of the voodoo cult.

The Gray Spider's canpai gn of whol esale |ooting of the great |unber conpanies of the South was no
snhap-of -t he-finger schene. It had been years in the conceiving and preparation.

Buck Boontown was adnmitted to the Castle of the Myccasin through a secret door.

The passage into which he came was stone-walled. Electric bulbs lighted the way. The air inside,
contrasting greatly with the mal odorous and steam ng vapor of the swanp, was cl ean and pure. Buck
Boont own knew not hi ng of such things as air-conditioning nachines, so he attributed the sweetness of
the atnmosphere to some magi ¢ about the presence of the Gray Spider.

He entered a | arge room The color schene |ooked like it had been conceived by a futuristic

artist who had gone crazy anong his paint pots. Streaks and spots and daubs of green, red, bl ue,
yel l ow, white, alum num gold—t all nade neither sense nor beauty. Conceal ed col ored |ights dancing
of f and on added to the garish effect.

The whol e thing was deliberately conceived to inpress the near-barbaric mnds of the swanp

dwel | ers who worshi ped the heathen deities of voodoo.

In the center sat a throne of gol d—gold paint on a wooden foundation, although Buck Boontown



didn't knowit. To him the throne alone represented limtless wealth

The Gray Spider occupied the throne. He wore robe and mask. The repul sive, ash-colored tarantula
craw ed continually over one of his hands

"Vat yo' want?" asked Buck Boontown in an awed whi sper

The Gray Spider nouthed a few | ow, neani ngl ess sounds before he answered. This was nerely to add
to the supernatural atnosphere created by his weird surroundi ngs

"You are becom ng one of ny nost trusted and efficient servants,” he told Buck Boontown.

"Quil"

munbl ed the swanp man, highly pleased. "Tank yo'!"

"l now have a nost inportant task for you to perform"

" Qui !

| do heemfo' yo'!"™ At the nonent, ignorant Buck Boontown was so inpressed he would have |aid
down his life at a mere word fromthe sinister devil who held sway over him

The Gray Spider now produced a chanpi s poke of the type used by stores to deliver their cash to
the banks. This was weighty with silver coin

It held exactly one hundred dollars

Buck Boontown cl utched the poke eagerly. In common with nost barbaric folk, a pile of silver
coins gave hima bigger kick than ten tines the sumin crisp bank notes

"This is your reward," said the Gray Spider. "It is your pay for what you are to do. Later, if
you serve nme properly this time, there will be other tasks for you—and nore rewards such as this!"
Buck Boontown could only nunble his gratitude

The Gray Spider held up the hand on which the hideous tarantula constantly craw ed

In answer to the signal, two swanp nmen now carried in a box the size of a small trunk

"Do you know what these are?" asked the Gray Spider

Buck Boontown stared at the box contents. He seened puzzl ed and di sappointed

"Flies!" he muttered. "Dey ees plain beeg o' flies!"

THE swanp man's di sappoi ntment gave the Gray Spider great delight. An explosive chuckle fluttered
the silk folds of his mask

"They | ook perfectly harm ess, eh?"

" Qui !

Dey like a bite a man. But dey no do heem any harm"

A fresh guest of hideous mirth emanated fromthe Gay Spider

"There's where you're wong, swanp boy!" he declared. "These are very special flies. If one of
them should bite you, it'd kill you instantly."

Buck Boontown | ooked as if he found this hard to believe

"These |l ook like ordinary swanp flies because they were just that—before | got hold of them" the
Gray Spider explained. "I have sprayed a very powerful poison upon them The bodies of the flies
have absorbed this poison, which has no effect on them But their bites are now hi ghly venonous
They will bring instant death to a man."

Sacré!" Buck Boontown gul ped

The Gray Spider |leered. "Making these flies poisonous is a very special secret of mne. It took

me along time to figure out a way of doing it. But |'mtelling you, it works

"Furthernore, | have starved these flies until they' re fam shed. They live by sucking bl ood
They'll go after any living thing that's handy when they're let out of that box. And whatever they
bite will die

"You are to rel ease themnear the bronze devil and his five nen."

Buck Boontown wrinkled his forehead. "Qui! But won't de flies bite and keel ne, too?"

"You'll set a clockwork so it'll open the lid," explained the naster fiend. "You nerely take the
box near the bronze man's trenches and dugouts, and set the clockwork to open the box at dawn. Then
you have all the swanp nen clear of the vicinity. The poison flies will do the job for us. You
savvy?"

"Qui!"

Buck Boont own agreed

He received detailed instructions on how to operate the clockwork. Then he departed fromthe
Castl e of the Mdccasin, carrying the box of venonous flies on his back

The journey back to where Doc Savage and his five nmen were beseiged was a tedious one. It took

Buck Boontown until |ong past m dni ght
He exchanged a word with his nen, telling themto quit the vicinity
"Yo' keed, Sill, ees cone back," offered the one to whomhe tal ked. "Hees wit' yo' wife."

Buck Boontown was overjoyed at this news.

He quickly placed the box of deadly flies. He set the clockwork. At the hour of dawn, the
venonous insects woul d be freed

Doc Savage and his nen woul d not suspect the innocent swanp flies of being poisoned. They woul d
be bitten by the fam shed horrors. And death would cone



Buck Boontown hurried away to nmeet his wife. He wanted to see his son, Sill, whom he | oved
deeply. Poor, unfortunate Sill! Perhaps, sonme day, when they went to the wondrous New Ol eans to
live, a great doctor could do sonething for Sill.

The swanp man did not know that he had just sentenced to death the nman who had al ready, by his
magi cal skill, made Sill a normal youth.

Chapter XVI. THE PAY- OFF

BUCK BOONTOWN paused several tines to question such retreating swanp nen as he encountered. He
made sure all were getting away. None had been missed in spreading the word to quit the vicinity.
Doc Savage and his five men, Buck Boontown was assured, did not suspect a general exodus was
under way.

"At dawn, dey weel die!" the swanp man | eered.

He went on. The wonen and children of the voodoo clan had been noved to a spot a mle distant. He
reached the place.

Every one was gone.

He spent twenty minutes |earning the wonen and children had noved on a couple of mles. He
tranmped after them

Somewhere in the distance, a rooster was crowi ng in a swanp henhouse. The hooting of ow s had
died. The eastern sky was showi ng ruddy color. Already, the higher clouds were being tinted like
patches of gore by the first rays of the sun.

Dawn was not far off.

Buck Boontown joined his wife and son.

"How ees de keed?" he asked his wife.

“I"'mall right, dad," said Sill Boontown.

Sonmething in the lad's tone gave the swanp man an inkling of the truth. A great elation canme into
his w zened face. The shining happiness in his wife's features convinced himthat what he had hoped
for had cone to pass.

The story quickly canme out. Sill Boontown told of the operation which had worked such a

m racul ous cure.

Fi ni shing, the youth produced several folded bank notes.

"De bronze man geeve ne dese," he expl ai ned.

"What fo'?"

"Hees say fo' nme to pay ny way t'rough school een New Orleans with de noney," replied the boy.
Buck Boontown | ooked at the denominations of the bills. He totaled their suml aboriously. The
armount his son hel d exceeded by many times the pittance the Gray Spider had handed out for having
mur der done!

Renor se sei zed Buck Boont own.

This m ghty bronze man who pursued the Gray Spider was not the devil he had been painted! He did
not nmean to slay all the worshi ppers of voodoo—for it was such a bloodcurdling lie that the Gay
Spi der had spread.

The bronze man had gi ven Buck Boont own back his son—wagically returned to normalcy.

Moreover, he had furni shed the boy with noney to educate hinself, to visit the wondrous city of
New Ol eans. He had given a sumgreater than Buck Boontown had ever expected to save!

These thoughts formed a dizzying mael stromin the swanmp man's head. And towering bl ack and
ghastly over it all was the know edge that his hand was sending death to the giant bronze man.
Buck Boontown was not rotten at heart. H s surroundings had nmade hi mignorant and cruel. Raised
inacivilized coomunity, he woul d unquestionably have been respectabl e.

Wth a | oud npan, Buck Boontown whirled and ran. He knew what he nust do!

He made directly for the nound where Doc Savage and his five nmen were besei ged.

The swanp man hoped to get there in time to stop the escape of the flies, the bite of which would
be fatal. H s was indeed a race with death.

BUCK BOONTOWN t hrew away hi s machi ne gun. He al so discarded a revolver. He was getting rid of all
excess weight.

He sl oughed through | akes of sline that he would ordinarily have gone around. Jabbing, scratching
thorn thickets failed to turn him He took perilous chances with a nuddy bayou infested by 'gators.
The sun was nearly in view Light of a beginning day seeped into the clammy, noist jungle.

It was al nost the exact hour set for the opening of the box which held the poisonous insects.
Buck Boontown sought in vain to put on nore speed. He rolled fromside to side with exhaustion.
Each tremendous, explosive breath blew a spray of crinson off his lips, for he had bitten through
hi's tongue.

The mound where Doc and his five men were beseiged came into view.

Buck Boontown veered to the right. He saw the box which held the venonmous flies. Horror gripped
hi m anew.

He was too |atel

The box |id was opening!



The swanp man did not slacken his headl ong pace—he even nanaged to go a little faster. He pounced
upon the box. A scant dozen of the poisoned flies had as yet escaped.

Buck Boontown knew the price he was going to pay for what he was doing. He did not hesitate. H's
was a man's code, for all the fact that he had fallen under the hideous spell of voodoo. Doc Savage
had returned sanity to his son—therefore he woul d save the giant bronze man fromthis death trap.
One of the venonous flies bit himeven as he closed the box lid. He hardly faltered. He secured
the lid. Then he sat down on the box.

Del i berately, he let the fam shed, deadly flies settle upon himand begin drawi ng his bl ood.

Then he mashed them one at a tinme!

After the destruction of the last devilish insect which had escaped, Buck Boontown got off the
box.

Doc and his five nen watched the swanp nan's staggering approach.

"What ails the guy?" Mnk nuttered.

They soon | earned the answer to that. Gasping, Buck Boontown explained. H s words got weaker,
incoherent. His face purpled. The deadly poison was working |ike cobra venom

"Wiere is this Castle of the Mccasin?" Doc demanded.

Buck Boont own knew he was dying. Perhaps he saw the hideous falsity of the deities of voodoo.
Perhaps he realized at last that the Gay Spider was a fiend | ower than the water noccasins, the
Ii keness of which he tattooed on the nouth roofs of his slaves. Watever noved the swanp nan, it was
a force for the good of humanity.

In two strangl ed gasps, he told where the Castle of the Mccasin was.

Then he fell dead.

Buck Boontown had paid off.

A heavy silence held the little group of adventurers for a tine. They couldn't think of anything
to say.

Final 'y, Monk voiced a thought as good as any.

"That guy," said Mnk, "was a hero!"

Chapter XVII. "THE GRAY SPI DER | S—

SULTRY mi dday heat pressed upon the Castle of the Myccasin. Living steam poured up fromthe soggy
jungle of the great norass. Even the nocking birds and the blackbird and the cardinals hung
listlessly in the festering vegetation, emtting cries that were only croaks. The little lizards
that usually darted up the palmettos so swiftly now set a pace that barely craw ed, or hovered
panting under a spi ked frond.

It was as though the odious presence of the great, sinister, hidden castle of stone had

cont am nat ed and si ckened the surroundi ng swanp.

But inside the Castle of the Mdccasin there was an air of evil jubilation, awaiting good tidings.
The Gray Spider hinself paced circles around his gilded throne in the roomof crazy coloring. He
tossed his |l ead-colored tarantula playfully in the air and caught the repulsive thing as it cane
down. He still wore his mask of silk and the snake-enbroi dered gown.

"What ' s keepin' them sl owpoke swanp snipes!" he grow ed inpatiently. "They shoul d' ve had a
messenger here before now, tellin' me the bronze devil and his five nosey pals have kicked the
pail."

Up sailed the awful tarantula, its many | egs kicking. The man in the robe and mask caught it with
a flourish.

"Probably the swanp snipes were afraid to go near enough to see if they were dead," he decided.
"I'lIl get the news before long."

He strode jauntily to the outer door.

"CGo tell the guards to rush any messengers right inside," he ordered the watchman who stood at
the portal.

"Qui!"

sai d the watchman.

The Gray Spider went back inside.

The wat chman started off on his errand. He entered the tangl ed swanp grow h.

Suddenly he stopped. Sonething had hit his chest. It made a dull, rmushy sound. He | ooked down. He
saw fragments of glass clinging to his shirt front. They | ooked |like parts of a thin-walled gl ass
ball. It had contained some kind of liquid. He snelled a faint, strange, rather pleasant odor.
Then he went to sleep.

"Them anaesthetic balls sure work like a charm " chuckl ed Monk, stepping out of the near-by
jungle. He disarmed the nman.

"This seens to be the last of the guards,” clipped Ham He cane into view, gave his sword cane a
flourish, and added: "The other three were no nore trouble than this one was. Aren't we going to get
the satisfaction of a fight out of this?"

"What d'you know about fighting?" Mnk |eered pleasantly.

"Pi pe down, you guys!" suggested Doc.

Renny, Johnny, and Long Tom stood behind Doc. They |ooked like a giant and two skinny dwarfs back



of a big bronze statue. Not that Johnny and Long Tom were runts when conpared to nen of ordinary
stature. They were sinply in big conmpany.

"Let us see what the future holds, brothers," Doc suggested mildly.

They cane out of the jungle. Before themtowered the Castle of the Mpccasin.

"l wonder how you get in?" Ham puzzl ed.

"“1"11 get you in!" Mnk said grimy.

He drew a hand grenade, plucked the pin and threwit. The netal egg sailed against the vine-clad
wal | s of nmasonry.

It hatched a devilish red sheet of flane. Solid stone turned magically into dust, snoke and a
shower of fragnents. The roar of the exploding nitro bunped in deep salvos across the natted swanp.
A great hole gaped in the wall of the Castle of the Mpccasin.

DOC and his nen charged the breach. They vaulted tunbling bl ocks of rocks. They doubl ed | ow and
bored through acrid snmoke and blinding dust.

A vast roomlay before them The color schene was repellant. It consisted of daubs and streaks
and spl otches of every inmaginable hue. It was an ugly room garish, cheap. Colored |lights blinked
like evil eyes.

A big and flashy throne occupied the mddle of the floor.

Across the room a nman in a silken mask and a robe enbroi dered with snakes was just dodgi ng
through a door. The panel slammred. It | ocked.

"There he goes!" Renny bawled in a voice that was |ike thunder in a barrel.

Doc and his nen pursued the Gay Spider.

Hal fway across the room Mnk stopped to junp with both feet on the Gay Spider's repul sive,

| ead-col ored tarantula. The thing had been dropped by the master fiend in flight, and was scuttling
circles on the floor.

"l hope that's an onmen!" Monk grinned as his big feet squashed the vile thing.

They hit the door. It was of wood. Renny's machine gun made a noise |like a steamriveter gone
wild.

Renny was a good machi ne gunner. He could not have cut the lock out of the door nore neatly with
a keyhol e saw and an hour in which to work.

The door whi pped open.

"This way!" breathed Doc. Hs sensitive ears had picked up the Gray Spider's shuffling feet.
They went down a corridor. Stairs sloped into the innards of the earth.

Doc took the stairs with incredible |eaps that covered fifteen steps at a tine. He placed his
feet in the mathemati cal center of the treads upon which he | anded, as though he had been stepping
down one at a tinme.

Monk sought to imtate Doc's feat. He net disaster. Head over heels, he flopped down the
stairs—enly to gain his feet no nore damaged than had he been a man of rubber.

"Graceful as usual!" sneered Ham

"Yeah!"

The deaf eni ng cackl e of a machi ne gun drowned Monk's coneback. Bullets chiseled rock chips off
the corridor sides.

Renny's rapid-firer snapped spitefull y—tw ce. The passage went silent, except for the bang of
racing feet and the snorty breath gusts of men in action.

The Gray Spider was proving fleet, now that death was bl owi ng frosty breath down his neck.

The stairs leveled out in another passage. This one had steel-grilled doors on either side. It
resenbled the corridor in a penitentiary cell house.

Faces were pressed to the bars!

Doc caught a glinpse of the attractive features of Edna Dani el sen. A nonent |ater, he saw Big
Eric.

Fat Horace Haas was also there, with his flashy clothes sadly bedraggl ed.

This was the Gray Spider's prison! Here he held the owners of the great |unber conpanies of the
South and tortured theminto doing his biddi ng—€oi ng such things as signing control of their
concerns over to men who were tools of the Gray Spider.

THE chase led into another room This was fitted with a desk, cal cul ating nachi nes, many big
sheet-nmetal filing cabinets.

The cl oaked and masked Gray Spider was tearing at a door across the chanber. He had grasped up a
handful of notebooks and papers in his flight.

He dropped the docunents in his wild haste. He got through the door barely ahead of Doc's
flashing bronze form The door slammed. This one was of heavy steel. The |ock tunblers rapped over.
Doc Savage scooped up the papers the Gray Spider had dropped. He ran backward.

"Lay an egg!" he clipped at Mnk.

Monk haul ed a hand grenade out of his capaci ous pockets.

"Holy cow " choked Ham renenbering Monk's headl ong fall down the stone stairs. "And your pockets
were full of them things!"



Doc Savage eyed the docunents he had seized. They were a find indeed!

They seened to be a conplete record of the Gray Spider's crooked transactions, as well as the
roster of his organization. There was proof enough here to send every man of his vile gang fleeing
fromjustice.

Monk' s hand grenade expl oded. The steel door caved like a tin can hit by a shinny stick. It
appeared to float off its hinges.

Doc and his nen barged through.

Unexpect ed resi stance net them

In a vast room thirty or so yellow sh-brown nen nmlled. They were nmenbers of the inner circle of
the Cult of the Mdccasin. Every man was arned.

It was evident they had been hol ding sone kind of a conclave. In the center of the chanber stood
a box. It had large holes for ventilation. These were covered with a fine screen.

A box of the poisonous flies! Evidently the Gray Spider had nore of the things on hand, in case
his first batch didn't work.

The menbers of the inner circle nust have been exam ning them

A pistol rapped. The bullet stirred Doc's bronze hair—-which, remarkably enough, was thus far no
nore ruffled than it would have been by a Wal dorf banquet.

Renny' s deadly machine gun burred |oudly. The pistol w elder gave an inmtation of a sack enptying
itself.

But the fight was not going to be won with a shot or two. Several of the voodoo nmen were lifting
machi ne guns.

The Gray Spider had taken shelter behind them Suddenly his purple-veined talon whipped up. It
flung a hand grenade.

The deadly bl ow of netal flew straight

Doc and his nen seened dooned. The sportiest ganbler woul dn't have bet a slot-nachine slug on
their chances. They had no time to retreat. You couldn't hurl back this type of grenade. They
expl oded the instant they reached you. And there was enough nitro in it to reduce all five nmen to
mangl ed fragnents.

As on countl ess other occasions, it was the giant bronze man who saved the situation.

Wth a speed no eye could have caught, Doc's hand swept over. It plucked Renny's nachine gun from
his big hands. The weapon fl ashed through the air.

It was a perfect throw. The hurtling machi ne gun met the grenade.

The grenade expl oded near the box which held the poisonous flies. That box was ruptured.

The deadly insects swarned out.

"Back!" Doc's powerful voice throbbed. "Get out of here!"

He and his nmen turned heel and fled fromthe buzzing death flies. Behind them nen screaned. The
fam shed insects were settling upon them They were falling victimto their own nurderous tool.

O all the fiends left behind in the roomof death, only the Gay Spider had the presence of mnd
totry to flee by the same route Doc and his men had taken.

He pounded after Doc, a score of feet to the rear.

The evil master knew the fly stings nmeant his finish. He screamed as the small creatures bit into
his flesh; he tried to beat themoff his face, tearing off the gaudy silk covering that served for a
mask.

It was then that Doc and his nmen saw the features of this man who called hinself the Gay Spider,
They had reached the end of the passage, were going through the door which closed off the barred
cells.

Just as they were about to step through, the scream ng mani ac behind themtripped on his own | ong
robe, fell head-forenost on the floor. The bl oodthirsty, poisonous flies swarnmed about his distorted
features, inflicting death with every thrust.

Only a nonent did Doc and his nen | ook at that agoni zed face; only a noment was needed to

recogni ze the features of this naster devil who plotted so skillfully, with such dire cruelty.

In that nonent, Doc and his conpanions in adventure saw the one person whom few woul d suspect. It

was the face of Silas Bunnywell —and the screans were the voice of Silas Bunnywell, the voice which,
a short while ago, they recogni zed as having heard before.
Silas Bunnywel |, old and decrepit bookkeeper for Big Eric's concern, was the Gray Spider!

Wth a mighty slam Doc shut the door upon the | eader and the ringleaders of the Cult of the
Moccasin. The death they had planned for others would be fit punishment for thensel ves!

IT took but short minutes to unlock the barred cell doors. They found a ring of keys on a peg

near the corridor end.

Pitiful indeed was the array of prisoners who stunbled forth. Sone had been there years, their
sobbed testinonials of delight and gratitude disclosed. The Gay Spider, it seened, had been
operating a long time, and only of late had becone bold enough to throw his insidious web about the
| argest | unber conpanies of the South for the grand cleanup.

Mbost noving of all, perhaps, was the sinple statenent of thanks which beautiful Edna Dani el sen



gave Doc Savage as the bedraggl ed caval cade quitted the Castle of the Myccasin. The gripping part of
her expression was not the commonpl ace words, but the depths of feeling that went into them There
was a sort of joy and hopel essness interm ngl ed—as though she finally understood that she nust keep
hi dden forever the enotions her heart held for the mighty man of bronze.

Monk expressed it. He usually had a description for everything.

"It's tough for her to fall like that," said Mnk. "For the woman isn't nmade who can get a rise

out of Doc."

QUTSIDE, in the steam ng sunlight of the swanp, tension fell fromthe adventurers. Their work
here was done.

Standing a little apart, the giant bronze nman | ooked thoughtfully into the north.

He was thinking of the face of the Gray Spider, the face of the old bookkeeper—Silas Bunnywel | —as
he lay on the floor, victimof his own evil!

THE END



