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- Chapter
Chapter |I.

THE man carried a .30-30 rifle in one hand and two boxes of cartridges,
ready to drop the cartridges and use the rifle any instant.

hand. He acted as if
The girl had a shotgun.

bot h open,

in the other

"I"ve got a hunch guns ain't a lot of good against this thing!" the man nuttered.

"What’'s the matter,
It was too dark to tell

Reservoir?" the girl
much about them only that the man was tall

asked.

"Bel i eve in hobgoblins?"
and ski nny,

except for his

m ddl e, which was big around, nmaking himlike a snake that had swall owed an egg. A nice snake, of
cour se.

The girl was about the right size, and if she didn’t have a good form the darkness lied. It was
inpossible to tell about her coloring.

"l still maintain | saw sonething comng out of the casing of that wildcat well, Mss Vida," the
man nuttered. "Reservoir H Il nmay be old, but he ain't going nuts!”

The girl laughed. It was, sonehow, not a very enthusiastic mrth.

"Sam Sands was to watch the well until mdnight," she said. "It’s eleven. Tinme you and | were
relieving Sam"

Holding the rifle with his finger in the trigger guard, the man shuffled off. The girl took |ong
strides and kept at his side.

Tall, dry grass brushed their field boots. Leaves of scrub oak rustled in the night breeze. Over

in the hills sonewhere,
They topped the small hill

rotary.

The well was not a producer,

instead of the snmell of crude oil,

"Reservoir" H Il stopped.

The girl waited, but when he did not nove or speak,

"We've got the wildcat shut down because our boss driller has disappeared,"”

slowy.

"Well?" the girl said again,

sharply.

an oW was neking a racket.
and before themthe spidery thin pyramd of an oil
reared agai nst the cloudy night sky. A nodern pipe derrick,

she grew inmpatient. "Well!"

wel |
and the drilling rig was evidently a

Reservoir

derrick stood

because the breeze was conming fromthat direction and it carried,
the odors usually found around drilling wells.

Hll said,

"I"ve got a horrible suspicion," continued Reservoir Hll, "that we’ve already found our

driller!”

THE girl was puzzled. She held her shotgun in the crook of her el bow and eyed her conpanion. A
stray beam of noonlight came through a crack in passing clouds to illum nate the man. He | ooked as

if the ends of him had been squeezed to make himbig in the middle.

"What are you driving at,

Reservoi r?"

"Renenber that gummy stuff we found in the gully below the drilling rig? It was near where we

found the clothes our driller was wearin’ —when he—wel |,

when he di sappeared.”

"That was just old lube or grease that sonebody had scraped out there."

"I't wasn’t Reservoir H Il
"No?"

"l know | ube oil."

| ube, "

Reservoir

Hill

sai d,

wet his lips.

shudderi ng.

"1"ve worked in refineries too many years not to



know grease or lube. This stuff |ooks nore like—well— He fell silent.

"Li ke what ?"

Reservoir Hi Il gave a | arge shrug.

"Forget it! Wen they have been in the oil fields as long as | have, they sonetines got funny!"
The two of themwal ked toward the drilling rig. It was a conplete outfit, even nore nodern on

cl ose exam nation. Everything was in readiness for the striking of oil, catch dans have been thrown
across gullies with fresnos.

It was a steamrig, and the boiler was |ocated far enough away that a possi bl e unexpected

out pouring of natural gas fromthe well would not be likely to reach the boiler fires before they
coul d be extinguished by a supply of water which was kept close at hand. Steam was brought fromthe
boiler to the machinery at the well by pipe.

And oil field scouts, fellows who know their business, would have said that here was a w | dcat
drilling outfit which knew what it was doing.

H 1l stopped, inhaled until his chest was al nost half as big as his stonmach, and bl asted a yell.
"Sam " he how ed. "Saml Were are you?"

Echoes canme gobbling back fromthe red oak carpeted hills.

"Tsk! Tsk!"

the girl clucked. "You must think Sam s over by Ponca City or somewhere!"

They waited. N ght breeze seened to have suddenly stopped rustling the red oak | eaves, but it

m ght have been a freak of the night.

Reservoir Hi Il growed, "Well! Didn't answer, did he?"

The girl had beconme concerned.

"Sam can’t be asl eep! Your yell must have nade half the Indian warriors in the OGsage sit up in
their graves!"

They ran forward, guns ready. The man, Reservoir Hill, produced a big, shiny flashlight which
gave poor light and not much of it. The light inmmediately found shiny substance on the ground.
Reservoir Hill stared. H s throat made a rasping noise nore el oquent than any other sound coul d
have been.

"Themis Samis clothes, ain't they?" he croaked.

THE mal e cl ot hi ng—hat, shirt, coat, trousers, socks, heavy oil field shoes—+ay exactly in a
position they would occupy if the fornmer wearer had |lain down on his back and his body had becone
nonexi st ent.

The shirt was inside the coat, with the shirt sleeves down inside the coat sleeves in a natural
manner. The socks were even inside the shoes.

" Ah-h-h!"

Reservoir H Il growl ed. He sounded as if trying to bolster his own courage.

The girl eyed himcuriously. "Wiy are you scared? This is a practical joke! It's too silly to be
anyt hing el se!"

"Hunph!" Reservoir Hll, to avoid the question, walked forward with his flashlight.

He took only a few paces before he wenched to a rigid halt. Hs throat made its queer noi se.
The girl ran forward, stood at his side and stared at what he had found.

"Sone one had dunped nore of that queer-1ooking grease," she said.

Reservoir Hi Il wet his lips. "Listen! Qur boss driller disappeared! W can’t find hi manywhere!
But we find this gumy stuff!"”

"I still say it’'s grease!’
"l haven't been working with crude oil and things for nothing, all ny life," grow ed Reservoir
Hll. "And | know this ain't grease!"

"What is it then?"

"Ain't quite ready to say what | think it is!" Reservoir H Il nunbled.

"Way not ?"

"Don't like to scare wonen when there naybe ain’t no need!"

"1 was brought up on Indian massacre stories," the girl said, dryly. She was cal menough to nmake
it seemas if she had been, too.

Reservoir H Il skul ked forward. Silhouetted against the glare of his own flashlight beam he was
like a caricature of an old Indian fighter on the trail of a hostile redskin. He threw his |ight
over toward the derrick.

He lifted his .30-30 and flane and noi se cane out of its nuzzle.

The girl ran forward. "Wat is it?"

"CGoing into the well casing!" Reservoir H Il shrieked. "Throw ny flashlight on the durn thing!"
The girl grabbed his flashlight, pointed its poor light in the direction of the derrick floor and
the drilling casing which stuck upward in the center. The |light was extrenmely weak.

"Battery about gone!" she conplained. "I can't see—t"

Then she saw. Maybe she had been brought up on tales of Indian massacres, but the scream she
poured out now woul d have done justice to the nost easily frightened maid.



THE thing going into the oil well casing had substantial reality to it, that was certain. It was
not transparent, like a jelly. It flowed as sone jellies will nelt and fl ow when dropped on a hot
stove. It was going into the sixteen-inch casing.

Col or of the flowi ng nmass was red.

"Whatever it is, we'll stop it!" The girl’s shotgun banged hugely, banged again. Louder than the
.30-30, it did not have as ugly a sound.

But the translucent red nass di sappeared down the casing.

The girl and Reservoir Hi |l dashed forward, weapons ready. There was no sign of the red mass on
the derrick floor.

Reservoir H |l touched the steel casing pipe. He wenched his hand back, |eaped to one side,
grabbed up a fistful of waste and scrubbed his pal mfuriously.

"There's gooey stuff on the casing!" he how ed.

The girl | ooked closely. The "gooey stuff" was there. She did not touch it.

There were other marks on the casing. Shiny streaks left by |ead! Big streaks made by the .30-30
slugs, and snmall ones where the shotgun slugs had hit.

The girl said, hoarsely, "Qur bullets hit everywhere!"

"Hah!" Reservoir Hill took the flashlight out of her hand, and turned it on the derrick floor.
"Look! A trail of the gooey stuff!"

The girl said, "Let's followit."

They followed it to the nysterious, shapel ess nass they had found on the ground—the stuff that

| ooked |ike grease, and yet didn't.

Then the snmeared path continued on to the clothes |lying on the ground.

"It goes right to Sam Sand’ s duds!" Reservoir H Il dropped to a knee, explored briefly, then

gul ped, "Vida!"

"What ?" asked the girl.

"The gooey stuff is all over Sanis clothes!"

There was rustling of |eaves and crackling of dry twigs in the red oak thicket near by. This
sound proved to be made by two nmen, who soon gall oped up.

Reservoir Hi Il used his weak flashlight to identify the newconers.

"Ah-h-h!"

he grunted. "Andershott and Cugg! Practically nobody!"

Chapter 11. THE MAN NEEDED

ENOCH ANDERSHOTT was a man who strove for the effect of a rugged pioneer. He was big. His

ruggedness stuck out all over him H s clothes were calculated to enhance the rugged aspect. Tweeds.
He had a small nmouth wapped around a big cigar. H's red face was redder because of running, and his
breat hi ng was a wi sh-w sh-w sh series of noises.

"G ve nme those guns!" he yelled. "Your bullets alnpst hit our cabin! Such carel essness is

i nexcusabl e! "

Wi ch was typical of Enoch Andershott, who was always trying to browbeat some one.

Al onzo Cugg had big eyes with a permanent scare deep in them and a way of holding his hands as

if ready to sprint. No one knew of any reason why he had ever been scared of any one or why he

shoul d be. He seenmed about one hundred and thirty pounds of skin over wires, and was about two
shades |ighter than a khaki shirt.

A big black dog canme out of the red oak brush, making no noise. The dog was nearly pony size and
had bl oodshot eyes. The canine lifted a whiskered black Iip off nicotine yellow fangs that were nore
than an inch | ong.

"Heel, Whitey!" ordered Enoch Andershott arrogantly.

The bl ack dog skul ked to Andershott’s heels. There was no white whatever on the dog.

Enoch Andershott and Al onzo Cugg owned an adj acent oil |ease. They had scouted the Sam Sands- Vi da
Carl aw Reservoir Hill drilling wildcat and a geologist had told themthat the way the strata was
running, there mght be an oil done under this region, a few thousand feet under the ol d production.
So Andershott and Cugg were here in person, keeping an eye on things.

The oil blue book listed both as nmillionaires.

"You m ght have shot us!" Enoch Andershott yell ed.

"You got a cellar over there you can get in?" suggested Reservoir Hill sourly.

No one said anything for a while.

"What was happeni ng?" Andershott grow ed.

"At risk of being called crazy," said the girl, "I’"'mgoing to tell you.

"Qur driller, Ben Hogan, disappeared |ast night. W' d shut down drilling when a broken gear we'd
ordered hadn’t come. Ben Hogan took a wal k. W never saw himagain. W found his clothes. There's no
reason why he should wal k off naked—

"You' re forgetting that gumy stuff!" interposed Reservoir Hill.
"We found sone stuff that |ooked like jelly or lube or sonething on the ground," explained the
girl. "To-night, Reservoir Hll wanted to post a watch at the well. Sam Sands had first part of the

ni ght."



THE girl fell silent, |ooked at the dog. The dog’'s eyes were |um nous green and al nost awful in
the weak flashlight’'s gl ow.

"W came out to relieve Sam Sands, found his clothing, saw a red object going into the oil well,
and shot at it," the girl finished.

"We found another gob of that gummy stuff and it ain't lube oil!" added Reservoir H .

Enoch Andershott asked, "M ss Carlaw, were you here | ast night when your driller disappeared?”
"No. "

"Then you just have this man Reservoir Hll's word for it?"

"Bless nmy children!" growl ed Reservoir Hll. "lI'mgonna pat your wist for that!"

Reservoir Hi Il started forward, and the big black dog cane wal king, stiff-Iegged, from behind
Enoch Andershott. The dog nade, deep inside hinself, sounds |ike sonething dying. Hs fangs curved
inward |ike a snake.

"Heel , Whitey!’ said Enoch Andershott.

The dog stopped, but did not cover the fangs with |ips.

Nobody spoke. Alarmin Al onzo Cugg' s eyes had increased; his hands were nore than ever in
position for running.

"If there’s nore reckless shooting," said Enoch Andershott shrilly, "we'll call the sheriff!"
That seened what they had cone over to say. They wal ked away.

There was consi derabl e crashing of brush when they went away, as if Enoch Andershott were
smashing his path through instead of meking any effort to go around.

"He does everything alike!" grow ed Reservoir Hill. "Just bulls through!"
The girl murrmured, "You don’'t |ike hin®"
"He flinflamed ne out of ny first stake," grow ed Reservoir Hll. "I had a | ease over by

Bartlesville, years ago. Enoch Andershott, a young man then, was ny driller. He canme into
Bartlesville one night and told ne the tools were lost in the hole.

"I didn’t have noney enough to run a fishing job. | was disgusted. He knew that. Andershott
bought me out through another guy for a song. You know what | found out the next day, Viddy?"
"What ?"

"My well had hit oil!"

"I"'msorry," the girl said synpathetically.

"So was |."

On a lease to the north, punping started up and wal ki ng beans squeaked. The sound had an
unnatural quality.

The girl and Reservoir Hi |l poked about with the poor flashlight. They found nothing. Then they
wal ked toward the house.

THE house was one of those oil field things. Wod and corrugated tin. Inside, it was
beaver - boarded, and no paint had been used. Floors were bare. Living-roomfurniture consisted of a
tabl e and ten kitchen chairs.

On the table was a deck of cards and an ash tray half full of ashes and cigarette butts. The girl
accidentally upset the ash tray when she put her shotgun on the table. Reservoir H Il helped her in
cl eaning up the ness.

"Wsh you'd try to get along with Enoch Andershott,"” the girl said. "Since he and Cugg have the

| ease adjoining us."

"We'll be all right!" H Il grunted. "Unless | nmeet himin a dark canyon when nobody is | ooking!"
They threw the ash tray mess outdoors.

"Reservoir!" the girl said.

" Huh?"

"Why are you so worried over the di sappearance of our driller and SanP"

Reservoir Hill went to the door and expectorated into the darkness. He had not laid his rifle
down. He said, without |ooking at the girl, "Viddy, did you ever hear of that Indian | egend about
the papoose that was warned by his mamm not to dig holes in the tepee floor?"

"First tinme | knew you were interested in native folklore, Reservoir," the girl smled.

"The papoose dug the hole in the tepee floor, anyway," said Reservoir. "An earth devil that lives
in the center of the world sent his nean, red spirit up through the hole and grabbed the little
papoose and ate himall up, except his grease, which would fry and sputter in the hot place at the
center of the earth.”

Reservoir H Il gave the girl a chance to speak, but she didn't seemable to think of anything.
"There's other |egends about earth devils who send red spirits up to get nen."

"Nonsense! " snapped the girl, "Indians have | egends about everything!'"

"Not everything!" Reservoir corrected. "And where there's snoke, there's sonetines fire."

"You actual ly believe such an insane theory?" the girl asked.

"*Now | ook, " Reservoir grinned wyly. "Don’t be so tough on your old partner."

The girl got up and paced. "But it’'s inpossible! It’'s too ridiculous!"

She paced sonme nore, stopped, reached for the cards, and absently turned over the top one. It was



a king.
"Reservoir!" she said suddenly. "Did you ever hear of Doc Savage?"

RESERVO R HI LL sat in the chair, tilted it against the wall and bal anced the rifle across his
knees

"l guess there ain't many who ain't heard of that fellow. Once | heard that fellow was going to
stop his plane for fuel in Tulsa, and | drove up from Oknul gee, hell-bent for election just to see
him M, who wouldn't cross the road to see Adam eat the apple."

"Did you see Doc Savage?"

"Nope, He had cone and gone."

"But you know Savage’'s reputation, don't you?" Reservoir Hill eyed his rifle. "I know that he has
invented a type of drilling bit that | think is gonna come into general use. |’'ve also heard that a
| ot of geol ogists use his theories."

"Do you know what his real business is?"

Reservoir H Il wet his lips, did not Iift his eyes fromthe rifle, and said nothing

The girl continued, "Doc Savage's life work is supposed to be the righting of wongs, the aiding
of oppressed, and fighting crooks whomthe | aw cannot bring to justice."

"l read that sonewhere," Reservoir admtted. "I wondered how he made it pay."

"Doc Savage woul d probably be interested in this."

Reservoir H Il sniffed. "He wouldn't touch a thing so snall!"

Qutdoors, a man screaned. He was sone distance away. His first screamsounded as if it took out
sone of his throat |ining

In grabbing her rifle off the table, the girl knocked the saucer ash tray to the floor and it
broke. She and Reservoir H Il ran outside

"That squawk was over toward the w ldcat derrick!" Reservoir yelled

They ran in that direction. Before long, they heard a hideous growing and snarling, sounds |oud
and utterly ferocious.

Enoch Andershott appeared suddenly. He charged toward them

"Hel p!" he squawled. "It tried to kill ne!"

I't was his voice which had screaned

He reached Reservoir Hill and the girl and grabbed them both at once

"A dammed jelly thing flowi ng along the ground!" he screaned. "It al nbst caught me!"

"Hel I!" Reservoir Hill ran toward the oil derrick, holding his inefficient flashlight

The gi ant black dog with the fangs came unexpectedly out of the brush, and stal ked, snorting
toward Reservoir Hill. H Il spun madly, and beat the dog back to the girl and Enoch Andershott
"Heel, Wiitey!" screaned Andershott, and the dog stopped

"Keep that durn nman-eater here!" growl ed Reservoir Hill and went back with his flashlight and
rifle to search in the darkness

It was alnost fifteen mnutes before he finished. "Couldn’t find it," he said. "There's another
one of themsliny trails comng out of the well casing. It goes around through the brush and back
again.”

THE gi ant bl ack dog nade hi deous sl obbering and snarling noises. It had been neking them
steadily.

Enoch Andershott shuddered. "I was prowling around your |ease because | didn’t believe your
story! This thing g-g-got after me! | r-ran!"

"An’ didn't fall down!" Reservoir Hill said, gloonmly

Enoch Andershott did not resent the insult. For a man who affected a rugged pioneer air, he

| ooked scared

"Want us to acconpany you to your cabin?" the girl asked

"If you woul d!" Enoch Andershott said, gratefully.

Reservoir Hi Il sniffed

The cabin on the Andershott and Cugg | ease was the customary type. The living roomheld one
rocking chair and only six kitchen chairs. There were no cards on the table. An old pipe cap served
as an ash tray, and a newspaper was fol ded so that black headlines showed. The headlines said
QUTLAW " TOVAHAVK" TANT TRAPPED

POSSES SURROUND ELUSI VE BADVAN

Not much nore of the story was readabl e, because sone one had spilled coffee on the paper

Al onzo Cugg gave them a meani ngl ess stare. Enoch Andershott grunted fiercely at them having
regai ned his courage. The bl ack dog showed | ong teeth

Reservoir Hi |l said, as he and Vida went back to their own | ease, "Fine thanks, we got!"

The girl went into a tiny roomthat evidently served the Sands-Hill-Carlaw partnership as an

of fice. There was an old country-style tel ephone beside the desk. She gave the hand ringer a crank
"Get ne Doc Savage, in New York City," she said into the nouthpiece

"Viddy!" Reservoir Hill yelled. "Wat crazy thing you gonna do?"

"It has suddenly dawned on nme that this nystery is serious!" the girl said, grimy. "I amgoing



to get it solved!'"

"WAit a minute!" Reservoir H Il yelled. "I don't think—

"l want to talk to Doc Savage," the girl said into the tel ephone.

She listened for a time, then said, "That’'s unfortunate. I'’mcomng to New York. | have to see
Doc Savage. You try to find himin the neantine."

She hung up.

"Wl ?" asked Reservoir Hll.

"I TALKED to a man naned Monk, who said he was one of Doc Savage's assistants,” the girl

expl ained. "He said Doc Savage was not in New York, that he was off at sone place called a ‘Fortress
of Solitude.’"

"That," grunted Reservoir Hll, "let's Doc Savage out!"

"It does nothing of the kind!" said the girl, firmy. "1I’"lIl stop off and tell Andershott and Cugg
that 1’mon nmy way to New York to get Doc Savage. It may make them nore confortable if they know
that."

"But why the heck go all the way to New York yoursel f? Tel ephoning will do just as good!"

"There’ s anot her reason."

"Huh?"

"Money. "

"Ch!" Reservoir Hill pursed his |lips out in the manner of a man who understands perfectly.

The girl said, "We're drilling this wildcat well on borrowed noney. It’s been an expensive well.

W' ve already sunk over fifty thousand dollars. Qur oil properties here in the Indian Donme Field are
nort gaged heavily. Unl ess we can borrow nore noney on them we may be sunk before long."

"Don't tell nme about it!" groaned Reservoir. "l recite it in ny sleep!"
"There's nmoney in New York," said the girl. "I'"mgoing after it! And after Doc Savage!"
Chapter IIl. MJRDER IN THE Al R

THE pl ane was a big, |oww nged cabin job, and probably one of the fastest and npbst confortable
comrercial types of airliner in the world. It was one of hundreds of such planes flying regul ar
schedul es on Uncle Sanis air |ines.

The plane was an hour out of O eveland, OChio, bound eastward, and flying high. Pilot and co-pil ot
were taking it easy. The hostess, having noted that it appeared no one was going to be sick on this
flight, had stopped to talk to the fell ow who wore pince-nez gl asses.

The fellow was a wiry chap with a plain blue suit and a bright necktie. H's face had a deep tan,
and it was this tan which had noved the hostess to stop and talk to him to permt herself to be
talked to was nore like it.

The man | ooked like a city grifter, except for the deep tan. Tans like that did not cone from
sunl anps. The pince-nez gl asses made himl ook nore gentlenmanly, too.

The man had been trying outrageously to flirt with the hostess, and she had ignored himuntil
this point.

As she halted beside his seat, the hostess noticed that the fell ow wore plain black gloves of a
very rich-1ooking | eather.

Privately, the hostess wondered why the fellow had not tried to flirt with the girl in the

adj acent conpartnment. This girl was as pretty as any young wonman the hostess had ever seen on a
pl ane. That was sonething, because chorus girls and mllionaire’ s cuties are frequent travel ers by
plane. The girl in the next conpartnent was preoccupied, as if she had sonething on her m nd.

The hostess happened to know that this pretty girl was down on the passenger list as Vida Carl aw,
of Tul sa, Okl ahoma.

The hostess imedi ately wi shed she hadn’t stopped to let the wiry fellow with the black gl oves
speak to her.

"Li sten, baby," said the man. "How about you and ne goi ng places and doing things after this

magi c carpet parks us in little old New York?"

The hostess didn’t like the dead look in the man’s eyes. Anyway, it was the crudest kind of

appr oach.
"l beg pardon!" she said frigidly.
"Listen, sweetie pie," said the black-gloved man. "I'mthe little airplane girl’s friend. | like

your type. You've got ne all up in the air—

"Then stay there!" suggested the hostess, and wal ked to her seat in the rear of the plane.

The hostess was angry as she plunped down on the cushions. Perhaps the anger dulled her wits. She
did not dream at the noment that she had been deliberately insulted. The wiry man had purposeful |y
made her so angry that she would flounce back to her conpartnment and not show herself for a while.
The hostess remenbered that another queer customer had come aboard the plane at O evel and, too.

Thi s individual was big and wore a light gray-belted conbination topcoat and a |arge gray hat, with
the brimyanked down.

He had, the hostess also recalled, worn gloves, but she couldn’t remenber their color. This man

had kept his chin in his collar when he came aboard, and had been wearing | arge horn-ri nmed gl asses,



such as the novie stars affected when they wanted to disgui se thensel ves.
The hostess was so wapped in her thoughts that she failed to w tness what was happeni ng forward
in the cabin. It was just as well, for it probably saved her from having ni ght mares.

THE pl ane was of the npst nodern type, which meant, of course, that it did not have the

ol d-fashioned |ine of w cker seats down each side. Instead, there was a succession of boxlike
conpartnments which could be nade up into upper and | ower berths. These conpartnents gave conparative
privacy.

The wiry man with the bl ack gl oves suddenly whi pped over into the seat beside Vida Carlaw, who

had picked up a nagazine and was reading it.

"Ch!" she gasped. "Say, what do you think you re doing, anyway?"

The wiry man did not answer. He was | ooking at the nagazine. It was open at a picture of a
remarkably even-featured bronze man’s face. The bronze man’s hair was only slightly darker than his
skin, and his eyes were a flake gold tint, and strange, even in the picture. The caption beneath
read:

DOC SAVAGE

A Rare Picture of the Man of Mystery

The wiry man stared at the picture. He wet his |lips. He reached over and put a finger on the

pi cture.

"What's the idea of gandering at that?" he denmanded.

Vida Carlaw retorted, "And why should | tell you anything?"

"Suppose | tell you, then," said the wiry man. "‘You're going to see this Doc Savage. That won't
do, see!"

"And | presune you think you can do sonething about it?"

"I hope | can," the nman said, calmy. "Because, if | don't get away with it, they'||l probably
hang ne."

The girl’'s eyes mirrored her changing thoughts. At first, she didn't believe the man. Then she
doubt ed. Suddenly, she knew he did nean it, and she was scared. She tried to get to her feet.

The man was carrying a blackjack up his sleeve, the thong around his wist. He struck her over

the head so hard that his glasses fell off. She collapsed, not all at once, but slowy, with every
muscle rigid, her eyelids doing a fast flutter.

The man | eaned across her, grasped the wi ndow and raised it. The wi ndow was | arge enough to junp
out of.

The wiry man replaced his glasses on his nose, then crossed to his own conpartnment and got a big
bundl e. Two parachutes! He put one on the girl, the other on hinself, and cinched the harness tight.
He scooped up the girl and it was plain what he intended to do—unp with her, and open her

‘chute, then his own.

An unbroken fastness of wooded hills lay below, offering no | anding place for the plane.

The man picked up the girl. Her eyes had opened.

"Tough, ain’t you?" the man snorted, and raised his bl ackjack.

Instead of striking, the wiry man emtted a screamso full of agony that it made every occupant

in the plane jerk erect. His glasses fell off again.

A NEWCOVER had seized the wiry fellow. The appearance of this new arrival was striking. He m ght
have been scul ptured out of hard bronze. The contour of his features, his nobile and nuscul ar nouth,
his anple forehead, his | ean cheeks denoted a power of character beyond the ordinary.

The bronze of his hair was a little darker than the bronze of his features. The hair was straight
and fitted so close as to give the appearance of a metal skullcap.

Perhaps the nost striking aspect of all was the bronze man’s eyes—i ke pools of flake gold,
glittering when reflected |light reached them so that they seemed to exert a hypnotic influence.
The wiry man struggled with the bronze giant. He had no luck at all, for his Hercul ean captor
denonstrated strength far beyond the ordinary. Miscles in the bronze hands, the forearns, and up and
down the nmetallic neck, were |ike bundles of piano wire. The spectacles were stepped on and broken.
Vida Carlaw, conscious but weak, endeavored to maintain her bal ance as the plane gave a |urch,

the pilot’s attention having been distracted by the fight.

Conf usi on now sei zed the plane. Screans of the wiry man had been so agonizing as to arouse pity.
Several passengers rushed to his aid.

The co-pilot charged to help. He saw the giant holding the snmaller man, and nmade a m stake. It

was natural that, not knowing the facts, his synpathy should be with the little fellow

The co-pilot drew a revol ver which regul ations prescribed that he carry, and jabbed it agai nst

the giant’s back.

"Get your hands off that man!"

The giant freed the wiry man. The fell ow scanpered toward the rear of the plane, parachute

fl oppi ng agai nst hi s shanks.

The co-pilot started to give the bronze giant his fiercest stare. Then he got a look at the big
fellow, and his jaw sagged; his eyes popped, and he dropped his gun.



"Oh, slay ne for an idiot!" he gul ped. "Honest, | didn't know who it was! Didn't recogni ze—
The bronze giant ignored the co-pilot’s apol ogies, and sprang toward the rear of the plane. The
baggage hatch door was open to the sky.

The wiry man was floating under an open parachute behind the passenger airliner.

The bronze gi ant seened capabl e of instantaneous decisions. He rushed back to Vida Carl aw
"Equal to a parachute junp?"

Vida Carlaw made a smle with an effort.

"Anything," she said, "to escape this ringing in ny head!"

The bronze man nodded, then stooped, scooped tiny particles which glittered on the floor and
dropped theminto a pocket. The girl watched his actions w thout saying a word.

THE bronze man now whi pped to the seat which he had been occupyi ng and yanked open a bag. It held
a parachute.

At this point the plane's hostess suddenly realized this netallic giant was the nysterious fellow
who had gotten aboard at C evel and wearing tan conbi nati on coat, horn-rimed gl asses, and hat with
bri m yanked down.

The bronze man began donni ng his parachute.

"Bring your plane as close as you can to where that man’'s parachute is going to land!" He did not
shout, but he seenmed to have a voice with sonme unusual tonal quality which caused it to carry over
the confusion inside the plane.

Somewhat surprisingly, the pilot obeyed the conmand, the reason being that he had gotten a good

| ook at the big bronze fellow. Recognition had swept over the pilot’s face |like a shock.

If five mnutes ago any one would have tried to tell Vida Carlaw that she would all ow a strange
man to persuade her to nake a parachute junp out of a plane sone thousands of feet up in the air,
she woul d have deni ed the renptest possibility of any such thing.

"Count ten, then jerk the ripcord ring," she heard herself directed.

Then she junped.

The parachute opened. Vida Carlaw did not feel as much of a shock as she had expected. She | ooked
downward; the world seemed to be rocking—first it would be high up on the right, then on the left.
She deci ded the parachute was sw ngi ng.

The earth began to get bigger. Wat had resenbl ed bushes swelled into trees; cracks becanme deep
gullies, and a winding gray string turned into a concrete road.

Vida Carl aw observed a car was parked on the road not far fromwhere they were going to land, a
man standing close to the car.

Her | ate assail ant!

The giant, who |ooked as if he were made of netal, seened to be trying to guide his ‘chute toward
the road, by spilling air fromone side. Entire success did not attend this. He | anded in sone
brush.

The young worman | anded easi er than she had expected, picked herself up and called, "Hope this
isn't a sanple of what the rest of ny life will be like!"

GETTI NG no answer, she craned her neck. The big netallic nan was gone! He nust have tw sted out
of the parachute harness and vani shed into the brush with incredible abruptness. Vida Carl aw
listened, and thought she heard hi mover toward the road. She was not certain.

On the road, the autonobile engine could be heard. It speeded up, gears clashed, and the car
nmoved of f. Wien she last heard it, the car was nmeking sound indicating high speed.

Vida Carlaw continued to listen. A few insects made a racket, but there was nothing else. The
birds in the woodl and nust have been frightened into silence by the descendi ng parachutes, since
birds fear anything large in the air.

Then the bronze man appeared in a near-by glade, comng fromthe direction of the road.

Vida Carlaw reflected that he did not |ook nearly as large as he had in the plane. One really had
to be close to himto appreciate his size, a phenonenon, she deci ded, which was due to a renarkable
symretrical muscul ar devel opment. He did not have the pachyderm shape which usually marks very
strong nen.

Vi da Carl aw demanded, "Just who are you anyway?"

The bronze giant |ooked at the strikingly pretty wonman, wi thout being visibly inpressed.

"Clark Savage, Jr.," he said. "Sonetines called Doc Savage."

Chapter |V. DEATH W THOUT REASON

VI DA CARLAW S nind pronptly becane involved with a nunber of thoughts. She was astonished to

learn that this remarkable fellow was the man she was flying to New York to neet, Doc Savage. And
the high points of the parachute junp—her first—+an through her mnd. Nor was she in the habit of
having men try to kidnap her.

Besides all this, Vida Carlaw was an exqui site young | ady who was accustoned to having nmenbers of
the opposite sex show marked admrati on when they were in her nei ghborhood. She was accustoned to
taking their breath away. But this fell ow appeared no nore noved than if he were | ooking at a tree.



"What happened to the man who crowned ne?" Vida asked, sharply

"He got away."

Vida Carl aw nused that she had really never seen a nore handsonme man than this one

"How did he do it?" she asked

"Stopped a notorist. Pointed a gun at the driver, probably."

Vida Carl aw deci ded she liked the bronze’s man's voice, just as well as his |ooks. That voice
properly bel onged to an opera singer

"l was coming to New York to see you," she said. "A fell ow naned Mnk, who said he was one of
your assistants, told me you were away at some place he called a Fortress of Solitude."

"My return occurred sooner than expected. Mnk mentioned your tel ephone call-hence ny being
aboard the plane."

Vida Carlaw, being as inconsistent as any young woman w th her | ooks m ght be expected to be

deci ded that this bronze fellow was short on chivalry. He hadn't even asked her how she felt after
her first parachute junp. She decided to give himsonme frost

"Why didn’t you nake yourself known in the plane?" she snapped

"My life's work is the rather strange one, of hel ping those who are in trouble, and doing a bit
toward dealing with those who are beyond the |law. Enemes are the result. Their attacks conme in
queer ways. Safety demands caution in the case of a summpbns such as yours."

Vida Carlaw decided to feel insulted

"l see! You thought | was a crook!"

"One cannot always tell."

Vida Carlaw felt herself getting angrier. Sone thought mi ght have convinced her that she was not
getting anywhere. But this young bronze fell owhe was obviously young—was not acting as a young man
should in the presence of a very pretty girl.

"So you think |I'ma crook?" she snapped

He did not help natters by inquiring, "Just what are you?"

"I"man Okl ahona oil producer and wildcatter! My home is in Tulsa, and |'’mputting down a w | dcat
well with two partners, Sam Sands and Reservoir Hill. Something has happened to our driller, and to
Sam Sands! "

Wth the story all out, she waited to see what he would say.

"G ve nore details," he requested

The bronze man’s voi ce had not changed, but Vida Carlaw got the feeling that he was interested in
the nystery—f not in herself

The young wonman tol d himwhat had happened; she even included the Indian | egend whi ch Reservoir

Hi Il had told her about the papoose who had dug a hole in the tepee floor, only to have the spirit
of an earth devil conme up through the hole and consume him all but his grease

At the end, Doc Savage asked, "Have you any enem es?"

"Why, no!" The young wonan regi stered surprise

"Then how do you explain the attenpt to kill you on the plane?"

Vida Carlaw studied a speck far away in the sky. It had not been there a noment before

"I can’t inmagine! The whole thing conpletely nystifies me!"

There was silence for a few nonents. The young woman becane consci ous of the droni ng noise, and
deci ded the speck, now larger, was naking it

"A plane!" she said

"Yes," Doc Savage said. "Probably a ship carrying some of ny aids."

THE bronze man inserted a hand inside his shirt and brought out a round black bottle. Apparently
he wore next to his skin some kind of a vest with pockets. He threw the round, black thing into
near-by brush. It inmmediately gave off a prodigious quantity of smoke of strikingly brilliant
yel | ow hue. Such snoke would attract attention for mles

The newconer plane drew cl oser, proving to be no ordinary type of ship, but a gyro, a plane with
the usual fuselage, but with whirling wings like big windm || blades. The craft denpnstrated its
ability to land in restricted areas by com ng down on the near-by concrete hi ghway.

The first man to alight was the answer to a tailor’s dream Sartorial perfection itself! Slender
with a wasp wai st and good shoul ders, he had the figure for wearing clothing, and he was togged out
in correct afternoon dress fromstriped trousers to cutaway, tall silk hat and a sl ender black cane
This man renoved his topper and executed a smart bow. H s not unhandsome face was characterized

by the large, nobile nmouth of an orator.

"This is Brigadi er General Theodore Marley Brooks," Doc Savage explained to Vida Carlaw. "Hi s
friends call him*®Ham""

"And | hope | may include you instantly anmong those thus favored," "Hani' said, gallantly. "And
especially do | pray you to accept my services at any time needed in a protective sense. There is
unfortunately, a low fellow with us who may annoy you, but | beg of you to overlook him since the
poor chap is actually believed not to be entirely—

"Tellin' |ies about me already, huh!" piped a squeaky, alnost childlike voice fromthe plane

The owner of the voi ce appeared—an individual who woul d bl ock traffic al nost anywhere. He nearly



m ssed being as wide as tall, and his hands dangl ed well bel ow his knees.

He had an incredibly honmely face, and his hair, rusty upstanding bristles, was not confined al one
to his head, but was distributed over his visible anatomy. Ceneral effect was that of an am able
gorilla.

"This is the man to whom you tal ked on the tel ephone,"” Doc Savage told Vida Carlaw. "Lieutenant
Col onel Andrew Bl odgett Mayfair, better known as ‘Mnk.'"

"Monk" gave the attractive young wonman a grin which threatened to dislodge his ears. He pointed
at the well-dressed man.

"Don’t believe what this shyster, Ham says," he advised. "Sonetimes | wonder if that wife and
thirteen children haven't kinda unhinged his mind."

The dapper gentleman in afternoon dress |ooked as if he were about to expl ode.

"I"'mnot married!" he yelled.

"Tsk, tsk!"

Monk cl ucked.

"These two are really friends," Doc Savage told Vida Carl aw.

"Friends?" Mok sneered. "I'Il tie knots in his neck!"

"You missing link!" Hamgritted. "1'Il cut so many holes in you that they' |l think the noths have
been in a bearskin rug!"

THE hilly, wooded country was not thickly settled; this concrete road was the only one for mles,
and other roads being nmere trails. Autonobiles were not thick.

There was still another man in the plane, doing the flying. This individual was extrenely tall,

and so thin that it often made people nervous to ook at him He had a trenendous forehead. His suit
did not fit him and fromthe coat |apel, by a ribbon, dangled a nonocle which seenmed to have an
unusual Iy thick |ens.

"WIliam Harper Littlejohn," Doc Savage said, presenting this other man to Vida Carl aw

An hedoni stic tynmpanum of concinnity," said "Johnny."

The girl |ooked stunned. "Johnny really knows little words," Mnk expl ained, "but he saves ‘em

for birthdays!"

"Johnny said it was a pleasure to neet such a charm ng beauty," offered dapper Ham

"W want to find a sedan,"” the bronze man expl ai ned. "Baby bl ue col or faded out, nodel three

years old, had a red-and-blue cover on spare advertising a sw nming pool."

They took to the air in the gyro.

A bit later, Mnk, in between staring at the ground, in search of the car, advised the young

woman that Johnny was really one of the world' s | eading experts of geol ogy and archaeol ogy and that
t he nmonocl e which dangl ed from Johnny's coat |apel was not a nonocle at all, but a powerful

magni fyi ng gl ass.

He hinself, Monk admitted, was a chem st whom every one but a few jeal ous contenporaries adnmtted
was one of the greatest in the world.

Ham the young woman pried out of Monk with difficulty, was a lawer. "But he don’t anount to
anything in the opinion of anybody except Harvard Law School !" Mnk added.

Five minutes |ater Doc Savage said, sharply, "There is a town ahead! It has a flying field!' The
sedan we are hunting appears to be parked on the field!"

Vida Carlaw strained her eyes in the direction of the town. She could see the town, and an open
field which was probably the airport. How Doc Savage was able to spot the car was beyond her. He was
not using binoculars, either!

And it was the car! They | anded and inquired.

"There was a little, lean fellow cane running in here and hired ny pard and our plane to fly him
to New York," explained a shabby fellow on the field.

"G ve nme the description and the nunbers on the plane, and the name and description of your
partner," Doc requested.

Once he had the information, Doc Savage returned to the gyro, and they took off. The craft was

equi pped with radi o. The bronze man got in touch with the authorities in netropolitan areas, giving
a description of the plane, the pilot, and the wiry man, and conveyed information that the latter
was wanted for attenpted kidnapping.

AS darkness fell that night, Doc Savage, his three aids and Vida Carlaw were seated in the field
of fice at Newark airport, questioning the pilot of the rented plane.

"I ain't done nothin'!" the pilot protested. "I don't know what’'s wong! | land ny plane at the
field here, and a bunch of cops grab me! Wiat’'s it for?"

"We are tracing your passenger," he was told.

"Ch, that skinny squirt with the tan? Say—+ thought there was sonmethin’ screwy ‘bout him He
wanted to be put down in a pasture anywhere on Long Island near New York City. He gave nme twenty
dollars extra for that. After | parked himin a farmer’s cow pasture, | flew over here; then these
cops—



"Can you point out that pasture on a map?"

The pilot could and did.

The farmer’s field was near Jammica. The farmer who owned it had seen the plane alight, and was
mad about it scaring his cows. He had seen the man who got out of the plane. The fell ow had wal ked
down a near-by highway, trying to thunb a ride toward New York, until lost to sight. Thousands of
cars used that highway each day.

"W ain't got a chance in a mllion of finding that guy now" Mnk grunbl ed.

Doc Savage said, "Wth a little luck, it shouldn't be so hard."

" Huh?"

Doc Savage lifted froma pocket several fragnents of broken glass. Wien he turned his flashlight
on them they glittered.

"This," he said, "is our cue."

EXI STENCE of Doc Savage's establishment on the eighty-sixth floor of one of the nobst prom nent
buildings in the city was not unknown to the general public. Very few persons, however, actually
knew a great deal about the place.

No newspaper had ever been able to secure actual photographs, although many had tried, and there
was a handsone standing bonus for any staff photographer who could succeed. Sone artists’ draw ngs,
rank guesswork, had been published, but these were nowhere near correct.

Doc Savage's headquarters consisted of three roons. One, the reception room was snall, and
furnished with little nmore than a huge safe, some confortable chairs, and a fabul ous-1ooking inlaid
table. The other two rooms were inmrense.

One roomwas a library of scientific tomes, alnost unequaled in the world for conpl eteness, and
the other was a | aboratory which was the envy of the few great scientists who had seen it.
"CGoodness!" said Vida Carlaw, eyes roving over the place. "I am beginning to conprehend why you
have such a fabul ous reputation!"”

Doc undoubtedly heard this conplinent, but his shell of calmdisinterest did not crack, a fact

that piqued pretty Vida Carl aw sonewhat. She had decided to try a little flattery and see what woul d
happen.

Vida hadn’t been able to nmake the bronze man out yet. She wasn’t sure he approved of her;

certainly he was not followi ng the exanple of his three aids, who were giving her the gall ant
attention which a ravishing beauty deserved.

Doc Savage, leaving themin the reception room entered the library. New York Gty has several

t el ephone directories, anbong themone with a red cover which is known as the "red book" and which
lists under proper headings, the nanmes of persons and firnms follow ng the various professions.

Doc Savage took this directory to the tel ephone. The manner in which he seated hinsel f and
adjusted the light indicated he was tackling a | engthy job.

In the reception room his three nen talked with their pretty guest. Vida, as the conversation
continued, was agreeably surprised when it dawned on her that the nmen were remarkably clever
fellows. It was at this point that she got an inkling of the truth—each of Doc Savage's aids was
sonething of a wizard in his particul ar profession.

WHI LE they were tal king, Monk's attractive secretary arrived fromhis penthouse chem cal

| aboratory near Wall Street. This pretty young woman—Mbnk cl ai med he had the snappi est secretary in
New Yor k—was escorting a remarkabl e-1ooking pig.

The pig had ears made for flying, legs for running, a snout for inquiry, and a scrawny body. The
pi g gave evidence of careful grooming. There was about himthe aroma of expensive perfune.

Monk’ s secretary left inmmediately after delivering the pig.

"This is Habeas Corpus, ny pet," Mnk told Vida Carl aw.

The young worman studi ed the uni que-I| ooki ng porker.

Ham said |l oudly, "That insect should be exterm nated!"

Ham went to another tel ephone—there were several —and call ed his excl usive club.

"Bring ny Chenmistry down in the norning," Hamdirected.

After hanging up, Hamlistened, and could hear Doc Savage tal king over the other tel ephone,

maki ng one call after another. Ham coul d not distinguish the bronze nan’s words.

Monk was asking Vida Carlaw, "Do you believe a nysterious jellylike creature did any killing?"
The girl hesitated, nipping at her lips. "You probably think I'’mfoolish, but, after all, no one
really knows what is in the depths of the earth. O course, scientists have a general idea, but
there may be—things—down there that they don’t know anythi ng about."

Monk agreed. "1’'ve run up against enough queer stuff in ny tine to | earn never to be too
surprised.”
"Qur oil well is deep," said the pretty girl. "It mght have happened—

Doc Savage cane in fromthe library.
"Everything possible to | ocate your woul d-be ki dnapper, has been done," he said. "Only thing now
is towait. And it mght be advisable for all of you to get sone sleep in the neantine."



Chapter V. HE WANTED TO HELP

W NDONS of Doc Savage's skyscraper headquarters were of unusual type. The glass, perfected by the
bronze man hinself, was of a new variety which permtted occupants of the office to | ook out with
ease, but which prevented any one outside |ooking in. The special glass admtted a rather diffused
l'i ght.

Morni ng sun had the reception roomfull of gentle light when a tapping on the door awakened
honmely Monk fromsleep in a chair near the inlaid table

Before he started for the door, Monk felt in a trousers pocket to nake sure a certain coin was
still there. Ostensibly, this coin was a half dollar; actually it was nmade of a radioactive neta
whi ch wor ked upon a hidden relay and el ectroscope conbi nati on whi ch opened and cl osed the door. The
devi ce opened the door as Monk neared it

A neat-1 ooking fell ow stood outside. He had ruddy cheeks and a distinctly English manner. Monk
knew he was from Ham s cl ub

The flunky was | eading an ani mal which was al nost an exact replica of Mnk hinself. Wether this
creature was ape, chinpanzee, nobnkey, or sone other variety of anthropoid, would be difficult to
tell. In truth, experts had disagreed on that point

"Take that bl ankety—bl ankety—bl ankety—bl atherskite of a thing over to the river and tie a rock to
it!" Mnk yelled

Ham got out of the chair where he had been sl eeping

"That's my pet Chenmistry!" he shouted indignantly.

"Bless nme!" Mnk said, gloomly. "Don't you think | know it?"

The messenger departed

Bony Johnny, still apparently sound asl eep, said w thout opening his eyes, "An ichorous enigma of
| obelia pignentation!"
"Bl azes!" said Monk. "It’s a wonder he don’t choke on them words! Anybody know what he just said

in his sleep?”

"He's nmuttering about the red nonster out of the ground,"” Ham said

Fromthe library, Vida Carlaw called, "May | cone in?"

They said she could, and she did. She |ooked radiant

The tel ephone rang. Doc Savage, standing near the w ndow, scooped it up and said, "Yes. . .
Request ed i medi ate duplication, eh? . . . when will he return? . . .Yes. That earns the reward for

you. "
The bronze man hung up
"W now have a line on the man who tried to kill Mss Carlaw," he said. "W will try to trap him

and induce himto tell us what is behind this nystery."

"Don’t see how you worked it, Doc," Mnk said

The bronze man nade no expl anation. Mnk, after he had waited for a reply until he was sure he

was not going to get it, passed it off with a hunorous suggestion that, "Sonebody get a hammer, so
we can awaken Johnny."

THE See-Wel | Optical Co. was not an el aborate establishnment, which probably accounted for the
proprietor having opened his doors an hour earlier than was customary for such firns. He was a
round, bald man

Doc Savage asked, "The nan said he would be back when?"

"I'n about twenty mnutes," replied the rotund proprietor

Doc said, "It is not necessary for you to do anything about him Just give himwhat he comes
for."
"That's swel|l!" gasped the fat man. "I was afraid | was gonna m x up in sonething!"

Doc Savage returned to his conpanions, who were waiting in a car down the street. The machine, a
long, discreetly dark sedan, had little outward appearance of arnor plate and bull et proof glass
construction

"I take it our man is going to show up here," Vida Carlaw said. "But how did you find it out?"
"Renmenber his gl asses?"

"Of course. They were broken when you saved ne."

"l picked up the pieces," Doc explained. "Exam nation showed the man woul d be very far-sighted
wi thout the glasses. In fact, he would just about have to have new gl asses at once. Naturally, he
woul d get them as soon as possible."

Monk squeaked, "So you phoned optical concerns, offering a reward to be tipped off when anybody
had such a prescription for glasses filled!"

The street was full of noisy cars carrying people to work and newsboys calling norning editions
One newsboy cane along the street, howing a headline

"Ckl ahoma out | aw escapes!" the boy squaw ed. "Tomahawk Tant evades airpl anes and posses!"”

Monk said to the young wonman, "Your native |and seens to have nmade the headlines this norning."
"Tomahawk Tant!" The girl sniffed. "They won't catch him"

"No?" Monk grinned at her. "The outlaw has never |ived who beat the |law for |ong. Look at them
Al Spencer, Matt Kinmes, Pretty Boy Floyd—all bad ones. And they all got |icked."



Doc put in casually, "Wat about Tomahawk Tant? Not nuch about himhas reached the East."

"He's one of the old-tine types of outlaw out there," Vida explained. "One of the cleverest. No
one really knows much about him"

Monk began, "Well the law will get him—=

"Down!" Doc Savaged rapped. "Here cones our man!"

THE wi ry man appeared, wal ki ng, wearing a dark-blue topcoat, which he nust have purchased
somewhere, and a dark hat. H's black gl oves appeared to be the same ones he had worn in the plane.
He entered the optical concern.

Five minutes later, the man came out, stood and beckoned for a taxicab. One drew up and he

st epped in.

"The usual nmethod for trailing him" Doc Savage directed his aids.

The trailing method was not Doc’s invention. Mnk, Ham and Johnny each got a taxi, and they took
turns, one on the trail, while the other got ahead. By swi tching about casually, they nmade it al nobst
i mpossible for the man in the taxi to learn he was being trail ed.

The quarry went to an obscure hotel in the theatrical district. He had his cab wait, and entered.
A nmorment | ater, Doc eased into the hotel and noted several innocent-looking |oafers in the | obby.
The bronze man purchased a newspaper, seated hinself, and held the paper so it conceal ed his face.
He kept watch through peephol es in the paper.

On Doc’s lap lay a black instrument which mght have been mi staken by a photographer for a |ight
meter or photoneter.

In a few nonments, the wiry man cane down in an elevator, carrying a small, new briefcase. He
passed Doc Savage without his slightest suspicions being aroused, and | eft the hotel.

Doc was wat ching the unusual instrument on his lap. As the nan passed—the indicator needle crept
up on the scale, then cane back again when he had gone.

The instrument was a conpact, supersensitive device which registered the presence of any magnetic
metal —steel, iron, etc.—n the i mredi ate nei ghborhood. Surge of the needl e probably had been caused
by a quantity of steel in the briefcase. GQuns?

Doc Savage went to the hotel clerk, nmade his identity known, exhibited sone noney, and received a
vol l ey of infornmation. The wiry nan had registered the previous eveni ng—but there was a surprising
angle to this.

The fell ow had not been al one! Nearly a dozen nen had registered with him Al of these nmen had
been sunburned. None of themwere now at the hotel.

Doc Savage returned to his car, where Vida Carlaw waited. Since the bronze man had now | ost track
of the quarry, and his own aids, he drove toward his headquarters. Any report woul d come there, as
Doc’s nen trailed their quarry.

"l have been trying to figure out why | was attacked in the plane," Vida Carlaw said. "It has ne
baffled."

"The idea was to stop you soliciting the aid of ny nen and nyself."

"But why?"

Doc did not answer that one.

THEY had not been in Doc’s skyscraper headquarters reception roomfor |ong when incredibly bony
Johnny put in an appearance. He fiddled with his nonocle.

" A superabundant expenditure of indefatigation," he said.

Vida Carlaw blinked. "Wuld sonebody translate that?"

"He says we have been wasting our tine," Doc explained.

"Yes," added bony Johnny. "The wiry man and his pals are watching this very building!"

Johnny replied, continuing to use small words. "They don't want us to investigate this nystery of
the red things out of the ground."

Doc Savage directed Vida Carlaw, "You stay here."

"Al one?" She | ooked uneasy. "They tried to kill me once, and maybe—

"This place," Doc Savage told her, "is practically inpossible for an outsider to enter."

The girl studied the bronze nan.

"Right," she agreed.

Long ago, Doc Savage had installed in the building a private high-speed el evator which adnmitted
directly to his personal garage in the basenment. So far as was possible, existence of both el evator
and garage were secret. The el evator deposited Doc and Johnny in the basenent garage.

They foll owed a passage which admitted to a near-by subway tunnel, down which they ran, avoiding
the electrified third rail, and crouching close to the sides of the tunnel to let trains go past
with a deafening uproar. They cane to the surface sone bl ocks distant.

It was | ate enough in the norning that the streets were full of sunlight. Doc had a know edge of
the vicinity, so he and Johnny did not take to the sidewal ks, but kept inside stores and business
establishnents, working fromone to the other, sonetinmes going to the roofs to acconplish this.
"There's a spy!" Doc Savage said finally, and pointed.

The spy was a long fellow, alnost as |ong as Johnny, and his arms and | egs | ooked al nost as bony



as Johnny’s. His mddle, however, was paunchy inside a big overcoat. The fellow lay prone on a
rooftop, peering upward at Doc’s skyscraper across the street.

It was a tribute to Doc Savage’'s stealth that the spying nman was unaware of an inpending attack
until Doc got him

They westled in silence for seconds. The man kicked, butted with his head, flounced his skinny
body. He was a very bony nman with a trenmendous stonach. He did not cry out.

"HelI!'" he grow ed suddenly, and gave up. He said nothing nore, stared at Doc Savage intently,
pl ainly amazed by the bronze man’s strength.

"I"ve met strong honbres in ny tine!" he nuttered. "But this is the first time | ever ran into a
human bear trap!"

Johnny canme up and searched the man. The fellow had two bi g single-action six-shooters in the
wai st band of his pants, and plenty of cartridges in various pockets.

"Nane?" Doc Savage requested.

"Considering |'ve got kind of a general idea who you are, just fromlooking at you," the nman
said, "I don't mind giving you ny nane. |I'm Reservoir HII!"

Bl G WORDED Johnny had an excl anation which he invariably used when surprised. It escaped hi m now.
"I"I'l be superanual gamated! Vida Carlaw s partner!"

"l can prove |'m Reservoir HII!" said the prisoner.

"You coul d have all kinds of papers and stuff," said Johnny. "They can be faked."

"Pull up ny coat tail and shirt and take a | ook at ny back," the prisoner suggested. "There is a
tattoo there. You can tell it's been there for years, because there is a scar through it."

The tattoo was there; so was the scar, and both had obviously been there for years. The nane
read:

CROTON HI LL

"Croton is a reservoir, part of the water supply of New York City," said the long, |ean captive.
"That’s how | got nicknanmed ‘Reservoir.’ How s Viddy—M ss Carl aw?"

Doc Savage suggested, "I thought she left you in Okl ahoma?"
"Viddy just thought she did! That durn red thing comng out of the ground, and killing our
driller and Sam Sands got nme kinda worried! | was afraid something m ght happen to Viddy. | knowed

she was coming East to see you, so | followed her, by plane, to keep her out of trouble!"
Reservoir Hi Il sighed. "So you're Doc Savage! One tine | came a-helling all the way from Oknul gee
to Tulsa, just to get a look at you, when you stopped off in a plane, but you had |left before | got
there."

Bony Johnny, catching Doc’s eye, pursed his lips and | ooked skyward, a gesture which indicated

t he bony geol ogi st did not believe Reservoir Hll's story.

The bronze man rel eased Reservoir Hill and the old oil nan made no attenpt to run.

Doc asked, "What did you fear m ght happen to Mss Carl aw?"

"Well, | didn’t know " said Reservoir.

"There are no oil wells around New York out of which red nonsters mght cone,” Doc rem nded him
"Tell you, | didn't know "

"What were you doing at this spot?"

"Listen!" said Reservoir Hll. "I was comng to see you about half an hour ago, and | get ne a

| ook at an honbre who is watching your hang-out. Now this honbre is one |’ve seen in Cklahoma. Wy
shoul d sone ranni han from Okl ahoma be watchi ng your hang-out? So | decide to do sonme pussy-footing!
That’'s what | was doi ng when you caught ne!"

"A glib answer to everything," bony Johnny said.

Reservoir Hi Il put out a flinty-looking jaw, "Don’t you get tough, bonebag!"

"Acqui escence occupi es epheneral superem nence,” Johnny said, dryly.

"Sonebody translate that!" Reservoir H Il requested. "If it means what | think, |'m gonna see

who' s best man!"

"He nerely said that your story seened all right for the tinme being," Doc Savage transl ated, not
quite literally.

Reservoir Hill, nollified, asked, "Wat do we do about these several ginks around here, all
wat chi ng your place?"
"We'll take care of themlater," Doc said. "I want to question you and Mss Carlaw, in hopes of

turning up sonething."

THEY returned to Doc Savage's headquarters through subway, underground tunnel and the high-speed
el evator.
They | ooked in the reception room library, and the | aboratory. They went out and exam ned the

hal |; then Doc went back into the | aboratory, opened a hidden panel, and consulted recording dials
of conceal ed instruments.
By these, he could tell if any one had conme near the eighty-sixth floor recently. There was even

a small conceal ed canmera whi ch phot ographed any one who appeared in the corridor, and Doc devel oped
the tiny negative which this took.



"Vida Carlaw |l eft alone," he said finally.

Chapter VI. THE TRAIL

" SOMVETHI NG has happened to Viddy!" Reservoir Hill squaw ed.

Doc Savage went into the library and swng out a section of bookcase, to disclose a device which
recorded tel ephone conversations to his headquarters. It was not unlike an ordinary office

Di ct aphone.

He connected a reproduci ng m crophone and a | oudspeaker and pl ayed the record back. There had
been a tel ephone call.

"Doc Savage’'s office," Vida Carlaw had said, answering the tel ephone. "Doc isn't here."

"Viddy," the harsh-voiced caller had said, "this is Reservoir Hll. Don't you recogni ze ny
voi ce?"

"Ch! But | thought you were in Okl ahoma?"

"No. I"'mwaiting down in front of the building; I"'mw th Doc Savage. W' ve got sone inportant

informati on. Come down right away."

“I"1l be right down."

That had ended the call.

Doc Savage stopped the instrument and placed a fresh record on the recorder.

Reservoir H Il yelled, "That guy faked ny voice!"

Johnny eyed himintently. "To ne, it sounded |ike yours!"

Reservoir Hi Il knotted his fists and took a step forward.

"In my country, they shoot ‘emdead for such cracks!" he snarl ed.

Johnny, who had been an erudite college professor in his tine, snarled back, "Any time you're
ready, you sage- hopper!"

For a noment it looked as if there was going to be a fight; then Reservoir Hill grinned thinly.

" Sage- hopper? They don't have sagebrush in ny part of Cklahoma!"

Doc Savage |led the way downstairs, taking a regular elevator this time. In the |obby, there was
sone excitenment, which they had mi ssed by conming into the building by the secret underground route
and up in the private high-speed el evator. There were policenmen present, and an el evator captain was
expl ai ni ng.

"A girl came down in one of the elevators. Some guys were waiting here in the | obby and they
grabbed the dane, banged her over the head, and dragged her away!"

Doc interrupted to describe Vida Carl aw.

"That’'s the one they got!" said the el evator captain.

Doc hurried outside. There was no sign of Doc’s two aids, Monk and Ham Nor was there any trace
of the nysterious men from Okl ahoma.

"They got Viddy and cleared out!" Reservoir H Il groaned; then he scowl ed at Doc Savage. "They
put sonething over on you! You're overrated! You ain't what you're cracked up to be!"

Doc did not reply, and showed by no sign that he was affected by the other nan’s opi nion.

Johnny, not exercising as much conposure, scow ed and demanded. "Look here, Hll! Wat do you
know about what is behind this? Wat are you hidi ng?"

Reservoir Hi Il did not exactly give a start, but it was evident that he was shocked. He noi st ened
his lips. "Wat you nean?"

"My personal opinion is that you're not telling all you know" Johnny snapped.

Reservoir H |l put out his jaw.

"Any nore of themcracks and one of us is going to go to the hospital!"

Doc Savage said, "In view of the fact that the affair seens to be getting nore involved, it m ght
be advisable to call in our other two nen, Renny and Long Tom"

THE remai ni ng two nmenbers of Doc Savage’'s group of five aids were no | ess remarkable than the

ot hers.

"Long Tom' was Major Thomas J. Roberts, an electrical w zard whose nane woul d probably pass down
through history because of sonme of the things he had acconplished. Yet he did not |ook |ike a man of
deeds.

He was slight, appeared fragile, and his conplexion was about as inviting as that of a nmushroom

No one coul d renenber hi mever having | ooked differently—nor could any one ever renenber hi m having
been ill.

Col onel John Renwi ck was "Renny." Fane followed Renny for two, things—-his fists and his

engineering ability. Both were big. His fists were so | arge that archaeol ogi sts nai ntained that even
the famous "Cardiff giant" had not possessed bigger hands. Renny's ability as an engi neer matched
the size of his hands.

Long Tom and Renny arrived a short while after Doc tel ephoned, and the bronze nan gave them a

short outline of what had happened.

"What are we waitin’ for?" Renny runbled in a voice rem niscent of a peevish lion roaring in his
den, he being excited over the prospect of action, which he |oved.

"Monk and Ham may have succeeded in trailing the girl’s captors,” Doc expl ai ned.



"More than likely Monk and Ham are sonewhere quarreling!" feeble-1o0oking Long Tom suggest ed.

Bi g-fisted Renny drew a newspaper froma pocket, sat down, and began readi ng the front page.

"l see an outlaw named Tomahawk Tant is sorta struttin’ his stuff in Cklahoma," he runbled. "Holy
cow |f this earth devil thing takes us to Okl ahoma, what you say we sorta relieve the citizens of
Ol ahoma of their outlaw, Tant, too?"

Reservoir Hi |l demanded, sharply, "Sonebody been trying to sick you onto Tant?"

Renny | ooked up. "You sound interested!"

Reservoir Hill shrugged.

"Hell, no! | was just asking!"

Bony Johnny said, calmy, "Reservoir Hill, you understand, Renny, may not be telling all he
knows. "

Reservoir Hi Il had been seated in a chair. He got up and pushed his sleeves up his wists.
"Blister nmy britches!" he growl ed. "I’ve took enough | oose talk!"

"And |," Johnny said, calmy, "haven't had any exercise for sone time. When we finish, bet you

sing a different tune."
Doc Savage requested, "Postpone that a nonent, please!"

BOTH prospective conbatants halted. They saw the bronze man go to the large array of sensitive
radi o apparatus with which the | aboratory was equipped. A small electric call light on one of the
panel s was flickering, and Doc Savage touched a switch, cutting a |oud-speaker into circuit.

The api sh Monk’s squeaky voi ce came out of the | oudspeaker. "Them guys gave us the slip! They had
a big plane planted in a little field! They got the plane in the air and left us tw ddling our

t hunbs! They had the girl!"

"They take her in the plane?"

"Yes!"

Doc Savage switched on the radio transmitter and asked, "Did they learn you foll owed thenP"

"Don’t think so!"

"Whi ch way they go?"

"West !

Reservoir Hill shouted, "Heading for Cklahona!"

"Cone on!" Doc said, sharply.

Doc’ s big arnor-plated sedan was carrying themtoward the water front a few mnutes later, a

siren nmoani ng under the hood, to request police to clear traffic. This courtesy was extended to Doc
Savage because of past services to |aw and order.

The clammy snell of the river was soon soaking into their nostrils.

HI DALGO TRADI NG COMPANY

The sign decorated the front of a building that was ancient, and of brick. The structure had a

col ossal hugeness about it, and it carried also the outward air of a building disused. The noribund
aspect was deceitful, for this was Doc Savage's gi ant water-front hangar and boat house.

A red light on the front of the car served the double purpose of police light and infra-red
projector. The invisible ray which it transmtted caused conceal ed photoel ectric eyes to actuate
machi nery that opened the big hangar door. After the sedan was inside, the door closed.

Reservoir Hi Il gazed at the interior of the big building as |ights came on, and his eyes popped a
little.

"Durndest place | ever saw, or | hope to have rings around ny tail!"

The interior proportions of the warehouse hangar were nuch greater than it had seenmed from

out si de. There were several planes, varying in sizes and types, speed boats and a cabin cruiser, and
even, over to one side, what seened to be a submarine.

"The rest of you followin the |arge plane," Doc Savage directed Johnny, Renny and Long Tom "W
want to lose no tinme. Contact Monk and Ham and pick themup."

The three aids nodded. Contact coul d be established by the short-wave set that was handy in all

the cars and planes, and Monk and Ham had used one of the cars to trail the thugs who had ki dnapped
the girl. The car had been standing near the entrance of the buil ding.

I'n conclusion, Doc added, "Reservoir H Il will go with me in the small speed ship."

"You honbres sure work fast!" Reservoir Hill offered.

AN hour later, Reservoir Hill's opinion had not changed.

By that time, Doc’s plane had traversed a slice of Pennsylvania which woul d have surprised even

an airspeed expert. The ship was a small one, consisting of a cockpit for two, radi o equi pment and a
tiny fusel age and wi ng assenbl y—the rest of it was notor. Al npbst two thousand horse power!

The largest cities of the United States have police departments equipped with radi o receiving and
transmtting stations, and Doc Savage just finished communicating with a nunber of these, with the
result that a net was now spread over Pennsylvania, and other States over which a plane bound for
Okl ahoma might fly.

"“I"l1l be whiskered if |I knew the law was fixed up so el aborate like for catching crooks!" said
Reservoir Hill.



It was not long before they picked up a report that the fleeing plane had been sighted over the
town of C arksburg, West Virginia.

Doc Savage’'s little ship, setting a pace that would have won any national air race of recent
years, overhaul ed the quarry near the town of M ddleport, on the Chio River.

The fleeing ship was a big nodern | ow-w nged job, with two notors. She was of standardized

al um num col or. In ordinary conpany, she woul d have been fast, but Doc Savage's snall racer buzzed
around her like a fly around a chicken.

The cockpit of Doc’s machine was conpl etely encl osed.

The bronze man slid the hatch back, stood up against the rip of the whipstream and waved for the
other ship to land. There was farm and bel ow, | evel enough to be used for that purpose. The answer
was rifle nuzzles poked out of the other plane.

The bronze man sank hastily into the cockpit. There was little chance of ordinary rifle slugs
penetrating the skin of his ship, which was of a new type of alloy.

Fully a dozen bullets hit the little plane in the next few m nutes. Reservoir H Il heard the
sounds they made, and knew what they were.

"I wish this fight was on the ground, with Wnchesters!" he snorted.

DOC SAVAGE drove his little ship for a spot ahead of the other ship. Wile he was jockeying for a
position ahead of the nose of the other craft, he nade adjustments with certain knobs and controls.
"What’'s themjiggers?" Reservoir H |l asked, pointing at the gadgets whi ch Doc Savage was

adj usti ng.

"The val ve controls for a tank of gas in the real,"” Doc explained. "The gas, when released in the
air, is invisible, but causes a chemical reaction with the air which makes it noninflamrable. In
other words, a plane flying into this vapor will stop, because the air gas m xture sucked into its
not or becane non-expl osi ve. "

Reservoir Hill craned his neck, |ooked back.

"They must suspect your gane!" he grunted.

The ot her plane had whipped into a sharp dive, alnpbst standing on its nose. Doc sent his little
ship down after it.

The Chio River, running high and nuddy, was crooked, w de, and yellow below. In sonme places, the
river overran its banks. The hills had a scrubbed | ook, as if recently rained upon.

"Hey!" Reservoir H Il squaw ed.

The yell was caused by the action of the other plane in suddenly wenching |l evel. Men | eaned from
its cabin windows with rifles. Their bullets rapped the arnor of Doc’s ship.

"Viddy!" Reservoir H Il yelled. "See her!"

Doc Savage made no comment, but he could see the girl distinctly. She | ooked attractive, even
fromthat distance, and apparently had not been harnmed. She waved at them then put her fists up in
a fighting attitude.

"Viddy's quite a gal!" Reservoir Hill yelled. "Blast themrascals! May their craws fill with

cockl eburs!”

Doc worked into a position ahead of the other ship, but again the other craft dived. The pil ot
was wary, taking no chances whatever. The other ship | evel ed out several hundred feet bel ow Doc
arched down toward it.

In the west, clouds hung in the sky, thick clouds, black, with occasionally a long, red |ightning
spark dropping fromthemto the earth.

"Look!" Reservoir H Il pointed.

The nmen bel ow had opened the door of their plane and were hurling a figure bodily out of the

shi p.

"Viddy!" screaned Reservoir Hll. "They' re throwi ng her out!"

The falling, skirt-clad figure did not wear a parachute.

"WE gotta do sonething to save her!" Reservoir Hill screaned.

At the nmoment, that did not seeman entirely sane suggestion. The formwas falling. In novie
cartoons, they dive planes down and draw falling nen and women aboard; but in actual life, it is not
S0 easy.

Doc put the plane’s nose down. A falling human body does not acquire speed which cannot be
bettered by a fast plane, due to the resistance of the air. There was a chance of the plane
overtaking the falling body. Reservoir H Il did not know this.

"Don’t follow her!" he screamed. "I don’'t wanta see her hit! | don’t wanta see Viddy die!"

Doc Savage knew, split seconds later, that he had wasted his tine. The body was going to hit
before he coul d possibly overtake it—was going to hit in the river.

"Maybe—hitting the water—won't kill her!" Reservoir Hill croaked.

Doc Savage had no such illusion. Water, struck at the speed at which that body was falling, had
the denolishing force of a solid wall.

The pitiful, twisting figure hit the nuddy, flood-bloated river.

Doc Savage pulled his plane out of the dive so close to the surface that water splashed up from



the falling body and actually slapped the plane’s body |ike so nmuch shot

He hung the plane’s nose in the sky until it |ost nonentum and was about to stall, then arched
off on a wingtip and came back, |ooking overside for any traces of the body.

They cruised for several mnutes, and nothing cane to the surface

"We gotta land and see if we can find her!" Reservoir H Il yelled

"There is no chance of any one surviving a fall like that," Doc explained quietly, and pointed
the baw i ng nose of the plane into the sky.

RESERVO R HI LL swore in the other seat. He made his fists into balls of hard gristle and reared
up angrily

"Viddy may not have died!" he screeched. "You' re gonna |and and | ook for her! You' re gonna | and—
Doc Savage grasped the old man’s arm He did not speak, but sonething—t mght, of course, have
been the evidence of terrific strength which his grip conveyed—aused Reservoir Hill to sink back
limp and defeated

"Yeah, you're right," the old oil man nmuttered. "Viddy' s dead. The swellest little girl Oklahoma
or any other durn place ever saw"

Doc clinbed his plane after the other craft, which had nade good use of the delay. The other
pilot had flown directly toward the i nmense mass of clouds that was the distant thunderstorm and
the ship had covered a good part of the distance

"They’'re gonna beat us to it!" Reservoir Hill groaned

They did. The clouds, the thunder, the lightning and the rain swallowed the plainload of killers
I'i ke some harridan, synmbolic nonster tossing in the sky.

Chapter VII. PREPARATI ON

THEY never found the plane carrying the killers. The craft vani shed thoroughly, conpletely. Doc
Savage and his aids even flew over the path covered by the thunderstorm on the chance that the
vani shed pl ane had been struck by lightning and fallen in flames. They found not hi ng

That afternoon, the air over the States of Kentucky, Arkansas, lahoma, M ssouri and Tennessee
as well as Illinois and Indiana, becarme filled with planes, all searching. Radiograms from Doc
Savage, addressed to the war departnment in Washi ngton, caused every available plane to be ordered to
take up the search

The army pl anes found nothing, either

Doc Savage and all his aids, when the latter arrived in the big plane, dragged the Chio River and
searched the banks for hours, but |ikew se found nothing

"Poor Viddy!" groaned Reservoir Hill.

"Her body probably got caught under a snag, and has been buried with nmud," a river man told him
"Reckon you’'ll never find her!"

EARLY next norning, a snall boy going out to get his cows, found an abandoned airplane in a

meadow on his father’s farm The spot was near C eveland. The plane had evidently | anded there the
previous day, and it had been raining so heavily that no one had seen it

The farm boy noted sonething peculiar the mnute he stuck his head into the plane. Sone one had
dipped a finger or a stick into dirty oil—-+ater exam nati on showed the oil had been drained fromthe
pl ane’s motor—and printed a nane on the veneer lining of the cabin

TO DOC SAVAGE

Bel ow the nane was a series of the strangest kind of marks—eircles, dashes, hal f-noons, stars
crosses. Just about everything. It had an obvi ous resenbl ance to sone kind of a code

The farmboy |lost no time. He had read the newspapers, had |listened to the police broadcasts

about the plane over his short-wave radi o, and his dad' s tel ephone connected with the |ong-distance
system

The | ad tel ephoned Doc Savage. And he was on hand when the nman of bronze with his aids sank his

bi g anphi bi an pl ane expertly on the neadow. They had left the little ship behind

Doc talked to the farmboy for sone tine. The bronze nman then took a casual |ook around the
clearing, and one glance at the witing in the plane—+f witing it was. Then he went back and tal ked
awhile to the boy

The | ad was bright. He knew sonet hing about radio, was an amateur photographer, and interested
particularly in planes. He had, he admtted, been studying books on aeronautical engineering. He had
even been experinenting along those lines hinself, having built a streamined kite

Doc Savage got a case fromhis plane, one of the metal boxes enployed to transport his equipnent

He renoved a nunber of objects, some of which he did not unwap, and presented themto the boy.

Monk, Ham and the others, nuch nore interested in the abandoned pl ane, gathered around it. They

paid little attention to what Doc was telling the boy, and when the bronze man joined him they were
full of questions. The farm boy went toward hone

"Look!" Monk said, and pointed

He was indicating the interior of the plane

But the bronze nan nade another tour of the clearing. Apparently he found no tracks. He cane



back.

By this tine, the farmboy had reached his hone. A few nonents later, his kite was in the air. It
was a trimlooking streanmined kite.

Monk nodded approval . Doc, of course, had asked to see the kite in the air. The real purpose of
that was to get the boy out of the way, in case there shoul d be danger.

Monk deci ded the kite was a good job. The lad surely nust be interested in airplanes.

Doc exam ned the hierogl yphics painted inside the abandoned plane with cylinder oil.

JOHNNY had al ready been poring over them Johnny had translated a Chal dean tabl et which nobody

el se could read, except Doc, and Egyptian hieroglyphics were alnost English to him But this tine,
he was baffl ed.

Reservoir Hi Il wal ked off into the danp woods which bordered the neadow. Hill appeared consuned
by gl oom The others presunmed he wanted to be alone with his nmorbid thoughts. They did not pay him
particul ar attention.

Doc used a pocket mirror on the oil synbols. Often a mirror will turn apparently neaningl ess

mar ks around and cause themto becone legible. It didn't this time. The bronze man tried covering
different parts of the marks, and scrutinizing themwth the mrror and w thout.

Homel y Monk becane inpatient. Mnk |iked action. Mreover, the horrible thing that had happened
to Vida Carlaw preyed on his mnd. By noving about, he kept hinself fromthinking of that so nuch.
"l"m gonna see where Reservoir H Il went." Mnk said. "Hmand ne will probably | ook around for
some trace of which way these fellers went."

Monk anbl ed into the thick brush. Reservoir H Il had mashed the wet grass down with his feet. The
trail was easy to follow

None of the others paid particular attention to Monk. They were occupied with the puzzle of the
synbols in oil. Ham Renny, Johnny and Long Tom were baffled by now As a matter of fact, they had
been fromthe first.

Doc Savage, however, was still at it. He had produced paper and pencil, and was trying different
conbi nations of the synbols. Once, he nmade the strange, trilling noise which was so unearthly, so
defiant of description. It had a definitely baffled undertone this tine.

The bronze man abruptly put the pencil and paper away.

"The characters have no neani ng, apparently,” he said.

Johnny, at |east, and probably the others, knew that the nmetallic giant’s adm ssion covered a
great deal of territory. Doc had done nore than study the marks and wite themdown in different
orders.

Hi s agile brain had probably probed into a dozen ramfications of pictorial |anguage, not

negl ecting the various systenms of synbols used by hobos to indicate houses which are good and bad
pi cki ngs.

Suddenly, so brief that the others alnobst failed to catch it, Doc’s trilling sang out.

"Qui ck!" A crashing haste was in the bronze man's voice. "Get your weapons ready!"

Ham gul ped, "But what—

"We have fallen for a trick!" Doc told him

MONK was at that monent having trouble following the footprints of Reservoir Hll. The old oil
man, to Monk’s surprise, had kept wal king. The footprints had been cl ose together, an indication
Reservoir had nerely plodded on. But Mnk had expected to catch up with himearlier.

A hayst ack appeared ahead. Mnk expected to find Reservoir on the other side. He wal ked close to
the stack, rounded it, and stopped. No one was in sight. But the grass! Not one set of
footprints—any—not all H ||’ s—what—

Monk’ s cogitation ended there.

Hay fell on him Hay and a man. The man ki cked Monk in the face as he cane down. Mnk made a
honki ng noi se, grabbed the fellow, banged himon the ground. The victimactually bounced. And he
sounded as if he had a | eak sonewhere, through which a ot of air had been driven.

"Bl azes!" Monk expl oded.

The man answered the description of one of the crowd which had decoyed Vida Carlaw to her fate.
Monk cocked a fist and waited for the fellow to arise.

Monk was a bl oodthirsty soul, and had no great scruples about hitting a nman when he was down. He
liked to see this one bounce. Wen he couldn’'t get up was tinme enough to work himover on the
ground. Doc Savage had never quite succeeded in training Monk to restrain his inpulsiveness.

More hay and nore nen arrived. One. Two. A third. Mnk whooped, scooped with his arnms, got two of
them He did a neat trick and rapped the third on the top of the head with a heel. Only three! Just
exerci se!l None of them were big.

Monk got an arm around each of the two surviving foes, junped up and down, ape fashion, turned
two somersaults, and had themdizzy. It was going to be sinple.

O her men were heaving fromthe haystack. Hands got hold of Mnk. Fists hit him

The tops of haystacks are weighted down. It is a precaution the farner takes to keep his hay from
bei ng bl own away. Two fence posts, joined by a wire or binder tw ne, usually make up each wei ght.



One of these fence posts was the deciding factor in the fight. For ten mnutes or so after it hit
him Mnk lay in abysmal darkness and dreaned he was just one junp ahead of dapper Ham who, not
surprisingly, had becorme equi pped with horns and a spi ke-pointed tail.

Ham caught up with Mnk, and began to dig at Monk’s ear with the lip of his sword cane. |f Mnk
had had arns or |egs, he could have fought back—

MONK got around to opening his eyes. There was no Ham The sword cane in his ear was a finger.
The owner of the finger was a hard, brown rascal with a face that woul d have interested a
crimnol ogi st.

"This ticklin always wakes ‘emup," said the owner of the finger.

Monk shut his eyes and rel axed. He was going to let the other start screwing a finger around in
his ear again; then he was going to knock the blazes out of the |ad.

There was nothing wong with the idea, except that Mnk di scovered he was tied hand and foot.

"Up and away with “em" a man said airily.

Monk decided to let out a bellow, on the chance Doc woul d hear. He sucked his chest full of air,
got set—and they stuck a wadded felt hat in his big nouth.

The honely chem st was lifted, carried rapidly through the tinber. His captors did a | ot of

| ooki ng behind them They dropped a word or two which convinced Monk they were the same nob which
had pursued Vida Carlaw to New York and attenpted to prevent her reaching Doc Savage.

"That bronze guy isn't anybody to kid around with," one uneasy fellow remarked. "The way he noved
around in New York was sonethin’ to seel"

"W got the girl outta his hands, didn't we?" another snapped.

"We didn't stop ‘er reachin” ‘im did we?"

They canme to a gravel ed road, one evidently not used very nmuch. Two autonobiles stood under a
tree beside the road. Big cars.

Monk noted they had well-worn tires. No tread marks on such tires to nake identification easier.
Monk scowl ed at the cars.

"You ol d pot-belly!" Mnk thought. "I had a hunch you wasn’'t what you let on!" He'd have said it
al oud, but for the gag.

Reservoir Hi Il sat in the front seat of one of the cars. He pushed out his nouth at Monk and spat
over the side.

The captors heaved Mnk in the other car. Everyone | oaded aboard. The notors hooted, and the
machines rolled. Both cars traveled fast for two mles.

"You figure we'll be safe in develand?" a nan asked, doubtfully.

"Sure," said another. "Wen we get to the city limts, a fake tel ephone conpany truck will neet

us. W' Il dress up as tel ephone conpany linenen, ride right into the burg, and nobody w |l suspect a
thing."

"I't'Il take us right to the joint over Blackie' s garage on N neteenth, where we're gonna hang

out ?"

"Sure."

Monk was down on the car’s floorboards, where they had shoved him He had squirmed about, and

quite accidentally, had found a pencil. It was |ying where sone one had dropped it, perhaps by

acci dent .

Monk went through sone notions that m ght have been those of a man bothered by a cootie. He got

the pencil. It was stubby, just right to hide between his fingers. Furthernore, the floorboards were

exposed at one end, where the carpet had been kicked up. Witing a nessage on them woul d be sinple.
Monk wr ot e.

THE car bearing Monk drove two nore nmiles and cane to a bridge over the sane creek which ran
through the farner’s place. The creek was so nmuch larger here that it could not have grown
naturally. So it was probably nearing Lake Erie.

The car stopped in the mddle of the bridge. The other car pulled up behind and also halted. Men
got out quickly and threw their coats under the cars, directly beneath the engi ne pans.

"That’s so no oil will leak onto the bridge planks and show we stopped here," a nman said.

They yanked Monk out of the car.

The bridge was a | ow concrete structure. The nmen produced a rope and tied it to one of the
bridge's rail pillars.

A notor boat was approaching. It was a big craft, but had a well-silenced nmotor. It was hardly
nore noi sy than an autonobile. Those in the notor boat hailed the others.

"Make it snappy!" they advised.

"Wait a mnute,” a man said. "It'll only take a second to see if our trick worked."

The fellow | eaned into the car and exam ned the spot where Mnk had been lying. He burst out in a
harsh chuckl e.

"It worked!" he said. "Here's what he wrote: ‘Fake tel ephone conpany truck, O eveland. Blackie's
garage on Nineteenth." The man squinted nore closely. "It’'s foll owed by some kind of mark. | guess
it’s this guy's private sign, or sonethin'. It don't nean nothin' to ne."



They all burst out |aughing. Mnk got a gleeful kick in the ribs.

"We foxed you," he was told. "We dropped that pencil on purpose. W fed you that dope. You threw
Savage off the trail yourself, because we'll let himfind these cars abandoned on the outskirts of
Clevel and. "

Monk made puppy noi ses around his gag. H s eyes were rage filled.

THE nmen began clinbing down into the boat. Mnk was |lowered. It seened two of the crowd were

going to drive the two cars to the outskirts of C evel and and abandon them Then old Reservoir Hill
was | owered into the boat. Moink’s little eyes popped.

Reservoir H Il was bound hand and foot!

"They got nme, then laid for whoever followed ny trail!" old H Il gritted.

The coats were yanked fromunder the autonobile oil pans. Away went the cars.

The boat lifted its bow and began to travel.

Reservoir H Il told Mnk, "I guess you can figure what they' re gonna do?"

Monk nodded.

"They’'re gonna scrag us if Doc Savage don’t forget all about this!" H Il grow ed.

Chapter VIII. THE H GH EYE

DOC SAVAGE had done one thing daily since childhood. He had devoted a two-hour period to
exercise. Not nerely a flexing and strengthening of the nuscles, but a scientific systemof actions
desi gned to strengthen eyes, ol factory senses, vision, hearing, and the others.

Per haps the nost unusual, and no doubt the nmore inportant, was the set of mental exercises which
qui ckened his wits, strengthened his nmenory, and otherw se had equi pped himw th the anmazi ng
physi cal and nmental powers which he possessed.

H s aids, while renmarkable gentlenen, did not have the bronze man’'s powers. They did not need
them however, to read the story of what had happened where Monk had been seized. Mnk’s captors had
made no effort to cover up sign, and the story was plain.

Ham searching in the hay, came up with an object and gul ped, genuine grief in his voice, "Mnk
had this in his pocket!"

The obj ect was an ear of corn which Mk carried to feed his pet pig, Habeas Corpus.

Doc Savage made a quick circle, his flake gold eyes reading further sign.

"Reservoir H Il was seized first," the bronze man expl ained. "Mnk was following Hll's trail and
was seized al so."

Bi g-fisted Renny runbled angrily, "Doc! That witing in the plane, with engine oil, nust have
been done just to decoy us here!"

"It was," Doc agreed. "Here. The nmob went this way."

They had no trouble followng the trail to the gravel road. But not even a bl oodhound coul d have
followed it any farther.

THEY were back at the plane when the farm boy cane running up.

"Sonebody wants you on the tel ephone,"” he told Doc Savage. "He said to tell you that by now you
probably know you had better talk to him"

The bronze nman whi pped to his own plane, entered the control cabin, and switched on the radio
transmtter. Odinarily, it operated on a short wave, but he | engthened the wave |length to that of
the police broadcast band. A nunber of police stations maintained both transmtting and receiving
equi prment

In not nmuch nore than a minute, police were tracing the tel ephone call to the farmhouse. This

met hod of having the call traced was necessary, since the caller was waiting on the wire, and the
farmhouse boasted no other instrument with which to |ocate a call.

Doc whi pped toward the farnhouse. The boy's kite was still high in the air. It was a

wel | -designed kite, because it renmined al nbst stationary.

The voice on the wire was that of the man who had tried to seize Vida Carlaw on the big passenger
pl ane from Gkl ahoma—the | ad who had narrowl y escaped from Doc.

"No doubt you are having this call traced by now," he said wisely. "Therefore, |I’mnot going to
be sucker enough to talk very long. Get this! W’ ve got one of your nen, and we've got old H .
H 1l is a nmeddling old goop, so we're going to shoot himand | eave himon a road sonewhere. You'll
hear about it when his body is found.

"This will be done to denonstrate we're not birds who can be fooled with! As long as you |lay off
us, your man Monk won't be danmged! But no |onger, see!"

The confidence in his voice was not up to that in his words. He seened very glad to hang up.

Not nmore than three mnutes later, a report cane that the call had conme froma drug store in

Cl evel and, but the man had gone by the tine police could get there. Another call cane half an hour
later. Yes, the man had escaped.

Doc went out and watched the farmboy fly his kite.

"Doing all right?" he asked the boy.

"l think so," the boy said. "I'mdoing ny best."



"I'n an hour," Doc suggested, "you can pull it down."

THE tel ephone rang. It was the Cevel and police. Two cars had been found abandoned on the
outskirts of town. A nessage to Doc Savage was witten on the floorboards of one. Hi s plane took Doc
and his aids to the spot in less than fifteen m nutes.

The police officer who guided themto the abandoned cars said, "The nmessage obviously indicates
that the nob is hiding out on Nineteenth Street at a place called Blackie's Garage. W’'ve got a
squad headed for there now. "

Doc Savage studi ed the nmessage in the car.

"You can tell your squad to forget it," he said.

"Huh?"

The bronze man indicated the strange-|ooking mark which Monk had made foll owi ng his nmessage.
"Anci ent Mayan," the bronze man expl ai ned.

"Eh? A shunt may what?" The officer hadn’t got it.

"A hieroglyphic in prehistoric Mayan," Doc Savage el abor at ed.

“I"ll take your word for it. Wiat's it nmean?"

"It conveys a nessage. |t says that nothing witten is to be believed."

"I"l'l be damed!" said the cop. "Wiy'd he wite sonmething if he didn't want it to be believed?"
"Monk was probably ki ddi ng sonebody," Ham expl ained. "Monk is quite a brilliant fellow"

This woul d have startled Monk, who had never heard Ham call himanything | ess dense than a
bob-tail ed baboon who had fallen out of the nest at an early age.

Doc Savage left it to the police to |locate the drivers of the cars, who woul d probably have nade
thensel ves hard to find by now He flew back to the farmwhere the abandoned pl ane had been found.
"l noticed the boy had stopped flying his kite," Ham commented as they | anded.

They found the youth in the cave where his nother kept her canned fruit.

He was working over Doc Savage’'s portabl e equi pnent for devel oping notion picture film

"It was sinple enough that | didn’t have any trouble naking it work," the young man expl ai ned,
pointing at the devel opi ng appar at us.

"What is he doing?" Renny runbled, and bent over sonme of the devel oped film

"Holy cow " he exploded after an inspection.

Each square of filmshowed a | arge area of the surrounding country. Aérial photographs!

"Doc gave ne one of his aérial caneras," the boy explained, as proud as a pup with a bone. "I

fixed it to my kite. It took a picture every mnute or two. But they're so small | can't nake out
much. "
"We will use a magnifying glass,"” Doc told him

The bronze man produced, not a magnifier, but a projector out of one of the equipnment cases. They
operated it on the plane’s battery system and threw the images in the cabin, with the wi ndows
cover ed.

The pictures had been taken frequently enough for themto fairly well follow what had happened.
They saw Reservoir Hill captured, then Mnk.

"Monk, " Ham said, admiringly, "put up quite a fight!"

Ham never had a civil word for Mink, to his face or behind his back, except on those occasions
when he had a horrible fear his sparring mate was in trouble.

The pictures showed the nmob shifting their prisoners fromthe cars to the boat.

"Now! " Long Tom expl oded, "if that boat just didn't go too far for the canera to still get it!"
The boat had not gone far. Four or five nmiles down the coast, once it reached the |ake. There was
a small cove. The power boat had stopped at a houseboat, had tied up astern of the other craft.
"We will look into this," Doc Savage said, quietly.

WHEN t heir plane slid down over the cove with the nmotors cut, Doc and his aids could distinguish

a nunber of things. First, the cove, while nore than a quarter of a mle wide, was really the nouth
of a stream A fast-running stream and a nuddy one. It nuddied the | ake for sone distance outside
the cove.

They kept their heads inside the plane's cabin. The alloy metal which covered it would deflect
anything but a special arnor-piercing bullet. Al so bulletproof were the w ndows, through which they
wat ched.

Ham voi ced the obvious. "Nobody in sight."

They coul d have seen any one in the speed boat. It was open, except for the nmotor box. But the
houseboat was different. It seened about fifty feet |ong, needed paint, and could hide a hundred nmen
froma plane in the air.

Doc swung once nore around the cove. He flew up the streama short distance, and back, close to

its muddy bosom They saw no one. They saw no boat.

"Eyes open while we |land," Doc said, quietly.

The plane stroked its underside over the water, not throw ng up much foam Doc gunned the

engi nes. They rode close to the houseboat, but not too close.

No sign of life.



"Take the controls," the bronze man said

Renny took over, but gul ped, "Doc! They may be anbushed aboard! They nay have a bonb fixed—
"Swing the right wing-tip close enough to permt ny getting aboard," Doc interposed w thout
appearing to have heard the objection. "Then stand by."

The bronze man wore under his clothing, as he always did when he goes into action, the alloy
chain mesh which he had perfected. The stuff that was so light, yet alnpbst as inpervious to bullets
as the skin of the plane itself

Before the bronze nan got out of the plane, he donned anot her device which he had lately
invented. It was a hood, transparent, in shape not unlike a goldfish bow turned upside down.
The |l ower part fitted his shoulders tightly, and there were straps to hold it on. The naterial
was thick, not glass, nor any conbination of glass, but a chem cal product that was as tough as
st eel

A shoul der pack breath-purifier could be used in conjunction with the hood, making the wearer

i ndependent of outside air. A neat gas mask

Wearing it, Doc got out on a wing of the plane. Renny maneuvered the ship expertly. A |leap, easy
for the bronze man’s nuscles, put himaboard the houseboat

HE did not step on deck i mediately, but maneuvered along the rail. There was a chance an

expl osive m ght be set off by weight on the deck’s planks. Finally, Doc did go aboard. He listened
Then, with a casual ness that hardly showed the care he was using, he went bel ow.

It had never been an expensive houseboat. The woodwork was cypress, painted. The furniture was
cheap stuff, nmost of it made for |and use. Danpness had caused sone of the glued joints to cone
apart. The carpets were m | dewed.

Sonme one had |ived aboard recently. Men, evidently, and not seanmen. Things were not shipshape
There was no one aboard, no prisoners, and no niches in which any one could have been conceal ed
Doc went forward and examnined the nanner in which boat was nmoored. It was not anchored. It was
tied to a mooring buoy, in the manner of yachts in their hone harbor

Renny taxi ed the anphi bian cl ose and called, "Were's Mnk and Hill?"

"Not aboard,"” Doc replied w thout enotion. "Pick ne up."

The bronze man got aboard

"W are leaving i mediately," he said

Renny runmbl ed, "But, Doc! We oughta do somethin’ toward finding Monk—

"That," Doc Savage told him "is exactly what we are doing when we | eave here in a hurry."

Chapter | X H DE-OUT BELOW

MONK was tough. Men had knocked hi m conpletely senseless in a fight, only to see himconme out of
it, get up, and dive into the scrap again as if nothing had happened

Monk sat up and tried to bust a nose which he recognized. He was, unfortunately, still tied. He

| ooked around, at hinself first. He was wet as the often-nentioned drowned rat. Hi s clothing had
| eaked a big pool of water

The owner of the nose retreated, nuttering somethi ng about how "he’d be gl ad when the boss gave
the word to turn | oose the works." He was one of the nob.

Monk, realizing he was not gagged, let out a squawk which, if it did nothing el se nearly deafened
hi nsel f

"Unl ess you enjoy doing that," said Reservoir Hill’s voice, "you might as well cut it out."
"Where are we?" Mnk wanted to know.

"Don’t you renmenber?"

Monk nade a face. This usually hel ped his thinking. "Oh, yeah!" he said. "They grabbed ne and
started to throw me overboard. | figured they was gonna drown nme, so | tried to kick a guy’s head
off. DidI?"

"You did well enough," old H Il chuckled. "But another tried a rifle barrel out on your head. The
barrel won."

Monk felt his head, groaned, then asked a question, by naking a statenent, "The air snells kinda
funny in here?"

"l don’t wonder," H Il told him "W're in a submarine."

"Submarine?" Mnk squinted at the old oil man. "They nust’ve given you a bat on the done, too!"
"It’s an old submarine,"” Hill continued, unperturbed. "I don't think it’s got an engine in it.
think it’'s one that was showed at a fair in Chicago, or sonething, then sold for junk. Only sone
crooks got hold of it and made it an underwater hide-out. These crooks of ours rented it fromthe
other crooks for a while, or sonething."

"It's conplicated,"” Mnk said

"l don't know about that, but getting out is going to be conplicated. W' re under the houseboat

I think. Anyhow, they clinbed down the nooring chain. | dang near drowned."

Monk said, "Doc will find us."

One of the nmen canme in at that instant. He overheard Mnnk’s remark and guffawed.

"Your bronze guy cane, had a | ook at the houseboat, and just left," he advised



Monk squirmed around a bit. He could not get |oose. So he rel axed.

"There nmust be plenty of nobney at stake in this thing," he said.

"Not for us," the man said, sonmewhat sourly.

"Huh?" Monk | ooked surprised.

"We get a hundred bucks a day apiece for holding you," said the other, even nore grouchily. "W
got a thousand api ece for catching you. W're just doing a job.

Monk frowned. "You nean you're the fellow who fixed up this underwater hang-out, and you were
only hired to get us? You' re not nenbers of the nob we’ve been fighting?"

"That’s the idea," the other said easily. "Running this hide-away is our business and—=

A man put his head in the conpartnent.

"l think you might go up and | ook around," he said. "It sounded as if that plane took off nore
than hal f an hour ago."

The man who had been grousing to Monk nodded and went out.

THE fell ow obviously had no love for the job ahead. He picked up a diving contrivance consisting
of a mouthpiece, a nose clip and a chemcal purifier. One could buy themon the nmarket for a little
over three hundred dollars apiece. He adjusted it.

The men got in and out of the submarine by a sinple method. There was a hole in the bottom near
the bow. Air pressure held the water out. There was a conpressor aboard.

At night, when no one could observe, they extended the periscope—t had been el ongated—to the
surface and punped air down it until the conpression tanks were full.

The man pushed hinself down into the hole, felt for the rope which led to the mooring chain, and
wor ked along it. The nen followed that route back and forth to the surface.

The man had hardly started when he seened to step into a gigantic bear trap. The jaws cl osed
about his waist. Air left the man’s lungs so fast that it blew the nouthpiece fromhis teeth. He
w enched at what was around his waist. Legs! He twi sted his head.

When he saw the individual who held him the rest of the air left his |ungs.

The man was al nost drowned when Doc Savage got himup on the deck of the houseboat. It took tine
for himto speak.

"How many nmen are down there?" Doc asked.

"You—you're Savage!" the other gul ped. "Damm us! | knew we shoul dn’t have taken this job! But the
bl aned subnarine hide-out ain't been payin' a profit like we figured it would! Guys just seemto
rather take a chance with the law than |ive down—

"How many?" Doc repeat ed.

The bronze man’s tone made the prisoner gulp.

"Keepin’ ny trap shut won't help us now," he said. ‘"there’'s a dozen. But, listen, we ain't
nothin’ but hired nen! We took a job! It was to grab your man, or as nmany of ‘emas we could! The
guys who hired us, all left! They took a canoe off the houseboat, a folding canoe they coul d hide on

shore, and—

He broke off to emit squeaks of pain as Doc tied him He stopped everything but nose sounds when
the bronze man installed a gag in his nmouth. Wen the prisoner could neither nove nor talk, Doc went
out on deck.

He donned his transparent hood again. The device was a good diving rig as well as a gas mask. He
had flown only a short distance in the plane, then returned, entered the water furtively, and found
the submari ne.

Doc had not been sure it would be there, had acted on the theory that there nust be some good
reason for the houseboat having a permanent nooring in this out-of-the-way place. The nuddy water
had been a hint, too. It was not such a spot as a houseboat party woul d seek for pleasure.

The bronze man | owered hinself down the nooring chain. A weighted belt about his waist evened his
wei ght with the water he displaced. He worked outside the submarine until he reached the stern.

Ham Renny, Long Tom and Johnny were waiting there. They had their feet dug into the nuddy bottom
to maintain their position. Mid on their hoods kept them from seeing nmuch.

Doc went to each. By pressing with his fingers—+ong and short for dash and dot —he conveyed enough
Morse Code words to apprise themof the situation.

"W will depend on a surprise attack," he finished.

Single file, they worked to the hole in the underside of the derelict sub’s bow

DOC went in first. Two of the nmob were standing inside, waiting the return of their conrade.

Doc’s gl asslike helnet, rising out of the opening, nust have given them a shock. They gaped just a
moment too long. Doc got hold of them

They evidently didn't have guns. They tried to use their fists. That was a m stake. They only

hurt their knuckles on the alloy mail.

Doc pushed one man violently in the face. The fell ow went back readily with the bl ow, not

realizing the steel wall was behind him H s head hit. He fell.

The other man twi sted. Muddy water on Doc’s netallic hands nade them slippery. The nman got free,

but fell down doing so. He scranbled up, saw a heavy wench, and grabbed it. Hi s best bet would have



been to slug the bronze nman in the mdriff, or try to break a wist or ankle.

I nstead, he thought the helmet was glass, and tried to shatter it. The wench only bounced off.
And a bronze fist, hitting the man’s jaw, didn’t bounce.

Doc’s four men were inside by now They yanked out small machi ne pistols, weapons which they

al ways carried, and which were usually charged with a type of so-called "nercy bullet" producing
unconsci ousness, instead of fatal injury.

Men in the other part of the submarine heard the uproar. They cane in a rush, yelling questions.
Renny’ s nmachi ne pistol nade a | oud noise. It alnpbst deafened them even wearing the helnets. It
was as if a titanic bullfiddle string had been sawed hard.

The effect on the eneny nust have been stunning. No one fell immediately. It took a nmonent for
the chemcal in the slugs to function; then two nen sank to the deck.

Monk was howl ing, frantic because there was a fight and he was tied up.

Doc wor ked through a bul khead aperture, stepped over the two fallen foes, and sprang for a

smal | er bul khead door. The nonent he got his head through, a man shot at him The bullet glanced off
the helmet with a deafening inmpact. Doc |unged on through.

The man who had fired turned white and put up his hands. Maybe he was yel |l ow. Possibly the
unearthly apparition which Doc made in the helmet got the fellow s goat. The bronze man did | ook
like something fromsome sinister astral plane.

Al together, they were not a brave crowd. Typical crooks. A few blasts fromthe nachine pistols, a
threat to use gas, and they threw down their guns.

Doc assigned Hamthe job of freeing Hill and Monk, only to discover, a bit later, that Ham had
untied Hill, but was standing over Mnk, sneering and reciting a choice history of what he contended
had been Mnk’s ancestors.

It took Renny, Johnny and Long Tomto hold Mnk off Ham when he was finally untied.

It was their quaint way of showing they were glad to see each other alive.

GETTI NG i nformati on out of reluctant subjects was a frequent need with Doc Savage. He had

devel oped various nethods. They began mldly and becane nore scientific.

The first treatment worked with their captives. It consisted of putting Monk in a roomw th them
and shutting the door. Monk was not through explaining in detail what he was going to do to them
when they started tal king.

As the prisoners said, what was the profit in holding out? They had been caught. And they were
only hired men. They did not belong to the Clahoma nmob, did not even know what the Okl ahoma crowd
was after. They called their enpl oyers—whom they cursed heartily—the Okl ahonma crowd.

Al t oget her, Doc got but one piece of information. "Who is the | eader of the other mob?" he asked.
"Enoch Andershott,"” they said. "That's the name they used, anyhow. "

"I ain't surprised," old Reservoir H Il grow ed.

Chapter X. RED MYSTERY

DOC SAVAGE | eft the prisoners at a C evel and hospital. They were drugged, each in a stupor which
woul d last until the bronze man got around to calling for them Later, they would be consigned to a
secret institution which Doc maintained for curing crimnals of crooked tendencies by a brain
operation and a course of training.

Johnny did not arrive in Tulsa with them He had dropped out of sight. The others did not know
where. But they suspected Johnny had renmai ned behind to keep an eye on the prisoners in the
hospital. They were not sure about this. It was just a guess.

When ol d Reservoir Hill had suggested that Johnny had remained to watch the crooks who had tried
to turn an old submarine into a profitable hideout at so much per guest, Doc neglected to deny it.
A newsboy was crying a paper at the Tulsa airport. It sounded as if it were big news. Mnk bought
a paper, glanced at the headlines, started, and handed it to the bronze nan:

OUTLAW TANT MEN FOUND

TWO BCODI ES STRANGELY

MANGLED

The heads and shoul ders of two men were found in Mdhawk Park this nmorning. Police have
tentatively identified the bodies as "Mick" O'st and Lee "Leapi ng" Ketchum two bad actors bel ongi ng
to the nysterious Tomahawk Tant outlaw nmob. ldentification was difficult.

Parts of the torsos, arns and | egs of the victins were missing. There was a nysterious substance
resenbl ing common |ubricating grease under the body fragnents.

Police refuse to explain what the greasy material is .

A d Reservoir H Il whistled softly when Monk read this aloud over Doc’s shoul der.

Monk grunted, "Queer business, huh! | wonder just what is goin’ on down here?"
Reservoir Hi Il nade a snarling noise.
"Enoch Andershott can explain it, | bet!" he growed. "I'Il take you to where he lives."

Doc dropped big-fisted Renny of f downtown, requesting, "Pick up what information you can on the
general situation here. The newspapers would be a good bet."



ENOCH ANDERSHOTT and his partner, Al onzo Cugg, shared a hone, it seemed. Both lived there when in
Tulsa. It was a mansion. O d English style. And everything had been done to carry out the inpression
of the surroundings being a slice of old Sussex countryside

"They nusta tore down a lotta old barns to get the wood for this thing." nuttered Reservoir Hill.
"addill picklel™ Mnk told him "Ain't there any of your fellow nmen that you | ove?"

"No," said Reservoir. "And |'d |like you to show ne anybody that Andershott and Cugg |ike!"

A nmetal gate across the autonpbile driveway was cl osed, but the footgate was open. Doc Savage and
the others left their car and wal ked up the drive. They kept in a compact group w thout thinking
"We'd be a swell target for a shot gun!" grunted Reservoir Hill

Doc Savage tried the door

"It is open," he said. Then the bronze nman called, "Andershott! Cugg'"

The quiet of this exclusive residential district—exclusive unless one had the noney—sade the
silence which came fromw thin nore inpressive

I nside, the house was gloony. Pictures of oil wells, of drilling rigs, of refineries, of filling
stations, of tank trucks, hung on the walls. Over the fireplace in the big library, instead of
antlers or a nounted gane head, there was an ol d-fashi oned wal ki ng- beam

The lights of the chandelier were suspended fromthe rimof an ancient, huge bull wheel. Strangely

enough, even the air seemed to smell of oil, but this was due to the scent of crude oil carried
across the Arkansas River fromthe nmammoth refineries in West Tul sa
Long Tom walking into a roomto one side, suddenly emtted a yell. Sinultaneously, there was a

I oud snarling and snappi ng

Long Tom cane flying back, mnus alnost an entire trousers |eg. The huge bl ack dog of Enoch
Andershott was in close pursuit. Seizing up a chair, Doc Savage got between the dog and Long Tom
The giant canine, frothing and snarling, |eaped at Doc, but the bronze man used the chair as a
shield, after the manner of an animal trainer. The dog fell back, tried to get at Mnk, then at
Reservoir Hill.

Doc intercepted it each tine. Al the while, it showed its huge fangs and kept up a grisly chorus
of snarling

"That critter!" Mnk gul ped, "sure nust |like man neat!"

Long Tom who had recovered his breath, gasped, "The dog was sniffing at a door! | think there's
sonet hi ng behind it!"

They went into the roomout of which the dog had chased Long Tom The dog snarled and sl avered
and kept its red, evil eyes fierce

"That’'s the door," said Long Tom pointing. Instantly after he had spoken and poi nted, he gave an
imtation of a man doing his best to junp out of his skin

"What’'s that thing!"

he squaw ed

What excited himwas a puddle of red, jellylike stuff that protruded under the bottom of the
door.

LI GHT in the roomwas none too good, being discolored by tall, stained windows in a corner with
about that same greenish tint which starts off putrefaction. The greenish, rough walls had been
carefully decorated to give an inpression of infinite age, and the result of that effort and the
lighting was the feeling of an unreal, dreamnm and dungeon in which anything mght be expected to
happen

Had the place possessed a real, an earthy feeling, it would have been easier for comopn sense to
di scount the possibility of anything eerie

They stared, as rigid and breathless as so many solidly frozen figures, and they all could see
that the red horror on the floor was in notion. It was flowing into the room com ng toward them
"Run!" yelled Reservoir HIl. "It'Il gitcha!'"

Doc Savage produced an object which he carried in his pocket—a powerful flashlight. Doc planted
the beam which was like a sliver of the sun itself, upon the nonstrosity oozing under the door into
the room

The huge bl ack dog began to snarl and drool and nake sounds of terror

The instant the |ight was upon the horror flow ng under the door, the thing stopped. There was a
brief pause. Gradually, the semliquid red nass began to retract itself under the door

"It's afraid of bright light!" Mnk expl oded

"Quick!" Doc Savage rapped. "We'll chop a piece of the thing off!"

The bronze giant hurled forward, and his speed was that of a jungle denizen leaping to the kill.
Even while he was in the air, he got a knife out of his pocket, a knife with a spring-snap bl ade
whi ch opened instantly.

Hi s blinding speed was not enough. For the red nass was suddenly gone back under the door

Faster, alnost, than the eye could perceive, it went.

Doc hit the door, and it was of big mahogany tinbers, as solid in its wooden ponderosity as the
door of a vault. It was |ocked

"Bl azes!" Mdnk yelled. "Didja see how quick that thing went! It's fast as light!"



DOC | eaped backward, seized a heavy table, and hurled it at the door. A panel broke out of the
door. Doc threw the table again, causing the door to fly open, revealing a roomwhich drawn shades
made al nost bl ack.

They turned on the lights, and the room becane so bright it ached their eyes. The big bl ack dog
kept behind them and always it snarled and nade sounds deep in its chest that were |ike noises which
m ght be nmade by some snall thing dying.

The lighted roomwas big, with rich wooden panels along the walls, heavy furniture and a deep rug
on the floor, and the rug | ooked as if thousands of fishing wornms had crawl ed over it in battalions,
leaving trails of sline.

No red, jellylike body could be seen.

It was Doc who | ooked up at the very tall ceiling. The others followed his gaze. Wt hout

exception, they started back in horror. The black dog emtted a yamering how that cane as near
making their hair stand on end as anything coul d.

"A man—hangi ng fromthe chandelier!" Long Tom gul ped.

Chapter Xl. SEl ZED

THE hangi ng man was bi g, bony, and his skin was not red al one because of his hanging there, for
his conpl exi on was the hearty one of the outdoors. He had an aquiline nose and big eyes. H's
crunpl ed norning suit, striped trousers and all, failed to give hima suave appearance. One word
descri bed him Rugged!

The hanging man was breathing with difficulty through his nose.

Reservoir H Il said loudly, "Too bad! |I thought for a mnute you'd committed suicide!"

"Who is he?" Doc asked.

"Enoch Andershott," said HIl.

The man was not hanging by his neck, but by his mddle. He was buckled to the chain of the
chandelier by a strip of leather, evidently his belt.

"I"'mso stiff | can't nove!" he groaned. "Cut nme down, sonebody!"

Doc Savage noved forward, and instantly, there was a snarling and scraping of sharp claws on the
floor behind him

"Whitey!" Enoch Andershott shrieked, feebly. "Heel! Stop it!"

The giant, ferocious black dog, which had started a charge, skidded to a stop, then slung back,
draggi ng along on its stonmach.

Enoch Andershott peered at Doc Savage. Andershott was a big man, but he seened, sonehow, dwarfed
al ongsi de the bronze man.

"They were trying to kill me!" Andershott said, hoarsely. "I don’t understand it! | think they
were trying to make it look as if | was guilty of sonething, and did not want ne alive to prove
ot herw se! "

A d Reservoir Hill spat noisily.

Andershott continued to | ook at Doc Savage. Abruptly, he recognized the bronze man.

"You're Doc Savage!" he expl oded. "You mnmust be! Wiere's ny partner, Al onzo Cugg? Have you seen
hi n?"

"I's he supposed to be around?" Doc asked.

"Cugg was here when the red things came," Andershott said rapidly. "I junped and hung to the
chandelier. | don’'t know what happened to Cugg. He fled. The red things stayed on the floor, al nost
able to reach ne.

"The | ast one fled just before you broke down that w ndow+ nean, it went through that w ndow
just before you broke down the door."

He pointed at a w ndow.

Monk ran to the wi ndow, which was open. He | ooked out over the sun-bathed norning | andscape, then
scow ed at the window sill itself.

"Trail of that sline goes out here," he grunted.

"There are nmen," said Andershott, "who control, at |east to sone extent, those red things!"

I T must have been a thought that rendered every one in the roomsilent for a nonent.

"Men!" Monk exploded. "Guiding that jelly thing!"

"Those

jelly things," Andershott corrected. "There was nore than one! And | saw them-the nen, | nean!”
"What ' d these guys | ook like?" Mnk yell ed.

"Their faces were vaguely famliar," Andershott explained. "But it was a long time before | kinda
remenbered where | had seen their pictures.”

Ander shott had been speaking fast, and he paused to catch a breath.

"They were outlaw Tomahawk Tant’s nen!" he gul ped. "I had seen their pictures in the newspapers!"”
"Tant’s men?" echoed Hamin a surprised voice.

O d Reservoir Hill reacted instantly to that.

"You' re crazy!" he how ed. "They couldn't have been Tant’'s nen!"



Every one | ooked at Reservoir Hill. The old man glared, then apparently realized his how ed
statement had sounded queer, and | ooked confused

"What | nean is that this dang gol | ywobbl er, Andershott, couldn't tell the truth if he wanted
to!" he yelled. "He's a natural-born liar. He's lying now for some reason!"

Enoch Andershott drew hinmself up with sone dignity, |ooked slightly angry for a nonment, then
shrugged

"This old man," he said, "has held a fancied grudge against nme for years. He is an old man with
bile in his soul, and sone persons hold the opinion that he is not quite responsible."

"Not respon—erazy, huh!" Reservoir H Il actually junped up and down in his rage. "I'll wing your
neck, or | hope to be put on a diet of carrots, than which there’'s nothing | like less!"

Monk told Andershott, "We were told you headed the npb of nen who tried to prevent us reaching
Gkl ahoma. "

Andershott started. He opened and shut his nouth

"Why— don’t—smybe—+’'ve got it! That is why they tried to kill ne! They used ny nane to guide
suspi cion fromthensel ves, whoever they are! They wanted to prevent ne telling different!"

Doc queried, "If you had pictures of the Tomahawk Tant nob, could you identify the nen you saw
here, guiding these red nobsters?"

"I could try," said Andershott

Ham i nt er posed. "How were they—the nonsters—gui ded?"

"I don't know " snapped Andershott. "I didn't see!"

Doc tel ephoned the police, and they promi sed to cone at once, bringing such pictures as they had
of known Tant badmen. Wiile the officers were on their way, Doc and his nen went over the grounds
and the Andershott-Cugg mansion. They found no nonsters. They found no Cugg, nor no pile of
strange-| ooki ng grease which m ght have been a Cugg

The police spread their pictures on a porch table

"There," said Andershott, pointing. "And there, and there. That's four of them"

"Have you a picture of Qutlaw Tant?" Doc asked the policenen

"Tant is sort of a spook anong badmen," one cop replied. "To tell the truth, we haven't a picture
we're sure is him But we have his finger prints."

"Mnd letting me have the finger prints?" Doc requested

They didn’t mind. The bronze man pocketed the print card which they gave him

The police heard the story of the attack of the red, jellylike things

"Queer," they said. ‘"Tant’s nen controlling the things! And this norning, two of Tant’'s outl aws
were found dead, half consuned!"

"Probably they were carrying sone of the red nonsters and the things got |oose on them"
suggest ed Ander shott

THE police gave the prenises a thorough going over, and it devel oped that they were nore nodern

than usual, to the extent that they had an expert chem cal analyst who went over the slinme on the
rugs and on window sills, and even on the |awn grass outside. The chenmi st tested this sline to | earn
what conposed it

"Whew! " he gul ped, on finishing. "Wew"

"What is it?" Long Tom asked, curiosity on his face

"Di gestive juices!"

"Wat ?"

"Digestive juices!" repeated the police chemst. "OF course, these are infinitely nore powerfu
than those in the human body. But, nevertheless, | can best explain themto the |ayman by saying
they are powerful digestive juices. O course, to any one with a technical know edge, | could say

they are conposed of =

Doc Savage interposed. "There's no need of going into a | engthy discussion. Digestive juices does
cover the stuff."

"Thank you," said the police chenist, flattered

Long Tom face bewildered, said, "You nean to stand there and tell us this thing oozes digestive
juices through its hide?"

No one answered

A policeman, who had been tel ephoni ng headquarters, came into the roomwearing the | ook of a man
who has just been convinced there really are such things as ghosts

"Listen," he said, hoarsely. "This thing is getting worse! The jelly devils have been down in the
Sem nol e Field. That's about forty or fifty mles fromlIndian Done Field. They ve been seen up near
Bartlesville, during the night. Somebody near Cushing saw ‘em or one of ‘em But that ain't the
wor st thing!"

He paused and wet his |lips. Nobody spoke

"The jelly devils got a drilling crewin the Indian Done Field," he said. "It was at a well about
three miles fromthe Sands-Carlaw H Il | ease, where the things were first reported. Sone nen on a
near-by | ease heard the drilling crew shouting and screaning and cane over to investigate. They

found a bunch of bodies! It nusta been pretty bad!"



"What do you nean?" Doc asked

"The bodies were only partly consuned," said the policeman. "The report said there was that
grease stuff where the arms and |l egs and |ike were mssing, and some of the men were—well,

skel etons! "

"Were any of the nonsters seen?" Doc asked

"Yes," said the policeman. "But they went away, apparently because of the lights the approaching
men carried."

The police left after a time, promsing to have a general search made for Al onzo Cugg

Long Tomsaid, "If you ask me, we'd better find out some way of detecting the presence of these
red devil things. | think | can do the job easily with a magnetic capacity bal ance hook-up."
Enoch Andershott | ooked at Long Tom surprised, and denmanded, "Wo is this chap?"

"Maj or Thomas J. Roberts, one of ny aids," Doc explained

The tel ephone rang. Doc Savage, happening to be nearest the instrunent, lifted the receiver
"Yes?"
"This is a filling station attendant on the Sand Sprints road," said a voice. "Sonething queer

j ust happened here."

ENOCH ANDERSHOTT cane over. He nade no effort to take the receiver from Doc Savage, but put his
head close to Doc’s head so that he could hear. Over the wire cane three pops, a |ouder pop

"CGo ahead," Doc directed the station attendant

"All right," the fellow said. "A coupé just drove into ny station for a fill-up and a quart of
lube. It had a bit rack on the back, and this bit rack was full of what |ooked |ike canvas, maybe an
old tent. | thought once | saw the canvas nove

"l never said nothing, on account of they mi ght have had a dog or sonething in there, and anyway,
one time last spring | alnost got ny puss shot off for sticking my nose into a car where sone Tant
bad boys were ridin’. Them boys just ups with a sawed-off punpgun and—

"Just what are you trying to tell us?" Doc interposed

"That | found a note on the filling station drive after this coupé with the bit rack went on,"
said the attendant. "It was wapped up in a ten-spot, which is probably the reason |'mcallin’ you
so qui cklike."

"Read the note!" The three pops, the |ouder pop, canme again

"It says, ‘Tant behind whole thing. It’'s worse than anybody thinks yet. They're taking me to Tant
hi de-out, thirty mles due north of One Road Cut.’ And it’'s signed, ‘Lonny.’ It's addressed to be
tel ephoned to M ster Enoch Andershott. There's a postscript on the address which says Mster
Andershott will give nme another fifty dollars.”

"Dammed if | will!" grow ed Andershott

"Then hell with you!" said the attendant. "I always heard you were so stingy you pluck the
feathers off the Indians on your pennies before you spend ‘em |’ve earned the ten-spot, way |
figure, so hell with you!"

He banged the receiver up, just before the |loud pop that was to be expected on the tail end of
three | esser poppi ng noi ses

"l nmpertinent nobody!" yelled Enoch Andershott. Then, in the same breath, "Come on! W' ve got to
save ny partner, Alonzo Cugg' He signed that note! Lonny! That's Cugg!"

"Right!" Doc Savage scooped up the tel ephone book, |ooked up the nunmber of the afternoon

newspaper and put in a call. "A man named Renw ck around there?"

"Prying around in the norgue, over by the oil editor’s desk," a voice replied

A norment | ater, Doc had Renny on the phone and was asking, "Find anything? You' ve been | ooking up
recent devel opnents in the oil fields."

"Well," replied Renny, slowy, "only thing |I’'ve seen concerning anybody involved in this is that
Enoch Andershott and Al onzo Cugg have been selling their hol dings over the period of the |ast year
until now they own hardly anything except the lease in the Indian Done Field adjoining the
Sands-CarlawH || |ease."

Enoch Andershott roared, "And why the thunder shouldn’t we conduct our business any way we

pl ease?"

He had conme up behind Doc, and the bronze man had known he was there, but had not given any sign
"Meet us as we pass the newspaper office on the way to Sand Springs road," Doc directed

Renny net them

WELL out of Tulsa, past the little city park and the swi mmi ng pool and the small bungal ow, stood

a filling station. It was green, and |ike thousands of other filling stations owned by a great
corporation
Doc drove in, saying, ‘"This is where the call cane from"

Monk expl oded, "How d you know?"

Doc pointed at a near-by oil well which was punping. The gasoline engi ne operating the bull whee
wal ki ng beam punp devi ce was one which sputtered three tines, then back-fired loudly. Three regul ar
exhausts, then a back-fire, as regular as cl ockwork.



"The sound of that punp canme over the tel ephone,"” Doc said. "Driving along the road, | have been
listening for it."

The attendant was a | ean young man, with a good forehead, eyes and jaw. He peered at them
evidently decided they | ooked |ike trouble, and his hands blurred in novenent—and were suddenly
hol di ng a si x-gun.

"Since them bad Tant boys got tough last spring, | been practicing the draw and al so how to
shoot," he said. "Maybe you'd be so kind as to tell nme whatcha want?"

"The note," Doc said.

The attendant squinted into the car and seenmed to recogni ze Enoch Andershott, for he said, "Is it
a fact that you're an old nmeanie to the Indians on your pennies?"
Andershott yelled, "I"Il have you fired! You nenial!"

"If you asked ny boss to fire nme, he'd |l augh so hard they' d have to bandage his ribs," said the
attendant. "My boss knows you."

"The note!" Doc repeated.

The attendant snapped, "Ask for it like a gentlenman— and got a | ook at Doc Savage. He

undoubt edly recogni zed the bronze man, but he did not | ook abashed.

"O K M mistake. |'ve heard of you, and |'mfor you in a big way."

He handed over the note, and Doc glanced at it. The attendant had read it exactly as it was over
t he tel ephone.

Doc produced a bill and passed it to the attendant.

"l don’t want your noney." The attendant passed the bill back and nodded at Enoch Andershott.
"But |1'd take his right eye if | got a chance!"

THEY drove on, leaving the attendant with his six-gun in his hands and a big grin on his face.

A d Reservoir Hll fell to chuckling, and finally to laughing, and finally he said, "I think I'II
go to Tinbuktu sonme day!"

"Why?" snarl ed Enoch Andershott.

"To see if there’'s anybody there who |ikes you!"

Bi g-fisted Renny got between them with his extrenmely long face nore dour and sorrowful -1 ooking
than usual, as it became when he was secretly tickled.

They passed one of the big refineries in Sand Springs, heading for the canyon known as One Road
Cut, in the wilder section of the Gsage H lls. They were al nost abreast of the big refinery gate
when ol d Reservoir Hi Il barked out a denand.

"Stop here!" he shouted. "I got a friend in there who has a dang good repeating rifle in his
office all the time. During his spare mnutes, he goes over on the bank of the river and practices
popping at floating junk."

Doc stopped. Reservoir H Il got out, went through the refinery gate, and out of sight, and the
others waited in the car.

They waited a long tinme.

Doc sent Monk in to investigate. The honely chem st came back traveling at a wild run, and with
an incredul ous ook in his honely face.

"Reservoir H Il skipped!'"™ Mnk squeaked excitedly. "He never went in there to borrowno riflel He
just wal ked through and out the other side!"

Chapter X I. BLAST TRAP

| F Doc Savage was anazed by the unexpected flight of old Reservoir H I, he gave no sign of it,
although it was a striking trait of the bronze man that only on the nost unusual occasions did he
show any enotion at all.

Doc put the car in notion.

Andershott yelled, "Ain"t we gonna hunt the old reprobate?"

Doc said, "W are hunting your partner, Cugg."

"Of course!" Andershott nodded violently. "Let's go! To thunder with that stringy old goat,
Hilrr"

Renny, after keeping his chinin his paimfor a tine, pulled a paper out of his pocket. He tapped
it.

"Editorial witer in here suggests that some nest of infernal creatures, previously unknown to
man, was tapped a mle below the surface of the earth by that drilling oil well," he said.

No one spoke. The car followed the road around steep bluffs, with a river and a railroad bel ow.
Doc drove fast when he had a view of the road ahead, but slowed to an anple safety nmargin on the bad
curves. Once they nmet a huge truck loaded with oil field pipe in the mddle of the road. The sl ow
speed saved them

"That nest of strange creatures, a mle-underground theory, was advanced by sonebody |ast night,"
Monk said at |ast.

The bluffs becane very high over them Below, fifty feet or so straight down, was the railroad,
and running beside that, a giant concrete pipe running part of the tine on top of the ground,
sonmetimes on bl ocks, and sonetinmes half underground. It was a water main |leading froma reservoir



sonewhere in the Osage

The cliff slid down in the road ahead of the car

The happeni ng was so casual at first as to be ordinary. A huge mass sinply settled. Then it fel
to pieces, and there was noise, the roar of breaking rock, and the whoop of some kind of explosive
As the stone nass fell to pieces, there was a great gushing of rock dust, and fragments cane
flying out of the mass, some hopping along the road, playful, innocent-1ooking things until one hit
the car, which Doc had al nost stopped, and conpletely wecked the right-hand front wheel

Ander shott made a how i ng noi se. Doc Savage and his aids gave al nbost no sign, scarcely changing
their positions in the crowded sedan. But they knew what had happened

The roar of rock subsided after a nonent, although the dust continued to surge in a great gray
pal | over the mass of stone which had been bl asted across the road

"Listen to this!"’

The voice came fromthe top of the cliff. Then something el se came fromthe clifftop. It expl oded
with a deafening report and dug a considerable hole in the road behind the car

"Dynam te!" Mnk gul ped

Then the honely chem st poked his incredibly ugly features out of the car w ndow and | ooked
upward to see who had shouted and thrown the dynanite

"Hy’' ah, good-lookin'!" called the voice. "Get out of that iron, or we'll blow you out!"

Monk pulled his head in

"The guy answers the description of the one who was in the plane and tried to get Vida Carl aw, "
he said. "Yep. It's one of the nob that finally nurdered Vida Carlaw "

THEY sat very still in the big autonpbile. It was crowded. Doc cut off the engine, and they could
then hear noises made by small bits of rock falling down the mangled cliff face

The voi ce above yelled, "You honyoks can tal k over the weather after you get outta there!"

Doc Savage said, "If we do not get out, they will throw nore dynamte."

They got out, |ooked up, and could see rifles peeking over the cliff's edge at them A nan stood
in plain view, with a stick of dynanmite in each hand. He wore plain black gl oves

"That |ad nust wear gloves all the time," Mnk grunted. "I'Il bet his finger prints are on file
somewhere, and there’'s plenty charged agin’® ‘im"
The dust cloud still boiled around the mass of blasted rock. Somewhere beyond the rock slide and

its growi ng cloud of dust, a car horn was honking. A rifle whanged atop the cliff, and the car horn
began to bl ow steadily and horribly.

A rope cane snaking down the cliff

"Climb it!" the voice above yelled

"Well," Mnk said, "it don’t look like they' re gonna kill us right off the bat. | guess |’

clinmb up."

He started up

Then Doc Savage noved. The bronze man had shifted a little apart fromthe others, and now he

whi pped into notion, off like a chanpion sprinter. He had covered some yards before those above
began to yell and shoot. Fromone side to another, he pitched, still covering ground w th amazing
speed. He dived into the cloud of dust

The dust cloud was very dense, enough so at its npbst unbrageous point to hide himfromthose
above. Dust woul d not keep out their bullets, though. Lead tapped fiercely at the broken stone
Doc got a break. Feeling, he cane upon a cranny under a great mass of stone which was |arge
enough to protect himfromlead

He grasped a great dornick, heaved it so that it went bounding down toward the river, starting a
m niature rock slide of its own.

"There he goes!" squawl ed a man on the clifftop, m staken

Doc withed into the rock cranny. Bullets chased the rolling rock until the nen realized their

m stake, then began to hit all about, searching the rock slide. A machine gun, evidently a snal
hand one, joined in, along w th six-shooters and shotguns. The whistle and screamof bullets, the
thunder of the reports and their echoes fromthe cliff, made an om nous syncopation

"W oughta got ‘imby now" a voice yelled. "Go down an see!"

Doc had been waiting for that. He could not wait too | ong, because the rock dust would settle
soon—had settl ed dangerously already.

Easi ng out of the cranny, Doc felt his way downward. It was a bruising, nerve-shattering task
negotiating that nass of rock. He did not follow the slide all the way down, for it would have been
impossible to keep fromstarting rocks rolling

Doc gained the cliff's edge. He carried in his clothing a silk cord with a grapple hook of
collapsible style affixed to one end, and he set the grapple behind the sharp edge of a big boul der
took a chance, and went sliding down the face of the cliff

He | anded on the railroad bed, ran, found a culvert, crawed into it, through it and out on the
other side, into water that was over his head

The Arkansas River was nuddy, and he swamout into it, under water, and came up, projecting only
his face, under the roots of a willow tree. He could hear what was happening up on the road



THE anbushers had evidently clinbed down, and none of Doc’s conpani ons had possessed sufficient
agility to make good an escape in the manner of the bronze man. They were probably w se in not
attenpting it. The anbushers were hunting the rock slide. A profusion of profanity acconpanied their
efforts.

"He ain't here!" they yelled.

Doc Savage furtively left the willow roots where he lay and swam downstream He had a plan. Wile
they hunted him he was going to circle, get behind them and do whatever possible toward rescuing
the prisoners.

But the man with the black gl oves nmust have recognized that, and he lost no tine. The prisoners
were rushed up the face of the cliff, and out of sight. They nust have had cars hidden on a trail at
the clifftop, because Doc coul d hear the engines. The bronze man scranbl ed out of the river, through
bushes, and raced furiously to intercept the autonobiles.

He was not successful. The cars sped away in the direction of Tul sa.

Doc ran after the nmachi nes, not because he expected to overhaul them but because there had been

a house back a short distance, and a tel ephone wire ran to it. Doc reached the house, found nobody
home, broke in, and used the tel ephone to advise Tulsa police to be on the |ook-out for the fleeing
cars.

It was not nmuch of a chance. Doc could not identify the machi nes by appearance, not having seen
them but he had seen the tracks and, froma vast know edge of such subjects, nanmed the kind of
tires on the cars. He left noney to pay for the damage he had done in breaking into the house, and
went back to the clifftop.

He | ooked over the vicinity, noting particularly such footprints as were discernible. Then he
descended the cliff to the car which had honked, and which was still honking, although weaker, as if
the battery were running down. It was a notor horn, and sounded dreary.

THE filling station attendant who had boasted of his shooting practice was slunped across the
wheel , so that he held the button depressed with one shoul der. He was hol ding both hands to his
neck, and when he saw Doc Savage, words canme out of himthat were half vibrations of vocal cords and
hal f bubbl i ngs.

"You—great guy—read a | ot—bout you," he said, and It was with difficulty that even Doc
under st ood t he words.

"Fol | owed you—figured—night help. Wasn't |—the big ninny!"

Doc Savage said, quietly, "I like your style, young nan."

The lips twisted a smle, alnost inperceptibly, under the red filmthat was over them

"I"l'l tell—Saint Peter—you said that—and it—eughta be enough." He stopped and shut his eyes
tightly. "Something to tell—you. | figured—+t out—after you left."

"Yes," Doc Savage said.

"That —.damm note—they |l eft it—en purpose. | hope—that informati on—helps. Men in—front seat of
car—knew about note."

"It hel ps," Doc Savage said, "a great deal."

The young man kept his eyes shut while he finished dying.

Chapter Xl I1. FLIGHT

ONE ROAD CUT was a canyon, and It had gotten its name back in the days when Ckl ahona pi oneers

made their own clothes and drove ox teans, and used the handi est |evel going, nore often than not a
gravel creek bed, for a road.

The bottom of One Road Cut had been used as a thoroughfare, and at this point was w de enough for
only one team of oxen at a time, hence the nane.

Thirty miles north, the note had said Qutlaw Tant’'s men were taking Al onzo Cugg. The unfortunate
filling station attendant had said the note had been purposefully lost—+the nmen in the front seat had
known about it. That nmeant Tant’'s men had known the note was being left. Therefore, it was a fake.
A fake to | ead Doc Savage and his conmpanions into the trap on the cliff road perhaps?

It would seem a | ogical suspicion, then, that there was no outlaw Tant hang-out north thirty

mles from One Road Cut.

But that was wong. The hang-out was there. A ranch, old Western style, with corrals, hay barns,
bunk house and ranch house of logs, and a very tall windm ||l and a water tank beside it.

There was no water in the tank; the staves were old and sonme had fallen; there had not been water
in the tank for years; nor did it look as if the windm || punp had punped for an equally long tine.
Yet there was a well-worn footpath fromthe windm |l tower to the bunk house. A crude awning of
boards had been rigged on top of the windm Il tower for a self-evident reason.

The windm || tower had been used as | ook-out point. No doubt the terrain could be seen for mles
by a man with a good pair of field glasses.

Doc Savage did not call out. They would not have answered, anyway. He nerely watched the place,
listened, discerned no sign of life, then noved forward.

There was no one around.



Those who had been there recently had lived well, for the enpty liquor bottles bore expensive
labels, and the few suits left hanging were costly and tailored. They had dressed their wonen with a
free hand, too, judging fromthe frocks |eft behind, and there were rare perfumes on the dressing
tabl es.

Ever ywhere was confusion. They had taken suitcases, and had rifled through trunks, probably for

the nore valuable stuff. Garnents too bul ky, or not so necessary, had been thrown aside. A safe was
open in the ranch house.

There were no guns on the place, but rags scattered here and there snmelled of oil and gunpowder,

and there were quite a few wads that had obviously been pulled through gun barrels by ranrods. Enpty
cartridge boxes were scattered about.

Doc took finger prints. He found enough to be sure that the Tant outlaw npbb had used the place

for a hang-out.

The outlaws had fled quite recently, in a great hurry. They had taken autonobiles to the east,
toward Pawhuska, and by now, nust be out of the Osage.

DOC SAVAGE | eft the way he had cone, afoot, traveling at an easy run which covered ground at, all
told, a speed which a car could not have exceeded any great amount through terrain as rough and
nearly inpassable as this.

The bronze man nade a tel ephone call over the first instrument which he found, one situated in a
punping station sone mles out of Pawhuska. He called a nunber. The noise of a nmechanical, nusical
devi ce was audible the instant the distant receiver canme down, and a voice said, "Fujiyam
Roadhouse. "

"Snook Loggard," Doc requested. "Lemme talk to ‘im"

The bronze man’s usual cultured tones had vani shed, and he had assuned the voice of a typical

t ough guy.

"Who wants to talk to Snook?" the distant voice asked.

"What's it to you?" Doc growed. "Apal. Tell ‘imit's alittle cardinal."

"A what ?"

"Ne’'rm nd! Snook’Il get it!"

"Well, 1'Il see if anybody nanmed Snook is here," said the voice, obviously belonging to the
roadhouse proprietor. "I ain’t never heard the nane.

A few nonents passed.

A harsh voice over the tel ephone said, "Well? This ain't Snook, but |I'lIl take a word to ‘im™"

"Hel | o, Snook," Doc Savage said.

"Huh! 1t’s you. ‘Sall right, then. | figured it mght be a badge with a guy fastened to it.
What sa wong? Wiy ain't you in St. Louis? Hah! This guy said you was a little cardinal wantin' to
talk to ne! | gitcha now The St. Louis ball club—the Cards—you from St. Loui s—sure, sure!"

Doc Savage grow ed, "lI'mjust tippin yuh, pallo. St. Louis ain't gonna be safe for namma Snook’s
boy for a dog's age."

Snook chuckl ed, unconcerned. "Say, how | ong does a dog |ive, anyway?"

"It depends on how the dog lives," Doc rasped, dryly. "But you better cut St. Louis off your

visitin' list for a while. Better nake a connection here."

"Don’t worry about me," said Snook. "I'mdoin’ right well by nyself."

"O K., then," Doc grow ed.

"Thanks for callin me," Snook said, coarsely. "I’'ll renenber you to the next |lawman | see."

He hung up | aughi ng.

SNOOK had sonething wong with one side, it appeared fromthe way he wal ked. He swung along in
particularly grotesque fashion, with his left side seem ngly al nost inoperative. Yet he nanaged to
travel at a good speed.

He was bowed over to one side by his trouble, with his face twi sted out of shape, and he was a
particularly uninviting specinen as a whol e.

He had a skin the color of a pine plank that had lain for years in the weather, and his nouth
seened full of gold teeth. His eyes rarely nmet any one’s but when they did, there was sonething
about themthat nade the other Individual turn his own gaze aside.

Snook lurched in to the bar, where stood half a dozen nen who | ooked as if they were waiting for
sonmet hing and didn’t know what—er such best described their perpetual alertness and nervousness. Qut

of Snook’s pocket cane a big bill off a bigger roll.
"It's all on me again!" he shouted, boastfully. "Best the house has got!"
The proprietor picked up the bill, eyed it, and blinked. It was a century.

"This hot?" he asked, sharply.

"Not by a damm sight!" grow ed Snook. "Say—you too good to take ny noney? Maybe you'd |like to do
somet hin’ about it, huh?"

The proprietor |eaned casually against the bar. This put his hand on a sawed-of f shotgun |ying
there.

On the other side of the bar, a man known as "Cackle," a lean fellowwith a face remarkably |ike



that of a chicken, slapped the bar and said |oudly

"What the hell! This is too early in the norning to get all het up! Bartender, | think | heard
the hen cackle. WIIl you see if she didn’t lay nme an eggnog?"

That eased the friction, and every one drank, and the talk turned to horse racing. It seemed
there was a track wire upstairs, which accounted for the presence of the nen this early in the
nor ni ng

A bit later, the man called Cackle drew the proprietor aside

"What was that tel ephone call to hin?" he asked, furtively. "You listened in on the extension
didn't you?"

"Yeah," said the proprietor. "The honbre who called himwas sone bird tipping himoff that the
law wanted himbad in St. Louis, and he'd better stay clear of that burg."

"You think he’s O K ?" demanded Cackle

"Maybe. But | don't like his snotty manner, and if he gets tough with me again, 1'Il fix himup
The first shell in that shotgun is tear gas, and the second is rock salt, and when | give ‘emboth
t hey renenber—

"Did you notice his left hand when you put your hand on that shotgun?" Cackle asked casually.
"Hell, no! | was watching his snaky eyes. You can tell froma man’'s eyes when—

"You better watch his hand," Cackle chuckled. "He had it full of as mean a | ooking derringer as
I"ve seen in years. Keeps it up his sleeve, on that bad side, and gets it out by drawi ng his armup
inside in a way you don't hardly notice."

Cackl e left a deeply thoughtful roadhouse proprietor, and went over to the side of Snook

"I think you and me has got some business," Cackle said

THE two nen retired to a corner of the roomwhere no one was near, and they could be sure no one
cane near, and put their heads together. They nade a perfect-looking pair of villains

No one, least of all the erudite college professors with whomhe had once worked, would have
recogni zed the mean- mannered, boastful, vicious-looking Snook as the em nent archaeol ogi st and

geol ogi st and Doc Savage aid, WIIliam Harper Littlejohn

Cackl e certainly had no suspicion

"You' re Snook Loggard from St. Louis, ain't you?" asked Cackle

Johnny, playing the tough Snook to perfection, |eaned back. He happened to know the real Snook
Loggard was in an Chio penitentiary, under an assuned name. Snook didn't know the authorities knew
his identity, but he would find it out when they got ready to release him for a policeman woul d be
waiting to arrest himand take himback to St. Louis, where he probably woul d be hanged

"l ain't sayin’ who | amand who | ain't," Johnny said. "Wy?"

"l got a connection you mght be interested in."

"Yeah?"

"Tant."

Johnny registered a badman greatly inpressed by the name of a worse badman. He | eaned forward.
"Look, pal," he said. "I blow down here and hang around for just such a chance as this, see,

didn't expect it to cone so soon."

"Tant is recruiting nmen," the other said sinply.

"Sonethin’ up?"

"Yeah. Pretty big stuff. Tant needs all the nen he can get. And there's a catch to this."

"Yeah? What ?"

"This ain't a job. This is a fight!" Cackle stopped and noistened his lips. "It's a fight to the
death between Tant and another outfit!"

Johnny said, "O K | come in. But I'll expect to get my cut on what comes in after this is
settled.”

They shook hands and had a drink, and set themup to the crowd. Cackle and Johnny got in a car
and drove off. They stopped in a restaurant in Tulsa for |uncheon

Johnny, under pretense of going to the washroom reached a tel ephone. He called a nunber which he
was to call whenever he wanted to get in touch with Doc Savage. By |uck, Doc answered the tel ephone
hi msel f

"Doc," said Johnny. "I've succeeded in getting into the Tant outlaw nob, just about. I'mon ny
way to their hide-out. I'Il tip you off later about where it is."

"You have no idea yet?" Doc asked

"l couldn’t even make a guess where Tant is," Johnny replied. "I'Il get in touch with you, as

soon as | do. How are things going?"

Doc told himabout the disaster on the cliff road, ending, "All of our crowd but yourself and
nysel f are now prisoners."

"1"11 be superamal gamated!" Johnny said, hoarsely.

When Johnny hung up, he was so stunned by the news that Mnk, Ham Renny and Long Tom had been
seized, that his usual alert eye was dulled. He failed to make an observation which woul d have
avoi ded a great deal of future trouble

Cackl e, the outlaw, was standing adjacent to the tel ephone booth, and had overheard every word



that Johnny had said.

JOHNNY returned to the dining nmom Cackle stepped fromthe place where he had been secreted, slid
out of the side door of the restaurant kitchen without Johnny seeing him and ran to their car,
whi ch they had parked in an alley in violation of fire regul ati ons which were not enforced anyway.
The built-in trunk at the rear of the car proved to be the container for a conmpact short-wave
radio transmtter and receiver. It operated on tel ephone, or voice.

The voice which finally came over the air to the headset on Cackle’'s ears was crisp. "Wiat is
it?"

"Chief, |'ve been kidding this honbre called Snook," said Cackle. "I told him!| was enlisting him
in Tant’s outlaw nbob. The poor goop swallowed it. He thinks |I'’mone of Tant’'s nmen."

"l don't |ike the chances you' re taking!" retorted the other.

"Wait and listen to this! This Snook is one of Doc Savage's nen! He just reported to Doc Savage
that he was on his way to Tant’s hang-out, and would report its location to Doc Savage!"

The expl osi on of profanity which cane out of the tel ephone receiver caused Cackle to winkle his
eyes.

"Do you think Doc Savage suspects the truth?" asked the voice at the other radio transmtter.
"Suspects that Tant is not behind this thing at all? Naw, he ain't got an inkling of it!"

"Has he any idea of what we're after, and why we're trying to lay the blame onto Tant?"

"l dunno. | don't think so."

Had bony Johnny, the acconplished actor, heard this, he would have bowed his head in shane and
decided to give up the pursuit of excitenment and go back to teaching the youth of the United States
that a pyrite is a native conpound rock containing nmetals, and not a felloww th a cutlass in his
teeth.

Johnny thought he was in the conpany of a Tant outlaw. But it seemed the badman in question was a
menber of another nob, which was engaged in pointing suspicion at Tant.

The | eader of this mysterious other band was asking, "Does Doc Savage know what the red nonsters
are?"

"l tell you, | don't know what he knows, chief," the man called Cackle replied. "All | knowis
that | got suspicious of this guy Snook, thought at first he was a Tant man, then got the suspicion
he might be a Doc Savage man."

The other voice said, after a pause, "I think we can nmake use of this. W'Il trick this Savage
aid into trapping his boss."

A long stream of command fol | owed.

CACKLE returned to Johnny via the front door of the restaurant. He was carrying a newspaper.
"Went out to got a paper," he said. "Waited a few mnutes, so as to grab the latest edition."
Johnny gl anced at the paper.

FI LLI NG STATI ON MAN SHOT

FOUND I N CAR NEAR ROCK SLI DE

Police Still Investigating Mystery

Rock Bl own On Road

That was all the police had given the newspaper reporters so far.

They went out and got in the car. Cackle pulled out a map, not a road map, but one of the type
used by oil nen, an accurately surveyed map from which the nost exact positions can be secured.
Cackl e pointed.

"There," he said, "lIs where the boss, Tant, is right now"
They drove out of town, east, then north, then east again, and passed the airport. Beyond, Cackle
drove into a filling station, saying, "Cotta get her filled up."

Wil e the gasoline was being punped in, and oil and tires checked, Cackle roaned into a near-by
orchard and began to finger over wormeaten fruit in search of an apple that |ooked worth consum ng,
Johnny took the bait. He slid out of the car, scuttled into the filling station and tel ephoned

Doc Savage.

He gave Doc the exact |ocation pointed out by Cackle as the whereabouts of CQutlaw Tant.

"Be there shortly," Doc Savage said.

Johnny was sitting innocently in the car when Cackle returned. They drove on, and covered about

two mles when Cackle pointed abruptly and said, "There's one of our hang-outs, too."

There was nothing. It was a gag, an old one, but the old ones are sonetines best. Johnny | ooked,
and never knew about the bl ackjack which Cackl e swung, until he figured it out hours later, after he
regai ned consci ousness.

Cackl e |1 ooked at the senseless figure of the gaunt geol ogi st and archaeol ogi st. Then Cackl e
pocketed hi s bl ackj ack.

"The great Doc Savage's aids!" he sniffed. "Just so nmuch gravy! That’'s what!"

He tied Johnny, gagged him then drove on. He began | aughing to hinself.

"The chief is sure slick!" he chuckl ed. "Nobody even knows what we're doing until it’'s al npst

done, and then this Tant gent gets the blane!"



Chapter XIV. MASTERM ND

DOC SAVAGE evi denced no unusual haste after he received Johnny’'s call—+he call which Johnny had
been unknowi ngly tricked into naking, and which was to | ead Doc Savage into a trap

The bronze man had been tel ephoning oil field | ease brokers, the gentlemen known |ocally as

"l ease robbers," and possibly m snaned, because there were those anong them as honest and upright as
any busi nessman.

"Are there any | eases being sold in the Indian Done Field to-day?" Doc asked

"You nmean the field where them dam man-eating things escaped through a casing?" the broker

asked

"That is the field," Doc admtted

"There's been sonme nore attacks by the man-eating devils up there," said the broker. "Drilling
crews, punpers, and even operators are beginning to get scared of the place. A npost everybody will
clear out if there's many nore attacks. That'll cause a lot of |eases to be offered for sale
because nobody wants a field where no telling what tinme sonething out of the ground' || eat you."
"Any | eases sold in the Indian Done Field to-day?" Doc repeated

"Yeah. One. No, wait a minute! Two! One early, and one just a minute ago. They sold very cheap
because the nmen who owned them got scared. One had a brother killed by the red, jellylike devils
last night. You know, that drilling crew that was about half eaten up by the nonsters in the I|ndian
Donme Field last night. That | ease was one that was sold, on account of the brother didn't want
anything nore to do with it. He got the big jitters and the willies and—

"Who bought it?" Doc asked, sharply.

The | ease broker evidently | ooked the name up

"The Best Bet O Corporation,"” he said

"Who owns it?"

"Nobody seens to know. Now if you want to get sone |eases cheap—

Doc Savage seened to consider for a nmonent

"Listen," he said, "this is Oark Savage, Jr."

"lI's that supposed to nean sonething to me?" the broker asked

"Doc Savage."

The broker must have choked slightly. "That's different!"

Doc said, "I amnmeking a standing offer for any lease in the Indian Done Field. | will pay one

t housand dollars nore than any other offer made for any |ease. Understand, | nmake no offer for any

| ease nyself. But when an offer is made, | will go it one thousand dollars better. See that the word
gets around, wll you?"

"WIIl I!'" exploded the broker. "Say, I'lIl cut nmy conmission to five per cent! But what's the

idea? You going into oil production in the md-Wst in a big way?"

Doc Savage said, "I amtrying to prevent one of the npbst gigantic extortion schemes and steals

ever attenpted to be perpetrated upon the oil industry. It is just starting now If it can be nipped

in the bud, nowis the tine to do it"

"CGood night!" yelled the broker. "G ve ne nore detail s—=

Doc Savage hung up on him then called New York City by |ong-distance tel ephone, to arrange for
financing his purchase of oil |eases, if any.

Then he rented an autonobile and drove east, then north, heading for the spot which Johnny had
been tricked into describing to himas the hide-out of Tomahawk Tant

THE regi on of Okl ahoma popul arly designated as the Gsage is that section of the State, north and
central, which takes in the original GCsage Indian reservation and sonme adj acent territory. The Osage
is nothing to look at. To the eye, it is just red oak brush and hills that are not very inpressive
But it is also one of the npst noted hang-outs in the United States for outlaws. The fact that

the era of the autonobile, airplane and radio had arrived had nade little change. For an autonobile
is of no use without roads, a plane of no use where there is no place to land, and a radio, of
course, cannot catch a two-gun badman

Doc Savage ran his rented car into a red oak thicket about a nmile off the paving, on the side

road he was to follow. He continued afoot. Not on the road, either. He kept well clear of the rutted
t horoughfare, and as he ran, his stride was as springy, his breathing as easy, as ever, although he
had al ready run many niles that day.

From his manner it was plain that he was | ooking for an ambush al ong the road

A herd of cattle galloped over a hill ahead. That warned Doc. He could tell by the way the cattle
gathered, that they had been scared by sonething, and the fact that they did not go back curiously
indicated they had been scared by nen

They had been. The nmen |lay behind a small bush, and they had nmounted a big arny-style machi ne gun

to cover the road

Johnny, still bound and gagged, lay a short distance behind them and they—there were six

men—wer e hol ding a conference. Doc, who was a skilled lip reader, trained his conpact, powerfu

tel escope upon the group. They were squabbling over what to do w th Johnny.



"He'Il kick up a fuss and warn Doc Savage when he comes down this road!" a nman was declaring, "
say put some lead in himwhere it’'lIl keep himquiet."

"Don't be silly!" grow ed the chicken-faced Cackle

"We ain't sure this nug called Doc Savage and told himthe hide-out was out this way. If he
didn't, we gotta make himdo it. How Il he do it if he' s dead?"

That seened to be a hard question to answer. They argued about it, and in the neantinme, Doc
Savage drew cl oser

Six of them H s hands were enpty as he crouched in the bottomof a gully, twenty feet behind
them He set his throat nmuscles in a peculiar fashion, and his |ips becane positioned. A

ventril oqui st woul d have known what was going to happen

"Hands up!" yelled a voice fromthe road. "You nmen are covered!

It was doubtful if a single one of the nen suspected that the voice was not coming fromthe road
As ventriloquism it was very good, and it shoul d have been, considering the hundreds of hours which
the bronze man had practiced under sonme of the nost skilled of living ventriloquists

They knew somnet hi ng was wrong when Doc hit them

DOC SAVAGE' S father, in training himfromchildhood for his unique career, had taken into account
the fact that he would many times have to fight enpty-handed agai nst odds. For years, even as a
small child, he had been put through a daily rough-and-tunble braw with |arger opponents, severa
of them wth the penalty for inefficiency a severe |acing

The men Doc had been pitted against in these practice bouts had been paid a bonus for any bl ows
they could land. Naturally, they had waded in

The result of the training was now evi dent, as Doc whipped to the attack. The first two were
easy. They weren’'t expecting anything. Two fist blows disposed of them

Doc reached for another one. He ducked, got clear. Not so good. The nman at the nachi ne gun was
trying to swivel its nmuzzle around. Doc junped, tripped him

In an instant, the bronze giant and the four nen were a tangled, boiling mass of arms and | egs
out of which cane such words as "Hep!" "Now" "No, hell!" and "Get ‘im" This was followed with sone
cusswords, indicating what the four of themthought of the big one they were fighting

Johnny was acting. He flailed into the mél ée. Bound and gagged, he could not do nuch, except trip
conbatants. He did that. A man got out a gun. Johnny kicked with both bound feet. The gun sailed
away .

Doc was fighting three now One had had his stomach stepped on. Then it was two. The remai ning
pair were easy, conpared to what the first of the fight had been. Johnny, nmeanwhile, had banged the
other man sensel ess agai nst a rock

Doc Savage went around and whacked each of the six nen on the jaw to make sure he would renain
unconsci ous for sone tine.

Johnny, when he was ungagged and untied, gulped, "I'lI|l be superanal gamated. |s ny physi ognony
rubescent! In other words, is ny face red!"

"They woul d have killed you eventually,"” Doc told himdryly.

"Which is no doubt what | deserved for letting nyself get taken by a trick as sinple as they
used! " Johnny groaned. "Doc, they kidded me along! 1'lIl never live this down!"

The bronze nman asked, "Have they really a headquarters up here?"

Johnny shook his head. "That was all a trick to kid me, and to trap you. The only headquarters
and it’s not their main one, that | heard about, is that Fujiyama Roadhouse, near Tulsa."

"We'll try that," Doc said

"They nanmed the place after the Japanese vol cano," Johnny said. "It sure lives up to its nanme!"
Doc Savage now went to the prisoners and administered to each a drug m xture which woul d extend
their unconsci ousness indefinitely—until they were given an antidote chenical to awaken them
"Don’t you want to question then?" Johnny demanded, forgetting his big words in his surprise
"No," Doc said. "We'll start them East inmmediately."

Johnny swal | owed several tines. A tremendous truth had hit him

Doc Savage already knew all he needed to know about the nystery of the weird nonsters fromthe
depths of the earth

THE si x nen had had a car conceal ed near by. Doc and Johnny used it to carry the six men to a

Tul sa hospital, where they were placed in a ward to be |left alone. Then Doc sent a telegramto an
address in New York.

The telegramnerely stated that half a dozen patients were in the hospital for treatment, but it
woul d have strange results. Shortly, a solem-faced nan would be flying to take the six East by air
In New York they would drop fromsight, eventually to wind up in a fantastic place, the unique
"crimnal-curing college" which Doc Savage maintained in up-State New York. This amazing
institution, its existence entirely unknown to the outside world, was operated by surgeons and
psychol ogi sts whom Doc had trained

A crimnal, on entering, first had his brain operated upon, so that his past nenory was

conpl etely wi ped out, after which he underwent a course of training calculated to instill in himthe



ideals of an upright citizen; but perhaps nore inportant, he was taught how to make a good |iving
so that there would be no pressing tenptation |ater

No crimnal who had ever graduated fromthis "college" had ever returned to crine

The Fujiyama Roadhouse was inpressive by night, with a |ot of neon lights around it. The front
was fixed up with neon light tubes to represent a volcano, and every few mnutes the vol cano
erupt ed

There were Negroes in white coats to open the doors of cars and hold their hands out for tips.
Ganbl i ng was wi de open in the place, and the dance floor was popular with a certain class

DOC SAVAGE and Johnny | ooked the scene over froma brush clunp, a hundred yards distant

"I'f this was a roadhouse in the East, we could walk right in and nobody woul d have nerve enough
to start anything," Johnny said. "But some of these Okl ahoma | ads don’t know when to behave!"
Johnny habitually used small words when in the conpany of Doc Savage. Probably that, nore than
anyt hing, indicated the gaunt archaeol ogi st and geol ogist’s adnmration for the bronze giant
"Queer!" Johnny remarked. "I thought that was Tant’s outlaw crowd hang-out! Now it turns out it's
sone band trying to frame sonething on Tant!"

Johnny eyed Doc. He hoped the bronze man woul d vol unteer his opinion of the solution of the
nmystery. Doc didn't

Chapter XV. RAID

THERE was a great deal of bright |light around the Fujiyama, and one had to know that the place
was a hangout for men who preferred to see the law coming, to realize the purpose of so much |ight
Hal f an hour had passed when a plain-1ooking car, of a make noted for its speed, drove into the
grounds and to the rear, where it parked. It was a coupé, and the door opened just as a Negro
attendant arrived

Bound hand and foot, a gag in his nouth, tall and bony Johnny was shoved out of the coupé

Another man in a tan topcoat and a | ow yanked hat was behind Johnny, carrying himw th one arm and
hol ding a revolver with the other

"Thi ngs have gone wong!" the man with the gun said, sharply. "Help ne get ‘imout of sight! And

I wanta talk to the big boss right away!"

The white-coated Negro had evidently encountered such incidents as this before, because he |ent

an i medi ate hand. Johnny was dragged into a side door, and up a flight of wooden stairs, dimy
lighted. A man with a rifle appeared at the top

"What's goin’ on?"

“I"'mbringin in one of Doc Savage's nen," said the fellowin the tan topcoat who was carrying
Johnny. "Some things have gone wong. G ninme a hand!"

THEY got Johnny up the stairs and into a bare roomfitted with a canvas cot and two hard chairs

On the floor stood an open grip containing the latest in tear gas grenades and guns

"W’ re gonna need sone help!" gritted the man in the topcoat. "Were' s the chief?"

"He ain't here!"

"Well, get in touch with “im | got sone inportant dope for ‘im"

"He's nmovin’ around, tryin' to get this Doc Savage out of our hair. |I dunno where to find “im"
"W’ re gonna need sone help, | told you!" snapped the one who had brought Johnny. "How many of

the boys are here?"

"I"'mthe only one," said the other man

"That," said the man in the topcoat, "helps!"

And he hit the other man on the jaw, then turned and hit the Negro also, doing it so swiftly that
they both fell alnobst together; and were caught al nost sinultaneously and |owered to the floor, so
that their falling would not be heard bel ow.

Johnny had hurled off the trick knots with which his wists and ankl es had been tied, sonething

he coul d have done at any tinme. He al so plucked the gag frombetween his teeth and grinned his

bi ggest at the man in the topcoat

The man in the topcoat straightened, turned his collar down and took off his hat, and by these
sinpl e actions seened to change renarkably and becane Doc Savage, giant of bronze

In truth, this was one of the reasons Doc sel domwore a hat. People becane accustoned to seeing

hi mwi thout a hat, and when he donned one, it worked so great a change in his appearance that it was
al nost a disguise in itself

" Super mal agor geous! " excl ai med Johnny. "W trick our way in here expecting to have to whip the
whol e crowd, and we find only one!"

Doc Savage said nothing, but went to the nearest door and opened it, after which he stood on the
threshold, his small, fantastic trilling sound com ng into existence and persisting, so faintly as
to be alnost inaudible, for alittle time before it went away.

Vida Carlaw was in the next roon

Johnny cane and | ooked over Doc’s shoul der. The gaunt geol ogi st and archaeol ogi st, despite the
fact that he was not easily noved to horror, for he had seen a great many of the terrible things in



the world, becane slightly pale, and his lips noved a little noiselessly before he could speak
"They must have recovered her body!" he said, hoarsely. "But why are they keeping it?"

THE room was a plain one, but it required not even a close inspection to show that the place had
been built solidly, with the idea of its being as nearly soundproof as possible. The walls were
obviously in layers, and since there were narrow slits of windows in the walls, there was probably
arnor steel between the layers also

The slits, although filled with w ndowpanes, were quite plainly |oopholes. This room situated on
top of the Fujiyama, was literally a fighting turret

Shel ves around the walls were laden with ammunition and a little food, as if the place were

equi pped for a siege. Furniture consisted of cots and hard chairs, and it was on one of the forner
that Vida Carlaw | ay.

Johnny went over and examined the formof the girl, and amazenent cane over his features. He

| ooked at Doc Savage, intently, as if trying to discern the thoughts behind the bronze man’s
inscrutable features.

"You knew they didn't throw her fromthe plane into the Chio River!" he accused

Doc Savage said not hing, but he gave the slightest of nods

Johnny shook his head in a bew | dered way.

"I"1l be superamal gamat ed! But why did you go through all the notions of having the Chio dragged
for her body?"

" Snoke-screen, " Doc said

" Eh?"

"Didn't want the nob we were fighting to think their schene was suspected," the bronze man
expl ai ned. "Al so, by making them believe they could fool us easily, their carel essness coul d be
increased, thereby making it easier for us to fight them"

Vida Carlaw was tied securely, and in such a manner that it had seened, at first, that she nust
surely be dead. But she was alive, and as Doc and Johnny untied her, she could nove a little. Not
until they worked over her for a tinme, however, could she speak

"Faith," she said faintly at last, "is the bunk!"
"Eh?" Doc asked
"My faith that you' d find me never wavered for a mnute," said the girl. "But it didn't keep ne

frombeing scared stiff ever since they decoyed ne out of your headquarters in New York wi th that
fake tel ephone call."

Doc Savage asked, "You were kept alive so your signature could be secured, by force, on a |ega
transfer of the Sands-CarlawHill oil |ease?"

"Right." The young wonman nodded weakly.

Doc queried, "You know who the nastermnd is?"

"Of course!" snapped the girl. "They nentioned himby nane frequently! He's the outlaw, Tonmahawk
Tant!"

JOHNNY bl i nked, then sm|ed benevolently upon the young woman and said, "No, Tant isn’t behind
this. Tant is just being framed with the blame. The real schemer is clever enough to make it | ook as
if Tant is behind the whole affair."

The girl tried to speak, and had difficulty until Johnny gave her some wine, a bottle of which he
found anmong the food supplies in the room

"Who is the | eader?" she asked

"l don't know," Johnny replied. "But Doc does. Who is he, Doc?"

The bronze man apparently did not hear the question, which was strange, considering the acuteness
of his auditory equi pnent on ordinary occasions. Doc nerely gazed out of a wi ndow at the |ighted
grounds of the Fujiyama

When Vida Carlaw started to repeat the question about the nmastermind s identity, Johnny stopped
her with a slight pressure on one of her hands

Johnny, the bony gentleman who ordinarily evidenced no interest whatever in the sonetinmes

m stakenly identified gentler sex, had been holding the entrancing Vida' s slender hand unashamedly
for the past few noments. He continued to hold it

"Vida," he said, gently. "Just what have you decided is behind this affair?"

"It's sinple—and horrible," said the girl. "Qur wildcat oil well in the Indian Dome Field drilled
into a nest of strange nonsters over a mle underground. These nonsters are sonething

i ke—nel | -+i ke—

" Amoebas, " Johnny suggest ed

"What ?"

"Anpebas, one of the nobst primary fornms of life, literally a mass of protoplasmw thout eyes

ears or skeletal framework," Johnny replied. "They secure and digest their food sinply by flow ng
around it and covering it and absorbing the nutrinment fromthe substance thus attacked."

For Johnny, these were very snmall words. And he was still holding the young wonman’s hand, and not
in an entirely fatherly manner



VI DA continued, "These nen are using the nonsters to start a reign of terror. They are going to
stop work in the oil fields of the mdcontinent. They are going to force oil operators to sell out
their hol di ngs."

"And the mob will take them over!" Johnny excl ai med

"Exactly! Legally, of course. For instance, as a price for nmy life, I was to sign a | egal

transfer of our lease in the Indian Done Field. It was to be transferred to the Best Bet QO

Cor poration."

"What’' s the Best Bet?"

"The conpany controlled by the crowd."

Johnny indul ged in what passed for sone deep thought, at the same tine eying the attractive hand
he was hol di ng

"Er—ah—you say this nob can control the earth nonsters?" he said, vaguely. "That nmeans they can
make them attack whoever they want, or get rid of themwhen they want to, or are through with then?"
The girl nodded, started to speak

"Here it cones!" Doc Savage rapped, sharply.

Chapter XVlI. CAPTI VES

JOHNNY was in sonething resenbling a hypnotic state, a condition brought on by the electric
quality of the young wonan's exqui site hand. Doc Savage’'s words had the sane effect as bei ng dunked
inice water. The gaunt archaeol ogi st sprang to the narrow porthole of a w ndow.

From their height, it was possible to observe the surroundings effectively. They could see nen
there seened to be several of them spreading to surround the place

The Imtation vol cano of neon lights erupted on the Fujiyama, throwing a brighter gl ow over the
region, and it was evident that the furtive nen creeping upon the place had rifles and shotguns
"I ndications," said Johnny, forgetting and using big words, "point to collucative escal ade—

He did not finish his remark about it |ooking as if a fight were about to start. It started. A
rifle whanged. It was a good shot, and it nust have cut the power line supplying the Fujiyama with
juice. Every light in and around the place went out

Power ful hand searchlights began to flash on and of f. They were carried by the charging nen. A
few shots whanged. The attacking men did nost of the firing. A Negro ran scream ng away fromthe
dar kened Fujiyanma

"Run, you Negro rascals!" an attacker yelled

The parking | ot boys, along with a few waiters, scattered like quail. The attackers turned l|ights
on them identifying them One of the orchestra, a drummer, tried to run, carrying his drum They
shot the heads of his drumfull of holes, but he did not drop the drum

Wonen were scream ng down bel ow.

"It's the aw" sonebody shout ed

"It ain't the law" yelled an attacker. "It's Tant’'s boys!"

At that, the women screanmed | ouder, and the nmen fell to nuttering. The attackers cane in, naking
things bright with their hand searchlights

Doc Savage breathed to Johnny and the girl, "They' ve got the place surrounded!" Then he eased

t hrough doors and reached a stairway which | ed down to the nain dance hall

The patrons of the roadhouse were lined up along the walls, and men with shotguns and rifles
menaced them One, a burly fellow, stanped forward.

"Where's the proprietor?" he yelled

No one answered. The burly fellow had his gun, an autonatic rifle, pointed at a waiter. He calmy
pul led the trigger. The screamof the waiter, shot through the stomach, drowned out the roar of the
shot, al nost.

"l asked you where's the proprietor?" the burly nan said

The waiter nmade gargling noises and pointed at the proprietor. "That's him"

The burly | eader of the Tant outlaw rai ders shot the wounded waiter between the eyes

"That," he announced, loudly, "is for not answering the question the first tine!"

Two worren fainted. A man began to hold his hands over his heart and to grow horribly blue in the
face. Hs face grew nore and nore turgid, and suddenly he slamed down on the floor, gave a kick or
two and lay very still.

A man | eaned over and held his wist. It was evident fromthis man’s manner that he was a
physician. He straightened and said, "This nman is dead!"

"Dammed if | ain't a tough honbre!" said the burly fellow casually. "I shoot one guy and scare
anot her one to death!"

DOC SAVAGE, unobserved, noted all of this fromthe top of the stairs. This was sonething of an
acconpl i shnent, because one raider had his eye and his rifle trained on the stairs, just on the
chance that sone one might appear there. But he did not see the tiny periscope, the little portable
instrument, which Doc Savage al ways carried and which he was now using

The burly man threw out his chest and stanmped across the floor, manner rem niscent of the



fierceness attributed to the pirates of ol den days. He confronted the proprietor

"This is ny day to kill nmen!" he yelled. "Were's your chief?"

"He ain't here!" gul ped the proprietor

"I didn’t ask you that!" The burly man lifted his rifle.

The other man sank to the fl oor

"Don’t—don’t!" he screaned. "I don’t know where the boss is! But | can take you to the girl, Vida
Carl awm "

The burly man shoved his head forward and roared, "Wat was that |ast you sai d?"

"l can take you to Vida Carlaw"

"Well, dam ne!" how ed the Tant outlaw. "Wn't Tant be tickled to see her! He thinks she's dead
He's been madder’n a skinned cat over it!"

"She's upstairs!" gulped the frightened proprietor

The man led the way to the stairs at the top of which Doc Savage stood. The proprietor’s knees
quaked, until he had to hold onto things as he passed themto keep fromfalling down

Any one who had observed the entire fight would not have blaned himfor his fear, either. He was
in the clutches of nmen so calloused that they would kill for no nobre reason than to be doing
sonet hi ng dramatic

Doc Savage backed away—and things went wong. There was a sliding noise and a click, and there
was across the head of the stairs, with enbarrassi ng suddenness, a panel of steel

Attached in sone way to the steps, no doubt, it closed automatically when the wong stair tread
was stepped upon. Doc knew, instinctively, which one it was—the third fromthe top—but it was too
late to do anything about it

He was trapped. Men bel ow had heard the click

"What's that?" the burly fellow snarled. "Get up there, you nmen, with lights! Keep your guns
ready! Shoot anybody that noves!

They started up the stairway, rifles ready.

DOC SAVAGE had no chance what ever against the nen coming up the stairs. True, he had overcone

half a dozen earlier in the evening, but that had been by taking them unexpectedly. The nen
approachi ng now were ready for trouble

The bronze man stretched out his arns, and was able to put a hand agai nst each wall of the narrow
hall. He stripped off his shoes and socks, stuffed theminto his pockets, then put his hands agai nst
the wall, swung up, and put a foot against each wall.

By a series of gymmastic efforts, enploying his trenendous strength, he clinbed upward and
forward until he was close to the roof of the hallway, out over the stairs

Men coming up the stairs would naturally have their eyes on the tread and the door at the top. To
see Doc where he crouched, they would have to | ook straight up, and they weren't likely to do that
They canme to the door, and kicked and wenched at it

"Qughta be back doors!" they declared, and went around to hunt for them

There was shouting. Two shots were fired. Then Johnny and Vida Carlaw were | ed outside. A few
shots were fired at randominto the roadhouse, to keep those inside fromgetting brave

Doc got down from his perch over the stairs during the shooting, and eased out

The rai ders were questioning the proprietor of the Fujiyam

"Where' s your boss?"

"I told you | don't know "

"You better know It's the only thing that’'ll save your skin!"

Doc Savage eased away fromthe vicinity and ran with great speed to the spot where he and Johnny
had left their car. Fromthe rear, the bronze man extracted a small fibroid box, to which were

af fi xed two substantial thunbscrew clanps. Doc took this back to the roadhouse

The raiders were still questioning the proprietor. They had | oaded guns jamed into his face
"Where's this guy who's layin' things on Tant? Wo is he?"

Doc found the cars in which the raiders had cone, big, fast tourings. He approached them his box
ready, the clanps distended. He got down on all fours and reached under the nearest car, his purpose
being to affix the box to the underside of the chassis, where it would not be discovered

A flashlight splashed over him A gun prodded himin the back

"You don’t think we'd | eave these cars unguarded, did you?" a voice asked, harshly.

DOC SAVAGE | ay perfectly still. Any novenment on his part might persuade the gunman to shoot
"Cone out!" said the fell ow

Doc cane out. It was a relief that the gunman pointed his revolver at Doc's chest, because the
bronze man wore a chain mail undershirt which would keep out revol ver bullets

"Whew! " The gunman’s eyes bul ged when he saw whom he had caught. He how ed at his conpani ons

"C nere, quick!"

They cane running and stood about Doc, squinting at himas if he were sonmething newin the form
of manki nd. One reached forward gingerly and punched and pi nched the bronze man

"Man alive!" the fellow exclainmed. "Feel them nuscles! That guy is nade of bronze!"



The burly | eader came close to Doc, but his manner was not so boisterous now. The nman, however,
was not all bluff; rather, he was a genuinely tough guy who knew when a | oud nouth woul d be
effective and when it wouldn't.

"This is a hell of a note!" he told Doc. "You're the |ast guy we wanted to catch!"

Bony Johnny nurnmured, "A Mchiavellianism"

"Look!" The burly man registered great rage. "He's been spouting them jawbreakers since we caught
him What’'s that word nean?"

"Johnny does not believe you did not want to catch nme," Doc said.

"And why the hell should we want you?" roared the burly man. "You're after the guy who's trying
to pull this big oil field steal, ain't you? So’'re we! Wy? Because the nug is tryin to frane the
bl ame onto Tant! W're fightin' the sane nug!"

Doc said, "I amalso after Tant."

"Yeah, that’s the trouble!" The man eyed Doc hopefully. "Wy don’t you just concentrate first on
catchin’ this other guy?"

Doc did not reply.

Johnny said, "W’re anbi dexterous!"

"1"11 look that one up," said the burly man, "if Tant’'s got a dictionary around."

They searched Doc, expressing wonder when they found he carried no gun, commenting curiously over
the contents of the renarkabl e vest of pockets when they found it, and especially exclaimng over
the bul | et proof undergarnent.

"He let ‘inself be caught!" yelled the man who had captured Doc. "He done it on purpose! |'min
favor of lettin” ‘imago!"

"We'll see what Tant says."

"You gonna take ‘imto Tant?"

"Think | want Tant to shoot ne? Savage don’'t know who Tant really is."

They got their cars onto the road and drove fast. Pretty Vida Carl aw sat between two men, to whom
she was handcuffed, and watched the road listlessly. There was no chance for her to tal k because
they had used a sponge gag. Doc Savage and Johnny were tied.

"We're goin’ to a place where it's safe to tel ephone Tant," said the leader. "It’'s a hang-out we
use sonetinmes. We want to find out what Tant wants done with you."

DOC SAVAGE, after a tinme, asked, "How did Tant get involved in this?"

The burly man scow ed at Doc. "Reckon it won't hurt to tell you. Tant is a guy with a rep, see.

This bird, this guy who can control themred devil things, got in touch with Tant and wanted Tant to
join up with “im You savvy by now what's behind this, don't you?"

"The red nonster method of nurder is going to be used to kill off and frighten oil men," the nman

of bronze said, "and to cause so nmuch trouble that the oil operators will be broke financially, or
scared out, and will sell out their holdings cheaply. The plan is to buy up these | eases, or take
them over whenever possible."

The burly man nodded. "It don’t sound so big when you tell it casual like that. But it is big!

Take that Sands-CarlawHi Il |ease alone! It’'s worth a million or two the minute that wldcat well
hits oil, and everybody knows it is!"

Doc Savage was silent for a time. The cars were traveling fast, and swi nging wi de of Tulsa,

foll ow ng side roads.

"If this fellow got in touch with Tant," Doc said finally, "how does it cone that Tant does not
know hi s identity?"

"The fell ow was no sucker," retorted the Tant outlaw "He used a go-between and a regul ar system
like as if he was mixed up in a snatch racket and contacting a go-between. Tant never got a whiff of
who he was!"

The cars began to head into the Osage oil field country. They passed trucks, nitro wagons,

touring and roadsters, cars ranging frombig inported jobs to the snallest "whoopies." There was a
lot of activity in the district. Indian Done Field was not far distant, Doc realized.

"Them man-eatin’ red jellyfish outta the ground has sure got the oil fields around here worked

up, " a man of fered.

One fellow, in the front seat, had been prying into the box which Doc Savage had been on the

point of attaching to the underside of their car.

"What cha know! " this man ejaculated. "This durn thing seens to be a radio transmtter! | know a
little about radio. He was gonna use a direction finder to spot this radio set, and keep track of us
that way. Watcha know "

"I know | wish you'd clamup!" he was told.

THE car was traversing a deserted-|ooking road. Headlights heaved up ahead, spilling |ight across
a brush patch, and proved to be a truck with rear wheels in the ditch, and two men working around
with shovels. Its |oad was canvas-covered.

The truck was askew across the road, and had the thoroughfare bl ocked, but it was evident that

the driver of the truck could back slightly and | et them past w thout jeopardizing its own chances



of escapi ng.

"Hey!" yelled the | eader of the Tant outlaw squad. "How ‘bout lettin’ us past, buddy?"

The two men with shovel s wal ked around to the front of their truck.

"You' Il be asking Saint Peter that same question dang quick, feller!" one yelled. Then they both
j umped behind the truck.

"Hey!" how ed the Tant man. "Wat’' s—

The tarpaulin cover slid off the load of the truck, which was nearly a dozen nen, all arned with
rifles.

Chapter XVII. THE TANK TERROR

A TANT nan who had not gotten a good | ook at proceedings, because he was sitting in the back of
the car, called, "Say, who do them guys think they are?"

"I magi ne they know " said the burly Tant |ieutenant, hoarsely. "They ain’t none of Tant’s men!
They ain't law They' ve gotta belong to the crowd that’'s framn' Tant—

Arifle whacked fromthe truck, and its bullet canme into the car and nmade a small fountain of
crinson cone out of a man’s leg. The cars were not arnored, so hi gh-powered slugs would riddle them
Bul | ets began to knock out the wi ndow gl ass.

Swearing, the outlaws piled out of their cars. They had nerve, and were not afraid of a fight.
And they had plenty of firearns.

Doc rolled out of the truck with the others, on the side of the nachine opposite the truck.
Johnny did likew se, and the girl. It was Doc who doused the |ights.

That dousing of the lights undoubtedly saved the situation. It left only the truck lights, which
were pointed out over the field.

Doc rolled nmadly, a bit of car wi ndow gl ass between his hands. He |l ocated the girl.

"Still!" he directed, and tried to cut her free.

Men were charging, firing as they cane, fromthe truck.

"Johnny!" Doc called, his renmarkable voice still calm

"I"'mO K !" yelled Johnny. "Cutting nyself |oose with a piece of w ndow gl ass!"

That was not exactly the truth. Johnny had a piece of glass, but he was tied in such a nanner
that he could not use it. Johnny wanted Doc to get clear. He held his breath, for Doc was hard to
decei ve. But the bronze man scuttled away in the night, carrying the girl.

Men were scream ng, dying. Guns were going off. Then some one shot holes in the gasoline tank of
one of the cars and threw a |ighted match.

The shooting was brisker. Mre nmen shrieked. Tant outlaws, nostly. Burning gasoline threw a |ight
of hell over everything. Johnny fought to free hinmself with the fragment of gl ass.

The burly Tant lieutenant tried to run off across the road into the brush. Three attackers ained
their rifles, and fired together, as if all fingers jerked by the same string.

The burly man, when the three rifle bullets hit his vital places, acted like a rabbit nailed by a
shot gun charge. He went up in the air, emtted a baw of a noise, and | anded flat on his back and
never noved afterward.

The rest of the Tant outlaws surrendered, which was the wise thing to do, outnunbered as they
were.

A man wearing bl ack gl oves cane over and glared at Johnny. He was wiry, wore a plain blue suit
under a knockabout topcoat, and his necktie showed bright under his chin.

Johnny knew himto be the man who had tried to seize Vida Carlaw in the plane bound for New York.
The wiry nman said, "I think we'll croak you for good now, skin-and-bones!"

He swung his clubbed gun, and Johnny ducked, but not enough, and he got the dizzy inpression that
he was a ghost in an infinite place where there was nothing but darkness. And he had no head.

JOHNNY got around to feeling sonmehow that he was sonmewhat |ike the headl ess horseman of Sl eepy
Hol I ow, except that it was infinitely dark where he roaned | ooking for his head, so dark that he
coul d never see anyt hing.

But eventually it dawned on Johnny that he had a head, although it was full of pain, and that the
darkness was a blindfold. He tried not to nove, and lay very still, listening to voices mutter near
by.

"We're getting things in hand," the wiry man, who wore bl ack gl oves al ways, was saying. "W've
got Tant’s nmob on the run. We've got all of Doc Savage's nen."

This was a surprise to Johnny, who had been under the inpression that Mnk, Ham and Renny, al ong
wi th Enoch Andershott, had been seized by Qutlaw Tant’s nmen. Apparently Tant’s eneny had done the
job, cleverly making it look as if the blane bel onged to Tant.

"We've got this red nonster business pretty well underway," the wiry man continued. "The whole

dang mdcontinent oil field has been swept by the news. W’'ll clean up in the Indian Donme Fields,
and later, one at a time, the nonsters will appear in the other oil fields."

"What if sonebody gets wise? They' re sure to."

"We'll keep our eyes open, and wi pe themout. The nonsters will just cone along and absorb that

guy, see."



"Uh- huh. "

"Furthernmore, the boss has got a sure-fire scheme worked out for gettin' hold of Doc Savage and
gettin rid of him"

"That schenme of decoying himout the cliff road along the river was supposed to be sure-fire!"

"Well, hell! The bronze guy was |ucky! But he can't keep it up forever. Anyway, this is a real
schene. It can't fail!"
"What is it?"

Johnny strained his ears. He wanted to hear this. But the next instant he was kicked in the ribs
with painful force.

"I think this bony is ‘possumin!" growl ed a voi ce.

The wiry man came over, with the one he had been talking to, and they all fell to kicking Johnny.
The gaunt geol ogi st opened his eyes and groaned realistically.

"l guess he wasn't fakin'," said the wiry man. "Even if he was, he didn’t hear anything. W never
tal ked about nothin’ inportant.”

One nman gul ped, "The boss’'s schenme to—

"Shut up!" snapped the wiry man with the black gl oves. "That wasn't discussed in detail!"

They gathered Johnny up and carried himdown some stairs. They searched hi mthoroughly, stripping
off his clothing entirely and giving himan ancient pair of soiled overalls to wear.

"Like to see ‘imget away now " a man chuckl ed.

Johnny was lifted and hurled into a roomwhich had a concrete floor and was dimy |ighted.

The wiry man with the black gl oves came in, |eaned down, and said fiercely, "In a few m nutes,
we're gonna |let sone of themjelly devils in here to eat you!"
Then he left.

Johnny rolled over, thought about the situation deeply for a mnute, then groaned as—he realized
an instant |ater—he had never groaned before.

"The noi ses you make sure help a lot!" conplained a voi ce.

Johnny squi rmed around and peered at a nunber of individuals whom he had not seen before due to
t he murk.

"Monk!" he excl ai med.

MONK, the honely chem st, was not alone. Wth himwas Ham | ooking | ess dapper than usual in a
garment whi ch consisted sinply of a gunnysack with holes cut in it for his legs. Al so present was
bi g-fisted Renny, and behind him Enoch Andershott.

Amazed, Johnny sat up. Also in the roomwas a nan who was about one hundred and thirty pounds of
skin over wires, and who had eyes with a scare deep within them

"I am Al onzo Cugg," said this man, reading the question in Johnny's eyes.

Only Long Tom the electrical w zard, was not present.

Johnny asked, "Were are we?"

"Somewhere in the Csage, north of Tulsa, | think," said Mnk.

"You ape, you don't know where we are!" Ham nuttered.

"If 1 wasn't tied, |1'd kick your ears so flat they'd be m staken for crépes suzettesl" Mnk
snar | ed.

"It's a good thing I'mtied!'" Ham assured him

Johnny, | ooking about, observed that they were all tied.

"l say," Johnny suggested tentatively, "If we were untied, would we have a chance of escapi ng?"
A fly could al nost have been heard calling in the silence which foll owed.

"You nean you got a way of gettin' these ropes of f?" Mnk gul ped.

Johnny opened his nmouth. H's nmonocle, which during his acting of the part of the crook Snook
Loggard, had been concealed in his clothing, now fell out of his nouth.

"I had a heck of a time keeping it hidden there," Johnny explained. "I got it just before they
searched ne a few mnutes ago."

Monk said, admringly, "For once, you can say, ‘Supernal agorgeous,’ or, ‘I'Il be

super anmal gamated,’ and | won't feel |ike chokin' you!"

Johnny now broke the nonocle on the floor. He grasped one of the particles, noved over to Mnk,

and began to saw on the ropes securing the honely chemist. He got them sawed through. Mnk began to
untie his own hands.

A man cane in the door, carrying a gun, saw that Monks hands were free, and cried out shrilly in
alarm Oher men ran in, and dashed forward. They clubbed Monk down and tied hi magain. Then they
knocked hi m sensel ess.

"Look over these ropes!" the man with the black gl oves ordered. "I don’t understand how that
honbre got |oose!"

The knots were tested. Wiile this was being done, and to distract the attention of their captors
fromthe tiny particles of glass lying half hidden upon the floor, Johnny demanded, "What becane of
Long Ton? He's not here!"

The man with the black gl oves | aughed harshly. "W took himout to ask himsonme questions about

Doc Savage! He wouldn’t talk!"



"Wher e—where i s he now?" Johnny gul ped.
The man made a grow i ng sound.
"I"1l try to give you sone kind of an idea what happened to Long Toml" the fellow grunted.

GAUNT Johnny was now sei zed, one man taking each of his extremities, and carried out of the room
and into what seenmed to be a porch. They dragged himalong a path. Soon, a sizable hulk | oonmed up in
t he darkness, and proved to be a small tank.

Johnny, who had not neglected the profitable oil field angle of geol ogy, had been around oil

| eases enough to recognize the tank as one of the two-hundred-fifty-barrel tanks which oil from
small wells is punped into. But this one had not been used for a long tine. It was a wooden tank. A
hol e, | arge enough to adnmt a man, had been chopped in the bottom

One of the men threw a flashlight beamon the hole in the tank.

Johnny’s hair stood on end. Hi s eyes popped. Squirm ng, withing, hideously translucent and
ocherous in the light, was one of the fantastic nonsters which had first been observed around the
Sands-CarlawHi Il wildcat oil well.

The thing was going into the tank. Swelling and spreading and creeping, it seemed to have no

arms, |egs, eyes, mouth, nose, nor anything else that an ordinary living creature is supposed to
have. It was just—red, sem -transparent stuff, utterly hideous, and living! Back into the tank, it
oozed, as if afraid of the light.

"Qur little pal was out looking for nore to eat," a man chuckl ed.

Three of the men stopped.

"I went close to that tank to take the other one!" one of these snapped. "I’'mafraid of that damm
thing! You can't tell what it’ll do! Somebody el se take this one close!"

"Hell, don't be scared!" snorted the man with the black gloves. "It's in the tank now Anyhow, it
just absorbed the other guy. O maybe you' d say it digested him It hadn't oughta be so hungry."
"You know durn well it ain't got no stomach |ike normal things!" snorted the other. "It don't
know when it’'s hungry, because it ain’'t got no brain, neither. It's just—ust—well, whatever it’'s
made out of!"

"We' Il draw lots," said the man with the bl ack gl oves.

They drew | ot s—wmt ched coi ns rather. Johnny, somewhat irrelevantly, reflected that Monk woul d
have been in his el ement here, because Mk carried around a trick coin just for natching.

The two who | ost seized Johnny and carried himclose to the tank. They | owered hi m beside a post.
Johnny goggl ed at the post. It was a stout piece of wood, and probably had been there a | ong
tinme. But what interested himwas the ropes around the post—and in those ropes, lying |oosely, was
an assortment of clothing. Johnny stared at the clothing, for he recognized it.

The garnents had been worn by Long Tom when he went to Tul sa!

The bl ack-gl oved man said, "Now we ain’t trying to kid nobody. We told that other guy, Long Tom
we weren’'t Kkidding. He got his choice of either answering our questions, or we didn't fool around.
He had his choice, and it wasn't nice. Now, you're gonna get yours!"

Johnny’s throat felt as if a hot poker had been run up and down it, inside. He had di scovered
sonet hi ng el se, sonmething that was |ying nearer the opening into the tank, within which the red
horror had wi t hdrawn.

The man said, "W want to know if Doc Savage has found out who our chief is!"

Johnny | ooked at the thing he had discovered on the ground. He began to feel as if he could never
br eat he agai n.

THE obj ect on the ground m ght have passed for a bucketful, a small bucketful of ordinary cup
grease whi ch some one had dunped out on the ground. It was rather soiled-looking, and if it had been
grease, could have taken on that tint from having been used.

Long Tonmi s clothes! This stuff on the ground! Johnny started hearing words as if froman infinite
di st ance.

"l asked you if Doc Savage knows who the chief is?" repeated the man with the bl ack gl oves.
Johnny did not answer. He felt cold all over.

"Well," the bl ack-gl oved man said, and |aughed carelessly. "It's your funeral!"

One of the other nen said, "I wouldn't call it a funeral." He pointed at the pile of grease. "Of
course, sonebody might bury that stuff, which is all that is left."

The men began to wal k away. They kept their flashlight beams on the hole in the tank, as if to
keep the horror within at bay with the |ight.

It seened to Johnny that he could hear the nonster noving inside the tank which was its lair.

The departing nen were saying, "W got sone of Tant’s outlaws alive. Them honbres ain’t as tough
as this Doc Savage's crowd. W'll nake Tant's nen talk."

"And when they tell us where Tant is hanging out, that'll be the last of the Scourge of Cklahonms,
as them newspaper |ugs sonetines call Tant," offered another nan.

"The boss’s gag will also get Doc Savage," said the one with the gloves. "This next trick the
boss is going to try is a honey!"

The men halted. One of themcalled out to Johnny.



"You got one chance!" the fellow shouted. "Just before the thing flows over you and begins to
absorb you right out of your clothes, you can let out a beller and we nmay be able to drive it away!"
Johnny sai d not hi ng.

"But you better not wait too long!" the nan added.

They departed, taking the beans of their flashlights off the opening in the tank.

Johnny began to hear sonmething infinitely horrible. Sounds fromthe tank. The thing nust be

com ng out!

One of the nmen, off in the night, said, "He'll squawl |ike hell when he feels it touch him The
ot her one, Long Tom did!"

"They don’t always beller," one corrected. "You renenber Sam Sands and that driller? They didn't
bel l er when it began to digest ‘em"

"Funny how the thing absorbs nmen right outta their clothes, and don't digest the cloth, too,"
remar ked another. "I guess it only likes living tissue."

"Animal tissue," the first speaker corrected. "Say, | know one of the guys it eat up had a

| eather belt, and that was eaten!"

Johnny struggled. But they had tied himto the post, and tied hi msecurely.

He could see the horrible jellylike mass now It was flowing like a nucid river out of the tank!
The thing was huge!

Johnny wondered if he would faint in time to save sone of the agony. The hell of it was that he
never had fainted.

Chapter XVill. TR CKS

DOC SAVAGE sat in a chair in a Tulsa hotel and watched the norning sun whiten the rooftops and

the buil dings about him There was utter calmin the big bronze man’s manner, no hint of the horrors
and death that surrounded him

From where he sat, he could see out across the Arkansas River, see the giant oil refineries of
West Tulsa, and since it was a very clear norning, the snoke that marked the |ocation of Sapul pa.
Vida Carl aw sat near by. She was not calm She held a big revolver, and her face was a pal e nask.
"W were lucky to get away when Tant’'s men were attacked by the fellows in that truck," she said.
"But |'mawfully sorry Johnny didn't escape."

Doc savage said nothing in reply.

It had not, after the defeat of the Tant outlaw by their sinister and nysterious foes, been an
eventful night. Doc had attenpted to follow the attackers, but had failed, because their cars had
outdi stanced him

Doc Savage and Vida Carlaw had returned to Tul sa. Doc had taken the hotel suite. Hi s next nove

had been to tel ephone the newspapers, and it |ooked |ike a queer nove on his part, not only because
he never sought newspaper publicity, but because when a flock of reporters had rushed to the hotel,
he had nerely showed hinself, then refused to give out any kind of an interview But even the news
of his presence had nmade the front page this norning:

DOC SAVAGE | N TULSA BELI EVED WORKI NG ON MONSTER CASE

The name of the hotel was given.

The newspaper with the story lay open on the floor before Vida Carlaw, where she had flung it in
sonet hing of a rage.

"That will show every one of our enenies where we are staying!" she snapped.

A knock on the door interrupted any answer Doc Savage mi ght have intended to make.

The girl |eaped up, clenching her gun, and gasped, "Don't open it! It nmay be Tant or sone one!"
Doc went to the door, enpty-handed, and opened it. He had never seen the man who stood outside
before, but evidently the fellow had seen Doc, or had had the bronze man described to him because
he grinned wyly and said, "Like to talk to you al one, Savage."

The visitor was a small man of indeterm nate age, and did not have any outstanding qualities

appar ent about him except that his eyes were snall. Neither did he look particularly weak. He was
just a man who woul d escape notice in a crowd, which is sonetines a nice thing to be able to do.
"Only Vida Carlaw is with me," Doc Savage sai d.

"Tant won’t mind her hearing," said the nondescript man. "Tant sent ne, see. He saw in the paper
where you were at this hotel. That way, he knew how to get hold of you."

"That," Doc said, "is why the news itemwas given to the papers."

"Hell it was!" The Tant emi ssary seened surprised and a bit frightened.
"I wanted Tant to get in touch with ne," Doc told him

"Yeah? Then you’re willin" for me to take you to Tant?"

"Of course.”

THE smal|l man had a car waiting in the street, and it was as unobtrusive, but as efficient inits
way, as he hinself.

"You wanta search ne for a gun?" he asked before taking his place behind the wheel.

"Not necessary," Doc said.

"l don't believe in taking such chances!" the girl said, sharply.



Doc Savage had | ong ago | earned sonmething of the futility of trying to explain a doubtful point
to a young person of the opposite sex, especially a pretty one, so he did not nmention that if the
man was willing to be searched, he doubtless didn't have a gun on his person

The man drove as decorously as any ordinary citizen, and fairly expertly. He did not speak, and
showed no desire for conversation

"What does Tomahawk Tant want to talk to us about?" Vida Carlaw asked

"I can't tell you," their guide said shortly.

"Way not ?"

"Because Tant woul d probably kick ne so hard |'d be standing on ny hair roots," the man grunted
After that, they said nothing, until Doc Savage spoke

"It mght be better," he said, "if you stayed behind."

"Not nme!" the girl snapped. "I'mgoing to do all | can to find Reservoir Hill!"

The car headed north, and once in the country, picked up speed. Trucks on the roads and numerous
cars were all noving in the direction of the Indian Done Field, or conming fromthe field
Shortly, they began to pass truck after truck, all exactly alike, all painted army khaki and
bulging with mlitia nmen

"Stop," Doc Savage requested the guide. "I want to find out what these soldiers nean."

The driver hesitated, then pulled al ongside a truck

"Where you headed for?" Doc called

"I ndian Done Field," the soldier driving the truck called back. "Governor has ordered all oi
wells in the Indian Done Field plugged with concrete or |ead, so these nonsters can't keep coming
out."

"The oil operators in Indian Done won't like that."

"They’' Il have to like it!" the soldier said, grimy. "The governor has declared martial lawto
stop the wild confusion!"

The Tant outlaw drove on, covered nearly a mle in silent thought, then said over his shoul der
"The governor is playin’ into the hands of this other crowd!"

Doc replied nothing

"The idea of the whole thing is to get the fields shut down so the poorer operators will get hard
up and have to sell cheap," the driver added. "Sonebody oughta tell the governor that."

"Way doesn’t Tant do it?"

"Who' d bel i eve Tant?"

As the car continued its course, their exact destination became evident

"We're going to the Indian Done Field!'" Vida Carl aw excl ai med

THE girl’s obvious astoni shnent seened to tickle the driver, for he chuckled, then offered, "This
is one of Tant’s best hang-outs!"

"But it's so public!" the girl exclaimed. "And there's thousands of soldiers around! Probably the
place is flooded with State police, too!"

The driver |aughed again. "Wuld you know the fanous outlaw, Tomahaw Tant, if you saw himface to
face?"

The girl considered

"No. "

"Neither would a | ot of other people," said the driver

They drove on sone distance, and the scattered derricks of the oil wells in the southern end of

I ndian Done Field cane into view The Sands-CarlawHi |l |ease was |ocated near the northern end, in
what was considered unproven territory, as far as oil at the deeper |evels was concerned

Vida Carl aw asked, "WI| we get to see Tant? |'d rather like to have a |l ook at him"

The driver snorted

"Tant won’t show hinmself. He’'ll talk to you from another room or sonehow. "

The girl shivered. "You're sure we'll be turned | oose?"

"Tant said so," replied the man

Doc Savage interposed dryly, "If you were an eneny of Tant’s, as | might be considered to be

since anyone outside the lawis ny natural eneny, would you take the bare word, relayed, that you
woul d be turned | oose. In other words, would you do what we’'re doi ng?"

"Hell, no!" the driver said, pronptly.

Then he pulled his car up before an ordinary gal vani zed tin punphouse building. It was an
unromanti c-1 ooki ng pl ace

The buil ding evidently housed one of those central punping plants for shallow oil wells—the plant
inside would consist of an engine, turning a great wheel to which was attached the ends of nunerous
steel rods, extending away over the top of the earth, running through guides. A rotation of the
wheel gave each of these rods a push and a pull, actuating the punps attached to the other ends
The contraption was punping as the car drove up, but sonme one inside imediately shut it down.
"Cnon in," invited the driver

Doc and Vida Carlaw got out of the car

"If anybody had told me | would ever walk into Qutlaw Tant’s hide-out of ny own accord, al nost



I"d have said they were crazy!" declared the girl.

She and Doc Savage wal ked i nto the punphouse

It was a bare, cold-Iooking place with the snell of crude oil strong
The girl peered about, then gave a violent shriek and whirled

"Run!" she screaned. "Sonebody’'s aiming a rifle through that door!"

DOC SAVAGE, flashing out a bronze hand, stopped her flight.

"You' re on edge," he said. "Take another look at it."

The girl peered, and did not seemrelieved. She could plainly see the pipe pointing at themfrom
the small hole in the door which led into the room housing the punp.

"It's not arifle barrel,"” Doc explained. "It's a piece of gas pipe."

The pl ace where they stood, only partially lighted by the door behind them was a

gr ot esque-1 ooki ng spot. The wheel -+t was turned by a belt running into the engi ne room-was a huge
thing. The rods extending fromit nade a fantastic tangle

The pipe was there for a man to speak through and di sgui se his voice

"This is Tomahawk Tant," said a voice out of the pipe

Doc did not even try to identify the voice. There was no use trying. Com ng through the pipe, it
lost all character. It was hardly understandabl e

"Oh!" said the girl, and started forward. "I'’mgoing to have a ook at that fellow"

"I"d hate to have to shoot a girl," the Tant voice said

Vi da Carl aw st opped

Tant said, "This nmeeting is on the up-and-up. You' re out to get me. All right, but | call you
here, Savage, because | think we can work together."

I f Doc Savage was supposed to make a comment in the pause that foll owed, he did not

Tant continued through the pipe, "I ain’t askin' anything fromyou, Savage. You don't even have
to declare a truce. You can keep on trying to get nme all the tinme."

Doc said, "Then this is not an effort to bargain?"

"l never had to bargain with nobody!" boomed Tant through the pipe. "If guys want to nmake a
trade, they cone to ne! No natter how big they are, they cone to ne!"

Doc decided to puncture the fellow s ego, "Just as this nysterious eneny of yours cane to you to
bar gai n!"

NO SES comi ng out of the pipe sounded as if Tant were choking on the other end of it

"That guy’s why | got you out here!" Tant snarled finally. "He's running ne ragged! He's
slicker’n my crowd! | admt that! | need help! | also notice you haven't grabbed himoff either
Savage! So you need hel p! Let’'s work together!"

Doc said, "A strange bargain! W are not to postpone our private feud?"

"Ain't necessary," said Tant. "I'Il take my chances with you. But this other bird has got ne
worried!"

Vida Carl aw | ooked at Doc Savage

"He's nmore scared of the other man than you!" she said, dryly. "That's not very flattering of

you!"
Tant overheard her and yelled, "Savage ain't got what it takes to hogtie Tomahawk Tant!"
Doc said, "Tant, | nade no promi ses before | was brought here."

"Wt cha nean, prom ses?"

"Prom ses not to grab you!"

A gargle of |aughter came out of the pipe

Under cover of the mirth noise, Doc whispered, so only the girl could bear, "Hold your breath as

|l ong as you can!"

She began to hold her breath. Doc did |ikew se

Doc al so rested his head on his chest, so that his jaw pressed firmy upon his necktie. There was

a crunching sound as the tiny glass balls in a cheesecloth sack broke and rel eased their contents—an
anaesthetic gas | ong ago devel oped by Doc Savage

It was a gas producing a harm ess form of unconsci ousness, but particularly unusual because it
becane ineffective about a mnute after it started to mingle with the air, so that the effects could
be escaped nerely by holding the breath

The iron pipe through which Tomahawk Tant had been speaking fell with a clatter

Doc |unged forward, still holding his breath. He hit the door with a crash and it cane open

I nside the engi ne roomwas darkness

The man who had brought Doc and the girl here cane |leaping in fromoutside, where he had been
keepi ng | ookout. He went down sensel ess al npbst instantly. The gas had not yet dissipated itself

THERE was nore than one man in the engine room sleeping fromthe anaesthetic; Doc counted. Six
of them They were arned |like a nmop-up squad in trench warfare

The mnute went, and Doc called, "It’s all right now, Mss Carlaw"

The girl approached, stopped just inside the engine roomdoor and stared at the figure of



Tomahawk Tant. Tant was easy to identify, because he was holding the pipe close to his lips in his
sl eep.

The girl | ooked as if she were about to faint.

"He was confident | did not know his identity," Doc said. "You see, he was perfectly safe to cone
and go anywhere. The police did not have his picture. And he had established the identity of an
honorabl e oil man."

The girl said nothing, only stared at outlaw Tant.

Tomahawk Tant was her partner, old Reservoir Hill!

Chapter XIX. LAST DI TCH

THE men on the floor snored peacefully amd their litter of machine guns and rifles. They even

had gas masks and grenades, but the masks had done them no good, Doc’s anaesthetic vapor being both
odorl ess and col orl ess.

"How | ong have you been in business with Tant—Reservoir H |1 ?" Doc asked.

Vida Carlaw took two steps backward and swayed a little.

"Five years," she said. Then she nade vague stabbing gestures with her hands. "But why did he do
it? Wiy did he take me into partnershi p? Wy di d—

She fell silent, and her eyes grew wi de and horrified, her luscious skin distinctly |leaden in

tint.

"Ch!" she gasped. "He was using me for a front! | gave the partnership a respectabl e appearance!
| didn't know we had—had Tant—for a partner! Neither did poor Sam Sands, |'msure!"
Doc said, quietly, "That is true, of course. Reservoir Hll, the respectable oil man, would have

respectabl e partners, who would never be connected with Qutlaw Tomahawk Tant, one of the bl oodi est
bandits the sout hwest has known."
The girl | ooked at Tomahawk Tant.

"As Reservoir Hill—-he was al ways—a swell guy!" she said jerkily. "It doesn’t seem possible he
coul d be—Jant!"
"Sone people are excellent actors," Doc told her. "Tant, or Hll, was clever, or he would never

have becone as notorious a—

The bronze man stopped speaking, spun and flung out of the engine roomand across the wheel room
He reached the outer door, stopped as if he had sl apped agai nst something solid, and pitched back
out of sight.

Bi g hail stones seened to hit tin walls and roof of the punphouse-hail stones that went through and
left little round holes that |eaked sunlight. But the hailstones, hitting the steel parts of the

wheel , flattened and becane | ead. The noise the bullets nade was ear-splitting.

"Down!" Doc’s great voice crashed over the uproar.

Vida Carlaw raced to the big wheel, |eaped between its huge spokes, and lay flat.

"Who is it?" she called.

"The man with the black gloves and his crowd," Doc told her. "Sonehow, they have been tipped off

that Tant was hiding out here. They're out to take him"

Doc Savage was working, keeping flat on his stomach, toward the engine room The men in there had
guns. He woul d have to use them although it was his policy never to use such weapons. |ndeed, he
woul d not use themnowto take life, only to stay the charge of the attackers tenporarily.

The bronze man secured a submachine gun, and used it to discharge a short burst in the direction

of the attacking men, who seened to nunber at |east two score.

The men stopped, flopped into ditches, and continued their advance nore slowy. Sonme of them it

coul d be seen, carried grenades, ready to throw them when they were cl ose enough.

DOC SAVAGE di ved between the spokes of the wheel where the girl |ay.

"You drove them of f?" she asked.

"No such luck."

Doc, fishing expertly inside his clothing, extracted a box of nmetal and unscrewed the top. He
poured out into his hand dozens of tiny things that m ght have been BB shot. Leaping erect, he ran
to a spot near the door, then flung the shotlike things outside. An instant |later, he was beside the
girl.

"What were those things?" she asked.

"Chemical pellets," Doc explained. "After they lie there a few nonents, they will absorb

nmoi sture, and becone highly explosive. A slight conpression will set themoff."

"In other words, if they are stepped upon, they will explode," the girl said.

"Right."

They lay there and waited. Bullets continued to open rents in the roof, the walls. The attackers
seenmed to be creeping closer.

"In a mnute, they' Il charge," Doc offered. "W will see what happens.”

He had scarcely spoken when the charge started. Wth a how ing uproar, the nmen rushed. Gun

reports were a mad rattle.

Cane a | ouder explosion. A man screaned. There was a second blast. The chemnical pellets were



expl odi ng.

Doc heaved up, ran toward the door. He had left the subnachine gun Iying there, and it was his
intention to pick it up and perhaps hurry the retreat of the attackers sonmewhat.

But CQutl aw Tomahawk Tant —Reservoir H || —anme chargi ng out of the engine room sw nging a heavy
wrench. He | eaped upon Doc Savage, striking nadly.

"I"ll teach you to nonkey with Tomahawk Tant!" he squaw ed.

He was still dizzy fromthe effects of the anaesthetic gas, and did not know that his nortal
eneny was staging an attack.

Doc sparred warily with him The tough old fellow was fast on his feet, a dangerous custoner.
Then the door suddenly filled with nen. They had circled the grenades of chem cals, and were
charging in. Like an aval anche, they cane.

The fight that was waged in the confines of the punphouse was a classic. Man after man dropped,
and Doc seemed to becone a phantom whi ch neither | ead nor human hands coul d touch.

How t hat scrap woul d have term nated, had the bronze man gone on with his fighting, never was
det erm ned. Sonethi ng happened that stopped him

"Get the bronze guy alive, if you can!" a voice how ed.

"The chief will want to talk to ‘im"

Instantly upon hearing that, Doc Savage stopped fighting.

The men rushed in, and seized Doc Savage, all of themthat could |lay hands upon him Sone one
brought a gunny sack, and they dragged this over the bronze man’s head, then tied it.

Hi s easy surrender hadn't fool ed them

"He figures we'll take ‘“imto the chief, and he'll then bust |oose and nmop up on the chief," a

man said. "Whn't he be fooled!'"

They took Doc, the girl, Tomahawk Tant, and Tant’'s nmen, put themall in cars and drove away.

After about an hour and a half of driving, Doc Savage’'s sensitive nostrils caught the odor of crude
oil. The car stopped while some one got out and opened a gate, and when the machi ne went on, grass

coul d be heard draggi ng agai nst the undersi de.

"Bring theminto the roomwhere the others are!" said the voice of the black-gloved nman.

Doc was shoved through a door, and the door then slammed, naking such a sound as to indicate it
was a heavy and strong door.

"I"I'l be superanual gamated!" said the voice of big-worded Johnny.

DOC SAVAGE stood perfectly still.

"Pi pe down, Johnny!" advised Monk’s snmall voice. "W were so sure you were dead that when you
talk, it still seems to nme |ike your spook had cone back!"

Doc Savage worked at the sack over his head. He got it off just in time to see Vida Carl aw,

Tant —er Reservoir H |l —and the other Tant followers shoved into a great room which had concrete
wal I s and no wi ndows.

d anci ng about, Doc saw just about every one concerned in the nystery of the red, jellylike
devils fromthe depth of the earth. Hs five aids were there, all very nuch alive.

Long Tom the electrical wi zard, said, "They just finished giving us a heck of a scare, Doc! They
t ook each one of us out and rigged up a fake business so that we thought they were feeding us to the
red devils! The idea was to nake us tal k!"

Ham put in, "Monk actually fainted, he got so scared when his turn cane!"

"That’s a lie!" Mnk yell ed.

Bi g-fisted Renny runbl ed at Monk and Ham "Don't you two japes ever get tired of fighting with
one anot her ?"

Al onzo Cugg, sitting in a corner with no expression except the usual fear in his eyes, said,
"Centl emen, are you thinking about personalities, or ways of getting out of this ness?"

Doc finished glancing over the crom. One was m ssing.

"Where is Enoch Andershott?" the bronze man asked.

"They took himoff," Mnk grunted. "They al so took out one of Tant's nen. They nust’ve scared the
fellowinto telling where Tant’s hang-out was, fromthe way they were how ing around."

Reservoir H Il gritted, "So that's how they found me!"

Monk | ooked stunned. He leaped to his feet. "What'd ny ears just do to ne?"

Reservoir Hi Il held silence.

"Are you Tomahawk Tant?" Monk yel | ed.

Since Reservoir H Il didn't answer, Doc said, "He is."

Monk opened and shut his nouth, apparently could think of nothing el se to do, and sat down
muttering. "Well, | hope to go on a diet of crude oil, which I'"mbeginnin’ to hate sonethin’ huge!"
Men cane in the door and pointed rifles at Doc Savage.

"Conme out!" they ordered. "W’ re gonna give you sone attention!"

They only wanted to search him They did it, stripping himto the skin, and all of the tinme

keepi ng hi mcovered with guns.

They put his pocketed vest on the rickety table which stood to one side of the room There was a
tel egraph key and a sounder on this table, but they did not |look as if they had been used in a |l ong



tinme. Through the huge w ndows, |ong unwashed, Doc Savage got a | ook at the surrounding country. It
was not what he expected.

THERE were giant oil storage tanks all around the place.

A tank farm as these collections of storage tanks were called in oilfield parlance! Al nost half
a hundred of the huge tanks nust surround this building, each encircled by a small dike to catch the
oil should the tank spring a | eak.

The tanks did not |look large at this distance, but Doc knew they were fifty-five-thousand-barrel
giants, that being the usual storage tank size in this area. Too, there were tiny streaks of |eakage
on the tanks and other indications which pointed to nost of thembeing full of crude oil.

The tank farm seenmed to be situated in a valley, with rolling hills on either side, hills of sone
hei ght .

As for the building in which Doc was being held, that was a punping station, or had been, for it
was apparently not used now. The building was a substantial one of brick and concrete.

Doc eyed the tel egraph instruments, once used by a gauging operator in reporting to his oil

di spatcher in the head office. Too bad they were not connected, as it was plain to see they were
not .

The men stood about Doc’s unusual vest for a tine, curiously exam ning the unusual gadgets
therein. They turned tiny phials of chemcals in their hands, exam ned gl ass balls hol ding other
chemi cals, and peered at intricate, conpact devices.

"W’ re gonna nonkey around until we get hell blowed outta us!" a man nuttered. "W better |et
this stuff al one!”

They sl ammed Doc back into the room which had no wi ndow and a stout door. The other prisoners
eyed the bronze man anxiously.

"They di d nothing but search ne," Doc expl ai ned.

"l can't understand their holding off on us!" Mnk grunted.

"They won’t hold off on us for long!" grunted old Reservoir Hll.

Doc eyed him "Mnd telling us how you got involved in this, Tant, or Hll, or whatever your nane
is?"

RESERVO R HI LL shoved out his jaw fiercely, and becane Qutlaw Tant, Ol ahoma Badman, as far as
appear ances went.

"This masterm nd who's hol ding us prisoner—

"Know who he is?" Doc interposed.

“"No! Do you?"

Doc ignored the query and said, "Go on with your story!"

"All right,” HIll growed with Tant fierceness. "This honbre got in touch with me, see? He wanted
me to pitch in and help himw th nmy nob. He explained that he had di scovered these infernal red

nonsters conming outt’a the ground through an oil well, and had | earned how to control ‘em He was
gonna—wel I, you know what he was gonna do. He was starting in the Indian Dome Field. And that was
the catch!"

"Your oil property was in the Indian Dome Field," Doc said. "That was the reason. The first
victimwas to be the Sands-CarlawHill |ease?"

"Listen, | got nore property than ny share of that lease in the Indian Done Field! | own a dozen
| eases under different names! 1’1l have you know I’ma nillionaire, I am And nobody concerned

suspected ne of being Tant!"

"So you refused to take part in this other man's plot, because your own hol dings were to be the
first one’s stolen?"

"That’s the idea. Anyhow, | ain't a guy who likes to take orders from nobody. This other mnmug was
pushing in on ny territory, | figured. That kinda hel ped ne decide to tie into ‘im™"

"Whi ch was your mistake," some one said, dryly.

The door opened again, and the nmen with rifles cane in. They canme over and prodded Doc Savage.
"You better say good-by this tine," one of the riflenen grow ed, "because you ain't comn’ back!"

Chapter XX. THE BLAZE OF GLORY

MONK and Ham got up fromthe floor, where they had been sitting, and the bronze nan’s other aids
grew tense. They were fully intent on starting to fight, despite the nmuzzles of guns nmenacing them
"No!" Doc said sharply.

"Listen, Doc!" Mnk growl ed. "You ve been searched! |’ve seen you do sone inpossible things, but
you won't neke it this tine! These cookies are tough, and they’'re gonna finish you off!"

"Keep your heads!" Doc said, again sharply.

Then he added five words in a tongue which hinself and his five aids used when they did not want
to be understood by listeners. It was Mayan, an ancient |anguage, lost to the so-called civilized
wor | d.

"And be ready to help," Doc said in Myan.

Monk and the others were good actors. They showed no sign that the words neant anything



favorabl e. Instead, they | ooked nore worried than before, if possible, and clenched their fists and
surged forward threateningly.

"Keep back!" Doc yelled at them keeping up the deception.

Doc Savage was now haul ed out of the room the door of which was then slamred.

In the big roominto which the bronze man was dragged, a nunber of heavily arnmed nmen stood about.
They all stared at the bronze giant with great interest, and since he was weaponl ess and they had
firearms, and al so since they outnunbered hima score or nore to one, they were not afraid.

On the table, far to one side, lay the stuff, which had been taken from Doc. They took pains that
he did not wal k near it as they marched hi macross the chanber and to a door which probably led to
what had originally been a small storeroom Several nen sneered. One or two | aughed jeeringly.

Doc Savage stopped. The nen leading himtried to yank himon, but suddenly found thensel ves

al nost hel pl ess. The bronze man did not attenpt to escape; he nmerely turned slowy. It was strange,
the effect this had. Every man in the room becane silent.

Doc al | owed t hem about ten seconds—ong enough for the silence to have its effect, but not |ong
enough for it to wear off.

"You nen," Doc Savage said, "are dooned!"

Hi s flexible voice had becone deep-tinbered and sonorous, and in it was a quality of sepul chral
unreality. It was as if a ghostly apparition had spoken.

"Before many m nutes pass, you will feel the first clutches of death!" Doc said, solemly.

After that, he began to nake his weird, trilling noise. He could, if he desired, nake this

consci ously, although on ordinary occasions the sound came w thout thought. Indeed, it was sonetinmes
a cause of embarrassment.

The trilling sound nmounted and nounted, and fromits usual resenblance to a wayward breeze
trickling through the naked boughs of some thick forest, arose and arose until it became a banshee,
hungry sound. And throughout, it held its ventriloquial quality, so that none in the roomcould tell
for certain fromwhence it cane.

A man broke under the strain and bawl ed, "CGet ‘imoutta here!"

They haul ed Doc into an adj acent room

PRI NCI PAL item of equipnent in this roomwas a wooden trough, which seened to be lined with | ead.
It was not nore than a foot deep, about two and a half w de, and seven |ong.

The trough was standing about half full of a vile-looking liquid, which gave off funes that

al nost instantly started the eyes watering.

Several men still grasped Doc Savage. The bronze nman ignored them and | ooked around.

Over in one corner |lay several strange-looking objects.

Soft, porous slabs of sponge rubber! Stout little balloons of rubber filled with some |iquid,
probably water. Sheets of crépe rubber. To sonme of these sheets were attached sl ender |engths of
banmboo; to all of themwere attached strings.

Red, every one of the things! The hideous salnon tint of the "nonsters" fromthe depths of the
earth!

The man with the black gloves came in, saw Doc Savage | ooking at the array of rubber stuff, and
chuckl ed.

"You' ve probably guessed it by now," he said. "Them rubber things is what we’'ve been using to
make people think they saw nonsters!"”

Doc Savage sai d not hi ng.

"There ain't no earth devils!" the man rapped, sharply. "You savvy that? There ain't any! W had
that wildcat well on the Sands-CarlawH |l |ease fixed with the pipe tapped underground, so we could
pul | some of the rubber paraphernalia in and out. We even poured acid inside the casing so the pipe
woul d be eaten away and peopl e woul d think the nonsters could even di gest steel."

Doc held his silence.

The bl ack-gl oved man | aughed harshly.

"W even had sonme stuff fixed up out of the acids and stuff that nmake up digestive juices!" he
barked. "W snmeared that along the ground to leave a trail to make ‘emthink the nobnsters were
crawl i ng around!"

Doc was | ooking, now, at the trough full of fluid.

"Trough full of acid," said the man. "It don't take long to destroy a body or partially destroy
it! That's the nonster’s digester!"

He lifted a gun and stepped forward.

"Does your chief know you are doing this?" Doc asked, sharply.

"Sure, and why not? He's outside, hangi ng around where he won't be seen, until you and your men
and Tant are out of the way. Wy?"

"Curiosity," Doc said.

"Yeah? Well, forget him W' re gonna knock you sensel ess and put you in the trough. Wen all of
you is eaten up by the acid but your head, we're gonna take that in and showit to the girl and sone
of the others, who we’'re gonna turn | oose. But not to any of your nen, see!"

He lifted his gun.



DOC SAVAGE said, sharply. "Just a nonment! Suppose you go into the other roomand see how your
friends are getting al ong?"

The bl ack-gl oved man scow ed at Doc, hesitated, then snarled, "If this is a trick, it'll be too
bad!" and went out.

He was back al npbst instantly.

"What’' d you do to thenP" he shrieked. "Conme on! You gotta stop what’'s happening to ‘enml”

Doc was seized and haul ed back into the | arge room

The men there | ooked as if sonmething horrible was happening to them Their flesh seemed to be
turning a hideous purple in color, and bulging up in blisters. They pawed at thensel ves, nuttered,
occasi onal | y groaned.

One | ooked at Doc Savage and yelled, "It's that bronze guy! He said—

"Shut up!" gritted the man with the bl ack gl oves.

The man with the black gl oves seened to be having troubles of his own. He scratched hinself,

pi nched up folds of his skin and | ooked at it. The better to do this, he renpved his black gloves.
The reason for his wearing the gloves was instantly apparent. H s hands had been scarred terribly
by some accident in the past. They could be recogni zed instantly.

"Do somet hing about this!" he roared at Doc.

The bronze man, showi ng no sign that he considered the request strange, considering that they had
been on the point of killing him said, "Mnk can help you. This stuff is nmerely burns caused by an
acid which was in nmy carry-all vest. The acid nust have been spilled. It is really a gas with sone
of the burning properties of nmustard gas."

Doc did not add another fact which would have astounded the man with the scarred hands—that the
acid had been in tiny glass containers which could be broken by certain frequencies of sound waves.
The gl ass containers had a certain vibrating point; and a sound of that frequency would start
themvibrating in synmpathy, with the result that they shattered thensel ves when a certain strength
of synpathetic vibration was reached.

It was the sane nmethod by which the fanopus singer, Caruso, was able to break wi ne gl asses, except
that in this case it had been Doc’s trilling sound, lifted to great volunme, which had done the job.
"Monk can fix an antidote!" Doc yelled. Then, as if he were angry, and expressing his rage in the
inmprecations of a foreign tongue, he said loudly in Mayan, "Mnk, the rest of you, be ready to nake
a break for it when they unlock the door!"

Doc’s aids heard, and acted on the suggestion, it seened, for the next instant the punp station
becane filled with shouting and yelling and uproar.

THE sudden burst of fighting distracted the men in the big room Doc, |unging sidew se, smashed a
fist at the man who wore bl ack gl oves to hide his scarred hands. The fell ow dropped.

Doc yelled in Mayan, "Don't fight them Run for it!"

The bronze man knew the foes, once they discovered there was nothing nore serious than a bad acid
vapor burn wong with them would fight with a will.

Doc hinself dived for a door, got through it.

G ass broke to the left. It was a wi ndowpane crashing out. Monk came into view, whirled and
caught Vida Carlaw as sone one heaved her out. Renny, Long Tom Johnny and Ham fol |l owed. Al were
burned by the funes.

An armed man came charging out of the big roomafter Doc. The acid vapor had affected his eyes,

and he could see not too well. Doc hit him The nman, in falling, chanced to throw his gun in the
direction of Mink and the others.
Al onzo Cugg, fright still in his eyes, was clinbing through the wi ndow out of the punphouse. He

hit the ground, saw the fallen gun, and sprang for it. He got it.

"“I"1l finish you, anyhow " he shri eked.

He pointed the gun at Doc Savage.

Probably he wouldn’t have hit Doc, because the bronze nman was weavi ng forward, and Cugg coul d see
none too well. But Monk was closer, hauled off, and kicked Alonzo Cugg in the tenple, then expertly
caught Cugg’s gun as it flew out of the man's sensel ess fingers.

"First | knowed Cugg was one of the crooks!" Mk gul ped.

Doc’s aids ran away fromthe punphouse, helping Vida Carlaw to nake speed.

Doc waited. Tant—Reservoir Hill—did not appear.

"Tant!" Doc called, sharply. "Conme on!"

"Hell with you!" roared the old reprobate’s voice. "As Reservoir Hill, | mght run, but as
Tomahawk Tant, ne and ny honbres is gonna cl ean house here! Then we’'re gonna get you yoursel f!"
Doc did not argue. He spun and drifted away fromthe punping station with the speed of a
hard-driven cl oud.

H'S aids and Vida Carl aw had al ready reached the di ke around an oil tank, and they tucked behind
this barricade.
Bul l ets began to pass close to Doc, neking whistling snick! noises, but he reached the bank and



di ved over it

"Boy, oh, boy!" Mnk groaned. "Does that acid vapor burn! | feel like |I'd been skinned alive!"
"You | ook as if you were made for skinning!" Hamsaid, referring slightingly to Monk’s furry

hi de

Doc said, "Wiichever side wins that fight, it nakes no difference to us. They' Il be after us
Come on!"

They ran around the big oil tank, got it between thenselves and the old punp station, and by
runni ng madly, reached the shelter of another dike

Monk paused to peer backward. There was shooting at the station, a great deal of it

Tomahawk Tant was still inside the station with his men who had been taken prisoners. They nust
have sei zed weapons fromtheir late captors. Tant coul d be heard squawl i ng, and there was a nad rage
in his voice which one woul d never have suspected, after knowing himin the garrul ous personality of
Reservoir Hill.

The | eader of the other crowd was assenbling his nen outside, bawing orders at them The figure
of this fellow who had tried to foist a nythical earth nonster off on the oil fields as a death
device to gain control of |eases, could be seen plainly.

Monk recogni zed this nasterm nd

"Bl azes!" he howed. "C nmere an’ see who's got horns and a spike on his tail!"

Renny heaved up and had a | ook. "Holy cow"

Doc Savage said, "It is Enoch Andershott."

"Enoch Andershott is the |eader!" Renny agreed. "But when'd you guess it?"

"When he told about the nonsters besieging himin his house," Doc said, quietly. "It was obvious
he was lying, telling us his partner, Cugg, was kidnaped, so that they could decoy us on a fake
chase after him a chase that would lead us into a trap!"

"But you went ahead into the trap, anyway!" Renny booned

Doc said, with a trace of wyness, "Wen they laid the anbush on the cliff road, it was sooner

t han expected."

"Lookit!" Mnk grunted, and pointed

Enoch Andershott was | eading his nob in flight fromthe punp station

Tomahawk Tant and his men charged out after them

TWO of Andershott’s men were shot down before they reached the nearest dike around a huge oi

tank and popped over it. They began to shoot over the bank at Tant’s crowd.

The outlaws pronptly dived into a convenient ditch below the oil storage tank and began to return
the fire. The whack of rifles was erratic and vicious, and bullets made fantastic singing sounds in
t he sky.

"Reminds ne of the old days in the G eat War!" grunted Renny

Doc said, "Stay here!"

"What cha gonna do?" Monk yel | ed

"Hel p whichever side seens to be losing!" Doc told him "If we can keep themfighting |ong

enough, we’'ll have nore of a chance of thrashing the survivor."

But sonet hi ng happened before the bronze man could put his idea into practice

Tomahawk Tant’'s nen had been shooting with their nost powerful rifles, at the oil storage tank

The bul l ets had penetrated the sheet steel, and oil was | eaki ng down.

A firebrand cane arching fromthe ditch where the Tant outlaws lay and fought. It arched over the
di ke around the oil tank, and fell within. It did not acconplish its purpose

Another flaming nmissile was thrown. This one did better. It struck the leaking oil. Instantly,
this burst into flame

Then canme what the Tant outlaws had not expected. The flames clinbed up and reached gas escaping
fromtop vents of the tank. The tank was only partially full of crude oil, so there was plenty of
roomfor the gas to collect. The tank hel d thousands of cubic feet of it

The gas went up in a titanic zo-o-ml The tank top, falling apart as it arose, went hundreds of
feet in the air. Sides of the tank split outward, disgorging flamng oil

There was too nuch of the oil for the dike to hold. It sloshed over, and went pouring toward the
ditch where Tant and his nmen lay. G eat sheets of the flam ng stuff sloshed over them driven by the
expl odi ng gas

Wthin the next few nonents, the whole scene of the fight was flami ng oil, and bl ack snoke was
beginning to arise in a cloud that would crawl |ike a black snake for mles along the
count rysi de—sol e nmonunent to two nobs of nen whose creed had been to take by force such things as
they m ght want.

For both crowds, the portions of themengaged in the fight at the time, perished in the oil fire.
And that neant the | eaders of both factions died. There were, of course, other nenbers of both
sides, probably nunmbering in the scores scattered over the countryside, but these probably |ost no
tine in fleeing Cklahona. At |east, they were never heard fromagain, nor could a trace be found of
them al though Doc Savage had his five aids | ooking about for them



DOC SAVAGE, while his aids sought outlaws and Andershott followers, attended to the final details
of getting the earth nonster scare quieted. It was not hard. G| men are quick to adapt thensel ves.
There was one nore surprising devel opnment. Tomahawk Tant’s will—+o0 be nore exact, Reservoir

Hill s will.

He had | eft everything—ncluding the properties he owned under other nanes—to Vida Carl aw.

Vida refused to have anything to do with the | egacy. Doc discussed the natter with her. There was
no reason why she did not have a legal right to the wealth. She was adamant, didn’'t want anything to
do with it. They conprom sed by establishing with the funds one of the largest free hospitals in the
world in Okl ahoma.

Renny, the big-fisted engineer, went over the prelimnary plans with Vida Carlaw. Renny was al so
sonmet hing of an architect, and he had al so become somewhat enanored of pretty Vida Carlaw, and

vol unteered his services.

In fact, he gave the young |l ady quite a rush—and Mnk and Ham | earned sonet hing. Monk and Ham had

I ong considered thensel ves the lady-killers of Doc’s little group. But in the present instance,
big-fisted Renny left themat the post. They didn’'t have a chance.

Monk and Ham t ook their disgust out on each other. It got to a point where it really did | ook as

if they would nmurder each other. Even their pets, Habeas and Chenistry, which had been in the Tul sa
hotel throughout, took to eating each other at every chance.

The com ng of THE MENTAL W ZARD mi ght have kept them from actual mayhem Certainly, the nystery

of THE MENTAL W ZARD was a thing so astounding, and so startling in its possibilities that it

conpl etely occupied their attention—+o say nothing of nearly costing themtheir |ives.

It was strange, the beginning of the nystery of THE MENTAL W ZARD. A plane, a plane |ong believed
to be lost, cane flying out of the South Anerican jungles. In it was a young man, the pilot, whom
the world had given up hope of seeing alive again, years before. Riding beside himwas a young
wonman, a young worman dressed in fantastic garnents, speaking a | anguage none coul d under st and.

THE END



