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Chapter 1. THE COM NG M RACLE
I T just happened that General Ino was the first man who saw a truckl oad of policenmen stop in
front of the skyscraper which housed Doc Savage's New York headqgtiarters. The general woul d have
read about it in his newspaper, along with the rest of the world, a bit later, no doubt. But by
seeing the truckl oad of policenmen arrive. he got in on the ground floor, in a manner of speaking.
The general stopped to watch. He was interested in what the policenmen had on their truck heavy
| umber posts, barbed wire, and a keg of staples.
The general had a vocational interest in policenmen, anyway, having spent many of his waking
hours, as well as manv hours taken fromhis sleeping tinme, in figuring out ways of keeping out of
their clutches.
The policenen began unloading their posts. tinbers and barbed wire. The orncer in charge gestured
and call ed orders. General Ino's jaw dropped in astonishnment. The cops were going to build a
barbed-wi re barricade acrossone of the busiest streets in New York G ty!
General Ino crowded around with sonme other curious people who had stopped. The general was not
afraid of cops. Not for nothing had he stayed awake nights, for he could wal k New York streets
undi sqgui sed and - practically - unafraid.
There was a commotion at the other end of the block, and another truckl oad of policenmen and the
maki ngs of a barbed-wire barricade came to a stop near the giant skyscrapers.
It was true that CGeneral Ino had thus far operated in Egypt, ltaly, Japan and el sewhere. Pl aces
far from NewYork, but places where they have rich men. Particularly rich are the new merchant
princes of Japan. One of themhad paid a quarter of a mllion yen ransomfor his son, his only
man-chi | d.
More trucks were arriving. It seened that the entire bl ock was going to be barricaded. That neant
the building, really. The building was a bl ock square and taller than ihe Iength of the |ongest
ocean liner in the world.
General Ino had killed the Japanese nerchant prince's man-child, but the nerchant prince didn't
know that before the ransomwas paid. Didn't knowit yet, in fact. Years later, the general had
t hought he mi ght work off sone phony brat as the man-child. He had kept the baby clothes of the
man-child and the bit of jewelry it had worn.
There was quite a hull abal oo now, with the policenmen stopping traffic and beginning to build
their barbed-wire fences across the npbst teemng streets in a city noted for its traffic.
General Ino had played the races. That took noney. He had practically kept hinself a harem That
took nore noney. Moreover, he had kept his old organization of crooks and killers intact. That took
the nost noney of all. In that organization he believed he had some of the col dest, slickest crooks
alive.
The general had once added up the rewards hangi ng over the heads of his organization nmenbers. The
total had stunned him But it was an asset which he hadn't yet been able to think out a nethod of
cashing in on.
For General Ino was about broke. Al ripe for one of the fabulously big, cleverly planned,
cunni ngly executed hauls which was the only kind he touched.
General Ino wal ked over to the nearest policeman.
"M sieu Gendarne," he said, "could you tell me why all thees ees happen?"
The general could fake al nost any accent. He |oved to.
THE cop had cone froma long line of brick-throwing ancestors, and his grin was big.
"Your guess is as good as mine, Frenchy." The officer jerked a thunmb upward. "The powers that be
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say fence in the streets around here; so fence "emin we will."

"But, m'sieu', sone reason you 'ave give thees people why you not |let zem pas', no?"

"This is the only reason we have to give 'em" The cop tapped his badge.

"Velly stlange," said the general, singsonging. "Velly stlange."

The cop watched himwal k off, then scratched his head.

"Dang me," he grunted. "First he's a frog, then he's a | aundrynan!"

The general was at that nmonment al so nuch the master of evil - and profitable - schenmes, He went
directly to the offices of Proudman Shaster.

Proudman Shaster gave his visitor a dry smle and a dried-up hand, then went back behi nd his huge
desk and sat down. The result was that Proudnman Shaster about di sappeared. Only his bul ging nmelon of
a head showed over the form dabl e desk.

Proudnman Shaster's head was all that counted, anyway. It was full of brains and all the ideas

t hey hatched were bad.

"It's really a wonderful day," he said. "Really wonderful." Proudman Shaster was a well-known
attorney. and everything was usually "really wonderful" with him It was a small habit of speech he
had.

"Si, si, senor," said the general, imtating a Spaniard. "Look, | have an idea. A nmucho bueno
idea! | want it |ooked into."

Proudman Shaster folded his dry hands and | ooked as if he hadn't heard a word of it.

"I want all of mv nen assenblcd here in New York at once,"” said General Ino. "All of ny honbres,
under st and! "

"Can do," Proudman Shaster admitted, lighting a cigarette.

He shoul d have been able to d it. He was Ino's nmouth, his eyes, his ears, even a wee bit of his
brains, when the occasi on demanded. He had furnished the acid that had di sposed of the last bit of
epiderm s of the Japanese nerchant prince's man-child.

General |no shook hands with hinself, Chinese fashion, and murnmured, "This hunble one is nost
proud of such a worthy servant."

Proudman Shaster |ooked at his finger nails, found grinme under one and began to clean it with a
smal |, sharp tooth.

"Who are we going to take to the cleaners now?" he asked.

"Doc Savage," GCeneral Ino said.

Proudman Shaster gave a violent leap, closed his eyes, and seemed to stop breathing. He dropped
his cigarette.

GENERAL | NO was plainly quite anused by the actions of his lieutenant - not his nost val uable
one, incidentally. Ino smled, picked up the cigarette stub and extinguished it in a bronze tray.
"Ch, don't worry, | knew you'd be quite surprised," he said.

Proudman Shaster went through sone convul sive facial expressions.

"Water!" be gasped faintly. "And one of the pills out of the box on the water cooler!"

General Ino seenmed about to laugh, as if it were a good bit of acting; then be peered closely at

his follower. He ran to the cooler, got the water and pill, then adm nistered both to Proudman
Shast er.

"Don't you know I have a weak heart?" were Shaster's first words.

"l never expected nerely nentioning a nane would kill you off," Ino told him

Shaster got up shakily, helped hinself to nobre water and another pill, and topped it off with a

drink froma brown bottle with a black |abel. He | ooked closely at his chief.
"Look here!" he said grimMy. "Don't you know about this Doc Savage?"
General Ino said, "It is not ny habit to go into things half baked."

"You'll come out of this one with your goose cooked," said Proudman Shaster. "Doc Savage i s one
of the nost dangerous nen in the world to nmeddle with."
"A reputation,” nmurmured General Ino, "is like a snowball."

"Doc Savage is a man who was taken by his parents at birth and trained intensively and
scientifically to becone a catcher of crooks and a righter of wongs," explained Shaster.

"The snowbal | ," continued General Ino, "starts off as a little ball, but grows until it becones
as big as hell."

"Doc Savage is a scientific genius, a nental w zard, and as strong as the Bull of Bashan!"
snapped Shaster.

"The snowbal | gets big because it rolls down the hill," Ino reni nded.

"Doc Savage is not entirely human. Everybody, al nost, has heard about him H s business is
righting wongs, aiding the oppressed, and sort of putting the ki bosh on crooked schenes."

"Nature put the hill there," General |no pointed out.

"Every crook alive, when he hears about Doc Savage, crosses his fingers and hopes the Man of
Bronze - they call Savage that sonetines - will not get on his trail."

"Alittle shove starts the snowball. After that it grows by itself."

"Doc Savage al one is bad enough," groaned Proudman Shaster. "But he also has five assistants. One
of them | have personally seen in action. He is a |l awer nanmed Brigadi er General Theodore Marl ey
Brooks, and those who are not afraid call himHam Not nany people call him Ham"



"As | have been saying," said General Ino, "it does not take nuch to nake a big snowball."
"HAM al nost got ne di sbarred once," npaned Shaster. "He is the cleverest |lawer | ever saw. Doc
Savage's other aids are equally clever in their lines. One is said to be an engineer, another a
chem st, a third an archaeol ogi st, and the fourth an electrical w zard."

"Reputations are like snowballs," declared Ino.

"Doc Savage is the master of any of his aids in his respective line, incredible as it seens,
according to reports.”

"A big reputation can grow out of a little of nothing," Tno reni nded.

Shast er snapped, "I would rather commit suicide than tackle Doc Savage!"

General Ino calmy drew a revolver out of his coat pocket and laid it on the desk.

"Then you'd better shoot yourself," he said. He pressed a snmall catch on one of his cuff |inks
and it flew open. A whitish-1ooking powder fell out on the desk top. "Or touch your tongue to that.
It's potassium cyanide of a newer and nore |ethal type."

Proudman Shaster gul ped, "But | don't understand!"

"Well, we are going to tackle Doc Savage," General Ino told him "Doc Savage is a man after ny
style. He goes after big things."

"And little ones, too, |'ve heard," Shaster put in. "They say he helps an infinitely greater
nunber of people in small ways, but only his big deeds find their way into the newspapers - "
"Then we'll wait for one of his big ones," said General Ino.

"l still don't understand what you're driving at," Shaster told himnervously.

"Did you ever see a seagull wait until a pelican had dived, gotten a fish and conme up breathl ess,
then the seagull would pounce in and grab the fish?"

"My acquai ntance with seagulls is linmted."

"Well, we are going to play seagull."

"One will get you five," said Proudman Shaster, "that we all wi nd up inside | ooking out."
General Ino chuckled. He spoke |ike an |rishman.

"Sure, an' thot rem nds me of what brought all this to ne mind," he said. "They're buildin' a
barbed-w re fence around Doc Savage's headquarters, no | ess!"

"THE afternoon newspapers had pictures of the barbed-wire fence. Fences, rather. They were four
in nunber, one at each street corner, and they conpletely blocked off, for anything less than a
tank, ingress or egress fromthe cloud-piercing giant of a building.

One headl i ne said:

MYSTERY MAN MAKES MYSTERY MOVE!

A second read:

PCLI CE PREPARE FOR STARTLI NG EVENT!

Anot her:

MORE DOC SAVAGE GRANDSTANDI NG

The stories were about the sane. The police were telling nothing. Passes were being issued to
persons enployed in the skyscraper which was being fenced off. Newspapernen and caneranen were not
getting passes.

There was a |l ot of talk about it over dinner cocktails that evening. Some people went down to

| ook at the barricade, and the cops had traffic-jamtrouble.

Alittle nore of it devel oped the next nmorning. The newspapers all had a paid adverti senent, one
full page. It was alike in every paper, and in such plain type that sone readers passed over it
until they heard about it; then they went back and read it.

Mbst of them got the feeling that something was coming, and that they'd better hold onto their
hats.

The ad read:

PRELI M NARY ANNOUNCEMENT

We wish to give the public sonme facts about Doc Savage, although the public nmay already know

t hem

Doc Savage is Clark Savage, Jr., a nman who has been devel oped scientifically, exactly as a great
scientific |l aboratory woul d devel op a product. This scientific devel opnent has been carried on for
many years, and the results are amazing.

We personal ly know Doc Savage to possess one of the npst anmzing scientific mnds in existence.
He is a wizard.

To-nmorrow, Doc Savage will print an announcerment. It is an announcenment that will stir the

wor | d.

We believe it will change the entire course of civilization. (SIGN\ED)

Li eut enant Col onel Andrew Bl odgett Mayfair. Brigadier General Theodore Marley Brooks. Mjor
Thomas J. Roberts. WIIliam Harper Littlejohn. Colonel John Renwi ck.

Al nost every one knew the identity of the five men who had signed the advertisenent.

"They' re Doc Savage's five aids," those who didn't know were inforned.

O course, it was now generally realized that something was coming, and that was why the
barbed-w re barricade was being erected around Doc Savage's skyscraper headquarters.

The police around the barricade had nore traffic troubles.



Chapter 2. THE M RACLE WAS REAL!

GENERAL | NO absorbed the norning papers and his coffee-and-spot-of-brandy sinultaneously. Then he
descended to Proudman Shaster's offices.

Proudman Shaster was just signing on the dotted line for a bustling young man who | ooked Cener al
Ino over hopefully before he was shooed out.

"'What have you been doi ng?" Ceneral Ino wanted to know.

"Taki ng out nore insurance," groaned Proudnman Shaster. "Insurance is a really wonderful thing.
Real Iy wonderful ."

"There's a lot of really wonderful things in this," said General Ino. "Uncle Sam nakes a | ot of
themand calls themdollars. By the way, what of the worthy gentlenen | call mny coll eagues?"
Proudman Shaster sighed and put away his new i nsurance policy.

"l have been in touch with them"

"AL?"

"Yes. And they are assenbling. They will be together in three different hotels at four o'clock
this afternoon, awaiting your visit."

General Ino had |ong ago stopped assenbling his nmob all in one body, where, if things went w ong,

every one woul d be nabbed at once by the police. Good, skilled, unscrupul ous followers were too
difficult to obtain to take such chances of |osing them

"Cood," said General Ino. "I'lIl tell themwe are going to tackle this Doc Savage. | believe |
have picked an excellent tinme. Have you seen the | ate newspapers?"

"l have," Shaster admitted, nervously.

"Doc Savage is getting ready to break something big."

"He has never done a thing like this before," Shaster said, gloomly. "Al ways, he has shunned
publicity. Any one wanting his help goes to him But now, he seens to be conming out to the public
for some reason or other."

"It's big, I'lIl agree," chuckled General Ino. "And we need sonething big to |ine our

pocket books. "

"It's so big we'll choke onit, I'll bet," groaned Shaster.

General Ino eyed himnarrowmy. "Shaky, eh? | believe I'll give ny nmen the choice of going up
agai nst this Doc Savage with nme, or of not going. That'll insure nme of having nmen who are not
afraid."

"I't'll insure you of having no nen at all," Proudnman Shaster predicted, gloomly.

General | no considered.

"On second thought, | won't give themtheir choice," he decided.

Proudnman Shaster wailed, "I wish | knew what this Doc Savage is up to!"

A LOT of others had Proudnman Shaster's idea. Nobody seenmed to really have a gnat's notion of what
it was all about.

The newspapers - afternoon editions - didn't help any with their second paid ad:

A SECOND PRELI M NARY ANNOUNCEMENT

We, having faith in Doc Savage's scientific genius, and knowing himas few - we really believe
none - others know him wi sh to pave the way for what is comng with some nore facts.

For years, Doc Savage has been experinmenting along a certain scientific line.

Doc Savage, in fact, has been trying to acconplish sonething that nagicians and fakirs and

charl atans have fromtinme i menorial been trying to make people think they could do.

This thing can be done! Some day, sonme one will do it. That day has cone.

Doc Savage can now do it!

But he can do it only once! Just once! And he wants that once to do the world as nuch good as
possi ble, so he is going to ask the aid of the United States public.

But we will let the details remain for Doc Savage hinself to explain.

DOC SAVAGE W LL SPEAK OVER THE RADI O AT 7 O CLOCK TO- NI GHT!

It was signed by the sane five nen who had signed the previous advertisenent.

Quite a few radi os which were out of order were hurriedly repaired that afternoon.

Statistically mnded persons who figured it up deci ded Doc Savage had spent all of a quarter of a
mllion dollars in advertising. Every newspaper daily in the country had carried the announcenents.
The radi o proclamati on, study of any radio colum revealed, was to be a really nation-w de network.
Every single radio station broadcasting in the United States was on the hook-up. And those who knew
radi o knew it had taken plenty of noney to sw ng that.

But every one knew that Doc Savage had, and had had for years, sone secret source of fabul ous
weal t h.

A pin dropping woul d have sounded |ike a gunshot on the ether waves of the nation at seven

o' clock that night.

DOC SAVAGE cane on the air without any trace of a prelimnary announcenent.

Nobody was confused. Nobody thought for an instant that any one except Doc Savage was speaking.
And yet Doc Savage had never before spoken over the radio on a national hook-up.

There was sonet hing about the voice. It was controlled, nmodul ated, deep, and it sonehow conveyed
the inpression that it was a voice which could do some amazing things, and that its owner was an



i ndi vidual who could do even nore anazing things

Anyway, Doc Savage's first thirteen words knocked the breath out of his listeners

"It is in nmy power to bring a dead man back to life," he said

Then he waited for that to soak in

"Only one man can be brought back to life," he went on. "That is because the process requires the
use of a new elenment in a conbination which takes at |east ten years to develop. You all know how
the juice of an apple nust he allowed to fernent before it becomes vinegar. It is the sanme with this
el ement conbi nati on, except that the tinme process covers years."

Anot her pause for it to be absorbed

"It does not matter how | ong the dead man has been dead," the renmarkabl e voice of Doc Savage
continued. "The body nust be intact, or the mumy of it intact."

Agai n, a pause

"Now, so rmuch for the statement of what can be done. Here is the real reason for all of the

di splay behind this. Here is why we have gone to so rmuch trouble to get the public attention of the
country.

"W want hel p. W want suggestions. In short, we want to know who the people of the United States
want brought back to life."

The ether was remarkably quiet all over the nation. Strangely, it happened that there was
practically no static, so alnost every listener got a perfect reception fromhis set

"Who will do the world the nost good, if brought back to |ife? These are the nanmes of the

conmm ttee of men and wonmen who have been appointed to make the final decision. They will want your
instructions. Mail, tel ephone, or telegraph themto the conmmttee nmenbers."

There followed a |ist of nanes and addresses, given slowy, and strangely enough, given in sone
uncanny fashion so that even the listeners with poor nenories had no trouble renmenbering at |east
one or two of the names

The newspapers comrented on this the next day, but none of themhit on the truth - Doc Savage had
devel oped a teaching technique, the ability to tell a thing so that it was not forgotten. It was
sinply in the manner in which the words were delivered, the dramatic enphasis put on them

An announcer cane on the air and said, "That was Doc Savage speaking."

He nearly scared his listeners out of their skins. The announcer had al ways been credited with a
pl easant, excellent voice; but now, after that renarkable voice which had just finished speaking, he
sounded |i ke a crow dying

OF course, there was excitenent. Talk, at |least. Every one had probably at sone tine or other
dreanmed what a great thing it would be to bring a dead person back to life; so the thing caught the
popul ar fancy.

The followi ng day was a holiday Sunday, so every one had plenty of time to talk about it. A
nunber of hastily arranged sernons were preached on the subject. They were, remarkably enough
favorabl e. Let Doc Savage go ahead, if he could, was their consensus. There was not nuch tal k about
mere man keeping his hands off the celestial arrangenent of things

Tel ephone operators, tel egraphers and mailnmen had no tinme to think or talk, though. The
suggestions were already pouring in. The judges had a phal anx of secretaries classifying the
suggestions, and nunbering them

The follow ng day, Monday, newspapers printed everything they could find about Doc Savage. For

the first time in his history, Doc Savage permtted some facts about hinmself to get out. Minly,
they had to do with his scientific training, and there was enough data to convince even the nost
skeptical that Doc Savage was little short of an inventive w zard

He had perfected, it seenmed, innunerable scientific and surgical discoveries about which the
public had no idea of the inventor. The skeptics, and there were a nunber, dug up plenty of proof
that all this was the truth

The suggestions fromthe public continued to pour in. There were all kinds. As to the nan to be
brought back to life, they wanted the subline and the ridicul ous. Nanes advanced ranged from

Napol eon to Lincoln to a grieving nei ghbor woman's dead little daughter

I nnuner abl e parents wanted departed children resurrected, and living children wanted parents

back. These latter pleas were sincere, noving, and often came in on tear-stained stationery. On a
nunber of occasions the secretaries doing the classifying were found sobbing as the result of sone
particularly heart-stirring appeal

The general effect was to bring home the undeni able fact that death is one of the profound things
of life, and that the power of resurrection, by science or by a mracle, was a thing of fabul ous
possibilities in the bringing of joy to a bereaved one, to say nothing of the feelings of the
deceased who might or m ght not he snatched out of a place where he or she didn't care to be

One anonynous suggestor wanted Lucrezia Borgi a brought back so she could adm ni ster poison to the
current crop of politicians

ThE thing grew every day, and it was not, to use an old Dutch expression, all beer and skittles
for Doc Savage and his idea and plan. There is probably no such thing as getting the press of the
United States all in accord about one thing, and this was no exception

Wi | e one newspaper woul d sing Doc Savage's praises in print, another would denmand that he be



drawn, quartered and hung out for inspection so the public could see just what kind of a mechanism
he was that be should get the country so stirred up over sonething he couldn't, obviously,
acconplish. He was a fakir, that's what. A hunbug, an overrated publicity snatcher

The name and the fame, as it were, of Doc Savage were grow ng, of course. His picture was in al

t he newspapers, and commentators on the radi o discussed him sonme reverently, sone with the sharp
scal pel s of ridiculing disbelief. The conedi ans on the stage began to crack their bumjokes, and
those on the radi o, worse ones

Naturally, it all took a few days. The barbed-wire fences around Doc Savage's skyscraper offices
proved a wi se precaution, because nost of New York City took turns at trying to pay the place a
visit. Newspapernen, witers, photogra phers and cranks and quacks and w se guys of every descrip
tion were turned away. Doc Savage was in seclusion on the eighty-sixth floor of the skyscraper
Communi cation with the public was handl ed by two of Doc Savage's aids commonly called "Mnk" and

" Ham "

Monk was practically as broad as he was tall: he had no forehead to speak of, enough nouth for
several nen, and with only a little nore stubby, red hair his skin would have made a fair ape-skin
rug. Hs full nane was Lieutenant Col onel Andrew Bl odgett Mayfair, and he had a pet pig naned Habeas
Cor pus which was as funny a hog as Monk was a human. Monk was al so one of the world' s |eading

chemi sts

Ham was Brigadi er General Theodore Marl ey Brooks, and Harvard acclaimed himas its greatest

| aw- school graduate, and the rest of the world admtted that m ght be right

That part of the world interested in snappy clothes admtted al so that Ham was the best dressed
man in New York, if not in the United States

Ham not only admtted the distinction. He clained it, and was practically willing to use his

i nnocent -1 ooki ng bl ack cane, in reality a sword cane with the tip chenmically treated so that a prick
produced qui ck unconsci ousness, on any one willing to argue the point

Ham al so had a pet. Chemistry. Chemistry had been naned after Mnk's profession. That was to
aggravate Monk. Chemistry by hinself al so aggravated Mnk, because Chenmistry was a runt edition of
sone kind of an ape, and he was what they call in the Mssouri hills, "just about a spittin' inage"
of Monk.

These four - Mnk, Ham Habeas Corpus. Chem stry - got along, as far as the outside world coul d
see, in an alarmng way. It seenmed only a question of time until they ate each other up

A NEWSPAPER REPORTER asked questions through the barbed-wire fence

"Tell me one thing, you two. Doc Savage has al ways dodged publicity. Now he's handing it out by
the barrel. Wy?"

Monk said, "It's this way. Doc can bring a guy to life, and -

"A guy?" said the newsman dryly. "The wonen of the country wili like that! Wy not bring a wonan
to life?"

"Doc ain't never gone for the fens," Mnk grinned. "That end is ny specialty."

Ham put in crisply, "Woever the conmttee selects will be brought back to life. It will be

necessary for the country to have faith in Doc Savage and his scientific w zardry, or sone people
will think the thing is a fake

"The person brought back to life is to be one who will do, it is hoped, infinite good for

manki nd. That person will have to have the confidence of the public. The public will have to believe
the individual is the real, geniline, original article who has been brought back to life; otherw se
it will be inpossible to acconplish what we hope for

"In other words, we are bringing a great person back to this trouble-ridden world to aid

humani ty, and hunmanity nust believe in himto be aided."

Monk put in, "About half the suggestions conming to the judges are to bring Jesus of Nazareth back
tolife. That illustrates the point. If we tried to make the public think we were going to produce
Christ, they'd know we were fakes, because even Doc Savage's assistance would hardly be necessary
there

"This thing is dead on the level, and one man, and only one, can be brought back to life. It

m ght be a woman. The judges will tell. We're trying to make the American public understand that Doc
Savage can do this thing, incredible as we'll admt it sounds."

"Doc Savage has spent a period of years perfecting the nethod," Ham said

"The judges," Mnk repeated, "will select the subject to be resurrected by nodern science."

Chapter 3. SCHEMES

SENATOR GUSTALL MOAB FUNSTON was one of the judges

The judges nmet in Washington, in the senate office building using the suite of Senator Funston

It was a night session, It was supposed to be secret, but the corridors outside crawled with
newspapernen. The janitors next nmobrning were to cart out barrels of uised photographic flashlight
bul bs

The door opened about two o'clock in the norning, and the judges filed out

"Sorry, gentlenmen," Senator Funston told the besieging newshawks. "The announcenent of the
individual to be brought back to life will be nade one week fromto-day."

"But why not now?"



"That date was the one deci ded upon to nake the announcenent."

"But why?"

Senator Funston didn't reply to that because he couldn't think of a really good answer. They had
just done it that way for no good reason except that announcenments generally had a date.

"I's the one to be brought back to life an inventor?"

"I"'msorry. | will not answer that."

"There's a report you selected Thomas A Edison."

Senat or Funston kept his silence.

"I's it a woman?"

"I'msorry, gentlenen."

"Is it George Washi ngton?"

Si | ence.

" Abr aham Li ncol n?"

More silence.

"Rudol ph Val enti no?"

Even nore silence.

"How about the Sphinx?" a newspaper witer asked, dryly.

Senat or Funston gave themthe big, hearty |augh he had perfected for use on his constituents,
pernmitted hinself to be photographed both with and without his five-gallon hat - he was a senator
from Wom ng - and then excused hinmsel f and went hone.

Instead of staying at a hotel, Senator Funston occupied, all alone, an apartnent on sout hwest

Del awar e Avenue. A Negro woman cane in, did the cooking and went home in the evenings, usually about
nine. Named "Orchid" Jones, she had been recently hired.

Senat or Funston cane in, took his key out of the lock, put it into his pocket, then |ooked in
surprise at the dark nound of shadow in the chair by the w ndow.

"Way, Orchid!" he said. "Wy haven't you gone hone yet?"

"It ain't Ochid," said the shadow form "But it's liable to be lilies if you don't cobperate."
THE voi ce sounded like a bulldog with a bone when another bulldog cones close, so Senator Funston
put his hands up beside his big hat and stood where he was.

"For the noment, ny nocturnal fellow, you are lucky," he said, heavily. "I carry, as a habit, a
goodly bit of noney with nme always. You are not welcone to it, but it is in a chanbis noney belt
around ny waist."

"How nuch?" asked the shadowy other.

"Twel ve hundred dollars."

"Poul try provender," said the other. "Keep it."

Senat or Funston tried to wet his lips, but his tongue was as dry as a rope, for this was not so
good. Moreover, he had caught sight of the weapon his nurky visitor was holding, and he didn't I|ike
the 1 ooks of it. To all appearances, it was sone kind of a water pistol.

"The liquid in this thing" - the visitor noved the water pistol slightly - "will kill you
instantly. It throws a liquid gas sonetinmes used in warfare~ The nmuzzle aperture is closed by a tiny
bit of wax, but when | press the discharge slide, or trigger - "

He left it unfinished.

"What do you want ?"

"The answer to a question," said the other.

Senat or Funston, an observing sol on, had perceived by now that the unwel come person wore a
dark-blue suit little different fromthousands of others being worn in Washington that night. The
face was conpletely encased in a remarkably bl ack and envel opi ng mask, while black gl oves were on
t he hands.

"Ahem " coughed Senator Funston. "Let's have it."

"The nanme of the man or wonman Doc Savage is going to bring back to life."

"Not hi ng doi ng!"

"I'"'mnot fooling'"

"Neither am|!"

"Then we're wasting our tinme talking!"

The masked man stood up, calmy extended his water pistol, and it was instantly evident he was
going to shoot - or squirt.

"Wait!" croaked Senator Funston. "I'ma fool to resist you!"

"OF course.”

"There's a slip in nmy pocket, a slip of paper bearing a nane."

The masked man canme over and got it. He was not as tall nor as burly as Senator Funston, and at
close range he snelled a little like a flower shop. He | ooked at the paper.

"1'"1l be damed!" he said. "Turn around and let ne tie your hands behind you."

Senat or Funston turned around. The other man hit himon the head with a bl ackjack, stepped over
his sensel ess body, and wal ked out into the kitchen. The Negro woman, Orchid, was there, bound and
gagged. The masked man wal ked on out.

He net | awyer Proudnan Shaster on a near-by street, and got into the linousine with him He had



by now renoved his mask, revealing his face.

I't was Ceneral Ino.

"Do any good?" Proudman Shaster asked him

"We're all set," said Ino.

"You're not overlooking any bets?" the shyster |awer asked uneasily.

"Not a bet."

"What was the nane?"

General Ino produced the slip he had taken from Senator Funston and | et Proudman Shaster read the
name on it.

"Thomas Jefferson, the great denocrat!" exclaimed Proudnman Shaster.

SENATOR FUNSTON revived with a series of lusty groans, rolled over several tinmes, got up,

stunbl ed to his suitcase, and got a big single-action six-shooter, after which he went | ooking for
his visitor.

A policeman found hi mwanderi ng up and down Del aware Avenue with the gun and al nbst threw him
into jail, after which Senator Funston stanped back to his apartnent, into the kitchen for a drink,
and found the poor Negro nmaid, O chid.

Wien she was untied, Ochid said things that convinced Senator Funston that the |ady of

conpl exi on had either been a truck driver or married to some one who was.

The masked man, it seened, had sinply walked in early in the evening, tied Ochid up, then

wai t ed.

Senat or Funston went to a tel ephone and cal |l ed Doc Savage, |ong-distance, in New York City. Wen
the remarkabl e voi ce of the bronze man answered, the senator explained what had happened.

"But | was too slick for them" he said. Then he turned his head and directed, "Quit that
cussing, Ochid!'"

O chid was draped on a couch near the tel ephone, saying blistering things in a |low tone. The
Negro nei d becane quiet under the wintry eye of the senator.

Senat or Funston told Doc Savage, "There was a slip of paper in ny pocket bearing the name of the
i ndi vidual whom |, as a good and |oyal party denocrat, consider the greatest man, nortal man, who
ever lived. That, of course, was Thomas Jefferson, founder of the denocratic party."

"l gather," said Doc Savage, "that he was not the one chosen?"

"Correct. The chosen nane will not be announced until the date named. The resurrected man will
not be Thomas Jefferson. | was outvoted."

"Thank you for this information," Doc Savage said, quietly.

"That's all right," said Senator Funston. "I guess you know nore about what it mght nean and

what to do about it than I do."

That ended the conversation.

WHEN Senat or Funston had hung up, O chid Jones got up off the couch, pulled a revolver out of a
vol um nous dress bosom and started to point it at the solon. Only started. For Senator Funston was
still mad, and the instant he saw the gun, he gave a wathful |eap, and the next instant, there was
a fight.

Funston started a haymaker. It missed. Afist hit himin the eye. Another mashed his nose.

Anot her, or the sane one, |oosened teeth. The senator snorted bl ood, teeth and cow country
profanity. He got hold of Ochid. Coth tore, garnents gave, cane away; they proved to be paddi ng.
"Hel I!" roared Funston. "You ain't a female!"

Chairs upset. Fists smacked. The nmen groaned, hissed, cursed. O aw ng, Funston got nore of

Orchid' s clothing.

"A white man!" Funston gritted. "Damm ny soul! |'ve been took in!"

He was going to be taken again. too. The white foe was too nuch for him Younger, nore skill,

nmore strength. The ol d senator, who had dieted too | ong on cigars, beer and speeches, went down.
Orchid's gun got in his eye.

"Whom has the committee selected for the resurrection?" O chid asked, ugly-voiced.

Senat or Funston was student enough of human nature to know when he saw threatened death, and he
saw it now.

He gave a nane - a one-word nare.

Orchid seened surprised.

"Who suggested that name?" O chid denanded.

"Well, it was submitted by Doc Savage's aid, the eminent archaeol ogi st and geol ogist, WIlliam
Harper Littlejohn."
"Yeah," said Ochid, thoughtfully. "I don't know. For a minute, | thought Doc Savage m ght have a

smel |l of our plan."

"l wish," said Senator Funston, "that | had never heard of this thing."

"You woul d have been better off," O chid agreed.

O chid then used all six bullets fromhis revolver to splash the brains of Senator Funston

t horoughly over the rug.

Chapter 4. CARSON ALEXANDER OLMAN

ORCHI D JONES now did sonething that cost a great many persons their lives in the course of tine.



The thing was done in an effort to save his own neck.

He sinply attenpted to cover up all clues by going over the place thoroughly for finger prints,
using a towel and a bottle of rubbing al cohol out of the senatorial bathroom

The finger prints were not many, for O chid had worn rubber gloves while washing di shes and

cooki ng, and cotton ones while dusting and making the bed - a circunstance to which Senator Funston
had failed to attach enough inportance.

O chid listened fromtine to tine, but no sounds indicated any one com ng. He was not worrying

too much about being discovered. He had a henchman outside to keep a | ookout.

The murderer, satisfied that any clues were renoved to the |ast degree, left the apartnent,

joined his confederate in the street, and they drove away.

It was then that Orchid Jones observed his hands, but he did not realize he was | ooking at what

was the equivalent of a death warrant for nany people. He nerely noted that the al cohol he had used
to renmove the finger prints had dissolved some of the unusually good black stain wi th which he had
given hinself a Negro's conpl exi on.

TWENTY minutes later, Ochid Jones wal ked into a hotel roomwhere CGeneral Ino sat giving Proudman
Shaster a gem of Oriental philosophy which he had conposed hinself on the spur of the nonent.

"The success of a careful planner |ooks |ike the success of a damm fool to an outsider who

doesn't know - " Ino stopped and eyed O chid Jones. "Well, dark flower, what is wong?"
"I had to kill the dam senator," said O chid.
"Knowi ng you, |'Il bet you did - not," said General Ino. "But what were the circunstances?"

"The wi ndbag tricked us."

"You don't say! Who ever heard of a senator being tricky!"

"They ain't bringing Thomas Jefferson back to life," growl ed Orchid Jones.

"No?" General Ino nade the one word sound like an inquiry. And he had becone suddenly serious.
"l thought it'd be Thomas A Fdison," said Ochid. "Edison was ny guess, see. But | was wong."
"Not an inpossible circunstance,"” General Ino reminded, dryly. "But you can spare us the drama."’
Ino frowned and waited.

Orchid whi spered the nane whi ch had been yiel ded by poor Senator Funston.

The name gave CGeneral Ino a shock. He was silent for nonents.

"1've heard," Proudman Shaster put in uneasily, "that Savage does not m ss many bets."

HAM the other |awer who was one of Doc Savage's aids, held about the sanme ideas - of Doc
Savage' s habit of passing up no bets.

A big plane slammed over Washington with a volleying sound, conming fromthe direction of New
York, and Hamsat in a confortable seat in the plane and carefully daubed the tip of his sword cane
with a fresh supply of the sticky chemical which produced harni ess unconsci ousness a very few
moments after it got into an open wound.

"Listen, pitiful and stupid,” Hamsaid. "We're here in Washington in such a hurry because that
attenpt to get the nane from Senator Funston nmeans sonebody is up to sonething, and Doc wants to
look into it."

"You're so bright you can't see nothin' but your own glitter!"™ Mnk conplained in his small,
childlike voice. "Don'tcha think I know why we're here?"

Maj or Thomas J. Roberts, better known as "Long Tom" sat opposite Monk. He was a thin, pale man
who woul d have been eyed specul atively by any undertaker. Despite his unheal thy appearance, no one
could recall his ever having been ill. He was an electrical w zard, and one of Doc Savage's aids.
The name Long Tom had been earned | ong ago, after he had staged a hectic experience with one of

t hose ol d-fashi oned cannons known as a "long tom™"

"You two have becone pickled in your own bile," Long Tomtold Monk and Ham

Doc Savage was flying the plane. He slanted it down upon the airport just across the Potonmac. Two
airport attendants sauntered out, one finishing off a sandw ch, the other picking his teeth. They
| ooked at who was getting out of the plane and the one nearly choked on what was left of the
sandw ch.

"Doc Savage!"

"Yeah," agreed the other. "I'd recogni ze hi m anywhere!"

The taxi driver recognized him So did two policenen, one of whomwas standing on the traffic
circle below the Capitol building which you pass before you turn to get on Del aware Avenue.

They went into Senator Funston's apartnment house, and got no answer to their ring. The door | ock
del ayed Doc Savage about half a mnute, which was long for him and they went in and | ooked at the
Senator's corpse.

They had hardly glanced at the body the first tinme when a strange and fantastic sound canme into
existence - a trilling with a quality that defied description. So |low that at times its existence
seened nore inmagination than actuality. It rose and fell, definitely nusical w thout having a tune.
It was exotic. It might have been the result of a snmall wind in a naked, sleet-|laden forest.

This fantastic sound was nmade, w thout conscious effort, by the giant bronze man who was the
fourth of the plane's party.

THE physi cal devel opment of this bronze man was striking. Not al one because he was a giant with
Her cul ean nuscl es, but because his devel opnent was so symmetrical that his true size was apparent



only when he stood close to others to whom his proportions m ght be conpared.

H s skin had a fine texture and a bronze hue that nust have conme from countl ess tropical suns.

Hi s features were regul ar, but not what could be called finely chiseled, and the result was a
stri ki ng handsoneness.

But the bronze giant's eyes were the nost unusual thing about him Like pools of flake gold
stirred away by tiny, invisible winds, the eyes had sonmething al nost weird about them They seened
to have a power to conpel, to do super-natural things.

There were many unusual qualities in this bronze gi ant who was Doc Savage.

Monk, the chemi st, said. "Well, here's ny chance to try out ny new finger print stuff."

He was carrying it with him- a small case containing what |ooked Ilike a flat perfune atom zer.
He pressed the bulb of this, and threw an al npbst invisible spray over the tel ephone, the backs of
wooden chairs, the table and anywhere el se that hands might have touched. Werever the vapor
settled, finger prints came out instantly.

The prints were as plain as if they had been painstakingly printed there.

Monk | ooked at Doc Savage. "By Ceorge, you were right about me mixing this junk up wong, Doc!
The suggestion you gave nme nade an inprovenent!"

They began to go over the prints, Doc Savage enploying a small pocket magnifier.

"Senator Funston apparently had no visitors at all at his apartment,” the bronze man said quietly
at last. "There are no prints around except the senator's."

Eventual Iy, the bronze giant picked up the towel and the bottle of rubbing al cohol with which
Orchid Jones had wiped off his finger prints.

"There was some one here when the senator tel ephoned ne," Doc said. "He spoke to the person, his
exact words being, 'Quit that cussing, Ochid!' Ham you see the apartnment superintendent, and ask
about Orchid."

The dapper |awyer did not take long to report back. "Orchid was O chid Jones, the cook," Ham

st at ed.

Doc Savage's fl ake gol d eyes seened occupi ed by the towel he was hol di ng. "Negro?"

"Bl ack as Monk's conscience," Ham admitted.

Doc gl anced at Monk, and the honely chem st at once declared, "Hanmis a liar, as usual! My
conscience is as pure and white as - as -

Doc said, "Have you got your pocket |aboratory with you?"

"I've got sonme key chemicals," Mnk said. "I always carry 'em Stuff you can nmake a | ot of basic
tests and conbinations, and - "

"Let me have them a nonent."

Monk passed t hem over.

Doc made several sinple chemical tests on dark areas of the towel. These were hardly snmears, nore
Ii ke sections where the |inen had darkened.

"All right," he said. "W will |eave now."

"But the killer!" Ham demanded. "There's no clue, and we can hardly pass this killing up!"

"On the contrary,"” Doc corrected. "There is a very definite clue. It should lead us directly to
Orchid Jones. "

ORCHI D JONES was not afraid. He | eaned back, lolling a cigar around with his tongue. He dearly

|l oved cigars, and playing the part of Ochid Jones had not permitted himto snoke them He angrily
threw down a washrag wi th which he had endeavored to make some inmprint on the dye on his face and
hands. The rag snelled of al cohol.

"No dice!" he conplained. "I thought al cohol would take the stuff off, but it only gets a little
of it at first; then it don't do any nore good."

General Ino | ooked vaguely interested. "Wat made you think al cohol would hel p?"

"Sonme of it cane off on the towel when | was wiping off nmy finger prints in the senator's
apartment,” Orchid expl ai ned.

"l see. Were's the towel ?"

"Left it. It wasn't stained enough that anybody'll notice."

"l see."

General Ino got up and went into another room Wen he cane back, he was holding a small packet
in his hands, and a slip of paper.

"Listen," he said. "I told you the only thing that will take that stain off is a certain

conbi nati on of three rather unusual chem cals. You can purchase themat a chem cal supply house.
There is surely one in Washi ngton."

He handed over the slip of paper.

"The nanes of the chemicals are witten on that," he said.

Orchid Jones | ooked at them frowned while his lips nmade futile twistings trying to pronounce the
chem cal terms; then he said, "You m x one part of each, and add enough water to nmake a paste, eh?"
"Right." General Ino |eaned forward. "Now, here's something else | want to talk about."

Orchid put away the paper with the chem cal names. "Let fly."

General |no unw apped his package. "You see this?"

He held up a tiny jar of sonething that m ght have been a salve. The jar had no | abel.



"What is it?" Ochid asked.

"You take it and put sone under your finger nails," said General Ino, not answering the question
directly. "Wen they catch you, if they do, you do something that |ooks perfectly natural. You gnaw
your finger nails."

O chid wet his lips and | ooked as if he didn't like the idea nuch. "I gnaw ny finger nails, eh?"
"The stuff under themwi |l make you unconscious for about a week," explained General |no. "They
can't question you, and by that tine, we'll have things straightened out."

"l see," Ochid said uneasily.

General |no stood erect.

"Ever'thing bane sat," he observed, sounding something |ike a Scandi navian. "Aye tank Aye ban' go
hone. "

He did.

ORCHI D JONES slept well the rest of the night. He had been one of General Ino's men for years,
and he knew the general was about as snmooth an article as lived; or, at least, as followed crimnal
ways.

Canme nine o'clock and Orchid Jones turned up at the town's | eading drug house, to ask for the
chemcals on his list. There was a delay of perhaps ten mnutes while the order was filled because,
it was expl ained, these chemcals were a bit rare and woul d have to be gotten out of stock.
Orchid Jones was dressed as a Negro.

He got his chemicals, paid for them wal ked out of the door, and two nen cane al ongside of him
and grasped himby the el bows.

O chid | ooked at the men and nearly had heart failure. One of the men was squat and hairy, the
other slender and very dapperly clad. Ochid knew they were Doc Savage's two aids, Mnk and Ham
He tried to get out his gun. They hit himon the head, and while he was stunned, took his gun
away fromhim They got Ochid into a curtained car.

"Pretty soft," Monk said. "Ochid Jones has changed his sex, but that didn't nmake no

difference."

Orchid swal | oned several tinmes and nmanaged to get his heart back somewhere near where it

bel onged. He had not been so scared since he was a snmall kid and had been caught stealing a

revol ver.

"H how d you find nme?" he gul ped.

"Doc anal yzed the stuff on the towel and |earned the dye on your skin was a type which had to be
removed by a certain mxture of chemicals,” Mnk informed him "All we did was check on all the drug
concerns around here to see who had bought that conbination of chemicals. Nobody had. So we waited
for somebody to buy 'em Al the drug concerns were to notify us. Wen they tel ephoned about you, we
zi pped right over."

ORCHI D JONES was silent and | ooked at his hands. The stuff under his finger nails | ooked as
innocent as traces of grine.

"What you gonna do with me?" he asked.

"Not hi ng, " Monk said, "but ask you some questions. | nean, maybe we won't do nothing to you, if
you answer the questions."

Orchid Jones glanced furtively at his captors and read that they neant what they said and that he
was in a very bad jam He |ooked at his finger nails again.

He began gnawi ng his finger nails.

He took only a couple of gnaws and he began to shake, a vile-looking foamcame to his |ipS. He
shook nmore violently. H s eyes popped. He nade sone gargling noises.

A horrible look got into his eyes and showed that O chid Jones understood what was happening to
hi m

"Arg-awr-gr!" he said, and it was no nore understandabl e than that.

"What the heck?" expl oded Monk.

Orchid Jones continued to nmake noi ses that he hoped were words, but anong the words, only a nane
was under st andabl e.

"Carson Al exander O man," was the name. O chid Jones stopped shaking and frothing after a tine.
Monk exami ned him

When the horely chemi st | ooked up fromhis exam nation, he wore an expression both startled and
di sgust ed.

"Orchid Jones," said Mk, "is as dead as he can be."

Chapter 5. MASTER PLOTTER

IT took Doc Savage less than two mnutes to find the cause of Orchid Jones's death - the poison
under the finger nails.

"There is no hope of reviving him" the bronze nan said.

Monk nuttered, "I don't believe the fell ow knew he was takin' poison.

"I"'msure of it," dapper Ham snapped. "He did a lot of muttering, a dying statenent, as he passed
out."

"Any words under st andabl e?"

Ham said three of them had been, and gave the nane.



"Carson Al exander O nman," Doc Savage repeated, quietly. "Wll, our best bet -
"1"1l be superamal gamated!" put in a new voi ce.

The speaker was very tall and so thin that it made a person ache to |l ook at him He had a high
forehead, the aesthetic face of a thinker, and it was a bet whether or not, when he started to walk,
his clothing would fall off. Fromhis |apel dangled a ribbon, and to the end of this was attached a
nmonocle with a thick |ens.

"Il be superanal gamated," said this person. "M acquai ntanceshi p congenerates a consimlarity

of nonencl ature.”

The user of the words was WIIliam Harper Littlejohn, oftener known as "Johnny," a worl d-famed
archa' ol ogi st and geol ogi st, and a nan who never used a small word where he could think of a big
one. Johnny was anot her of Doc's aids.

Monk | ooked dizzy and said, "WII| sonebody please translate that for ne?"

"Johnny neans," Doc suggested, "that the only Carson Al exander O man he knows is a rather

wel | - known ar chaeol ogi st by that nane."

"A superem nent - "

"Whoa! " Monk said. "Themwords is too nuch for nme before breakfast. Try little ones, please!"
"Carson Al exander O man is well known in his field," said Johnny, reluctantly.

Pal e, feebl e-1o00king Long Tom the electrical w zard, who had been in the background, saying
little, now spoke up

"What |1'd like to know is why all this trouble!" he growled. "Can't we try to bring a person back
tolife, somebody who will really do this | opsided world some good, without a |l ot of trouble comng
to canp on our ears.?"

Monk snorted, "You'd waste away if you didn't have any excitenmenti"

Ham eyed Long Tomi s pal e thinness speculatively. "I'd like to know how he could waste away any
nore."

Long Tom sniffed. "Are we going to | ook up this Carson Al exander O nan?"

"W are," Doc Savage said. "We will tel ephone him |ong-distance, now. Then, if we cannot get any
satisfaction, we will have Renny, the menber of our organization who is still in New York, |look into
the natter."”

Doc Savage went to the tel ephone and asked the | ong-di stance operator for the hone of

ar chaeol ogi st Carson Al exander O man in New York City.

I'N the home of Carson Al exander O man, the tel ephone rang in regularly spaced jangles for a | ong
tine, and was not answered, although there was one nman in the house who could have answered it.
This man was bendi ng over O nman's filing cabinet, where all the archaeol ogist's personal
correspondence was kept. The roomwas gl oony, and the nman wore a raincoat, collar turned up, and a
hat with the brimyanked down all around. Big, horn-rimed spectacl es otherwi se nade the real |ines
of the man's face hard to distinguish.

Carson Al exander O man had inherited great wealth froman old pirate of an industrialist father;
but he had al ways been a man of very systematic nethods. It was this trait which had nade hima
leader in his field, with one of the greatest private nuseuns in existence. He carried systeminto
his personal life. For instance, every scrap of his correspondence for years past was carefully
filed in the cabinets beside his desk.

The furtive man was going through that correspondence.

He was concentrating on the file nmarked, "FOREIGN." Tine after tine, he renoved a paper and

stowed it into an inside coat pocket.

Qutside, it rained steadily. Water stood on the wal ks, streamed off roofs and ran furiously in
gutters.

I nside, the tel ephone rang on.

Carson Al exander O man did not answer it because his body lay on the floor beside the desk; his
head was over cooking against a hot radiator. The head had left quite a crinson trail rolling across
the carpet, and the sword which had parted it fromthe body | ay beside the body. It was a big,

t wo- handed sword of the sixteenth century, English.

The searcher seenmed to be about done. He went back over the file once nore, rapidly, checking to
see that there had been no nmistake. Then he went to the door, pulled his collar higher, and went
out .

H s trouser legs, fromthe knees down, got wet in the rain before he reached the sedan parked

near by, and got into the rear, where General |no sat.

The car noved away, meki ng sounds somewhat |ike a dog sw nmming hard.

"Well, mne fran'?" queried CGeneral Ino, inmtating an East Side New Yorker.

The prowl er turned his coat collar down fromhis face - the very pale face of Lawyer Proudman
Shaster.

"l got everything." He shuddered. "It was horrible! H's head - against the radiator - and |
couldn't bear to nove it - the snmell - "

He shook as if he were out in the cold rain.

"Wy don't you try for to be calm" suggested General Ino.

Proudman Shaster shook harder, gulped, "I'ma hell of a crook to get so scared, but | can't help
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"It's the crooks who don't get scared who get caught," Ino assured him "Let's see what you've
got."

Proudman Shaster passed the papers over, and General |no, when he had read them seened
satisfied. "This was all?"

"All. I"'msure of that. Not a trace of this matter remains in Carson Al exander O man's
correspondence files."

"No one, by searching the effects of the dead man, will be able to learn that a gentleman naned
Sir Rodney Dillsworth is selling a certain article to O nman?" the general nused

"Exactly."

"Verrry, verrry goot," murnmured General Ino. "In vun hour, no less, you find yourself mt sonme

other gentlenmens on a |lot of vater."

"A LOT of vater" proved to be the Atlantic Ocean, and the "other gentlemen" proved to be a group
of six lads who were as choice a lot of throat cutters as General Ino had in his organization
Proudman Shaster, sonewhat the gentleman, although he had | opped off one head with a sword that

ni ght, had been a bit uneasy about the social status of the six who were to aid him and whom he had
never before seen

He realized i nedi ately when they introduced thenselves - this did not take place until the Iiner
was two days out - that the six were, figuratively speaking, wolves in sheep's clothing. Gentlenen
yes indeed - outwardly.

The liner docked in Southanpton on Tuesday.

On Wednesday, the dignified British Isle had a nmurder. Sir Rodney Dillsworth's butler was wal ki ng
past his master's study when he noted the cat licking at sonmething red that was crawl i ng out from
under the door

Sir Rodney was in his study with his head cut off

An ol d-time battle-ax had done the work. Sir Rodney had been rather a bit of an archaeol ogi st

and nost of his manse was a nmuseum contai ning i nnunerable relics, including the battle-ax. Scotland
Yard was called in, and there was a hubbub

Proudman Shaster sat at ease in a London hotel and advised his associates, "It's not the first

job we've pulled in England in our tine, so don't get worried. General Ino planned all this out, and
we' re operating exactly according to plan. Nothing will go wong."

The other nmen sat around and | ooked. bilious and uneasy, and it was not al one because the heavy

| ocal food had given themindigestion

Proudman Shaster fingered a pile of papers. They were receipts, invoices - such papers as a man

m ght have after he had bought something in a foreign country and had it shipped to his honme, then
sold it to a man named Carson Al exander O man in the United States, city of New York

"Sir Rodney had already shipped the darn thing to O man," grunbled Proudman Shaster. "We'Ill have
to take the same steamer and grab it. One consol ation: There's nothing whatever to show that Sir
Rodney ever owned this thing, or who he sold it to."

"Themtwo killings mght not have been necessary to cover our tracks," one of the nob suggested
"CGeneral Ino never takes a chance," advised Shaster. "Qur next nove is to get hold of this thing
before it is delivered in New York."

"You're sure it's the right one?"

"Yes, positive." Proudman Shaster tapped the papers. "The nane is given here. Pey-deh-eh-ghan."

" Pey- deh- eh- ghan?"

"That's the nane."

The man shuddered. "What'Il it he in?"

"An iron-bound box," Proudman Shaster said

THE i ron-bound box was about four feet high, the same width, and twice as long. It left England

on the freighter Boisterour, and sonewhere between there and New York City, it apparantly vani shed
But no one noticed the vanishing. The nane di sappeared fromthe freight lists as conpletely as

the box did fromthe hold. There was nothing on paper to show it had ever been aboard

Anyway, everybody aboard was excited over sonething else. The third mate - he was in charge of

the cargo holds - was found dead. He was a tough guy, had a |ot of enem es, so his dem se surprised
nobody; but the manner of it did. The third mate was found with his head cut off, and a fire-ax
sticking in the stunp.

Proudnman Shaster told General Ino, "It's horrible! I think I'mgoing to have a nervous

br eakdown! "

"Qui en sabe?" nmurnured the general, speaking Spanish, "They cannot talk with their heads off. The
mat e di scovered you novi ng Pey-deh-eh-ghan, eh?"

Proudman Shaster wung his hands. "I wish | could control nyself! Wen | get in a tight place, it
seens all | can think of is cutting their heads off!"

They were in a small warehouse in a discreet part of Jersey. General |Ino wal ked back and | ooked

at the big, iron-strapped box which his truck had just unloaded. Rather, the truck was hired, and
the driver was one of his nmen

"How did you get it off the freighter?" he asked



"I lowered it into the launch al ongside after night." Proudman Shaster explained. "W talked to
the | ook-out, and one nan was on the bridge to hold his attention while the box was hoisted
overside."

"You didn't drop it in the water?" the general denmanded, anxiously.

"Ch, no! W were very careful!"

"And we will continue being careful." General Ino eyed the big box which contained

Pey- deh- eh- ghan, and sighed rapturously. "W are all set to cash in on one of the biggest things in
history - Doc Savage's resurrection stunt."”

Chapter 6. W SDOM

REGARDLESS of whether or not it was one of the biggest things in history, the United States was
going for it in a big way. Skeptics had about disappeared as the day of the final announcerment drew
close, and this was probably due in large to the astute publicity campai gn which Doc Savage and his
ai ds had conduct ed.

As the bronze man had explained, in order for the person they were going to bring back to life to
do real good in the world, the world woul d have to believe hi mgenuine, and that nmeant believing
that Doc Savage could actually bring one man back to life. If the selection was George Washi ngton,
every one woul d naturally have to believe it was George. People would not be likely to take orders
froma fellow they considered a fake George. Mdre than likely, they would have himthrown in jail.
The day before the announcenent, the newspapers carried in paid advertising:

DOC SAVAGE TO ANNOUNCE

OVER RADI O AT 7 O CLOCK!

At seven o' clock, they stopped the street cars so people could get off and listen to the radios

in the corner drug stores.

Every one knew Doc Savage's remarkable, trained voice by now

Doc Savage said:

"Many are going to be disappointed and nore surprised by the name selected by the conmittee. Here
are some of the reasons why certain names were passed over.

"Napol eon Bonaparte, suggested by many, was not sel ected because he was prinmarily a warrior, and
this poor world has enough of those now. WIIiam Shakespeare was passed over because it wll take
more than a witer and dramatist to do this world | asting good. George Washi ngton, Abraham Lincoln
and Thomas A. Edi son were promnently discussed. O these three, the field was narrowed down to
Edi son, the great inventor, whose value to manki nd perhaps will not be fully recognized for another
hundred years."

There was a rather |ong pause, and any nunber of persons reached over hastily and tested to see

if they could still bear a station hiss, thinking their radi os had gone haywire.

"Edison is a man of inventions. He stands for material progress, for the introduction of new

machi nery. "

Anot her pause.

"But it is doubtful if nore scientific progress will help the world," Doc Savage continued. "What
we want is a great thinker. Not a man of profound mat hematical propoundi ngs such as Einstein, but a
man who can keep his head and think out the right and wong way of doing things."

The pauses cane just often enough to permt what was being said to soak into the minds of the
listening public.

"The judges went back into history for their man," Doc Savage said. "The name which they finally
deci ded upon is that of an ancient whose nortal remains were recently found and positively
identified. There is absolutely no doubt but that the body of this individual, or his mumy, is
avail able. So that man will be brought back to life."

Once nore, a pause.

"The worl d does not need inventions."

Anot her nonent of silence.

"It needs profound wi sdom"

The final pause, and:

"Solomon is the man to be resurrected,” said Doc Savage, and went off the air.

FOR the next hour or so, the nation sat around with a doubtful |ook and tal ked. Sol onon! Al npst

no one knew whet her Sol onon's body was available. And even if it was, it would have to be intact,
and that, after the passing of many centuries, was not exactly reasonable to believe.

But the extra editions of the papers enlightened everybody. It seened that Sol onon's nummy had
been found not many weeks bef ore!

The find had been nmade by an em nent group of archaeol ogi sts, included anong whom was Doc

Savage's aid, WIlliamHarper Littlejohn. There had been no fanfare in print over the discovery, and
nobody had been invited in to make news reels. The gentlenmen who had found Sol onobn's nmumy did not
need noney or publicity; hence the affair had been quiet. Sol onon's nunmy was avail able. There was
not the slightest doubt about it. The archaeol ogists had identified it positively, and they were too
em nent for their words to be doubted.

Sol onon, it seenmed, was lying in state in the private nmuseumof WIIiam Harper Littlejohn.



CGeneral Ino read this and smled a thin smle.

"We are now ready to function further," he said. "The mummy of Solonon is to be taken to Doc
Savage's | aboratory at ten o'clock to-norrow norning. W shall be on hand."

"You have a really wonderful mind - of its kind," Proudman Shaster said, nervously. "Really
wonderful. But it strikes ne you have waited too | ong. W have known for days, thanks to your spies,
where Sol onron's mumy was |ying. Wiy haven't we acted before?"

"He who eats his fish hastily is nobst apt to choke on a bone," General |no nurnured, singsonging
in Chinese fashion.

"Yeah," said Proudman Shaster. "And it's a fact that the kind of fish who play with the bait and
take it slowmy usually got hooked in the stomach."

"Velly tlue," agreed Ino. "That's one thing | |ike about you, Proudman, ny sweet. You al ways
think of the worst things that could happen. It's a very good trait."

Shast er sighed nervously. "So we put on your next act at WIlliam Harper Littlejohn's private
museun®”

"Si, si," said General Ino. "W do."

W LLI AM HARPER LI TTLEJOHN S private nmuseum had been practically unknown, but there were at |east
ten thousand people in the block in front of it before daylight the next morning. The police took
one | ook and deci ded the hearse that would conme for Solonon's remains would need a police escort.
A nmotor-cycl e squad was ordered to be on hand and to wait for the hearse.

At eight o' clock, a hearse drove up to the waiting notorcycle squad.

"Well, we're ready to go get him" said the driver.

"I wonder if Solompon isn't going to mss his thousand wi ves?" a cop called out.

"If I was him" chuckled the hearse driver, "I would."

The police nmotor-cycle squad roared into formation, and acted as a convoy for the hearse, guiding
it through the nmob toward the building which held Johnny's nuseum The building matched WIliam
Harper Littlejohn in architecture. It was taller and thinner than it seened any buil ding could be
and still not upset. The museum was near the figurative waistline of the thin building, and the
hearse driver and his assistant - both nice-looking nmen - staggered in under the weight of a w cker
basket hol ding the mummy. The el evators were barely large enough to accommodate the |length of the
basket .

On the way up, half a dozen other nice-looking men got into the cage. They all got out on the
museum fl oor and wal ked to a door.

Johnny | ooked tall and thin enough to fit into the crack of the door which he opened a few inches
at their knock.

"We've cone for Solonobn," one of the nen said.

Johnny said, "I'Il be superanal ganated!"

He inade a half gesture at bringing the nonocle to his eye, an enpty nove because he hadn't
needed it for years, and nowadays it was a hi gh- powered magnifier.

"You're not the men who were to cone!" he snapped, forgetting hinself and using small words.
"Monk and Ham were to come! You're a bunch of fakes!"

"This ain't a fake!" the spokesman said, and showed Johnny the business end of the biggest

si x-shoot er he renmenbered having seen recently. "Qpen up, long and | ean!"

Johnny tried to slamthe door in the face of the | eader. The gunman |lunged at it. Johnny, who was
not wei ghty, was bow ed across the room The door flew open. The nen dived insideand into a human
t or nado.

Anot her man had been in the room He was a very big fellow distinguished by a |ong, gloony face
and fists of stunning size. The big fists were swinging and he fell upon the men as if the gun the
| eader carried neant nothing at all.

This was "Renny," or Col onel John Renwi ck. His arnms were enornous, in keeping with the rest of

hi s huge body, which tipped the scales close to two hundred and fifty pounds. H's features had a
nmost puritanical | ook, one that convinced people that his head consisted of nothing nore than a
spoonful of brains. Wich was wong, for Renny was known throughout the world for his engineering
acconpl i shment s.

"That's Renw ck!" barked the man with the gun. "Watch 'im He's supposed to be tough!"

Renny' s toughness was nore than supposition, as the nen soon found out. He noved |ike greased
lightning. Hs incredible fists whistled through the air, pummel ed nobsters' heads with bl ows that
echoed throughout the room

One big fist took a man under the chin. The fellow rose straight up into the air, squirmng |ike
a fish that had conme out of the water, caught on a hook, and who was trying to shake hinself | oose.
Falling, he seened to nelt against the floor.

The fellow had hardly touched the floor when Renny's other nonster fist had another nobster in
the same position.

"l gotta shoot 'im" yelled the | eader of the attacking group.

H s gun leveled at Renny's heart, roared, spouted flane.

RENNY said, "Oof!" very loudly, grabbed the gunnan by the throat and whirled himoff the floor
bodily. It was a breathless feat of strength. Renny seenmed actually going to wing the fellow s



neck.

Bony Johnny was dancing around, whirling a chair over his head. He hit a thug with it, and
changed the shape of the man's shoul der. The bony archaeol ogi st didn't look it, but he packed a big
wal | op. The nman screanmed, fell on the floor, screamed | ouder and got up again

The fellow junped around like a junping jack, as if he didn't know what he wanted to do, his
shoul der pai ned hi mso nuch

Johnny | ooked at the fellow as if he enjoyed the antics

A tel ephone hit Johnny on the back of the head. He dropped as if poled

The man who had torn the phone | oose and thrown it, ran to it, picked it up and took aim at
Renny. Hi s arm whi pped forward. Renny saw the notion, ducked, dived, and got clear. But not the
second tine.

The tel ephone made clunk! of a noise against Renny's skull. Renny weaved. Three nmen pounced on
him Feet, fists, finally a clubbed chair, got Renny down

Gasping and cursing, the raiders fell on Johnny and Renny and tied themup, all out of breath
fromtheir exertions

"I't's lucky you guys had a baseball player along, like ne!" gasped the man who had thrown the
t el ephone

The one who had fired the shot tore Renny's vest open and | ooked

"Bul | et proof vest!" he snarled. "I oughta shoot you in the eye, big fists!"

There was a | oud knock on the door

The rai ders dragged the two prisoners out of sight; then the | eader went to the door

It was an el evator operator

"What's the troubl e?" he asked. "There's been enough noise up here to darn near shake the
bui I di ng down!"

Wthout batting an eye, the other said, "WIlliamHarper Littlejohn and his friend were throw ng
some smart-al eck newspaper reporters and cameranmen out. They wanted to get a picture of Sol onon
before he was resurrected.”

"Where did the newspapernen go?"

"Down the stairs, probably, if you didn't see them"

The el evator operator said, "I thought | heard a shot."

"That was a photographic flashlight bulb breaking," grunted the other. "You tell everybody
everything's all right."

"Yes, sir," said the elevator operator, and went away.

The | eader went back to his nen and said, "Let's get on with the rest of this!"

THEY carried the w cker basket in, opened the lid, and carefully dunped out something about as
long as a man. It was wapped in a sheet. The care they used with it was extremne

"Where' s Sol onon?" they asked

"Holy cowl " runbled big-fisted Renny. "Wat's all this about?"

There was anot her knock at the door

The | eader went to the door, kept his gun in his pocket with a hand on it, and peered out

"HelI!'" he said. "This is a fine time to show up!"

Lawyer Proudnman Shaster sniled cheerily at the other

"I was waiting downstairs to see how you cane out," he said frankly. "If you had failed to take
the fort, | would sinply have failed to conme up. There was no need of us all taking a chance of

getting caught."”

"l call that a hell of a note!" snarled the other

"It's ny privilege as one of your |eaders," said Proudman Shaster. "| see everything is in hand
That is really wonderful, really wonderful ."

He whi pped out a | arge purple handkerchief, tied it over his face, and wal ked into the room
faking a shuffling linp

"We're trying to nake 'emtell which is Solonon," said the gunman. "There's a | ot of nmummies
here."

"Sol onon? Yes, of course,” murnmured Proudman Shaster. Shaster gl anced about, observed a wall pi ece
consi sting of two crossed swords, a battle-ax and a shield. He went over and got the battle-ax down,
then stood above Renny. The ax glistened as he swung it

"All right," he said. "Wich is Sol onon?"

A shocki ng change had conme over Proudman Shaster. H's eyes were too bright, and he had started
breathing in short spurts. H's gaze was fixed hungrily on Renny's nuscul ar-| ooki ng neck

Suddenly, without another word, he lifted the ax. It was a big thing. Probably it had chopped off
many heads in its day. At least it had been made for that

It would not have taken a psychologist to realize that sonme queer, hideous quirk in Proudman
Shaster's nature made hi ma madman when he was in a tense situation with a big sword or an ax in his
hand. He had a mania for chopping of f heads

He was going to chop off one now, w thout nore fuss about it

"Wait!" Renny yelled. "That one is Sol onon!"

Renny poi nt ed



Renny had a sense of values. He was not going to lie there and have his head chopped off sinply
because he did not want to tell this purple-nmasked mani ac which of the nmumm es was Sol onon.

But it was not going to save him Proudnan Shaster bunched his nuscles, and the ax whistled
downward for Renny's neck!

Renny was tied so he could not dodge. He shut his eyes.

Sl ug!

"Damm you!" yelled Proudnman Shaster. "Wiy'd you do that?"

The | eader of the nmob snarled shakily, "The guy told you what you wanted to know, didn't he?"
Renny opened his eyes and saw that the ax was sticking in the floor beside his neck. He gathered
that the gunman had | eaped and deflected the would-be killer's armat the last instant. The two were
now gl aring at each other, and it |ooked as if there would be trouble.

Proudnman Shaster finally shrugged. Wth the ax out of his hands, sanity had returned.

"All right," he snapped. "Take the two prisoners into the other room Al of you go in there and
wat ch them"

"What ' re you gonna do?" asked the gunnman.

"I'mgonna switch nmunm es," said Proudman Shaster. "lI'mgonna - |'mgoing to exchange the nmumy
we brought with us for that of Sol onon."

THE gentl emanly | ooking thugs carried Renny and Johnny into the outer room then stood over them
wat chfully, guns in their hands.

Fully fifteen minutes elapsed. It was such a long interval that the nen becane inpatient.

"What' s keepi ng you?" one call ed.

"Shut up," directed Proudman Shaster fromthe other room "I am changing the wappi ngs of the
murmi es. Taki ng the wappings off Solonobn and putting them on our rmumy."
"\Npy 2"

"Doc Savage nust think our mummy, the one we are going to |leave here, is the mutmmy of Sol onobn, so
that he will go ahead and resurrect it."

Renny and Johnny exchanged stunned gl ances.

"Holy cow " said Renny. "These lugs are trying to get sone guy of their own brought hack to
lifel"

Renny had a renarkable voice. It sounded like a very big aninal in a big cave, highly enraged.
Proudman Shaster cane out dragging the wi cker basket.

"Take this," he directed. "It's got Solomon in it."

"What' Il we do with it?" the gunman wanted to know.

"Take it over to the river and dunp it with a weight tied to it," said Shaster.

"But what about the cops - the notorcycle escort?"

"Easy. Tell themyou were a dumy expedition to get the remains of Solonmon. Tell the cops you
were sent so the crowd woul d see you, think Sol onbn was gone, and then clear out. Doc Savage woul d
logically do that. He don't like crowds."

THE men pi cked up the w cker basket. They all seermed about to | eave.

"Wait a minutel" barked Proudman Shaster. "You're forgetting! Only the two who cane with the
hearse will |eave. They can di spose of Sol onon. The rest of you stick here?"

"And do what ?"

"Poi nt guns at Renny and Johnny here, when Doc Savage sends for the nummy of Sol onpbn," Shaster
directed. "Renny and Johnny will see that Doc takes the mummy and don't suspect a thing. Shoot them
if they don't act their part."

"Righto," agreed the gunman, reluctantly.

Proudnman Shaster snmiled while the two who had arrived in the hearse struggled out with the w cker
basket .

"Everything is going to be really wonderful," Shaster assured them "Just do your jobs and don't
worry. Remenber, you have sonmething to fall back upon as a last resort."

He went out.

Chapter 7. THE MUMW SWAPPERS

THE door nmade a netallic click behind Proudman Shaster's departing back, and the | eader went to
it, tried it to make sure it was |ocked, then whirled on his aids.

"Get the fellows who are hurt out of sight," he directed. "Stick "emin a closet or sonmething. If
any of you have got narcotics on you, give '"ema little to sort of ease their pain."

They bustl ed around.

The private nmuseum instead of being the dark place that such establishments usually are, was
nmoderni stic, with a |ot of w ndows. However, it carried out a one-color scheme of decoration. The
purpose of this was the same as the reason for sone nuseuns being dark. The exhibits seened nore
effective, stood out better, by contrast.

"Be sure everything is cleaned up," directed the | eader. He canme over toward Johnny and Renny.
"I"mgonna untie you nugs, after | take your bulletproof union suits off. And if you nake funny
nmoves, you're going to find yoursel ves bucking a storm of |ead.

"What is behind this?" Renny asked.

"That's our own business," the other told him "W want a certain fellow resurrected in place of



Sol onon. We've gone to a lot of trouble to get that fellow, and we're going to a lot nore to get
what he - "

"There's such a thing as talking too nmuch," a man reninded the |eader, dryly.

"Thanks," said the | eader, and shut up

Johnny and Renny were relieved of their unusually light alloy chain-mail undergarnents; then they
were untied and stood on their feet

"You live here," the |l eader told Johnny. "Were's the bathroon? You' ve got sone bl ood on your

puss that needs washing off."

Johnny grunmbled, "I'll show you, you thug!" and led the way to a plain door

"Perhaps | had better go in first," said the | eader of the nob.

He opened the door and backed in, covering his prisoners with his gun

That was a bad nove. He never saw his fate in the shape of two bronze hands that suddenly took
bol d of his neck. The tendons on the backs of the bronze hands somewhat resenbled |arge round files.
The fingers sank deep into the man's neck flesh as if they were steel in reality, and the |eader of
the nob was lifted off the floor

He flailed his arms. One of the bronze hands detached and cl anped his arns. The other fist

rel eased his neck and hit his jaw in a conbination nove that took a good eye to follow

Renny and Johnny stood perfectly still. They knew t hose hands. Doc Savage! Neither gave a sign to
betray the presence of the bronze man to the other nenbers of the nob, who were in a position where
they could cover Renny and Johnny, but could not see what had happened to their chief

Doc drew the victimout of sight, deposited himin the bathtub, and straightened. The bronze

man's throat tendons tensed, and he held his nmouth in a peculiar position

Fromhis lips came a perfect imtation of the nobl eader's voice

"Cone in here a minute, a couple of you guys!" Doc invited

ONE of the raiders had been put out of commission in the first fight with Johnny and Renny. Doc
had just di sposed of a second. There had been six to start with, excluding Shaster and the two
carrying the w cker basket

The four in the room behind Johnny and Renny were now unsuspici ous. Two stepped through the

bat hroom door. They saw Doc-about the tinme he took hold of them

"What the - " one managed to gasp

"We'll have to nove this thing," Doc Savage said, loudly. "It'll be quite a struggle!"
He had hold of themboth in such a way that they couldn't yell

"We'll have to kick the darn thing |oose," the bronze man added

The two victinms kicked and flailed nadly. Tinme after tine, they hit the bronze man with their
fists. Their blows seenmed to have no effect

"Kick it again," Doc said

The bronze man was imtating the voice of the | eader he had over powered

The two nen he held nanaged to flail himwith their legs. He worked to get their heads in a
position for cracking together

"We're just about to nake it," Doc said. "Once nore! Hit it!"

The two heads went thunp! and the nen stopped struggling. Silence foll owed.

The tal king Doc had done had been pitched in a |oud, encouraging voice. It had led the two in the
other roomto think their conpanions were nerely doing a bit of heavy work.

Doc took advantage of the silence, which would sound like a rest interval

"We'll have to have nore help,"” Doc called. "Bring the two prisoners in here and make them hel p
us."

The rest of it was sinple. The two survivors of the nmob wal ked in unsuspectingly, and Doc, hidden
behind the door, hit themin turn, one sharp blow for each, and they fell to the floor

After he had nade sure the prisoners were all unconscious, Doc Savage's flake gold eyes rested on
bony Johnny

"It mght be advisable," he said, quietly, "to nmove your living quarters and nmuseumdown a little
closer to headquarters. It took nme al nbst twenty-five mnutes after the alarmrang to get bere. O
course, there is a terrific traffic jambelow, but even w thout that, it takes too long. W are
always in danger. W should be in a position to help each other quickly."

"Alarm" Renny booned. "Wat kind of an al arm brought you here, Doc?"

Johnny answered that. "I had nmy place wired some time ago. For instance, there are certain spots
under the rug over which tables ordinarily sit, or chairs. Wen the chairs or tables are noved, and
the certain spots pressed it rings a bell in Doc's headquarters. | saw to the pressing."

Doc Savage added, quietly, "It just happens that Johnny's fire escape goes past his bathroom

wi ndow. Now, what happened here?"

They told hi mwhat had happened

THE police, when Doc Savage got themon the tel ephone, were not too happy about being doped by
the fake hearse. For five minutes, things crackled. Five mnutes, no |longer, for that was the
interval required to catch the fake hearse

The hearse was driving near the river when two radi o-patrol cars crowded it to the curb. The
driver and his assistant pulled out their guns, then took another | ook at the cops, and changed



their m nds

A sergeant tel ephoned Doc Savage about the capture

"Bring themto WIliamHarper Littlejohn's place," Doc requested. "We will question them as well
as sone friends of theirs who are already here.”

"Yes, sir."

The sergeant had considered the request an order, because Doc Savage held a high honorary

conmi ssion on the New York police force. It had been given himin recognition of work done in the
past .

Doc gl anced out of the wi ndow and saw that the crowd was still jamm ng the street - held there
because word that the bronze man was present in person had gone around, no doubt

Doc said, "Renny, you watch the prisoners."

Renny bl ocked out his big fists and runbled, "It'Il be a pleasure!"

Doc took Johnny, the archaeol ogist, into the roomwhere the mumy | ay.

"They swapped on us?" Doc questioned

"Yes," Johnny said, so puzzled be used small words. "I cannot understand it!"

Doc said, "Let's examine the murmy they left for us to resurrect.”

The mummy was in a plain black case, a nodern one

THE cadaver woul d probably have given an ordinary person the creeps. It hardly |ooked lifelike

It was taller than an average man, and had a good breadth of shoul ders. An aged man, the mummy had
been quite a physical specinmen, even at the tinme of his death

Munmi es are usually seen done up in ancient w appings, but this one was naked, except for a plain
whi te gown such as patients wear before they are taken into operating roons. It was split up the
back after the fashion of such gowns

Johnny scratched his head and | ooked amazed

"Il be superanal gamated!" he nurnmured. "This mummy is of al nbst exactly the same period as that

of Solonmon! | can say. positively, that there is no nore than a hundred years difference in their
age!"

He fingered his nonocle, miracul ously unbroken throughout the excitenent.

"Sol onon' s physical build and that of this nman are practically identical," he said. "The

deception mght very well have succeeded."

He sighed deeply.

"l hope they have not damaged Sol omon," he finished. "They were going to throw himinto the
river."

A pol i ceman knocked on the door

"The hearse is downstairs with Sol onon,"” he reported

"What about the two prisoners?" Doc queried

The cop shook his head. "Dead."

"What ?"

"Begorra, it was the queerest thing," the oflicer muttered. "Themtwo feilers sat there in the
squad car bitin' their finger nails; then all of a sudden they both had fits and died."

That seened to rem nd Doc Savage. He spun and | eaped into the room where Renny was guarding the
prisoners. It was a bedroom

Renny waved one big fist. "I spread 'emout on the bed. They're behavin'."'

Doc ran to the prisoners, exam ned them then glanced at Renny

"Did they chew their finger nails any?" he asked

"Sure." Renny adnmitted. "They were worried. Wy not?"

Doc Savage said, quietly, "And now they're dead."

THE story of the dead nmen got into the newspapers. It couldn't very well have been kept out
Lawyer Proudnman Shaster put a paper bearing the story in front of General Ino at the small hote
where the latter had his headquarters for the nonent

"Qui en sabe?" murnured General Ino. "Haven't you ever heard of the Oriental custom which spies
have of commi tting suicide?"

"These nen didn't commit suicide!"

"A nere technicality," stated Ino. "They thought the poison was a drug that would make t hem
unconsci ous so they could not be questioned."

"You told themthat!"

"Some one nust have," grinned General Ino. He |eaned forward suddenly. "Don't be a sap, mnine
fran'! Those men would have told all they knew Doc Savage woul d have nmade them This Savage is as
clever a nman as there is alive to-day! Don't get any other idea. | have been outfoxing people for
many years. It is ny trade. | amnerely trying to beat Doc Savage at ny own gane. And believe ne, if
| succeed, | amgoing to retire, because it will be the crowning achi evenent of ny career. There
will be no nore worlds to conquer."

"This one will pay well enough that you can afford to retire,” Proudman Shaster pointed out
"That's an angle, too," the general adnmtted

There was a small portable radio in the room and it began to give forth a news broadcast as
General Ino adjusted the knobs. The announcer was saying that Doc Savage and his aids were on the



way to the bronze man's | aboratory with the mummy of Sol onmon, which had nearly been stol en

General Ino, |listening, began to chuckle. Hi s chuckle was queer. |t sounded |ike a hen cackling
"Vel ly good," he chortled

"You are absolutely satisfied with the way things are going?" demanded Proudnman Shaster
"Perfectly!" exclaimed General Ino. "It is going exactly as | have planned it. As you might say

nmy dear Shaster, it is all really wonderful!"

THERE was such a crowd around Doc Savage's skyscraper that the hearse could not get close. They
transferred the mummy to a subway train, had the subway stop near Doc's building, and entered the
structure by an underground passage which Doc used for |eaving and com ng when he did not want to be
seen on the street

They put the mummy on a white slab in the | aboratory.

"The public seens to think this resurrection will be a short affair, nmerely a matter of turning

on a machine, and presto-Solonon is alive," Doc said, addressing honely Mnk. "You had better
announce differently."

"0. K.," Mnk said. "How long will it take, Doc?"

"Hours. Maybe days."

Monk went out to make this announcenent

Doc Savage's | aboratory was probably exceeded for conpl eteness only by one other, the existence

of which the world knew not hing about. Even Doc's five assistants did not know where it was
situated, except that it was at sone renote spot on the gl obe which the bronze man called his
"fortress of solitude," and to which Doc visited at intervals to spend weeks and soneti mes nonths
shut off conpletely fromthe world, studying and working out scientific experinments

It was really at this "fortress of solitude" that Doc had perfected his resurrection process. It
was there that he had gotten together the extrenely rare chemicals, so rare that even now he only
had enough to revive one patient

Monk cane back, said, "I told 'em They didn't believe ne, of course."

Monk, whose skill as a chem st was amazing, understood enough of Doc's process to be of sone

assi stance. The others, experts at other lines, could only stand back and watch. But they were

anxi ous to hel p.

"Anyt hing we can do?" pale Long Tom asked

Doc Savage considered. "There is sonething sinister underfoot. You two m ght nake sone
investigations."

The pallid electrical wizard grunted, "But we've got nothing to go on!"

"Renny," Doc said, "you say one of these men to-day, the one with the mask, sliowed an insane
desire to cut your head of f?"

"Holy cow, did he!" Renny booned. 'I'll say!"

"There have been three beheading nuirders since this affair of the resurrection started," Doc

told him "One was Carson Al exander O man of New York, the other Sir Rodney Dillsworth of Engl and
and the third a mate on a freight steamer. Investigate them See what you can turn up that connects
the three killings, and connects us."

Renny, Ham Johnny and Long Tominnmedi ately went to tel ephones and got to work.

They spent noney on |ong-distance calls as if it were water to he di pped up out of an ocean

Doc Savage and Monk filled a large glass tank with a chem cal mxture. The tank was about the

si ze and shape of a bathtub, and the chem cal m xture had a reddish tinge

"This is the first step at softening and revitalizing the munmfied tissue,"” Doc said. "Electric
currents passed through the bath will quicken the process."

Monk eyed the nummy critically. "He | ooks like he's gonna take a ot of revitalizing. If it was
anybody but you, Doc, trying this, I'd go out and make nysel f some noney by betting fifty to one
that it couldn't be done."

"How about the vital organs being mssing?" Renny called fromthe library. "Didn't they take the
entrails out when they enbal ned the ol d nunm es?"

"Not in this process," Doc told him "Preservation was acconplished by imersion in a bath, the
exact nature of which has been | ost to know edge."

"Reckon the bath was poi son?" Mnk queried

"Probably," Doc admtted. "W will have to eradicate the poison. That nay take tinme."

Monk stood back and scratched his nubbin of a head
"It's been easy to tal k about resurrecting sonebody,
quite a job all of a sudden."

INthe library - a huge room containing thousands of scientific tomes - Renny, Long Tom and
Johnny worked on three tel ephones. In the reception room Ham kept another |ine busy. There were
occasi ons when Doc Savage needed nmany tel ephone hook-ups in a hurry, so he had the facilities.
The bronze man al so frequently needed information abruptly. H's five aids were experts at getting
it. Not only did they do the work thensel ves, but they had a nunber of good detective agenci es who
woul d go to work at the drop of a hat

Det ective agencies being tools to fight the crimnals, Doc Savage had | ong ago subsidi zed a
nunber, and on occasion, took a hand in training their operatives. Since the bronze man paid a part

he squeaked. "But it begins to |ook |ike



of the expenses, these private detective agencies were able to work cheaply enough to hel p many an
ordinary fellow take care of some personal difficulty.

The private agencies, as a matter of fact, was Doc Savage's nmethod of taking care of the

innunerabl e calls which he received frompersons who were in trivial jams. Little troubles which did
not require the bronze man's devel oped skill were taken care of by the agencies which Doc had

est abl i shed.

Wthin two hours, Doc Savage's infornmation-gathering nachine had dug up sonme interesting facts.
"There's a connection between the beheadi ngs," Renny reported. "This Englishman, Sir Rodney, sold
sonething to the American, Carson Al exander O man. The article sold was shipped on the freighter of
whi ch the third beheading victimwas mate."

DOC had the nummy out of the bath now. It |ooked Iess Iike a numy, and the bronze nan was goi ng
over it with an X-ray machine.

"How di d you get your information?" he asked.

"Fromthe New York offices of the line which owed the freighter,"

Renny expl ai ned. "They had

this one article, which they had received a bill of lading or whatever they called it for, but the
article never got here. It disappeared sonewhere in the process of shipnment."
Monk said, "It looks as if this article was stolen and every one who woul d know anyt hi ng about it

was Killed."

"Any clue as to what the thing was?" Doc queri ed.

"Nope, " said Renny. "Except that it was marked down on the steanship conpany bill as

Pey- deh- eh-ghan. "

Doc was silent a nmonent. An alnost weird |ivelihood seenmed to cone into his flake gold eyes.
"Repeat that nanme!"

"Pey-deh- eh-ghan," said Renny.

Doc was silent.
"Pay day again,
you, Doc?"

The name obviously did, for there canme into being the small, fantastic trilling sound which was

the peculiar property of Doc Savage, the strange thing which he did in nmoments of nmental excitenent.
It was not |oud but every one in the skyscraper headquarters heard it. The trilling seened to have a
startled quality.

"Call the Paris National Museumin France and see if a nummy was recently sold to Sir Rodney, the
Engl i shman who was beheaded," the bronze nan directed.

Transatl antic tel ephone being efficient, Renny was back in fifteen m nutes.

"Yep," he said. "Four nobnths ago, the Paris National Miseum sold a mummy naned Pey-deh-eh-ghan to
Sir Rodney."

"That explains it,"
"Expl ai ns what ?"
"Later," Doc told him "Just now, this resurrecting is taking ny attention."

Chapt er 8. RESURRECTI ON!

THE resurrection was taking the attention of the rest of the world, too.

Al nost every one was naking a gala day of it. Nothing for years had so caught public attention.

The fact that several nen had died nysteriously that norning did not cool the excitenent. The
circunstances of the deaths were so fantastic that they merely added to the general fever.

Hawkers in the throngs on the street were already selling Sol onon ball oons, Sol onon noi senmakers,
and handkerchi efs with Sol onon's picture on them

"Sol onon ice cream " they yelled. "As cold as Sol onbn's thousandth wife! Five cents!"

An enterprising burl esque press agent canme out with the announcenents that his entire troupe of
beautiful girls was going to offer to marry Sol onon.

"There's not a thousand of 'em" he stated, nodestly, "but they're so pretty they nake up for

(RE

Bookstores had their w ndows full of books about Sol onpn.

Signs on the backs of sandw ch nmen parading the streets read, "Be as w se as Sol onbn and eat at
Jobowski ' s Steak Enporium”

Besi des all this cheap display, there was serious talk, and |evel -headed editorials.

Some anbitious soul got a finger in the publicity by being the first to organi ze a "Sol onon for
President" club. He advocated an anendnent to the constitution so that the president would not have
to be native born, just this once.

The crowd got thicker around Doc Savage's skyscraper. For bl ocks, a peanut could hardly have been
dropped out of a tall building without hitting a spectator.

Not that there was anything to see, except, after night cane, the brilliantly lighted top floor

of the enornous buil ding, which was Doc's aerie. Two dirigibles and unpteen airplanes buzzed around
the building, keeping three police aircraft busy chasing them away.

DOC SAVAGE had put the mummy through six conplicated stages of the resurrecting process. He was

in the seventh now, which consisted in treating the body - it |ooked Iike a body now - with
ultra-violet and other rays.

Renny grunted. "I guess that's the way you'd pronounce it. Nane nean anything to

Doc said, quietly.



He had explained that this was to replace in it the necessary vitam ns which had deteriorated
through the centuries. The lights by no nmeans supplied all the vitam ns. Oher processes had

hel ped.

The bronze giant was conpletely encased in a gernproof white garment. So was Monk.

The others waited in the library. They could see through a glass door into the |aboratory.

They stood with their noses flattened against the glass throughout the night.

"It's a mracle!" Johnny stated, watching the mummy becone nore and nore lifelike.

"It's the longest durn miracle | ever had anything to do with!" conplained pale Long Tom "I wi sh
Doc woul d take a short-cut or sonething!"

Johnny, the archaeol ogi st, was as excited as a hen whose chickens are hatching. Johnny believed
that Sol onbn, once he was alive, could solve nmany great archaeol ogi cal puzzles. Johnny, as the first
man to interview him- he intended to wite a book, too - saw his nanme going down in history. It
woul d probably go down in history anyway, but he was too nodest to believe that.

"How can you be inpatient!" he snapped at Long Tom "This is the greatest thing of all tine!"
"Fooey!" said Long Tom "lI'mtired!"

Johnny said, scathingly, "You | ook sonmething like a murmy yourself, and it m ght be a good idea
if Doc did sone resurrecting on you!"

"So, you bonepile!" Long Tomsniffed; "For two bits, |I'd hang you out in the wind and listen to
you rattle!"

Bi g-fisted Renny put in, "Now, don't you two start Monk-and-Hamming it!"

They grinned at each other.

"We're tired," Hamsaid, dryly. "But | ook at Doc. He's been working steadily."

"And poor Mnk," said Renny.

"Monk!" Ham jeered. "Solonon will take one |ook at Mnk, and think the human race has gone
backward since his day!"

Monk came to the door.

"Doc says you fellows had better get some sleep,” he said. "This may go on and on."

MONK cal l ed them at four o'clock that evening.

"The crowd downstairs is raising cain," he said. "They think the resurrection has turned out a
dud or a fake or sonmething, and they're throwing bricks at the cops. Ain't people funny?"

"You are, anyway!" snapped Ham eying Mnk's apish physique. "Wy did you awaken us?"

Ham had awakened about every third mnute throughout the day. Hi s nerves were raw.

"Solonon is in the |ast process," Mnk said. "Cone on in if you want to see it."

They entered the | aboratory and stood around, after pulling on white gernproof garnents. Wat
they saw was so spellbinding that they at times forgot to breathe.

A nunber of novies, usually the horror type of pictures, had been nade in which people or

nonst ers have been brought to life, and Doc's aids had seen them - even erudite Johnny, who publicly
decl ared novies below his dignity, but occasionally slipped out to see one.

The notion picture resurrections usually consisted of putting a corpse under a bunch of big

el ectrodes, showy gl ass vacuum tubes, and a bearded scientist pushed a switch, after which there was
a blinding, deafening. display of electrical sparks. The favorite gag was to tap the heavens for a
lightning bolt. There was al ways enough electricity in evidence to execute a penitentiary full of
convi cts.

Doc, for his final stage used no electricity at all. He used no tubes, bul bs nor el aborate
appar at us.

The only device enpl oyed was a | ong hypoderm c needl e which he inserted into the heart, enptied
it.

Next, be turned the resurrection patient over his knee and spanked himviolently.

"The idea!" Mnk expl oded. "Spanking Sol onon!"

"Shut up, you baby scarer!" Ham advi sed. "They spank newborn children like that. It starts them
to breathing, or the pain revives them or sonmething." He eyed Mk nastily. "They nust have
forgotten that in your case!"

It was characteristic of Monk and Hamthat they carried their quarrel into the nost critical
situation. so it did not surprise the others that they would still fight while Sol onon was being
revi ved.

"He's breathing!" Johnny gasped, and pointed. "Solonobn is breathing!"

Johnny was junping up and down in his excitenent.

The former mummy was undoubtedly breathing. He began to stir. The stirrings becane novenent.
Finally, the patient sat up. H's eyes, which had been tightly closed, opened. He | ooked around.
The first individual he saw chanced to be the honmely Monk.

The mummy stared intently at Monk. H s eyes shut. He |ay down again.

"l knew it!" Hamtold Monk. "He saw you, and thought evol ution had backfired! It was too nmuch for
him"

HAM was ki ddi ng, because they could all see that the nummy was still breathing. The chap had
merely lain back to rest.

"I will administer some energy in a chemical formwhich can be assinmlated instantly by his



body, " Doc said.

He did this - with a hypoderm c needl e. Then he nassaged various parts of the patient's body. He
used smal | electrical therapy devices in this.

"Stirring up the circulation,” Doc explai ned.

The mummy man on the table had his eyes open. and was | ooking at them He had not noved
perceptibly, nor spoken.

The man was a rather handsone fellow, being tall, robust, with an aquiline nose and a fine

upst andi ng shock of white hair, as well as an inpressive white beard. Doc's revitalizing process had
extended with effect, even to the hair, returning its life and luster.

Doc said at last, "He should be able to talk now "

"But what |anguage will he speak?" Long Tom asked.

"The tongue native to his country in his day, of course," put in bony Johnny. "I happen to know
that Doc knows enough of that ancient tongue to converse after a fashion. And I, nyself, may be able
to do the sanme."

Unconsciously, they all had spoken in a | ow voice. The power of the nmonent was having its effect
on them

Doc Savage stepped back and notioned Johnny forward.

"To WIliam Harper Littlejohn will go the honor of first addressing the patient."

Johnny was overcone. It was unexpected. No archaeol ogi st could wish for a greater nonent.

Johnny stepped forward. Hs |ips worked, but no sound cane. He tried again. Still no noise.

"Holy cow " runbled big-fisted Renny. "For once, Johnny can't think of a big word!"

Johnny, fully realizing he had flubbed his great opportunity, stepped back.

Doc Savage spoke to the mummy. The bronze man's voi ce was encouraging, inspiring confidence, and
the words he spoke were, while slow, well articulated. Johnny realized they were words of the

| anguage of Sol onobn's day, well spoken.

The mummy understood. That was obvi ous, because he | ooked startl ed.

But the fellow did not answer.

Doc tried again and again. After fifteen mnutes, he had no answer.

"WE' VE got a speechl ess Sol onmon on our hands," conpl ai ned Monk. "l magine that!"

Johnny, who was gl oony over his tongue-tied interval, snapped, "Don't joke about it! This is
serious!”

Doc Savage had apparently been thinking.

"Per haps association with famliar objects would nove himto speak," he said. "After all, this
must be an utterly strange environnment."

"But what'll we do about it?" Mnk asked.

"Take himto the Metropolitan Museum " Doc said. "Let himlook around the ancient exhibits."

They took their guest who had lately been a mutmmy to the nuseum and several interesting things
happened en route. First, the fellow screamed out in terror when the elevator started downward.
The abject fright in the cry noved Monk to nmutter in an aside to Ham "Solonmon ain't a very nervy
cuss. "

Ham sai d, scathingly, "If the sane thing happened to you that's happened to him you'd be
jittery, too!"

They left the skyscraper by the underground route. They had trouble getting the late mummy into a
taxi cab when they reached the street.

Doc blindfolded the fell ow

"To spare hima lot of surprise," the bronze man expl ai ned. The Mummy peered about vacantly when
they first entered the museum Al though the institution was open to the public, there were no
visitors to-day, probably due to the excitenent downtown.

Doc led the way to exhibits of Biblical times and ancient Egypt. |Inmediately, their guest perked
up. Doc stopped in front of an exhibit of extremely antique tablets, and watched the strange man he
had resurrected.

The fell ow becane nore excited. He shuffled forward and thoughtfully touched a nunber of
articles. He showed great interest in an ancient picture done in colors so fine that they had

wi t hstood the ravages of centuries, deep within the tonb walls on whose stone corridor they had been
pai nt ed.

Johnny, the archaeol ogi st, said, "Unquestionably, he is genuine!"

"Eh?" Monk grunt ed.

"That is his own picture he is studying,” Johnny explained. ''It is a hieroglyphic representation
of King Sol onon. "

The mumy man gl anced fromthe painting to Doc Savage. He seened to be trying to read the bronze
man's features, but they told himnothing. This seened to disturb him

He said sonething guttural in a strange tongue.

Tall, bony Johnny | ooked as if he had been hit by a lightning bolt.

Doc Savage was startled, too. For the first tine his face reveal ed surprise. Hs trilling,
ethereal and al nbst without reality, was audible for an instant - an eerie note.

Monk blinked, gul ped, "What'n bl azes?"



Johnny waved the | ong bones that were his arns. He nmade expl osive gargling trying to get words
out, then succeeded.

"Pey- deh- eh-ghan!" he squawked. "This - this - fake! He's not Sol onon! He's Pey-deh-eh-ghan!"
Chapter 9. THE STRANGE MUMWY NAN

MONK nmade fists, a fierce face, and | eaped forward. "The crook! 1'Il hit "imso hard he'll turn
back into a mumy!"

Doc got in front of Monk. "Wait. It is not his fault."

"Then whose fault is it?" Mnk yelled.

Doc was silent a nonent.

"We have one consol ation," the bronze man said, dryly. "W are not taken in often.”

"You mean we've been foxed?"

"Thor oughly," Doc agreed.

Under st andi ng apparently expl oded |ike firecrackers in the heads of Johnny and Renny

si mul t aneousl y.

"Holy cow " Renny runbled. "In Johnny's nuseunl That swap of mummies! It was a trick! They
weren't swapped!"

Johnny groaned, "Those raiders really hauled off this - this fake! They nmade Renny and nysel f
think it was Solonon! W told you they got Sol onon, Doc!"

"I't was our fault," Renny runbled, gloomly.

"This is a heck of a note!" contributed Long Tom

"The Anerican public!" Ham groaned. "They'l|l nob us!"

"That's 0. K ," Renny nuttered. "Me and Johnny, here, deserve nobbing for being taken in |ike
that!"

DOC SAVAGE had a quality that his aids thoroughly appreci ated. He never raked anybody over the
coals for a mstake. They did their best. He gave themcredit for that, and did not criticize.
"It seens |like a strange thing to say," Doc now informed themcalmy, "but this Pey-deh-eh-ghan
may prove nore interesting than Sol onon, and al nost as val uable."

Monk | ooked startled. He jabbed a finger at the mumy nman.

"You nean this - this - Pay Day Again, or whatever his nane is, may be worth sonethi ng?"

Doc said, "That probably explains why he was switched for Sol onon."

"Pay Day," Renny said, scowing at the mummy man, "just what the heck is this about? Johnny, you
ask himthat in his lingo."

Johnny did so.

He got silence for an answer.

Doc tried. His results were al so negative, but he did not seem surprised.

Johnny said frankly, "I do not get this!"

"W will go back to headquarters,"” Doc decided. "In the library there are sone unpublished notes
made by a little known archaeol ogi st who spent nost of his |life exploring Egypt and the Holy Land.
Thi s archaeol ogi st really deserved consi derable notice, but did not get it because he made no big
di scoveries. Nothing spectacular, that is."

They managed to get out of the nmuseum w thout attracting too nuch public notice. The cab driver
they hailed - the driver of the first cab, for they had to take two - seened to have sonething el se
on his mnd and did not pay themparticular attention - until Doc gave himthe address of his
headquarters.

"Huh! You're going' down to see this guy Solonmon - " The driver turned his head and saw Doc, the
mumy man, Mnk and Ham

The hackey's eyes popped. He jerked a thunb at the mummy man. "d eeps! |s that Sol onon?"

Monk, not lying and not telling the whole truth as an answer, said, "This is the man we just
resurrected, yes."

"So that's the guy who had a thousand w ves!" He sighed. "Wat a man!"

Doc had not directed the taxi directly to the skyscraper, but to a spot abreast of it, on the
Hudson River. Here stood a huge, deserted-Iooking warehouse, the Hi dalgo Trading Co., according to
the legend on it, which was really a hangar and boat house housing the bronze man's arnada of
conveyances.

Not many persons knew the real purpose of the great structure, for it |ooked innocent enough, and
the cab driver certainly did not, for he shook his head in a puzzled fashion when he |et them out,
then peered curiously at another cab which drew up behind him carrying Renny, Johnny and Long Tom
who now alighted and hurried forward.

A truck canme snorting down the street and stopped al nost opposite. Its horn began to bl ow

| oudly.

There were several lines of queer-looking marks - pictures and yet not pictures - on the sides of
the truck.

Doc' s voi ce crashed unexpectedly.

"Get under cover!" he rapped. "Quick!"

Then guns began to fill the street with a great bangi ng.

I'T nust have been Doc Savage's reputation for trouble that had the two taxi drivers on edge. The



one to the rear slamed his hack into reverse, raced his engine, and went up the street backward at
a speed somewhere near thirty mles an hour.

It was too fast. He went over a curb and gl ass crashed. In the next instant, driver and car were
out of sight in an abandoned store.

Monk and the rest of Doc's aids dived for cover.

The murmmy man stood where he was, as if bew | dered.

Doc's taxi driver popped out of his machine, tried to crawl under it. He was a fat man and his
back was | ow. He got caught.

"Oww " he squawked. "They'll kill ne!"

Monk and the others were in an entryway.

Doc seized the fat taxi driver, yanked himout. The fellow was too plunp to run fast. Doc rushed
himto the entryway.

En route, the bronze man stunbled once, alnost fell. It was as if he had been hit by somnething.
He did stunmbl e when he reached the entry. The others then saw a rip in the back of the bronze man's
coat. A bullet had made it. Only the bulletproof undergarnments, which Doc al ways wore when action
was possi ble, had saved him

The entry was cl osed at the back by a gate which had upright iron bars as thick as Ham s cane.
One bar was nissing, making a hol e wi de enough for a man to squeeze through.

The mumy man still stood in the street. He didn't know what bullets were. That was obvi ous.
"Run!" Monk how ed at him "You'll get killed, Pay Day!" Renny roared, "He nmay be a fake, but
he's a hunan - now "

Renny lunged for the street. Renny was not shy on courage. He intended to seize the nummy nan,
"Pay Day," as Monk called him and drag himto shelter.

Doc grabbed Renny, and wi t hout apparent effort, stopped the big-fisted engineer.

"You'll get shot!"

"So will Pay Day!"

Doc called sharply to Pay Day in the ancient tongue which was native to the mummy man.

The words might have set off a percussion cap in Pey-deheh-ghan. He put his head down and ran up
the street as fast as he coul d.

THE taxi driver was trying to get through the hole in the iron gate. He had his head in, and his
body down to his third vest button. He was stopped there.

Doc rapped, "Mnk! Your supermachine pistol!"

The horely chemi st whi pped out one of the weapons. They had been devel oped by Doc, resenbled an
overgrown autonatic, and could pour out bullets faster than a nmilitary machi ne gun.

"Mercy bullets?" Doc asked.

"Yep!"

The mercy bull ets produced unconsci ousness only. It was the policy of Doc and his aids not to
take human life if it could be avoi ded.

"But | got sonme denolition cartridges!" Mnk added.

Monk was inclined to be bloodthirsty. One denolition slug would tear down a good-sized house.
The taxi driver made strangl ed sounds, caught in the hole in the iron gate.

GQunfire was now a deafening roar. It was comi ng fromw ndows, fromthe big truck in the street -
fromeverywhere, it seened.

Doc, superfirer latched to shoot bullets one by one, took careful aimat the running nummy nan's
| egs. The weapon nade a cl ean report.

Pey- deh- eh- ghan ski pped |like a man who had stepped on a thorn. He ran on a little farther. Then
he stopped, nmade vague gestures of a nan too tired and sleepy to do anything about a pressing
situation, and laid down, |oosely, in the street.

"OM" wailed the taxi driver. "Ch, golly!"

Renny yel |l ed, "These bushwhackers are novin' in on us!"

It sounded like it. Bullets were hitting all around the little, conpact group. A few got into the
ni che where they had taken shelter. Ricochets; they were not too deadly.

The taxi driver continued his yelling, kicked and withed.

Up the street there was a nushy sort of an explosion, and snoke gushed out into the street. The
gas tank of the taxi that had run backward into the store had expl oded.

Fol I owi ng that explosion, there was another. C ose, too! It knocked the hats off the little
group, showered themw th brick dust. To say nothing of what it did to their hearing and nerves.
" GRENADE! * Long Tom squaw ed. "We gotta get out of here! The next one may

Wh-0-0-m The next one took up a section of pavenent and broke off a fire plug. Water canme out of
the fire plug with a guzzling roar.

"Ch, ny!" npaned the stuck taxi driver. "To think |I've been readin' dine novels for excitenment!"
Monk yelled at the hackey, "Before you get blowed in there so tight you'll never get out, |
better do sonethin'!"

Monk grabbed the cabby and pulled himout of the hole in the iron bars like a cork out of a
bottl e.

"Ch, oh!" wailed the hackman.



@uns and bullets and shouts just about drowned out what he had to say.

Monk, keeping his hold on the fat driver, ained himfor the hole in the bars and rushed him

"N x!'" squawl ed the driver. "That hole is too little!" It wasn't. He went through, but it would
probably be days before he would be the sane again.

Renny, Long Tom Ham Johnny went through in quick succession. Mnk | ooked as if he didn't

beli eve Doc would make it. But Doc did.

"Ch!" conpl ai ned the fat taximan.

Monk advi sed, "You better take ny advice and run |ike heck!"

"l can't!"

The taxi man was mi staken. He did.

There was a stairway. Doc and his nen went up that.

Anot her grenade, a bigger one, took out nost of the front of the building and denolished the area
way behind them

THE noi se had fixed their ears so they had to screamto be heard.

"The Battle of the Marne again!" Renny how ed. Renny | ooked as sad as a dog whose pups had di ed.
That neant he was very happy. Action affected himthat way.

"W ndows!" Doc Savage rapped. "Your machine pistols!"

The bronze man did not waste many words giving orders. He did not need to.

Sorme of the windows still had glass. They knocked that out. The eneny shot into the breaking

wi ndows, naking renoval of the glass a quick job.

Monk got into a roomwhere there were two wi ndows, one with glass, one without. He broke the one
with glass. Bullets stormed in.

Monk let his superfirer roar at the gl assless wi ndows. The weapon sounded like a stick on a

pi cket fence at sixty an hour.

"Yeow! " Monk squawl ed. "I got two of 'eml"

"Crazy as a hoot ow!" Hamtold the fat taxi driver. "He always gets that way when sonebody
shoots at him"

"l d-don't blame h-him" stuttered the hackey.

Down in the street, nen appeared. They ran toward the mangl ed areaway. They had grenade sacks on
their belts and gas-mask sacks around their necks. They wore tin hats and carried automatic rifles.
"Nine - eleven - thirteen," Renny said, counting. "And one nore so far behind that | won't count
him"

Renny's superfirer - all of Doc's nmen carried them- let out a noan. The charging men did not go
down at once. But in a nonent they fell. Sone took a few junps nore than others.

Doc Savage had Long Tomis superfirer now. He had been to one side, shooting single shots, not
maki ng enough noi se to take nmuch attention.

Each of his shots was getting a nan.

"Quick!" the bronze man rapped suddenly. "Denolition shells!"

The others - except the taxi driver - lunged to his side to see what was happeni ng.

"Holy cow " Renny runbl ed.

A car was conming down the street. It had a quiet notor, or the uproar had kept them from hearing
it. The machi ne was bl ack.

It headed for the prone form of Pey~deh-eh-ghan.

"Gonna run over 'im" Monk how ed.

THE car did not run over the mummy man. It stopped beside him alnost on him and in such a
position that the car was between where Doc and his nmen stood and the nmummy nan. The car door opened
and nmen got out to pick up Pey-deh-eh-ghan.

"Denplition cartridges!" Doc rapped again.

Monk nearly tore his clothing off in a search.

"Lost them " he croaked at |ast.

Renny said, "Here - |'ve got-nmine!" He got the snmall drum of themout, passed themto Doc, and
the bronze man clipped theminto the superfirer which he held, then | eaned out of the window to take
a deliberate aimat the street back of the car. The machi ne was backi ng up now. The nmumy was

i nsi de.

Doc fired once. There was a roar. Bricks fell off cornices; w ndows which had wi thstood the
grenade concussions broke. The street back of the car opened up a hole and a cloud of dust, fire and
snmoke. Concrete pavenment chunks stacked as if they were broken ice.

The car had been bl own backward, but not over. It was against the curb, water fromthe broken
mai n scooting around it.

Monk how ed, "Boy, we've got 'em stopped!"

He added a lot nore, nobst of it just whooping and hollering and squaw i ng. He stopped every once
in awile to punctuate it with a mban fromhis superfirer.

But the car had not been disabled. It began to travel, fast, and straight ahead.

Doc Savage ained the superfirer to put another denolition shell ahead of the car and stop it.
One | one gun banged up the street.

Doc Savage fl opped back into the roomand onto the floor.



The car ran away w th Pey-deh-eh-ghan.

Chapter 10. THE Pl RATE PHARACH

MONK squawl ed, "Doc! You're shot!" He sprang for the bronze nan.

Doc Savage rolled to get away fromthe w ndow.

A grenade went off outside. Obviously, Doc had seen it coming, and that was why he had ducked, or
why he had rolled. Perhaps the bullet was the reason for his ducking.

The concussi on of the grenade caused the shape of the wall to change. |t bul ged sonmewhat.

"Ch, oh!" groaned the cab driver. "I'msure gonna get killed!"

Ham sword cane tucked under one arm began shooting froma w ndow.

Doc ran out of the room up nore stairs, and gained the roof. The roof next door was hi gher by
two stories. Doc got on top of it by using a silk cord with a collapsible grapple. He took this from
hi s cl ot hi ng.

There was a man creeping across the other roof, a sack of grenades in his hands. He did not see
or hear Doc - until the bronze man was on the roof. Then he nade a mistake. He tried to get a
grenade out of his hag, but couldn't do it before Doc whi pped forward and upon him

He was not big enough to give even an ordinarily strong man nuch trouble. Doc knocked him

sensel ess and took away his grenades.

Doc had come to this roof in hopes of sighting the fleeing car which had taken Pey-deh-eh-ghan.
He had no luck. If it was near enough to be seen, buildings hidit.

Using his silken cord and grapple again, the bronze nan slid down to a fire escape. He di scharged
two nmercy bullets on the way down. Both times he dropped men who were about to shoot at him

He went to a tel ephone, called the police, described the Pey-deh-eh-ghan car, then went back to
the war front.

There was not rmuch war |eft. Mnk was stanmping up and down the street, offering a big, hairy
target, and squaw ing for sonebody to cone out and fight. He had all the noise to hinself.

"They vanposed," Renny told Doc.

"Not all of them though," Long Tomput in. "I judge we laid out at |least fifteen of 'em"

The fat taxi driver ventured into the street while they were gathering unconsci ous enenmes - the
mercies had killed no on - and piling the fornms in a bunch. The hackey peered about, as nervous as a
rabbit that had crawl ed into a dog kennel by m stake.

"Miuch obliged," he rmunbl ed.

"For what?" Mnk wanted to know.

"Well, | didn't get killed," gulped the driver.

"Stick around. It ain't over."

"That's just what |'mafraid of," said the taximan. "So | ong!"

He lit out running and never | ooked back.

DOC SAVAGE explained to the police. They hel ped carry all the sensel ess prisoners into the big

Hi dal go Tradi ng Co. warehouse, where Doc put the captives in a bullet-shaped car which travel ed
through an underground tube to his skyscraper headquarters. He had constructed the tube for quick
servi ce between the two pl aces.

On the headquarters hallway they found some |ines of strange characters that were half picture
and hal f symnbol .

"I amgoing to read this one," bony Johnny declared. "I did not have tinme to translate the other
one, which was on the side of that truck which stopped in the street and started the fight."

Doc Savage said, "Both inscriptions were the sane."

"Huh!" Monk put in. "What is this, anyway?"

"It is a hieroglyphic warning," Doc Savage said. "It is addressed to Pey-deh-eh-ghan, and tells
himthat we are his enenmies and he should escape fromus at the first opportunity."”

"So that's why Pay Day ran for it!" Mnk barked.

"Yes."

Monk snorted doubtfully. "They nust have had warnings to Pay Day witten all around, so he would
be sure to see at |east one."

This was true. Later, when they checked, Mnk and the others found identical hieroglyphic

war ni ngs painted on the doors of their private apartnents. Inquiring around, they also |earned that
t he anbush at the warehouse was only one of many traps that had been set. They could hardly have
m ssed barging in upon the eneny.

Bi g-fisted Renny runbl ed, "This bozo who pulled a fast one on us sure didn't overlook any bets.
But, at |east, we've got sone prisoners now, and that nmeans we can get sone information."

"If they don't chew their finger nails," Mnk said grimy.

"W will take care of that," Doc decl ared.

They stripped each prisoner and subnerged himin a chem cal bath which would render the
under -t he-finger-nail poison harnl ess.

"Now, " Doc Savage announced, "while they are regaining consciousness, we will check up on the
known history of Pey-deh-eh-ghan."

Doc spent sone time in the great library. It was noticed that he did not peruse books, but rather
panphl ets contai ni ng speeches and scientific records made avail abl e to archaeol ogi cal societies.



Finally he put the records away and rmade, very briefly, his small trilling. "There can be no
ot her expl anation."

"If there's any explanation," Mnk groaned, "I don't know what it is."

" Pey- deh-eh-ghan was a Pharaoh in Egypt about the time of King Solonon's reign," Doc Savage
expl ai ned.

"A king in Egypt, eh?"

"He was known as the 'Pirate Pharaoh,'" Doc continued. "He got that nane fromhis insatiable

thirst for sacking cities and gathering wealth."

Johnny had been listening, tunmbling absently with his nonocle. Now he dropped the nonocl e

"My nenory is jogged now " he expl oded. "Pharaoh Pey-deh-eh-ghan was so greedy he insisted on
taking the loot fromhis conquests with him and he caused a great tonb to be built and filled with
hi s val uabl es. Then he put a curse on the tonb, which was far out in the desert sonmewhere - the
Nubi an Desert, it is believed. The tonb has never been found."

"The light," Mnk said, "is dawning."

HAM who liked to pick discrepancies in any story he heard - a relic of his lawtraining - said
"This story doesn't hang together!"

"How you figure?" Monk bristled

"I'f they've never found Pey-deh-eh-ghan's tonb, how cone they found his nunmy?"

Johnny expl ai ned that pronptly

"Pey-deh- eh-ghan attacked King Sol onon and died in the canpaign,” he said. "He was entonbed away
from home, and the body was enbal med by his foes, nanely, King Sol onon's experts. That accounts for
the simlarity in enbalmng which did a lot to fool us."

Monk took two or three stanping turns around the office, then stopped and glared dramatically at
Ham

"It's plain!'" Monk squeaked. "W were tricked into reviving Pay Day! This nysterious nmaster m nd
who's fighting us snatched Pay Day and is gonna neke 'imtell where the tonb is!"

Ham snarl ed, "Don't scow at me, you ape!"

Johnny groaned, "If we only knew who we're fighting!"

They got that information fromtheir captives. Doc got the fellows taiking very easily. The
bronze man sinply expl ai ned about the poison-under-the-finger-nails trick

Doc further explained that the present prisoners had also carried the same poison, not under
their nails, but in their hair. A quick analysis of the chemical nullifier bath, nmade by Mnk, had
i ndeed divulged this information

The prisoners realized they had a chief who would have sacrificed their lives to keep them from
tal ki ng. They drowned each other out with their angry shouting of information

Their chief had stolen the nunmy of Pey-deh-ah-ghan, killing every one who mi ght give
information. A trick had been worked to get the nummy man back so that he coul d be persuaded to
reveal the whereabouts of the treasure tonb.

Doc had guessed as nuch

General Ino, international crook, was the |eader

He had an assi stant nanmed Proudman Shaster, a | awer

That was all the prisoners knew, except a lot of mnor details of no great val ue

"CGeneral Ino," Doc Savage said, and although his voice was low, it had a grimaquality - "an
al nost | egendary figure, so clever that he has managed to remain al nrost unknown. Several tines
have nmade efforts to get on his trail, knowing that at sone tine or other we would tangle."

Monk scratched his nubbin of a bead. "General Ino, if you ask me, is the slickest article we've
hit in some tine."

"Where d'you suppose he is now?" Renny pondered

"On his way to Egypt, doubtless,” Doc said. "We'Il do some checking."

ABOUT that tine, CGeneral Ino was saying. "Ever'ting, she ees go too dami snooth, oui! W nus' be
nore careful, nonsieurs.”

He sounded |i ke a Frenchman who had | earned English that year

"Seens to nme it is all really wonderful,"” murnured Proudman Shaster

Pey- deh- eh- ghan said something which, if translated, would hardly have been printable. He

gl owered at the shiny steel handcuffs on his wists.

The rest of General Ino's men said nothing

The dirigible engines nmade a great deal of noise. It was supposed to be a very nodern airship - a
dirigible, not an airplane - with silenced notors. But there was a racket, lots of it. A whopping
drone

The Atlantic Ccean was below, so far down that it | ooked strange and snooth

"Doc Savage will, of course, learn that we have taken passage for Germany on this dirigible,"
said General Ino, reverting to good English. "He will have the entire German police force on hand
when the airship is due.”

Proudman Shaster gaped in horror. He didn't think that was so really wonderful

"But," murnured General Ino, "we shalt take neasures." They took neasures. They took over the
dirigible at the point of a gun. They made the radi o operator radio that the ship was down, burning



in the mddle of the Atlantic. After that they kept the radio silent

The airship's legitimte passengers - there were not many, for General Ino had booked nost of the
seats, or cabins, for his aids - were lined up and shot, and the bodies dropped into the sea from
three mles up. Some of the crew were shot for a denonstration

Al of the crew were shot once the ship had | anded in the Nubian Desert, days later. Then the
airship was sent into the air, without a soul aboard, and its "iron mke" or automatic pilot - a

device with which the airship, |ike nbdern passenger planes, was equipped - was set to the east and
sout h.

"Bueno!" excl ained General Ino, as the great cigar craft took the air. "I hope it will fall into
the Red Sea and never be seen again."

Proudnan Shaster - he | ooked like an explorer in his pith helnet and shorts - grunbled, "I think

we shoul d have burned it here."

General | no shook his head. "Nein! Doc Savage, dot feller will guess vot happen, an' he cone
hunting. Ja. If be find dot burned ship here, it woof put himtoo near our trail."

The dirigible droned away to the southeast, just as if its crew was aboard

General Ino and his caval cade took out across the desert sands. They carried full equipnment for
their surroundi ngs

A line of alnost black, snaggle-toothed nountains to the west was their destination

Chapter 11. Al R FANGS

THE great transatlantic service dirigible came down at two hundred mles an hour and stuck her
pose in the sand near Jiddah, which was in Arabia, just across the Red Sea. The first hundred feet
of her got mashed back into the rest, but there was no fire, thanks to sone of the things man has
| earned about buil ding big airships. Learned at the expense of quite a few lives

The equival ent of the chief of police of Jiddah ran out, took one look at the airship, drew his
pistol, had his nen do |ikew se, and kept all spectators and thieves away fromthe w eck.

Twel ve hours | ater, Doc Savage, his five aids, the pig Habeas, the apelike what-is-it, Chemstry,
and nuch equi prent in netal cases arrived. Their big metal plane was streaked with griny oil, and
Doc's aids, if not Doc hinself, |ooked Iike nmen who had just flown the Atlantic, as they had

In the dirigible control cabin, Doc found the iron mke intact. He saw the course on which it was
set

Doc sent several snall, ordinary weather-observation balloons aloft and watched themwth a
strong tel escope. He got together, by radio, what dope there was on the air currents over the Red
Sea and the Nubian Desert part of Africa

"W will nmake a stab at backtracking the airship," he said

It was a good stab. Perhaps it would not have been good if Doc, using very strong binocul ars, had
not observed many bl ack specks on a rocky stretch of ground

They - or Doc - put the big plane down on sand that was so hot that it dried instantly when they
spat upon it. They went over to | ook at what the buzzards were interested in.

It was the crew of the dirigible. The bodi es had been hi dden

It took a lot to horrify Monk. But he was grimand silent on the way back to the plane, and
didn't even burst out when the what-is-it, Chemistry, sprang upon his pet pig, Habeas, to forcibly
hunt for fleas, sonething that Monk usually considered a personal insult to hinself

"From now on," he nunbled, "the word devil is spelled Ge-n-e-r-a-1 I-n-0."

Doc Savage did not take the controls to lift the plane into the air, as they had expected
Instead, he got out a small radio transmtter receiver no larger than a cine canera of fair size. He
took concentrated food tabl ets which he had devel oped to give quick nourishnent to patients in
hospitals, but which was al so good ration for a man traveling hard

Doc added to the pack flask containing, not water, but the chemical parts of water, mnus the
unneeded ingredients. He added sonme of his gadgets and remarkabl e chem cals which he mght use in
hi s unusual method of fighting

"Look here!" Renny protested. "You're not going to | eave us here while you go off trying to trai
those fellows?"

"Stick close to the plane," Doc directed. "And keep your radio in tune with ny set."

The bronze man wal ked away, circling at first, then apparently finding a trail which |ed
westward. The heat waves took sight of himaway fromthem shortly

The waves | ooked eerie, like a hideous sea separating themfroma line of om nous, black, toothy
nmountains in the west.

THE bronze man's five aids got inside the plane and turned on the air conditioner which soon
cool ed them off. The outside thernoneter on the control panel registered a tenperature of over a
hundred and thirty, part of it probably due to the radiation of the sand. But they had iced drinks
and a cold nmeal which they did not eat very heartily.

The radio informed themthat Doc had found a trail

"But stay where you are," the bronze man said. "Sighting the plane in the air would warn the
eneny, wherever they have gone to."

Static bothered thema bit on the radio. They watched the buzzards until Johnny, a bit of a
psychol ogi st, suggested that it wasn't raising their spirits any.



"Bl asted nurderers!" Hamgritted, and began putting fresh dope on the tip of his sword cane.
"One of themis a lawer in good standing." Mnk suggested pointedly.

Ham gl ared. "And you don't seemto be the only one who hasn't advanced nuch beyond the ani nal
stage!"

Monk yelled, "That's a danged insult, you clothes rack!"

Ham st udi ed Monk's honely, wathy visage.

"“I'f | had that puss," he said, "I would certainly visit a good fal se-face naker."

Pal e Long Tom groaned, "I guess we're in for hours of you two guys!”

They were. Five hours, to be exact. By that tinme, Mnk was outside in the heat, whither Ham had
chased himat the point of the doped sword cane. What Mnk was sayi ng about Ham s ancestors,
pig-eaters all of them according to Monk, was interesting if not true, and so enraging to Hamt hat
the dapper |awyer was hol ding a chunk of ice - secured fromthe plane's galley refrigerator - to his
head.

Monk stopped reciting suddenly and pointed.

"Look!" he yelled. "Alot of guys in their nightshirts on horseback!"

They were Arabs, nearly two dozen in nunber. They rode picturesquely, not sparing their horses,
whi ch | ooked |i ke good aninals froma distance.

Renny took the plane's controls and readi ed the ship for a take-off. Long Tom and Johnny nanned
their superfirers. Hamdid nothing but stand at the plane door with his sword cane and keep Mnk
fromgetting in.

Anot her group of Arabs appeared behind the first group. Al of these rode canels instead of
horses, and sone | ed other canels bearing packs.

The Arabs on horses stopped a good three hundred yards away. One nman rode out ahead. Wth a
consi derabl e show, he stuck his rifle stock in the sand and | eft the weapon there.

"He neans peace, | reckon," Mnk said, still outside the plane and sounding relieved.

The Arab rode up and asked themin pretty terrible English if they would buy some nice fresh
dates, very excellent dates, nost pleasing to eye and pal ate.

Ham began, "W do not need any food of -

"We'll take a few " Mnk interrupted, addressing the Arab. "Have one of your nen bring them"
The transacti on was conpl eted. The Arabs stood around at a distance, eying the plane. Then they
all strung out over a near-by sand dune.

"Dates!" Ham sneered at Mnk. "What we need is a nenber of this expedition to take your place!
One with ten cents' worth of gunption!"

Monk pretended not to hear and got out his chenmical analysis kit.

MONK' S kit contained a device, spectrascopic in principle, for analyzing that was a whiz. He
worked with sone of the dates and his contrivance for perhaps two m nutes.

"l thought so!" he expl oded.

"You never think!" Ham opi ned.

"These fruity tithits are poisoned," Mnk announced. "The poison is the same that friend General
Ino used to kill off his nen in New York to keep themfromtalking."

Ham gul ped, yelled, "Those Arabs are -

"Sh-h-h!" hairy Mnk adnoni shed. "They're doubtlessly waiting over on yon sand dune to see us
die!"

They went into a conference about what to do.

"It's a shame to disappoint themfellers,” Mnk declared. "I figured 'em for phonies, an' bought
sone of them dates just to see."

"Suppose you continue your brilliant deductioning and tell us what to do about this?" Ham
suggest ed.

"Play dead," Mnk said pronptly. "They will then charge over the sand dune, get close; then we'll
let "emhave it!"

"Not a bad idea," big-fisted Renny agreed. "W&'re going to have to fight 'em so we mght as well
give '"ema kick in the slats they ain't expecting."

They got out under the plane's w ngs, where it was very hot, and made a fuss about sanpling the
dates, but actually eating only sone which they took fromtheir own stores.

The dates had been in two big baskets, and they stood about these for a while, as if talking.

Monk doubl ed over, grabbed his stonach, and put on a realistic show of dying. They had seen the

poi son's effects in New York, so their acting was very good. In the course of the next five mnutes,

they all "died." Wth their supermachi ne pistols under them
The hot sand began to drumwith the beat of hoofs.
"The charge of the surprised brigade!"™ Mnk chuckled, grimy. "I nmean, they ain't surprised now,

but they're gonna be!"

There was a terrific report. Sand blinded them- sand and sonething el se that was awful on their
eyes and in their |ungs.

"Date basket - blew up!" Renny squaw ed.

"Fal se bottomin it!" Mnk croaked, dazed. "Gass - of sone - kind!"

A dozen seconds later, they were all conpletely blinded.



SURPRI SE had turned out to be a surprise, and their one hope was the plane. They m ght get off

wi t hout cracki ng.

Long Tom found the plane's door first. He couldn't see a thing, but he could feel.

"Over here!" he yelled, and kept yelling.

The other lunged to him They got through the plane's door. Mink was |last. Then be heard an

exci ted squeal i ng behind him

"Habeas!" he how ed. "Habeas! W gotta wait for Habeas!"

"Ni x!'" Ham barked. "Habeas is an Arabi an hog anyhow, isn't he?"

He was. Monk had got himin Arabia, |ong ago. But he had no ideas about |eaving him This was
Africa, anyway. Monk |eaned out of the door, calling.

Renny got the mptors turning and fed themthe gun.

He might as well have waited for Monk to get his pet hog. It nade no difference. They weren't
going to escape.

An attacker rode a dunb canel in front of the plane, then dived off, so that the plane hit the
canel but not the man. The ship skewered around, and a propeller dashed part of the canel through
one wing. The plane ran on a short distance before it turned a sonersault.

Habeas Corpus, the pig, took one | ook at the Arabs. He showed judgnent, spun, and travel ed, only
sonewhat slower than a rusty bullet, over the sand until he was out of sight.

The men in the plane were unconscious. The gas had done that. But it did not last long. Half an
hour, and they could see, hear, and suffer.

There were Arabs all around them and one white man - Proudnan Shaster.

"This is really wonderful," Proudman Shaster nmurnured. "To think that we bagged all five m nnows
in one net!"

Monk scowl ed at him then at the buzzards circling above. He spoke with his eyes on the buzzards,
but addressing Shaster. "I bet they get you, yet."

Shaster, unworried, asked, "Were is the big fish, Doc Savage?"

"You're wasting your tinme askin' us that," Mnk grow ed.

"Yes, | expect | am" Shaster agreed. "So | won't ask. I'll just take you along, and proceed with
plans."

Monk wet his lips uneasily. "Yeah?"

"Of course,"” chuckled Shaster. "Didn't you ever hear? They use live bait to catch the biggest
gane fish. It's really wonderful how live bait works."

The Arabs seermed to be sone robber band whom CGeneral Ino and Shaster had hired. This desert was
full of roving groups who had no | aw except the bl oody inpul ses of their own greed. They did not
burn the plane.

"The snmoke mi ght be seen by Doc Savage," said Shaster. They knocked the essential parts of the
craft to pieces. Just as they got under way, one Arab raised his rifle and ainmed deliberately at the
pi g, Habeas Corpus, who stood on a sand dune at sone distance. The rifle banged.

Habeas went up straight and over-backward, head-over-hoofed down the sloping sand, and was | ost
to sight.

They knocked Monk in the head just as he got his hairy hands on the throat of the rifl eman.
Chapter 12. BLACK MOUNTAI NS

THE pi g, Habeas, found Doc Savage near m dni ght.

Desert nights are supposed to be clear. This one was cloudy, so black the bats weren't even out.
Desert nights are also popularly supposed to be cool, and this one was al nost as hot as the day had
been. In the east, the sky was red with sheet lightning and bolt |ightning, and there was a steady
runbl e |ike Niagara Falls.

Doc had stopped. He might have gone on trailing with his flashlight. It was spring-generator
operated, hence no battery to exhaust. But the light mght be seen. He had stopped.

The pig was breathing loudly. Pigs are not built for running a |ong distance, although this one
did have dog | egs and pl ane-wi ng ears that m ght help sone.

Doc Savage said nothing. He did not even nmake his trilling. He sinply gathered Habeas under an
el bow and began runni ng back the way he had cone.

The glare, the roar of the lightning came closer |like the charge of astral Titans. Its roar grew
and grew, with a mushy quality. It was as if a lot of exploding cannons and big tin cans were
smashing around in an ocean in the sky. It got overhead, and the wind hit.

It was quite a wind. It took big sand dunes apart in clouds. Sand nobved in whistling strings, in
vol | eys. The clouds seened thick enough to wal k on.

Doc kept going. H's coat was tied.around his face, over his eyes, ears, nose, nouth. He had
Habeas's head jammed into a pocket.

When the rain hit, it was as if they had fallen into an ocean. Warmrain, mxed at first with
sand.

It left as quickly as it had hit, and went thunping and nunbling and sucki ng across the desert.
Satan in retreat, dragging his environment with him

The plane, when Doc found it, looked as if it had been there nmany a year. The sand had half
buried it, had blown into the open cabin doors. The water had packed it.



Doc Savage made a big circle of the vicinity before he went close. He saw nothing al arm ng. Then
he went over the plane.

Habeas, the pig, ran in sniffing, squealing circles. He was baffl ed.

There was only one interesting thing. A bottle. Tied to the control wheel. A paper was inside.
SAVAGE:

YOU HAVE SMOKE BOVBS ABOARD, | SEE. SET ONE OF THEM OFF BEFORE FOUR O CLOCK TOMORROW AFTERNOON TO
SHOW YOU ARE W LLI NG TO DI CKER. NO BOMVB, AND FI VE MEN, FRIENDS OF YOURS, WLL HAVE THEI R EYES PULLED
QUT.

A signature was hardly necessary.

Not much of their equi prent had been taken. It had been stacked neatly, perhaps so that it could
be secured | ater.

Doc Savage went inmedi ately and got one of the snpke bonbs. But be al so got an al armcl ock, sone
wire, some string, and the nmechanics froma hand grenade which made it expl ode. He used also a
little powder fromthe grenade.

He rigged up a contraption which would set off one of the snoke bonbs at three forty-five the
next afternoon.

Then he set out across the desert, |eaving bomb and plane, wth Habeas at his heels. Doc carried
a heavy equi pment pack.

THE bl ack nountains | ooked as if they stuck up straight out of the sandy desert, and they did. In
the bright nmoonlight, the sand around them was al nost white, and any noving dark object easily
seen.

Doc wore one of the white, sheetlike robes of the desert natives, which he had brought fromthe
pl ane. Their supplies included these. Habeas, tied up in white cloth, had sense enough not to tear
the covering off - after it was coated with a bitter chem cal which he didn't |ike.

They went into a canyon that was |ike sonething a great knife had cut deeply. Warm stillness was
everywhere. Sounds they had made out in the desert had carried, but in here they didn't.

Doc had | ocated the nearest high peak fromthe desert. He was on top of it when the sun cane up.
It had been cold before the dawn. This hei ght was much cooler. But the rising sun seened to throw
of f as much heat as light. Thirty mnutes after the first spurting glare topped the horizon, Habeas
was panting.

Doc Savage had a nonocul ar that was as long, alnost, as the old sea captain's spygl asses, and as
powerful as sone tel escopes. Even his nervel ess hands could hardly hold it steady enough. It had a
smal | tripod, a mechanical swi vel with mcroscopic screws.

He kept his eye to the nmonocul ar, and studied all of the nountains within reach. He recessed only
when it was |ong past the hour when even the | aziest nman woul d have arose.

A single nmetal case conprised nost of Doc's pack. It was packed tight. He took out a tiny balloon
- the same kind he bad used to get wind direction back at the town where the dirigible had crashed -
and a spool containing two thousand yards or so of fine silk thread.

He fastened a tiny canera to the balloon. The canera had been devel oped for this work. It took
pictures at one-nminute intervals, or whatever intervals the tiny watchwork was set for. It could
take over a hundred. They were very tiny.

Doc did a little doctoring on the balloon. He bl acked sone strips of his white silk shirt with
ink, and fastened them one on each side, and one at the back of the ball oon.

Wien he sent the balloon up, it |ooked just a bit like a buzzard. One of any nunber of buzzards
over the bl ack, grim nountains.

The devel oped pictures showed one thing only. There were canyons which could not be phot ographed
unl ess one was directly over them It was sonething |like the Grand Canyon country of the United
States, only this rock was bl ack.

Doc had the balloon and canera up again, and was using the nonocul ar.

Qut on the desert, a string of black snoke craw ed upward. The cl ockwork had set off the snoke
bonb at the plane.

Doc, with the nonocul ar, saw a dozen white-robed nmen on fast horses gallop out fromtlie

mountai ns. They were to the west. Three nore groups appeared. Cthers appeared from sand dunes far
out on the desert. Al rode nadly for the plane.

It was a big trap that was not going to catch anything. Doc haul ed down the canera, put the film
through the tiny instant-devel oper tank, and viewed it under a glass with mcroscopic power.
There were several pictures showing a group of nmen in a canyon nouth near the desert. Doc got
into notion, heading, for that point, but alnobst directly opposite.

THE bronze man had made a plain trail thus far. They could track himfromthe plane across the
desert. They could tell they had been tricked. And they were alnost certain to follow the bronze
man's tracks.

Doc had figured on that. And he carefully nade plain tracks.

He travel ed an al nost straight line, as if he had a definite destination, but his trail followed
the high places, and the edges of cliffs. And finally he found that for which he searched.

It was a cliff, straight up and down for alnost a thousand feet, except for a | edge about halfway
down. The | edge was covered w th jagged rocks.



Doc used his silken cord and grapple - he always carried it - to get down the face of the cliff.
That, and his fabul ous strength.

He nade a dummy on the ledge. It was nore than his clothing stuffed with sand and a few tough,
dried bushes. In the legs, the torso, the head, he put bottles containing a fluid that was nmade red
with chemicals. He arranged the body so that it could be seen in part fromthe cliff's top. Then he
clinbed back up.

He broke | oose a bit of rock on the cliff rim so that it would look as if he had fallen.

They would trail himhere, see the formbelow, think it was Doc's body, and shoot into it. They
woul d be alnost certain to do that last. And the red fluid would run, leading themto think they had
finished a wounded man.

There was about as much chance of themclinmbing down the cliff to the | edge as there was of them
going to the good place when they died.

"Stay here," Doc told Habeas.

Habeas remmi ned. That would nmake it nmore realistic, as if the pig had stood by the spot where the
bronze man had died.

Habeas coul d take care of hinself.

THE group of men which the aerial camera had showed in the canyon near the desert were not there
when Dcc Savage arrived. But their tracks were, and they |ed back into the nountains.

Doc followed the trail. Rather, he paralleled it, keeping well to the right or left, crossing the
trail at times to nmake sure it was still where he thought. A precaution, that, in case they had |eft
wat chers. Doc |eft no noticeable footprints hinself.

There was a watcher. A white man in a pith helmet and shorts. He sat on a ledge at the far end of
a narrow, high-walled crack in the stone. He had rigged a sort of unbrella out of four stakes and
sone cloth that |ooked |ike a blanket.

A mlitary machi ne gun was set up on a tripod nount in front of him It nust have been a machine
gun the Arab allies had captured, for it was of British manufacture.

The gunner was stationed just a bit too prom nently.

Doc Savage studi ed the surrounding stone. The stuff |ooked as hard as agate. There were a few
cracks, and they ran in fairly straight lines. This stone seened to crack that way.

Doc did not approach the gunner. Instead, he withdrew, changed his course. and scaled, with
infinite difficulty, the side of the canyon, and got around the gunman.

There was no trail. Even Doc's skill, cultivated for years, was defeated. The nen had w apped
their shoes, or gone barefoot, although the latter was unlikely, considering how hot the rocks were.
And not hing nuch less than a pickax bl ow would mark the flinty stone.

General Ino's men had made a plain trail to the gunner. There had to be a reason for that. The
gunner wasn't the reason. He was too prom nent.

Doc went back, now showi ng hinself, and fell to rising his nonocular on the route a nan woul d
logically follow in creeping upon the gunner. There was only one route.

One particular spot in that route, under an overhangi ng mass of stone, was interesting when seen
froma distance and through the nonocul ar.

DOC hunted, found a | oose stone, then began a deliberate canpaign of deceit. He made his voice
ventriloquial in quality, sounding far away. Then he inmtated a hyena's cackle.

The gunner | ooked only vaguely interested. The sound bel onged to these desert nountains.

Doc brought his hyena a bit closer.

The gunner scow ed, shrugged, and began to fish for a cigarette.

Doc waited. Then he put his hyena | augh anong the rocks so that the gunner could not tell where

it was, exactly. The man lighted his cigarette, ignoring the noise. For a nonent, he had his hands
up before his face.

Doc flung his rock. It hit the suspicious-|ooking spot which the nonocul ar had showed.

The bronze man was not surprised when there was a roar and the whole side fell out of the canyon.
The gunner, startled, turned | oose his machine gun. It gobbled and bullets clattered and whizzed in
the falling rock.

Doc imtated a scared hyena running away as fast as he coul d.

The gunner, after he had tine to think, got up and cursed all hyenas at the top of his voice. He
had a nice fit on. He kicked his machi ne gun over.

Fifteen mnutes later, he had the gun fol ded and staggered off under its weight. He cursed the
British for nmaking such heavy nachi ne guns.

Chapter 13. THE DEVIL OF THE DESERT

GENERAL | NO said, nmuch too calmy, "Men of our kind suffer fromone di sease whi ch does not

afflict others so seriously. In our case, it often proves fatal. The disease is known as m stakes."
The sweat - soaked machi ne gunner stopped | ooking nad and regi stered hurt unease.

"But it was a hyena!" he protested. "The cussed hound nust've wal ked over the sand that covered
the trigger of the trap we had fixed up for Doc Savage. He | aughed around for a while before the
expl osive went off, then | heard himleave in a hell of a hurry."

"Did you see this hyena?" |Ino asked.

The gunner thought for a nmoment, and deci ded he had better have seen the hyena.



"Sure," he lied. "I threwa rock at 'im But who the devil woul d' ve thought he'd run toward ne
instead of away? He junped toward nme an' hit the trigger!"

"Si, Si," murnured General Ino. "I see."

The gunner didn't |like the tone. He squirned.

They stood in inpressive surroundings. There were rocks around them boul ders the size of houses,
of skyscrapers. Sonme were as long as snmall ocean liners. There were al nost twenty armed nen with
General Ino, three out of four of them burnoosed Arabs.

"We heard the trap go off, and were coming," advised General Ino. "We will take a |look at the
trap.”

"l | ooked around good," said the gunner, lying a little. "There ain't nothing. | tell you, it was
a hyena."

But they went back and | ooked, prying up the rocks, and scraping out sand and fragnents.

"It must have been a hyena, all right," CGeneral Ino adnitted at |ast.

The gunner w ped off sweat. He was relieved.

General |no paced about in the sand for a time. He seenmed uneasy. His |ieutenant, Proudman
Shaster, was not with the group.

"There is nothing to do but wait!" General Ino snapped finally. "We might as well go back and
join the others."

As they went back, it was noticeable that the white nen kept close together, and were unusually
alert. The black wall of rock shoved up about them and probably induced that feeling of
inferiority, that speck-in-creation tw nge which is one of the big kicks of the G and Canyon to nost
visitors. But these nen were not the kind to be nmade uneasy on that account.

A psychol ogi st would have realized they were a bit afraid of the Arabs, their associates.

General Ino's men were watching the Arabs. They woul d probably have wasted their tine had they
wat ched their surroundings, their back trail.

It would have taken sharper eyes than they possessed to di scover Doc Savage fol |l owi ng them
PROUDMAN SHASTER - two pistols in two hol sters around his nmiddl e did not even nake hi m| ook
vicious - was waiting at the foot of an inclined stone ranpway that sloped upward and passed through
a stone ridge.

This rampway, nothing but a steep path, had unquestionably been nmade by human hands, and that a
long time ago.

Pey- deh- eh-ghan was with Shaster. "Pay Day," as Mnk called him was handcuffed, wist and ankle.
He | ooked quietly unhappy.

Hal f a dozen whites were with Shaster, but no Arabs.

"This is not what | would call a really wonderful situation," he greeted General |no.

"Ach, himmel!" conpl ained the general. "Are you going to add to ny troubl es?"

"These Arab rascals," said Shaster, after naking sure no Arabs were close enough to hear. "Hring
themto help us was a good idea, as far as it went. But this Pey-deh-eh-ghan has put a bug in their
ears. | did not learn until too late that he can speak some kind of an ancient tongue that is
simlar to Arabic.”

General I no peered closely into Shaster's face. "You nmean to tell me these Arabs have | earned
what we are after?"

"lI-I"mafraid so."

General Ino said several things about Arabs of which Mohammed woul d not have approved.

Proudman Shaster added, sorrowfully, "That is not all they know, either. Their sheik has a
portabl e radi o broadcast receiver, and likes to tune in on Cairo and Jerusalem stations. He heard a
news bro~dcast telling about us, and how we have swi tched Pey-deh-eh-ghan's mumy for Sol onobn's."
"Damm t hese nodern Arabs!" General |no conplained.

"1' m keepi ng Pey-deb-eh-ghan with ne so that he cannot cause nore trouble," explaincd Shaster. "I
caught himtalking to WIliam Harper Littlejohn, too."

General Ino frowned reproachfully at the mummy man. "If you didn't know where your own tonb was,
I'd mummify you again," he said, calmy. Then to Shaster, "Conme on. We'll ask Littlejohn what this
back-fromthe-dead lad told him"

"Littlejohn won't tell."

"Then we'll shoot him" decided General Ino. "In fact, we'll probably shoot hi manyway. CQui,
nmonsieur. It's a good idea."

Pey- deh- eh-ghan did not follow them when they beckoned. Wien they went back and grabbed him he
ki cked their shins, threw sand in their faces, and otherw se started putting up a fight.

But when General Ino threatened calmy to slit his throat if he didn't come willingly,

Pey- deh- eh- ghan qui eted. Hal fway to Johnny's tent, Ino halted his group.

General Ino frowned as he surveyed the faces of sone Arabs who were watching their novenents.
They were formng in small groups.

"I think," he said, quietly, "that we are in for some trouble."

The Arab allies had withdrawn up the canyon. Gouped tightly, they had been talking in | ow

voi ces. About what, it was inpossible to say. But they glanced furtively and often at General Ino,
Shaster and the other whites.



Now a harsh voice cried out in Arabic.

"Kill the white men!" it yelled.

Then a grenade went off. It made a great roar, lifted a cloud of sand and snoke between Ceneral
Ino and the Arabs.

"Sei ze Pey-deh-eh-ghan and make himtell us where the tonb is!" shrieked the Arabic voice.

A second grenade made a whup! noise. This one was a snoker. It spouted a nmass of sepia vapor that
hid General Ino and the Arabs conpletely fromeach other.

"Charge them " screaned the Arabic voice.

General |no whipped out an automatic pistol and let fly into the snoke pall in the general
direction of his burnoosed allies. Naturally, bullets cane back. Mre snoke bonmbs went whup! whup! A
denolition grenade shook rocks off near-by walls.

Bl ack snoke wadded the canyon, and in it a fierce fight waged.

GENERAL | NO never got mixed up in personal violence if he could help it; but he knew how to

handl e hinsel f when he did. He enptied his gun, changed position while reloading, enptied it again.
Meantine, he felt about for a sheltering rock.

Proudman Shaster screeched wathfully, and out of his clothing haul ed a nmachete such as jungle
travel ers use to hack a trail. He how ed again. Then he charged straight for the Arabs. H's mad
pants drove spray through his teeth, and he was not panting from exertion.

H s cut-off-a-head nadness had sei zed hi m again.

He fell over sonething, went down. In the black snpoke, it was inpossible to see. But he knew he
had fallen over a human. He struck furiously with his machete.

"Here, you fool!" barked General Ino's voice.

Then General Ino |located Shaster's head and gave it a tap with the automatic. Shaster sat down,
sober, realizing he had alnost killed - by beheading - his boss.

"You bane too quick on trigger!" General Ino adnoni shed. Then, when Shaster had revived enough to
hear, "Were's Pey-deh-eh-ghan?"

"Hell!" said Shaster. "I thought you had hold of him"

The Arabs were shouting, and judging fromthe scattered shots, running about a good deal.
"They're acting |ike Indians!" Shaster nmunbled, and his eyes began to |ook wild again, while his
hands got hard on the machete's handl e.

General | no gave Shaster a gentle shove in the direction of the Arabs and said, "CGo get 'em”
Proudman Shaster went, with that horrible | ook on his face, and his machete held ready for
cutting off a head.

General | no heaved a sigh. Sonetines, when Shaster had his head madness, he forgot to distinguish
friend from foe.

"He'll be the death of me yet," the general nuttered. He listened to battle sounds. "And of a | ot
of Arabs, too."

But the shooting stopped suddenly.

"We have been tricked!" shouted the head of this squad of desert riders.

"You nmean you've bit off nore than you can swallow " Ceneral Ino called cautiously.

The Arab cursed everything and everybody, including his own father for raising such a stupid

son.

"None of us started that fight!" he yelled. "It was sonme one el se!"

"Vel ly solly, no can believe!" snorted Ino.

"W did not throw the grenade," declared the Arab. "W have no grenades!"

General Ino rose frombehind his rock |ike a bird.

"We've been tricked!" he squaw ed.

THERE was a wind up the canyon, but it took several mnutes to blow the snoke cloud away. In the
meantime, General Ino and the others could do nothing but dash around and emt swear words.

The di spersing sepia showed two Arabs |ying headl ess on the sand.

General |no eased over alongside Proudnan Shaster, "Any of these allies of ours - question mark -
know about that cleaver you carry under your coat?"

"No," said Shaster. H's mani a had subsi ded.

"Better not tell 'em" advised the general.

"You think -

What ever he thought, the general changed his m nd when he counted the burnoosed Arabs and

di scovered three were mssing. The bodies were not behind any near-by rocks.

"Deceivers!" he accused.

It becane obvious that Pey-deh-eh-ghan had al so vani shed.

"Thi eves!" shrieked General Ino. "Three of you stol e Pey-deh-eh-ghan!"

It was a rare occasion when General |Ino, the debonair nmaster mnd who liked to play with sinple
phrases of foreign | anguages, shrieked.

It looked for a nonent as if the fight was ready to break out again. But the burnoosed brown
villains kept shaking their heads and swearing by the beard, even the whol e head, of Al lah that
there had been no plot of their know edge.

Then they all pitched in and hunted Pey-deh-eh-ghan and the three m ssing Bedouins. They found



tracks. Looking these over, they decided the three children of the desert had nade off with the
mumy man. They tried to follow the tracks. They nanaged all of a hundred yards, before they sat
down on the sand, baffled, and tried to outmatch profanity.

General |no, head in hands, murnmured, "Never in ny life was | through a fight in which I really
knew | ess about what happened. "

PROUDMAN SHASTER had been standing to one side, wearing the attitude of a man in deep thought.

The general had presuned Shaster was thinking about what would happen to himif the Arabs |earned he
was the man who had cut off the heads of their two fellows. The pair had been the only casualties in
the fight. The fact that the fight had all been a m stake mi ght not make the Bedoins see it right.
But Shaster now cane over.

"A horrible suspicion has occurred to nme!" he whispered in a horrified voice. "Could that all

have been the work of Doc Savage!"

General Ino nearly fell over flat on the sand. He gurgled, "You think -

"Only a guess. Those snoke bonbs. The grenades. These Arabs seem genuinely puzzled."

General Ino was a nan too startled to speak.

Cane a rattling of hoofbeats down the canyon, then many voices raised in song. One chorus was

sung in English, and the next by the Arabs.

"Bronzey marched to Arabia, Oh, aye, oh! Bronzey marched to Arabia, Poor Bronze y!"

The Arabs filled in with about the same thing in their own | anguage. Then the whites:

"Arabia all a-hell, Onh, aye, oh! Of a rock he fell, Poor Bronzey!"

General Ino did everything but have a fit in front of them "This is a fine time to make up
doggerel!" he shrieked. Then they told him Doc Savage was dead. They had seen the bronze man's body
where it had fallen down the cliff. They had shot many bullets into it, and red bl ood had run.
General |no | ooked much nore cheerful. Proudman Shaster said it was really wonderful.

"Now we can catch your three friends and Pey-deh-eh-ghan," General Ino told the Bedouins.

They set out to do that. But first the Arabs got off their horses, got down with their foreheads
on the sand, and asked Allah to be with them at |east this once. General Ino decided they were
really in earnest about it.

Chapter 14. CROCKED TWD

THE three missing Arabs lay, side by side, in the shade under a rock shelf. Not one of the three
could move his legs or his left arm Each could nove his right armal nost as well as usual. None of
them coul d nove their throat nuscles, nor would their vocal cords function, so they could not make a
sound.

Doc Savage carefully put away the tiny hypo needl e which he had used to inject the |ocal

anaest hetic which had paral yzed the certain parts of the prisoners. He had used the local in
concentrated form and it would be a day at |east before the prisoners could do any noving around or
yel l'i ng.

It would have been sinpler to have nmade thementirely unconscious and | eft them hidden here, for
this spot was one that the closest search was not likely to find. But there were the jackals and

ot her roving desert beasts which would eat a hel pl ess nan.

Doc had | eft each prisoner his knife. They could defend thensel ves with the bl ades.

The three Bedouins stared at the bronze giant, goggl e-eyed. They had been anazed since the bronze
gi ant had sei zed them and whi sked them away, al ong w th Pey-deh-ehghan, during the fight which, they
realized with astoni shnent, Doc had started.

At times, this amazing man who | ooked so like solid netal had carried all three of them and the
mumy man sinmul taneously, and that without apparent great effort, and at a pace that not nany
unbur dened men coul d nat ch.

DOC SAVAGE spoke in the ancient tongue of Pey-deh-eh-ghan.

"W had best take ourselves fromthis spot,"” he said.

He did not nmanage the dead | anguage too well, but it was far better than anything Pey-deh-eh-ghan
had been heari ng.

Pay Day, as Monk had dubbed him showed even yellow teeth in a tight smle. He was not an
unhandsone rascal .

"Tell me," he requested abruptly. "Are you a nortal ?" Doc had to puzzle over the words briefly
before be got them

"l am" he admtted.

Pay Day said sonething too rapidly to be understood, but it was evidently sonething to the effect
that he had seen sonme miracles which had | ed himto doubt the bronze giant's earthly qualities.
"Tell me," Pay Day requested nore slowy. "Wy have you seized ne?"

"You know the | oeation of a treasure," Doc said.

Pay Day had been the prize pirate Pharaoh of his day. This was sonething he understood.

"It is ny treasure," he remn nded.

"But you are ny captive," Dcc countered. "You cannot escape, and you mi ght have sonme unpl easant

t hi ngs done to you."

Pay Day ran his eyes over sone of Doc's remnarkabl e nuscles.

"It may be," he admitted, reluctantly. "It is also true that | did not trust those other nmen from



whom you took ne."

Doc said, "Children do not trust strangers. And it is only fools who grow up."

Pay Day snmiled again, a bit nore freely. "You wish to becone ny partner?"

"Si nce when have bee hunters taken to sharing the honey with the bees?" Doc countered.

Pay Day understood this kind of talk.

"Awlf with two eyes may watch another wol f, but not forty wolves," be said.

"Exactly. And two nen can watch each other."

Pay Day had sonething el se on his mind. "Those nen who had ne prisoner feared you greatly. They
said you were a very great devil."

"A matter of opinion," Doc suggested.

"We coul d share halves," offered Pay Day. "There is enough for many, nore for two."

Doc shrugged, said, "Let us go."

Pay Day grinned. Evidently he had taken General Ino's statement that Doc was a very great devil
literally, and was willing to consider a great devil as a partner.

DOC SAVAGE and Pay Day noved cautiously, that they m ght not be seen.

Pay Day said, "They have five of your nen who are going to | ose their heads."

Doc countered, "Does a fly help other flies which have gotten into the web of the spider?"

Pay Day approved of that. He cackled once, a queer sound of mirth, which would have noved a
listener to reflect that |aughs nmust have changed a lot in the last few thousand years.

"They tortured nme," Pay Day said after a bit. "It is not a wise man who pernits his right hand to
be cut off when the golden shekel is in his left. | gave thema general idea of where the tonb
lies."

Dcc Savage stopped. He let Pay Day see a critical and sonewhat contenptuous frown on his
features.

"Jackal s al ways howl loudly in a trap!" he snapped.

Pay Day evidently felt he had to resent that. He did it by glaring. They imtated two hostile
dogs for a while.

"But it is a wise jackal who hows as if he were dying, then bites when he has the chance," the
bronze man conceded finally.

That satisfied Pay Day's dignity, it appeared. "W sdom can recogni ze wi sdom"

"These men nust be del ayed," Doc said.

"They are nany."

Doc nodded, then said, meaningly, "But nmany a nan has drunk bad water and thought it tasted
good. "

Pay Day quit beating around the bush. "Poison?"

"The friend of the worms which feed on the bodies of men," Doc said.

"You have poi son?"

"He is a fool who does not travel prepared."

Pay Day gobbl ed out his usual |augh.

"I will show you where our enenies are encanped,” he said.

That was what Doc had been angling for. He wanted to rescue his five aids, if possible. Had he
cone out with that, Pay Day woul d probably have nentioned "too nmany cooks spoiling a soup," or the
equi val ent of his day, and refused. But guile and a little talk had | ed himon.

Doc had not exactly Iied.

They worked rapidly through the nountains.

MONK | ay on his back and conplained, "This is what | call being a great help to Doc!"

He was tied. So were the other four. Mst securely.

Ham snarl ed, "You hairy gossoon! It was you who bought that basket of dates!"

"Don't mention dates to ne!" Mnk yell ed.

"Dates!" Ham said. "Dates! Dates! Dates! Dates -

A sun helnet and a face cane into the tent. It was the kind of a face that would have frightened
its owner's nother to death.

"Bullets!" snarled the face. "Bullets! Bullets! Aload of "emif you don't quit talking all the
tinme!"

"The magpies raised 'em" big-fisted Renny offered, sourly.

"Bullets for you, too!" said the face, and withdrew.

"Who's that guy?" Monk wanted to know - in a whisper.

"A renegade white was running with the Arabs,"” Long Tom advi sed. "I heard enough to know it was
he who did the dickering that got the Arabs lined up with General Ino."

"Name' s Sandy," gaunt Johnny suppli ed.

Because they rather suspected the man "Sandy" neant what he had said about the bullets, they all
fell silent. It was very hot. The tent seermed |ike white flame over them Their captors had
neglected to put a fly over the tent, which would have hel ped with the heat.

Hours passed. Their eyes filled with salty perspiration, and when they turned over, the hot sand
stifled them Too, certain small, crawing things had come out of the sand, taken sanple bites, then
gone back to bring mllions of their brothers.



"For two cents," Monk groaned, "l'd start yelling and let that guy Sandy shoot ne!"

"They robbed nme," Ham snapped, "or |'d pay your bill!"

Finally, there cane a great deal of noise of horses and nen and canels arriving. There was sone
shouting in Arabic.

"CGeneral Ino and all the rest of them are back," Johnny deci ded. "Now, maybe we'll get sone
relief."

Johnny had not used a long word for hours. And it was not exactly relief they were going to be
of fered.

General | no whipped the tent flap open.

"Take themout," he directed. "Strip them Renove all their clothing."

"Hey!" Monk yelled. "Wat's the idea of that?"

"So you can run faster," General Ino told him

"In that case, you' d better be shucking your duds!" Mnk gl owered.

General |no | aughed. "Braggadocio is the resort of cowards, not of brave men."

Ham told Mk, "I always told you!"

Robed Bedouns entered the tent, and di srobed the captives sinply and effectively by ripping off
the garments with their knives. They were not too careful and inflicted small cuts.

Qutside, swarthy nen on canels and horses were lined tip. Rifles were slung over backs and
pistols were hol stered, but each man held a knife or sword, whatever cutting weapon he carri ed.
Bl G FI STED Renny peered about and was not encouraged by the expressions he saw.

"Holy cow " he booned. "Just what's the idea?"

"You are going to be turned | oose,"” said General Ino.

"Turned | oose?"

"And given a chance to outrun the horses," nurnured the general. "Haven't you ever heard the old
gane of 'hound and hare,' the good Arabi an desert warrior's version?"

Renny's | ong face becane set. "You nean they're going to ride us down and use those knives and
swor ds?"

"A nost accurate guess.”

Renny yel | ed, "Not hing doing!"

"Suit yourself. You'll probably change your nmind after the first sword slash and run. They
usual ly do, ny sheet-clad friends here tell ne."
The prisoners were carried a short distance fromthe canp. They were still tied wist and ankl e,

but now knives severed their wists. Their ankles were left tied while the horses and canels were
lined up. Apparently this had to be done just so.

Long Tom his face perceptibly paler than usual, nuttered, "These fellows can't be hunman!"
"They' ve got the shape only," Mnk agreed, dryly.

Ham suggested, "Wiich is nore than you can say."

It was alnost grisly, this w secracking between the two, the exchanging of insults. But it had
beconme a habit, and those who knew them often swore they would rise out of their coffins, just
before they were buried, to have a final word about how little each thought of the other.

An Arab cane running with Ham s pet, Chem stry.

"The animal is to be given his chance with you," advised General Ino. "He has bitten every one
who cane near him"

Ham grated, "The world has sonething to be proud of in you |ads!"

Everyt hing seened to be about ready.

General Ino drew his pistol and explained, "To make everything right, 1'll fire a starting gun!"
He raised his gun.

On a rocky peak two hundred yards away, a man screaned. He was a tall man with a swarthy face,
and even at that distance, he was so distinctive that he could not be m staken.

It was Pey-eh-eh-ghan!

GENERAL | NO S gun did not explode on that occasion. But the general's |lungs did.

"Cet him" he how ed. "Quick!"

I'n his excitenent, be used English, which not nmany of the Bedouns understood. They hardly needed
to understand, for they were already riding madly for the exotic mummy man on the rocky spire.
The charge seened to scare Pey-deh-eh-ghan. He whirled and vani shed.

"Quick!" roared General Ino. "You can trail him" Al the horses and all the canmels were in the
pursuit. The men who were afoot charged al so.

"Here!" Ceneral Ino called sone in Arabic. "Help ne!" They did, and tied the prisoners again.
Then everybody rushed off after the mummy man. Wthin three mnutes, not a man was |left around the
tents. Pey-deh-eh-ghan was the prize, the key to the treasure vaults of a looting Pharaoh. They all
want ed him

Doc Savage appeared in the canp. He seened to rise fromthe sand. Obviously, he had crept close
ahead of tine. And be had his knife ready for the ropes binding the prisoners.

"Run!" he directed, cutting the cord that bound the prisoners.

"But our clothes!" Mnk grated. "And them scuts nay have | eft some extra guns - "

"Run!" Doc said.



They ran. Heads down, sand so hot on their feet that they had to grimace all the tinme. But they
got out of the canp and into the black rock canyons and spires without a shot or a shout to show
they bad been observed.

"Fromnow on, | believe in mracles!" big-fisted Renny runbl ed, softly.

"It'll be amracle if this sand don't cook ny feet!" Ham conpl ai ned.

"You can't expect to be nmanly goin' round cased up in themclothes |like you wear," Mnk assured
hi m

But they did not talk nuch, for this was literally a tine when they might easily talk thensel ves
to death. Doc Savage seenmed to have picked out the course for their flight. It soon led onto solid
rock, where they would | eave no footprints.

The bronze man tore off parts of his clothing and gave the fragments to them to use in w ping
of f the sweat so the | eakage woul d not | eave betrayi ng wet bl otches on the sand.

Every one but Doc was startled when Pey-deh-eh-ghan appeared unexpectedly before them

"GOOD ol d Pay Day!" Monk chortled. "You sure saved our skins!"

Pay Day was not wearing the expression of a man who had done a good deed. He | ooked nad. He

cackl ed at Doc Savage, waving his arns.

Doc rattled back. Pay Day broke in. They barked at each other.

"I"I'l be superanual gamat ed! " gasped Johnny, who was archaeol ogi st and |ingui st enough to

under stand nuch of the ancient tongue. "Pey-deh-eh-ghan is enraged because Doc rescued us!"
"Huh?" Monk blinked.

" Pey- deh- eh- ghan says Doc gave himto understand that the men were to be decoyed out of the canp
so Doc coul d poison their drinking water," el aborated Johnny. "But Doc rescued us. Pay Day - | nean
Pey- deh- eh-ghan - says Doc doubl e-crossed him"

Monk cl osed one eye and | ooked balefully at Pay Day with the other orb. "You nean this

sonet hi ng- out - of - a- sar cophagus wants us dead?"

"A neticul ous avouchnent," said Johnny, who was relieved enough to slide back toward bi g words.
"I"'mgonna kick his slats in!" Mnk decl ared.

Monk del ayed his rib damaging to watch Doc and Pay Day argue heatedly. The word exchange was
furious.

"First time | ever saw Doc bandy a | ot of words with anybody,"” Long Tom grunt ed.

"Thi s Pey-deh-eh-ghan is sonme thousands of years old," Johnny reminded with dignity. "He should
be treated with consideration.”

Monk worked the toes of his kicking foot. "I've got the consideration treatnment right down

here."

But the argunent ended with a shrug of resignation from Pay Day.

Doc Savage said, "He finally said everything was all right, providing you fellows did not get any
of his share of the tonb's contents. But he will bear watching fromnow on. As a matter of fact, he
al ready bore watching. He is as nmuch a rascal, perhaps, as CGeneral Ino and the others."

They got under way, it being desirable to put as nmuch ground between their enem es and thensel ves
as possible.

As they pl odded, Renny asked Doc Savage, "How did Pay Day get away fromthe Arabs and Ino so
slick?"

"We fixed that up in advance," Doc explained. "Pay Day nmade a plain trail of a man running
through the sand before he ever showed hinsel f. Then, after General Ino's crowd saw him he sinply
ducked away, wal ked over stone, and joined us. CGeneral Ino and the others saw the false trail, of
course, and presuned it was a fresh one."

Renny rem nded, "They're bound to discover their m stake."

"It will soon be dark," Doc pointed out.

Chapter 15. TOVB TRAP

IT got nore than dark. It got as black as it had the night before, and there were the sane

cl ouds, the same gobbling of thunder and snapping of |ightning bolts.

"It rarely rains two nights in arowin this region," confided gaunt Johnny, who as a geol ogi st
knew a bit about the world's surface. "This, however, is the rainy season."

"So that's it!" Mnk snorted. "The rainy season! Say, |ast night, we were standing on a hill,
right on the top, and the water got neck deep before it could run off!"

Pey- deh- eh-ghan was having a bit of difficulty with his direction. He knew nothing about a
conpass. They gave up trying to explain it to him Neither did the aerial photographs which Doc had
taken mean anything to him

Johnny went over the photographs with great interest. He seened di sappoi nted. He began:

"From ny prol egonenon it is indubitable that there is no manifestation of any photographical - "
"Listen!" groaned Monk. "There's one guy here | can't understand - Pay Day. Wiy not |let 'im have
the field to hinsel f?"

Johnny | ooked pai ned, said, "Wat | started to say was that | can see no sign of any tonb in
these pictures.”

That this whole bloody affair m ght have been over nothing was not a cheerful thought. None of

t hem comment ed.



Pey- deh-eh-ghan finally got disgusted over his own inability to tell where he wanted to go. He
put on a denonstration, throwing his hat down, |eaping upon it and generally acting up

"An angry child breaks his toys," Doc suggested, dryly, in the mummy man's tongue

"And a | ake which has no outlet soon becones stagnant," countered the one-tinme Pharaoh

In his day he must have been sonething of a repartee artist

Five minutes | ater, Pey-deh-eh-ghan peered at a tall, oddly shaped rock ridge, pointed, and nade
pl eased cl ucki ng noi ses

"Sounds |like he'd laid an egg," Mnk said. "Wat's eatin' hinP"

"He says that is the Ridge of the Galloping Lions," Doc translated. "A |landmark he recogni zes."
Monk squinted at the contours of the ridge. "Yeah, it has got a distinctive shape. But as for
galloping lions, it could be al nost anything running, walking or - "

"Riding a bicycle," said Ham "You tal k too nuch."

Pey- deh- e- ghan headed for the ridge and they had to trot to keep up. The mumy man found a narrow
canyon and trotted into it. Light was i mediately shut off by half, making fast wal ki ng dangerous
"Quch!" Renny conpl ai ned, falling over a rock

"W will chance a flashlight beam now and then," Doc deci ded

Brief dribbles of Iight showed the sides of the canyon like corridor walls. It was not a bl ack
color, but reddish. And it was perforated everywhere with perfectly square hol es about |arge enough
for a man to wal k through

Bi g-fisted Renny stopped

"Holy cow" he runbled. "For a mnute, | thought we were in a street, and them hol es were w ndows
in the walls of buildings!"

Doc went over and splashed light into an opening. They alt saw a roomin the solid rock, about
the size of a railway box car. Along the walls were rock shel ves about seven feet |ong

Three other stone roons which they | ooked into were exactly the sane.

Bony Johnny peered upward and said, "The canyon walls overhang so as to keep off tbe rain and
sun. That explains why these things are so well preserved, because this rock is not very hard."
"If you can keep on using little words, you mght tell ne what we've been lookin' at," Mnk told
hi m

"Barracks," Johnny replied. "No doubt excavated for the slaves who built the tonb."

MONK scratched the bristles atop his head and said, "If they went to that trouble, buildin' this
tonb nmust have taken sone tine. Maybe a year."

Johnny tried his ancient Egyptian on Pey-deh-eh-ghan. He got an answer.

"It took slaves, one and one third anghs in nunber, about nine years to construct the tonb,"
Johnny expl ai ned, translating

"What's an angh?"

"About ten thousand."

"Whew! Thirteen thousand sl aves nine years!"

Pey- deh- eh-ghan was anxious to go on, and had wal ked off fromthem They ran ahead and caught
him

Fromtinme to tinme, as he wal ked al ong, the mummy man | ooked at them He seened to have sonet hi ng
on his mnd. But he kept it to hinself

"Ten - | nean thirteen - thousand slaves for nine years," Mnk rum nated as he waddl ed along in
the rear. "Listen, does anybody want to bet me Pay Day's treasury, or whatever he called his private
loot pile, is enpty?”

"l wish," Johnny said, caustically, "that you would stop calling this man Pay Day. He was a
Pharaoh, a great ruler in his day, a nman worthy of respect. Call himby his nane, Pey-deh-eh-ghan."
"All right," Mnk said. "Want to bet?"

"Why? What makes you think the wealth is gone?”

"Wth thirteen thousand sl aves, and there nust've been sone guards, know ng where this place
was," Mnk said. "I bet sonebody canme back and cleaned it out."

Johnny thought that over and began to | ook worried. Johnny rarely got excited over nobney or
treasure, being |like nost genuine scholars. But this was nore than a treasure. |t mght be one of
t he archaeol ogi cal finds of the century.

"I think I shall ask Pey-deh-eh-ghan about that," he said, and did

He cane back looking as if he had just found a tarantula in his vest pocket

He wal ked al ong without offering a word of explanation about what he had | earned

"Wl 1 ?" Monk pronpted. "Cat got your tongue?"

"Pey-eh-eh-ghan said all of the slaves were executed when their work was done, so that the

| ocation would remain a secret," Johnny said, reluctantly.

"Jehoshaphat!" excl ai med Monk. "We're hobnobbing with one of the chanpion nurderers of history!"
Pey- deh- eh- ghan st opped abruptly.

"He has reached the nmouth of the tomb," Doc called

THE mummy man had st opped beside a bl ock of stone nearly fifty feet wide and about the same in
hei ght, or so it |ooked when they threw their flashlight beans upward. Mnk wal ked around the

bl ock.



"It's as square as Ham s head," he said, sarcastically.

He poked the stone thoughtfully with his finger nails. Then he felt around with his feet, found a
smal | rock and tapped the stone cube. The rock was so hard it rang al nost |ike steel.

"Sounds |ike Mnk's brain overworking itself,” Ham said, bitingly.

"What kind of rock is this?" Mnk asked, paying no attention to the dapper |awyer.

Johnny said, "A kind used in a nunber of ancient tonbs. It was brought fromgreat distances. Sone
ar chaeol ogi sts believe the particular rock had a religious significance, while others claimit was
nmerely used because of its hardness."

Probably searching for sone sign of a door, Doc passed the flashlight beam al ong the stone cube.
The 1ight passed over Mnk, who, like the others, did not have a stitch of clothes.

Ham bur st out |aughing. "You're sure a vision, Mnk!"

Bef ore Monk thought up a reply, Pey-deh-eh-ghan spoke. The nummy nan sounded determ ned. Doc
listened intently.

"He says the tonb has not been touched," Doc Savage translated for the others. "And he wants to
know just where we stand on the dividing."

"Why, everything will be sold to nuseuns, of course!" Johnny said. "Proceeds of sale to the
museuns will go to charity, just as we usually do."

Doc said quietly, "It will hardly do to tell himthat."

"Let nme bust 'imone," Mnk suggested. "I'll knock the argunment out of 'im"

Pey- deh- eh- ghan spoke again. H's tone told the listeners that he had a proposition.

"He says," Doc translated, "that half is his and half mne. and if the rest of you get any split,
it will be out of ny share.”

"Humor him" Ham suggested. "After we get our hands on the stuff, we can let himkeep as little
as we want."

"Typi cal |awyer honesty in that suggestion!" Mnk jeered.

Pey- deh- eh-ghan sol ved the dil enma by giving up. He waved his arns, shrugged, turned and shoved
agai nst the side of the big stone bl ock.

"A secret door!" Mnk expl oded.

THEY crowded around the mumy man. Wen he signal ed that they should hel p hi mshove, they did so.
Not hi ng, as far as they could see, happened. There was no secret door.

But Pey-deh-eh-ghan seenmed satisfied.

He wal ked away fromthe bl ock purposefully.

"l don't savvy this," Mnk conplai ned.

The mummy man covered fully a hundred yards, then clinbed a sloping path and entered one of the
stone barracks rooms. He began stanping upon the floor of this.

A big slab of stone tilted up a few inches.

They grasped the panel of rock, finished lifting it, and reveal ed a shaftway just about as steep
as a man coul d wal k down w thout sliding.

Doc could use his flashlight in here without danger of being seen. Pey-deh-eh-ghan grinned in the
gl ow and sai d sonet hi ng.

"He says the big block is just a blind, although shoving on a certain part of it very hard works
a long series of levers that unlock this slab," Johnny expl ai ned.

Pey- deh- eh- ghan wal ked into the aperture. Doc and the others followed, stringing out in single
file. The passage had a width of four feet, twice that height. It sloped enough to keep them from
wanting to wal k fast.

The mumy man st opped and gave a rock wedge a shove. This caused a runble, and the rock slab

behi nd them cl osed.

"l was wonderin' about that," Mnk said. "If General Ino came and found that open, he could wal k
right in."

The tunnel sloped downward interm nably at the same angle. It had no branches, and there was a
nonot onous saneness about the walls. Wen it finally turned sharply, they were all relieved.

The first of the carvings appeared in the tunnel. It was cut into the wail, was no nore than a
foot high, and depicted a boy and an animal. The animal resenbled a sheep nore than anything el se.
The next carving was bigger. The boy | ooked ol der, and there were nore sheep.

The art work was excellent for its period.

In the next, the boy was a young nan and he had donkeys and sheep.

"Let me have the flashlight!" bony Johnny exclainmed, eagerly. "I would like to study those a
moment . They are remarkabl e sanpl es.”

Doc gave himthe flashlight. It was extrenmely dark in the passage.

The carvings grew in size, and had the proportions of |life. The young man in them had put on
arns. In the next one, he had a soldier or two behind him The nunbers of the soldiers increased and
becanme a | egion.

The boy, now a nman, did not have sheep any nore. He had cities, pyram ds, tonmbs, ships, soldiers
and womren.

JOHNNY asked Pey-deh-eh-ghan sonet hing, got an answer, and translated it.

"These carvings depict the rise of Pey-deh-eh-ghan froma herdsman's son," he expl ai ned.



The scul ptored |ikeness of Pey-deh-eh-ghan got nore huge. His great, nuscled arns encircled the
passage conipletely. Then he grew so huge - in stone - that there was roomfor nothing but his
head.

Finally, the passage ran up against the face alone, and went through the huge nouth. It was an
ef fective depiction of a fell ow who had ideas about gobbling the world.

"Human nature ain't changed rmuch,"” Mnk nuttered.

They had to bend over to get through the nouth.

Johnny, with the flashlight was treadi ng Pey-deh-eh-ghan's heels, as excited as a brood hen in a
hawk raid. The others foll owed and were in al nost conpl ete darkness.

There were hundreds of statutes of nen and wormen kneeling and facing a door at the other end of
the great room The figures were life size, well done, and nade a creepy spectacle.

Pey- deh- eh- ghan sai d sonet hi ng.

"He says they are the nobles of his enpire praying for himin the beyond," Johnny transl ated.
"They are praying that when he beconmes King of Heaven, he will not be too rough on the gods whom he
took the job away from"

Monk snorted, "Wasn't he an optimst, though!"

Pey- deh- eh-ghan wal ked across the room Johnny kept at his beels, lighting the way with the
flashlight.

The mumy man was al nost in the door when he whirled suddenly and pointed at the side of the
room Johnny | ooked in that direction. Pey-deh-eh-ghan kicked himin the stonach.

Chapter 16. THB SLY MUMW MAN

PEY- DEH EH- GHAN | eaped backward through the door. Instantly, when his weight hit, sliding rock
rasped and thunped. The nmummy nman cackl ed his shrill laughter. It had a grisly quality.

He felt carefully and assured hinself that the door was closed by a huge panel of stone.

The mummy man knew his surroundi ngs. He had no trouble without light. He worked to the left,
crowded into a narrow shaft that had footholds cut into the rock. He clinbed.

A niche at the top held a nunber of weapons. He seized these, and tested them Tinme had nmade the
spears usel ess. The heads cane off the shafts when he tried them But a huge sword, all of bronze,
satisfied him

He carried it and crept along a passage until he found a rock in the floor which was fitted with
handhol ds and held down by cl ever stone wedges. He | oosened the wedges, grasped the handhol ds, and
lifted the stone.

He called to Doc Savage in his native tongue.

"I tried to knock your follower away fromthe trapdoor before he accidentally tripped it," the
mummy man lied. "If you will come under this hole, it may be that | can |lower ny armand you can
jump and grab it."

Then Pey-deh-eh-ghan got his bronze sword ready for the man of bronze.

Then Doc's voice - it was |low and held a ventriloquial quality so that it was inpossible to tell
where the bronze nan was - spoke.
"Keep away fromthe hole," Doc said. "It is probably another trick."

Monk shouted, "Doc! The way we cane in is closed!"

Doc did not answer.

Pey- deh- eh-ghan renained with the sword poised until his optimsmgave out. Then he replaced the
stone slab, made sure the wedges were fast, and craw ed on, and exam ned the other door.

The centuries had not interfered with the efficiency of that end of the trap. It could be opened
fromthis side, but not fromwithin, and it was as thick as Pey-deh-eh-ghan was tall.

The mummy man sat down to rest and to think. He was not the man he had once been, and the night
had been bri sk.

Finally, he arose and |left the underground tunnels.

It was raining outside. Thunder and |ightning nade the bl ack nmountains as noisy as a
battlefield.

Consi dering the anpbunt of water that was falling, remarkably little was running along the floor
of the canyon. The mummy man waded in, and it came barely to his ankles.

He chuckl ed to hinmsel f, and once he gl anced upward, at the nmountain over the tonb tunnels, in a
cunous way. He went on. The rain would wi pe out tracks that m ght show that the nunmmy nan had
brought Doc Savage and his aids here.

The one-time Pharaoh headed for General Ino's canp.

PROUDVAN SHASTER, the barrister, had been with General Ino a long tinme, and he had | earned t hat
when the general was cal m when he should reasonably be tearing his hair, it was a good tinme for
keepi ng an eye open. The general seenmed to work backward. He was nmaddest when he | ooked the cal nest,
and he was cal m now.

The Arabs did not know their new chief. They came in sheepishly, reported no trace of Doc
Savage' s men or Peydeh-eh-ghan, and went off smiling when the general did not expl ode.

General Ino | ooked at Proudman Shaster and said, "Really, | amso mad | could poi son everybody
here, including nyself!"

Shaster knotted his skinny hands together and | ooked miserable. He did not |ook as if anything



woul d ever be "really wonderful again."

The storm gobbl ed and whooped in the distance. Every one was soaked, and it was chilly.

General Ino sat back and hummed. He might have been happy. He hummed a verse about a happy maiden
in the tulips, and repeated it in half a dozen |anguages. Finally, be humred it in the ancient
Fgypti an whi ch Pey-deb-ell-ghan spoke

General Ino had gone to trouble to learn the |anguage, and, although he had not nastered it, he
had been able to nake the mummy man understand, and to conprehend what the fornmer Pharaoh said. The
general had a m nd which could concentrate and | earn al nost anything in a short tinme. Wen

Pey- deh- eh- ghan wal ked out of the desert night, a burnoosed nmenber of the Arabian allies - it was
the white man naned Sandy - yelled and nearly shot the mumy nman.

Pey- deh- eh- ghan gave themall a big, happy smile, then did some lying. He told themthat it was
Doc Savage in a disguise who had stood on the hill and yelled, not hinself. He said that he had been
carried off unwillingly by Doc Savage

General |Ino showed that he was shocked to | earn Doc Savage was alive

The mumy man fini shed by saying he had escaped and cone back to them and that if they would
protect himfrom Doc Savage, he would show them the tonb

Everybody then set off for the tonb in great good hunor

UPON reachi ng the canyon of the barracks caves, Pey-deh-eh-ghan wal ked to the big bl ock of stone
as he had done with Doc Savage. It was al nost dawn. The nmummy man pressed agai nst the stone key
after which they went to the barracks chanber, and all filed into the sloping stone passage

They did not have any flashlights, and it was very dark

"Gve me sonme of the little sticks which when rubbed beconme hot and burn," requested

Pey- deh- eh- ghan

General Ino willingly passed over a small box of matches. The mummy man tried them out

"Cone," he said in his tongue

He took themto the roomof the kneeling stone statues. He was wel|l ahead, and hal fway across the
room when he stopped the others

"There is a trap here for thieves," he said. "I shall go ahead and stop it from operating. You
others remain here for a noment."
He was al nost at the other end of the room when General Ino decided, "I'Il go with you!"

General Ino was too |ate. Pey-deh-eh-ghan gave a | eap, reached a narrow door the others had not
seen, lunged through it, jerked out stone wedges, and a rock slab closed the opening noisily

Then the nmummy nan raced down a passage and got the exit - the stone nouth - shut also

A few mnutes later, he was at a snmall opening which gave into the roomwhere the prisoners were.
General Ino and the rest were doing so much shouting that the mummy man had to squawi several tines
before they stopped and listened to him

Then sonebody shot at the spot from which Pey-deb-eb ghan's voice cane. The bullet m ssed. The
mumy man showed no concern; but that was ignorance, not bravery. He did not yet understand what a
gun was or how a bullet could kill.

"Listen to me," he requested

"We are listening," General Ino told him having nuch trouble with the ancient words

"It is a foolish fox who thinks he alone is sly," said Pey-deh-eh-ghan

General Ino snarled, "Are you goin' to gloat or say sonething?"

"Say sonething," the pirate Pharaoh said, and proceeded to do so

He told themthat Doc Savage and his aids were inprisoned in the next room and that he was goi ng
to operate a device that would open the door between the roons.

They could fight it out

GENERAL I NO yel led frantic orders. His nmen still had their weapons. Guns were cocked in the

dar kness

When they heard the grinding of the stone slab opening, they all charged forward. Only four got
through the narrow hole at once. General Ino and Shaster were prudently not anong the four

The four fired a volley of shots and nearly deafened thensel ves. There was no answer, no sound to
show that they had hit any one, or that any one was going to attack them They began prowing in
search of the eneny, doing it as quietly as possible

Pey- deh- eh- ghan heard the silence and knew sonething was wong. He scuttled to the hole in the
ceiling of the roomin which he had trapped Doc Savage's party. It was too dark to see nuch, and his
ears told himdisgustingly little.

He got out his matches, tore off a sleeve of his burnoose, and set it afire. Wen it blazed, he
dropped it through the hole, then glanced down cautiously

Doc Savage and his aids were not in the trap

Di rectly behind Pey-deh-eh-ghan, Mnk's small boylike voice said, gleefully, "Brothers, have

been waiting for this nonent!"

Then Monk got hold of the mummy man's throat

PEY- DEH EH GHAN had lived in an age when a fight was a fight and they did not stand off and shoot
bull ets at each other. He reached up, got Mnk's by-no-neans-snall ears and did his best to pul

t hem of f



Monk squaw ed and hit the nummy nan over a ki dney. Pey-deh-eh-ghan bit off a nouthful of Mnk's
left arm They fell to hitting each other so fast that they both |l ost count.

Ham Johnny and Renny grabbed Monk and haul ed hi moff while Doc Savage held the nummy nan.

Ham yel l ed angrily, "Mnk was only to grab him"

Monk snarled, "I hadda defend nysel f!"

Pey- eh-eh-ghan tried numerous rough-and-tunble tricks, trying to escape from Doc, and had no

luck. He gave up. He panted noisily in the darkness, until he had regained his breath.

General Ino's crowd had heard the nel ee and the words. They how ed |ike wolves and shot through
the ceiling hole. General Ino swore in several |anguages.

"That's sure nusic," big-fisted Renny runbled, listening to the exasperated profanity.

Pey- deh- eh- ghan growl ed curiously, "You nust indeed be nmen of magic that you can pass through
stone walls."

Johnny understood that, and asked the others, "Shall we tell himthat Doc was suspici ous when we
cane in here, and after he gave me the flashlight, he dropped way back, so that he was not even in
the room when we were trapped?"

Long Tom snapped, "Sure, tell him 1t'lIl puncture sone of his conceit! Tell himhow Doc used
ventriloquismto nmake himthink he was in the room when as a natter of fact. Doc was right beside
Pay Day. Tell him Doc got us out, and that we all were right on his trail and watching hi mwhen he
went to get General Ino's nobb and trapped them too."

"My suggestion is that if he thinks we are nagicians, let himgo on thinking it," Doc put in

quietly.

They stood there, not sure what they would do next.

Monk, exam ning his bitten arm grunbled, "I hope that ex-nummy ain't poison!"
"He fanged you?" Ham asked, anxiously.

Monk said, "I guess I'Il live."

"l was worried about Pay Day!" Ham sai d.

General Ino and his nmen stopped swearing and shooting. The general began whi spering, but they
could not hear what he was sayi ng.

"They're hatchin' sonething," Renny deci ded.

Pey- deh- eh-ghan squirned. Doc had not turned himloose again.

"W will see howthis fellow bluffs,” Doc said.

The bronze man changed his grip to the mummy man's throat. He squeezed enough to give the fell ow
an idea of what dying by that method would be like.

"We have no further use for you," he told Pey-deh-ebghan. "No wi se man burdens hinself with ashes
of the firewood he has already burned."

The murmy man gobbled air into his lungs. He was rascal enough hinmself to think Doc nmeant it.

"Wait!" he exclained in his strange, hard-to-understand tongue. "It is very hard to get into the
tomb. It will take you much time. | will show you, in exchange for ny life."

Doc waited | ong enough for it to seem he was considering the offer.

"Very well," he agreed.

They made a conpact group around the mumy man as he noved forward. Renny carried Doc's
flashlight.

THE parts of the tonmb which they had al ready seen had not been especially inpressive, and they
had suspected all along that this was an outer passage, containing a few traps to di scourage
vandal s.

The mummy man cane to an arched opening cut in the solid stone. The aperture was surrounded by
chi sel ed hi erogl yphi cs.

"Whew! " said Johnny, after he had puzzled over the characters.

"What's it say?" Long Tomwanted to know.

"A curse on any one who enters," Johnny explained. "It prom ses a nunber of horrible forns of
death to all who defy the curse. But it need not alarmyou. These tonbs usually have such curses
carved upon them™"

Monk nmunbl ed t houghtful 'y, "Yeah, but | always think of that Tut-ankhanen tonb they opened years
ago. Didn't just about everybody concerned with that die in sone strange way or another?"

" Coi nci dence, purely," Johnny assured him

Pey- deh- eh-ghan did not help Mnk's peace of m nd when he paused to stare dramatically at the
hi er ogl yphi cs, then get down and touch his forehead to the rock before them

At the end of a short corridor beyond the opening was a wall of nasonry bl ocks, sealed with
nortar.

The mumy man told Doc Savage, "W will have to renobve those stones."

Doc went to work on the joints. His knife had a blade of nore than ordinary tenper, and it

| oosened the nortar. Fifteen minutes saw the first block out, and the rest were easy.

Pey- deh- eh- ghan spoke in a worried voi ce.

"He says the stones should not have been that easy to renove," Doc transl ated.

"He thinks they have been tanpered w th?" Mnk expl oded.

"Sonmething like that."



They were prepared for the confusion into which they wal ked. Great jars were in fragments on the
stone floor. Mummy cases had been torn open, the ornaments - probably gold and jewels - pried off.
Munmi es had been unw apped, kicked to pieces. Precious netal inlays had been pried out of the
wal |'s.

It had all been done thousands of years ago.

"Just another tonb," Johnny groaned, "already rifled."

A vast, runbling noise throbbed against their ears.

Chapter 17. THE FIGHT IN THE TOVB

THE runbl e came abruptly at first, like a thunderclap, and its echoes throbbed and thunped as

t hunder does.

"Anot her daggone rain," Mnk said hollowy.

Doc rapped, "Quick! Hack the way we cane!"

Monk began, "But what -

"That was expl osive, not thunder!" Doc said sharply. "CGeneral Ino and his nmen nust be bl ow ng
their way out!"

They raced for the noise. The di sappoi ntnent of finding the tonb enpty after so nuch trouble,
instead of being a |l et-down, had enraged them nmade themripe for a fight.

Monk paused to grab Pey-deh-eh-ghan.

"You're conmi along," Mnk gritted. "And if you think you ain't, just nake a pass at ne!"

The mumy man was neek. Spirit seened to have gone out of him

There was anot her expl osion, |ouder because they were closer. An instant |later the snell of
burned powder was in their nostrils.

Doc, in the lead, heard or saw sonething, for he bl ocked their way, crowded them back around a
corner. An instant later guns smashed and | ead raked at the stone.

"We're in swell shape for a fight!" Renny conpl ai ned.

They were still naked, weaponl ess.

Doc pressed them back until they were behind the stone slab of a door, existence of which could
be detected only on cl ose exani nati on.

"Wait here," he directed.

He produced, from a pocket of a carrier vest which he wore under his clothing, several snall
glass balls in a metal case. He gave these to Long Tom

"Anaest hetic grenades," the bronze man explained. "Six of them Al we have. Use themonly as you
have to."

Long Tom expl oded, "But you-"

Doc did not explain. He glided through the door and closed it behind him

The bronze man's aids listened. And al nost inmediately there was a burst of shots, excited

yel I s.

Monk snarled, "I ain't gonna stay here while Doc takes all the chances!"

He | unged for the door, but Renny and Long Tom both got in his way. Renny let his flashlight go
out.

"Don't be a sucker," Renny advised. "Doc knows what he's doin'!"

"Yes," Hamput in. "Try for once to have sone sense!"

Renny had not turned his flashlight on again. The device had to be wound every few mnutes, for a
spring operated the tiny generator that served instead of a battery.

Long Tom grunt ed suddenly, explosively in the darkness. There were scuffling sounds.

"Hol d your breath!" Long Tomyelled. "Pay Day - broke - anaesthetic grenades -

H s warning was too late, for the others had | eaped forward and were already in the anaesthetic
gas. They could not tell. The stuff was odorless and colorless. It did not even burn their |ungs.
The feeling of irresistible drowsiness went warmy over them and chased away any desire to fight,
any interest in what was happening or mght happen. The | ast of the five, and Pey-deh-eh-ghan, were
asl eep before a m nute had passed.

On the other side of the stone door, General Ino's voice said loudly, "They're in here. | heard
themyell! Help me find how this door opens."

It was not a bard door to open, and the anaesthetic gas woul d not affect them when they got in.
The stuff becane ineffective after mingling with the air less than a m nute.

General |no warned, "Watch out for that Doc Savage!" and repeated the adnonition in Arabic.

DOC SAVAGE was having sone difficulty, but not inside the Iabyrinthian passages of the tonb. He
was outdoors. The sky had an unnatural clarity, if one did not know the desert, and stars were |ike
a mllion sparks. Stormclouds walled the west, like a skulking nonster that runbled and snorted
lurid flame.

The bronze man was trying to clinb the sides of the canyon. He had his silken cord unw apped to
its longest, and was flipping the collapsible grapple upward. Each tinme it failed to catch and cane
clinking back.

He changed his position, gliding along the wall of stone, tried again. No luck. He stepped back.
The wall was much too sheer.

It |ooked as if every handhold had been carefully chiseled away. Nature had never nade a wall



that snoot h.

After his survey, Doc picked another spot. On the third attenpt the grapple held, but pulled

| oose when he was al nbst a score of feet up. He landed with catlike ease froma fall that woul d have
crippled many nen.

He tried twice nore; then the rope held, and he clinbed. Only a | edge, but it was over hal fway
up. He threw the grapple, and it canme back with heart-breaking regularity. Then it caught.

He clinbed and stood on the flat top of a table-land. Al solid rock. But it was not level. It

sl oped fromall sides, toward the mddle, alnost a cup.

The bronze man seened to know what he was doing. He ran down the sloping stone, careful of his
footing, and reached a black patch that was al nost circular and nearly ten feet across.

it was a hole. Starglow did not penetrate far intoit, for it went strai ght down.

No | oose stones were about. Doc dug out a coin, a half dollar. He waited until the thunder was
quiet in the west, then dropped the half.

The sound which came up out of the hole was such a noise as can be nade by putting a finger in
the mouth and pulling it out again, hard.

THE bronze man seened satisfied, as if he had proven sonething inmportant. He glided hack to the
cliff's face and let hinself down to the canyon floor with the grapple. He headed for the nouth of
the tomb.

The bronze man was al ways cautious. It was one of the reasons he had |ived. Now he did sonething
that m ght have seenmed unnecessary. He stopped outside the entrance of the barracks chanber from
whi ch access to the tonmb was had.

"Didn't you see hin?" he called harshly in Arabic.

"Wl | ah!" expl oded a voice inside in Arabic. "Did he pass?"

There were guards at the entrance. Doc had sounded |ike one of them and they had been deceived.
"There is another way out," Doc growled in Arabic. "He escaped by that route, and may cone this
way. | amcoming in to help you watch."

He wal ked boldly into the rock chanber.

There were two of the guards. It was dark enough that they did not recognize himin tine. Doc
struck one's jaw, and the fellow trotted back against the wall, stood there a monent, then fell on
hi s face.

The other grabbed for his rifle trigger. Doc got his hands, brought an el bow up under the man's
ear, then swung at his tenple. The Bedouin was qui ck. He dodged the second bl ow, backpedal ed, got a
kni fe out. He had confidence in his knife. He |eaped.

The knife bl ade bad been blued, or painted, so that it did not gleamin the noonlight which was
reflected into the place. The fellow did not slash or swing. He held the bl ade ready for a sudden
dart, the nost difficult blow to stop or dodge.

The under-theear bl ow had paral yzed the man's throat nuscles. Trying to yell, he nade only

croaki ngs. But he would yell before |ong.

Doc threw his shoul ders down, his feet forward. His feet hit the other's ankles. He upset. Doc
grabbed the man's legs, but released theminstantly, so that the slash the fellow made with his
knife m ssed. The swing carried the weapon armaround to the man's side. Doc, |eaning forward, nade
his fist reach the fellow s jaw.

Doc got into the Arab's burnoose. It was not a good fit. He carried the other Bedouin's white
garment, and both their weapons, and found the stone trap-door open.

The passage and the roons of the tonb were too quiet. He did not hear voices, until he reached

t he chanber where they had found evidence of vandalism- the rifled tonb itself.

General Ino was saying, "W had themonce, and didn't do it. That's one mi stake we won't make
twice. Qui, rnonsieurs."

Shast er asked, harshly, "How?"

Proudman Shaster sounded as if he were in the grip of his beheading fever.

"Can you cut off a head with that?" the general questioned quietly.

"l can nmake a really wonderful try!"

Wien Doc | ooked into the chanber, Proudman Shaster was | eaning over Hamwith a nachete, the sane
weapon wi th which he had beheaded the Arabs in the fight which had all been a m stake.

DOC had an easy shot with one of the rifles he had just captured. Shaster, all his teeth show ng,
hi s eyes popping, set hinself for a blow, and was notionless an instant.

The flame fromthe rifle nmuzzle seemed to | eap alnost to Shaster's knife hand. The shot crashed,
thundered, died out and left only Shaster's scream of agony.

Two of the Bedoins were furnishing Iight and odor with torches they had inprovised out of their
flowi ng garments. Their surprised | eaps caused showers of sparks to fall.

Shaster went to the floor with his mangl ed hand. He bellowed |like a branded ani mal, one |ong baw
after another.

The white renegade of the Bedouins, Sandy, kept his head better than the others. H's pistol cane
out of its holster spouting |ead.

Doc did not shoot at him He got the nen with the torches - firing at their hands. One torch went
out. Several of the men were shooting by now.



Doc spun, yelled out in his natural voice, so they woul d have no doubt about who he was, and ran.
He travel ed fast, for death was at his heels-and he had a certain spot he wanted to reach in a great
hurry. He dropped his rifle.

He made it - craw ed through the opening which was carved to resenble a great human nouth.

How i ng, shooting, the foes were no nore than a score of feet behind.

Doc | eaped. His fingers caught the el aborate carving of the headdress, and he haul ed hinsel f up.
He had room enough to cling there, just above the opening. But, by little nmore than stretching their
hands up, the men could touch himas they cane through.

The first of the Arabs charged through. Three of them shoul der to shoul der.

Doc had dropped his rifle, but he still held a revolver he had taken from one of the

door - guar di ng Bedouns. It was a cheap gun. He cocked it, and tossed it far down the corridor, in the
direction he woul d have taken had he continued his flight.

The gun hit, jarred, off, exploded. That was because it was cheap. But there was a touch of | uck,
too. The bullet came back and shot two Arabs through the |egs.

They squawl ed, returned the fire, inagining it had cone fromtheir quarry. They were not cowards.
They charged w eckl essly.

The men fl owed under Doc with giddy speed. General Ino and Proudman Shaster were | ast.

Doc | et them get away, then dropped down and ran to his five aids and Pey-deh-eh-ghan.

Chapter 18. WATER

ThE effects of the anaesthetic gas did not usually wear off in less than half an hour, and
nowhere near that tinme had el apsed.

Doc, however, carried - it occupied the tiniest space - a hypoderm c needl e containing several
shots of a drug which, once it was in the system neutralized the stupefying effects of the
anaesthetic, and would revive a victimin a few mnutes. He used that now.

Monk, with the physique of the gorilla he resenbled, was the first to turn over and get up. He
took a swng at Ham seeing himnear, then fell upon the | awer and began pounding him Monk had
awakened with what is sonetimes called an anaesthetic drunk.

Doc grabbed him shook him and Monk cane out of it.

"Well, |'ve been wantin' to |anbaste Ham anyway!" he nunbl ed.

Pey- deh- eh-ghan was the last to recover. He got up shakily, |ooking bewi | dered.

"I"l'l bet this nodern world is turning out to be quite a thing for him" Long Tomsaid, dryly. "I
wonder how he likes it?"

Runni ng feet approached al ong the passages. Enough of themthat their sound was a dull roar.
"Found they were tricked," Doc said. "W had better nove!"

"This place ain't extensive enough for much fightin'," Mnk conpl ai ned.

Doc scooped up the rifle which he had dropped, picked up another |ying near by. Renny got
Proudman Shaster's nachete. One of the torch-carrying Arabs had al so dropped a weapon, and Johnny
appropriated that.

They scattered, seeking an exit.

"Holy cow " Renny booned. "There ain't any way out!"

But there was. Pey-deh-eh-ghan showed it to them He shoved on the wall, and a stone slab fell
into anot her passage on the opposite side. The slab was not hinged. It fell heavily, nmade nuch
noi se, and broke in several pieces, so they could not replace it.

They scranbl ed over the fragments. Several shots banged, and the bullets narrowy m ssed Ham who
was the | ast through.

"They - must have - kicked me - when unconscious!" Ham gasped. "I hurt all over!"

Monk heard that, rushed back, and hel ped Ham This was so unexpected that Hamnearly fell down.
Ham had no way of knowing it was contriteness which was noving the honely chem st. Ham had been
sensel ess when Mnk, anaesthetic drunk, had pummel ed him But Mnk knew t hat was what had al npst
di sabl ed Ham

They made tinme - until Pey-deh-eh-ghan suddenly whi pped away from them and ran back toward
General Ino's nen.

"FOOL!" Renny bellowed. "He'll get killed."

The mumy man was squawl i ng sonmething in his tongue, and when Renny tried to pursue him Doc
stopped the bhig-fisted chemi st.

"Listen!" Doc rapped.

Pey- deh- eh-ghan repeated what he was yelling.

Johnny translated. "He says for us to go on! He will |lead themoff and | ose them on anot her
route!”
General Ino's nob had stopped shooting. But they were still com ng.

Pey- deh- eh- ghan howl ed sonet hi ng el se.

"He says to crawl into a niche a short distance down this passage!" Johnny expl oded.

"Quiet!" Doc warned.

That was so that General Ino's nmen would not hear them They were close. Their hard breathing was
audi bl e, |ike many snakes hi ssing.

Then Pey-deh-eh-ghan yelled out shrilly, angrily. It was plain that he was attracting General



Ino's nen. He succeeded, and they turned their charge in that direction

Doc and his nen were left to thensel ves

Monk breat hed softly, "I've cussed that nummy guy and |'ve wanted to wing his neck, but from now
on, he can have what |'ve got! He's risking his I[ife to save ours!"

Doc said, "Do not be too sure of that! W had better nove!"

"Huh?"

"Qui ck! Explanations can wait!"

They crept forward quietly, heading for the exit, alert for sonme signs of straggling foes. But
the eneny seemed to have kept together. They were all on the trail of the nmummy nman, even Proudman
Shaster and the torch bearers with their shattered hands

Creeping along, each of Doc's nen unexpectedly found the bronze giant beside them He pressed
sonmething into their hands, sonething round and hard and about the size of a garden pea

"Put that in your nmouth,” he told each one. "Have it ready to break with your teeth.”

"l don't get this," Mnk conplained. "Pay Day told us to stay in that niche; but you, Doc -
Haminterrupted, "You're going to talk us all into a grave with that curiosity of yours. Pipe
down. "

They were in the chanber of the kneeling stone statues when the great gurgling noise first
reached their ears

"Run!" Doc rapped

They ran, but they were not across the roomwhen the water hit them It seemed to pour through
doors, through openings in the ceiling. Great falls of it, a yard across

"Break those pellets!" Doc shouted. "Keep themin your nouths and hold your breath!"

THE wat er canme down with N agara viol ence. The flood of it washed themoff their feet, punmel ed

t hem about, smashed them agai nst the statues, washed the statues over. It roared and boil ed, and
tinme after time, they fought to the top, until there was no top, for the water had filled the room
conpl etely.

Through it all, they kept their nmouths closed and did not breathe. They knew, now, why Doc had
told themto do that. The pellets held a chem cal. Not oxygen. Some chem cal m xture which supplied
for a few mnutes, the effect which oxygen supplied upon the human system

After a time, they found the bronze man seeking them out, assenbling them one at a tinme, at the
door, and when they were all there, guiding themforward swinmng until at |ast they reached the
exit in the barracks room

It was no trouble to get out. Water was boiling up through the hole, for the tonb was conpletely

fl ooded. They were washed out and onto the floor of the canyon, bruised, ill, and al nost suffocated
for the chemcal pellets were losing their effect
Doc got themaway fromthe water, and they all lay there for a tine

"The top of the cliff is hollowed out to catch rainwater," Doc explained at |ast. "The water runs
into a reservoir under the rock, evidently, and it can be made to flood the tonb when a trap is set
off. It must have been one of Pey-deh-eh-ghan's traps for robbers who cane to rifle his tonb, or
nmore properly, his treasure storehouse."

Monk nuttered, "Then Pey-deh-eh-ghan drowned hinself to get the rest of us?"

"You shoul d know Pey-deh-eh-ghan better than that by now " Doc said, dryly.

"You nean he got away?"

"Probably."
They found no signs to show t hat Pey-deh-eh-ghan had gotten away. They searched. But these bl ack
rock nmountains did not hold a trail. There was stone everywhere, so hard that it would take no mark

from hobnails, nmuch | ess bare human feet. They did find the pets, Habeas and Chem stry, roam ng
Next, they tried to get into the tonb. The water had filled it, and Doc's chenical pellets were
not effective enough to permt themto explore it

After they had tried several tinmes, Long Tomsaid, "If Doc hadn't guessed what Pay Day was up to
and gotten us part of the way out, we'd never have nmade it."

They were very tired. They slept the rest of the night after a fashion

Next norning, Doc announced, "W will start a shaft to drain the tonb."

Monk, never backward, suggested doubtfully, "I can get along w thout seeing the inside of that

pl ace again."

"We will drain it," Doc said

THEYdrained it, and the | abor took three weeks. They used netal parts of their plane's notors for
tool material, and there was plenty of food fromthe Arab canp. They sent the shaft in fromthe
canyon floor, and the water ran out for alnobst three hours. Then they went in with torches
General |no, Proudnman Shaster, Sandy, the rest, had died. They found the bodies

They did not find Pey-deh-eh-ghan's body. But they found sonething that Pey-deh-eh-ghan, from
what they had seen of him would al nbost have given his life to keep them from finding

Doc located it after six hours of sounding with a hammer fromthe plane. It was not a door, but a
stretch of the stone which rang hollow. They spent two hours breaking through

Doc stood beside the opening and noti oned Johnny, the archaeol ogist. "Want to be first?"

"Think it's safe?" Johnny asked, doubtfully.



"It may be worth the chance," Doc said

Johnny stepped through, or partway through, and used one of the flashlights which they had found
in the plane. He stood there for an unexpectedly long tinme. Then he drew hack. His face was
distinctly white, his eyes brighter than any of the others ever renenbered having seen them

"It was worth it!" he said, hoarsely

They all went in.

When they got out again. they had to sit in the shade of the canyon wall for sonme tine before
they felt |ike discussing what they had found. Then they spoke about it in whispers, w thout know ng
why - for they were nen who had seen fabul ous wealth before

"The treasure of Pey-deh-eh-ghan," Johnny said, slowy, and using small words. "Supposed to be
one of the great |ost hoards of history."

"And not exaggerated a darn bit," said Renny, for once not runbling

Monk, who occasionally took an interest in jewels, nuttered, "I've been tryin' to figure up what
the stuff in that first vase, or bow, the one next to where we broke in, is worth. Listen,
counted a hundred and el even di anonds, and not one of 'emless than five carats, or |'mdizzy!" He
sighed. "Aw, nuts! |'mdizzy anyway!"

"The first true thing you ever said," Hamremarked, unkindly.

"l wonder," Long Tom pondered al oud, "how nuch was taken by the thieves fromthat outer tonb, the
one that was vandal i zed?"

"Not hi ng, probably,"” Doc said. "There were probably never any vandal s."

Long Tom expl oded, "I don't get you?"

" Pey- deh-eh-ghan," Doc expl ained, "was a snooth article. It is nmy guess that he rigged up that
outer tomb to make it look as if it had been sacked, then conceal ed the entrance to the inner
treasure trove thoroughly

"Any one finding the outer tonb, which was easy to find, but not too easy, would have thought the
pl ace had al ready been ransacked of all valuables. It was a trick."

"I'f we find him we'll ask himabout that," Long Tom suggest ed

THEY next heard of Pey-deh-eh-ghan in a queer way. It was after they were in Cairo, shipping the
relics fromthe tonb, converting the wealth into funds for hospitals and the great charity

organi zati on of which Doc was a director

They did not hear of Pey-deh-eh-ghan directly. But they did hear of a tall, strange-I|ooking nman
dark of skin, with a flowi ng white beard and hair, who had cone in out of the desert, unable to
speak a word of any |anguage the best interpreters knew.

The strange nman's picture had been in the newspapers, and Doc got copies of the journals

It had been Pey-deh-eh-ghan

The strange man's picture had been in the papers because of the way he had di ed. He had been
wal ki ng al ong the street, when he had heard a radi o | oud-speaker which stood in front of a nusic
store. Instantly, he had dashed into the street, as if fleeing fromthe | oud-speaker, and a car had
run over himand killed him

The speaker on the radio at the tine had been the well-known Anerican, Doc Savage, announcing the
di scovery of a treasure tonb in the Nubian Desert

THE END



