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Chapter |. SWAMP TERROR

A CAMP cook was the first to di sappear. Nothing rmuch was thought of that. The cook was believed
to have a weakness for swanp "corn."” It was decided he had been the victimof an accident. That he
probably had stepped into a sink-hole in the darkness.

Afterward, it was |earned that that was a mi stake.

A youth, hired as a handy man about one of the canps, vanished next. He took a rifle |late one
afternoon and entered the swanp to see if he could kill some squirrels for supper.

He never cane back.

Some uneasy conmment followed that. But the youth was known to have been of the restless,
wandering type. Finally, it was believed he had just junped this job and gone on.

Then the first runors were heard.

The earliest stories nentioned chains and strange cl anking sounds in the night. Governnent

engi neers on the job grinned broadly. The swanp nen they were using as helpers didn't grin at all.
They | ooked queerly apprehensive, and that was odd. They weren’t the type of men that frightened
easily.

A few days |later cane the runor of a peculiarly venonous type of snake. At least it was supposed
to be a snake.

Swanp nen called it "The Crinson Serpent!"

The natives now | ooked al nost terror-stricken. Singly and in pairs they quit their jobs. Wthin a
week al nost half of them had vani shed into the dark recesses of the swanp.

That was serious enough.

And then came the first definite evidence of the weird terror of the swanp! It came with terrible
suddenness. It left another man dead, horribly dead. It changed young Bill Craig froma strong,
husky engineer into a trenbling shadow of fear!

EVERYONE had antici pated trouble. But not even the npst pessimistic had any idea of the strange,

mal i gnant thing that was to be encountered.

The job was a flood-control project. And flood-control work, particularly where it means buil ding
danms and inundating a considerable section of territory, always brings difficulties.

In this case, even nore than the usual trials and tribulations had been expected. The area to be

af fected was the al nost inaccessible, inpassable swanp in the southeastern part of Arkansas, between
the M ssissippi and Quachita rivers. The residents of that swanp were far fromfriendly to State or
government officials of any kind.

Those in charge realized that. They had gone to the one man they believed could hel p them

They had asked the aid of Doc Savage.

Doc Savage was known by reputation even to the swanp dwel |l ers. They knew they could trust him

Doc had assured themthe engi neers woul d not be acconpani ed by Federal officers, that there would be
no attenpt to hunt down petty |aw violators.

He even had one of his own nen, Col onel John Renw ck, known as Renny, appointed as chief engineer
for the necessary survey work, so that any trouble between the swanp dwell ers and the governnent men
coul d be ironed out pronptly.

That was all Doc thought there was to it.



Young Bill Craig knew the swanp nmen, also. He was a graduate of Yale, but he had been born and
reared in Arkansas.

Young Bill was one of the few engineers who did not |augh at the whispered stories of the
natives. Strange stories had cone out of the swanp for years, but this one seened too real, too
vivid, to be dism ssed easily.

It was with difficulty he forced hinself to go out on the job. The swanp seened nore fearsone,
nore dangerous than ever before. H's nen were strangely silent.

As the norning hours slipped by, his nerves became nore and nore tense. It seened as if the swanp
were waiting. Waiting for some terrible thing to occur.

A prenonition of com ng disaster gripped him

Young Bill Craig tried to dismss that prenonition as he pushed farther and farther into the
swanp. It didn’t do any good. The feeling of dread continued to grow.
Probably because he coul d speak their |anguage, Young Bill still had his crewintact. Two natives

were along to cut through the tall grass and thick vines so that he could use his microneter
theodolite. A couple nore handled the | ong steel tapes. Nearby were two guides in the long, slender
boats that were used in the bayous.

Near sunset, Bill Craig thought it becane unusually quiet. The swanp nen seened to be |i stening,
with ears strained.

The sound itself came without warning. It resenbled that of a |ogging chain being dragged over
rough ground, so that the |inks clanked together.

Bill Craig was |eaning over, peering through the tel escope of the theodolite. One of the swanp
men happened to be facing himas he jerked erect.

Utter terror was pictured on the other’'s |eathery face!

For a time no one noved. Then Jute gave a nervous |augh. Jute was one of the guides. He was
fingering a long-barreled rifle and looking in the direction fromwhich the sound of the clanking
chain had come. That laugh freed Bill Craig’s frozen nuscles.

"What is it?" he asked sharply.

Jute sent a stream of tobacco juice against the thick trunk of a cypress tree, but did not
answer. He was a |ean, |anky man wearing faded overalls.

Bill Craig glanced at the others. They had regai ned control of their features, but they couldn't
hide the | ook al nost of panic that |urked far back in their eyes.
Had Bill Craig been ol der and nore experienced, he m ght have pushed his question. Then again, he

probably woul dn’t. He knew enough of the swanp dwellers to know he stood nore chance of getting
information if he let themvolunteer it than if he tried to force themto talKk.

He gave his big shoul ders what he hoped was an indifferent shrug and turned back to the

t heodol i te.

"Back to work." he rapped. "We've still got an hour before dusk."

Wien he | ooked up sone nonents later, he noticed that Jute had di sappeared. He hadn’t heard him
go, but then Jute knew how to handl e a boat noisel essly.

Bill Craig smled with satisfaction. That was nore like it. Jute, of all of them had seened

| east inpressed by the sound they had heard. He had spent his life in the swanps, and was quite
capabl e of taking care of hinself. Undoubtedly he woul d reappear soon with sonme quite sinple
expl anation of the chain rattle.

Then a new sound cane. It was a netallic sound, also, but one such as Bill Craig had never heard
before. If he hadn’t known better, he would have sworn that it was a sound such as woul d have been
made by men marching in arnor.

It was only seconds after that when the screans began!

It was just dusk. That nade it harder to tell distance or direction. Besides, sound carries far
over water.

The screans didn't sound human. But Bill Craig knew no animal could make such sounds. They were
too frenzied, too filled wi th unbearabl e agony.

Yet it didn't seem possible that anything could nake Jute, if it was Jute, screamlike that.

The young engi neer stood frozen for several nonents. Then he turned to | eap toward the other

gui de and the second boat.

He was just in time to see that boat flash away.

Bill Craig s hesitation had been short, but it had been |ong enough for the rest of his crewto
reach the boat. He was |eft al one.

Young Bill yelled. Then he cursed. He did a good job at both. The boat did not pause. It went

away. As near as Bill could tell, it was going in a direction opposite to that from which the
screans were com ng.

Physi cal danger was sonething Bill Craig did not fear. He had a small gun in his belt for use in
killing snakes. He got this gun out and began to run to hel p Jute.

He could still hear the screans. They were fainter now, but no |ess horrifying.

Before Bill Craig realized where he was going, he fell off the hammbck of ground and went into

the water. It was stagnant water, filled with crawy things.
It took himsone tine to get back to land. He found he had | ost his gun. The screans stopped.



For a nonent, panic seized the engineer. The only way to get out of the swanp was by boat. He had
no boat, and sonething horrible was near at hand.

He floundered about aimessly. Twice nore he fell into water. Then he stopped. He stopped because
he heard again the sound of a clanking chain.

The sound was close by, but it was al nbost dark and he coul d see nothing. He made hinself as snall
as possible, shivering. After a while the sound of the chain faded.

Bl LL CRAIG didn't know a night could be so Iong. He was al nost thankful for the swarns of

nmosqui toes that buzzed about him They kept hi m awake and kept hi m busy sl apping. Cccasionally he
coul d hear some animal noving about. Once he heard the piercing scream of a cougar.

Unknown peril seened lurking on all sides. He didn't even dare light a cigarette.

Sonet hi ng was horribly wong, and his only hope was that he might live to tell about it. There
was no question in his mnd but that Jute was dead.

As soon as the first rays of daylight cane he fished out a conpass and started to work his way
back to civilization. The path that had been cut through the vines and grass hel ped sonme, but he
couldn’t follow a straight line. There were too nany bayous to cross, and he knew cotton-nouth
noccasi ns were plentiful.

It was al nost noon when he found Jute’s boat. The boat evidently had drifted down one of the

wi nding creeks until it had tangled up in the lowhanging linb of a big tree.

Jute’s rifle was in the bottomof the boat. Bill Craig felt a little better when he got his hands
on that. Then he renmenbered that the rifle evidently hadn’t done Jute any good, and he felt afraid
agai n.

Despite his fear, he poled the boat back up the creek. He kept as near in the center of the bayou
as he could, and had the rifle where he could grab it instantly.

He al nost missed finding Jute at that. Then he wi shed that he had m ssed him

The | anky gui de appeared to be standing up with his back against a tree. The only thing was that
his feet dangl ed several feet above the water.

After a bit, Young Bill saw why Jute didn't fall. Vines were w apped about his body. They were
rattan vines, and appeared to be encircling Jute just as they encircled trees on all sides.

One | oop of the vines was about Jute's throat. It was very tight. Jute couldn’'t have done nuch
scream ng after that vine had encircled him The guide's face pictured al nost unbelievable pain and
horror.

Bill Craig saw the rest of it then, and turned a little sick.

Jute’'s shirt was gone. A big red snake, its head buried in the flesh, appeared clinging to the
gui de’ s skinny chest.

The young engi neer jerked up the rifle. He alnost pulled the trigger before he sawit wasn't a
snake on Jute’'s chest at all. It just |ooked that way.

Bill Craig had to get over being sick before he could get closer and nake the exami nation he knew
had to be made.

VWhat he saw nade himsick all over again. Frantically he turned, poled the boat away. Jute’s body
woul d have to be recovered, but he wanted soneone else to inspect it before it was noved.

Hair rose on the back of Bill Craig's neck. He had the eerie feeling that deadly, venonous eyes
were wat ching him Unreasoning fear gripped him

For he knew that the mark of the red snake had not been left on Jute’'s body by any aninal.

It might be called "The Crinson Serpent” by the swanp nmen—but the Crinmson Serpent was human.

Chapter |I1. CHAINS CLANK

COLONEL JOHN RENW CK, known to his friends as Renny, found Bill Craig just as the young engi neer
was about to energe fromthe swanp.

Renny was anot her who had not scoffed at the runors he had heard, although he had not credited
them either. Wen Bill Craig had failed to return to canp, Renny had gone to |l ook for him

Bill Craig was big, but he appeared small conpared with the giant aid of Doc Savage.

It was sone tine before Renny could get Bill Craig cal ned enough to tell a coherent story. At
first all Bill Craig could do was babbl e:

"The Crimson Serpent! The Crinson Serpent!"

But Renny knew how to handle hysteria. H's features hard, his mouth thin and grim Renny’s huge
opened pal ms smacked the other crisply on either cheek.

The bl ows did not appear hard, but Bill Craig’ s head rocked fromside to side as if hit by a

sl edge hammer. Reason returned to his eyes.

"Il 4" msorry," he stamered,

"Tell me about it," Renny said. His voice was surprisingly gentle.

Bill Craig’'s nerve returned. After all, this was one of Doc Savage's nen, the one who had faced
count |l ess dangers unafraid. Hesitantly at first, but with rapidly reviving courage, the young
engi neer told what he had heard and seen.

"Holy cow " said Renny when the story was conpl ete.

For a tine the giant said nothing nore. His thin lips were even tighter. Then: "W’ Il go see," he



runbl ed.

Bill Craig gul ped. He thought of nentioning the feeling he’d had of unseen eyes, venonobus eyes,
wat ching him He changed his mind. Wthout a word he held the boat steady while Renny got in, then
turned back into the swanp.

ORDI NARI LY, Renny enjoyed going through the swanp. Unlike many, he got a secret thrill out of the
practically prinmeval w | derness.

This time he didn’t. For once, the swanp seermed om nous. Renny, also, felt that beady, unw nking
eyes were watching them He didn't nention it, either.

Renny believed Bill Craig's story. The young engineer wasn't the kind to be easily frightened.
Only one thing didn't seemreasonable. That was Young Bill’'s description of the wound in Jute's
chest.

That wound, Bill Craig insisted, |ooked as if it had been made by human teeth.

Renny’s puritanical features becane nore severe. That was sonething he'd have to see for hinself
before he could credit it.

Bill Craig s back becane tense. "Alnpbst there," he whispered.

Renny said nothing, but he didn't see anything unusual about the other whispering. He felt the
sane way hinmsel f. The huge, overhanging cypress created an artificial gloom The air was hot and
hum d, filled with the heavy peculiar odor of bay trees. From somewhere near canme the flat splash of
an alligator.

The boat rounded a bend. An alnost inarticulate sound came fromBill Craig. The young engi neer’s
face whitened. One armraised, pointed toward a big tree.

"It-it-t-the-body is gone!" he gasped.

RENNY’ S expression did not change. It was alnpbst as if he had been expecting such a devel opnent.
But he asked:

"You' re sure this is the spot?"

Bill Craig nodded wordl essly. O ose inspection showed he was correct. There were dark-brown
stains on one of the rattan vines about the tree.

"Friends may have found him" Renny said. The big engineer spoke calmy, but he didn't feel that
way. And he didn't believe Jute's friends had come back for him either.

Nei ther did Young Bill. "But-but— he started.

"I"mgoing to notify Doc," Renny added softly. "This is a case for him"

They got out of there swiftly. Renny's enornpus arns hel ped drive the boat at an astoundi ng pace.
It didn't take themlong to get back to canp.

Bill Craig was al nost |ight-hearted, Doc Savage was to be summoned. Everything would be all
right.
Young Bill had never seen Doc Savage, but he’d heard much of him Everyone had, he guessed. There

were so nany stories told about himthat he was al nbst a | egendary figure.

It was exciting enough to work for Col onel Renwi ck, but to have Doc Savage on the scene al so—
Bill Craig s eyes shone. He wasn’'t beyond the age of hero worship. Now he was going to get to see
the famous C ark Savage, Jr., hinmself.

If half the stories they told about himwere true, then the nenace of the swanp, whatever it was,
was as good as conquered. That was the way Bill Craig felt.

Doc Savage was known as master of many sciences. He was recogni zed as one of the outstanding
physici ans and surgeons. But it wasn't of these things Bill Craig was thinking.

He was thinking of Doc Savage, the adventurer, of the Doc Savage who was the unrelenting foe

agai nst the forces of evil. Wth his five aids, of whom Renny was one, Doc Savage was known the
worl d over as the man who had conquered perils that had threatened nations.

So busy were his thoughts that it cane as a surprise to Bill Craig to find they had left the
swanp behi nd.

The canp had been laid out on solid ground just outside the wilderness. It was sone mles from
the cl osest town, but served as a base for operations.

A series of wooden shacks had been thrown up. There was one big building, Renny used that as his
headquarters, where he correlated the work of the engineers. Near it was a long structure that was
used as a mess hall.

Snoke was coming fromthe nmess hall stovepi pe. The few workers left in canp were at |unch.

"Tell themnothing," Renny ordered crisply. "It won't do to have this getting out until we know
what it is all about."
Bill Craig nodded. Renny turned toward his office, reaching for his keys. A snall, conpact

short-wave radi o sending and receiving set was there. Al Doc’s aids had simlar sets. Wth them
they coul d communi cate with Doc Savage no matter where they were.

Renny stopped suddenly. His jaw dropped. He’'d left his office door closed and | ocked. It was open
now. A stranger sat inside, feet cocked jauntily on a desk.

RENNY’ S nonstrosity of fists nade tight balls. He advanced nenacingly.



"It ees not pernmeeted to hit a gentlenman of the press," the stranger said lazily.

Renny’ s advance stopped. The belligerence went out of his eyes. He | ooked as near stupid as was
possi bl e.

"Holy cowl Wiy didn’t you say so before?" he grunbled. He went on without pause: "Wrk is comn’
al ong as good as woul d be expected, but it’'s quite a job. You can say—

The other’'s feet came off the table, hit the floor. He held up one hand. He was a small man with
bl ack hair plastered close to his head. He was al nost el egantly dressed. A perfunmed handkerchi ef was
jammed into the breast pocket of his coat. He showed very white teeth as he grinned.

"Treés bon,

a very good act, Col onel Renwick," he conplinmented. "But it ees of the red serpent and the nurder
that | weesh to know. "

Renny blinked rapidly, but that was all. "Your nane?" he rapped.

"Ceorges Douter." The little man bowed, "Federation Press man for thees district, and a very good
reporter.”

Renny sighed. "I was afraid of that," he said. H s manner becane confidential. "Can't you |lay off
for a day or so? Then maybe I'Il have a real story to give you. |If you spring anything now, you'll

scare off what few workers |’ve got left, mght even defeat the ends of justice—=

He broke off suddenly, and his |lips becane thin again, his voice cold. "Just how did you know
there had been a nmurder, anyway?" he snapped.

Georges Douter smirked. "Naturally I know sone of the natives, even in the swanp. Runors have

come to nmy ears. Now if you'll just confirmthen®"

Renny’ s jaw snapped shut. "I1’ve nothing to say."

The other bowed again, grinned sardonically. "That ees confirmati on enough. | shall send out ny
story.”

He started toward the door. Renny’'s hand shot forward, he appeared to reach out and nab the

little man. Then he stepped aside. Georges Douter |aughed and wal ked out. Renny watched himas he
went to the edge of the clearing and di sappeared. A few nonents |ater he heard the sound of an auto.
A thin ridge appeared in Renny's forehead. He wondered just who had put on the best act.

Georges Douter had tal ked with a French accent. That was all right. Lots of residents of the

M ssi ssippi bottomlands in this district spoke French. He might even be a native of the district.
For that matter, he m ght even have heard of the red serpent and Jute’'s nurder as he said he had.
But he wasn’t a newspaper nan.

RENNY had encountered plenty of reporters in his tine. He had even known a few, nostly cubs, who
carried guns. But he had never net one who carried a gun on his hip, another in a shoul der hol ster
and a knife sheathed under his coat at the back of his neck.

That was too much arsenal even for the greenest cub.

No, Ceorges Douter was not a reporter. But Renny had seen no reason for disclosing that he had

| earned that fact. The big engineer had di scovered |ong ago that hasty action often was unw se.

But the whole thing was getting nore conplicated. Doc should be notified without |oss of tinme. He
wal ked toward a rear room where he had installed the radio sending-outfit.

A norment | ater and he was racing back out of the building. He ran toward the spot where he had

| ast seen Georges Douter, even though he knew it was useless. His fists were clenched. It was one of
his tricks to break oaken panels of doors with those fists. Right now he wanted to use themto snear
the features of the dapper little fake reporter.

The radi o set had been sabotaged. It wouldn't work.

Georges Douter grinned as he heard the words Renny was using. He didn't understand American idiom
enough to recogni ze all the phrases, but the tone of the big man’s voice was sufficient to indicate
what they probably neant.

The little man wasn’t far away. In fact, he' d noved back to the edge of the clearing, where he

had a good view of the canp. But he was well hidden.

He' d driven his car into a hiding place where he was confident it wouldn't be found. Then he had
raced back to one end of the canp ground and burrowed under a thick bush. He didn't seem concerned
over how his clothes would | ook when he got out.

He had a gun out when Renny came back into view wal king toward the office building. But he didn't
use it.

The engi neers who had been in the mess hall had raced out when they heard Renny shouting. They
took one I ook at the big engineer’s face and quietly returned to their |unch.

That is, all but Bill Craig. Bill Craig foll owed Renny. Together they inspected the radio
transmitter.

"You could drive into town and call up,"” Bill Craig suggested.
"Go | ook at our cars," Renny advi sed.
Bill Craig did so. He returned in a few mnutes |ooking rather pale. Three ancient flivvers were

used as transportation for the engineers. The carburetor floats were missing fromall three. That
was sonething baling wire wouldn't fix. It was only two hours’ drive to the nearest town. It would
take a day to wal k the distance.



"Don’t say anything about it," Renny runbled.

"It-it doesn't make sense,"” Bill Craig faltered.

"Of course not!" Renny snapped. He had the transmitting set apart, was making two draw ngs. "But
why don’t you think so?"

"The nmurder of Jute, all the strange sounds and things | heard, mght just have been a plot to
run us off this job, to get us out of the swanp,"” Young Bill said swiftly.

"Yeah?"

"Yes. But if that was it, why then would an effort be nmade to keep us fromgetting into

communi cation with anyone, and particularly to keep us fromgetting out of here. That is, unless—

Bill Craig’ s voice faltered suddenly.

"Unl ess what?" Renny asked, nore kindly.

"—unl ess soneone, sonething—+ntends to kill us all,"” Bill Craig breathed.

Renny did not answer for a nmonment. Then he handed the young engi neer one of the two draw ngs.
"Can’t you think of anything pleasant?" he roared. "Here! You nake this part. |I'lIl make the
other. Only two inportant doodads are busted on this set. If we're any good at all we’'ll have it

wor ki ng by night."

Renny’ s voi ce had excell ent carrying power. Georges Douter heard his words without difficulty.

A peculiar expression crossed the little man’s face. Wthout haste, he wiggled his way back out

of the bush that conceal ed him Then he slipped through bushes and trees until he came to the car he
had secreted. He curled up in the rear seat and went to sleep.

Consequently, he didn't see Renny when the big engi neer dodged out of the canp an hour or so

later. No one el se saw Renny either. H s actions after that were peculiar. He conpletely circled the
canp. Once in a while he stopped. Each tine he stopped he was very busy. H s arms had been | oaded
with small packages when he | eft the canp. Wien he returned, they were enpty.

O all this, Georges Douter was unaware. |t was grow ng dark when the little nan awoke. He

gl anced at a wist watch and gave a grunt of satisfaction. Then he inspected the two guns he
carried, nmade sure they were ready for action.

After that he waited.

He didn't have long to wait.

The sound of clanking chains came just as the sun di sappeared.

Chapter |I11. A THREAT

Bl LL CRAI G had just conpleted work on his part for the broken radio transmtter. He said, "Dam!"
quite enphatically.

Renny nodded sonber agreenent, his features nore puritanical -appearing than ever.

"The message to Doc will have to wait," the big engineer said.
He reached to a high shelf, renoved two peculiar-appeari ng weapons. They seened to be oversized
pistols, with large druns nounted on the top. He gave one of themto Bill Craig.

The weapons were those often used by Doc and his men. They threw shells with extraordinary
rapidity. Sonmetines they were |oaded with nercy bullets—bullets that nerely brought unconsci ousness,
a type that barely penetrated the skin, then rel eased a drug that caused the coma. On ot her
occasions they were | oaded with an expl osive type of bullet that had great penetrating power as well
as causing a trenendous bl ast.

This time they were | oaded only with the mercy bullets.

Sound of the clanking chains had been heard by others in the canp as well. Those who had scoffed

at the natives for being superstitious suddenly becanme very sel f-conscious. They gl anced at each

ot her quickly, then began to talk |oudly, endeavoring by sheer |ung power to overcone the fear they
felt.

"Don’t take any chances,"” Renny warned. "But try to get close to whatever is nmaking that noise.
When you are close, don't hesitate—epen fire at once."

Bill Craig' s head bobbed agreement The young engi neer was pale, but his |ips were alnpst as tight
as those of Renny.

Renny turned out the lights in the building and the two slipped outside.

The chain sound had cone only once. A second sound cane as Bill Craig and Renny noved noi sel essly
toward the swanp. It was the sanme noi se the young engi neer had heard the night before, a netallic
sound such as he had i magi ned men m ght make while wal king in arnor.

Renny’s thin lips split in a noiseless whistle. He ducked | ow and dodged forward rapidly.

Georges Douter had circled the canp and was near the edge of the swanp also. The little nan had
one of his guns in his hand, but he acted as if he did not expect to use it.

H s teeth showed as he heard Renny and Bill Craig plunging onward. He squatted on his heels and

wai t ed expectantly.

A gigantic roar alnost split his eardruns. It was the bull-fiddle roar of one of the queer

weapons Renny had produced.

The roar stopped abruptly. In the sane instant there was a blinding flare of light. It burst just
beyond the edge of the swanp, but was gone so swiftly Georges Douter was unable to see a thing. He
couldn’t see anything for several seconds afterward, either.



The scream canme a nonent after the light had faded. It was a high-pitched, frenzied shriek. It
stopped at the highest point. It was not renewed.
Cl anki ng of nmetal sounded al nbst i mediately afterward. It faded into the distance rapidly.

GECRGES DOUTER had not noved. He remmined in a crouching position, his gun still held

negligently.

A mnor eruption took place at the canp. Lights flared on from many sides. Men rushed out of the
bui | dings. Mdst of themhad rifles. A ragged volley of shots was fired into the swanp before saner
heads qui eted the hysteria.

"Col onel Renwi ck? Bill Craig?" one of the nen shouted.

There was no answer fromthe swanp.

Georges Douter nodded, as if a question had been answered as expected. He got to his feet, but
remai ned out of sight.

Men were rushing for flashlights at the canp. One or two flashes did appear, but no one seened
anxious to use them

Georges Douter grinned without mirth. He took a fountain-pen flashlight fromhis pocket, shaded

it so that the glare would not be visible at the canp, and went rapidly toward the spot from which
the scream had come.

He found the body on a narrow strip of land that projected for a ways into the swanp. The body
was on its back. Near one outstretched hand was an over-sized pistol with a big cartridge drum on

t op.

The man’s face had di sappeared. In its place was a crinson-appearing mass, |like a coiled snake.

Bl ood still trickled fromthe hideous wound. It |ooked as if the "snake’'s" head vani shed into the
man’s skull. The hole in the scal p and bone was responsible for that.

Fai nt cl ucki ng sounds cane from Georges Douter. The sounds indicated neither pity nor exultation.
The little man’s face was expressionless, but he did not appear surprised.

The tiny beam fromthe pencil flash darted back and forth. CGeorges Douter reached forward

suddenly and picked up a piece of broken string.

"Qui .

As | expected," he nodded.

Men were approachi ng cautiously fromthe canp. Georges Douter doused his flashlight and vani shed.

He stopped at one of the ancient flivvers, replaced a carburetor float, then nade his way without
haste to his hidden car. Its notor started al nbst without noise. No one heard himas he edged out on
the rough road and headed toward the nearest town.

A mle fromthe canp, he turned on his headlights. He |aid one gun on the seat beside himso he
coul d use both hands on the wheel, and increased his speed as nuch as he coul d. He was hunmi ng
faintly.

He was still hunmm ng when lights of the town cane into view He drew off to one side and stopped
the car. Then he went to the trunk in the rear and worked sw ftly.

When he got back into the car, his appearance had changed. H s natty-|ooking clothes had been
replaced by a suit of coveralls, a faded shirt and an ancient hat. The coveralls hung to the ground,
hiding the shoes with built-up soles which added several inches to his height.

In place of shining teeth, he appeared to have two gold plates in the front of his nouth. Mrks

of dirt, artfully applied, made him |l ook ten years ol der.

He drove up in front of a small tel ephone exchange and halted. Only a few people were in sight,

but he waited until the street was nonentarily clear before he got out and went inside. A griny hand
produced several bills.

The girl behind the desk | ooked at himw thout interest.

"I want to make a | ong-distance tel ephone call,"” he said. He spoke with an Arkansas draw .

"Whom do you wish to call?" the girl asked indifferently. She lost her indifference a nonent

later. She sat up straight and went into action swiftly.

"l want to speak to New York—to Doc Savage," said Georges Douter.

THE t el ephone bell rang sharply in the eighty-sixth-floor office in one of New York’s biggest
skyscrapers. There was no one in the office. The bell rang three tines. Then there was a click,
followed by a faint buzzing sound.

"This is the office of Cark Savage, Jr.," a recorded voice said into the tel ephone transmitter.
"M. Savage is not here at the nonent. If you have any nessage for him it will be given to himwhen
he comes in."

For sone mnutes there was an excited flow of words fromthe other end of the line. Then the
connection was broken. A few seconds later a disk resenbling a Dictaphone record stopped revol ving,
and an electric robot replaced the receiver on the hook.

It was half an hour after that before the first visitor arrived at the office. He cane silently

and furtively.

He was a peculiar-appearing man, with long arns that hung, gorilla like, far bel ow his knees.

Tiny eyes appeared buried in pits of gristle, while his mouth was so big it |ooked |ike an accident.



He was Lieutenant Col onel Andrew Bl odgett Mayfair, the chem st anong Doc’s aides.

A few nonents later, footsteps sounded in the corridor outside. A door, robot-controlled, opened
noi sel essly in what had appeared to be a solid section of the wall. A tall man paused for a nonent
in the doorway.

This man was the ultimate in "what the well-dressed man wears." A natty derby was perched on his
head. His light-colored suit was faultlessly pressed, the corner of a handkerchi ef peering fromthe
breast pocket of his coat. A white carnation was in one lapel. In his hand was a stylish cane, which
he spun debonairly.

For a noment he seened to be posing. Brigadier General Theodore Marley Brooks was justly proud of
his title of fashion plate anong the five hel pers of Doc Savage. Hi s present ensenble had been

pi cked up fromhis tailor |less than four hours before. Known as Hamto his friends, he was Harvard's
gift to the legal profession.

Usual |y Ham liked to fight and argue with the chem st, who was called Monk and was really one of
Ham s closest friends. But he couldn’t fight with Monk at the nmonent, for the chem st was wandering
over to the small box that held the machinery for recording tel ephone nessages. It was purely a
routine check, a matter of |ong habit.

A gl ance at the di sk showed sonmeone had tel ephoned in their absence. He renoved the disk, started
toward a machi ne where he could "play back" whatever nessage it contained.

He tripped over a wire leading to one of the several fans he had used to fool Ham For an

instant, he fought for balance, juggling the disk in his two big hands. Then he went down.

"Break it’?" Ham asked wi thout synpat hy.

Monk grunted. The disk was still intact, but he'd taken a hard fall to protect it. Still

grunbling, he put it on the nachine, started the disk turning and put on a pair of headphones.

An angry how burst fromhim Ham whirled. The dapper |awer took one | ook at Mnk's face and

made a dive for a second set of headphones.

"I-1"11 repeat it," Mnk said queerly. H's hands were opening and closing, a |ook of pain had
filled his small eyes.

Once nore the record turned. Hanmis features becane gri m suddenly.

"This is the Oracle," cane a voice fromthe disk. "I amcalling to give you a warning it would be
well not to ignore. Also, | have sone infornmation. The infornmation is this. Your nman, whom you call
Col onel Renwi ck, was killed tonight. He was killed for trying to meddle into some thing that was
none of his business. He died rather horribly. He died the death of the Crinson Serpent." The voice
paused for a nonment, becane stern and hard. "Do not try to investigate his death. Stay away. If not,
the Crinmson Serpent will kill again!"

Chapter IV. A GRL CALLS
FOR a nonment after the voice ceased, neither Ham nor Mnk spoke. They sat silently, eyes | ocked.

Still without a word, Monk slipped off the earphones, went to the tel ephone. He asked for a
record of the last |ong-distance call for Doc Savage.
Ham went into the next room There was a radio transmtter there. He sounded Renny’'s call, tinme

after time.

There was no answer.

Monk got the chief of police of the small town from which the warning had been tel ephoned. Hi's
shoul ders sagged as he joi ned Ham

"l +"mafraid it’s so," he nunbl ed. "Some of the men fromthe canp where Renny was | ocated have
got into town. They tell a strange story of chains and screans—and say Renny got killed."

Hami s expression grew grimer.

"Well, what are we waitin for, daggonit?" Mpnk raged. Hi s shoul ders hunched, his long arns
sprung back and forth. "Let's go. The speed ship’s set to go, we can get down there before norning.
1”1l tear that swanp apart, if necessary, but when | get ny hands on that Crinson Serpent—=

"We'd better get Doc first," Hamsaid quietly.

Monk subsided slowy. If there was trouble to be found, he didn't like to wait. But he knew Ham
was right. Doc Savage should be notified.

A banquet was being held in one of Chicago’'s |argest hotels. The big dining roomwas crowded with
men of international reputation.

The occasion was the annual dinner of the Scientific Adventurers’ Cub. Those present included
men who had visited both poles, who had penetrated jungl e-guarded spots where no other white nmen had
ever been. O hers had risked life and health to ferret out secrets of ancient civilizations.

Al were accustoned to danger. To a |laynman, whose only peril is fighting a way through a subway
rush hour, it would have seened none of those men could ever know excitement.

Yet all were show ng excitenent now.

The | ast course of the banquet had been served. The time for speeches had arrived. And all
attention was centered on the nan who rose to speak.

Cl ark Savage, Jr., was the guest of honor. After long urging, he had consented to tell of one of
his nost thrilling adventures.

"l understand it will be of the time he penetrated the earth to such a distance that he



encountered a strange substance never before found," one guest whispered to his conpanion
"I"ve heard runors,"” the other replied excitedly. "There was sonething about a ‘living fire’
connected with it, that caused nmen to die in flames w thout apparent cause."

Sudden silence fell over the assenbl age

THE man who arose did not seemso large—at first glance. It was only those near himwho realized
that the excellent fit of his dinner jacket conceal ed a body so perfectly symetrical, so well put
together, that it gave the inpression of easy flow ng strength rather than size

The man’s face was bronze-colored. H's hair, only a shade darker, was pressed close to his head
But it was his eyes that first drew attention. Those eyes appeared to be deep pools of whirling
gol d. They had a strange, alnmost hypnotic intensity.

Then he began to speak. He did not raise his voice, but it had a peculiar carrying quality that
enabled it to be heard in every corner of the large dining room

"The discovery | wish to tell you about," Doc Savage began, "was made far beneath the southern
California desert. It concerns the finding of a substance that, under certain circunstances
transforned nmen into living fire."

Every listener was leaning forward. It seened the | arge audi ence scarcely breathed

For several seconds Doc Savage stood notionl ess. Then he turned, spoke into the ear of the naster
of cerenonies seated at the table beside him A nonent |ater and he straightened

"I amsorry but |I nust delay the story | had intended to tell," he said quietly. "News of great

i mportance has just reached nme that requires an i nmediate answer. |f possible, | will return before
you adj ourn."

A flustered naster of cerenopnies started up, called on another speaker. Doc Savage slipped from
the room He did not appear to be noving fast, but he was gone al nost before the others present
real i zed what was happeni ng

Alow murrmuring filled the dining room No one had seen a nessage delivered to the bronze man
That was not surprising. The wist watch he wore was not the type to attract undue attention but it
was useful for receiving energency nmessages from his ai des when necessary

Acquired as the result of a previous adventure, the wist watch really contained a delicate
ultra-violet ray receiver. Messages, flashed by the rays, were transnmtted to the back of his wi st
in the formof heat waves

The only di sadvantage in the watch Doc wore lay in the fact that it was a receiver only. He had
not thought it necessary to wear a |larger type that contained a transmitter as well.

Now he sped toward his roomin the same hotel. He opened a small suitcase, took out a tiny
m crophone and donned headphones

"This is Doc," he said quietly. "Please repeat the nmessage you just sent by ultra-violet ray."

I'N New York, Monk and Ham | eaned back with sighs of relief. Swiftly, Hamrepeated the nmessage
they had received over the tel ephone, the story that had been told Mnk by the Arkansas chief of
police

"Ham and me want to beat it down there tonight," Mnk put in excitedly. "W'll get whatever it

was got Renny—

"Fit out the dirigible," Doc’s voice interrupted quietly. "Meet me here in the norning. Bring
with you—

Calmy, efficiently, he listed equi pnment he wi shed brought al ong

Monk and Ham exchanged swift glances. Doc’s instructions were indication enough. The bronze man
was showi ng clearly that he did not think the solution would be as sinple as Mnk believed. Doc said
not hi ng about Renny, but his aides knew the bronze man felt the |oss of the big engineer keenly.
The hairy chemi st opened his big nouth to speak. The nouth remai ned open, but no words cane

forth

The girl was responsible for that

She had entered through the corridor door Monk had used and had | eft unl ocked. Small, weighing

| ess than a hundred pounds, with perfectly black hair and |arge, dark eyes, she stood just inside
the door, a | ook of amazenent on features that woul d have been envied by any novie star

She was | ooki ng at Mnk

"l do not think," she said slowy and distinctly, "that | have ever seen a face so honely, or a
person who | ooked so nuch |ike an aninmal."

Crimson flooded Monk’s features. He seemed unable to nove. Hamwhirled, took in the situation at

a gl ance. The dapper |awyer’'s head went back, he roared with | aughter

"At last!" he gasped. "At long last a girl finally tells the truth about Mnk’'s face."

The girl’'s gaze shifted slightly to take in Ham "And | don’t think nuch of giggling gigolos
either," she said flatly.

Hamis mirth choked off in md-gasp. He |ooked as if his collar had suddenly beconme too tight for
hi m

"If you will kindly explain this intrusion," Ham began, with cold dignity. "I am sure—

"l amnot sure," the girl broke in frigidly. "I amnot sure at all that | wish to hire a man



gorilla and a | aughing gigolo."

"H re?" Monk blurted stupidly.

"Hre was what | said," the girl snapped angrily. "I really do need a detective. Perhaps you will
do, although neither of you look quite bright." She shrugged small shoul ders. "However, the task I
have is not very difficult. And you were recomrended to ne highly, although | cannot understand

why. "

"Lady," Ham began grimy. "I don't know who told you we were detectives—

"Don’t apol ogi ze," the girl rapped. "I don't believe much detecting ability will be needed. |
want you to find a man for nme—

"I don't blame himfor runnin’," Mnk grunted, alnost inaudibly.

"—and | have reason to believe he has gone to the Arkansas swanp | ands,"” the girl concl uded
cool ly.

MONK' S expression did not change, but huge muscles tightened suddenly under his shirt. Irritation
vani shed from Hani's face, his expression becane urbane, his voice snooth.

"l don't believe you told us your nane," the |lawer said crisply.

"Consuel o Manresa," the girl answered, "but nowthat | think it over, | amnot sure that | want—
"And the person you are seeking?" shot Ham

"S-sonetinmes he is called Georges Douter." The girl appeared bewi | dered by Hanis sudden change.
"Smal |, with dead black hair, usually well dressed—

Ham shot an inquiring glance at Monk. The hairy chemi st shook his head. "Not the guy that nade
the call.”

Consuel o Manresa apparently didn’'t hear him "But he is excellent at disguises," she went on.
"And he has a rather conceited opinion of hinself. Sonmetinmes he describes hinself as the O acle—=
Monk and Ham both went into action together. That was a m stake. But they were thinking of Renny.
And here seened a connecting link with the man who had told them Renny was dead.

They both | eaped for the girl at the same tinme. Monk was a trifle closer. Ham noved slightly
faster. Consequently Ham smashed into Monk. They both went down.

Consuel o Manresa | eaped back, her |large, dark eyes flashing.

"Peegs!" she shrilled. "Madnen!"

A smal|l gun cane to one of her exquisitely manicured hands. She backed swiftly toward the door
behi nd her.

Monk and Hamtried to get up.

Pf-f-f-t.

The small gun made a hissing sound and | ead whistled over their heads. They remained still.

"I will not deal with a man gorilla and a gigolo who both are mad!" the girl cried. She slamed

t he door behind her.

It was only seconds before Monk and Ham got that door open again. The girl had vani shed. That
wasn’'t so hard to explain. There was a stairway nearby. Once there, she could go either up or down,
could find a hiding place in a score of places.

Evi dently, she did. She couldn’t be found.

"She was right when she called you a gorilla!" Hamraged futilely. "If you hadn’t got in ny way,

| woul d have had her."

Monk had regai ned sone of his custonmary good hunor. Seeing Ham so upset was partly responsible
for that. It wasn't often the dapper |awer got that way.

"Yeah, but | notice she was |ookin" at you, not me, when she yelled ‘peeg,’" Mnk grunted.

THE bi ckering continued for some tinme. Neither Monk nor Ham woul d have admtted it, but it hel ped
keep them from thinking of big Renny. They didn't like to show enoti on.

They didn’t nmention the girl again either. That one small, dark-tressed Spanish girl could escape
fromthe view of themso easily was not a nenory they could view with nmuch pride. They had a secret
suspi ci on she was | aughing at both of them

But she wasn’t | aughing. She nade her way fromthe office building fast enough, went to a | arge
hotel. There she put in a long-distance call. A thin furrow creased her high forehead at the nmessage
she received.

Then she packed. Pretty girls usually carry a |large assortment of clothes with them This one,

quite evidently, was different. She packed all her belongings into one small bag. After that she
checked out of the hotel and got into a taxicab.

She was still in the cab when she saw Monk and Ham get out in front of a dil apidated building on
the water front. The sign on the warehouse read "Hidalgo Trading Co.," but it really belonged to Doc
Savage; in fact, it housed his planes, dirigible, yacht and even a subnari ne.

It was still dark and the girl’s cab was parked sone distance fromthe front of the building.

Monk and Ham failed to notice it at all.

Not long afterward, a silver shape rose slowy over the Hudson and pointed its nose west.

The girl nodded with satisfaction and spoke to her driver. She held a large bill in her hand.

The driver made a record trip to the Newark airport. The girl produced nore large bills. Wen a



private plane took off a few minutes later, she was aboard. The plane took out after the dirigible.
An alert newspapernan, with an eye for beauty, tried to learn who the girl was, and why she had

hired a private plane. Al he could find out was her nanme. He was to recall that nane later, but at
the time the world at |arge had not yet heard of the horror that had gripped the Arkansas swanpl and.

Chapter V. AN UNEXPECTED DI SCOVERY

MONK and Ham | oafed along in the dirigible on their way to Chicago. They wanted Doc to get a
little sleep before they started on the next lap of their trip.

Doc wasn’'t asleep. The bronze man had been busy constantly after receiving the message fromhis

ai des. He nmade nmany | ong-distance calls. Little information resulted.

Stories of engineers on the flood project nerely confirned what Monk and Ham had been tol d.

Sonet hi ng nysterious and deadly was | oose in the swanp. Renny had been killed; another engineer,
Bill Craig, had disappeared, probably, one excited witness declared, carried away by the strange
thing that made the sound of clanking netal.

Doc asked that as little publicity as possible be given the occurrence. Then he hinself called a
newspaper office. He didn't, however, talk about what had happened. H s conversation was on an
entirely different topic.

It was about this time that the ring he wore began to act peculiarly.

The ring itself was unconmon. |t appeared of sone rare blue stone. Cccasionally it seened to show
a thread of dancing light. Right nowthat |ight was nore than a thread, it seemed to be a whirling
di sk beneath the bl ue.

Doc lifted the tel ephone receiver, and placed another call. Then he set the receiver silently on
the table and went to the door. A nonent |ater he drifted shadow i ke down the hall way.

At an adj oi ning doorway he stopped and |istened. No sound cane from w thin.

A smal| piece of nmetal cane to the bronze nman’s hand. He picked the lock on the door silently.
Then he | eaped inside, flashed on the |ights.

The room was enpty.

Doc whirled, reached down to the floor. His fingers caught a tiny, alnost invisible wire. The
wire led out the door, on down the hall. It did not lead far. It had been broken, evidently by a
sharp jerk. The other end had vani shed.

The bronze man showed no enotion. There was a conplicated |istening device in the room adj oi ni ng
his. It was of the type which permtted a listener to pick up tel ephone conversations even w t hout
direct contact with the tel ephone wres.

The blue ring on Doc’s finger had shown that such a device was in use. The ring, extrenely
sensitive to electrical circuits when boosted by coils, had flashed the warning the bronze man had
seen.

But whoever had been seeking to listen in on Doc al so had been shrewd. The thin wire | eading from
the roomcoul d have | ed al nost any place. Wth a pair of headphones at the other end, a spy could
eavesdrop in conparative safety.

Doc’s rush to the other room evidently had been seen. The wire had been broken at once,
destroying any link to the spy.

The bronze man got the listening device and returned to his own suite. He did not appear
perturbed. There were several fingerprints on the case that contained the |istening device. Doc
brushed powder over them inspected themthrough a glass.

He did not need a check to identify those prints. He knew themas well as he knew his own.

THERE was no light in the hotel roomdirectly across the street fromDoc’s suite. But two nmen
were there. One had been peering through the wi ndow, using a pair of high-powered binocul ars.

"He spotted it," he said. There was relief in his voice.

"l told yuh that guy was smart," said his conpanion.

The man with the binoculars placed themon a table, then drew down the blinds and turned on the
lights. He was a small man, nattily dressed. He had thin features, and the hat he wore had a snall
feather in its band.

"Just so he ain’t too smart!" he said.

The other grinned. He was bigger, and | ooked nore |ike a night-club bouncer, with cauliflowered
ears and a battered nose.

"No guy would be smart enough to figger this one out." he chuckl ed.

Noi se came faintly from an adjoi ning bedroom A gun |eaped to the hand of the thin-faced nman. Hs
conpani on’ s bi g shoul ders hunched.

Bot h spun, approached the door cautiously. The big nan took a key from his pocket, unlocked the
door, then junped back. Then the thin-faced man | aughed.

"Still O K ," he rapped. He strutted into the bedroom the gun going back into his pocket.

A man lay on the bed. It was hard to tell what he really | ooked like. H's features showed the
marks of a recent beating. He was spread-eagl ed on the bed, each hand and each foot tied to a
bedpost. Hi s eyes were blank, but occasionally an armor |eg would jerk convul sively. That,
evidently, had caused the noise the others had heard.



The thin-faced nan | ooked at himjudiciously. "He's comin’ out of it, | think," he said. "Mybe
we oughtta give himanother shot."

A frown creased the bigger man’s honely face. "W ain’t supposed to give himtoo nmuch of that
dope, " he protested. He wal ked over, |eaned down to |ook into the bound man’s eyes.

Several things happened at once.

Ropes appeared to fly apart at both ends of the bed. The bound man was no | onger bound. He reared
up, | ooped one armover the head of the bending figure, slapped the other fist into the man's face
and head. The big man sat down.

The thin-faced man jerked for his gun. He had it half out of its holster before the man on the
bed got up. Then the other cracked himw th a right that threw himclear across the room

The erstwhile prisoner started to run toward the door. He didn't get there. The bouncer was only
groggy. He caught the other by the |l egs, brought himdown in a football tackle.

After that, fists appeared to be flying fromall directions.

The bouncer tried to get up. That was a nmistake. Hi s opponent flexed his |egs, caught the bouncer
inthe belly and threw himinto a wall so hard that his neck cracked.

Then the fornmer prisoner, nore battered than ever, weaved to his feet. The words he nuttered were
al nost indistinguishable, but once in a while it seened that he said, "Doc Savage."

G oggily, he noved toward the door and freedom He didn't see the newconer just outside the door.
That newconer drew a gun, stepped to one side and brought the butt of the weapon down hard as his
victimcanme into range.

MONK and Ham spent a peaceful night. They hadn’t expected anything to happen in Chicago.

They canme down at an airport off the usual track and tel ephoned Doc. That was when they got their
first surprise. They had expected Doc woul d cone out at once and that the three of them would head
i medi ately for Arkansas.

"Qur plans are changed. Join nme at the hotel here," Doc instructed crisply.

The dapper engineer and the hairy chem st were nore bewi |l dered when they reached Doc’s suite. The
bronze man wasted no words. Wthout explanation, he showed themthe |istening device and handed each
a magni fying gl ass.

A | ow whi stle came fromHam Monk's jaw dropped. "Renny’s fingerprints," the chem st ejacul ated

in amazemnent.

"But how— Ham started.

In crisp sentence, Doc expl ained how the |istening device had cone into his possession.

"Coul d those prints have been nade after Renny was dead?" Mnk denanded.

Doc shook his head. "No," he said quietly. "They contain the natural oil of fingerprints nade by

a person who is alive. Also, it seenms apparent that they had been nmade within an hour or two at the
nost before | first saw them"

"Then Renny’s not dead! He's here!" A delighted grin spread over Hanmis face. He pounded Monk on
the back. "W won’t have to go to that swanp, after all."

"Al ways thinkin" of your clothes,” Mnk grunbled.

"Perhaps it was intended that we should believe it unnecessary to visit the swanp,"” Doc put in

quietly.
Ham s eyes flickered, then narrowed. "It could be. That would nean Renny is a prisoner—and
naturally he is, or he would have shown up. So we will have to take time out to find him But why

woul d anyone go to that rmuch trouble to keep us away from the swanp? What could be behind it?"
Doc did not answer. Hi s aides shrugged. They were accustoned to the bronze man's habit of
apparently failing to hear questions that he did not wish to answer at the tine.

A slow grin was spreading over Monk’s honely face. "Renny’s alive, but still there may be sone
fighting," he piped.

Ham frowned t houghtfully. "The bringing of Renny here would seemto indicate that nore than just
opposition of the swanp dwellers is behind all this. W should check and see if there was any real
strong outside opposition to the flood-control project."”

"l did," Doc said sinply. "Through newspaper friends here | checked with all congressnmen who had
anything to do with recommendi ng the dam Their answer in every case was the same. The only
opposition came fromthose who lived in the swanp."

"What now?" Monk demanded.

"Hamis right," the bronze man said. "W know Renny is alive. But our first step nmust be to find
him W will—=

The bronze man broke off. The door to the room had opened. Mnk and Hamwhirled to face it. They,
t oo, showed surpri se.

Two nmen were entering the room One was nedi umsized, well dressed, with a | ook of sleek
efficiency on his round face. He wore a pink carnation in his coat |apel.

The other was a veritable giant, but a giant who | ooked as if he had been run through a sausage
grinder, or else had been the object of a gang attack.

It was Renny!



DOC and his aides were not the only ones who were surprised

From a room down the hall a head was projecting cautiously. It was the head of a bl ack-haired
girl with large, dark eyes. Just now those eyes were open even w der than usual

"It couldn't be!" she gasped uncertainly. "That is the one that must be known as Renny. And he is
dead!"

Then the girl’s |ips snapped together in a very businesslike gesture. She gl anced cautiously up
and down the hallway. From her purse reappeared the small gun she had used on Monk and Ham

A nmorment nore, and she floated down the hallway silently. She stopped just outside the door to
Doc’s suite. After a brief hesitation, she put the gun back in her purse, drew out l|ipstick and
powder instead

Had anyone seen her, it would have appeared she nerely had stopped to apply sone neke-up. But her
ear was very close to the door

Monk and Ham were bubbling excitedly. The stranger who had entered with Renny was standing at one
side, smiling anusedly. Only Doc showed no enotion

Renny’s eyes were slightly fogged. He appeared to have difficulty in speaking, as though his
tongue was thick

"1 found himdown the street a few mnutes ago," the stranger said quite smoothly. "I recogni zed
him knew he nmust be | ooking for you, M. Savage, so | brought himhere."

Doc’ s gol d-fl ecked eyes turned inquiringly toward the stranger. The bronze man di d not speak, but
the other appeared to | ose sone of his self-assurance. A faint glow of color cane to his cheeks
"l am Fletcher Carter, a private detective," the stranger explained hurriedly. "Knowi ng faces is
part of my job. This man of yours |ooks as though he had been beaten and drugged."

Doc nodded, "He has been drugged." he said. The bronze man turned to a snmall bag, selected a
hypoderm c and a vial of alnost colorless liquid. He made a snmall injection in Renny' s huge forearm
Al npost immedi ately the big engineer’s eyes cleared, he stood nore erect

"What happened to you? How did you get here?" Mnk was demandi ng heatedly. "Say sonething, can't
your

Renny | ooked around slowy. "I've been fighting," he said at |ast

"Sure, we know that." Ham put in. "Your appearance is enough to show you nust have battled at

| east a hal f dozen."

Renny’'s eyes becanme a little baffled. "I fought once last night, and didn't get away," he said
al nost as if speaking to hinself. "This norning, | seemto renenber there was only one nman guardi ng
me. | knocked himout, got to the street, but after that—

"The type of drug used on you often brings recurring spells of blankness," Doc explained briefly.
"But what happened in the swanp?" Mnk al nbst shouted. "You' re supposed to be dead."

Renny shook his head. "Bill Craig and | heard sounds of chains, then noise, as if of arnmor. W
went to investigate. He saw something and started firing. There was a big flash, and about that tine
somet hi ng nmust have hit me over the head. | remenber nothing nore until | realized | was a prisoner
some pl ace.”

Monk and Ham exchanged gl ances. It was apparent now that Bill Craig nmust have been the one

killed. He al so had been a big man, they had been told. Wth his features wi ped out, a natural

m st ake had been made

"What was the flash?" Doc asked

Ham gasped. Doc, as usual, had caught the one real significant fact in Renny’'s story. The dapper

| awyer woul d have bet he knew what was coning

He was not m staken

A slow snile spread over Renny's big face. One of his hands went to the belt he wore. The belt

was thick and broad, and at each end was a thick roll, the size of a man's thunb. These rolls came
together to formthe fastening

Renny flicked back a false top on one of these rolls. Frominside it he withdrew a short, stubby
pen-type camera

"I rigged a flashlight trap around the canp,” he explained. "The flash went off when | was right
by one of the dozen caneras | had set out. | grabbed this one, put it in ny belt just before | was
knocked out."

"So you got a picture of that ‘Crinmson Serpent,’ eh?" Mnk how ed delightedly

"Gve it tonme, I'll develop it," Hamblurted

"I"'mso sorry. | will trouble the Colonel Renwick to give the canera to ne," cane a soft voice

As one man, the five occupants of the roomturned toward the door

Standing there, the small gun firmin one fist, a |ook of determ nation on her pretty face, was
Consuel o Manresa

Chapter VI. A SURPRI SE ATTACK

"THE girl crook!" Mnk rapped disgustedly.

"Who doesn’t |ike ape-men or gigolos," Ham m nm cked

Fl etcher Carter had a startled expression on his face. One hand played nervously with the
carnation in his lapel. The private detective | ooked as though he were w tnessing sonething he



couldn’t quite believe.

Renny’s big fist nerely closed tightly about the snall canera. Wth that fist closed the canera
di sappeared entirely.

"Wn't you cone in?" Doc asked.

The girl’'s lips conpressed. Her finger tightened slightly on the trigger of her gun. "G ve ne
that caneral!" she repeated slowy.

The next nonment she gasped, half in fear, half in surprise. Doc had noved so swiftly she could
not have fired even had she so w shed.

There had been a bronze streak as Doc | eaped. Then he held the girl’s gun in one hand, had her by
the wist with his other.

"Wn't you cone in?" he said again.

Slowy, as if drawn nore by the inpelling quality of Doc's gold-flecked eyes than his grip on her
wrist, Consuelo Manresa cane farther into the room

Fl etcher Carter gul ped. He seemed about to say sonething, then changed his mnd. Al attention
was on the girl. Fletcher Carter left the room closing the door softly behind him Only Doc Savage
saw hi m go.

Swi ftly, Ham and Monk between themwere telling Doc of the girl’'s appearance at the bronze man's
New York office, and how she had acted then.

"W will be pleased to hear your story," Doc invited politely.

Consuel o Manresa’'s lips closed tightly. It seemed she was going to refuse to say anything at all.
Then she apparently thought better of it.

"You can't make ne tell," she said shortly.

She was right. An hour later they still knew no nore than they did at first.

Consuel o Manresa had regai ned her conposure, but she wasn't giving any facts. Her large, dark
eyes hardly ever left Doc’'s face. It was plain to see she was taking nore than a passing interest in
the bronze man.

Doc tried to ignore it. That was nmade nore difficult by ill-conceal ed snickers from Mnk.

Ham who had been doi ng nost of the questioning, threw up his hands in disgust.

"Send her down to jail and let the cops cool her off for a day or two!" he snapped angrily. "She
mght talk to themthen."

It was then the attack cane.

CONSUELO MANRESA was directly responsible for the fact that the attack came as a surprise.

There was only one thing that ever upset Doc Savage. That was fem nine admirati on. The bronze nman
knew there was no place in his life for a girl. For that one reason, probably, alnpbst every
attractive woman he nmet seenmed to show nore than ordinary interest in him

Consuel o Manresa had been laying it on rather thick. Her |ong, |anguorous |ooks at the bronze nan
had been highly el oquent. They had enbarrassed Doc exceedingly. As a consequence, his highly trained
senses were not as alert as usual.

Monk and Ham were too busy badgering the girl to pay attention to anything el se, and Renny had
been too interested in their attenpts to extract information fromher to hear the cautious, al nost
silent footsteps.

The attack came fromthree directions at once. The door to Doc’s suite had not been |ocked after
Fl etcher Carter left. In sone nmanner the raiders had gained entrance to adjoining roons, then into
Doc’s suite fromthe sides.

There were a half score of them They burst into the roomw thout a word. Each man was swi nging a
vi ci ous-1 ooki ng bl ackj ack.

Ham di dn’t have a chance. He was closest to the hall door and had his back turned. One of the

swi ngi ng bl ackj acks clipped himjust behind the ear, even as Mink was shouting a hoarse warning. The
dapper |awyer nerely fol ded up and went to the floor.

Fi ve nen swarned over Doc Savage. The others went after Mnk and Renny.

The fight was probably an epic. Mnk was never quite sure afterward. It was too fast and too
fierce for any clear thinking.

Dimy, the hairy chem st saw Doc go to the floor under the nmass weight of his attackers. Renny
was working his jaws, but no words came. The big engineer also was working his giant fists. Those
fists were doing plenty of talking for him

Despite the overwhel mi ng advantage the attackers had in nunbers, as well as the fact that they
had bl ackj acks, Renny was doing a very creditable job. Each tine one of his fists hit, the inpact
sounded |ike that of a battering-ram

Monk hinsel f was swinging his long arns with feverish good will. He drew his bullet head down

bet ween his broad shoulders, to offer as little target as possible, and waded in.

The roomwas a struggling mass of fighting men. One thug, knocked end over end by Renny, slanmed
into Consuel o Manresa, knocking her from her chair.

Monk saw anot her attacker slip behind the big engineer, raise his blackjack. The hairy chem st
tried to shout a warning. It was never uttered.

At al nost the same instant the building fell in. O at least that was howit felt to Monk. He



went down in a wave of bl ackness.

MONK' S head didn't feel any too good when he finally recovered consci ousness. He | ooked around
himgroggily. Renny and Ham al so appeared just returning to their senses.

There was no sign of Consuel o Manresa or Doc.

"You know." Renny said soberly, "lI'mjust about getting fed up with being knocked around." His
severe features were set tightly. One big fist nassaged the top of his head. "I want to do sone
knocki ng around nysel f."

"Wwhat h-happened?" Ham gasped.

"You woul d have to ask!" Mnk snorted disgustedly. "Letting yourself get knocked cold the first
wal | op and | eaving the rest of us to do your fighting for you!"

The | awyer | ooked around, conprehension dawning swiftly. "Looks |like you didn’t do so well
yoursel f," He said dryly. "Were's Doc?"

Monk gul ped. Renny said nothing. Fromthe | ooks of things, the gang that had attacked them had

gotten Doc.
"D-did you—+ nmean have you still got that canera?" Mnk asked Renny.
The bi g engi neer shook his head slowmy. "I gave it to Doc only a few m nutes before the fight

started,” he expl ai ned.

"Grl, Doc and canera all gone!" Hamsaid bitterly.

The | awyer went to the tel ephone and did some calling. He | ooked even nore di sgusted when he had
fini shed.

"Sonme hotel," he rapped. "There's a convention going on, with a |lot of noisy parties on every

fl oor. Nobody paid any attention to our little fuss here."

"If Doc only got away!" Renny said w shfully.

There were at least five in the group of attackers that were convinced Doc not only hadn't got
away, but wasn’t going to do so.

They were sitting on a big burlap sack. The sack was in the rear-end of an innocent-appearing
truck. Cccasionally the sack heaved and bucked as if the occupant had no desire to stay there.
When this happened, one of the five would raise a blackjack and tap, sonetinmes gently,
occasionally not so gently. No sound came fromw thin the sack, but that was not surprising. The
occupant was gagged.

One of the five was the big man with the caulifl owered ears who had been guardi ng Renny. The

ot hers cal | ed hi m Bouncer.

"Getting this bronze guy oughta nmake up for ny lettin' that other nug go!" he grow ed.

Bouncer’s features showed he had been in a rather hectic battle. One of his conpanions grinned.
"Think this mug will be any easier to hol d?"

Bouncer scowl ed fiercely. He reached in his pocket and took out a gun. "I got perm ssion to use
this thing, if necessary, on this one," he barked.

"What's it all about, anyway?"

Bouncer frowned and tried to | ook wise. It appeared the best way to hide the fact that he didn't
know t he answer.

"The big boss didn't want this bronze devil or his side-kicks gettin out of Chi," he said
gravely. "That's why we were holdin’ the big stiff they call Renny. But this is even better. None of
those other guys is going any place as |long as we hold Doc Savage."

After that there was silence. The truck went for a | ong ways. Ahead of it was a touring car. That
car held the others who had been in on the hotel raid. A pretty black-haired girl with I arge, dark
eyes was Wi th them She did not appear al arned.

FI NALLY the truck went into a big garage on the outskirts of the city. The garage had been an

al ky | oadi ng depot during prohibition. The truck went down an incline into an underground cellar.
"You guys find out where the big guy wants this nmug taken," Bouncer said.

A coupl e of the others | ooked at hi mquestioningly, but said nothing. One man renained close to
Bouncer as the others clinbed stairs to roons up above.

Wen they cane back, Bouncer was alone. "We're to bring Savage up,"” one of them said.

Bouncer nodded and hel ped pull the burlap bag out of the truck. "You guys go ahead, 1'll be al ong
inamnute," he growed. "I got to find where Slinky went."

As soon as the others were out of sight, Bouncer went to the rear of the building. There was a
bound figure there but he paid no attention to that. It was the man who had been with hima few
m nut es before.

He scouted around for a few minutes until he found an exit. Then he pulled a pair of earphones
fromhis pocket and took up a confortable position.

Words cane clearly through the earphones. The voices were those of the nen carrying the bound
figure upstairs.

After a bit there was a solid thunp as the sack and the man inside were dropped to the floor.
Then cane the voice of Consuel o Manresa.

"You' re sure you' ve got Doc Savage, that he won't bother us anynore?"



Sormeone | aughed harshly. "He'd have to be a Houdini to get out of the ropes we got on him et

al one that sack."

A pecul iar expression canme over Bouncer’s features. H's hands worked swiftly. A few mnutes |ater
the man wearing the earphones did not |ook |ike Bouncer at all.

He | ooked |i ke Doc Savage.

Doc possibly coul d have used sone of his tricks and frustrated the attack at the hotel. He
didn"t. He wanted to find out what it was all about.

He had spotted the real Bouncer inmediately, and had seen the other was carrying a sack. It was
plain then that soneone was to be abducted, probably hinself.

During the wild fighting, he had rolled Bouncer into the adjoining room tied himup and put him
in the sack. Then, a master of disguise, he had altered his own appearance.

Under cl ose scrutiny he probably would have been di scovered. But the flight fromthe hotel had
been swift, and the ride in the truck had been made in semi darkness.

Voi ces were com ng agai n over the earphones. At the sound of one of them Doc’s gold-flecked eyes
fl ashed suddenly.

It was the voice of a man speaking with a thick French accent. He was addressed as "Douter." This
was the man, Monk and Ham had told Doc, that Consuel o Manresa wanted themto find; was undoubtedly
the man who had tel ephoned the nysterious warning to stay away fromthe Arkansas swanpl and.
"Everythin' et ees goin’ snmoothly there," Douter said. "I could no do better nyself. Still—=

The voi ce broke off suddenly. Alnost instantly, alarmbells sounded throughout the garage

bui I ding. The door to the rear exit Doc had found closed, evidently operated by some nechani cal
device. Only the bronze man’s quick | eap put himin the clear.

Evi dently soneone had becone curious, had wanted to | ook at the captive in the burlap sack. That
was a hazard Doc had anticipated when he had hidden a snmall radio transmitter inside the sack with
the real Bouncer.

Now his ruse and the radio transmtter both had been discovered.

Chapter VII. A PICTURE | S STOLEN

ONLY ranbling buildings surrounded the big garage, but Doc had no difficulty in making his
escape. He wal ked a short distance until he came to a main hi ghway.

Al nost at once a coupé drew up beside him a door was opened. Doc got in. The driver was the man
who had identified hinself as Fletcher Carter, private detective. He had a fresh carnation in his
coat | apel.

Doc said nothing. Carter drove for several mnutes before his curiosity overcane him

"Did you find out anything?" he blurted.

The bronze man’s gol d-fl ecked eyes surveyed himcalmy. "About what?" he asked.

Frank adm ration showed on Fletcher Carter’s face. "I'd always heard you were a cold one. You
sure are," he said. He sighed, "Since you won’t talk, I'll have to, | guess.
"It’s this way. | hung around the hotel, and saw that bunch leaving with a burlap bag. | knew the

boys. They're bad. And | figured that you or one of your nen nust have been in the bag, since | saw
the girl goin’ along.

"So | trailed themout here, and was just trying to decide whether to try a | one-handed rescue or
to call the cops when | heard the alarmbells go off.

"Then | knew whoever had been caught had got away, so | was cruising along, |ooking for you."
"Where do you figure in this?" Doc asked softly.

Fl etcher Carter grinned. "I get around," he confessed. "I know sonethin’ is going on, sonethin’
big. Private dicks nmake their coin by hanging where big things is goin’ on and junping in at the
right tine."

Doc appeared to consider, as if deciding whether to say anything nore.

"You might help ne alittle, at that," he said. "You say you recogni zed the nen carrying the
burl ap bag. You evidently knew about the garage. Wwo owns it?"

Carter shook his head, his smle faded. "You sure ask tough ones," he conplained. "I recognized
the thugs, yes. They are all gangsters. But who owns the garage? Frankly, | don’t know.

"A lot of the big gangs got knocked off by G men after repeal, you know. The big shots then
nostly di sappeared; their gangs broke up.

"Now there is a new big shot, a new gang. But who the big shot is, |I don't know. The garage
probably belongs to him although not necessarily. Some of the old boys may be noving back in with a
new racket."

Doc nodded, but said nothing. Carter wheeled his coupé expertly up in front of the bronze man’s
hot el .

"But what connection all this could have with trouble in the Arkansas swanps, | can't figure
out," Carter conplained. He | ooked at Doc expectantly.
The bronze man got to the sidewalk. "It is an interesting problem" he agreed. "Thank you for the

ride." He turned, walked into the hotel.
Fl etcher Carter |ooked after him cursing bitterly. Now that he thought it over, he realized that
he had done all the talking, had given all the information. Doc had contributed no facts at all.



AN al ert country correspondent for a Chicago newspaper was doing a |lot of talking, also.

The correspondent had heard runors of the trouble in the Arkansas swanpl and. He had gone to the
scene. And he had gotten a break.

The Crinson Serpent had struck again!

Hank Hendricks had lived in the swanp all his life. He had operated a still there for alnpbst the
sane length of time. At |least, he began to help his dad run one as soon as he could wal k and talk,
and had started his son in the trade as soon as the son could wal k and tal k.

Wth the son, Bill, he had been tending his still, as usual, during the early part of the
precedi ng night. Then the two started to make a few deliveries.

The deliveries were never made.

Hank Hendricks couldn't tell a very clear story of just what happened. He was too excited, and,
for the first tinme in his life, was too frightened.

But his story agreed with those that had been told previously. First, he had heard a cl anking of
chains. Then had conme a sound |ike that of noving netal.

Hank had wanted to turn back. H's son, Bill, had |l aughed and continued to paddle ahead in their
boat .
Then Bill had screamed. Hank, hinmself, said he felt as if he had been gripped in hands of steel.

He had been paralyzed with fright, expecting death any nonent.

He had received a warning instead.

Wien he finally recovered enough to light a lantern, Bill was dead. His shirt had been torn from
him and he was |lying on his face.

The mark of the Crimson Serpent was on his back.

"You gotta stop buildin® ‘at ‘ere dam " Hank Hendricks shrieked. "At's the warnin’ | got. |I'm
a-tellin” yuh! If yuh don't, all us swanp nen are goin’ to die!"

Then Hank had rushed back toward home, after sounding a warning of his own. The swanmp nmen woul d
not be idle, he said. Already they were organi zi ng.

What ever the Crinson Serpent was, it didn't want the dambuilt. Therefore, the swanp people
didn't either. They were going to fight the engineers thenselves to keep that dam from being built.
Nel son Erhard, the country correspondent, could hardly relay the story, he was so excited. Then
he found he wasn’'t being believed. The skeptical city editor in Chicago told himhe had heard too
many stories of swanp magic to fall for this one.

"But one of Doc Savage’'s nmen was supposed to have been killed by the thing only two nights ago!"
Erhard bellowed. "It was only today he tel ephoned here to say it was a mi stake. But he knows all
about it. And he’s in Chicago. Get hold of him he'll confirmit."

Extras were on the streets a half hour later.

CRI MSON DEATH

LOOSE I N SWAWP

Government Project Periled

as "Snake" Killer Runs Amuck

DOC SAVAGE Al DE ESCAPES

DOC entered the hotel, expecting to get away at once for Arkansas. This was inpossible to do.
Wthin the space of minutes, the hostelry was swarm ng with newspapernen and phot ographers.

Doc al ways made it a practice to shun publicity whenever possible. He woul d have shunned it now,
but he was given no chance. Besides, the bronze man never antagoni zed the press. He always at | east
pretended to cooperate. Quite often he had found the help of newsnen inval uable.

He instructed Renny to answer questions to the best of his ability. The big engineer subnmitted
with ill grace. Particularly did his severe features becone strained at the constant popping of
flashlight bulbs. He hardly was a pretty sight for easily shocked eyes.

Ham on the other hand did his best to ease into every picture taken. He woul d have adopted
different tactics if he had noticed Mnk.

The hairy chem st, after each picture was taken, would sidle up to the photographer and confide
that Hamreally was only the valet for Doc. The photographer woul d nod w sely and make a speci al
note to see that Ham s features were bl ocked out before the picture was presented to the city
editor.

Questions of the reporters were the nobst annoyi ng.

"What is it all about? What is this Crimson Serpent? Is it a cult like that of the |eopard men of
Africa, who dress in animal skins and kill with steel claws? What is behind it? Could it really be
the swanp dwel | ers thensel ves, or do you suppose there is sone outside influence?"

Doc’s nen woul d have liked to know the answer to those questions thensel ves.

Doc left to Renny the answering of npbst of the questions. The big engi neer confessed frankly that
he didn't know what it was all about. Renny skirted questions, also, as to how he had gotten to
Chi cago. He didn't answer that, either.

The bronze man and his aides all were careful to refrain fromnentioning any of the events that
had befallen themsince arriving in Chicago.



Nor did any of them nention the photograph Renny had taken.

One of the nobre astute newspapernen asked Doc about his other two aides. WIIiam Harper

Littl ej ohn, the archaeol ogi st, and Major Thonas J. Roberts, the electrical wi zard. He was

di sappoi nted when he | earned they both were out of the country. Littlejohn with an expedition in
Egypt, and Roberts on a job for the government in Panama. The reporter had hoped they m ght already
be at the scene, investigating the strange case.

It was with difficulty the rooms were finally cleared. Renny breathed a sigh of relief.

"1'd rather go back and fight the Crinmson Serpent," he grow ed savagely.

Monk and Ham gl anced qui ckly at Doc. The bronze man nodded. "Pack up the supplies. W will go at
once," he said calmy.

"If we only had that canmera of Renny’'s, and knew sonething about what we're runnin’ into!" Mnk
grow ed.

Doc took the canmera from his pocket, noved toward the bathroom

"l amgoing to develop the filmnow " he said.

GERALD PETTYBLOOM despite his nanme, or perhaps because of it, was a crine reporter. He had
"contacts" with the underworld that on occasion had | et himknow about gang executions, even before
the executions were carried out.

He was with the reporters who had interviewed Doc and his aides, but he said nothing about the
informati on he had. A telephone tip had given himwhat mght turn out to be an exclusive feature.
"Doc Savage has canmera with picture in it, taken of the nysterious Crinson Serpent," his

i nformant had whi spered excitedly. "Or at |east the picture was taken at the time that engi neer was
killed down in the swanp."

Pett ybl oom hadn’t asked his informant for the source of the information. Failure to ask
enbarrassing questions of that kind had permtted himto go on living.

Wien the other reporters and caneranen rushed fromthe hotel to return to their offices,

Pettybl oomdidn’t. A twenty-dollar bill got himinto the suite of roons adjoining Doc’s. Another
twenty got hima key that woul d open a connecting door.

Pettybl oom was so interested in what he was doing that he failed to notice a couple of hard-faced
strangers who were shadow ng him

When Pettybl oom entered the rooms next to Doc’'s, the strangers were only a few feet behind.

The crime reporter didn't see them He had eased open a connecting door a half inch and had his
ear to the crack.

H s face |ightened when he heard Doc say he was going to develop the film It was with sone

i mpatience that he restrained hinself after that.

A few minutes later, Doc reappeared. "I have nade four prints," he said. "Here is the best of

them "

Pet t ybl oom saw not hi ng unusual in the fact that Doc woul d have to nake nore than one print to get
a good one. The bronze man’s aides did. Monk started to speak. Before he could, Doc spoke rapidly in
Mayan, a | anguage he often used when he wanted no one but his aides to understand them

Shortly after that, Doc, Renny, Mnk and Ham depart ed.

"Why didn’t you just give the guy a print?" Ham asked curiously.

"This is one time | think publicity will do no harm" the bronze man said. "I believe greater
publicity will be given if the reporter thinks he has really achieved a scoop, and his editor is
less likely to doubt his story."

Pettybl oom didn't hear that, didn’'t know that Doc had heard his cautious entrance to the next

room and had seen himin a mrror.

Casting caution aside, the reporter |eaped into the vacated roons, rushed to the bathroom A how
of glee came fromhimas he saw two prints there. He grabbed them tucked one inside his shirt, put
the other in a side pocket.

It was then the hard-faced strangers appeared behind him One slugged Pettybl oomvery

efficiently. There was a lot of force behind the blow Before the reporter recovered, his pockets
had been rifled and his assailants were gone.

"For a supposedly good reporter, he used a nutty nmethod, but at |east he got the picture for us,"
one of the attackers grow ed.

Pettybl oom wasn’t dunb. He'd already figured out that he'd been used by sonme crook to get a copy
of the picture Renny had taken. He was thankful he had shown enough sense to hide the second copy he
had.

He found his office in an uproar when he reached it. Another story had cone in from Arkansas. A
group of engineers, caught in the swanp at night, had just returned with a strange tale.

They had seen, they insisted, a band of nystery figures noving through the darkness. Those

figures had pursued them but they had escaped, they said. But that wasn't the strange part of their
story. Wthout exception the engineers clainmed that:

The nystery figures were wearing arnor! It was ancient arnor! They were carrying guns of a type
now seen only in nuseuns, ancient, |ong-barreled weapons such as were used by Spani sh explorers
hundr eds of years before!



The city editor was of a calm even disposition. He rarely showed enotion. He was showing it now.
He was yelling to all who cared to listen that it couldn’t be so. That it was a fake, a publicity
stunt of sone kind.

Geral d Pettybl oomeased up to the desk. Wth an expression that was al nost smrking, he produced
the picture he had swi ped fromDoc’'s roons.

The city editor took one | ook. He became speechl ess

Chapter VIII. "DOC SAVACGE | S DEAD! "

DOC and his nen did not go directly fromthe hotel to the airport where the dirigible was

wai ting. That was an error. They stopped to get himnew clothes to replace those alnost torn from
himin his repeated battles

Ham and Monk had taken their usual precautions. They had hired four nen to guard the dirigible in
their absence. The nmen had been summoned from a | ocal detective agency.

The guards were honest. What happened really wasn't their fault. They had expected their job to
consi st nostly of just shooing away curious spectators

The airport was a private one, seldomused. But the guards weren't surprised when two cars pulled
infilled with men. The dirigible could be seen from sone di stance away.

The men got out, strolled close to the guards, asking a few idle questions. The guards answered
politely

Then things happened suddenly. Four of the newcomers produced guns. Before the guards really knew
what was occurring, they had been forced into an enpty hangar, stripped of their uniforns, and bound
and gagged.

Soon four nen wearing the uniforms returned to positions near the dirigible. But this tine the

uni fornms were worn by gangsters

In the neantine, the other six of the late arrivals hadn’t been idle. They went to work in groups
of two, each hauling a package fromone of the two cars

One group went to the nose of the dirigible; a second becanme busy directly under the belly of the
big ship; the third was occupied at the stern

A casual observer woul d have thought them nerely worknen. Sight of the guards woul d have

di spel | ed any suspi ci on

The three groups about the dirigible noved swiftly. They conpleted their jobs in only a few

m nutes. Then they drove their cars out of sight into the enpty hangar. Only the guards renmained in
Vi ew.

When Doc and his nmen arrived, there was nothing to indicate anything was wong. Ham paid off the
guards. The dapper |awyer, usually alert, was totally unsuspicious. Inasmuch as he had not seen the
real guards, having sumoned them by tel ephone, he could not be blamed for that

In the space of minutes, the dirigible soared gently into the air

Not until it was al nbst out of view did those in the hangar reappear. In the lead was a big
heavy-set man with a busted nose and cauliflower ears. A gloating expression was on his features
"Put me in a sack and let me get kicked around, will yuh?" he snarled. "It won't be | ong now.

And, boy, just let ne see it happen.”

A norment later the two big cars were racing down the hi ghway endeavoring to keep the dirigible in
si ght.

They didn’t have far to go before it happened. First a faint cloud seemed to materialize at the
bow of the airship. An instant later a flash of flame cane fromthe center of the ship. Snoke
bel | owed out rapidly

Then canme a tremendous explosion. Tiny bits of débris drifted earthward.

GERALD PETTYBLOOM S nane was in headlines. He was delighted. This surely would get hima job in
New Yor k. The headline read

EAGLE REPORTER GETS

PI CTURE SCOOP OF CENTURY!

Beneath it, alnost taking up the full front page of the Daily Eagle, was an enlarged print of the
pi cture Pettybl oom had found in Doc’s room

The picture was of a group of men in ancient arnor! They carried weapons that resenbl ed those

used by the Spani sh Explorers

Coupled with the story told by the engineers in Arkansas, the picture created a stir throughout
the entire nation. Here was sonething that appealed to the inagination, sonething that seemed al nost
like fiction, but which was supported by incontestabl e proof

Canera experts inspected the picture, and wagered their reputations that it was real, had not

been retouched in any way.

Anti que experts | ooked through magnifying gl asses and solemly agreed that the first inpression
had been an accurate one. The arnmor was of the type used by the Spanish explorers. The guns, with
the long barrels and rods to rest themupon, were of the kind those explorers had used

It was the kind of yarn every editor dreans of getting. Star nmen fromall the netropolitan papers
in both Chicago and New York were di spatched to Arkansas by fast plane. Local correspondents there



were deluged with calls.

It seened a nystery for which there was no answer.

Then Pettybl oom got a hunch. He yelled for reference books. Wen those came, he wote rapidly.
The headline in the Daily Eagle read:

SWAMP MYSTERY MEN

MAY BE DE SOTO KI N

Pett ybl oom had done hinself proud. He recalled that Hernando de Soto, the fanmpbus Spanish

expl orer, had discovered the Mssissippi in 1541 with a party of his men. De Soto had gone on West,
returning to the Mssissippi in 1542. It was there he died, or so history has it.

The crinme reporter cane through with another theory. He recalled fanpbus Pitcairn Island, settled
by mutineers fromthe Bounty.

Then he wrote:

Jeal ousy al ways exi sted anong exploring parties. Wiy is it not possible to believe that De Soto
becane ill perhaps, even if he was not in violent quarrels with his nen. One group, the |arger
group, slipped away in the night, leaving De Soto and a few faithful followers behind.

H story shows the last trace of De Soto was al nbst at the place where these strange happenings
are now occurring. If the Pitcairn Island nmutineers could live for years w thout being discovered,
think how much nore likely it would be that Spanish explorers, and their descendants, probably
married to Indians, could remain for centuries concealed in the trackless wastes of the swanpl and.
Proud by nature, these men and their descendants kept the Spani sh tongue, kept the arnor and guns
their forebears had. They shunned contact with the outside world, created a kingdom of their own
inside the swanp. Now, with that kingdom menaced by a flood-control project that would drive them
fromtheir hiding place, they are fighting back .

The story ran for three colums. Pettybloomreally thought it was the best yarn he had ever done.
That is, until he received the tel ephone call that told hi mDoc Savage was dead.

THE tip, as usual, cane to the crine reporter anonynously. Pettybloomnever did learn that it was
Bouncer who call ed.

Confirmation came rapidly. Scores of rural residents had been watching the dirigible, had seen
the flash of fire and heard the expl osion.

It took only a little checking to learn the airship really did belong to Doc. Then, too, the real
guards at the airport were found and rel eased, and they told their story.

The sensation was enough to knock even the swanp nystery off the front pages, or woul d have been
had not editors been able to link Doc directly with the nystery.

The fanmous man of bronze, the papers reported, had lost his life while headed for Arkansas to

sol ve that mnystery.

Mbst newspapers were inclined to treat the fire and bl ast as an acci dent, pointing out that nmany
other dirigibles had been simlarly destroyed. Failure to find nmuch weckage was attributed to the
terrific explosion.

Geral d Pettybl oomwas no dope. He knew better. For one thing, he knew Doc’s dirigible was nostly
of netal alloy, very light, and besides it was filled with helium which wouldn’t burn.

The fire could only have been incendiary, probably of thermte conposition designed to destroy
the netal .

The expl osion al so coul d have been no acci dent.

For once in his life, Pettybloomwas frightened. He really had a hold on sonmething so big he was
scared.

There was no question in his mnd but that the swanp nystery and the destruction of Doc and his
ai des were |inked. That nmeant someone in Chicago was very interested in the Arkansas swanpl and.
Pettybl oom didn’'t see how that was possible, but he knew it nust be so.

He called up a few nenbers of the underworld he thought he could trust and asked what he believed
to be discreet questions. At first he could get no information at all. Then he recei ved what he

t hought was a hot | ead.

He was promised the "real |ow down" if he would neet a certain stoolie at a South Side address.
Pett ybl oom went there. The stoolie didn't show up, but three thugs did. The reporter never did
see their faces. They pounced on himfrom behind. He was terribly beaten up.

When he recovered, he found a note pinned to his shirt. The note warned himto forget what he
knew, if he wanted to keep on living.

Pet t ybl oom t hought of anot her Chicago crime reporter who hadn’t kept on living, but had been shot
down because sone of his "connections" thought he knew too nmuch. Then he thought of Doc Savage, and
of all the good the bronze man had done. The reporter wanted the killers of the bronze nman puni shed.
He staggered to the street, staggered to a nearby cigar store. There was a tel ephone booth there.
He never got inside. A hard object was pushed into his side and a man, hat pulled | ow, stepped up
behi nd him

"So yuh couldn't take a hint, huh?" the man asked. Hi s voice was qui et and wi thout nalice.

Pettybl oomtried to run. The gun spoke twi ce, and the reporter went down.

That he wasn’t killed was no fault of the gunman. He was taken to a hospital, unconscious. A



m nor nystery devel oped an hour |ater when he vani shed, apparently ki dnapped. Chicago police
launched a hunt for him but it was taken for granted he woul d never be found alive.

DOC SAVAGE had preferred that for a while everyone believe he and his aides were dead. The
dirigible had no sooner taken the air than all aboard knew it had been tanpered with.

Sensitive alarnms were attached to all parts of the big ship. A glance at dials in the control
room not only showed the airship had received visitors, but indicated where they had call ed.

W thout giving away that fact, Doc had inspected the ship swiftly. Hi s gold-flecked eyes detected
at once the three bonbs that had been fastened to the dirigible.

The bormb in the bow was of poison gas. This had been renpved by Mnk al nost before the ship was
of f the ground. Later, the fire bonb am dshi ps and the expl osive at the stern had been renobved.
Doc and his aides knew they were being watched. But it was easy for the bronze nman to counterfeit
what was expected to happen; in fact, the gas bonb nade the di sappearance of the ship |ogical.

A snoke bonmb was put in its place. The snoke hid the dirigible while Doc set off an expl osive

t hat sounded | oud, but did no damage.

VWhat the watchers fromthe ground failed to notice was that a cloud drifted across the sky after
that explosion. That cloud was artificially made, but it concealed the dirigible fromthose bel ow.
"This way our nystery arnor-wearers won't be expecting callers,” Mnk grinned.

"l don't suppose they ever have seen an ape," Hamgiggled. "It will be quite a shock to them when
you drop in on them"

Renny’s big fists opened and closed, his face nore severe than ever. "Just so | can get a swat at
those guys who knocked nme over the head." he grow ed.

Doc said nothing. The bronze man only whirled the controls. The dirigible headed toward Arkansas.

Chapter |IX. | NTO THE SWAMP

DOC and his aides weren't the only ones heading south. Shortly after the dirigible lifted into
the air, a plane took off fromanother airport. It carried two persons.

One was a snall man with real black hair plastered close to his head. He was al nost el egantly
dressed. A perfuned handkerchief was jamed into the breast pocket of his coat. He handl ed the
controls of the plane wi th negligent ease.

In the rear cockpit was a girl. She |likew se was snall, weighing | ess than a hundred pounds, wth
perfectly black hair and | arge, dark eyes.

CGeorges Douter and Consuel o Manresa al so were on their way to Arkansas.

The snmal|l plane gained altitude rapidly. A strained expression was on the girl's face. She kept
casting nervous gl ances around her.

Dout er gl anced over his shoul der. "There ees nothing to fear," he said.

The girl’'s nmouth tightened. "But Doc Savage—

Dout er shrugged. "Eef what Bouncer told us ees true, we no |longer need think about Doc Savage."
The smal |l nman doubl ed over with sudden mirth. "That Bouncer," he chortled. "Eef he wasn't mad
when he got out of that sack!"

The girl | ooked thoughtful. "Doc Savage had been listening to our conversation. Do you suppose he
heard anyt hi ng—

Agai n Douter shrugged. "What ees the difference?" he asked calmy. "Doc Savage, he ees no nore."
The girl | ooked doubtful. She heard of some of the al mbst mracul ous escapes the bronze man had
made in the past.

She paid no attention to the large cloud the plane skirted a short tine later. Even if she had,
she woul d have seen nothing. The dirigible was well conceal ed.

Monk and Ham al so had been keeping a close | ookout. That was not difficult, even with the airship
securely hidden in a cloud.

Infra-ray light was directed through the artificial haze with strong projectors. Then, using

tel escopes, particularly designed for the work, it was easy to see anything that was passi ng bel ow,
or on either side.

Monk spotted the plane first. He said nothing until he could nake out the occupants clearly. Then
he erupted.

"That hussy!" he piped angrily. "Everywhere we go that female insulting machine has to go also!"
Ham swung his tel escope, smled sweetly. "Your irresistible allure," he jeered softly. "I'd

al ways heard there was one type of woman that went for ‘cave nmen,’ but this is the first one | ever
saw that was attracted by an ape nan."

The hairy chemi st snarled angrily, his big shoul ders hunched about his bullet |ike head. "You—
Monk hal ted suddenly. Renny had appeared beside him The big engineer took the tel escope from
him | ooked through it carefully.

"Holy cowl " he ejaculated. "The Frenchie! The guy who told ne he was a reporter—and wasn't!"
"That’s the guy who called us, who said he was the Oracle and told us you were dead," Ham put in
excitedly.

"Let's drop down and get ‘em Doc!" Mnk shouted. The chenist junped up and down, his |long arns
wavi ng.



"Not yet," the bronze man cautioned. Doc did not nention that he had spotted the plane even

before Monk saw it. Nor did he tell of Douter’s conversation with the gang that had attacked themin
Chi cago.

"l believe we will learn nore by follow ng them" he added.

The dirigible picked up speed as the plane shot ahead. All attention remained on the plane.

That was why none aboard saw the second ship that was drifting al ong high above and behi nd.

FLETCHER CARTER | ooked as sel f-sufficient as usual. He had a fresh, pink carnation in his coat

| apel

The plane he was in was alnost a pursuit ship. It had sleek lines and the roar of its notor
indicated it was capable of trenendous speed. A hired pilot was at the controls

Cccasionally, Carter would |Iift a pair of binoculars to his eyes. Each tinme he nodded with quiet
satisfaction. Neither Georges Douter or Consuel o Manresa had spotted him He did not intend that
t hey shoul d.

It was the pilot who first called his attention to the cloud follow ng al ong behi nd Douter’s

pl ane

"l never seen a cloud nove that fast," the pilot shouted

Fl etcher Carter’s lips forned a silent "o," and he swung the gl asses upon the cloud. He watched
it for long mnutes. Then he grinned broadly

A sudden gust of wind had ripped away a fragnent of the filny mst. For just an instant he had
obtained a glinpse of a dark object

Carter had still been in Chicago when the extras had hit the street blaring, "Doc Savage Dead."
"Just a slightly exaggerated report,"” he told hinmself. One hand played with the carnation in his
coat, and his eyes becanme thoughtful. He spoke to the pilot

After that, his plane dropped still farther behind, and clinbed for additional altitude. It
became a nmere speck, invisible to the naked eye

The six hundred fifty mles to the Arkansas swanpl and area were covered swiftly. But it was
growi ng dusk when the dank, disnal-appearing expanse appeared bel ow.

For the first tine, Douter appeared uncertain of his destination. He swung out, skirted the edge
of the swanp. Several times he circled once or twi ce over cleared areas that coul d have been used as
landing fields, only to turn and go South

"Lookin” for something?" Mnk breathed

Doc nodded silent assent. The bronze nman’s gol d-fl ecked eyes were whirling strangely.

Ham and Renny strained their eyes through the gathering darkness

They all saw it when it came. It was a flashlight signal. The light was directed toward the sky,
and was being swng in a large circle

Instantly the roar of Douter’s plane was nmuted. The ship spiraled swiftly.

Bel ow, a group of brilliant |ights cane on suddenly, evidently spotlights operated by storage
batteries. A good-sized field was illumnated, one easily |large enough for a plane to | and

"This is going to be close,” Ham nuttered

Monk and Renny said nothing. They knew what Ham nmeant. |t woul d be inpossible for the dirigible
to come down directly behind the plane w thout being seen. Yet if there was any del ay, those they
were follow ng mght get away.

The dirigible tilted suddenly. Doc’s ai des gasped. The bronze man had spotted a narrow tunne
between trees at the far end of the field. It was the only place for a quick |anding. They woul d
have to chance that eyes, blinded by lights, would not see the shadow of the airship.

Beneath them Douter’s ship |landed. Two figures got out, to be met by a third

Renny t hought he saw a brief flurry of notion, but he couldn't be sure. The dirigible was noving
too fast.

UNDER Doc’s expert piloting, the dirigible slid into the space between the trees with hardly a
sound. The space was so narrow that it seened |ike a hangar created by nature

None of those aboard the big airship spoke. There was no need for words. Each knew what he had to
do

Monk and Ham broke out long nmooring lines. Swiftly they anchored the dirigible. Renny seized
weapons and ammuni tion. The weapons were the nercy pistols Doc and his aides custonmarily used. But
this time, as well as mercy bullets, Renny brought out several drums of explosive shells, bullets
that created trenmendous bl asts when they hit

Doc vani shed. He whi pped over the side of the dirigible and was gone before his aides even knew
what was happeni ng. He darted toward the swanp side of the clearing, noving silently and swiftly.
H gh overhead, with notor cut |low, Fletcher Carter was peering down through night glasses. There
was a regretful look on his features. Finally he sighed, spoke to the pil ot

"Much as 1'd like to, that landing field looks a little too cromed for us," he said

The pil ot nodded, swung the nose of the plane in a big arc

The bronze man was gone only a short time. But even before he returned, the bright |ights about
the inmprovised field to the rear of the dirigible had vani shed



Monk, Ham and Renny were noving about restlessly and inpatiently.

Doc did not explain. He bounded back aboard the airship, and went to the stern. Wen he
reappeared he was carrying what appeared to be a long, thin board, sone two feet w de. The board was
awkward to carry and undoubtedly heavy, but the bronze man handled it easily.

"Coggl es?" Doc asked.

Renny produced four queer-Ilooking sets of goggles. Each of them donned the gl asses. The big

engi neer reached down, swung what appeared |ike a searchlight.

The strange part about the searchlight was that no |light could be seen comng fromit with the
naked eye. It was another piece of equi pment the bronze man and his aides used often.

Shooting an infra-ray light, invisible under ordinary circunstances, it lighted a perfect path
for those wearing the specially designed goggl es.

Rapi dl'y, but taking care to nake no noise, the four noved toward the clearing. Renny swung the
light in a wide circle.

Not hi ng was to be seen except the deserted pl ane.

A grunt of disappointnent cane from Monk. Not often did he think Doc Savage nade an error, but he
t hought so this tine.

"Daggonit, Doc!" He wailed. "If you hadn’'t run away, we'd have got here in time to see where they
went. "

The bronze man sai d not hi ng.

Ham shot a quick | ook at Doc, and his lips twitched. He knew Doc’s habit of not explaining all he
did, was willing to bet the bronze man had sonething up his sleeve.

Doc led the way to the swanp, without a word. Then it becane apparent what the "board" he carried
really was.

Wth quick nmotions, he pressed rel ease catches. The "board" popped apart, becane a |ong, narrow
canoe. Inside were two thin paddles, nade of very strong netal. The canoe was big enough to hold
four persons.

Monk gazed bl ankly at the thick naze of foliage in front of them at the many different paths a
canoe coul d take through the al nbost stagnant water.

"B-but, Doc," he blurted plaintively. "Like | said, how are we going to know where they went?"
The bronze man did not answer—that is, in words. Silently, he pointed toward the water.

Monk’ s eyes got very large. He gul ped with enbarrassnent.

Before themwas a perfect trail.

THE trail was plainer than if it had been footprints in snow It was a brilliant yellow line,
showi ng up clearly on the water under the infra-ray searchlight.

Monk was chemi st enough to know what it meant. And he knew now why Doc had di sappeared for a few
nonent s.

Doc had wanted to continue trailing those ahead of them He had known, naturally, they would take
to the water. While the others were still getting fromthe plane, probably talking to their guide,
he had found the boat they would use.

At the stern of the boat, |ow where it would not be noticed, he had fastened a small contai ner

Ii ke a pepper box, but with only one small hole open.

Through that hol e dropped a steady, thin stream of powder, a powder that dissolved on the water,
| eavi ng what appeared to be a yellow trail behind.

No matter how many turns and tw sts the boat ahead of themtook, they could foll ow wthout
difficulty.

Ham was doubl ed over with silent mrth. Mnk, for once, was speechless. He had nothing to say as
the four got into their canoe, but he did take one of the paddl es. The savage sweep of his arms
showed the suppressed feeling he was working of f.

After a bit, none of those in the canoe felt like talking, anyway. Their surroundi ngs were
responsi bl e for that.

In their many adventures, Doc and his aides had been in sone strangely disquieting spots. But
none nore so than the swanp.

The hot, humi d stink of the place closed about them Creepers, |ong, dangling vines |ooked |ike
deadl y coil ed snakes. The trees took on strange, unearthly shapes.

Bi rd noises were few. That was understandabl e. Those who had passed that way before them had
frightened the birds.

The yellow trail on the water tw sted and turned, occasionally going through towering grass where
it seemed inpossible for a boat to go until that grass was pushed asi de.

Renny swung the searchlight suddenly fromside to side. Nothing was to be seen. Neither Mnk nor
Ham gave evi dence that they had noticed that startled nove. But they knew why Renny had nmade it.
They felt the same way thensel ves.

It seened that eyes were staring at them H dden eyes, malignant eyes, that watched every nove.
Doc’s trilling sound came. It was so unexpected the other three junped, nerves tense.

Then they heard it, too. Heard the noise that Doc’s keen ears had detected in the distance.

Far ahead there was a faint sound. A sound like that of clanking chains.



Wthout orders, Mnk’'s big shoulders bent to their work. The strong nmetal paddle bent under the
force of his drive. Doc appeared to be noving effortlessly, but the paddl e he was using bent nore.
The boat shot ahead.

A queer sense of fatalismagripped Ham He felt he knew what was going to happen next, even before
it occurred.

He felt no satisfaction when the sound cane—the sound that could only be nade by nen marching in
ar nor .

Then it came—the screamthey had all been expecting.

It was a shrill, high scream seemingly forced unwillingly fromtight |ips.

It was hard to tell whether that screamcame froma nman or a wonan.

Chapter X. SURROUNDED

THE sound of the scream came from sonme di stance ahead. Evidently those they had been trailing

al so had been noving at a rapid rate. The canoe fairly cut through the water.

Then they ran into trouble.

It cane so swiftly that Renny, in the bow of the boat with the searchlight, al nbst was knocked
over board.

A thick, tough vine was across the bayou, barely two feet above the water. It was stretched
tight.

Doc’s gol d-fl ecked eyes flickered at the sight of that. It couldn’'t have been there when the

ot her boat passed. Human hands had stretched that vine, had placed it there deliberately to del ay
those who were follow ng.

Yet how coul d those ahead have known they were being trailed?

No one wasted tinme |ooking for answers. A sharp knife flashed to Renny’s hands. The edge was
razor sharp, but so tough was the vine that it took several slashes to sever it.

After that, progress was slower. Several other vines were found barring the way.

Then the brilliant yellow trail they had been foll ow ng vani shed. One nonment it was there. The
next it was gone. The water ahead was perfectly clear. But the bronze man did not hesitate.
Wthout |oss of a single stroke, he swerved the canoe toward a narrow bayou on the right.

Then others saw what Doc’s keen eyes had found.

There was a body directly ahead. A body that was hel d upright against the broad trunk of a tree
by tightly twi sted vines. Unconsciously, a sigh of relief came from Mnk.

It was the body of a man.

The cl othes had been stripped al nost conpletely from Georges Douter. lronically enough, his

shoul der hol ster had been repl aced about him There was another |eather sheath at the back of his
neck. It still held its knife.

Nei t her gun or knife had done Douter any good. Coiled, stretching alnost entirely over his thin
chest, was The Crimson Serpent, the serpent of bl ood.

The Frenchman’s eyes were open. His contorted features seemed to hold an unbelieving, baffled

| ook.

There was no sign of Consuel o Manresa. There was no trace of the boat she had been riding in, or
of the guide that nmust have been al ong.

Renny was swal |l owi ng hard, his features dour and stern. Ham | ooked as if he were seeing sonething
that didn’t exist.

Tiny noi ses were com ng from Monk. The hairy chem st was torn between relief that Consuel o
Manresa hadn’t been killed, and anger at what he knew nust have been true.

There was no question in Mnk’s mnd but that the dark-eyed girl must have | ed Georges Douter
into a trap.

A faint whistle came from Ham The dapper |awer notioned to one side. Doc nodded. He had already
seen it.

A pile of clothes had been | eft beneath a huge cypress on the other side of the bayou. The
clothes had been fol ded deliberately and neatly. Wiy they had been left, was a question none coul d
answer .

Doc drove the canoe to the foot of the tree. Wth skilled fingers he went through pockets. He
extracted a thin, flat book. Wirdlessly, he opened it.

A startled grunt cane from Monk. The book was a passport, issued in France.

It identified Georges Douter as a nenber of the Sireté, the French Secret Police.

For a noment, none spoke. Questions flashed to the nmind of each, but they were questions that
seened to have no answer.

What was a French Secret Service nman doing in an Arkansas swanp? What was the inpelling nystery
that had drawn Georges Douter thousands of mles fromhis gay Paris to neet a hideous, terrible
deat h?

"It gets screwier and screwier," Mnk grow ed. "First somethin’ happens down here. Then we find
it has sonme connection with a gang in Chicago. Now we find it nust have sone connection in France,
as well."

"And the girl knewit," Hamput in, but for once he did not appear to be gi bing Mnk. Even the



dapper | awyer was sobered. "She wanted us to |l ocate Douter. And she was in New York."

"Strings | eading fromevery place," Renny agreed sonberly. "And all leading to this swanp."

Monk started to speak again, then his jaws closed. He had | ooked at Doc.

The bronze man appeared unaware of the scene about him H's head was tilted slightly to one side,
lids hal f-nmasked his gol d-fl ecked eyes.

Monk knew what that neant. The hairy chemi st did not even try to strain his own ears. If the
sound was too faint for Doc to be sure, then Monk knew he certainly couldn't hear it.

From boyhood, Doc had trained daily, exercising every part of his body, every faculty. H's
hearing far exceeded that of a normal man; his eyes were trained to detect things that any other
person would fail to see.

Ham stirred uneasily. Again the dapper |awer had the feeling that hidden eyes were watching him
Renny felt the sane. He was swinging the infra-ray searchlight ceasel essly.

"Holy cow, let's get out of here!" the big engineer rasped. H s voice sounded | oud and harsh in
the stillnness.

Monk’ s nuscl es bunched, his pig like eyes receded even farther in their pits of gristle until
they could hardly be seen through the big goggles he wore.

"Maybe that girl wasn't in this," he said, but even his voice held no hope. "Let's go on, Doc.
Let’s find out what this is all about."

Doc Savage said nothing. His eyes were open slightly nore now, as if he were nearing sonething a
little plainer.

Ham peered far back into the brush, his jaw dropping as he saw infra-ray light flash on
sonething. It was a boat. Wthout exam ning it, Ham woul d have bet it was the boat which had carried
Georges Douter to his death.

He notioned to Renny. The engineer turned the |ight squarely on the boat. The small can Doc had
attached to the stern was m ssing. That explained that.

Evidently one of those they had foll owed had di scovered it, probably by accident. They coul dn’t
have known what it was for, but they had taken no chances. They had renoved it.

Renny swung the light upward. Its rays pierced the dense foliage of a tree, sone fifty feet away.
A gasp cane fromthe big engineer. Al eyes turned toward the light.

Peering at themthrough | eaves of a tree was a face. It was a lined, evil face, with slitted eyes
gl eam ng venonously.

Just beneath it was the barrel of a gun.

"LET us get out and | ook around,"” Doc said. The bronze man spoke unusually | oud.

Doc slipped the goggles fromhis eyes as they stepped out upon the knee of the big cypress,

wor ked their way toward the abandoned boat.

Monk, Ham and Renny nade quite a bit of noise. They weren't surprised to discover a nonent |ater
that Doc had di sappeared. They had expected that. Al though they had heard nothing, they knew Doc had
vani shed up the tree above them

The bronze man coul d nove as silently through the treetops, and al nost as rapidly, as any denizen
of the jungle.

Renny coul d not resist another flash with the searchlight.

The face they had seen was no | onger there.

Only seconds |ater, Doc reappeared. H s features were enotionless, as usual, but his aides knew
himwell. They realized he was slightly puzzl ed.

"Cone," Doc reported briefly.

If the bronze man was slightly puzzled, his aides were nore so. It didn't seem possible that
anyone coul d nove fast enough to elude Doc in the darkness.

The whole thing was getting nore and nore baffling. Hamfelt nerves crawing on the back of his
neck.

Doc took the searchlight from Renny and replaced his goggles. On the far side of the boat was a
single footprint.

It was a footprint different fromthat any of them had ever seen before. The hard nud showed
every detail clearly.

It was the print of an arnored foot.

Doc’ s head cane up suddenly. "Quickly!" he rapped. He | eaped toward their canoe.

The others had heard nothing, seen nothing. But they did not hesitate. They junped after him
"Watch for broken twi gs. We should be able to trail the others that way," Doc snapped. Then he
added: "If we are not too late."

Monk did not understand what was neant. He didn't particularly care. Doc had turned the nose of
the canoe toward the center of the swanp. That was what the chem st wanted.

He was not one to null |ong over puzzles. What he wanted was action. He was quite content to |et
Doc solve all the questions.

But even Monk wondered what Doc neant by that last statement. It wasn’t |ike the bronze man to
make a statement |ike that.

Doc back-watered suddenly. The canoe stopped, swung around, raced down another bayou. Again Doc



stopped it. This time he turned back.

Then Monk and the others heard what Doc had di scerned some m nutes before.

The silence of the night had been broken. There was a faint, steady sound. It seemed to be com ng
toward themfromall directions.

Perspiration broke out on Mink’s honely features. Renny reached in the bottom of the canoe,
grabbed up several of the mercy pistols, passed themto the others.

The canoe shot out into a mniature | ake, then stopped. The sound they had heard was | ouder now.
They could identify it. It was the steady, sw shing sound of many paddies. It swelled in an
ever-increasing chorus.

A nmorment later the first dugout canme into view. It held several nen.

Then scores of dugouts appeared. They cane fromevery direction.

Doc and his nen were surrounded.

LANTERNS and searchlights were carried by men in nost of the dugouts. The searchlights cane on,
the lanterns were |ighted.

The canoe with Doc and his aides was the focal point for hundreds of |ights. They were the center
of a silent, hostile nob.

For 1 ong nmoments no one spoke. Then one dugout noved forward. It carried but a single man.

From descriptions given in the newspapers, Doc and his aides recogni zed the occupant as Hank
Hendricks, the bearded still operator whose son had been killed by the Crinson Serpent.

"l give yuh fair warnin’, and yuh wouldn't take it." Hendricks grated harshly.

Doc said nothing. The bronze man seened to have added inches to his height, even sitting as he
was in the canoe. His features were perfectly calm his gold-flecked eyes quiet.

A rifle was on Hank Hendricks’ knee. Wth one hand, the bearded swanp man shifted that rifle so
that the nuzzle was ained at Doc. One finger rested carelessly on the trigger.

Monk noved his nercy pistol cautiously. Careful as he was, the novenent was spotted.

"Don't try that!" a voice spat behind him "I'd jest as soon shoot as not."

Monk breathed deeply. This was a tough spot. He didn't need a diagramto tell himwhat it was all
about .

The natives had been opposed to the government engineers entering the swanp, to begin with. Then
the Crinmson Serpent had appeared. Rightly or wongly, the natives had bl aned work on the flood
project for that.

Hendri cks had sounded a warning. He had told all outsiders to keep away fromthe swanp. And the
bear ded native had |ost a son.

Ham | i kewi se saw the point. For years, this swanp had been shunned by peace officers of all

kinds. It was a sanctuary for all those outside the law. Not that all of those that lived in the
swanp were | awbreakers, but enough of themwere. They would junp at an excuse that would keep the
swanp inviolate.

Doc Savage had persuaded themto |et the engineers work, to begin with. Now, even his influence
seened gone.

"You recogni ze me?" the bronze man asked quietly.

Hank Hendricks nodded, and for an instant his features split in a hideous snarl.

"Yeah, | recognize yuh. Yuh are responsible for the whole thing. Yuh just the sane as killed ny
son. |f we hadn’t listened to yuh, if we hadn’t let them dam engineers in, |’'d—=

"Hold it, Hank," someone cautioned fromthe background. "Ye said yourself we'd let these fellers
go."

Hendri cks spun his head. "Thet's what | said. But | changed ny mind. You didn't |lose a son. You
ain't suffered like | has."

He turned back, his rifle came up.

Doc had not appeared to nove. Only his aides had seen the quick gesture he had made. One hand had
darted under his shirt, into the equi prent belt he always wore about his waist.

Now t hat hand was again resting on the edge of the canoe, over the water.

"If you will only let me speak, and try and explain what is happeni ng— Doc began.

"Yuh can’t speak. None of ye can lie out of this trick!" Hank Hendricks shrilled. The rifle in
his hand cane up.

Monk’ s shoul ders rose and fell. Now it was coming. A fight was inevitable. They were hopel essly
out nunbered. Besides, they had no wish to kill these people. They were doi ng what they thought best.
They didn't deserve to be shot down. And nercy bullets wouldn't work here. If they were to escape at
all, they would have to use the explosive shells, bullets that were so powerful that even one woul d
wi pe out an entire dugout and all the nen init.

Then Monk gasped. He thought he was going blind. The scene in front of himfaded with astonishing
rapidity. The lights grew dim then vanished. He could no | onger see Hank Hendricks. He couldn't see
anyone.

Dimy he was aware that the canoe made a violent lurch forward just before the shooting started.

Chapter Xl. GUNS ROAR



BULLETS were whistling overhead. Startled shouts cane fromall sides

Then the firing stopped as quickly as it had started. A man shrieked |oudly.

"I can't see! | can't see!"

O hers took up the cry. The secluded | ake in the swanp becane a bedl am of noise

Monk, Ham and Renny couldn't see anything either. They didn’'t know just what was happeni ng, but
t hey knew Doc was responsible for it

Their canoe was noving rapidly through the water. Once it struck another boat. A hand reached
out, grabbed Monk by the arm The hairy chem st grunted. This was sonething he knew about

One of his long arns streaked forth, grabbed an unseen opponent around the neck. The other opened
his nouth to yell. Mnk’s huge paw smashed hi m squarely in the open nouth, knocked out several teeth
and gagged any outcry.

Several words were spoken rapidly in a strange tongue. Disgustedly, Mnk let go of the man he had
grabbed. Their canoe glided on. Monk would have preferred to remain for a little fighting, but he
obeyed instantly when Doc spoke in Mayan, ordering himto let go

It cane as no surprise to Monk that evidently Doc was the only one who could still see. He had
expect ed t hat

Sounds of shouts and angry cries began to fade. The canoe | eaped on through the w nding bayous
Gradual ly vision returned to Doc’s aides. Hanis features were bew | dered. Big Renny rubbed an arm
anxi ously over his eyes

"Holy cow, | can see again!" he runbl ed

"The chemical | used does not have |ong or permanent effects,"” Doc said quietly.

"What is it?" Ham gasped

"A chem cal which, mxed with water, produces al nost the sanme effect as tear gas, but wi thout the
painful, smarting effects," the bronze man expl ai ned

He did not add, as he might have, that it was a conpound he had discovered hinself, and one that
soon woul d probably be adopted by police for controlling unruly nmobs. He took two pieces of glass
fromhis own eyes. They were lenses made to fit directly over the eyeballs. Use of them had enabl ed
Doc to see when the others could not

Those behind, evidently had al so recovered their eyesight. There were sounds of splashing and of
many boats noving through the narrow bayous as the pursuit started

Monk got into action again, aided by w elding a paddle. The speed of the canoe increased

Renny was an engi neer and accustoned to keeping his sense of direction. But even he admtted to
himsel f that he woul d have becone | ost had he tried to find his way out of the swanp.

Doc did not hesitate. The bronze man's sense of direction also was highly trained. Doc did
however, take a circular, rather than a direct route to the edge of the swanp.

H s action had its effect. Soon the sound of pursuit began to fade

"But now what ?" Monk denanded. It was a question that had occurred to the others, also. They had
lost the trail of the girl, the only clue they had

Doc did not answer for a nonent. His gold-flecked eyes flashed queerly. "There is one thing nore
we can try— he began

He broke off suddenly. They had al nbst reached the edge of the swanp, were nearly back to the
dirigible.

The bronze man held up his hands, stopped paddling. "Get your nmercy pistols ready," he said
quietly. "A group of nmen are approaching the dirigible!"

IT was sonme minutes before the others detected the sound. Then they heard it. It was the sound of
several men noving al nost silently through the underbrush

"The natives?" Ham whi spered

Doc shook his head. "They could not have reached here yet," he answered

"Do we fight?" Renny denanded belligerently

Again the bronze nman shook his head. "Not if we can help it. W need the dirigible. Run for it!"
The canoe was abandoned. Wth Doc in the | ead, the four streaked through the brush

They were alnost to the big airship when the light came on. It was a huge |ight, evidently one of
the type that had been used about the inprovised landing field

It caught the four nen directly in its rays

Monk nmuttered inarticulate words. Ham was using expressions that woul d not have been permtted in
a court of |aw.

Pi stol s barked. Renny grunted as a slug caught himin the side. Only the fact that all Doc’'s mnen
were wearing the bullet-proof underwear that was part of their usual attire, saved himfrominjury
Then canme a trenendous bl ast. The light went out

Doc had not slowed his pace in the least. He had fired on the run. He had been using an expl osive
bull et. The huge |ight that had been directed on themwent into a thousand pieces

From sonmewhere near a man yelled in fright. Again the gun in Doc’s hand spoke. The bronze nan
never killed when it could be avoided. He was not trying to kill now. He had directed the expl osive
bul l ets high over the heads of the onrushing group

That group stopped. Parts of trees rained down on them The thunder of the gun was terrific.



The attackers turned and ran. A minute |later Doc and his aides reached the dirigible.

The bronze man took no part in releasing the nmooring lines or getting the big ship back into the
air. He left that to the others.

Instead, he went to the snall but very conplete |aboratory with which the dirigible was equipped.
For a time, he worked swiftly.

Maj or Roberts, Doc’s aide known as Long Tom who was busy at Panama, would have understood what
the bronze man was doing had he been present. It is doubtful if the others would. Long Tomwas the
el ectrical expert.

The dirigible had been in the air for sone mnutes before Doc reappeared. He was carrying what

| ooked |ike a huge porcupi ne—except that the object he had bristled with large horns instead of
quills.

Ham recogni zed what it was first. An expression of delight crossed the dapper |awer’s face.

Doc had rigged the big object at the side of the dirigible. In that position, all of the nmany
horns were turned down. Then the bronze man turned a switch, and produced a pair of headphones.
"A listening device!" Ham shouted gleefully.

Monk’s honely face split in a wide grin. He could understand now why Doc hadn't wasted tinme to
stay and fight. A listening device of the type the bronze man was using, would enable themto fl oat
al ong noiselessly in the air, but follow the course of anything bel ow them even a canoe with

muf f | ed paddl e.

If they could pick up the trail of the nen in arnor, a sound easily identified, they could trail
directly along to the heart of the nystery that confronted them

Monk anbl ed to Doc’s side, put on a second pair of headphones.

Doc was whirling a dial and working what appeared to be a | oop aerial.

Monk grunted delightedly. Faintly, at first, then stronger, cane a sound of clanking arnor in the
headphones. The chemi st whirled, notioned to Hamat the controls to change direction.

Then a new sound cane, a sound they didn’t need earphones to hear.

It was the sound of many shots, alnmpst as if an arny were attacking.

THE sound of the shots canme fromthe extrene-lower end of the swanp. It was there the damwas to
be built which eventually would flood this swanp, but which also would act as a breakwater, would
prove invaluable in tinme of floods.

And it was there that the nmain body of governnent workers were | ocated.

"The natives are attacking them " Renny excl ai med incredul ously.

Monk’ s honely face pictured di sappointnent. Tine was everything right now I|f they went to the
aid of the government workers, they would lose the trail of the men in arnor. |If they |ost that
trail, they mght never solve the nystery of the Crinson Serpent.

But Monk knew, even before Doc acted, what the answer woul d be.

The bronze man dropped the earphones, rushed to the controls. The dirigible spun. Powerful notors
roared, bit into the air. The airship lunged forward.

"Lights! Flare powder!" Doc rapped.

The others junped to obey. No other instructions were needed. They knew what Doc intended.

Sound carries far in the night, particularly to those up above. The firing had sounded cl ose at
hand. Actually, it had been mles away.

It was ten minutes before the dirigible approached the nain governnent canp.

Doc had soared upward, putting the dirigible high above the scene. As they neared, he silenced
nmost of the engines. Al 1ights had been extingui shed.

Then he tilted the nose down, kicked on all the notors. At the sane instant, two powerful
searchlights were turned on in the nose of the big ship.

The dirigible thundered down. And the |ights showed a strange scene.

Gover nment workers had taken refuge behind a small earthen ranp that had been thrown up. There
was a ditch behind it, giving themanple protection. But it was apparent fromthe first that they
had but few weapons.

Opposed to themwas a sight such as none of those in the airship had ever seen before.

Men in arnmor were noving steadily forward.

The arnmored nmen were not noving rapidly. Their guns handi capped themthere. Those guns were not
nmodern weapons. They were of the ancient, long-barreled type, that had to be rested on a netal stand
before they could be fired.

Only for an instant was the picture clearly defined. The sudden roar of the airship’'s notors, the
power ful beans of the searchlights had their effect.

The men in arnmor turned and fled.

It was then that Monk and Ham dropped the flare powder. Brilliant orange and red |ights sprang
upward as the flares hit the ground.

The retreat of the arnored nmen becane a rout.

THE flares faded, the searchlights were extinguished. Even those lights were not powerful enough
to penetrate the dense growth of the swanp into which the attackers had vani shed.



The dirigible leveled off, circled and cane back over the canp. Men were running back and forth
aim essly, unable to understand what was happeni ng.

Doc spoke briefly to Renny. The dirigible cane to a stop, however, practically invisible in the
sky. A rope | adder was dropped fromthe undersi de.

A few nonents after, the bronze nman appeared in the mdst of the excited governnent workers. So
swiftly had events occurred that none knew where he had come from

H s cal m question brought a hal f-hundred answers at once.

"They appeared wi thout warning! Two of the engineers got shot! We wouldn’'t have had a chance if
it had not been for sonething that roared out of the sky!"

Skillfully, Doc dodged fromthe excited group, went to the tent where the two wounded nmen had
been taken. The canp physician was busy there.

Wthout a word, the bronze nan aided. Seconds |later he held a |lead pellet in his hand. It was a
bul l et extracted fromthe wound of one of the men.

The bull et showed the nomentary inpression fromthe sky had been correct. It had never been fired
froma nmodern rifle. It had been hand-cast.

And it was perfectly smooth. It had no marks of rifling on it at all.

It could only have cone froma very anci ent gun.

Undoubtedly it had been fired froma weapon such as the ancient Spanish explorers used! The nen
were dressed in Spanish arnor!

"There was sonething strange | noticed," the canp physician told Doc conversationally. "I've
travel ed a great deal. Once | spent several years in Spain. These men toni ght +hose who attacked
us—wer e speaki ng Spani sh. But they were speaking an odd dialect, one that | did not think had been
used for two hundred years!"

I T was easy enough, through the listening device, to pick up the trail of those who had fired on
the canp. The difficulty was in keeping the dirigible nmoving slowy enough.

Monk and Ham debated angrily on the nunber of nmen there had been in the party.

Ham was convi nced there had been several hundred. Mnk said fifty, at |east.

Doc did not join the argunent. He had counted the nen. There had been exactly twenty.

Renny said nothing at all. The big engineer was trying to think. H's huge fists, which he had
often used to smash through solid oak doors, opened and cl osed.

There quite evidently was an effort to balk the flood project. O was there? The swanp dwel |l ers
apparently thought so. The attack on the governnent workers bore that out. But why? And what coul d
the flood project nean to a French Secret Service man, or to a gang in Chicago?

And, nost of all, where did the nmen in arnor cone fron? Renny, also, thought of De Soto. That
theory seenmed al nost beyond belief, but the big engineer had too nmuch experience to disniss any
theory as fantastic.

Slowly the dirigible floated onward. It was noving silently, lurking several mles behind those
they were trailing.

The night had closed in. The nobon was not yet up. The dank gl oom seened to hol d hi deous secrets.
Even Monk and Ham quieted their bickering. It was getting them also.

How far they went, they did not know. It was difficult to estinate distance at the slow speed
they were traveling. But they knew they covered nany ml es.

Then the sound of the armor clinking ceased.

Ham s breath came out in a slow sigh. He glanced at Doc. Whatever it was, wherever it was, at

|l east they were close to their destination.

The infra-ray beans were turned on. Through the tel escope they could see nothing but an
apparently limtless swanp. In places, trees |oomed high. A ways there was thick, heavy vegetation.
Only occasionally could they see a cleared spot, and that was small. It was going to be inpossible
to bring the dirigible down here.

Monk gasped suddenly. Renny started. The others had seen it also.

There had been a faint whir, like the sound of wings on a giant bird. A dark object had shot by
in front of them descending swiftly.

Doc al one showed no surprise. He seemed to have been expecting sonething of the sort to happen.
"A gyro," he said briefly.

Color returned to Hamis features. "But what’'s a gyro doing here?" he started. Then his lips
closed tight. Too many strange things were occurring to show nmuch interest in one nore new fact.
The dirigible halted, then nosed down. They were maki ng no noise, they did not believe they could
be heard.

In that they were mistaken.

Strong lights cane on suddenly, flickered a nonment, then focused squarely on the floating ship.
Then, clearly through the still night, came a girl’s voice, a voice lifted in scream ng warning.
"CGo back, Doc Savage! Get away while you can!"

Chapter Xl |I. A TRAP
THE screans choked off in a sort of gurgle. Then there was silence. The strong |lights went out.



Per haps the nen who controlled themw shed to see if Doc woul d heed the warning. O perhaps they
knew the lights nade a perfect target.

Ham | eaned so far out of the cabin w ndow that he al nost fell out.

"That girl's O K ," he said flatly. He gave Monk a dirty glare. "I told you she was all right,
you enpty-headed carcass of a stuffed baboon!" The dapper |awer apparently had forgotten that he
had said no such thing.

Then a second screamsplit the air. There were words in it, they were difficult to understand. It
sounded like a cry for hel p. Mnk | ooked di sgusted.

"O. K nothing!" he roared. "She's a phony. Tryin' to lure us into trouble. She knows a gigolo
like you woul dn’t have sense enough to know the difference."

The scream canme agai n. Ham shuddered. He was very much puzzled. First there had been a warning;
then what sounded like a plea for help.

Monk grunted suspiciously. "Don't pay any attention to it, Doc," he nuttered. "It's a trap."
Doc contradicted himaquietly. "That scream" he said calmy, "was made by Consuel o Manresa in
agony. "

Monk’ s jaw dropped. Then he snapped it shut. A look of anticipation cane to his eyes, his long
arms swung suggestively.

"Wy, those dirty thugs!" he bellowed. "Torture a womman, will they? Let’'s go down there. Wen |
get ny hands on them 1’11’11 make them wi sh they' d gone back to Spain in 1542 and hadn't hung
around here!"

Monk wanted very nuch to get into a first-rate scrap. He hoped now that Doc wouldn't let a wonan
suffer. Doc made no nove to go to the rescue. Mnk thought that strange.

Renny uttered an ejacul ation of surprise. Renny had turned on the infra-ray power beam He was

| ooking at the ground through the telescopic filter. The dirigible was steady in the air. It floated
only a few hundred feet up, dropping slowy. But Renny could see objects in the swanp with great
clarity.

"There are many nen down there, Doc," Renny said. "They seemto be swanp nen. At |east, they were
dressed that way."

Renny had decided not to take anything for granted any nore. Monk and Ham grabbed for a pair of
infra-ray filter tel escopes, peered through them Mnk |let out a squall.

"Qur other friends are down there, too!" he shrilled. "Look at themguys in armor with the swanp
guys. And |l anp the guns they’ve got?" Mnk chuckl ed hoarsely at the sight he saw

He had good reason. The scene bel ow | ooked as though it mght have come froma nusical conedy.
Swar t hy, bearded nen in ancient arnor seenmed to be mingling with the swanp fol k.

They appeared frightened at the presence of the dirigible.

DOC S |i stening device picked up many sounds fromthe swanp. There was the sound of netal rubbing
agai nst nmetal as the men in arnmor wal ked. There was excited conversation in Spanish.

One bearded man tilted back his helmet, seemed to see the airship for the first time. He fell to
his knees, shouted hoarsely, pointing.

"Pure Castilian," Doc observed. "And a sentence structure as ancient as the Inquisition."

"What’'s he say, Doc?" Mnk denmanded.

"He says we're a big, evil bird," Doc translated. "He—

Doc stopped in the mddle of a sentence. He | eaped quickly fromthe rail, noved silently toward
his little | aboratory.

But Monk was fascinated by the inpossible sight below him The arnored nen began to point ancient
bl underbusses in the air. The weapons roared, belched flane and the snoke of ol d-fashi oned bl ack
gunpowder .

Monk burst into gales of glee.

"Ww " he bell owed. "They couldn't hit us at a hundred yards with those things!"

That was why Monk did not think it unusual when Doc suddenly turned on every light in the
dirigible. Even the landing lights glared downward. The altineter registered eight hundred feet She
was dropping slowy. Mnk’s shrill laugh welled fromhis throat. At precisely seven hundred and
ninety feet of altitude, Mnk’'s sense of hunor |left himconpletely.

Booml S-s-s-s-sing!

The big dirigible shuddered, sank suddenly by the head.

"That," Doc’s voice cane quietly, "was a two-inch antiaircraft shell."

Even Monk knew that the ancient conquerors from Spain hadn't owned that kind of equipnent!
Renny’ s boomi ng voice cut loose with a roar of amazenent. He started noving, not waiting for even
Doc’ s instructions.

"1’ m dunping ballast forward, Doc," he shouted. "I'Il try to get her up."
Doc Savage nade no answer. He glided silently along the deck of the ship, peered downward. Then
he went over the rail, clung to a network of guy ropes. He swung one hand back and forth in a

strange notion.
"CGo to the notor room Ham" he said quietly. "Get under way."
In an instant the big propellers whirled to life. But the ship was sluggish. She still floated



| ess than eight hundred feet fromthe ground—a mere pot shot for a nodern gunner.

MONK hung gapi ng over the window sill. He realized what had caused Doc’s trilling sound a few

m nutes before. A big nound of swanp grass and clinbing ferns had sprung apart as if by magic. In
its center |oomed the two-inch gun. It booned regularly. It seened inpossible that it could mss at
that distance.

Doc had undoubtedly spotted that hummock as a gun trap even before it had opened.

Anot her hurmmock of seemingly rotten vegetation cleaved in two. A sharp rat-at-at-at-at introduced
Monk to a multibarreled antiaircraft weapon, the nost nodern thing in warfare. Heavy slugs whistled
through the rigging, dug into the netal bag of the dirigible.

It was apparent now why the nen in arnor had rushed out. They had been trying to lure Doc’s nen
down to what | ooked |like an easy fight. But what the |ink was between those anci ent nuskets and
weapons of mnodern warfare, Mnk coul d not imagine.

The hairy chem st shook his head, suddenly aware of their predicament

"The lights!" he shrilled. "W got to put themout! They'll snear us!"

Doc spoke quickly in Mayan. Wthout a word, Mnk obeyed his orders. He | eaped to the

after-bal |l ast tanks, slamred back the |levers that enptied them But the ship was still |osing
altitude. Her head sagged.

Suddenly a shout of triunph welled up fromthe ground. The ship shuddered, |urched sideways.

There was a hiss of flanme fromam dships. Alurid red blaze burst out. Snmoke poured fromthe notor
conpar t ment

Ham rushed through the hatchway. Hi s face strained, white.

"D-d-don’t know what it hit," he gasped. "But it was sonething."

It seened indeed to have been sonething. Heavy snoke nmushroonmed from the control-cabin w ndows.

Fl ame |icked out at the rigging. The two-inch gun boonmed again bel ow and a fresh bl aze broke out in
the bow. Red flames |icked hungrily at the bag. The ship began to sink.

Doc Savage clinbed quickly back fromthe guy ropes. He paused a nonent beside Renny in the

forward observation cabin. Then he turned toward Monk and Ham

"Junp!" he shouted. "Take to your parachutes! We are too low to get away."

THE bronze man began adjusting a parachute to his body. Mnk tightened the straps of a chute
about his shoul ders, slung one leg over the sill of a window Hamwas right behind him bunped
agai nst him Monk took up the quarrel.

"Don’t shove, you overrated process server!" the hairy chem st shrilled. "Look what your |ady
friend has got us into now"

Ham noticed that Mnk’s chute was properly adjusted. So he pushed himthrough the w ndow.

"l hope it doesn’t open, you accidental freak!" Hamgrowl ed. "W'd all be better off."

Then Ham junped, held his own rip cord until he saw that Mnk's chute had bill owed safely out
above him

"Doc thinks it would be a good idea if we drowned you," Ham confided across a hundred yards of

at nosphere. "Maybe you'll land in one of those deep sinkholes they have here."

Monk twi sted angrily.

"Doc never said no such thing!" he roared. Then he grinned sheepishly for having bitten on that
one. Monk was al ways so determ ned to please the bronze man that the slightest hint to the contrary
dug deep under his skin.

"Doc— he began. Then his mouth froze in a nask of horror.

"Doc, Doc!" Renny’'s big voice booned. "I'mstuck! 1'Il have to stay aboard."

Monk and Ham coul d only swal | ow, speechl ess as they | ooked toward the dirigible. Flanes billowed
al | about the ship. Snoke poured fromevery wi ndow. A gust of w nd seenmed to whip the bag toward the
south. Then she settled, flam ng, beneath the mighty cypress tops a mle away or nore away.

A ragged scream wel | ed from her as she sank. The voice was Renny’s.

So horrified were Ham and Monk that they didn't see the ground rush up to neet them They | anded
with a double thunp in deep ferns beside a cypress knee, the huge gnarled roots that provide solid
footing in the weird Arkansas swanps.

Monk rubbed his eyes free of a nore-than-suspicion of noisture. Then he snapped erect. In the
excitement, there was one thing neither had noticed.

"Where is Doc?" he demanded. "I didn't see himget clear."

Ham swal | owed with difficulty.

"l d-d-don’t know," he stammrered slowy. "But it doesn’'t seemlikely he'd | eave Renny in a jam"
Monk didn't answer. He couldn’t. The barrel-chested chenist stood up. He flicked on a pencil
flashlight, looked around him In this setting he |ooked like a mghty ape in his native habitat.

THERE is no place nore eerie than a cypress swanp in the night. And few places are nore dangerous
to a man without a boat. Sinkholes without bottons await the unwary trespasser. Deadly npbccasins as
thick as a man’s wist carry potent poison.

Even the wind that whispers through the ghostly trees carries the scent of fresh neat to the



swanp cougar. And in this norass of |ow bayou npss and sinkhol es, another nenace stal ked. It was one
that both Monk and Ham knew was there, but which neither understood. The nmenace of the Crinson

Ser pent .

Monk grunted. He wi shed he could hear a noise. Any kind of a racket. The dark silence was
oppressive. He flicked on his |ight again.

"Whaddya | ook so scared about?" he growled. "This ain’t nothing."

"Not for you," Hamreplied tartly. "You can take to the trees and be nore at honme than you' ve

been in several generations."

"Well, I wish | knew what happened to Doc and Renny," Mnk conpl ai ned, as he pl odded besi de the

Il awyer. Monk played his flashlight about. Suddenly Ham stopped short. He seized Monk’s wist with
one hand. The chem st stopped, flicked off his light.

Far off, he heard a twi g snap. Then another, closer. Mnk’'s sense of hearing was nore highly

devel oped than any of the group except Doc’s. Hamattributed that to his theory that Mnk's simnm an
ancestors had been forced to devel op good hearing or be eaten by the other animals of the jungle.
Ham pressed his fingers on Monk’s wists, conveyed a nessage in Mrse code.

Chapter X Il. A TORTURE ROOM
TWD huge cypress trees were near them Silently, each of the two clinbed one. Mnk opened his
mout h, tensed his chest nuscles. He scarcely breathed at all. Woever was approaching was using

utnost stealth. Monk marvel ed at the woodsmanshi p of the man.

He didn't realize his presence until the woodsman was directly bel ow him Then Mnk junped. As he
junmped, he how ed. Monk fought best when he created the | oudest racket. He struck a huge body with
the force of a battering ram

Then Monk went through the npst amazi ng convul sions he had ever known. He felt hinself tossed in
the air like a chip before a storm H's powerful arns were as helpless as a child. He | anded,
sitting down, in a clump of ferns.

When he found his voice, it carried an extrenely crestfallen note. Ham junped down fromhis tree,
grinning widely at Mnk’'s disconfiture.

"Doc!" Monk yelled. "How did you get here?"

"Renny and | have hidden the dirigible." the bronze man explained. "He is still aboard."

" B-b- but how— Mnk began.

Doc spoke swiftly, in a tone that carried only to his two aides. He had noticed the fake

humocks, had suspected what might be com ng. The ship was too low to escape from hi gh- powered
weapons, so Doc pretended to fall into the trap. To do so it was necessary to turn on the lights. In
the gloom a dark shadow woul d have been sufficient target. But Doc had dusted a fine powdered
chemi cal fromthe ship. The chem cal dust had set up a field of light refraction, simlar to a

m rage. The gunner’s aim had been accurate, but the dirigible had not been where they thought it
was. The refracting dust had bent the light rays. Doc had created a harm ess fire aboard the ship.
"l believe we are near the center of this nystery," Doc told his two aides. "I want you two to
follow the tracks of the nmen who abandoned those anti-aircraft guns and see what you can | earn. But
be careful ."

"O K., Doc." Hamreplied. "But where are you goi ng?"

The bronze man apparently didn't hear him That was a habit of his when he didn’t want to answer

a question.

Then, suddenly, Mnk and Ham noticed that the bronze man had di sappear ed.

LATER, Ham bl aned Monk’s curiosity for the jamthey got into. Monk blaned it on Hams

gullibility. Ham as assured hinself, had al ways been a sucker for wonen. Mnk had to forget a great
many of his own infatuations to arrive at that conclusion. But, he preferred to forget those anyway.
They found the contrivance not far fromthe humocks that concealed the antiaircraft guns. At

first they didn’t know what it was.

"l magi ne anyone carting a victrola out in a swanp like this!" Mnk finally grunted. "Wnder

what’'s on the record.”

Ham didn't object to Monk’s finding out. Later he said he would have, but Mnk didn't give him
tine. The chemi st started the flat disk noving, planted the needle in the groove.

The bl ood-curdling screamthat came out of it made both men whirl around. Then Monk hastily

renoved the needle.

"That’ s where the screamcane from " he bellowed. "That frisky dame wasn’t even here to scream

for herself. Wiy, you sucker!"

Ham sti f f ened.

"Yes," he rapped. "And that’'s why Doc didn't investigate a scream he knew was nade i n agony. He
realized it was comng froma tal king machine. | wonder where she is."

Ham s question was answered nore quickly than he had any idea it would be. The voice of Consuel o
Manresa came suddenly fromthe night. It sounded frantic. Her footsteps stunbled in the swanp grass
and roots.

"Ch, Meestair Savage!" she called. "I heard your two nen."



Monk twi sted uneasily. He whipped his nercy gun froma shoul der hol ster. The footsteps cane

cl oser.

"Let her conme," Mnk grow ed. "She better have a danged good expl anation."

Consuel o Manresa burst into the circle of Mnk’s flashlight. Her clothes were torn. Red narks on
her wrist indicated that she had been bound. There was a | ook of fear upon her face. But Mnk wasn’t
going to be fooled by any histrionics this time. He seized her by the wist, barked at her harshly:
"What's the idea? Wiy’ d you record that phony screamto trap us?"

The girl’s dark eyes dil ated.

"That screamis not phonee!" she cried. "They nake nme do eet."

She bared an armthat showed the red narks of a hot poker or sone other instrunent.

"l was here when | cry the warning," she protested. "They did not know | have escape. Then they
stop me an’ turn on this theeng. Now | escape again."

"Hmmm?" Mnk grunted. "A likely story."

Ham strai ghtened his shoul ders, took on his nost judicial air. It |ooked as though this girl had
led themtoo many tinmes into a trap. Hamdecided to find out what it was all about.

"Who are they, Mss Manresa?" he began in his best courtroom manner.

Consuel o Manresa shuddered, "I do not know," she npaned. "They are Spanish. But they speak a

Spani sh | do not understand very well. They are—they are terrible!"

"Why are they trying to stop construction of the dan?" Hambored in. "It is inportant that we

know. "

"Dan?" she queried. "I don't know of any dam"

Monk grunted in disgust. Then he began to howl . The swanp was suddenly alive with men. None of

the men were swanpers. They were swarthy, arnored giants clad in the full steel nmail of ancient
warriors. They had cone silently through the swanp, sprung as if at an unheard order.

Monk squalled in rage, sprayed nercy bullets fromhis gun. The arnored battlers forned in ranks,
swept relentlessly toward the group |ike a phal anx. Monk w shed he had expl osive bullets in his gun.
He wished it just a bit too late. The light-shelled slugs, designed to pierce flesh shallowy,
splatted harm essly agai nst the steel-plate arnor.

Wien Monk realized he should have ained for their faces, his ammp drumwas enpty.

Ham danced about with his sword cane. It was hardly a match for the broadaxes with which Spain’'s
conquerors had hacked their way across a continent.

Monk threw his gun down in disgust, |eaped forward for hand-to-hand conbat. He picked up one huge
ruffian wei ghted down with half a hundred pounds of arnmor. Moink swung himaround in the air, hurled
himat his fellows. Then his fists slashed out.

Ham fenced |i ke the naster that he was. The anesthetic-tipped sword cane found tiny cracks in
sheeted mail, put several of the attackers to sleep.

But the force of nunbers was too great. The pair were literally pounded down by the nailed fists
and bodies of their attackers. A mailed fist slamred agai nst Monk’s rugged jaw and he went to sleep.
Ham succunbed to the whanging sl ap of a broadsword.

THE tolling of a bell awakened Monk. At first he thought the bell was inside his head. Then he
thought that was a mistake. He couldn’t really be awake at all. He couldn’t see anything.

Monk spread his hands out bel ow him He seenmed to be Iying on a nmasonry floor. The masonry was
covered with the slime of ages. It didn’t make any sense to him

Then the chenmist heard it: The steady cl anki ng of heavy chains came to his ears. It wasn't

distant this tine. It was right below him Mnk sat erect.

"Ham " he whi spered experinmentally. There was no answer. H s words seened to echo back to him
frommasonry wal | s.

Monk staggered to his feet, noved cautiously about. He was in a room of solid nmasonry about

twel ve feet square. A dull nunble of voices cane to him At first he couldn't distinguish any words.
Then he made out the clear tones of Hanis voice.

Ham was | aughi ng!

"The shyster!" Mnk growl ed. "Having hinself a tine while |'m cooped up!"

Monk finally found a masonry bl ock that nmoved. He tugged at it. It seened to swi ng on hinges.

Monk forced his way through the opening into a narrow corridor. This was also of solid stone. Then
Monk stiffened. The voices were plain now.

"l don’t know where Doc is," Hamsaid lightly. "If | did, 1'd tell you."

Monk’ s jaw dropped open. He'd said many things about Ham But what the ensuing conversation told
him he didn't want to believe was true.

"The dirigi bl e?" Ham asked. "Sure, it’'s safe. Wiy, it’s right over—

Wth a roar, Mnk | eaped forward. That Hamwould tell Doc’s plans or expose the hiding place of
the airship was beyond his conprehension. There was consternation in his face as he raced down a
flight of narrow stairs. What he saw made himroar with rage.

He plunged into what |ooked |ike an ancient torture room Chains hung fromthe masonry ceiling.
There were cuffs attached to them of the type used for the gentle torture of drawi ng and quartering.
Men were hanged alive and their entrails carved out and shown to them There was a rack for



spread- eagl i ng hel pl ess victins.

Ham was spread out on it now. He stared unseeingly at Monk. Ham wasn't being tortured. A bearded
giant in a suit of chain mail stood over him The giant held a very nodern hypodermc in his hand.
Monk, the chem st, knew what it was. He quickly diagnosed Hamis reactions. He was answering
questions under the effect of truth serum

Monk roared a chal l enge, | eaped across the room Half a dozen other men swarned upon him They,
too, were dressed in the battle garb of four centuries ago. They swung broadswords and axes.

MONK dodged them raced to Ham There was only one thing to do. Ham nust not divul ge any facts he
knew. Monk swung one hairy fist, caught Ham flush on the chin. Ham was i nmedi ately unconsci ous.
But in that instant, the arnored nen seized Monk. They gabbled to each other in Spanish. Mnk
didn’t understand any of it.

"Crawl back into the century you belong in!" he bellowed. "Lemme go—er |'I|l tear you all apart!"
But they didn't let himgo. Mnk slamed out with every bit of strength he owned. There were too
many of them Slowly, they forced himto the floor. They untied Ham s unconsci ous formfromthe
rack, hauled Monk to it. The bearded gi ant who seened to be in charge spoke in English. It was a
stilted English. Some of the words were obsol ete.

"You will answer just as well, Excellency," he purred. "The serumw |l also make you talk."

He j abbed the hypoderm c deep into Monk’s forearm Then he waited several mnutes and began

aski ng questions.

"Go clinmb a cypress tree!" Mnk snapped. "You' re nmakin' a nonkey outta yourself."

The bearded man shook his head in amazenment. He didn’t know that Mnk had just conpleted a series
of research tests on truth serumfor Doc. In the process of his work, Mnk had devel oped a highly
preventive drug for truth serum He had i munized hinself with it for the purpose of further
experinments just before he and Ham had | eft New York.

But suddenly Monk’s eyes narrowed. Then his body went linp. H s eyes gl azed.

"What is it you want to know?" he asked in a small voice. "I will tell you."

Chapter XlV. PONCE DE LEON S GOAL

THE bearded gi ant chuckl ed harshly. Triunph showed on his face. Apparently he didn't know that a
subj ect under truth serum never volunteers information. It was unfortunate for himthat he did not.
The stall gave Ham now recovered fromboth the blow and the drug, time to creep stealthily upon
the leader. In the sane instance Mnk gal vani zed into action. He | eaped fromthe rack as if strong
springs propelled him The ancients had not had tinme to |lash himsecurely.

The fight that took place was the one Monk had been hoping for ever since he had arrived in
Arkansas. The roomwas small, and no one had a chance to get away. Mnks bel |l owi ng reverberated
against the walls. H's fists punped in and out. Each tine he smashed a face. The dental profession
shoul d have subsi dized him

Monk grunted with pride as he saw the job Ham was doing. The | awyer denpnstrated an ability to

use his fists in a way that even Monk found hard to believe. The big | eader was the |ast nman to go
down. He tried to get away. Mnk | eaped at him

He felled the big man with a bl ow that probably broke his jaw. But Mnk tripped over another

inert formas he swing. The hairy chem st yelled once and fell down a flight of stairs. Hamraced
right behind him

"Serves you right, you honely baboon!" he snapped. "Don’t smack me on the jaw again."

Monk started to answer. But pounding feet above them nmade himthink first of flight.

"This may lead us out," he said quickly. "W better get going fast."

Doc’s two aides raced down two flights of stairs. Then they stopped. The reason was sinple. They
couldn’t go any farther. A hollow clang sounded behind them Mnk whirled, began to shout. A barred
grating had dropped down, closing the corridor. They stood in what seenmed a bl ank end of the hall.
Then a huge bl ock of masonry swung slowy in fromthe rear. It was on the other side of the grating.
Heavy machi nery runbl ed bel ow them apparently causing the huge bl ock of stone to nove.

Wien the nachinery stopped runbling they were in a wi ndow ess stone cubicle about six feet by

six. The grating swung up into a recess in the ceiling. Dimlight filtered down through the cracks
in that.

Then they saw De Soto. Neither of thembelieved it. But there he was!

HAM t hought qui ckly of the history books he had read in school. He renenbered the gl ossy
illustrations. This was De Soto to the life—a cruel, merciless De Soto. The nan was huge, commandi ng
in appearance. His black beard fairly bristled. The eyes were black, totally w thout mercy.

They coul d see the man, but could not reach him He spoke in nedieval Spanish. Ham understood it.

He had to translate it for Monk's benefit.

"I amthe | ast descendant of De Soto," the bearded one inforned them "You have displ eased ne
greatly by trespassing in the Castle of the Ancients. It is necessary that you die."

Ham snort ed.

"Aside fromthat, who are you and what’'s your racket?" he snapped in English. |If he had expected



totrick the man into an answer, he was nistaken. De Soto gave no hint of understanding. H s beady
eyes nerely flickered cruelly. A feeling grew on Hamthat the stories of Spanish cruelty to the

Azt ecs had probably been understated

It seened fantastic. But even Ham began to believe that it all nust be true, that even the

wi | dest guess of a newspaper reporter was being borne out by fact

The man who called hinmself De Soto | ooked |ike De Soto. The ancient castle they were in, far in
the heart of the great swanp, apparently had been here for centuries

It was all possible, Ham conceded to hinself. This man m ght very well be a true descendant of

the original explorer. H's nen m ght be descendants of those original hardy spirits who had i nvaded
the fastness of a new | and

It took no great stretch of the inmgination to realize that they could have lived for years, even
centuries, concealed in this forgotten spot, w thout being discovered. It was possible that the
swanp men knew of them-they probably did, in fact—but the natives kept closed |lips on anything that
was not their own business. They woul d have sai d not hi ng

De Soto had been standing silently, erect and proud, his cold eyes watching the faces of Mnk and
Ham It seened al nost that he was reading their very thoughts, even though he did not understand
their | anguage

"The manner of your death will please nme," De Soto continued softly. "Listen!"

Monk and Ham coul d do nothing el se but listen. The runbling of machinery bel ow t hem began agai n.
Suddenly Monk let out a yell. The cubicle was no longer six feet by six. The masonry wall was
novi ng

MONK | eaped to the small trap through which De Soto spoke. It slammed shut in his face. Through a
tiny slit, the Spaniard purred his | ast, sneering word

"None who enter the Castle of the Ancients shall return alive," he hissed. "The year is still

1542. And no one shall change it."

Then De Soto was gone. The sound of clanking chains cane to the ears of Monk and Ham But even
nore nenaci ng was the steady runble of some strange machinery. The masonry wall noved cl oser. Five
feet was cut to three. Three feet became scarcely nore than two.

"Gee!" Monk observed. "That expensive suit of yours is going to be an awful nmess when this thing
cones together."

Monk didn’'t |ook at Ham He didn’'t want to. Monk wondered for one hopeless instant if there

wasn’t some way he coul d wedge his stocky body so that he could take the full force of the crushing
wal | . Ham whi stled a bar of a popul ar tune

"Science is losing a great opportunity for research,"” he said lightly. "A post nortemon you

woul d sol ve the problems of evolution.”

Monk turned on his side. The space between the walls was about eighteen inches

A scraping sound above them attracted Monk’s attention

"Hsst!" a voice whispered loudly. "Don't give up. | think | can help you."

Monk scranbl ed erect, |ooked at what was left of the ceiling. A stone slab noved aside with a
scrapi ng noi se. Then a pair of hands appeared. The hands held a masonry bl ock. The bl ock was
slightly |l ess than eighteen inches square. If it had been any larger, it wouldn't have worked at
al |

The hands hel d the bl ock by the sides, dangled it between the closing walls, the walls gripped

it. Chips broke off, crunbled fromthe bl ock. Then the runble of machinery bel ow them stopped. The
wedged bl ock of masonry had stopped the walls

"Hsst!" the voice above themsaid again. "I'Il get a rope. Maybe we can figure a way out of

this."

The sleek, efficient face of Fletcher Carter, private detective of many parts, peered down at
them Monk could see that he still wore a red carnation in the buttonhole of his well-groomed suit

Monk went up the rope with an agility that amazed Carter. Ham explained that it was a sinple
matter of geneal ogy. Just as the bearded De Soto clained to be a descendant of the origina

expl orer, he said, Mink was a hand-nme-down fromthe great apes

The hairy chemi st grunted angrily. Ham he snapped, was not alive at all. He was nerely a

tailor’s dummy, animated by an intricate clockwork device that was a tribute to the mechanical skil
of Doc Savage

Fl etcher Carter gulped. His sleek face did not display its usual self-satisfied expression. He
appear ed puzzl ed

"Aren’t you two ever serious?" he asked

Monk’ s honely face darkened. He turned omi nously toward the private detective

"CQccasionally," he rapped. "This is one of the tines. W owe you sonething for savin' us, but

just the sane, you got sone questions to answer. How do you happen to be here?"

Monk’ s | ong arnms swung suggestively. Fletcher Carter gul ped uneasily, took a step back

"I -1 have a legitimate reason," he stammered. "B-but | want you to take me on trust for the
moment. | amrepresenting clients that | cannot nane just yet. It all centers here. | followed you
all from Chicago, but whereas you got caught, | managed to get into this castle undetected."



Monk gl anced at Ham The | awyer appeared doubtful.

"My clients’ notives are honest, | amhonest," Carter went on earnestly. "Please believe ne. My
clients, | will admt, want the flood damrel ocated. They have a good reason. But since | cane here,
I have encountered an even better reason. An astounding one."

"Yeah?" Monk piped scornfully. "Wat?"

"De Soto," Carter said inpressively.

The hairy chem st’'s anger returned at the nention of that nane. He scow ed fearsonely.

"Just let me get to that guy!" he raged. "I'Il knock hi mback through ten generations, or however
many it took himto spring fromthe old man."

Strange fear showed on Fletcher Carter’'s face. Little beads of perspiration stood out on his
forehead. Hi s voice dropped to a nere whisper.

"That is it!" he breathed. "That strange |apse of generations! It is the npbst amazing thing |

ever encountered. It frightens nme."

"What do you nean?" Ham asked cool ly.

Then cane the statement that al nost nade Monk | augh. Al nbst, but not quite. He junped to one

quick conclusion. It was a wong one. Mnk found out about that later. Fletcher Carter scarcely

whi sper ed.

"The Spaniard is not a descendant of De Soto,

"

he said inpressively. "He is De Soto!"

FOR a nonent, there was silence. Both Monk and Ham were speechl ess. The statenent was incredible,
but the whole set-up was incredible. The clanking sound of chains came to his ears, regular,
muffled, as if ghostly hosts were stal king through other corridors to surround them

The three nmen stood in a lowvaulted hall of solid masonry bl ocks. The whol e place was cunningly
constructed. There were no lights. But the corridor seemed alive with a weird phosphorescence. The
air was dank with a fetid odor of death and decay.

In spite of hinself, Mnk shuddered. There was sonethi ng about the place that nade anything seem
believable. Wth an effort the hairy cheni st regained his skeptical attitude.

"This guy is nuts!" he barked. "Get ready to grab himif he gets violent."

The expression on Hamis face showed that for once he was in conplete agreenent. Carter seened to
understand their reactions.

"Cone, " he whispered. "You shall see for yourself. Then, | have a request to make."

The private detective | ed themthrough the dank corridor. Misture sweated fromthe masonry

bl ocks of the walls and ceiling.

Their progress becane slowed. Carter went forward in a crouch. He held his hands at his sides in
a gesture of caution.

Monk was w shing fervently that Doc was present. Were the bronze nman had di sappeared, the

chemi st did not know. Evidently he had not been captured. Just as evidently he had not entered the
castle, or he would have conme to their aid.

Ham al so t hought things were becomi ng too involved. But there was nothing to do but trail along
after Fletcher Carter, no matter how suspicious of himthey might be.

Then the light grew brighter. The corridor took a sudden turn. The three nen found thensel ves on
a smal | bal cony of nmedieval iron lattice work. Before them stretched a broad patio |ike courtyard.
It appeared to be in the center of a towering castle of Roman architecture. The courtyard was
lighted by scores of flickering yellow torches. They reflected on the surrounding walls, clearly
illum nated the ground around them

In the mddle of the courtyard was a bubbling fountain. One figure was discernible near it. An
anci ent crone huddl ed by the basin of the fountain. She stared longingly at the water. A young girl
besi de her offered her a gourd fromwhich to drink. The crone shook her head.

"That woman," Fletcher Carter whispered, "is the wife of De Soto. She refuses to drink. Life, she
says, has been too long. She wishes to die after four hundred years on earth!"

Ham s voi ce was sarcastic. He'd seen theatrical settings in a courtroomthat had convinced juries
that black was white. Ham was not going to be taken in.

"l suppose that's the elixir of life," he sneered. "Or is it just swanp noonshi ne?"

Fl etcher Carter’s face paled. He put one finger against his |ips, pleaded for caution.

"Not so loud," he whispered. "They m ght hear us."

Then his voice filled with awe.

"What Ponce De Leon sought in the swanps of Florida actually existed," he confided. "The |egend
was a true one. Only the location was wong. The Fountain of Youth awaited its discoverer. Not in
the Evergl ades of Florida, but in the great swanp of Arkansas!"

Chapter XV. A HEAD FALLS

THE only sound was the di mclanking of chains, and the splash of water in the fountain. Mnk's
mout h frankly was open. Even Ham for once, appeared dazed.

Fl etcher Carter’s voice had been sincere. The very scene before them appeared to bear himout.
The Fountain of Youth! The |egendary waters that brought eternal life!

Ham had i nagi nation. He tried to discount the setting, tried to assure hinself that this couldn't



be so. But why couldn’t it be true?

The man who called hinmself De Soto | ooked |ike the original Spanish explorer. H's men wore
simlar arnmor, carried simlar guns. The very castle in which they stood appeared to have been in
exi stence for centuries.

And this would explain why De Soto and his men never had attenpted to contact the outside world.
They were keeping the secret of life for thensel ves.

Just as easily, it would explain the visitations of the arnor-clad nen, their fight to prevent
the building of the flood-control dam one that woul d meke even this part of the swanp

uni nhabi tabl e, would renove for all time the youth-giving waters.

It was staggering. It was too big to be true. Yet, Ham argued silently, other things he had

t hought fal se had been proven true. Mdern science was finding nore and nore that ancient beliefs,
once scorned, had a basis in fact.

Why could this not be true, also? The | egend of the Fountain of Youth was an old one. But could
it not, also, have been based on fact?

Fl etcher Carter was scarcely breathing. His eyes never left the faces of Monk and Ham Slowy, he
seened to rel ax.

"Ah, | see you also are wise nmen," he breathed. "Only fools scoff at what they cannot

under stand. "

Monk gul ped, he nodded uneasily. Ham gave sl ow assent.

"Soon," Carter went on, "you will see some of the original soldiers of De Soto. You will see nore
proof of what |ies before you. You will know that the Fountain of Youth is no idle dream"

The nowfamiliar sound of metal scraping on netal canme fromthe courtyard. Monk began to make
strange, inarticulate sounds. They were sounds of amazenent, of disbelief. Hamis eyes wi dened.
Arnored warriors, in parade formation, canme into the courtyard. They | ooked neither to right nor
left. Behind themcane a file of Indians. Ham noticed the trappings they wore were anci ent Aztec.
They were chained. The warriors were young, strapping. At their head hobbled an old Indian. H's
flesh was creased in a thousand winkles. He turned and grinned, showed aged, toothless guns.

The procession halted when the aged man reached the fountain in the center. The Spaniards all
dropped to one knee. Then the chant began. The chant was weird, wordless. It nmade Mnk’'s reddish
hair stand erect, the flesh on his neck seenmed to craw .

The chant ended suddenly. As it did, a deep-throated pipe organ sonewhere in the bowels of the
castl e began to play. The tones were awesone, terrifying, |like some forgotten black mass played by
Satan in a medi eval Hades.

The ol d man reached out pal sied hands, took the gourd fromthe young girl by the fountain. Then
he began to drink. A faint humin the air replaced the organ nmusic. Mnk tried to yell. He found
that some strange force held himrooted where he stood, made his larynx unable to function. He
couldn’t utter a sound. It might have been some strange gas, m ght have been pure hypnotic influence
of the tableau before him H s little eyes protruded fromhis head.

The ol d man reached for a second gourd of water. Then he turned his back to the fountain. Slowy,
he began to straighten. H s eyes brightened as he did. The winkles of age began to fade. The old
man rubbed gnarl ed hands up and down his body. The hands no | onger shook. Ham and Monk suddenly saw
before thema man strong in youth with head erect, thrown back in clear defiance.

Fl et cher Carter whispered suddenly.

"l overheard the story of his return," he breathed. "The man escaped, years ago. These Aztecs are
slaves to De Soto’s nen. But when age threatened his life, he returned to slavery—so that he m ght
live."

Monk closed his eyes. He didn't want to see any nore. But he opened them quickly enough. The
suddenly youthful man uttered a piercing scream He pointed at the three men on the bal cony.

The arnored Spaniards whirled, roared in unison. Then they raced toward doorways, shouted orders
to others to catch the three intruders.

WTH Carter in the lead, the three raced madly through w ndi ng passageways. Cccasionally, the
private detective seemed confused, but he never hesitated |ong.

"N-now you see why the | ocation of the dam nust be changed," he panted.

"I-1 got interested in this case because nmy clients own inportant mneral |eases that m ght
sonmetime be valuable here. But that isn’t worth considering now "

Sounds of pursuit were suddenly close. Carter spun, took a new course.

"Wwe hold a secret that can be of tremendous aid to humanity," he pleaded. "Cannot we bring Doc
Savage here to see it and then use your influence to have the dam site changed?"

They spun around a corner w thout slackening speed. Ham gl anced qui ckly at Monk. The hairy

chem st’s eyes blinked.

"We woul d have to guard our secret carefully,"” Carter urged. "And we nust protect these people. |
have heard there is another race—a Mayan race, | believe, that Doc Savage found and protects. He
could do the sane here. These people do not realize they are breaking | aws and doing harm They are
an enpire unto thenselves. Their clains predate even the existence of the United States."

Monk was frowning slightly. There was sonething screwy in Carter’s argunent. There seened



sonething screwy in the chase they were | eading, also, unless he was m staken, they were going
around and around.

Monk spoke to Ham suddenly. He spoke in Mayan. Ham nodded.

"Do you agree? WII you get Doc Savage to use his influence?" he gasped.

"W will not," Mnk blurted. "You re a phony—

Monk broke of f suddenly. It was his turn to gasp. Carter had rounded a turn ahead of them When
they went around the corner, Carter was gone.

"You fixed it," Hamsaid bitterly. "I think if you played al ong, we would have got out of this."
"But that guy is a crook. He was | eading us around and around, and tellin’ us fairy stories," the
hairy chem st protested plaintively.

"Maybe," Ham rasped. "But how are we going to get out now?"

Monk didn't answer. Again they could hear sounds of pursuit. The corridor they were follow ng

sl anted downward. It should | ead outside.

Then they halted. They halted very suddenly. Another grating had dropped down fromthe nasonry
above. It dropped squarely in their path.

Monk seized the iron bars, tried to force them They would not budge.

"We've got to turn back! We've got to fight!" Mnk roared. He did not appear particularly

di sappoi nt ed.

W THOUT hesitation, the two reversed their course. There seened to be no hope of escape, but at

| east they could make a battle of it.

And it seened evident that Fletcher Carter was a crook, was in |eague with the arnored nmen of the
castle. Wiy el se had he seenmingly offered themfreedomif they would ask Doc’s aid to bal k the flood
project? And why el se woul d he vani sh and | eave them al one when they refused to do as he wi shed?
Monk suddenly smashed into a body in the darkness. The chemi st bell owed out a battle cry and
waded in. The other wiggled, fought back. Mnk sl ugged.

There weren’t too many nmen who could stand up under the type of slugging Monk dealt out. And this
wasn’t one of them The man slunped to the floor with a groan. Mnk grunted with pleasure. Then he
got a |l ook at his opponent.

Geral d Pettybl oom the Chicago crime reporter, |ooked up dazedly. There was a bandage around his
head.

"Whatta story, whatta yarn!" he muttered to hinself. "If | could only get out to wite it!"

Then full consciousness came back to him He recogni zed Ham and Monk.

"You guys are supposed to be dead!" he wailed. "Another big yarn! Another big story! But why beat
me up? You guys crazy?"

"Monk always did beat up little fellows,”" Hamsaid. "He's just a bully. But, if |I may ask, what
are you doing here? Is this Od Hone Week? Have we got to find everybody here we saw in Chi cago?"
"Are you wanting to find the girl, Han?" Mnk put in slyly. Ham scow ed.

Pet t ybl oom shook his head, |ooked bewildered. "How | got here | don't know," he nuttered. "That's

another big story, | guess. The last | remenber | was getting shot back in Chicago, evidently |I only
got creased. | came out of it once and thought | was in a plane, then sonebody gave nme a shot of
dope, and the next | knew | was in this old castle."

"Get up. Maybe we can still get out." Hamrapped. That was a little hope. All realized it a

little later. Arnored nmen suddenly appeared in the corridor ahead of them From sone place behind,
nmore arnored nmen appear ed.

Monk bel | owed, rushed forward swi nging. Ham fol |l owed. Pettybl oom weak as he was, foll owed.

Al three stopped abruptly. A queer humming noise filled the corridor. The three were powerless
to nmove. They were still powerless as the arnmored men threw | oops of vines over their heads, bound
them securely. Then the hummi ng noi se ceased.

"An electrical field," Hamnuttered unbelievingly. "A very nodern electrical field. That's what
held us. And that isn't ancient or nedieval. It's very nodern."

"Why, yes," said a voice in perfect English. "In four hundred years of life, we have nmanaged to

| earn many things. English, for exanple, when we w sh to speak it. And al so how to harness many
forces of nature.”

A stone slab swung back. The bearded figure of De Soto, merciless eyes hard, stepped into the
corridor with them

"I T mght please you to know," De Soto went on unpleasantly, "that | could have trapped you at

any time. | took interest, however, in listening to you and the one who calls hinself Carter.
Finally, | tired of Carter. | had himtaken.
"Then | wished to see if this weakling who calls hinself a reporter really was one. | left him

where you would find him"

"And now?" Monk blurted belligerently.

"Now you will see a man die!" De Soto snapped cruelly. "His will be an easy death. Yours, when it
cones, will not be so easy. But you will live, at least until | have the man who is known as Doc
Savage. "



Arnor-clad men seized the three bound figures, carried themrapidly along a corridor. Then they
cane to a large room

Before them I|ighted by the weird phosphorescence, they saw the formof Carter.

Fl etcher Carter screamed. It was a scream of agony. He was spread-eagl ed, hands and feet bound
tightly. They were tied to the rims of a torture wheel. Carter withed in obvious pain, screaned for
rel ease from hi s agony.

De Soto flicked one hand in signal. Mnk shuddered. A tall arnored figure swng hands downward,
partly obscured the body. Then Monk saw the instrument the man was wielding. It was an ol d-fashi oned
broadax. It crunched as it struck. Fletcher Carter’'s screans stopped abruptly. A head rolled on the
concrete floor.

De Soto chuckl ed once nore, pushed onward into another torture chanber. Mnk and Ham were

manacl ed to heavy chains bolted into the walls. De Soto pried open Gerald Pettybl oonis nouth,
inserted a pellet. Then he made himdrink, forcing himto swallow the pill.

"You will be of use," he snarled. "That poison will be fatal within tw hours."

Pett ybl oom wi nced, fell to his knees.

"Wwhat do you want nme to do?" he stammered.

"Find Doc Savage," De Soto snapped. "He is at |arge somewhere in the swanp. Tell himhis two

ai des have sent for him that they are in danger and have made a great discovery."

The bearded man’s eyes narrowed to tiny slits.

"You have but two hours to find the bronze man," he rasped. "And to bring himback here—alone. If
you fail, you will be dead. Even his nedical skill cannot halt that poison. | alone have the
antidote."

The reporter’s face was bathed in sweat. He shot a haggard, hel pl ess glance at Ham and Mnk.

"l guess | gotta do it," he munbled. "Maybe Doc will figure sone way out when he gets here."

Two of the soldiers guided Pettybl oomdown the corridor.

De Soto barked quick orders to others of his henchnen. Monk and Ham were suspended by their

wists fromchains in the ceiling. Their feet did not touch the floor. OQther chains were attached to
their ankles. Those chains led to a w ndlass. The w ndl ass began to turn. The chains tightened.

De Soto sneered.

"The bronze man shall watch you suffer," he said. "And to save you he will comunicate with your
engi neer, named Renny. Even here we know he has ways of conmuni cation. You shall suffer until Renny
has brought his influence to have the flood damrel ocated."

He paused, flicked an imaginary speck of dirt fromhis beard.

"When that has been done,"” he added, "you shall all die so you cannot tell what you have seen."

Chapter Xvl. TWO MORE FALL

THE swanpl and was strangely alive. The hovels, huts and shanties of the swanpers seethed with a
strange activity. Qutside each, little knots of men huddled in angry conversation. The swanp nmen
were nad. And they were afraid.

"This Doc Savage is the guy we gotta git!" one gaunt trapper told a group of his fellows. He
paused to squirt a mouthful of tobacco juice big enough to drown a rabbit.

"Hank Hendricks is right," he said sagely. "W-uns oughtta shoot Doc on sight. Then we gotta tell
the governnent they cant build that dam"

Anot her agreed with him

"We-uns ain’'t afeard o' the governnent," he drawl ed. "But the danged Crimson Serpent is sonethin’
el se."

A paddl e spl ashed then in the bayou behind the shanty. The twanging drawi of Hank Hendricks cane
through the night.

"Yaw || go down ter Robbins Knoll," the voice ordered. "Ah got sonmethin' all-fired inportant for
we-uns ter know. Gt thare by nmoonup."

The paddl e spl ashed and the dugout was gone. It paused at a score of other shanties and hovels.
The sanme instructions were repeated. The swanpers scratched their heads, hauled old squirrel guns
fromwal | pegs.

Hal f an hour before the noon was up, hundreds of dugouts and canoes were spl ashing through creeks
and bayous. They were all headed toward Robbins Knoll, the only large area of high ground in several
m |l es. The swanpers nuttered anong thensel ves. Hank Hendricks was by now their acknow edged | eader.
They wondered what it was that Hank Hendricks had to inmpart to them

Peculiarly, the swanper who wondered nost about that was Hank Hendricks hinmsel f. The | ank swanper
cursed as he strode beneath a grove of cypress trees. He hadn't said anything to the man who told
himhe was on his way to the knoll. Hank decided he'd confront the inposter when he got there.

But Hank didn't realize quite what was in store for him H's first inkling was when a stout silk

| oop dropped over his neck fromthe spreadi ng boughs of a huge cypress tree. It effectively choked
of f the outcry Hank wanted very nmuch to nake. A second |oop dropped under his arnpits. Then Hank
Hendri cks soared into the air. He found hinself face to face with Doc Savage. The bronze nman’'s face
was quite without expression. Hank’s was not. Hi s expression was not pleasant.



HANK sl apped out with his gnarled hands. He was a powerful nman for all his gauntness. Doc Savage
was gentle with the swanper. He had no desire to hurt him That was why Hank nanaged to kick up such
a fuss before he was finally subdued.

It was also why the little hunp-backed man who crouched fifty yards away managed to hurry through
the ferns and swanp grass w thout Doc hearing him The little man had beady, snapping eyes. They
glittered now in triunph. Those eyes had foll owed Doc for the |ast hour as the bronze man paddl ed
near shanties and sang out in the voice of Hank Hendri cks.

"Dat mug kin imtate any voice," the little man muttered. "An’ he kin make hinself up to | ook

I'i ke any ginzo."

The voi ce was scarcely Spanish. And it wasn't ancient. In fact, it was distinctly Chicagoese, in
t he gangster fashion.

Its owner finally stopped in the gloom He |eaned over a snall portable short-wave radio
transmtter.

The form of Hank Hendricks shifted on uneasy feet before a nob of two hundred swanpers. Hank
stood on the flat stunp of what had once been a huge cypress tree. The noon was up now, revealing
himdimy.

The swanpers buzzed anong thensel ves. Hank probably had sonme good advice, they whispered. O
maybe he had | earned sonet hing of Doc Savage and his men.

Hank Hendricks cleared his throat, flung a cud of tobacco at a squirrel.

"We-uns maybe been nmakin’ a mstake," he began flatly. "I seen Doc Savage an’ he tole nme this

bl ack magi ¢ business we aire afeard of may be all a fake."

An angry muttering came fromthe nob. They hadn't expected this kind of thing. Catcalls cane from
the swanpers. One man yelled, "Throw himin the bayou! He's a traitor!"

Hank Hendricks held up his hand.

"Doc Savage tole ne we cain't fight the whole U.S. arny," he drawl ed. "I guess he’'s right."
He coughed, |eaned over slightly.

"Doc said he'd come here an’ show sonme magic of his own," he insisted. "He'll do his best ter
pertect us if we-uns’'ll jest have a little patience."

Suddenly there was an explosion a quarter of a mle away. A big cypress tree toppled to earth,

its roots blasted by some explosion. Then the noon went behind a cloud. Faintly at first, then nore
| oudly, angry voices barked in Spani sh.

The mob gave a shout of fear. Through the night, down bel ow the knoll, they saw the forns of nen

in arnor marching. The arnor clanked om nously. Swanp nmen appeared before them ained old squirrel
guns at the arnored soldiers. The arnored nen cursed, rushed at the swanpers.

Then other figures appeared—en in khaki, in nmodern fighting equi pment. Machine guns rattled,

raked the arnored forces. A conpany of United States infantry charged into the line of ancients. The
ancients retreated, firing their ol d-fashioned nuskets. Then a terrific blast rent the air. A dozen
cypress trees hurtled fromtheir roots, fell upon the arnored soldiers. There were cries of pain, of
surrender.

Then darkness cane again. The swanpers yelled in fear. They were inpressed. It was one thing to

tell themthat it was useless to fight the nation's soldiers. But an object |esson they could see
went hone. They mi ght have figured that Doc had been using a sound-filmprojector, mght have
realized that the scene they had w tnessed had been carefully nmade fromspliced filns Doc had in his
airship laboratory. But the blast of the trees was real, not a noving picture. It had hurtled
several of themto the ground.

Doc knew they were a sinple, superstitious folk. Mst of them had never even been inside a

novi ng-pi cture theater. The bronze man had taken the sinplest nmethod he knew of driving honme a

poi nt.

The swanpers were excited. They allowed as how they m ght have been in error. Maybe they had just
better go back to their honmes, and forget about the whole thing. But one voice raised in dissent. It
was a voice that spoke in stilted English.

"You have been tricked, swanp nen," he shouted. "The man you think is Hendricks is really Doc
Savage in disguise! He cares not for your welfare. Unmask the man. Then drive out the flood-dam
engi neers—er the Crinson Serpent will get each of you!"

MOB psychol ogy is a peculiar thing. A nob un-sells itself on something in the flashing of an
instant. It did that now. Nerves were highly strung. Wth a roar, the nearest swanpers rushed to the
figure on the stunp.

Hank Hendricks sat down heavily. He opened his eyes dazedly.

"Wwwhat all | been doin’?" he asked bl ankly. "Wwhereat am|?"

Doc Savage had to save Hendricks then. He had not taken on the character of a swanper, as the
beady- eyed gangster had thought he would. Doc’s voice came fromthe edge of the clearing.

"The man is Hendricks," he said clearly. "But he has been under the influence of hypnosis. He is
not responsible for anything he said."

Doc had to undo what little good he had been able to acconplish. If he didn't, he knew the

swanpers woul d tear the unfortunate Hendricks apart. He had other plans that m ght have stopped the



nmob. But he had no chance to use them Two incidents intervened to change the bronze man’s plans.
The first was the arrival of Gerald Pettybl oom

The crime reporter’s clothing was cut and torn. He bl ed copiously froma dozen wounds and
scratches. Gerald Pettybloonmis lips were drawn into a grimwhite line. It was nearly two hours since
he had left the Castle of the Ancients.

Cerald had relived a lot of life in those two hours. It was the sort of crucial nmonment that

brings out true character in a man. O shows he hasn't any. Gerald Pettybloomdid have it.

So Gerald Pettybl oomhad conme to a decision. He was going to tell Doc Savage everything. To hell
with the consequences.

He woul dn’t have found Doc at all if he hadn't happened to stunmble by Robins Knoll when the

bronze man called out to save Hank Hendri cks.

Pet t ybl oom stunbl ed into the knot of nen.

"Doc Savage! Doc Savage!" he screaned. "l got to see you. You have to save your men. A |ot of

lives depend on what | got to tell you!"

Pet t ybl oom weaved on his feet. The poi son deadline had arrived. He convulsed. H s eyes dil ated
strangely. Then he col | apsed.

Alowtrilling sound welled through the night. The swanp men turned to | ook at one another. The
sound didn't seemto cone fromany particular place. They wondered if it were sone new nenace. Their
nmoment ary doubt gave Savage the opportunity he needed. He | eaped froma place of conceal nent behind
a six-foot fern and ran snmoothly to the inert formof Gerald Pettybl oom

Before the nass reflexes went into action and the nob began to roar, Doc had Gerald Pettybl oom
over his shoul der and out of sight.

De Soto had underestimated the nedi cal know edge of the bronze man. Even before he had Pettybl oom
on a conceal ed hummock of ferns, Doc Savage had identified the poison that had the unfortunate
reporter inits grip. It was one that could be made only fromcertain rare berries found in swanps
of the sem -tropics. Doc quickly whipped a hypoderm c fromhis equi pmrent vest. He found two tiny
vials, mxed their contents together. Then he jabbed the hypodernmic into the reporter’s upper arm
Gerald Pettybloomstill breathed faintly. Doc knew his life hung in the balance. It would be nip and
tuck. And it would be sone tine before he would be conscious, even if he |ived.

Doc swung the nman over his shoul der. Pettybl oom would go back to Renny and the dirigible. In the
hospital bay there, he might recover. But Cerald Pettybloomdid not go to Renny and the dirigible.
The reason was that Renny no | onger was aboard the craft. In fact, Renny was |less than two

hundred yards away. And very busy.

"HOLY CON" he roared. "If you guys have done sonething to Doc, |'Il bust every head in sight."
The sound of Renny’s huge fists smashing heads was distinct. Perhaps in the dimlight he hadn't
realized the nunber of opponents he had barged into. But he realized it after he got started.
Renny’ s bel |l ows shook the treetops. But they were soon nuffled. Even Renny coul dn’t conbat the
nunbers he was against. He continued to shout his defiance.

Doc Savage gently laid CGerald Pettybl oom back on the bed of ferns. It was obviously necessary
that he extricate Renny fromthe clutches of the nob.

"I"mcomng, Renny!" he yelled. "I'Il be there in just a second."

The crowd whirled, roared anew. Now they woul d have Doc and Renny both. The bronze nman’s voice
cal l ed encouragenent to the big-fisted engineer. The nmob surged toward the voice, mlled at the edge
of the clearing.

Doc stepped quietly in fromthe side of the knoll and hel ped Renny to his feet.

Probably nost of the swanp nen had never even heard of ventriloqui sm

The ruse didn’t fool themnore than half a dozen seconds. But it seemed enough. Doc and Renny
raced across the ground, dived once nore in the swanp.

"Holy cow " Renny runbled. "I didn't nean to make a nui sance of nyself. | got worried when you
guys didn't cone back, parked the dirigible in the trees and started |ooking for you."

Doc Savage did not reply. He ran smoothly to the hummobck where he had left Cerald Pettybl oom
Then his flaked-gold eyes whirled strangely. The hummock was still there. But the poisoned reporter
was not. Hi s body had vani shed wi thout a trace!

Doc spoke quickly, then | eaped backward.

"Look out!" he rapped. "Junp to the left."

But the warning was not quite in tine. A bludgeon as thick as a man’s | eg snashed agai nst Renny’s
skull. A broadax that weighed fifty pounds nearly caved Doc’s skull in.

Woever had taken the body of Gerald Pettybl oom had known that Doc would return to |l ook for it.

Chapter XVII. HAM PLEADS H S CASE

LOUD voi ces brought Renny back to consciousness. He was tightly bound, hand and foot. Doc Savage
was tied beside him The bronze nman’s body was |inp.

Renny rai sed his head and | ooked about.

"Holy cow " he managed to stammer.

He was | ooking at an illustrated page of Spanish history. The huge nedi eval castle towered above



themin the background. C oser at hand was a wi de, sluggish noat.

Renny noticed a damat one end of it, a spillway at the other. Doc and Renny were not al one.

About hal f of the swanp men who had been at Robbins Knoll were there. The swanmp nmen were silent,
cowed. They shuffled uneasily, twisted battered hats in their hands. A swarthy, bearded man was
speaking to them It was the same nan who had told themto turn on Hank Hendricks back on the knoll.
Hi s stilted English hissed through his teeth.

"You may still appease the Crinson Serpent," the bearded man intoned. "First you nust hurl Doc
Savage and his man into the noat of the alligator garfish."

He paused for dranatic effect.

Renny shuddered. "Those things are worse than sharks or barracuda!" he nuttered.

Renny had been around the swanp | ong enough to becone acquainted with the alligator gar. The

savage, ferocious nonsters abounded in the waters of the great swanp. They attained trenmendous

wei ghts, some running close to two hundred pounds. Their snouts were equi pped with tremendous jagged
teeth like those of a crocodile. In shallow water they were al ways dangerous. If starved, they would
attack and devour anyt hing.

The bearded man noticed Renny’'s shudder. His thin |ips spread over even white teeth in an evil

grin. H's voice rose to a shriek.

"Hurl the interlopers to their death!" he cried. "Then return to your homes. Forget what you have
seen and resist the workers on the dam Only by doing what you are told can you escape the Crinson
Death and the curse of De Soto!"

The men nmunbl ed anong thensel ves. Then two nore brave—er cowardl y—than the others stepped

forward. They rolled the tightly bound bodi es of Renny and Doc into the sluggish water of the castle
moat. Doc’s body was still linp. The two bound forns struck the water with a splash.

THE muddy water boiled instantly. It churned. It grewred as the fam shed garfish plunged at the
two inert forms. But Doc Savage noved. Savage teeth slashed at his arms and | egs. The only thing
that saved the two frominstant death was the bull etproof underwear that they wore. Their hands and
faces al one were unprotected.

But the bronze man kept right on noving. Doc had not been unconscious |ong. He had been quietly

wor ki ng on his bonds before the bearded nan had begun to speak. His hands were free now. He | eaped
erect. The noat was very shallow. It had probably been deliberately nade that way. The alligator gar
is much nore vicious in shallow water than in deep.

Doc’s armflung out. Atiny thermite-nitroglycerin bonb raced through the air. It struck the
retaining damat the upper end of the npat. The blast hurled swanp nmen fromtheir feet. The bearded
spokesman of the grimcastle screamed in rage.

A torrent of water swept down the npat fromthe shattered dam Doc held Renny with one hand. The
cabl ed fingers of the other dug into a crevice between two nasonry bl ocks on the wall of the noat.
The fingers whitened under the terrific strain.

Water roared down the noat, crashed into the spillway at the I ower end. The garfish were turned

end on end. There were literally hundreds of them They were thrown in confusion. The |ower end of
the nmoat becane like a salnmon trap at the height of the Colunbia R ver run. Doc clinbed up on the
inside of the noat, hauled Renny with him Both had been sl ashed, but not seriously.

Doc quickly untied Renny’s bonds, spoke quietly to himin Mawyan. He said he was convinced now

that Monk and Ham were prisoners within the castle. And that, also, the secret of this whole plot
lay withinit.

The two nen leaped to their feet. Lights flashed fromthe castle. Conceal nent or secrecy was

i mpossi bl e.

Renny expected plenty of trouble. He was right. Arnored nen net them as they rushed through an
entrance into the castle.

Broadaxes swung. M ghty, fighting swords slashed through the air. Doc flung a snmoke bonb to the
floor of the passageway into which they fought their way. The fumes were blinding, stifling. But the
passageway was too narrow to permt themto escape or fight through. It was instantly choked with
nen.

Renny cried out once, then went down under an aval anche of flesh. He struck out with his bony
fists, accounted for nore than one arnored figure.

Then the snoke cleared fromthe air. Renny groaned as he saw t he bl ood-sneared bronze figure
stretched out beside him An arnored guard |leered brutally at the bronze man, chuckl ed hoarsely. He
spoke in ancient Spanish. Renny didn't get much but the name of De Soto.

Then the big engineer got his first glinpse of the man who claimed to be a descendant of the

great explorer, the man whom Fl etcher Carter had said was the original De Soto hinself!

The bearded gi ant was | aughing. He kicked the bl ood-sneared figure with a polished boot, spoke in

Engl i sh.
"Carry himto the main torture room" he ordered. "I wish to find out how nuch he has | earned. W
must be sure that our secret of eternal life is safe fromprying eyes."

RENNY groaned as one huge guard in steel breastplate and helnet carried the bronze nman under one



arm The guard's arnmor was decorated with a black nmaltese cross and a skull. De Soto spoke to him
"Tie himand | eave himon the floor, Mntevalle," Do Soto snarled. "I will start with little
wedges under his fingernails. We will continue after that with thunbscrew treatnent."

Mont eval | e nodded his head, answered in English equally as good as De Soto’s.

O her guards dragged Renny al ong the corridor, toward sone other dungeon.

The strength that cones in desperation flowed through the veins of the big engineer. Only two
guards were with him He didn't |ook as though he had enough strength to fight a cat. But that
proved to be an error.

Renny suddenly stunbled to his feet. The fists that had broken oaken doors for a pastinme snashed
out. The first guard went down w thout a sound. The second let out a how. But it was a short one.
Renny put himto sleep with alterations in his countenance that a plastic surgeon could scarcely
repair. There was no danger of either of themtal king much for a while.

Renny staggered along the corridor. He nmade a turn into another one. He was soon conpletely | ost
in a maze of passageways that defied even his engineer’s trained sense of direction.

Then he heard Hanis voice. Wiat Ham was sayi ng nade Renny think that he hinself had gone a little
mad. He feared he had suffered a severe concussion in the fight back there.

HAM was di scoursing in his nost polished courtroom manner. He seened pl eading with sone unseen
panel of jurors.

"Gentlenmen," Ham argued clearly, "my client is obviously innocent of the charge that has been
brought against him He does not deserve the fate that the prosecution has demanded."

Renny could nentally picture the dapper |awer twirling his pince-nez on the end of a black silk
ri bbon. Renny shook his head. Either he was crazy, or Ham was.

"Gentlemen of the jury," Hamwent on, "it should be obvious to you by this tine that death is not
a fitting solution for Andrew Mayfair. | beg of you, gentlenen, send this siman nonstrosity to an
institution, where he should have been for years."

A how of rage canme from Mnk.

"You danged shyster!" he shrilled. "If | ever get out of here, 1'"'mgoing to separate you into a
twenty-volume edition of how not to be a | awer."

Ham chuckl ed softly.

"Tut, tut, gentlemen!" he adnoni shed. "Now you see clearly that Lieutenant Col onel Mayfair does
not have sufficient intelligence to be at large. Cutting off the ears of little children is
obviously the act of an unbal anced m nd, gentlenen. Ch, perhaps we should say no mnd at all."
Monk’s roar of indignation at that was not deci pherable. H's affection for snall children was

wel | known by everyone who had encountered him Ham al ways said children trusted Monk as they woul d
a dog, or any other dunmb animal.

Renny was chargi ng through the corridor by the time Ham made his closing remarks to the jury. He
cane to a heavy paneled door. It was too tough for his fists to smash. But it yielded to his

shoul der. What he saw al nost made hi m | augh.

Ham had apparently taken on the role of the nonkey. The dapper |awer was perched on a chain that
hung fromthe ceiling. Then Renny saw what had happened. Hamis slimwists had slipped through the
cuffs that had chained himto the ceiling. He had freed hinmself and was now worki ng on the chains
that held Monk’s hanli ke hands. But he was nmaking the hairy chemi st pay for his release with plenty
of abuse.

RENNY runmbl ed a greeting, hel ped Ham free Monk. Neither seened surprised to see him

"What's this all about?" Renny demanded then.

Hami s face sobered. He told the big engineer what Fletcher Carter had told them and what they had
seen.

Renny expl oded. "D you suppose it’'s on the level? Can this guy really be De Soto?" he asked.
He renenbered then the renmark the bearded giant had nade about the secret of eternal life being
safe, told Ham about it. The | awer shook his head, perplexed.

"Hi story's been wong before,"” he rem nded Renny. "De Soto might not have died as his nen
reported.”

A 1 ow whistle burst fromRenny's I|ips.

"This beats anything we ever got into!" he runbled. "It's the screwiest thing | ever saw"
Renny had encountered too nmany inpossibilities that were facts to be over-skeptical. But he
suddenly forgot his anazenment. More serious matters had to be taken care of.

"They got Doc," he rapped. "Took himto the main torture chanber."

Monk’ s face blanched. H's jaw grew bel ligerent.

"Let's get goin’!" he shrilled. "What're we waitin for?"

Ham |l ed the way. In a niche in the corridor he found a suit of arnor propped up on a stand. It
was there just to be ornanental. But it gave Ham an idea; in fact, two ideas.

Ham was the only one of the three who coul d speak anci ent Spani sh.

He put on the arnor.

"Now, you hairy baboon," he rasped. "lI'mgoing to take you to the torture room "



He kicked Monk in the seat of his pants. Mnk grow ed indignantly. But he marched al ong besi de
Renny. Both held their hands behind themas if bound. Ham stalked in the rear.

At a turn in the corridor, they encountered another guard in arnmor, Ham spoke in Spani sh.
"These two are wanted in the main torture room" he stated. "They are dangerous. Assist ne."
The other arnored guard nodded sull enly.

"O K., buddy," he growled. "But why in hell don’t you speak English? The other stuff gets ny
goat . "

Monk doubl ed up with uncontroll abl e | aughter.

HAM wal ked slightly to the rear, letting the other call the turns. The encounter was fortunate.
For Ham hadn’t the slightest idea where the nain torture roomwas | ocated.

A massive iron door gave onto the roomthey sought. They knew they had arrived when they heard De
Sot o’ s voi ce.

"And now, the marvel ous Doc Savage," De Soto sneered. "W shall see how nmuch puni shnment you can
absorb before you talk."

Ham reached out quickly to the guard who was with them He used a trick Doc taught all his aides.
Hami s fingers touched sharply on certain nerves at the base of the skull. The guard went to sl eep.
Then the three nen rushed into the torture room It was unfortunate that they did so. Their
arrival inside the roomcoincided with a screamof rage from Do Soto. The bearded gi ant had j ust
wi ped bl ood fromthe face of his captive. Hs face was Ilivid.

The unconsci ous man was not Doc Savage!

"Look, Louis Mntevalle!" De Soto screamed. "Savage is now in your arnor. He tricked nme when the
snmoke bonmb was thick. W shall—=

Then he saw Monk, Ham and Renny. And he thought he saw a | ot of other things.

De Soto was quick for a big man. He leaped to a wall, pressed his fingers into the masonry. A

sl ab dropped fromunder him He shot fromsight. In the same instant, stone walls dropped over every
opening in the room They were in a solid tonmb, without any aperture.

A | ow npan at one side made Hamturn. He saw a body on a torture rack.

"Water! Water!" a cracked voice pleaded. The man turned his head.

It was Gerald Pettybl oom

THE arnmor of Louis Mntevalle stal ked solemmly through the lower corridors of the castle |ong
before De Soto discovered the deception. The weird castle grew nore eerie in the deeper passageways.
The cl anking of chains could be heard plainly here. It was a regular, systematic clanking, as if
a nmet hodi cal ghost were perform ng some neticul ous task. Wth the cl anking noi se there now cane
strange sighing acconpani ment. The ghost perhaps was tired.

Then the arnor of Louis Mntevalle came to a wi de oaken door. The suit of arnmor had been equi pped
with keys. It might have been considered queer to one who knew that Louis Mntevalle did not select
the correct key first. He should have known his own ring of keys.

But there were no eyes to watch him Louis Mntevalle threw the door w de open.

The sight that net his eyes was scarcely one of ghostly origin. Blue nmercury lights filled a
cavernous expanse with a glaring light. The cl anki ng chai ns became a nodern battery of printing
presses. They were noving with nethodical regularity.

Behi nd those were bins of jewels, rows of nasterpieces fromthe painter’s world.

Doc saw that. And he saw Fletcher Carter. He hadn’t seen Carter’s head supposedly fall, so he
wasn’t surprised.

Carter’s sleek face was weathed in smles. He stood beside the largest printing press. He rubbed
hi s hands together |ike a noney |ender who has just di scovered he was over pai d.

"Ah, Montevalle," he purred. "I ampleased. Qur take this month will run well over a mllion."

He grinned delightedly. "Conme," he beckoned. "Look at this new press."

Doc Savage advanced slowy. One hand cane up, reached inside the arnor, felt in the equipment kit
about his body. It looked as if he was scratching a cootie.

Fl etcher Carter |eaned over the press, partly obscuring it. Then he straightened suddenly. He
cradl ed a Thonpson machine gun in his arms.

"This will go through that cheap arnor like an ice pick through cheese, Doc Savage!" he snarl ed
wildly. "I don't want to do this, but you give ne no choice."

The machi ne gun swung up.

Chapter XVIIl. A CALL FOR HELP

DOC SAVAGE stood perfectly still. Fletcher Carter was trenbling, his finger tight on the trigger.
"l see that you have recognized ne," the bronze man said quietly. "But why is it necessary that
you shoot ?"

"Because now you know too much; you know that | amalive," Carter bl eated.

Fl etcher Carter no |onger appeared self-sufficient. Hs face was haggard. Even the red carnation
in his coat |lapel was wilted. Death shone in his eyes. H's finger jerked.

Carter had acted fast. He was slow conpared with Doc Savage. One of the bronze man’s hands nmade a



quick jerk. A snmall pellet flashed through the air, hit the firing nechanismof the gun, even as the
other tried to pull the trigger.

A how of pain came fromCarter. He hauled his finger fromthe trigger guard. The finger was
white. It made a clicking noise as it knocked agai nst the gun.

The finger was frozen. So was the firing nechani smof the submachi ne gun. Doc had thrown a snall
capsul e of highly conpressed liquid air. It had broken, expanded instantly with freezing force. It
made the gun nonentarily usel ess.

The bronze man bounded forward, reached for Fletcher Carter. But Fletcher’'s feet were not frozen,
and Doc was handi capped by the heavy arnor he had donned.

Carter ran like a startled rabbit. He found a lever in the wall and pulled it. He darted through
the opening that appeared in the wall, slammed the door closed behind him then he ran.

After a time he came to a small room He entered and reached for a tel ephone. It was a small
phone, of the type used for interoffice comunication.

De Soto answered Carter’s call. The bearded man was in an office, a peculiar kind of office. One
century blended into another there. Mdst of the furniture was as ancient as the castle itself.
Arnor-clad men were there. But De Soto sat beside a flat-topped desk. It bore the nane of a

manuf acturer who didn't start in business until quite a while after De Soto explored the

M ssi ssi ppi .

"He came down to the pressroom" Carter wailed. "I covered himwith a Tomy gun, but he got
away. "

De Soto expl oded. He barked sharp questions in English.

"Froze it. Froze it!" Carter’s voice insisted. "I tell you he froze the damm gun! And ny finger,
too!"

Do Soto subsi ded sonewhat.
"I think he is going to try and free his friends," Carter how ed.

The bearded giant in Spanish mail |eaped to his feet. He barked orders in Spanish, then | apsed
into English.

"Cone!" he roared. "We have had enough of this bronze man. W will make certain of himthis
time."

De Soto swept fromhis office. His staff of arnored warriors trailed along behind him

The bearded gi ant strode rapidly down a phosphorescent lighted corridor. It led in the direction
of the press room About half way down, De Soto stopped. He | ooked sharply around to see if any
alien eyes were upon him He didn't see any.

De Soto opened a little panel and found a lever, pulled it. That opened a |larger door into

anot her phosphorescent lighted corridor. A few yards farther on they encountered a sharp flight of
stairs. Just under the fourth stair riser, a hidden button opened a second door. That took them
straight to the torture room

De Soto opened another switch box there. It held two | evers. De Soto hesitated. Then he chose the
lever on the right. It opened a grill-barred wi ndow. They could see inside. There wasn't anyone in
the room except Mnk, Ham Renny, and Gerald Pettybl oom

Monk squinted at the grilled opening.

"Cone in and fight, you rats!" he shrilled. "W'Il see if you've |learned how in four hundred
years!"

De Soto ignored him He clapped the iron door shut over the grilling. He grunted.

Anot her guard pounded up then. He was breathl ess.

"The guy in Montevalle's arnor is back in the pressroom " he said. "I seen himthere. | slugged
hi m and he went down."

De Soto stared at the guard. He didn't seemto think it peculiar that a Brooklyn accent was
energing fromthe arnor. Neither did anybody el se.

"He nust have gone down anot her passage," one of the others offered.

De Soto was in no nood for speech. Hs face was white with rage. Wthout a word, he led the way.
Once nore his guard trailed after him They went to the pressroom

The figure in the Maltese-crossed arnmor was on the floor. It was trying to get up as De Soto and
his retainers swept in. They all junped on himat once. He groaned. He had about half a ton of
arnor, plus the nen inside of it, on top of him They were all slugging.

Then they jerked himto his feet, ripped off the hel net

The man was Fl etcher Carter!

"THAT bronze man is a devil!" Carter npaned. "He found ne just after | phoned you, and gave ne

sone kind of gas. Then he nust have lugged ne here and put nme in the arnmor he was wearing."

Carter was practically one hundred percent right. Doc had followed Carter without difficulty, had
listened to his tel ephone call. Then the bronze man acted. He had seen a way to get to his aides.
Doc did not know the | ocation of the torture room But he knew all he had to do was trail De Soto
and he could find out. He had put his arnor on Carter, taken himto the pressroom then followed the
bearded man.

And it had been the bronze man who played the part of an excited guard, who had started De Soto



and his guards on their futile trip to the pressroom

Doc waited only until the group di sappeared. Then he went to the switch box outside the torture
room where De Soto had paused. It was the box with two |evers. De Soto had pulled the one on the
right. Doc pulled the one to the left.

A big masonry door began to swing open. It didn't look like a door at all. It seenmed just part of
the wall. Mnk’s high-pitched voice came to Doc’s ears.
"Now, Pettybloom you rat!" Mnk shrilled. "lI'mgoing to cut your ears off! You went out to trap

Doc, didn't you? You tried to lure himin here to save your |ousy hide."

Pet t ybl oom protested that he hadn't, that he really nmade up his mind to tell Doc everything, even
if he died. The reporter was sitting on the floor in a very undignified position. Mnk held himby
the hair.

Doc stepped quietly into the room

"The reporter is telling the truth,” he said softly. "He tried his best to tell all he knew."

Monk whirled around and his nmouth dropped open.

"Doc!" he gasped. "How d you get here?"

Doc Savage didn't answer Mnk. He spoke rapidly for several mnutes, giving newinstructions to

hi s ai des.

"It is inportant that we capture the castle,"” he said. "The swanp nen outside have been infl aned

to a point where they nay becone dangerous on their own account. There may be unnecessary bl oodshed
if we do not act pronptly."

Doc paused briefly.

"Also," he said quietly, "if we do not act pronptly it may be too late for us to act at all. They
know | have found the way to the torture chanber."

Renny opened and closed his big fists. He didn't say anything. But his actions showed how nuch he
would really like to tear into sone of the ancient Spaniards who had had himhurled into the npat of
alligator gars.

Ham sprang f orward.

"I"ll eat half a dozen of those guys!" he rapped.

Gerald Pettybl oomwas still weak, but he decided it was high time he did some fighting instead of
just writing about it.

But Monk how ed. He gave forth a battle cry that would have done credit to a Comanche. It was

with difficulty that Doc kept Mdnk behind himas they filed down the steps and out toward the main
corridor. If they encountered trouble, it would be Doc who absorbed the first shots that were fired.
They encountered plenty of trouble as they enmerged into the nmain corridor. The trouble was

equi pped with nodern machine guns, even if it wore obsolete arnor. Doc | eaped back into the niche
they had left. There was another lever in a switch box there. De Sato hadn't touched it at all. Doc
did—and the lights went out.

But De Soto screaned instructions and they went on again. Doc noved quickly, nade scattering
notions with his hands.

"Holy cow " Renny grunbled. "I’'mgoing blind again."

"Join hands," Doc called. "Follow nme. | wll lead you."

"Attaboy, Doc!" Mnk piped. "Blind ‘emagain."

Monk knew that Doc had pulled the same trick he had used earlier in the swanp. But he al so knew
that the chemcal didn't last long. Wthout weapons, they woul d have to be out of sight before sight
returned to De Soto and his men, or it would be just too bad.

THEY were out of sight. In another corridor, Doc found a hidden niche. He reached in it and took
out four of his own machine pistols.

"I hid these when | first cane in," he explained. "I feared that | m ght be captured and the
weapons di scovered, if | did not."

Monk’ s | ook of admiration showed how foresi ghted he thought that was.

The five nen noved cautiously along the corridor. Many roons opened fromit. Sone of themwere

| arge, some of themsmall. Mst of them held one or another type of device for torture. Mnk grunted
in disgust.
"These guys nmust live on torture!" he rapped. "I suppose it’'s just an old Spanish custom"

That nmade Ham perk up.

"Do you suppose this Fountain of Youth business is on the |level, Doc?" he queried.

The bronze man did not answer directly.

"There are many strange things going on in this castle," he said. "I don’'t think we have quite
scratched the surface yet."

Ham subsi ded. But for only an instant. An ear-splitting screamrent the air. It was the voice of
Consuel o Manresa.

" O 0-0-0-0hh! You fiends! | weel not tell you how much information | have gotten to ny

enpl oyers." The scream choked off in agony.

Ham j unped. "That girl!" he snapped. "They're torturing her!"

Monk grunbled. "Let ‘emtorture," he snorted. "She's got us into enough trouble. This is probably



anot her phony."

Doc Savage's gol d-fl ecked eyes whirled strangely. He noved forward with snmooth, even speed.
"Cone," he said sinply. "W are needed. Get your nercy pistol ready."

Ham danced with rage. "See, you overgrown chi npanzee?" he barked. "Doc knows she’s on the |evel.
You weren’'t ever right about a woman in your life!"

DOC SAVAGE gave no indication of whether he believed Consuel o Manresa to be on the level. H's

ai des knew that, on the level or not, the bronze man would not |eave a woman to suffer, if her pain
was real .

"l bet she’'s faking," Mnk squawked.

The scream cane again. It was fear and terror.

"That is genuine terror," Doc said quietly. "And this tine it is not on a phonograph record."

That shut Monk up. He crowded ahead, made nenacing notions with his nercy pistol. He inspected it
careful ly.

"Cot any expl osive slugs, Doc?" he queri ed.

"No," the bronze man replied. "I had roomfor only one round of bullets."

If Doc had room for but one drum of slugs per gun, it would have to be nercy bullets. O herwi se,
he might be unnecessarily endangering |ife. The bronze man woul d sacrifice his own before he would
pernmit needl ess sl aughter.

Consuel 0 Manresa’'s scream cane again. This time it was very close. Another door gave onto one of
the numerous torture roonms. Consuelo Manresa was in it. She was suspended by wires fromthe ceiling.
The wires ran through pulleys and were attached to a counterwei ght. The counterwei ght was sonewhat
lighter than the girl.

She was steadily dropping downward. Two feet beneath her raged a fire of sone chem cal

conposi tion. The heat was so great that it scorched the faces of the men conming in the door. There
was no one else in the room

"Holy cow " Renny barked. "There's no faking about that one."

Renny was correct. There was nothing to prevent the girl fromdropping into the flanes. The fire
pit was too wide for a man to reach her fromthe edges. The wires and counterwei ght were al so beyond
their grasp.

"Ham " Doc snapped. "Junp!"

The bronze man stood at the edge of the fire pit. Ham junped and Doc caught himby his feet. He
held himlike a powerful stage acrobat. A sharp pair of wire cutters snipped the strands that held
her.

Her eyes were filled with thankful tears. The | ook she gave Ham nade himturn his head.

A harsh | augh brought Doc’s head around sharply. There was a clanging noise as a door swung shut.
They were trapped in the torture room Another grating noise sounded in the walls. Narrow slits
showed in the masonry.

Through each slit was poked the nmuzzle of a submachine gun. De Soto’s voice was harsh in triunph.
"l thought that would work!" he snarled. "Try to get out of this one, Savage! |’'ve got you all at
once!"

Chapter XIX. DOQOVED!

THERE was no place to find concealment in the room Al were under the deadly nmenace of the
submachi ne guns. At a sharp order, Doc and his nen dropped the mercy pistols they held.

Monk deflated. He | ooked angrily at the girl. Ham al so | ooked at the girl, but his glance was
sorrowful, not angry. He realized she had been used unwittingly to draw theminto the snare. She was
not to bl are.

Pet t ybl oom shrugged. The crinme reporter had had two cl ose brushes with death. He had deci ded he
woul dn’t be frightened any nore. The girl was still dazed.

Renny’ s severe features were drawn.

Only Doc showed no enotion. The bronze nman gazed calmy at the slot through which De Soto's voice
had come. His gold-flecked eyes were flashing strangely.

"You' ve nade a lot of trouble, Doc Savage," canme Fletcher Carter’s voice. "This time there is no
help for it. You all nust die."

"Did you really think you mght fool us otherw se, mght make us believe some of the scenes you
had staged were true?" Doc asked quietly.

Fl etcher Carter chuckled briefly. He appeared to have regai ned his self-assurance.

"You nust admit that we did a good job," he said boastfully. H s voice swelled with pride. "That
Fountain of Youth stunt was ny idea. | think it was a beauty."

"Yuh nean that was a fake?" Monk rasped.

"Of course," Doc said quietly.

"But that |ndian—the one who becane young— Monk bl urted.

"He is really a quite excellent actor," De Soto put in coldly. "Had you and the one called Ham
bel i eved your eyes and accepted as fact what you saw, you might all have lived. Now it is

i npossi ble. "



"l told you, Munk, you hairy nonstrosity!" Ham snapped angrily. "If you' d just kept your big

mout h shut, we would have gotten out of here."

Doc was apparently paying no attention. The bronze nman was getting out of the arnor he had worn
while playing the part of a guard. H's features al so changed, becane natural again as he quickly
removed the make-up he had used.

"But what's it all about?" Monk how ed. "I don’t know yet. Isn't that bearded nmug really a
descendant of De Soto?"

"Of course not," Hamput in bitterly.

Fl etcher Carter chuckl ed again. "Your |awyer friend is right. De Soto here is not a descendant of
the original explorer. But you nust admit our set-up here is good. It has served to keep the swanp

dwel | ers fool ed—and frightened, as well. The showis not entirely for your benefit. It has been
going on for years."

Monk sighed. "l can guess the rest of it, then. So—~

"Enough," De Soto’s voice crackled harshly. "The tinme for conversation has ceased. |If we could

have used you, we would. W do not want this swanp flooded. We do not intend to nove. | do not think
it will be necessary for us to nove.

"Wth you out of the way—and you already are consi dered dead—o one else will ever get in here to
investigate. By stirring up the swanp dwellers sone nore, we will make it so hot that the government
will be forced to change the location of that flood-control dam"

There was a nmoment of silence. Doc Savage broke it. "And now?" he asked casual ly.
"Now you are to die!" De Soto snarled. "You are to die by the Crinson Serpent!"

SI LENCE fol | omed. Footsteps could be heard outside the ring of |oopholes that covered the torture
chanmber. The submachi ne guns nenaci ng those within did not waver.

The air seemed clammy suddenly. Hamwas quite surprised to find that he was covered with
perspiration. He decided that it wasn't all caused by the heat.

Monk | ooked hopeful ly at Doc. The bronze man appeared resigned to his fate. He was | eaning
indolently against one wall of the torture chanber. Once again he appeared to be rubbing his sides.
Then his big fists went up behind his head, seened to nassage the back of his neck.

Renny’s breath cane in softly. The severity of his features relaxed slightly.

"It is all ny fault. | should have told you what | knew, " Consuel o Manresa sai d suddenly. The

bl ack-haired girl appeared to have recovered somewhat, although her |arge, dark eyes were drawn.
"Yes?" Ham said synpathetically. Mnk snorted disdainfully.

“I"'msorry | called you a gigolo," the girl told Ham pointedly. Mnk snorted again. Consuel o
Manresa ignored him

"Ceorges Douter and | were working together," she said sinply. "He was a nenmber of the French
Sireté. | ama nmenber of the Spanish Secret Service."

Renny grunted. Even Mnk’s piglike eyes widened. Hamwas snmiling fatuously. Gerald Pettybloons
jaws were slack. Here was the story of the ages unfol ding before him and he’'d never be able to
wite it. Many things were becoming clear to him They were clear to the others, also.

"Stol en goods?" Ham asked.

The girl nodded. "Many of the ancient Spanish relics you see here were stolen, stolen by
unpatriotic persons who took advantage of our tinme of trouble. | was on the trail of them Douter
was on the trail of sone of the fanpus paintings that have di sappeared from France in recent years."
"And they are here!" Pettybl oom breat hed.

"Yes," the girl nodded. "They are here.

"We received a tip through a crimnal caught in Paris. We cane to the United States. Douter cane
directly here. | remained in New York. Then Douter tel ephoned, told me what a terrible job we were
up agai nst. He said Doc Savage had to becone involved, and it was up to us to help create a nystery
so that he woul d becone involved. The Crinson Serpent hel ped."

Ham nodded. That expl ai ned many things, explained why the girl had been so evasive, why she had
refused to answer questions.

"In some way, Douter was spotted," the girl went on. "He was seized and taken to Chicago, just as
Renny was taken to Chicago. These crimnals operate their own airplane service. They do not |and
here, but at a field not far away where they have an autogyro, then they use that to drop right down
on the roof."

Renny nodded. He knew he had been taken to Chicago to try to keep Doc there. Renny’s escape had
bal ked t hat .

"We tried to fool the gang in Chicago. Evidently we didn't succeed. W found the gang’ s | andi ng
field, all right, and were on our way here. But they knew we were com ng. Douter was killed." She
shuddered slightly. Doc's aides said nothing. They knew how Douter had | ooked.

"Since then, |’'ve been kept a prisoner, until such time as they could use ne." Her voice becane
bitter. "And they did use nme. |’ve got us all trapped now "

"Ah, don’t worry about that," Hamtried to nake his voice conforting. A look of acute disgust
passed over Mnk’'s face.

Then the | ook of disgust faded. He junped three feet.



Brr-r-r-r-r-r-r-r-r!
A nmachi ne gun roared suddenly over their heads.

THE machi ne-gun bullets plowed into the pile of weapons which Doc and his ai des had been forced
to drop.

Monk | ooked at themregretfully. Now he had nothing but his fists left, and they were no natch
for guns.

A solid block lifted in the far wall. A heavy, barred gate stood behind it. Peering through, face
mercil ess, was the bearded De Soto. Standing at one side was Carter.

"Strip!" De Soto barked savagely.

Monk bl ushed. The others also turned crinson. No one noved.

De Soto gave a sharp order. The nuzzle of a nmachine gun turned squarely on the small form of
Consuel o Manr esa.

"l have had too many evi dences of your trickery, Savage," he rapped. "Get out of those clothes,
strip to your shorts, or the girl will be killed instantly."

Strange runbling came from Monk. The hairy chem st still wasn’t inpressed by Consuel o Manresa.
But that had nothing to do with the indignity of having to take off his clothes.
The five nen obeyed unwillingly and slowy. Even Doc’s equipnent kit had to conme off.

Anot her door opened suddenly, an arnored guard slipped through, reached for the clothes.

Renny appeared coiled for a |leap. He glanced at the gun pointed at Consuel o Manresa—and stood
still.

Ham | ooked at Monk, chuckl ed suddenly. "The man that |ooks |ike a nonkey. The ape man." he gi bed
softly.

Monk said a lot of words. He tried to cover his hairy chest with his long arms. That just nade

him 1 ook nore |ike a baboon than ever.

"l have |istened to your conversation with pleasure,"” De Soto said sulkily. "All of you are

smart, | will conpliment you on that. But that is why you are here—even M. Pettybl oom This has
been our hide-out for many years. W could not afford to have anyone alive on the outside who night
be too suspicious."

Pet t ybl oom swal | owed hard. The crine reporter spoke with a visible effort. "I-1"Il get you to
wite your obituary yet," he blurted.

Doc’ s gol d-fl ecked eyes had narrowed. The bronze man had resunmed his indol ent position against a
wal | of the torture chanber.

Renny wat ched hi m anxi ously. The big engineer’s features were drawn. Doc’s hands were behind his
head agai n. Those hands were near one of the slots in the wall fromwhich the strange,
phosphorescent |ight cane.

The bi g engi neer understood what that light was. It was far fromnysterious. It was nmerely a form
of conceal ed neon-gas illumnation. There nust be electric wires near it. Evidently that was why Doc
was staying in that spot.

Renny’s brain worked swiftly, but the nore he thought, the | ess he could understand. Undoubtedly,
Doc could short the wires, could throw the chanber in darkness. But what good woul d that do!

Those wat ching them through the | oophol es had flashlights as well as guns. In any event, they
could sweep the entire chanber with a rain of bullets that would | eave nothing living behind. And
now not even Doc or his aides had the protection of the bullet-proof underwear they ordinarily wore.
Renny t hought he understood. Doc was waiting in hope that De Soto and Carter woul d step inside

the chanber with them In the darkness, the guards would not fire for fear of hitting their chiefs.
The bi g engi neer sighed. Even that would not save them he knew. They still would have to get out
of the castle. And unarmed, with killers on all sides of them that woul d be inpossible.

Then Renny stopped thinking. Carter was speaking, and there was deadly malice in his tones.
"Enough, " the sleek man snapped. "You are reserved for the Crinson Serpent, but before then—

"—we will have a show," De Soto cut in.

One of the two nust have pressed a control switch. A slab of stone reared up suddenly in the
center of the floor.

There was a terrific spitting and howing. A bobcat, |ean and starved, eyes gl eam ng nadly,

bounded into the torture chanber.

A BOBCAT is not so large. But it is concentrated dynamte. Its claws can tear to threads the
tender flesh of humans.

The bobcat |anded on the floor in one gigantic |eap, paused for a fraction of a second, then

| eaped again. It l|eaped directly toward Consuel o Manresa.

Ham screaned. It was probably the only time in his life that he ever felt fear. And he wasn't
feeling fear for hinself, even now. H's |ean body shot forward to get between the wild cat and the
girl.

Ham was fast. Monk was faster. And Monk had no intention of seeing his dapper friend torn to
shreds. One |l ong arm shot out, caught the wild cat under the throat in mdair, knocked it back.
Monk tried to leap after the cat. He was spun aside by a bronze flash. Doc Savage had gone into



action.

Only a perfect athlete, with perfect timng, could have done what Doc did then. He paused, just
an instant, as the cat drew powerful |egs under it for another spring, then he had it from behind
and by the throat.

The cat slunped to the floor. There had been a gas pellet in Doc’s hand. That pellet had been
saved for enmergencies. The energency had arrived. The bobcat was unconsci ous.

A strange, hoarse |laugh came fromoutside the barred door. De Soto, his eyes wild and glaring,
was showing all the deep cruelty of his nature.

"Carter, you were right," he roared. "I did not think it possible. But each of these would give
his life for another. And they are as good as they were touted."

Reaction held those in the torture chanber. Al but Doc were weak with sudden rel ease fromthe
experienced peril. The girl would have fallen, if Pettybl oomhad not caught her. Ham | ooked nore
than mldly disappointed at that.

Pettybl oom had tried to go into action also. But his speed had been sl ow conpared to the others.
The crinme reporter appeared to be trying to say nany things to the girl. H s face was strangely
white.

Fl etcher Carter’s face was white al so. The sel f-assured nan did not appear to relish quite the
cold venomthat De Soto displayed.

Deliberately, Carter opened the barred door. Renny stirred, started to nove. A warning burst from
a machi ne gun cane from over head.

Then Carter stood just inside the door. There was a strange inplement in his hand.

The i npl enent was sonmething like a huge trap. It was |arge enough to fit around a human body.

Ri ght now, the trap was wide. One side of it was perfectly snooth.

The other side was filled with scores of tiny knives. The knives were set in the formof a coiled
snake.

Ham gasped. The secret of the Crinson Serpent had been disclosed. It was a nodified version of
the ol d Spanish "iron naiden."

The trap woul d be extended about a nman’s body. Then the trigger would be kicked. Strong springs
woul d drive the knives into the victinis body. The wound would renain in the formof a Crinson
Ser pent .

"One at a tinme," Carter said hoarsely, "One at a tinme. Call for themone at a tinme, De Soto. As
each steps through the door, the Crinmson Serpent will strike."

"The girl first!" De Soto snarl ed.

A deep sigh cane from Ham He gl anced desperately at the waiting guns—and poised for a |eap.
Monk’ s nuscl es already were tense. Renny, his huge fists knotted, raised one big foot. Gerald
Pet t ybl oom swung the |inp body of the girl behind him

Only Doc, back against the wall, did not appear to nove.

"The girl!" roared De Soto.

It was then that all hell broke |oose.

Chapt er XX. SECRETS EXPOSED

A BLASTING as froma half dozen big guns cane fromoutside the castle. The sound penetrated

I oudly, even through the nassive stone walls.

Coupled with the roar of the big guns cane the rattle of smaller weapons, and over it all rose a
high, thin-pitched screamng, as if a thousand attackers were yelling madly.

De Soto froze. Fletcher Carter stood as if paralyzed. Startling yells cane fromthe guards at the
| oophol es.

Anot her huge expl osion canme. |Imediately afterward, the castle rocked with earthquake force.

In the same instant, the phosphorescent |ights went out! It seened as if they had been bl own out
by the force of a cannon shell.

Fl etcher Carter screaned.

Then the voice of De Soto rose |oud and clear over the din. "Guard the walls!" he roared. "Use
the weapons there. Wether it is the natives or really a National CGuard force that has attacked,
open fire."

"But the prisoners?" a guard yelled frantically.

The barred gate into the torture chanber slamed shut

"I"11 tend to the prisoners. They will not escape alive. Do as you' re told. Use those guns!"
Most of those who had been at the | oophol es obeyed. One didn't. He was the sane one who had
detected Doc’ s deception with the swanp nen.

Frank suspicion was in his eyes. He reached for his flashlight. Then he dropped it. Suspicion

di ed.

Carter could be heard arguing with De Soto. An instant |later canme the slap of stone blocks, then
the scream ng howl of angry bobcats.

Were only one cat had been released in the torture chanber before, now it seened that a half
dozen were there.

Consuel o Manresa screaned. Howl s of pain and terror were conming fromothers in the pit.



Above it all roared the hoarse, half-mad | aughter of De Soto.

A wide grin split the guard’'s face. He would have preferred to stay, to turn on his flashlight

and watch the scene he knew nust be taking place beneath him O course, he had seen the cats work
on Indians, but to see themtear a girl to pieces would really be sonething.

He hesitated only for a nonent. Then he sighed, and reluctantly turned toward the sounds of the
fighting outside. De Soto was not one to be di sobeyed. D sobedi ence brought death, a horrible death.
And De Soto had said to man the guns on the walls.

Very nodern artillery was hidden on those walls. The guard felt certain that any attack woul d be
beaten off. O course, they might have to nove, but they would have tinme to transfer the treasure
the castle contained, before a new assault coul d be made.

Slowy at first, then nore rapidly, the man raced toward the sounds of the fighting. The | ast
thing he heard behind himwas what sounded |ike a dying shriek. He |aughed.

TWO ot hers were | aughing al so. The bearded figure of De Soto stood outside the barred gate.

Besi de himwas the nore slender formof a self-assured man with a red carnation in his coat |apel.
Al'l sound died away inside the torture chanber. The two outside turned, nade their way swiftly
along a corridor. Lights came on. One of the guards, on his own initiative, had evidently repaired
t he damage.

Qutside the battle noi se was dying away. Strangely, no shots had been fired fromthe guns on the
castle walls.

G oups of puzzled, arnor-clad nmen greeted De Soto and Carter as they reached the walls.

It was instantly apparent why.

Lights fromthe walls showed that several trees had been bl asted down. There was a hole in one
corner of the castle, but it appeared to have been caused by expl osives, not by a shell.
"Atrick!" De Soto shrilled |oudly.

Gt hers joined in. They were renmenbering now the scene Doc had put on to inpress the swanp
dwellers. It didn't seem possible, but he nust have worked sone such magi c again.

"He coul da planted dynanmite with tine fuses!" one guard bel |l owed.

G hers yelled assent. They didn't see just how that would explain the shouts and ot her noises
they had heard, nor would it explain how that dynamte had gone off just when it did.

But they had to have sonme expl anation. Their own nerves were shaken.

Suddenly Carter turned, |ooked intently at the big figure beside him He shrieked |oudly.

"This isn't De Soto!" he shrilled. "It is the big one they called Renny!"

Everyone was frozen for a nonment. Then the bearded man turned. He fled back into the castle.

That broke the spell. Scores of arnmor-clad figures raced after him GQuns barked, but good
shooting was inpossible. There were too many pursuers, for one thing. For another, the big figure
ahead was tw sting and weaving, turning corners frequently.

Carter led the chase. The self-assured nman appeared beside hinself with rage. "Now | understand,"
he yelled. "I thought | heard a whisper in the torture chanber. It was Doc Savage. He told those
with himto run for the dungeon, that no one would ever | ook for themthere."

"The dungeons!" cane the cry. "To the dungeons!"”

"They must have got De Soto!" Carter yelled. "But | know Doc Savage is down. | saw himgo down."
The nob swept on. Sonehow, it seened they passed Carter. Others took the |ead.

A few nmonments later, Carter turned off in a side corridor. Only one guard noticed that. H's evil,
twi sted features becane horrible suddenly. He, alone, decided that there mght be a trick within a
trick.

Sonmehow "Carter" had not spoken just right. The guard turned, raced after the slender figure
wearing a red carnation in his |apel.

The arnmored nmen no | onger saw the big bearded figure ahead of them But that made no difference.
They knew where the dungeons were. They roared on down wi ndi ng passageways. Danpness showed on the
stone bl ocks beneath them

They cane to a narrow passageway. Those behind forced the | eaders ahead. They crammed onward,
into a series of narrow cells.

It was then the bearded man appeared agai n. He appeared behind them Calmy his fingers sought,
found a button. They pressed the button.

St one bl ocks groaned and dropped. The only entrance to the dungeons was bl ocked. Al the
arnor-clad men were trapped inside.

Doc Savage's gol d-fl ecked eyes flickered above the fal se beard he had donned.

THE bronze man had known a nonent of real peril mght occur inside the castle. He had prepared

for that nonent.

Even before he started his round-up of the swanp dwell ers, he had pl aced expl osives outside the
castle wall. And, he had placed duplicate sound-apparatus, to sinmulate the noise of an arnmed attack.
To operate that expl osive and sound-apparatus froma distance, it had been necessary to use a

radio inmpulse. Setting a radio robot on the nmachinery had been sinple enough. It had been nore
difficult to locate electricity inside the castle to send the radio flash that would start the



expl osi ves and sound equi prent.

That was why Doc had stayed near the wires of the phosphorescent lights. Wirking carefully, he

had spliced a small radio-sending unit to those wires. He had waited until the proper nonent, then
started the apparent attack on the castle.

After that he had shorted the lights. Renny had gone into action. Wth the big engineer’s

assi stance, De Soto and Carter had been overcone al nost instantly. Then Doc and Ham had traded
places with them Doc’s ventriloquismand marvelous ability to imtate voices and ani mal s accounted
for the sounds the guard had heard.

Monk, Renny, Consuel o Manresa and Geral d Pettybl oom had been instructed to seek a hiding place
until Doc and Ham coul d decoy the arnored guards to the dungeon.

That was now acconplished. Doc turned, started back toward the upper |evel of the castle.

It was then the screans cane. There were two of those screans. They were nade by different nen.
The bronze man flashed upward. He knew the castle now. He wasted no time. Only seconds later, he
reached the torture chanber. It was there De Soto and Carter, tenporarily unconscious, had been
left.

De Soto and Carter were still there. They woul d never |eave alive.

They were lying on their backs. Across the bare chest of each crawl ed the gory Crinmson Serpent!

At the far end of the roomwere two other figures. One was that of the guard. The guard had j ust
been knocked cold. Over him stood Ham

"H he got here before ne, Doc," said Ham and the dapper |awer’s voice was oddly shaken. "He

t hought one of those two was you, and the other another of us. Hhe used the Crinmson Serpent on them
before | could stop him"

Doc’ s shoul ders rose and fell. But he said nothing. De Soto and Carter had been responsible for
many sl ayings. They probably deserved to die. And again, as so often happens, Doc’s foes had been
slain by the very weapons they used on others.

THE round-up of all the dangerous crimnals was conplete. Only a few ancient, harm ess Indians
were found when Doc and his nen searched the castle.

Pet t ybl oom was anxious to get his story out. Doc didn't tell himof the well-equipped radio room
he had found. He thought the story could wait until all details were conplete.

Search of the castle conpleted those details.

"This undoubtedly is the storehouse of nore so-called ‘hot’ goods than the world has ever known
before," the bronze man explained. "De Soto—and | imagine we will find he was at |east partly
Spani sh—ust have been a very educated, if m sguided, man.

"Loot has been accunul ated here for years. Sone of it had to be held for years before it could be
sol d."

The others nodded. Pricel ess paintings, gens of all kinds, even ransom noney, had been

di scover ed.

The printing presses explained the clanking sound that had been heard in the castle. It explained
the reason the arnored nmen had al ways been acconpani ed by a cl anki ng sound al so. They had w shed to
impress on the natives that the clanking sound nust always be associ ated with danger. That woul d
keep them away fromthe castle.

Counterfeit bills were being turned out on the presses. But that wasn't all. Hundreds of

thousands of counterfeit lottery tickets, fake revenue stanmps and | abels al so were being turned out.
The place was capabl e of supplying al nost everything crimnals wanted.

That explained the tie-up with the Chicago gang. And it explained Fletcher Carter’s part, also.
Undoubt edl y, he had been the contact nan, the one the underworld knew. Hi s apparent execution, a
magi ci an’s easy trick, had been staged so that it would seem he was innocent. De Soto had stayed in
the castle. He had had every confort, he had servants and guards.

The guards, it was |earned by questioning, had been chosen carefully. Al had been required to
speak Spani sh. They had carried on their nasquerade at all tines, so that the swanp dwellers woul d
believe there really was sonething nysterious about them

"Holy cow No wonder they didn't want the swanp fl ooded, and wanted the |ocation of the dam
changed! " Renny breat hed.

"What a story. What a story," contributed Pettybloom The reporter, however, kept his eyes on
Consuel o Manresa.

Doc nade his arrangenents swiftly. The captured crimnals would go to his upstate New York
hospital, a hospital where they would undergo an operation that would blot out all nenmory of their
past lives, would give thema chance to becone honorable citizens.

Federal officers and Secret Service nen of a dozen countries nust be notified, so that they could
remove the mllions of dollars’ worth of loot, see that it was restored to its rightful owners.
Renny was hel ping Doc in this.

Monk went to the dungeon door, asked a question that had been puzzling him He was nore puzzl ed
when he left.

The castle, he was told, had been built |long before it was ever taken over by the crimnals.

Swanp runor said it had been there before the menory of the earliest settlers. It was of Spanish



design. Could there have been some truth in the entire thing? Could this really have been erected by
the real Do Soto and some of his men, hundreds of years before?

The hairy chem st shook his head. He didn’t know.

Then Monk forgot all about his question. He rounded a dark corner and suddenly drew back.

Ahead of him standing cl ose together, were Ham and Consuel o Manresa. The dapper |awyer appeared
trying to put his arms around the slender, dark-eyed girl.

"B-but you will let me see you later? You will let ne call on you, won't you?"

Monk had never heard such pleading in Hanis voice outside a courtroom

Consuel o Manresa’'s dark eyes rolled upward coquettishly, then she shook her head.

"I-I"mafraid |'d better go now," she said, shyly. "Gerald . . . Gerald mght not like it. And
we—=

A muffled groan came from Ham

Monk puckered his lips. It was difficult to do so and keep from | aughi ng, but he nmanaged it.

He strode down the corridor, whistling. He was whistling "Just a Ggolo."

THE END



