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Chapter |. SH PWRECKS TO ORDER

THE di sappearance of WIliam Harper Littlejohn attracted no public attention whatever. The reason
for this was sinple. The public never |earned about it.

Wl liam Harper Littlejohn was a very fanobus man. It was inpossible that, if ten average nmen on

the street should be stopped and asked who W1 liam Harper Littlejohn was, they would not have had
the slightest idea; but, in his field, WIlliamHarper Littlejohn was tops. His field was archaeol ogy
and geol ogy. Wherever nmen are interested in such things, he was known.

Wl liam Harper Littlejohn's di sappearance was sinple. He had chartered a ship and was taking an

ar chaeol ogi cal expedition to the Gal apagos |sl ands, below the equator in the Pacific Ccean. The
Gal apagos are said to be the world' s strangest islands. WIliam Harper Littlejohn sinply

di sappeared. The ship vani shed al so. The whol e expedition, too.

It could not have been that their radio nerely failed. There were three radio transmitters on the
expedi tion ship. No, there was sone other reason. It was strange.

Just how strange it was, no one had any idea at the beginning of the thing.

W 1liam Harper Littlejohn happened to be one of the five men associated with that remarkabl e man
of mystery, Doc Savage. Word of his disappearance reached Doc Savage at his New York headquarters.
Doc Savage acted pronptly.

Two of Doc Savage's aids -- he had five of themaltogether -- were on a vacation cruise in the
yacht Seven Seas, which chanced to be off the coast of Pananm, in the Pacific. Aboard the yacht also
was Patricia Savage, a renarkabl e young wonan, whose relationship to Doc Savage was that of cousin.
Pat had gone along for the trip, she clained; but it was to be suspected that she was | ooking for
exci tement.

If she was | ooking for excitement, she was certainly destined to find it.

Doc Savage, man of bronze, individual of nystery, nental wi zard and physical narvel -- to quote
the newspapers -- sent a radiogramto the yacht Seven Seas headed for the Gal apagos to | ook for
Wl liam Harper Littlejohn, who was better known as "Johnny," and his expedition.

The Seven Seas was now about to slam headlong into nore trouble than those aboard woul d ever have
bel i eved possi bl e.

THE Seven Seas was riding a radi o beamradi ated, by special courtesy on the part of the powerful
United States Naval radio station, fromthe Panana Canal Zone. This beam sinplified navigation, and
they were riding it straight for the Gal apagos.

Bri gadi er General Theodore Marl ey Brooks stood on the dripping deck of the Seven Seas and stared
into an imensity of black sky and bl acker water. Cccasionally he scow ed anxi ously upward at the
radi o rigging. Water sl apped and phosphoresced around the bow.

Ri ght now, the yacht was rolling in a huge ground swell, rolling alarmngly. Rivets strained and
bul kheads creaked. There was at |least half a gale blowing, and it made noises in the rigging like
the sighs of dying men.

Bri gadi er General Theodore Marl ey Brooks was commonly called "Ham " a nane which he did not Iike.
He now frowned darkly and nade his way to the pitching bridge.

"This is dangerous," he snapped. "W may run onto a reef any mnute."

"Don't | know it?" a surprisingly childlike voice retorted fromthe sem darkness of the bridge.
"This ground swell is bad -- mighty bad. Wien it piles up like this, it nmeans the water is getting
shal | ow. "



Ham snapped, "But | thought you said --

"Sonet hing screwy, " piped the childlike voice. "According to your |log, we're supposed to have
nore than a hundred nmiles between us and the. nearest |and."

A young worman joined themon the bridge. She was a very striking young woman to | ook at, having
not only a lovely face, but hair of a very unusual bronze color and eyes which actually | ooked
gol den. She was Patricia Savage, who | oved excitenent.

"l wish you'd ask your old ocean to behave," she requested, cheerfully. "I've been thrown out of
ny bunk three tinmes in the last fifteen mnutes. | gave it up."
"Sonmething is wong, Pat,” Hamtold her. "W're getting into a big ground swell. That neans we

are near land, or at least in shoal water. And that is very nuch inpossible."

Pat wal ked over to the second man on the bridge. "Just what is the trouble, Mnk?" she asked.
The man addressed as "Mnk" sat in the shadows, hunched |ike a bul ky Buddha over an

audi o-frequency anplifier. H s thick hands indicated the apparatus containing vacuum tubes for
increasing the voltage and power of radi o beacon signals.

"These direction-finding doodads have gone plain haywire," he insisted in that small squeaky

voi ce.

Ham j oined themand listened to the signal pulsations comng fromthe |oudspeaker. He said, "The
beat frequency is sounding just as it should. We are certainly not off the course as broadcast to us
fromthe governnent radi o beacon in the Canal Zone."

"We're right in the beam all right," Mnk grunted. "The A wave is jamed with the N waves so you
don't hear any dots -- just a blur of dashes. W can't be off our course, but we nust be."

"I npossi bl e!" snapped Ham "Qur gonionmeter, with its new type anplifier devel oped by Doc Savage
himsel f, insures that the direction finder couldn't go wong. And the United States governnent
station is transmtting the beamto us."

THE word exchange had the rather unexpected effect of throwi ng Monk into what | ooked |like a very
vi ol ent rage.

"You tellin" me, you courtroomfop?" Mnk grow ed belligerently at Ham

"Don't get tough with nme, you missing link," Ham snapped. "I'll make shark bait out of you!"
Monk pushed back fromthe radi o apparatus and squared off threateningly before Ham

"Who says |' mwong?" he demanded in a voice no |onger nouse |ike.

"l did, you ape," Ham snapped.

"You're a liar besides bein' a shyster |lawer," Mnk bellowed. "I'mright, and you know darned
well that I'mright!"
Pat said dryly, "I wonder if you know what you're quarreling over."

The two nmen pretended not to hear. Ham and Monk seened al ways on the point of taking each other
apart violently. The mildest word fromone was likely to set the other off in a rage; but it was
only on rare occasions that their ennmty extended beyond the tal ki ng stage.

Patricia Savage cast an idle glance around the horizon, She started violently.

"Look!" she cried. "Ahead there, a bit to port. Geen and red |lights!"

"Huh?" Monk jerked around. "Channel |ights that sounds I|ike."

Ham stared intently, forgot himself and his feud with Mnk. "Channel lights they are, but they
were not there a mnute ago."

Monk's smal|l eyes blinked rapidly. "It ain't possible."

"Some mistake," Hamnmuttered. "No |ights are indicated on the chart."

Pat pointed at them and said, "There they are," with inescapabl e fem nine | ogic.

Ham and Monk crowded forward for another inspection of the charts. They offered a strange
contrast in appearance, these two nen. Hamwas neticulously attired in a blue marine uniform a blue
cap with its insignia in gold set jauntily on his head. He carried a slender black cane. He was
handsome, lithe, and wore his clothes |ike a fashion plate.

Monk, on the contrary, wore a not too white pair of duck pants, winkled across the thighs and
bagged at the knees. An enornmous green-and-white-striped undershirt fitted around his barrel chest
like a circus tent slipped on over an el ephant. Rusty hair stuck out on his bullet |ike head |ike
mashed bristles on a wire brush. The hair grew | ow down on his forehead, half burying his ears,

al most neeting his scrubby eyebrows. H s honely face was nostly nmouth and flat nose. H's body was
nearly as wide as it was long and his fists hung down alnpst to his knees. In fact, he did not |ook
like a man. He resenbl ed an ani abl e ape.

It was a mistake to judge either of these two by appearances. Ham was no fop. He was one of the
nmost astute | awyers Harvard had ever turned out. And Monk, as Lieutenant Col onel Andrew Bl odgett
Mayfair, was recognized as one of the greatest, living, industrial chemsts.

The greatest claimto distinction of these two men, however, was that they were menbers of Doc
Savage's group of five remarkable aids. That al one nade them unusual, for each of the bronze man's
five aids was a master of some particul ar profession.

Pat went over now and di sconnected the robot control which had been steering the ship.

"Shall | hold to the channel l|ights?" she asked, swi nging the wheel slightly over.

"l don't like this," Ham said, uneasily. "There should be no harbor at all near us, |east of all

a lighted harbor, even a lighted channel. But there is nothing else to do."



"Why not?" Mnk demanded. "We don't have to go in that channel, do we? --if there is a channel."
Ham snapped, "It's worth investigating. That is what | nean."

It looked as if their perpetual quarrel were going to break out again.

Pat sol ved the problemby turning the Seven Seas toward the channel markers.

THE yacht was caught in a choppy cross-current now, and the wind was rising. It no |onger sighed
like men at death's door. It wailed and how ed.

Ham went to the end of the bridge and clung to the railing to keep frombeing pitched off the
violently tilting craft into the boil of black water around them In spite of the wi nd, the night
was oppressive, nmuggy, wWith a faint sul phurous snmell. Suddenly a flickering glow, as of sheet
lightning, sprang into life, tinging the | ow hanging cl ouds.

Ham made a mi stake. He dismissed it at first as ordinary lightning. Then he saw that there was
sonmet hing different about these |um nous flashes. They were weird, unearthly. They stained the

| ow- hangi ng cl ouds a bl oody red.

Ham heard a rasped breath behind himand was startled into whirling. It was Mnk.

"Red lightnin'," Mnk uttered, hanging on against the fetid, sul phurous wind at the deck tip.
"That's funny-lookin', ain't it?"

Again the gory |ight rmushroomed out under the clouds. It was nore sustained, brighter this tine,
and it showed themthings. Of to one side bulked a shore line; but this did not strike themwth
terror. Pat called attention to the thing that did.

"Look!" she screamed. "Look! Al around us!"

"Hard al ee!" Monk squal |l ed. "Engines reversed!"

The fantastic red |ight went out.

"Did you see?" Ham gasped in the silence that followed. "There nust be two dozen ships, big and
little, wecked all around us."

"And the devil only knows where we are,"” Mnk gul ped. "I'm gonna back this boat, turn around, get
outta here an' wait for daylight."

"A whol e graveyard of wecked ships," Pat gasped. "Red lightning that smells of sul phur!"

Pat's voice sounded, it seened, rather cheerful.

"You always did like trouble, didn't you?" Mnk grunted at her.

"And nystery," Pat added. "Il eat it up."

There nust have been a tide that carried the Seven Seas to one side, or sonething. They were in
reverse, exactly retracing the course they had been sailing, when it happened.

A curling wave lifted the bow of the Seven Seas high in the water and hurled it down. The yacht
shuddered with a wenching shock that knocked Monk and Ham sprawl i ng on the wet deck. There was a
ni ght mare of grinding and scrapings as steel plates were wenched fromthe hull by jagged coral.
Caught fast on the submerged reef, the craft did not rise with the next wave. She heel ed half
over instead, with a groaning of tortured steel; and the wave washed in an aval anche of water over
t he deck.

Ham and Monk were battered against the anchor wi nch. They staggered up, half drowned, to claw
their way toward the bridge.

"Aid Pat, if she needs it," Mnk bellowed. "M, |I'magoin" for Habeas Corpus!"

Habeas Corpus was Mnk's cherished pet pig. He never went anywhere w thout the animal, nmuch to
Ham s di sgust and frequent infuriation.

A streak of light, blue-white, darted fromthe Seven Sea's bridge, knifed across the rock-fanged
wat er .

"Turn that searchlight off," Ham shouted to Pat, as he went down again under a drenching
Cross-wave.

"It'll help us see to swimashore," Pat protested.

"I't'"1l draw sharks," Ham snapped, as he caught the life preserver Pat threw him

"So you're afraid of sharks," Pat said.

But she switched of f the searchlight and joined Ham at the subnerged rail. Mnk appeared on deck

an instant later with the squealing, kicking arnful of razorback hog that was Habeas Corpus.
Habeas Corpus had a snout |ike a wood-rasp, flopping coal-scuttle ears, long ungainly |egs. The
special life preserver which Mnk had previously fashioned for Habeas did not inprove his
appearance. |t added to his buoyancy, however. Mnk junped into the water with the wet pig.

"That hog' |l draw sharks," Ham yell ed.

"Habeas, he fights sharks!" Mnk roared back. "Cone on!"

PAT and Ham went overboard, Hamstill holding tightly to his slimblack cane which was al nost as
much a part of himas his shirt. The cane was in reality a form dabl e weapon -- a sword cane. Its
i nnocent - appeari ng exterior sheathed a |l ength of gleam ng steel, the point of which had been
inmpregnated with a chemical capable of producing al nbst instant unconsci ousness.

Under the red lightning glare, surf on all sides broke against hidden reefs, churning the water
to a bloody froth. But Pat and Ham canme through the barrage of wave-dashed rocks and reel ed, half
drowned and gaspi ng, onto a nangrove-studded beach. Mnk swashed ashore cl ose behind them hol ding
t he squirm ng Habeas Corpus under an armwith difficulty.

"That hog'll kick a rib out for you sonme day," Ham warned, breathing hard.



"Lay off Habeas Corpus," Mnk gasped, "or I'Il be kickin' out sone ribs on ny own account."

The red | um nance bl ooned again against the clouds. It crawl ed and withed, disappeared, and

bl anketed out again |like a bloody mist floating in air.

"What is it?" Pat demanded, shivering in spite of the sultry night.

"Not hi ng supernatural,” Ham expl ai ned. "You notice the color on the clouds does not seep through
fromabove. The light is reflected fromunderneath -- "

"There's an active vol cano sonewhere on the island,"” Mnk sumed up.

Pat pressed water out of her drenched hair. "Do you suppose here's where Johnny is?"

"We'll have to find out," Hamsaid, grimy.

"One thing 1'd like to clear nyself on," Pat said earnestly. "The shipweck. | was hol ding dead
in the mddle of the channel when it happened."”
"Yeah," Monk agreed, "it wasn't your fault."

"Thi s shipweck was arranged,” Ham said, om nously.

"Sonme one on this island set those lights so we'd run slamon the reef, you nean?" Mnk

nut t er ed.

Ham sai d soberly, "Some one drew us a hundred nmiles off our course and wecked us. W're up

agai nst sonmething really sinister."

"Kinda wi sh Doc was here," Mnk announced. The next nmonent he was wishing it even nore

violently.

Attracted perhaps by the blue-white searchlight beam which had | anced out fromthe Seven Seas a
nonment after she had gone on the rocks, shadowy man-figures |oosened fromthe darkly entw ned
mangrove thicket and bore down upon the castaways, brandishing short clubs and shrieking a harsh un
intelligible gibberish.

Chapter |1. | SLAND OF HORROR

THE dimy seen attackers, twenty or nore, rushed out of the mangroves in a solid wave. Ham and
Monk thrust Pat behind, then met the attack -- Hamw th his sword cane, Mnk with his

grani te-knuckl ed fists.

Ham dropped two of the assailants with deft thrusts of the sword cane. He was careful not to

al | ow t he val uabl e cane, tipped with the unconsci ousness-produci ng chem cal, to be struck; in fact,
Ham was nore regardful of the cane than of hinself.

Unexpectedl y, there was an ugly-soundi ng whack, and Ham st aggered back groggily froma club which
had bl udgeoned past his guard. Dazedly, he saw the club lift again. But it did not descend. Not with
any wei ght behind it. There was a rap of knuckles against a jaw as Monk's long armjabbed out and
knocked the cl ub-sw nger off his feet.

Ham recovered his bal ance and got his deadly sword cane into use again.

"Let's charge 'em" Mnk squaw ed.

"Righto," Ham agreed. "W'll try to break through into the mangroves!"

Si de by side, they advanced into a rain of clubs -- Mnk's pummeling fists working |ike

| oconotive driving rods, Ham's sword cane darting in and out |ike an aroused snake. Pat, pressing
forward behind them scooped up rocks fromthe beach and threw them as fast as she could. Even
Habeas Corpus did his part, squealing and grunting and gouging his sharp tusks into every foot and
ankl e that came within reach of his wood-rasp snout.

The varied strategy was too nuch for the attackers. They thought Hamls sword cane was deal i ng out
death, and they broke suddenly, w th hideous yells, to go crashing away and di sappear in the bl ack
recesses of the mangrove sink.

Monk pi cked up Habeas Corpus and swung himlustily by the long ears, nmuch to the pig's squealing
delight. Monk grinned, and the action |lighted up his unbelievably hormely face, making it very

pl easant to | ook at.

There was a little light now fromthe stars. Ham was maeki ng a qui ck examni nation of the

anest hetized victims of his sword cane.

They were of different races and colors -- and all wore loin cloths. Their necks were encircled

wi th copper-studded collars made, seem ngly, out of lizard hide.

A great blast of noise riveted Haml's attention. It was only Mnk | aughing.

"What's the matter, you hairy ape?" Ham demanded, suspi ciously.

"l was thinkin'" how you'd look in the costune of the country -- a loin cloth and a dog collar."
Ham bristled and gripped his sword cane tighter. "You w de-nouthed nacaw -- " he began.
Pat silenced himwith tight-lipped words. "If you want nore fighting, save your strength," she

said. "They're com ng back."

A LOUD "plud" sounded in the wet sand near Hamis feet. In a second the air was filled with heavy
m ssil es. Habeas Corpus squeal ed.

"They' re heavi ng rocks!" Ham shout ed.

"They can throw nore rocks than we can," Mnk grow ed. "Let's get outta here."

Monk tucked one of the short, thick clubs under his arm grabbed up Habeas Corpus by the ears,
and lunged into the shadowed thicket. Pat and Ham fol |l owed cl osely.

Pressing through the mangrove sink, they came out upon a height of land that was nothing. if not
weird. Vol canic rock, black |ava sharp as broken glass, swallowed themup in a welter of



fantastically shaped hills and gullies. Mich of the razor-edged glass was in tilted sheets which
were prone to slip and shatter under the weight of a footfall. G ant cactuses rooted in the crevices
and dangl ed their spiny pads overhead, |ike hooded cobras ready to strike

They lost all sounds of pursuit

The lowraking clouds lifted and the three pressed on under the pale white Iight of equatorial

stars.

"l hope we get sonewhere quick," Pat said, appalled

"They speak of the Gal apagos archi pelago as the 'world's end,' " Ham remarked

"They don't miss it much," Mnk grunbled. "How we're goin' to find Johnny in this vol canic scrap
heap, | dunno."

"Did either of you get the inpression," Pat asked suddenly, "that our League-of-Nations attackers
were being careful not to kill us?"

"Yeah," Mnk admitted. "Even those rocks were not thrown too hard."

"They wanted us alive, | guess," Ham supplied

"My guess, too. But why?"

"That's anybody's guess."

"We coul d sure use Doc Savage about now. " Cinbing higher up the glassy slope, they passed
through a belt of cold volcanic pits and cones, where, ages before, the nolten rock had bubbled |ike
mush and cool ed in scabrous pockmarks

They canme out on a wi de plateau where nothing grew, not even the cobra-head cactus, and where the
pits were smaller, clogged with earth and so close together that it was necessary to skirt the
region to nake any forward progress.

Monk st opped suddenly

"These pits are all in geonetric order," he declared. "They're not volcanic pits |like the ones
bel ow. They're mannade."

Ham stared. On the plain, the glassy rock had given way to a kind of reddish clay, or hard-packed
vol cani ¢ ash

"Right," he clipped. "The pits are crunbling away now and nostly buried under |oose earth. Hard
to tell, but they nmust have been laid out originally with the regularity of cells in a honeyconb."
As they continued on, the honeyconb pattern becane nore apparent as the pits were revealed in a

| ess crunbling condition

"These were dug |later," Ham observed

"Yeah," Monk agreed. "The farther we go, the fresher the pits | ook."

"Rut what are they for?" Pat wondered. "Say, this all gets queerer and queerer. Wat's it al
about ?"

"LI STEN, " Ham sai d, tensely.

Wafted on the miasnatic breeze cane sharp, cracking sounds. There was unearthliness about the
sounds, as though they sprang fromthe air of their own volition

"What is it?" Pat asked uneasily.

"No animal ever made a sound |ike that,"” Mnk blurted

Suddenly through and above the cracking sounds, cane a |ong-drawn wail which quavered up and down
the scale in agony so appalling that a trickle of icy water seened to be | oosened on the back of
each of the three listeners

Pat gasped: "I never heard anything like it. Horrible!"

"A dying animal of sone kind," Ham said

"Dying man!" Monk corrected, grimy.

"Cone on," Ham said, gripping his sword cane

As they pressed forward, the pits in the rocklike ash actually became as sharply delineated as
the cells in a honeyconb. A giant honeyconb. These pits were about ten feet in dianeter, and sone
ten feet where they were not filled with | oose earth. The nysterious cracking noi ses sounded

| ouder.

"Ahead there," Ham rapped under his breath. "Look!"

"Shadows! " Pat gasped. "Like nen noving!"

The three worked cl oser, holding to the conceal nent of the fringing thicket. Wite-pointed thorns
tore at them viciously shredding their clothes and piercing flesh. But they succeeded in
approachi ng opposite the place where the shadows noved, and from where the cracking, cutting noises
issued. Here the plain stretched on, but the advancing line of pits came to an end

They crouched down, watching. Stars dripped pale |ight. And suddenly a cl ose, bul king nountain

disgorged a red glare into the sky. Bathed in the baleful light of volcanic fires, huge-nuscled nen
coul d be seen noving ceasel essly up and down at the edge of the honeyconbed ground. The nen were
clothed as those others had been -- in loin cloths and | eather collars. They carried | ong whips

whi ch they swung over their heads and cracked down into the row of pits

Hi deous groans and jabbering issued fromthe unseen depths of the pits. The whi p-crackers, their
hal f - naked bodies in the red volcanic glare sleek with glistening sweat |ooked |ike satanic
apparitions cone to earth

"Back on the yacht | said maybe we were headed for hell," Mnk nmuttered. "Now, | knowit!"



"The cracking noi ses we heard were fromthe whips," Ham observed.

"What's in the pits, | wonder?" Pat asked, in a hushed tone
Monk was al ready edging forward, crawling on his stonach
"Hol d Habeas Corpus,” he whispered back. "I'Il find out."

"Bl ast your hog," Ham conpl ai ned, but he held the pig

As he nuscled to a position where he could | ook down into the pits, Mnk gasped with grim

surprise. In every one of the circular holes, as far as he could see down the long |line, stakes were
driven, and to the stakes were attached chains, and to the end of the chains were fastened nen
There was one man with a shovel in each pit, digging. The diggers wore loin cloths only, |acking
the lizard leather collars worn by the whip-cracki ng overseers. These collars Mnk correctly assuned
to be enbl ems of authority.

Each of the pit-nen was digging a hole of a circunference allowed by the I ength of his chain. The
hol es, extending across the plain in a straight line, were of uniformw dth -- about ten feet

Under the lash of the whips, in the hellish red volcano glare, the chained nmen were actually
digging their way to death

SUDDENLY, from behind Monk, sounded a fast thudding on the hard packed ground. Sonething thrust

hard agai nst his back as he swerved around. A shrill squeal sounded

Monk cl anped hi s huge hands over Habeas Corpus's snout to snother the affectionate squeals of the
pi g which had burst away from Ham and had run straight to Mnk

He throttled the squeals. But the damage was al ready done. Wi p-cracki ng overseers jabbered

sharply at each other and clunped forward to investigate the disturbance

Monk' s squat bul k reared upward. Brandishing his stout club, he lunged forward to neet the attack

of the nearest nman. But before Monk could close in, a deadly swi sh sounded. Mnk's eneny was stil
six or eight paces away, but Mnk felt his knees gripped as though by iron hands, jerked tightly
together and pulled out fromunder him He fell, striking the ground with stunning force

Monk knew what had thrown him and his hands raked down to jerk away the | ead-tipped thong which
had whi pped out of the night nurk and entw ned his | egs. Before he could free hinself, his assail ant
was standi ng over him the weighted whip handle raised high to crash agai nst Mnk's head

Ham s sword cane slithered in that instant, dropped the overseer, and saved Monk fromthe bl ow.

But anot her whip swi shed out of the night, wapped around Hami's I egs and hurled himto the ground on
top of Monk.

Clubs battered them both to unconsci ousness before they could claw free fromthe knee-bindi ng

t hongs

WHEN they cane to, a few minutes later, they found thensel ves bound and |ying on the ground at

the edge of the line of pits. Ham focused his groggy gl ance at the nearest pit worker. The man had
sunk his hole about five feet down, so that his face was practically on ground | evel. That

pai n-racked face was al nbst within hand's reach of Ham

Ham started violently. In a red volcanic flare he had recogni zed the man as being one of the
menbers of Johnny's expedition

"Tony!" Ham whi spered hoarsely.

A shudder went over the man as his crazed eyes turned to Hanmis. His lips widened in startled
recognition. He said nothing, but kept on digging

Ham shot a quick gl ance around, saw that the nearest overseer was intently engaged in a bullying
cross-exam nation of Pat. Ham squirned close to the edge of the hole, so that his |ips were al nost
at the digger's ear

"Where's the rest of the ship's crew -- and Johnny?" he whi spered

"Crews in the pits, diggin' ," the man answered in a kind of wenching sob

"Where's Johnny? |s he alive?" Ham hung on the answer fearfully.

"Alive, but he won't be long."

"Where is he?"

"A big guy with a black beard took himaway. | don't know where. | only know they're gonna kil
Johnny. They're gonna kill all of us!"™ The man's voice rose to hysterical rasp

"Don't talk so loud," Ham cautioned, fiercely. "Wat have we got into here? Tell nme what you

know. Qui ck! Wiile we've got the chance."

"I can't tell you -- but | can -- " Then the man's voice rose in a choking shriek, out of al

control now. It was an insane shriek

Plainly, the fellow had broken under the tortures he had endured

WHATEVER it was he neant to tell, or not to tell, Ham renuained forever untold. The overseer

rushed forward, nmouthing unintelligible curses. Hs armreared up, and down. The | eaded whip handl e
struck with gruesone thunp agai nst the crazed man's head. It was a bl ow heavy enough to have dropped
anything alive. But the man in the pit was not exactly alive now. He was a raving madman, nercifully
renmoved fromall consciousness of pain. His whitish eyes rolled madly. Crinson foam bubbled fromhis
l'ips.

The | eaded whi p handl e descended again. This tine the man slunped, a slack weight in the pit. He
was dead before his body hit the bottom

The overseer -- he was sonme unidentifiable Asiatic type -- baw ed orders in harsh gi bberish. Two



guards shoved forward. One was a giant brown-skinned nman; the other a paunchy Caucasi an of
indeterm nate race. The brown nman bent and commenced ripping the thongs from Ham s hands and feet.
The other guard junped heavily down, unlocked the iron cuff fromthe dead man's | eg, and heaved the
l'imp body out of the pit.

The guard on top grunted, and pushed Ham roughly over the edge. Hamfell sprawing. The guard in
the pit was ready for him He jangled the chain against the stake, grabbed Ham by the foot and

sl apped on the iron cuff, warmfromthe dead man's | eg.

He picked up the dead nan's shovel, thrust it into Haml's hands. The overseer above cracked down
with the whip. A thick welt blooned on Haml's cheek. He started digging.

Overseers herded Monk a short distance down the line of horror holes, and put himsimlarly to
wor K.

Chapter 111. PRISONERS OF THE PI TS

PAT experienced a sonewhat different fate fromthat of the two men. She was consigned to one of
the pits; but, though she was chained to the stake, she was not whi pped, nor was she conpelled to
dig.

She was greatly relieved at this concession to her womanhood until, cutting through the harsh

medl ey of groans, whip-cracks and guttural cries, she heard the close voices of tw guards
conversing in English.

"Make her dig."

"No. The count will surely order her to be brought to the palace. He will not want her worn out
from di gging."

"But she could well stand a little bit of whipping --

"No," the other protested. "In this case, the count will prefer to do his own whipping."

"Maybe you're right," the overseer grow ed, and noved away down the line of pits.

The other guard bent close over the edge of the hole. Pat shrank back. Al at once, the pul se
throbbed violently in her wists and in her blue eyes sprang a | ook of desperate hope. She was
recogni zing this guard. He was another menber of the expedition that had di sappeared with Johnny.
"Aren't you -- " she started to suggest.

"Al Fredrickton, first mate," he suppli ed.

"But you -- that whip!"

"l have to whip to keep from bei ng whi pped,” he whi spered, savagely. "lI'mon top to-day.
To-norrow they may yank the collar off my neck and pitch me in a hole. I'mjust as much a prisoner
as these poor devils digging."

"But what is it all about?" Pat questioned.

"l don't know any nore about it than you do. | only know that nen dig and die."

"Dig and die!" she echoed, starkly. "Wat about Johnny?"

"He was taken to the palace. He may be alive. Listen: 33 Redbeach Road, Long Island. Can you
remenber that?"

"33 Redbeach Road -- |'ve got it."

"Boris Ramadanoff, at that address."

"I've got it. What about it?"

The man's breath came faster. "You're our only hope," he rasped. "They'll take you to the pal ace.
Try to contact Johnny. Tell himthe nane and address. There's a powerful short-wave radi o sending
set at the palace. Johnny nust get a message to Doc Savage. Tell Doc Savage to contact Boris
Ramadanof f . "

"Yes, but what good will that do?"

"Ranmadanoff can tell Doc Savage all he needs to know to effect our rescue. Ranmadanoff is the
brother of the big shot here on the island. They quarreled, the two brothers. And Boris left for New
York."

"How did you find out all this?"

"After our ship followed in the false harbor |ights and was wecked, we were taken prisoners. The
steward and | were retained to work in the palace kitchen. The steward heard the brothers
quarreling. He |learned Boris's new address and passed it on to ne."

"Where is the steward?" Pat asked.

"Dead!" said the man. "They suspected he knew something. They killed him"

Pat shuddered. "Life isn't worth nuch here, is it?"

SOVETHI NG happened the next nonent to denonstrate anew the fiendi sh ruthl essness of the sinister
genius in control of this island.

A drummi ng beat sounded agai nst the ground and a huge horse, ridden hard, snorted to a
stiff-legged stop in front of the line of working pits. The horse was a quivering black shadow under
the wan starlight, and the rider was a shadow proportionately huge and bl ack.

Wth virulent curses, the rider urged the plunging horse in anpong the cowering overseers. He

| eaned far out of his saddle, cracking heads right and left with a fearful instrument -- a knout,
fashi oned somewhat on the order of those used in Inperial Russia. Again and again the knout
descended, its woven |eather thongs, reinforced with wire and hardened by a rosin treatment, biting
down deeply and forcing agoni zed yells.



One of the guards showed fight. He dodged the bl ow of the knout, flung in close against the

pl ungi ng horse and reached up to pull the horseman fromthe saddle. The man in the saddle only

| aughed a raw ghoul i sh clacking, pulled a revolver from hol ster and shot the guard dead.

The horseman kept |aughing and driving bullets into the guard's body, even after the fell ow was
slunped in a still, dead heap on the ground. After that, no one offered resistance.

The horsenan raised his voice in a baw ed order. Guards scurried frenziedly into the pits where
Monk and Ham and Pat were shackl ed. They unl ocked the leg irons and notioned for the captives to
climb out of their holes.

The three were brought before the man on the horse. The man spoke in precise English. H s voice
was suavely sinister.

He said: "It was a stupid blunder of ny slaves to chain you to the pits. It is only the Asiatic
immgrant ships sailing to South America that | intercept for ny pit |aborers. Those, and occasi onal
Ecuadori an fishermen, guano and noss hunters. Wen, upon rare occasions, a yacht cones this way its
occupants are received as wel come guests."

"How does a guest get off this island after his ship is wecked?" Ham asked dryly.

"My dear Ceneral Brooks," canme the precise voice fromthe darkly-bul king figure on the horse,
"none have ever gotten off."

"This lug knows who we are!" Mnk nuttered. Then, aloud, he said: "They're all on here now, the
guest s?"

"They are, ny dear Colonel Myfair, though a bit unrecogni zable, sone of them"

"Doubt | ess you have reference to Professor Littlejohn," the other mnurnured.

"He is quite recogni zable. | shall take you to him But first permt ne to introduce nyself. | am
Count Al exander Ranmadanoff."

Turning to the guards, the count barked an order. Men padded forward with peculiar contrivances,
resenbl ing wi cker hammocks. They deposited the litters on the ground and stood a little back.
The count's hand waved out. H's sardoni c voi ce sounded:

"There is one for each of you. Recline, and | will conduct you in state to the pal ace."

Monk hooted, "No hospital cot for mne. 1I'll walk!"

"Recline," the count ordered again, and the knout swung nenacingly in his hand.

They took their places on the wicker litters -- Mnk grunbling, Ham doubtful, and Pat frankly
grateful for the convenience.

"Hey!" Monk blurted. "We're forgettin' Habeas Corpus."

"You have reference to the trained Arabian pig?" the Count questioned with suave politeness.
"You know everything, don't you?" Mnk growl ed. "Yeah, | nean ny pig."

Count Ramadanoff exchanged a few guttural phrases with the overseers, then addressed Monk.

"The pig nust have escaped into the jungle. He will find conpany nore to his liking there. WId
swine overrun this island."

Ham said, "Well, anyhow, we've seen the last of that hog." Mpnk glowered at Ham "It's your
fault, shyster. You let himgo."

"If it wasn't for you and your pesky pig, we wouldn't be in this fix," Hamretorted.

Count Ramadanoff cut short their quarrel by ordering the litter bearers to proceed. Through a
narrow path hacked in the vine-matted jungle growh, they jogged al ong, the count, on his horse,
bringing up the rear.

They came out on a strip of rocky coastline and the "guests" stared w th astoni shment.

"Bl azes!" Monk gul ped. "Bl azes! Look!"

Rl SI NG sheer, washed by ocean spray on one side and bathed in the blood-red glare of volcanic
light on the other, a palace of nmedieval Slavic type flung its black rock turrets high above the
jungl e growt h.

Through a drawbridge in the bastioned wall of twenty foot thick volcanic rock, they entered the
bl eak pal ace courtyard. The drawbri dge swung ponderously cl osed behind them

Pat shivered. She felt as though she was | ocked out of the world.

"An arny couldn't get through these walls," Hamreflected uneasily.

"Some joint," Mnk nmunbl ed.

Past the high buttressed towers the "guests" were carried and deposited in front of a | ow arched
doorway. The count disnobunted from his black horse and waved t hem i nsi de.

"Sone joint is right!" Mnk said enphatically, as he stopped inside the stone threshold and
stared around.

The room was huge, high-vaulted -- an oppressive cavern of black vol canic rock and wooden beans.
Denoni acal blue flanes | eaped within a fireplace |arge enough to have engul fed a whole ox for
roasting. The fire shadows swooped on | ong curtains of sonber ruby red which hung on brass hoops.
Silver sanovars glowed dully from shadowed recesses. Ancient icons | ooked down fromthe walls. The
only nodern touch in the whole vast roomwas a grand piano draped with costly sea otter furs and
brightly illum nated by crystal spangled candel abras which shed a yellow |light from hi gh overhead.
Count Ramadanoff indicated ornately gilded, ruby-plush chairs. "Sit there before the fire," he
invited, "while your chanbers are being prepared.”

In the light, the count was revealed as a nagnificently proportioned nan, broad-shoul dered,



muscl ed, well over six feet in height. He was dressed in black-black riding boots, black breeches,
bl ack coat, black satin string tie. Hs Czar-of-Russia beard was black too, and his black eyes
snmol dered with a sinister light which it was inmpossible for himto conceal.

Pat sat on the edge of her high-backed chair and mentally chewed her finger nails because there
had been no opportunity for her to divulge to Monk or Hamthe informati on she had | earned regardi ng
the New York address of the count's brother.

Monk pawed at his barge like jaw. "Were's all the other guests you nentioned?"

"Where's Johnny?" Ham rapped.

Pat al so spilled questions. "Wat is the location of this island? How did you know us? Wy did
you wreck us? What are those horrible pits for?"

The count stood with his back to the fireplace, his fingers withing before the blue flanes,

whi ch, strangely, gave off little light and al nbst no heat.

"Answering your questions in order,"” he said in his suave, precise voice, "you would not enjoy
seeing the guests."

"Why?" Monk demanded.

"Because, ny dear Col onel Mayfair, nost of themare in various stages of deconposition.”

"Huh?" Monk grunt ed.

"The nortality rate anong ny guests has been regrettably high."

MONK went directly to the point. "You nean you kill 'en®"

"Not hi ng so crude as that," the count denied. There was a quality about the count's voice which
gave a nenacing, blood-crawing enphasis to his nost casual words.

"What, then?" Ham demanded.

"They were, shall we say, liquidated."

"Sent to the pits?"

"Many of them yes."

"\Why 2"

Fires flared deep in the count's fanatic eyes. "Some of themfor trying to escape. Sone for
becom ng too curious."

The man's cruel, glinting eyes fastened upon Pat. "For becom ng too curious," he repeated. "That,
I think, ny dear young |ady, answers all four of your questions."

Pat's breath drew in sharply. She glanced nervously around the oppressive room "That's a

beauti ful piano," she said.

"It is, indeed," the count agreed. "Four nmen were killed taking it off the boat. Do you play?"
"No," said Pat. "Won't you play sonething?"

Count Ramadanoff nodded. "I regret to say that, later, | nost likely shall."

"You regret?”

"Yes. When | play, it is always a prelude of unpl easantness for somebody. Savages in the jungle
are aroused to an aninmal frenzy through the beat of their own tomtons. In simlar fashion, | am
impel | ed to unspeakabl e deci sions when ny fingers wander over the keys."

Monk and Ham playing a waiting game, said nothing. Count Ramadanoff spoke again: "I have now net
all except two of Doc Savage's worl d-famed specialists. It would give me the utnost pleasure to
match wits -- and strength -- with this al nost fabul ous personage, Doc Savage, hinself."
"Perhaps," nmurnured Pat enigmatically, "you shall."

A dar k- ski nned man approached on soundl ess feet, bowed | ow before Count Ramadanoff and noti oned
toward the broad stone steps di sappearing upward in a sweeping spiral into a region of shadows and
ruby-col ored vel vet drapes.

The thin, cruel line of. the count's nmouth seenmed not to nove, but an abrupt hissing noise
escaped his lips. It seemed to be a signal of dismssal, for the slave turned and padded swiftly up
the stairway.

"Follow him" the count said, shortly. "He will conduct you to your chanbers."

UPSTAIRS, the three were shown to separate roons.

Ham had not been alone for nore than forty seconds before he saw his door latch Iift noisel essly.
He crouched, the fingers of his right hand involuntarily clenched, as though he gripped his deadly
sword cane.

But the cane woul d have been of no use to him It was only Pat who opened the door and eased into
his room In a rush of whispered words, she told himof her conversation with the pit guard who had
been with Johnny's expedition.

"The logical place for the radio roomis in the top of the tower," Ham said, excitedly.

"But there's a steel door barring the stairway to the tower!"

"Let us go talk to Monk," Ham suggest ed.

When he heard the news, Mnk, characteristically, was all for imediate action.

"We won't get a better chance than now," he decl ared.

Ham was inclined to agree.

"But that steel door!" Pat protested.

"Cone on. W'll go look at it."

Monk eased out into the gloony hall. For all his siman bulk, he noved with surprising agility on



catlike feet. Pat and Ham fol | oned.

"An arny tank couldn't push it in," Mnk nmuttered

Monk reached the door, felt over the steel panels with his powerful hands. The door was tight in
its frame

Pat reached up and touched the latch. The door swung open soundl essly

"Unl ocked!" Monk blurted. "Well, |I'ma bush ape!"

"Didn't | always say so?" Ham accorded, readily.

"You tailor's dummy," Monk retorted

"Sh-s-sh," Pat cautioned. "W may never get another chance at this. Conme on."

The steps coiled upward, like a circular stairway in a |lighthouse. They were fashioned out of

bl ocks of untrinmmed stone. There was no railing, no light. A single msstep on the narrow flight
woul d plunge a person down to unknown dept hs

Cl osing and bolting the door of ponderous steel behind them they nounted single file in the
pitch bl ackness, feeling with their hands, huggi ng the danp side wall.

They cane out at the top in the tower roomw thout m shap. A single alcohol lanmp, set in a wall
niche, burned with a small straight flame, casting a glow over the rock-girt room The floor was
constructed of steel plates. This roomwas as weirdly unreal as the rest of the place

But there was nothing unreal about the banked instrunent which glinted softly in the light. Ham
and Monk pressed forward, their hands touching famliarly the tubes, condensers, w re-wound
induction coils of a radio sending set as nodern as any they had ever seen

They switched on the juice and started tapping out Doc Savage's call letters. Violet |ight
flashed weirdly fromthe tubes

Pat's face shone pale in the glare. "Wn't they hear this noi se downstairs?" she questioned

"Not a chance," Ham said

"Coul dn't hear a cannon through these walls," Mnk confirned

HAM sent the key dancing under his sensitive fingers, as he spelled out the words of the nessage
The message read

PRI SONERS ON FANTASTI C | SLAND | N GALAPAGOS GROUP STOP CONTACT BORI'S RAMADANCFF THI RTY THREE
REDBEACH ROAD LONG | SLAND STOP GRAVE DANGER - -

Unexpect edly, the harsh transmitter whining ceased. The key continued its frantic dance under
Ham s deft fingers but the electrical power had been cut off; no further radio words were flung to
the air.

And now, a new sound flooded the room The sound cane from everywhere, yet from nowhere
definitely. It crept and crawled and withed -- never loud, but clear, insidiously penetrating
eerie, freighted with menace and unseen death, causing hair to tug at its roots and goose flesh to
prickle out with a shuddering chill.

This sound which wafted with such horrible portent through the high tower roomwas rnusic. Piano
nusi c.

"The count is playing his piano," Pat said in a small voice

"He said he only played when sonmethin' was goin' to happen to sonebody," Mnk renenbered al oud
"How can we hear it fromthis high place?" Ham asked, tensely

"This radi o apparatus nakes nore noise than a piano," Pat said, fearfully. "If we can hear him
he nust have heard us!"

Ham said grimy, "It nust be because he heard us sending the radiogramthat he's playing on his
pi ano. "

Suddenly the nusic stopped; but the notes continued to throb their eerie nmenace for seconds, it
seened, before quietness cl anped down.

"Let's get out of here!" Monk jerked, breaking the omi nous hush

"Do not be in a hurry," a suave voice interposed. It was Count Ramadanoff who spoke. No one
having heard that sinister voice before could have mstaken it. The prisoners stared hel pl essly
trying to locate it

Then a huge slab of stone in the tower wall swing outward. Fromw thin a hidden recess, the count
stepped forth. He carried a nodern automatic pistol in his hand

"l always plan ny radio roomwith tw entrances,"” he purred. "And Di ctaphones are usefu

househol d articles to one such as |I. And now, since you have violated ny hospitality, | nust

di spense with your val ued conpany. You are, accordingly, sentenced to labor in ny pits

Strong- backed coolies sonetinmes |last a nonth. A big Frenchman, |ast year, endured for two weeks
Monk' s hand thrust down and squashed out the feebly flam ng al cohol lanp. In the pitch darkness
whi ch flooded the tower room he hurled the glass |lanp bow at the spot where the count, revolver in
hand, had been

At the same instant, all of Mnk's great nuscles acted to wench his body to one side. The action
undoubt edly saved his life. Saffron gun flame and a bullet blasted out of the count's revolver. The
| ead sl ammed so close to Monk that it jerked a quick breath fromhis Iips

A loud curse fromthe count indicated that the man had been struck by the flung |l anp. Both Mnk
and Ham | eaped forward in the darkness to overpower himbefore he could recover fromthe bl ow. But
not nore than a single step did they take. Then a blighting force seened to rocket through their



bodi es

Pat, also, felt the enervating force. It tingled fromthe feet to the tips of the fingers

freezing the nmuscles into instant, cranped immbility. As firmly as though they were glued to their
tracks, their feet were fastened to that steel plate floor. They could only trenble; they could not
cry out.

A WH TE beam sl ashed fromthe count's flashlight. He barked an order and out of the sane secret
entrance through which he had originally appeared, a shadowy nman-figure energed. The man noved
silently and sl apped handcuffs on the wists of the three

The count reached back and turned off an electrical switch. The nunbing force which held the
prisoners fast to the floor flowed out of their bodies again, and they were free to nove.

"As you nmust have deduced," the count's suave voi ce sounded from beyond the flashlight, "these
steel floor plates, in alternate strips, are wired to take charges of electricity. You were rooted
to the floor by the electrical current as efficiently as though you had sat on an electric rail way
track and grasped the third rail. I, nyself, as you see, amwearing sandals insulated by thick
rubber, and so amimune to the shock."

He paused inpressively

"l have just one thing nore to say," he continued. "In view of your belligerent attitude, | have
deci ded not to send you to the pits, but to keep you here in the pal ace under ny cl ose observation
Kindly proceed down the stairs and we will join another menber of your group: Professor WIIliam
Harper Littlejohn -- Johnny, as | believe you refer to him"

Near the bottom of the wi nding stairway, the count requested his prisoners to halt. He indicated

a long slot in the tower wall, which | ooked out upon an inner courtyard. Hermed in as it was on al
sides by starkly-rearing palace walls, the courtyard was, in effect, a dungeon pit. A dozen feet
above the flagstone yard, a bal cony ran entirely around

"Under the bal cony,"” the count's voice sounded in a silky purr, "observe your new quarters."

They | ooked. Thick iron bars extended fromthe bal cony edge into the flagstone fl oor bel ow,
mar ki ng of f a nunber of bare prison cells

Count Ramadanoff spoke again. "Do you observe that bundle of rags in the cell off to the left?
Look closely."

Wiile they strained their eyes in the courtyard gloom the intermnable red lightning rippled out
of the island volcano and sent its ghostly glare over the heavens. Ceverly arranged reflectors at
the top of the courtyard dungeon directed the hellish gl ow downward to the flagstone fl oor

The still bundle of rags in the barred cell was bathed in the blood-red |ight

"Johnny!" Monk and Ham j abbed, fiercely.

And Pat echoed it: "That's Johnny in there!"

"YOQU will be interested to know," the count's odious voice continued, "that the cell bars are
novabl e. They are actuated electrically. | have only to press a button, and they rise out of the
floor to allow a prisoner to step out into the courtyard -- or to allow the prisoner to be visited
by an inhabitant of the courtyard."

"What inhabitant?" Pat asked quickly, inpelled by a foreboding curiosity. "I don't see any." But
the next instant she did

A bul ky shadow stirred fromthe flagstones, propelled itself out into the red volcanic glare

Pat gave a little choked cry of sheer horror, and started back. Ham | eaned forward, his fingers
clutched so tightly on an imaginary sword cane that the knuckles were white splotches on his skin
Monk crouched, his siman bulk frozen

"Bl azes!" he gul ped

The courtyard bel ow had an incredible inhabitant. Mnk, Ham and Pat, all three, possessed what is
commonly called an "iron nerve." Yet the thing bel ow aroused in them absolute horror, a feeling of
desperation. They seened hardly able to breathe as they stared at it

"It ain't real!" Mnk choked, at the same tine knowi ng he was ni staken

"It is quite real," murnured the count

They stared, as fascinated as birds suddenly confronted by a snake. Suddenly, Pat emtted a | ow,
strangl ed cry, spun, covered both eyes with her hands. She trenbl ed

"Your chief, this fanpbus Doc Savage," the count droned, would no doubt be greatly interested by
our little friend in the courtyard."

Chapter |V. RADI O TRAP

AS a matter of fact, some very interesting things were, at that nmoment, on the point of happening
to Doc Savage

In the skyscraper section of mdtown New York, a man so thin that at first glance he seened to be

wal ki ng si dewi se, and who had a skin so white that it rivaled the pallid waxiness of a lily, strode
along with a briskness which belied his fragile physical appearance

The man -- "Long Tom" or Major Thomas J. Roberts, electrical w zard, as he was known to the

world at large -- was another of Doc Savage's aids. Long Tonis specialty was electricity, of which

he had profound know edge. El ectrical patents recorded under his name were | egion
Long Tom |l ooked like a man on his last |egs. But appearance in his case was a terrific lie. Hs
chal k-white face did not indicate ill health. He happened to be one of those rare individuals who,



no nmatter how nmuch they expose thenselves to the sun's rays, cannot get a tan. There was incredible
strength in his fragil e-appearing body.

Long Tomturned in at a building which towered, a sheer nountain of gleanm ng stone and steel
nearly a hundred stories into the sky. The entire eighty-sixth floor of this building constituted
the New York headquarters of Doc Savage

Past a phal anx of elevators in the skyscraper |obby, Long Tom strode, and paused before Doc
Savage's own private elevator shaft, fishing in his pocket for a key. This speed el evator was of Doc
Savage' s own ingeni ous designing, and it maintained |ightning passage between that eighty-sixth
floor and the nain | obby, as well as the basement where, in a subterranean garage, Doc's remarkably
equi pped notor 'vehicles were housed

Fitting the peculiar key to the hole, Long Tom gai ned access to the speed el evator

He junped wildly just after he stepped into the lift. There was blurred novenent as sonething --
it appeared to be an amazingly el ongated nmouse -- scurried between his feet and di sappeared around
the corner in the |obby

Long Tom popped his head out of the elevator to get a better view Al he got was another
inmpression of blurred notion. The thing, strangely, did not seemto be running on legs, nor did it
withe like a snake. It flowed, seemi ngly.

Li ke a grayish-blue streak it flowed agai nst the shiny black oxford of a uniforned el evator
starter and di sappeared within the recesses of his trousers |eg

The el evator starter was an active young nan, who liked to practice tap steps when no one was
around. He was rather good at it. But the dance routine he went into when that grayish-blue streak
flowed up his pants |l eg was |ike nothing executed on a stage or ballroom fl oor

Long Tomgrinned at first, watching the young man's epileptic antics. But suddenly he quit
grinning and started forward with great strides

He had caught a glinpse of the elevator starter's face. The young nan's features were knotted in
stark agony. A shrill cry broke fromhis withing lips. H's knees bent under him He fell, arms
gyrating wildly.

Long Tom caught hi m before he struck the floor and bent over the shuddering body, his hands
patting frenziedly over the young man's trousers leg, attenpting to crush that unseen thing
responsible for the fellow s tragic condition

" STAND back, " Long Tom warned, as nen and wonen in the | obby surged cl ose, curious

They paid no attention, of course, crowding in and staring, asking aimess questions. New Yorkers
invariably behave thus, when one of their nunber acts in a manner slightly deviating fromthe

nor mal

"Cet a doctor," some one advi sed

"Stand back," Long Tom warned again, sharply. "Sonmething bit him There's a poi son snake, or bug
or rat or sonmething, loose in here. You're all in danger!"

Even that did not nove them Wth new recruits continuously pressing in from behind, the crowd
swell ed closer. Curiosity was an enotion nore ranpant than fear

Then sonet hi ng happened whi ch did nove them They becane all at once conscious of a man
approachi ng. He neither spoke nor shoved, but there was such quiet nastery in his face and manner
that, instinctively, they |looked at him and then with a kind of awe, pressed back to allow himfree
progress through the crowd.

The man was a giant. Hs strong features, kilned by tropic sun and arctic wind, and held under
superb enotional control, seened to be nolded in bronze. He topped, by fully a head, every man in
the | obby. And yet, so perfectly was his huge franme devel oped, prodigi ous nuscles nmol ded i n perfect
symmetry, that it was only the manner in which he towered above the cl ose-pressed crowd that
reveal ed himas the giant he really was

H s crisp hair seened nmade of bronze only a shade darker than his skin. H's great neck sinews,
only slightly less hard than netal, showed deci dedly above his collar. Cables of the sinew ridged
hi s hand

The nost remarkabl e feature of all about the bronze man, was his eyes. Strange eyes they were,
hypnotically conpelling; |ike pools of flake-gold, stirred with restless |life, as though tiny

whi rl pool s kept the fine gold flakes continually in boiling suspension

For an instant after the bronze giant was discovered in their mdst, a hush settled over the

| obby.

"Doc Savage!" sone one said

O hers took up the name. Fromlip to lip, the murnur flew "Doc Savage!" . . . "Doc Savage!"

DOC SAVAGE was bending over the unconscious formof the elevator starter. Cabled fingers which
coul d, without exaggeration, twi st a horseshoe into a straight line, rolled up the trousers |eg of
his patient with gentle deftness. On the calf of the leg, two rows of blued holes were reveal ed
There was no swelling, no inflammtion, just that double row of tiny |acerations

Suddenly, penetrating the many-nouthed murnur in the | obby, cane a weird sound, a kind of nusica
trilling which ran up and down the scale, softly, fantastically, as though the sound enmanated from
the air itself. It was suggestive of the sibilant slipping of an evening wi nd through pal mfronds
or of the call of some gol den-wi nged bird out of an Arabian Nights fairy tale



This sound came from Doc Savage hinself. It was an unconsci ous part of the bronze man, a thing he
did in nonents of stress or at tines of great surprise

Doc Savage spoke to his aid, Long Tom The bronze nan's voice was arresting, deep, pleasantly
resonant

He said, with inpressive sinplicity, "W will take himupstairs."

Doc lifted the unconscious nman with noticeabl e ease. The crowd nade a path for themto the

el evat or.

On the eighty-sixth floor, Doc Savage and Long Tom entered the headquarters reception room The
room with its great confortable chairs, deep-piled oriental rug, solid table exquisitely inlaid
with ivory, reflected the power and solid dignity of Doc Savage

Doc examined his patient nore closely and admi ni stered a hypodermc

Long Tom hovered close. "WII| he cone out of it, Doc?"

"He will," the bronze man said, quietly.

Doc listened then attentively, while Long Tomrel ated what he knew of the elevator starter's
injury.

"Did you identify the thing which attacked hi n?" the bronze man queried

Long Tom shook his head. "I only glinpsed it. It seened to flow along the floor so fast, | saw
only a blur. It didn't appear again, after attacking this lad. | think it nmust have been tranpl ed

under the feet of the crowd."

Doc pointed to the parallel rows of l|acerations on the patient's leg. "Only one thing could have
left such marks."

"Centi pede?" Long Tom hazar ded

"Correct," Doc said. "Judging fromthe angle in which the anterior |legs, or nodified fangs, have
dug into the flesh, and the space between | acerations, and the imediate effect of the creature's
poi sonous bhites, | should say one of a species of giant centipedes indigenous to the Gal apagos

I sl ands. "

"The Gal apagos! That's where Mink and Ham and Pat sail ed, |ooking for Johnny!"

"They have arrived," Doc said grimy. "And they found trouble."

LONG TOM stared. "How do you know?"

"Thi s message cane in over the short-wave set, a few mnutes ago."

Doc handed Long Tom a copy of Hamls and Monk's message, reading

PRI SONERS ON FANTASTI C | SLAND | N GALAPAGOS GROUP STOP CONTACT BORI'S RAMADANCFF THI RTY THREE
REDBEACH ROADLONG | SLAND STOP GRAVE DANGER - -

Long Torn whistled. "I'mbeginning to get it! It's a long armthat reaches fromthe Gal apagos to
New York City. This centipede was neant for you, Doc! It was introduced into your el evator as an
attenpt upon your life."

"Perhaps," Doc Savage admitted, "though the inmediate intent was probably to render ne

unconsci ous, as the first step in a kidnapping plot."

"How do you figure that?"

"A centipede's bite is rarely fatal. But we all seemto be tinder the thousand-|egger's shadow.
Consi der: Johnny was first apprehended; now Ham and Pat and Monk are taken. And al nost paralleling
their message of distress, cones this Galapagos calling card in the formof a centipede."

Long Tomwas silent for a nonment. As a result of their unceasing war upon the nobst ruthless and
cunning forces of crimnal adventurers, Doc and his aids |lived always in the shadow of danger. But
at the nmonment, they had no active case under investigation. The devel opments of the |ast few m nutes
had struck with stunning suddenness

"What do you nmmke of it, Doc?" Long Tom questioned, uneasily

"Frankly," said Doc, "I don't make anything. It's a conplete nystery."
"That address in the radiogram we ought to turn up a clue there."
Doc nodded soberly. "I was on ny way to 33 Redbeach Road when | ran into the excitenent

downstairs. Let ne suggest you see about getting this young nman to his hone, then junp in your car
and join ne at the Long |sland address."

Doc descended in the private elevator to his subterranean garage, the existence of which was
known only to a few people outside the imediate circle of his five aids. From anong the nunber of
specially built vehicles, Doc chose a | owswung coupe of gunnetal finish and expert streanlining
The car was, inreality, arolling fortress, with bullet-proof glass, arnored body, chrone-stee
fenders, and bull etproof tires of cellular rubber construction

The garage doors, actuated by photo-electric cells, opened slightly as Doc eased the car forward
the doors closed automatically behind himas he rolled along the ranp into the stream of uptown
traffic. Toward Queensboro Bridge and Long |sland he headed, the powerful notor under the beetle
backed hood propelling the car with silent, flow ng notion

SEEKI NG 33 Redbeach Road took Doc Savage to a seni-deserted tide-flat region on Long |Island

Sound. He turned in at a brush-grown lane. Swirls of fog were rolling in fromthe Sound. An ancient
brick house with saggi ng porch roof and rusted rain spouts |ooned through the mst. The place had
evidently once been a fine estate, but it gave every evidence of having been deserted for a | ong
time



Doc parked under a draggi ng-branched el mwhich dripped water fromleaves sodden with condensed

fog. He did not get out on the steering-wheel side of his car. He slid over to the opposite side
stepped to the ground and di sappeared in a grove of wet birches

Doc had no reason to doubt the authenticity of the Gal apagos radi ogram He was not expecting
trouble. But it was his policy never to take unnecessary chances

After a few minutes of reconnoitering, he approached a side entrance to the decayi ng nansi on and
knocked. There was a long silence. Doc knocked again. Still nobody cane.

Doc Savage, through years of patient training, had perfected his hearing to an ani nal keenness

he coul d hear sounds above and bel ow the scal e audible to the average person. Wthin this house

whi ch appeared to be as deserted as a snatched grave, he could hear novenent -- hurried, secretive
man- novenent .

Doc's bronzed features renained i nmobile. He sinply waited there by the door, and after a while

the knob turned frominside the curtained roomand the door opened. A foreign-appearing man with
short-cropped hair stood within the dimy lighted interior and invited himin

"You are Doc Savage?" he questioned in broken English. "I have been expecting you. | amBoris
Ramadanof f . "

DOC st epped inside, but, because he had been nade wary, the thing which happened next was no
surprise to him Wth all his senses alert, he caught the creak of shoe | eather against the carpeted
floor, the virtually inperceptible novenent behind a curtained al cove

The bronze gi ant crouched and whirled, as men flung in at himfromthree directions. H's cabl ed
hands streaked out, closing with a grip of iron on the shoulders of two of his attackers. He lifted
them both fromthe floor, crashed them agai nst each other and | et them drop

They fell, stunned, in an octopus tangle of arms and | egs; and Doc, with snoothly synchronized
effort, struck out with his appalling fists at two other of his attackers

Just once with each fist, he struck. One nman went down, wailing, his face altered. The other

jarred into instant unconsciousness, went down, too, and never knew until an hour later that his jaw
was broken

Doc swerved as he caught a glint of the revolver drawn by the man with the cropped hair who had
represented hinself as being Boris Ramadanof f

Wth a leap that in its force and precision could be conpared only to that of a Nepal tiger, Doc

| anded hal fway across the room The short-haired nman smacked the floor with a solid thud, and Doc
was standing there with a firmgrip on the revol ver

He was absolute master of the situation. There were ten nmen in the room besides hinself. Mst of
themlay stunned as the result of Doc's rough handling; the others cowered back, afraid to try

anot her nove

From out si de the house, in the direction of the roadway, sounded a burst of machine-gun fire

Echoes crashed flatly. Then a new noise broke with a harsh drumming. It was a fearful sound. Doc
Savage recognized it as the bull fiddle bellow of one of the superfiring pistols carried by his

ai ds

The superfirer was one of Doc's inventions. It resenbled an overgrown automatic, and punped out a
withering stream of so-called "mercy bullets,” hollow shells filled with a drug which, upon the
slightest penetration of the skin, produced instant unconsciousness. It was Doc's code never to take
a human life when he could in any way avoid it

Wafting on the hooting echoes of the superfirer, cane a sharp, urgent sound of a man calling

"Doc! Doc!"

The bronze man recogni zed Long Tom s voice. He coul d guess what had happened. Long Tom according
to directions, had driven up and he had run into a machi ne-gun anbush as he stepped out of his car
Fierce fighter that he was, Long Tom woul d never call for aid unless the energency was dire

The safety of his men was a thing that Doc Savage put before every other consideration. On the
instant, Doc gave up the advantage which he held over his enemies in the room He wheel ed, wrenched
open the door, and plunged out into the fog, his great sinewed legs carrying himin giant strides to
Long Tonms aid

Doc still held the automatic which he had taken fromthe man who had said he was Boris

Ramadanof f

Doc SAVAGE carried no revolver or superfirer of his own. It was the bronze man's contention that
dependence upon such a weapon robbed a man of ingenuity, nmade himhelpless in the face of danger
shoul d he chance to be deprived of the accustomed weapon. Therefore, Doc depended upon his own
strength and cunning to pull himout of desperate situations. Were strength did not suffice, he
resorted to some chem cal or nechanical trick, which was usually effective and al ways baffling

Doc did not scorn the use of a gun, of course, when energency put one in his hands. He used one
now. Pushing out through the dripping birch | eaves, he cane upon Long Tom who, behind a neager rock
shelter, was caught in a threatened cross-fire of submachi ne gun | ead

As the nmachi ne gun swivel ed down to rake Long Tom the automatic in Doc's hand barked. The single
bul | et damaged the hand of the gunner. The nan squalled and |l et his weapon clunp to the ground. The
second machi ne gunner swung the snout of his death-dealing gun on Doc, holding down the trigger
slicing a | eaden pattern through the fog drenched birches



But the gun cut out before the | eaden streamreached Doc. Another coolly directed bullet fromthe
bronze man's automatic took care of that. The gunner cursed, let his weapon drop and wung his
injured hand.

From behi nd the brick house, now lost in the fog, sounded the throaty roar of two autonobile
motors exploding into life. There was a grinding of gears, clashing shifts into second, then a
rapidly dimnishing sound as the cars ramed into distance.

"Watch this pair," Doc called to Long Tom

Doc's prodigious strides carried himin a natter of seconds back to the house. As he had feared,
all ten of his attackers were gone. He searched the house. It was enpty. The uninjured men had

| oaded the unconscious nenbers into the cars and decanped.

Doc did find one thing -- a hastily scrawl ed note, signed:

"Boris Ramadanoff."

The note read:

Next tine it will be different. We will use nore than our fists.

Long Tom canme up with two prisoners.

"Stay here and watch this place," Doc directed. "Mve your car up close to the house, where we
can keep in touch with each other through the short wave radio set while |I tail those vani shed
cars."

But Doc did not chase the autos. The bronze nman's coupe, each car used by his aids, and their

ei ghty-sixth floor headquarters as well, was fitted with short-wave tel ephone
receiving-and-transmtting apparatus. As Doc flung inside his car, he clicked conceal ed switches
under the dash.

Static crackled fromthe radi o | oud-speaker, and then the excited voice of Col onel John Renw ck,
renowned engineer, the fifth of Doc's five aids, boonmed out of the diaphragm

"Renny" was doubtl| ess speaking fromthe skyscraper headquarters.

Doc lifted a microphone froma conceal ed hook. "Listening," he said.

Renny's voice roared: "Better get back to headquarters quick, Doc. There's the devil to pay."
Chapter V. RUSSI AN TEA PARTY

AS the bronze man hurled his car down the driveway, he spoke back through the m crophone -- the
radi o apparatus functioned while the car was in notion, of course.

"What, precisely, has happened?" he asked over the air. Renny's voice baw ed out of the

| oudspeaker: "That queer centipede that disappeared after clawin' up the elevator starter -- well,
it showed up again."

"Did you manage to kill it?"

"Yes, but too late. It attacked another man."

"Yes?"

"The man di ed, Doc!"

"Are you positive the victimwas killed by the centipede's bite? Except in the case of the aged
or infirm death rarely results from

"Not hi ng aged or infirmabout this victim Doc. He was a thirty-year-old, two-hundred-pound cop,
and he took about six breaths -- that's all -- after the bug got him and died in ny arns."
"That was too quick for a hypoderm c to have done any good. Watch yourself, Renny."

Doc spoke quietly, but Renny understood that the bronze man had delivered a warning that an
ordinary man woul d have yel |l ed.

"I's there anything el se?" Doc Savage questi oned.

"No -- except there's a guy here waiting to see you."

"Who is he, Renny?"

"Some Russi an-soundi ng nane -- Boris Ramadanoff." From his radi o speaker, Renny heard a weird

note -- an al nost soundl ess nusical trilling. He thought it was sonme static nmanifestation at first,

but almost instantly he identified the sound as that subtle enmanati on peculiar to Doc Savage in
morments of stress or surprise.

"Doc," Renny thunped, "what is it?"

The bronze man countered with a question of his own. "How | ong has Boris Ranmadanoff been there?"
"Long as | have, anyhow -- ten mnutes."

"Describe him"

"Od-fashioned little guy with a black cutaway coat and a black Czar-of-Russia nush all over his
map. Tal ks with an accent. Wat's the excitenent, Doc?"

Doc conplied: "A man clainmng to be Boris Ranadanoff sought to kill me, a few noments ago. Sit
tight, Renny. W have good reason to believe that the lives of Johnny and all those who went after
him-- maybe our lives -- to depend upon what we do within the next few hours."

AS Doc stepped out of his elevator on the eighty-sixth floor and entered the headquarters
reception room a remarkable man shifted his towering bul k out of a confortable |eather chair and
| unmbered forward. Al ongside any one but Doc Savage, this individual woul d have been consi dered
enor nous.

This man had a long, puritanical face that was shrouded in gloom as though he had lately

returned froma funeral and contenplated going to another. As a matter of fact, the expression was



habi t ual whenever he was expecting action, which was nost of the time. Queerly enough, it neant he
was happy. His fists swing restlessly at his sides. Huge fists they were, larger than Mnk's,
rivaling the flint-padded claws of a Kodi ak bear.

The big-fisted man was "Renny"- Col onel John Renwi ck an engi neer who had possibly built danms and
bridges in nore parts of the world than any man alive -- and knocked out nore door panels with those
appal ling fists.

Renny's hand waved toward a little man who had sprung up froma chair and was in the mddle of a
courtly bow.

"This is Boris Ramadanoff," Renny announced.

The bl ack-bearded little man continued to nake bows. "I am prostrated," he said in precise
English. "Fromthe col onel here, | have just learned that you met with trouble froma nman posing as
nysel f."

"Do you have an address on Redbeach Road?" Doc asked, cryptically

"But yes! The nunber is thirty-three."

"Wthin the last hour at that address, several nen, one of whomclained to be Boris Ramadanoff,
did try to trap ne," Doc admtted.

The little man's eyes gl eanmed. "Was he a bull et-headed fell ow with cl ose-cropped hair?"

"The one who clainmed to be Ramadanoff? Correct."

"I know of him J repeat it, sir, | amprostrate! To think that you should be set upon by thugs
in ny owmn hone! The truth is, | have nany enenies. Doubtless they took possession of ny house, their
intent being to apprehend you, mthe belief that you could furnish themwth information regarding
my wher eabouts. Accept ny nost profuse apol ogies."

Doc nodded. "You wi shed to see ne?" he suggest ed.

"From South Anmerica, | have conme to see you!" The little man bowed again, and with a qui ck,
birdlike notion thrust a | eather folder toward Doc.

"Tins establishes your identity," Doc said to Boris Ramadanoff, as he handed back the papers.

"And now - -

"l seek your aid, sir," Boris said earnestly. "I need it desperately. Lives hang in the bal ance.

I will cone quickly to the point. In the Gal apagos Archipelago there is an unknown island upon which
ny brother, the Count Ramadanoff, has set hinself up as master of |ife and death over every living
t hing, causing ships to be wecked, and forcing the seanen to dig the circular pits."

"Why the pits?" Doc questioned.

Boris shrugged el oquently. "That is a profound nystery to ne. The Count Rammdanoff, ny brother,
transported all his worldly possessions fromour native land to this island before the revol ution.
He brought with himartisans who built a castle. But of that original conpany, | alone remain. He
has killed themall. H s real notive for such horrible' deeds, | do not know "

"Precisely what do you want of ne?"

"I want you to go with ne to that island in the Gal apagos and hel p free scores of poor devils --
shi pwr ecked seanmen -- digging their way to death in the honeyconb pits."

"Purely an appeal in the name of humanity?"

"Yes; although, in freeing those others, you may also be in tine to save one of your own nen,
Professor WIlliamHarper Littlejohn, who is also a shipweck victimof ny nysterious brother!"

The little man had meant this to be a smashing clinmax to his appeal. But, if he expected Doc to
show surprise over the information, he was di sappoi nted.

Doc said nmerely, "How do you know about this?"

"I was on the island at the tine ny brother caused your aid' s boat to be 'wecked. Since then, |
escaped. "

"You have cone directly to ne?"

"Yes -- and thereby saved ny life!"

"How do you expl ain the Redbeach anmbush?"

"l arranged for the house some tinme ago, w thout seeing it, expecting eventually to nmake it ny
permanent New York address." The little man's eyes cl osed weakly. A shudder coursed over him
tremoring the very tip of his beard.

"My fiendish brother anticipates every nove | nake! His hand is long -- and ruthless. He caused
the trap to be set for me at Redbeach Road. He caused the centipede trap to be set for ne here, thus
bringing tragedy to those two: the policeman and the el evator starter."

Doc put another question to Boris Ranadanoff. "You have charts which will enable us to fly
directly to the island?"

"But yes. They are at your disposal."

"How soon can we see then?"

"At your conveni ence. Imediately, if you w sh."

"The sooner the better," Doc said.

Ramadanoff bowed. "M thought exactly. Perhaps you will be nobved to acconpany ne now to ny hotel
apartment? We will go over the charts -- perhaps plan a course of action -- we will have tea."
Doc assented. As he and Ranmdanoff were |eaving, the bronze nan advi sed Renny: "Best stay where
you can keep in touch with Long Tom and nysel f."



I'N Ranadanof f's apartnment -- the apartnent was |ike a thousand others in the netropolis -- Doc
sat studying charts, while Boris Ranadanoff, in the next room brewed tea

Soon the little man came out smiling. "The day for me is not conplete without ny tea. You wll
join ne, no?"

Doc nodded shortly, and fired questions relative to directional bearings on the unknown island
The ot her answered conci sely; then, excusing hinself, he left the roomand returned with a silver
tray bearing two crystal glasses two-thirds filled with pale tea, and a steam ng china-lined silver
pot

"Please,"” he said, holding the tray before Doc

Doc took one of the glasses and touched his lips to it. There were two reasons why he did not
drink nmore. One reason was that he did not commonly indulge in stinmulants of any kind, reserving
themonly for their proper emergency use. The other reason was that his acutely devel oped taste
warned himof a foreign substance in the tea

"You do not care for it?" Ramadanoff asked, solicitously. "It is made in nmy own sanovar which
carry with me always. But perhaps you do not like the flavor of the Gal apagos herbs which | add to
the tea to give it its unusual tang?"

Doc's gol d-fl ecked eyes bored steadily at Ranadanoff. "It is not the herbs to which | object. It
is the poison."

"What ?" The little man's hands, holding the tray, started shaking so that tea splashed fromthe
spout of the silver pot

"Poi son," Doc repeated

" Poi son?" Ramadanoff gasped, incredul ously.

He sat the tray on a |low table and reached out for Doc's glass. "Allow ne," he nurnured

He raised the glass to his nose, sniffed cautiously. H's face went white to the roots of his
beard. The gl ass slipped fromhis trenbling hand and crashed on the floor

He slunped in a chair, then roused hinself to | ean forward and sniff at his own glass. He sl unped
back again, weakly.

"They are, indeed, poisoned!" he said hoarsely. "W have, sir, very narrowy escaped death."

"Do you recogni ze the active agent?" Doc asked, quietly.

"Yes, since you have called ny attention to it."

"What is it?"

"A veget abl e poi son known, to the best of ny belief, only to that Gal apagos madman, mny brother!"
Doc Savage continued to hide his reactions behind a nask of bronze imobility. "You can explain?"
he asked

Ramadanof f covered his face with trenbling hands. Two gens on finger rings flashed a weird nenace
agai nst his white hands. One of the gens was an enerald, thicker than a man's thunb. The other was a
ruby of equal size and fineness

"No," the little man noaned, "I cannot explain. As you yourself are aware, | left the room where
| was preparing the tea for only a nonent."
A new voi ce sounded, nockingly, in the still room "The nonent was anple!"

At sound of the voice, Ranmadanoff stiffened in his chair as though an electric current had jolted
t hrough his body. He jerked his head fromside to side, peering, with a groan, through spread
fingers. He saw nothing to explain the nocking voice

His withing I'i ps wenched words

"It is our doom-- the Devil's Honeyconb!" He husked the meani ngl ess phrase again: "The Devil's
Honeyconb -- " His tortured voice trailed into silence

Only his long, tapered fingers noved, digging in agony into the flesh of his face; and the gens
on his fingers protruded fromthe whiteness of hands |ike bal eful eyes

Chapter VI. THE PLATI NUM PACKET

DOC S action, when that nocking voice filled the room was in marked contradiction to

Ranmadanof f's. The bronze man sat perfectly still, relaxed

Qut of the dead hush, his voice sounded -- controlled, conpelling

"Conme and join our tea party," he suggested

Anot her craw i ng hush foll owed Doc Savage's cal m pronouncenent. Then the cl oset door burst open
A man shoul dered out, cuddling a submachine gun. The nan was the sane bull et-headed, hair-clipped
i ndi vi dual how had posed as Boris Ramadanoff at 33 Redbeach Road

Wil e he kept Doc under the nachi ne-gun nuzzle, the nan's guttural voice chopped orders, and two
men, armed with automatics, sidled in fromthe next roomand two nore machi ne gunners cane in

t hrough the French wi ndows fromthe fire escape

The five guns covered Doc and Ramadanoff in a close, deadly ring

The bul |l et-headed nman's blond face was a fiery red fromthe excitenent of his triunph. H s blue
eyes glittered with cold malignity as he | ooked at Doc

"l prom sed you," he gloated, voice thick with his foreign accent, "that, the next tine, we would
use nore than our fists. And | prom se you now that at the slightest sign of resistance, you wll
eat lead fromfive guns!"

"Interesting," Doc said quietly, remaining relaxed in the chair. "Wat do you want of ne?"



The man with the cl ose-cropped hair scowed. "I'Il do the questioning. You figured we were here
didn't you?"

Doc nodded. "You nade sone slight sounds. And there was your bodily odor, which carefully trained
nostrils could detect."

The other snarled nervously, "Wy didn't you do sonmething about it, if you knew you were on a
spot ?"

Doc started stretching his arns, leisurely. "I intend to."

"The devil you do!" The machi ne gun jerked. The bullet head jerked, too. The thin |ips barked an
order. "Rats, the handcuffs! Get the big one first!"

A thin man with ratty eyes -- one of those carrying an automatic -- westled handcuffs fromhis
pocket and approached Doc. He wal ked warily, his swarthy face apprehensive

Doc, sitting in his chair, continued his leisurely stretching until his arns were straightened

out fromhis body in the formof a cross. The rat-eyed man with the handcuffs stared hel pl essly,
with panic gripping himas he found hinself so close to those great, cabled fists

"Don't go chicken, Rats," the bullet-headed | eader snarled. "W can put enough lead in himto
sink through the floor." To Doc, he ordered: "Hold your wists together for the cuffs.”

"All right," Doc said. "And when | do, you watch what happens."

Slowy, like the wings of an eagle closing, Doc swept his arms to neet in front of him The eyes
of every man in the roomwere on those closing arns. Doc neant that they should be. There was
purpose in his dramatics

Wiile he was centering their attention on his arns, the toe of his right foot was deftly

di sengagi ng a novel metal packet fromw thin his left trousers cuff. It was a packet scientifically
designed to withstand the utnost in internal pressure, fashioned out of an alloy stronger than any
ot her known net al

The instant Doc succeeded in releasing the packet fromthe cuff, he kicked it away fromhim The
bul | et - headed | eader, alert for tricks, caught the novenent out of the tail of his eye

"Watch his feet!" he snarled

IT was too late for anybody to watch anything. A sharp, cracking explosion blended with an
unnanmabl e sound, a sw o0o-sh rem niscent of blanketing fire danp gas ignited in a coal mne. Al npst
i nstant aneously, the roomwas choked with a yellow sh snoke so dense that it appeared bl ack

For the space of a rasped breath, there was silence. Then bedl am Shrieked curses; splintering
wood and crashing glass as autonatics barked and machine guns clattered. In their panic at Doc's
nerve-racki ng maneuver, the men butted blindly, their guns nmeking ruddy flashes in the snpke as they
drove their bullets

Doc Savage was in the clear. At the instant of the snoke expl osion, he had rammed forward from
his chair, ducking |ow, one thewed armreaching for the spot where he knew Boris Ramadanoff to be
the other arching upward like a scythe toward the bullet-headed | eader's neck

Doc' s packet had contained an organi ¢ chem cal held under pressure. Wth the bursting of the
packet, the chemical had expanded instantly in a gaseous state. Mdisture in the air had acted to
cause partial conbustion of the chemi cal, thus generating the instantaneous cloud of snoke

Then the unexpected happened. Boris Ramadanoff was not where he shoul d have been in the chair,

and the short-haired | eader had shifted his position

Doc Savage noved about very silently, endeavoring to find Ramadanof f

"Open the windows and let this stuff out," rapped the chief of the raiding party. "Everybody be
perfectly still, so we can hear the bronze guy if he noves."

They coul d think quickly, these men. They had taken the one course which woul d nost quickly

result in disaster to the bronze man. Doc Savage changed his position, using the utnpbst stealth
Even his eyes could not penetrate the snoke

Some nonents passed in utter silence. Then, outside, police sirens began to wail in the streets
Nei ghbors nmust have heard the shooting, the excitement, and sunmmoned officers

"The cops!" ripped the man with the cropped head. "W gotta blow"

Wth that, they nmade a concerted charge for the door. Doc Savage noved swiftly, but chanced to
brush some one. There was a pal e burst of gunfire and deep crash of gun noise near his ear. His
hands streaked through the snmoke, knocking the gun out of the man's grasp and cl anping a hold on the
fell ow s neck

There was nore shooting in the room wld shots

"Qut!" the nob-|eader was howing. "The lawis comn'!"

Then, amid a great rush of feet, they were all out of the room They slamed the door. A nunber

of shots were driven into the panel fromthe hallway outside, to discourage pursuit

Carrying the man he had captured under one arm Doc Savage hurriedly searched the roons.

Bori s Ramadanoff was gone

DOC SAVAGE carried his prisoner to the fire escape, hurriedly descended. H's purpose was to watch
the rear of the apartnent building. The police, by now, were around in front. They woul d take care
of the entrance

Doc Savage, noting that fromthe spot where he had parked his coupe he could watch the court that
gave to the rear entrance of the apartnment, hurriedly carried his prisoner to the car. It was just



as well to get the fellow out of sight of the police, thus avoiding the delay which expl anations
woul d, necessarily, cause.

The radio was still turned on in the coupe. Static crackled fromits |oud-speaker, and m ngl ed
with that was the frantic crackle of words.

Doc recogni zed the voice. It was Long Tom no doubt speaking fromthe transmtter of his car at

t he Redbeach Road address where Doc Savage had | eft himon guard. The electrical w zard' s voice cane
in frantic bursts, alnpst inarticulate.

"Doc -- centipedes -- killing ne --

The words suddenly ceased com ng.

That changed Doc Savage's whol e plan of action. Any danger to Long Tomtranscended in inportance
what m ght have happened to Boris Ranmadanoff. Doc switched the coupe's engine on; with a squalling
of tire rubber, it got under way. The car rocketed down the street, siren squalling. The use of the
siren was permitted Doc by the police department. Doc depended upon it, of course, only in dire
ener genci es.

Wi |l e he wheel ed al ong, Doc called through the coupe's radio, attenpting to renew connection with
Long Tom but he got no response.

He shifted his call back to Renny at headquarters. Renny was listening in, feverishly awaiting
directions.

Doc said, "Better get over here to Ninety-seventh Street and stand by. Try to avoid trouble with
the police. Leave your radio switched on in your car, so we can keep in contact."

"Right, Doc," Renny answer ed.

Doc repl aced his mcrophone on the hook and turned his attention to the captive he had |ugged

into the car with him He was "Rats" Hanley, the scrawny-chested, rat-eyed individual who had been
going to clip the handcuffs on Doc.

Doc put pressure on himand |l earned fromhimthat the bullet-headed man was Jans Bergnan, and

that Bergman worked for some one higher up. Gaining this information, Doc put Rats to sleep by
pressing on a hidden nerve. Later, Rats would be sent to Doc's "crime college" in upstate New York.
There, by surgical means, the crook would be cured of his crimnal tendencies.

Doc's coupe crossed the Queensboro Bridge over the East River and continued along the Sound. Sea
fog still hung heavy over the run-down estate, the decaying red brick house at 33 Redbeach Road, as
Doc swerved his car in at the gate and rolled silently up the brush-grown | ane.

There was no sign of Long Tom

THE bronze nman spent no time in reconnoitering. Wth Long Tonmis life threatened, even seconds
were inportant. He | eaped fromthe car, traversed the short distance to the house in great bounds.
He tried the door. It was |ocked. He used Renny's pet nethod, and one of his fists, propelled by
prodi gi ous arm and shoul der nuscl es, crashed through the solid oak panel.

Li ke closing vises, his hands caught the splintered wood and wenched. He tore the door half

down, then wal ked through the rest of it with forward-pressing force which shattered the entire door
frane.

In the diminterior, he noved around. His footfalls sounded hollowly throughout the ghostly

house. The pl ace seened to be deserted. He whipped out a flashlight, snaked its searing rays over
floor and walls. Black corners |eaped into white life

In one room he found evidence of a furious struggle. Furniture was overturned. Still-wet scarlet
was on the carpet.

The crinmson was not the nost alarming thing. Scattered over the floor were the crushed bodi es of
fully a dozen centipedes. Hairy |l egs on sone of the broken segnents were still withing.

While Doc's flashlight poked its white beam around the shanbles of the room there came a sound
fromthe hall of a floor board creaking. Doc whirled, crouching a little, the light fromhis flash
snuffing out.

He glided to the wall and waited, frozen close. The creaking from outside the door sounded

louder. It paused, started up again, paused a second tine within the doorway. Doc could hear the
cautious breathing of the stalker.

The unknown took a wide step to clear the bare floor and | and soundlessly on his feet on the
carpet. He got his foot on the carpet, all right -- then his whole body left the floor. Wth his
feet as high as his head, he fell heavily on his back.

Doc had taken advantage of opportunity, when the stal ker took his w de step, to pull the carpet
fromunder him

The man's trigger finger started jerking spasnodically. Plaster showered and the roomrocked to
gun thunder as orange flame stabbed the gray light. Suddenly, the echoi ng uproar stopped. There was
a netallic clatter and a hollow thunp. Doc, with one |eap, had landed in the mddle of the room
knocked the gun to the floor with one hand and whacked the man's head down with the other.

He | ooked at the man he had knocked unconscious. There was enough light to reveal features. The
man was no one Doc had seen before.

But the next nonment, Doc was | ooking upon a face which he had seen before. It was one of the few
times in Doc's life that an eneny succeeded in actually surprising him

A floor board creaked in the doorway. Doc | ooked up to find hinmself covered at deadly range with



a submachi ne gun. The gunner had been able to advance without being heard because of the uproar the
pi stol shots had made

The smooth skin of the man behind the submachi ne gun gl eaned with pal e nenace in the half |ight
The wi de nouth opened. Thin lips withed in triunphant grimace

The gunner who stood there threatening quick death was Jans Bergman, the man with the

cl ose-cropped hair whom Doc had |l eft on N nety-seventh Street, Manhattan, in an apartnent with a
squad car of the police departnment closing

"THERE is only one way you could have gotten here so soon," Doc said, quietly.

"One way," Bergman agreed, with his heavy foreign accent. "In the |uggage conpartnent of your
coupe. "

"You are clever," Doc said

"You had a lot on your mind," Bergman said grinmy. "That hel ped. Stowed away in that conpartnent
| heard the radio S O S that cane through fromhere."

"How di d you | eave everybody on N nety-seventh Street?"

"Pretty badly shot up. It was a nice trick -- the smoke. Your last trick, | think."

Doc strai ghtened

"Hol d your hands high!" Bergman sl ashed. "Keep them wi de apart! The fingers, even -- keep them
open. "

Doc conplied

"And the feet -- step themw de apart."

Doc noved to stand wi de-| egged

"That's better," Bergman said. "You don't trick ne this time."

Doc stared with a certain grimess into the slitted eyes of his eneny. He spoke what he was

t hi nki ng

"But few nmen have opposed nme before, and risked another neeting."

"1," Bergman bragged, "ama bold man."

"Perhaps only fool hardy."

"You are the fool hardy one, if you think you can outsmart Jans Bergman. Maybe you're wearing

bul | et proof clothes. Don't depend upon them M/ nmchine-gun lead will push your face out the back of

your skull."
Doc shrugged, asked evenly, "Now that you have the bear by the tail, what do you propose to do?"
Bergman stared, slitted eyes glittering. "lI'll keep holding the bear by the tail until -- until a

very few nonments. Do you hear what | hear?"

Qut si de the house, an auto was droning up the driveway. The sound throbbed close, died. Car doors
sl ammed. Feet scraped across the wooden porch, entered the house

Bergman yel l ed, "This way, you guys!"

Foot scufflings, nmuttered curses sounded cl oser

"I nside here," Bergman ordered. "Get a line on himfromfour angles. If he noves a finger a
quarter of an inch, let himhave it -- in the face!"

Four nen, black shadows in the gray gl oom eased inside the roomand took positions within a yard
of Doc, machi ne guns poking for his face

Ber gman bent, placed his rapid-firer on the floor, and approached Doc with handcuffs in one hand
and an autonmatic in the other

He said hoarsely, to cover his nervousness. "Now you will see how we treat the bear we have
caught by the tail."

Sorret hi ng happened then and Jans Bergnan was jolted by surprise greater than any which had cone
to himin his active life

DOC SAVAGE did not nove his feet. He did not nove his hands. He did not even nove his fingers
But, suddenly, there was a sound that m ght have been explosion in slow notion

There was superwhite light, too. It was an undertone of blue, and | ooking at it was sonething
like looking at the arc of an electric welding operation. It did things to the eye. In fact, it
brought blindness that was nonentarily conplete

Doc Savage had his own eyes closed tightly, and thus escaped the blinding effect of the flash to
a great degree. He ducked for safety as lead spurted with ear-shattering clatter

Jans Bergnan began bellowing for his men to quit their suicidal shooting. Mdire than any of them
Ber gman canme near understandi ng what had happened. He had caught the flash of Doc's wist watch an
instant before the flash came. He had realized the bronze man had expanded wist nuscles so as to
split the case and rel ease the contents

Jans Bergnan, of course, knew nothing of the chem cal conposition of the powder which had been in
the watch and, when released into the air, had ignited instantly by spontaneous conbustion. Nor did
he know that the powder was one which, when burning -- it burned like ordinary flash |ight powder --
gave off those rays of |ight nost destructive, over a tenporary period, to the delicate nerve
mechani sm of the human eye

Wi le his enemies were mlling about, cursing, shooting, gradually getting vision back into their
eyes, Doc Savage plunged out into the hall. He slamed the door behind him streaked through the
shadowed house and outside into the sea fog which still rolled in fromthe Sound



The bronze man nade for his coupe in the driveway, got there in tine to hear Renny's frantic
voice trying to raise Doc through the |oud-speaker. There was no way of telling how | ong Renny had
been cal |l i ng.

"Doc!" Renny was runbling urgently. "Calling Doc Savage! |nportant!"

Doc grasped the m crophone and said into the apparatus: "Listening."

"Doc," Renny thunped, "I am shoving off in nmy car -- gonna join you. |'ve |earned sonething.

Bori s Ramadanoff! Holy cow -- he -- "

A grinding crash blasted fromthe m crophone.

It was a noi se such as mi ght have been nade by two cars crashing together at high speed.

"Renny," Doc called in alarm "are you all right?"

"All -- right -- Doc," sounded Renny's voice, faintly.

"Quick -- what did you find out?"

A new voi ce junped fromthe m crophone, harsh, nocking.

"The same thing you'll find out, Savage -- after it's too late!"

Chapter VII. SUBWAY SEI ZURE

DOC trod the starter of his car; but the great notor under its long hood did not throb into life.
It renmained as cold and unresponsive as the water-dripping trees which | ooned through the fog.

He dived out and lifted the hood. He could see at a gl ance what was wong. Wring had been torn

|l oose and ignition parts smashed. Jans Bergnan, obviously, had used a nonkey w ench before entering
t he house.

The gunfire had ceased inside the house. But it soon cracked from cl ose outside. Lead skidded off
the armor plate of the gunmetal coupe, nushroomed agai nst the bulletproof glass. Hoarse shouts
sounded.

Doc Savage, a bronze flash, streaked fromthe other side of the car and nelted into the fog.

Bul | ets came hunting him chopping through wet branches. Doc tw sted, running | ow, changed his
course, crashed on through fog-drenched trees and came out on the autonobile highway.

A truck headed toward New York City pounded past. The bronze man left the ground in a headl ong
leap and got a grip on the endgate of the wheeling truck. He craw ed over the gate and nade his way
forward.

From behi nd, he had been sighted by his enemi es. Mchi negun slugs crashed out of the gray nurk,
but fanned harm essly past as the heavy truck swayed around a curve. Doc reached the truck driver.
"Faster," he ordered.

The driver took one startled | ook and jammed the accelerator to the floor boards. The truck
stepped up to fifty-five, weaving ponderously on the wet pavenent. They covered a mile or two.
Fifty-five was not fast enough. At that speed, they could be overtaken by Jans Bergman. A sleek
sedan bored from behind, doing a few mles nore than the truck. It was not Bergman. Just a notorist.
As the notorist swng left to pass around the truck, there was a thunp on his sedan whi ch gave the
driver a badly startled noment. A bigger nonment followed for hi mwhen, uncerenoniously, a door of
hi s car opened.

Doc Savage had left the truck with a gauged | eap, |anding on the speedi ng sedan.

"Let me have the wheel," he ordered.

The bul gi ng-eyed driver shot one gasping | ook at the bronze giant and conplied. Doc took the
wheel . The speedoneter needle went to eighty --eighty-five -- ninety mles an hour.

They were out of the fog now. Doc | ooked behind. There was a car tailing them Doc recognized it.
Jans Bergman's. The pursuing car was coning up fast.

They were running through traffic now. Doc did not want to subject pedestrians or his drafted
driver to the dangers of speed and nachi ne-gun bull ets.

He said to the nan who had been driving, "Slow down ahead there, |I'mgoing to the subway station.
I'"'m | eaving you."

"0. K., D-Doc Savage," the other stuttered. He had recogni zed the bronze man. He woul d brag about
this experience for the rest of his life. So would the truck driver.

The brakes squeal ed |ike stuck pigs, tires slithered, as the sedan buckled in toward the curb.
"Thanks," Doc flung, and plunged down the subway stairs. A second afterward, Jans Bergman's car,
rubber snoking, careened to the curb. Bergnman stayed in the car, but three of his nen burst out and
foll oned Doc down the stairway.

THE automatic steel doors of a Manhattan-bound express train were sliding shut as the bronze nan
flashed through the subway turnstile. A split-second before the door hooks caught, Doc's

out stretched hand fastened on the rubber-cushi oned door edge and yanked the door open again. He

di sappeared within the brightly lighted car and | et the door slide shut at his heels.

The doors to cars in New York subway trains are connected by a safety nmechanismto the notornman's
controls. When Doc stayed the closing of one door, it delayed the starting of the train. This gave
Jans Bergman's nmen tinme to squeeze through the w ndows of another car.

The train started; it roared its way through the black tube.

The train was crowded. Passengers were standing closely packed in the wi de aisle, some of them

wi th hands reaching up to hold white-enanel ed grab-irons.

The cosnopolitan popul ation of New York City is | ess observing, perhaps, than the citizenry of



any other city in the United States. People crowd the streets, subways, towering skyscrapers of the
metropolis with blank | ooks on their faces, imersed alnobst wholly in their own business. It is
doubtful if even as commanding a personality as Doc Savage woul d have been noticed in the closely
packed subway, except for the fact that the bronze man over-topped by a head the tallest man in the
car.

Peopl e were beginning to nurnmur, to point, to gasp with recognition, when, suddenly, there was a
crash of sound, a blinding swath of greenish-blue |ight enveloping the train

Wth an ear-piercing shriek of brake shoes on wheeling netal, the train bucked to a violent stop
flinging many of the people in the car to the floor. Follow ng the blinding greenish glare, darkness
shut down -- the darkness of underground places, jet and utter. Acrid snoke fumes drifted through
br oken wi ndows, causing the panic-stricken passengers to shriek and struggle in mad frenzy agai nst
each other

A uniformed trai nman switched on a flashlight and bawl ed at the top of his voice: "There's no
danger! Short circuit, that's all!"

The 1ight was knocked from his hand by sonebody's thrashing arm but he kept on bawing to the

m | ling passengers: "No danger! Take it easy! No danger!"

The New York underground is as safe as any railway in the world. The passengers knew this

Gradual |y the panic subsided as the hoarsely repeated words: "No danger! No danger!" penetrated
through the din to their consciousness

FOR one person in that car, there was danger, however. This had been no ordinary short circuit

The unschedul ed stop had been pronoted by one of Jans Bergman's men. As the subway went back and the
cars lurched to a standstill, Doc's great formwas jostled to the floor with those others. But it
was not alone the jolting car which had taken Doc off his feet. In the darkness, two hard swung

bl ackj acks had thudded agai nst his head

Before the lights went on, under cover of the confusion, it was a relatively sinple matter for

Jans Bergman's thugs to lift Doc's |linmp body through a window and carry it down the bl ack
passageway. They cursed under their heavy burden and stunbl ed often, being careful to feel their way
by scuffing their shoes along the cold rail at the opposite side of the track fromthe hooded death
of the live third rail.

They canme to a place where a red |ight glowed, marking an enmergency exit in the massive expanse

of dusty, reenforced concrete. Onto the catwal k platformthey lifted Doc, and carried himw th
effort up the steep steps

Qut on the street with their |inp burden, they ran slaminto a stick-twirling policeman. One of

the men cursed under his breath and his hand jerked toward his coat pocket. Before he could draw his
automatic, his quicker-w tted conmpani on had knocked his hand aside and blurted to the policeman
"Subway accident -- train stalled -- this guy we're carryin' out overconme by gas! Lot nore of

them down there in the same fix. S awful! You better report it."

Decei ved, conscious of his inportance in being the first to turn in a report of a first-page
headl i ne accident, the copper rushed for a call box

Doc's captors rushed for a taxi, shoved the bronze nan inside

One of themclipped to the driver, "Nearest hospital." He spoke loudly, for the benefit of
spectators crowding cl ose

IT was not in a hospital roomthat Doc opened his eyes. He was lying on his face on a brick

floor, his wists handcuffed behind him He turned sidew se, maneuvered his | egs under him got to
his feet. Light filtered wanly through a sidewal k grating, illum nating the bare, brick-walled room
The place was danp, nusty-snelling. A single steel fire door, tightly closed, was the only exit

Doc tried his weight against the door. H's ranmm ng shoul der attack shuddered the rusty sheet

steel. Wth time, he mght break through. Then he heard voi ces outside and paused, |istening. He
could not catch the words, at first

Wi le the nmuffled munbl e of voices approached, Doc tried his strength on the handcuffs which

bound him Oher times in his life, he had broken the connecting link on a pair of handcuffs by
utilization of sheer strength and wist |everage

Muscl es bul ged and rippled now as he bent forward, exerting a terrific tug on the steel cuffs. He
tried only once. Then he knew what he was up against. Hi s enem es were taking no chances with him
H s hands had been | ocked behind himw th the nbst nodern of tenpered chrome handcuffs. A sledge and
chisel would not have sufficed to get the cuffs off his wists. It was work for a cutting torch
Anot her appal ling feature was that the cuffs contracted, took up slack, when pressure was exerted
agai nst them forcing a saw edge into |acerating contact with the wists. Crinson dripped fromhis
skin, where the steel points had gouged

The bronze man bent his fingers upward till they could touch the end of his coat sleeve. Hs
fingers noved deftly, unraveling a thread. Froma pocket in the coat sleeve his hands received a
smal | metal envelope, flexible as lead foil. Doc opened one end of the envel ope with his finger nai
and carefully maneuvered his hands to pour the liquid contents -- a few drops only -- on the

handcuff |inks.
The tal king men outside had now approached cl ose enough to the door that Doc could hear what they
were saying. He recognized one of the voices. It was Jans Bergnan's. The bl ond, bullet-headed | eader



with the skull-tight skin had apparently just conme in. Hs glib pronouncenents sounded strange, when
uttered with that foreign accent.

Doc heard hi msaying, "You left his clothes on? You fools

A sullen voice answered: "W frisked him-- got everything he had."

"You coul dn't have gotten half of it! Savage has a thousand pockets. You could yank out his

teeth, shave his head, and pull out his nails and he'd still have enough chemicals hidden on himto
bl ow up a battleship."
The other curved nervously. "I don't like it -- nonkeyin' with this bronze guy."

"You're getting your cut."

"What good's heavy sugar, if | croak before | can blowit?"

There was a sil ence, heavy, oppressive.

Then Bergman asked, "Has he conme out of it yet?"

"Look through and see for yourself," the other snarled. "I ain't even lookin' at himany nore.
He's like a poisonous snake to nme."

There was a sharp, metallic rasping as Bergman slid back an eye-slit in the door and peered

t hr ough.

HE saw Doc |ying on his back, feigning unconsciousness.

"He's still out," Bergman said.

"He ought to be. We both of us give hima tap that woul d have busted a cabl e on Brooklyn

Bridge."

There was another silence, nore om nous than the one before. Wen Bergman spoke again, it was in
a hoarse voice, curiously hushed.

"We've got to kill him" he said.

"Maybe you're right," the other nmuttered. "But how would we kill hin? A gunshot would bring one
of them t housand-| egged bugs crawl in' down our necks."

"A gunshot, yes -- but a slit throat nmakes little noise."

"Cet cl ose enough to that bronze guy to cut his throat? Not for mne."

"He's handcuffed."

"Suppose he skins out of themcuffs?"

"How can he?"

"How can he do a |l ot of things he does?"

"Al'l right, suppose he gets out of the cuffs? He can't; but if he does, |ook at the knives. W
won't have to get so close to himas you're thinking."

Bergman tiptoed aside. Fromunder a litter of boxes and excel sior packing he lifted two huge

kni ves, bone-handl ed, with bl ades nearly half a foot in width and close to a yard |ong.

To Doc's ears cane the gasped words: "Sugar cane knives, ain't they?"

"Right. 1'mgoing to cut Savage's head off." The heavy door swung open w th ponderous creaking
and Jans Bergman, followed closely by his conpanion, advanced across the danp bricks toward Doc's
prone form The assassins wal ked in a crouch, their machetes raised high.

ONCE in reach of Doc, they paused.

"If 1 don't make a clean job with the first stroke," Bergman nuttered, "dip your own knife in the
bl ood. Then follow nme out in a hurry."

The other's teeth started chattering. The nassive knife wavered and he grasped it with both
hands.

"I"'mpractically out on the sidewal k now," he husked.

Bergman's knife lifted higher, then down it chopped, the wide blade glinting dully in the half

l'i ght.

The first stroke was not enough. It was not even a starter. As the bl ade sw shed cl ose, Doc,
whose nuscl es had been tensely braced agai nst the floor, wenched head and shoul ders forward.

It was too late for Jans Bergman to change his stroke. The frightful blade slammed past Doc's
head and sank inches deep in the nortar.

Before Bergman could pull the blade free, before his conpanion could chop down with the other

kni fe, Doc sprang an even greater surprise on them

Hs arm free fromthe handcuffs, struck out and down, against the back of the nortar-inprisoned
bl ade, knocking it forcibly fromBergnan's grasp. At the same tine, his other hand streaked forward
and grabbed the handl e.

"No handcuffs!" the other man shrieked in terror, as he chopped down, holding his knife in both
hands.

Doc parried the down stroke with the knife he had taken from Bergnan. Steel met steel with
grinding clangor, and the knife ainmed at Doc skittered in the air, glinting |ike water heaved froma
bucket, and clattered on the bricks at the other side of the room

"No handcuffs!" Bergman echoed, and the skin was drawn so taut across his face in his terror at
the spectacle of the bronze giant wielding that slab of razor-blade steel that it seemed his cheek
bones must poke through.

The expl anation of Doc's handcuff escape was sinple. The liquid he had rel eased fromthe flexible
nmetal envel ope had been an acid which made short shift of steel such as conposed those handcuff



i nks.

From out si de the room sounded excited voi ces, approaching footsteps. Doc bolted for the door

brandi shing his fearful weapon in the faces of the newconers and scow ing ferociously.

Doc made no attack on these enenies. He was |ooking for bigger gane now. He took the basenent

steps in a series of bounds. From above, he hurled the unw el dy cane knife down, since he preferred
to depend upon his own scientifically devel oped weapons

Locking the solid door at the top of the landing and bolting it against the aggregation bel ow, he
stal ked away in search of the master schemer he knew to be somewhere in the building; in search
too, of Renny and Long Tom whom he surm sed nust have been captured

It was this last objective which had brought Doc to this building. Back in the subway, the bronze
man had not been knocked out by those thudding bl ackjack bl ows. He had only feigned unconsci ousness

reasoni ng that the quickest way to locate his aids, if they were still alive, was to maneuver to get
himsel f taken to their place of inprisonment
Chapter VIII. THE THUVB- HOLE DEATH

MOUNTI NG from the basenent, flight after flight, Doc Savage was not long in discovering the type

of building he was in. It was one of those ancient tenenents, condemmed and abandoned, on the upper
West Side of New York City near the Hudson River. It was a sore spot anpng the surroundi ng nodern
bui | di ngs, its wi ndows bl anked out with tine-chi pped whitewash.

As he raced upward, his senses were alert to catch the faintest sign of human habitation. H's
footfalls sounded hollowy against the worn, splintery floor, revealing wooden laths like the ribs
of something | ong dead

On the sixth floor, Doc paused. Here, plaster on the hall floor had been ground under many feet

Doc went up another flight. Here, too, plaster had been crushed underfoot. This building was severa
stones taller than nost of its kind. Doc went up two nore flights to the top floor, the ninth

There were signs of recent passage on the stairway |leading to the roof. Doc went up. At the top
landing he had a mld surprise. Afire door of nobdern steel construction had recently been built in.
It was solidly placed

For the present, Doc contented hinself with peering through a | ookout slit in the door. H's

al rost inaudible trilling sound, weirdly traversing the nusical scale -- that small, unconscious
mani festati on of Doc Savage in nonents of stress or surprise -- trenored in the dead air of early
eveni ng as the man of bronze focused his eyes on the roof top

He saw a plane -- a gyro of ultra-mpdern design -- |ashed down on the roof under a coll apsible
silk-cloth shelter. Huge silencers were attached to notor exhaust stacks. The roof had been |evel ed
patched and reenforced; and a raised apparatus -- a navy type catapult -- erected. There was also a
conventional cable device to kill |anding speed

That the roof had been used for |andings was evident by the wheel narks. The district was a
mercantile one, virtually enpty after business hours. Surrounding buildings were low. Quite
evidently, the gyro did not operate fromthis base by municipal permt, but it nmust have been able
to go and come by night, undetected. Lum nous paint markings on the roof were comrencing to glowin
the twilight. A clever schene for night |andings

Doc turned, noiseless, a shadow in the failing light, and silently descended the stairs. On the
sixth floor, he paused for a detailed search. Tracks in the plaster dust led to closed doors of

several roons. Before each door Doc paused, listening. He nmade no sound; he night have been a
bronze, floating cloud

Suddenly, a screeching, splintering noise crashed through the shadowed hallway -- a screeching of
hinges rent fromdoors, the splintering of the door itself under the terrific force of Doc's |unge
Doc, listening in the ball, had caught the sound of human breathing inside the room As he

smashed through the door, a man who had been bending over, twirling the dials of a nodern safe
strai ghtened up with a guttural curse

From the crashed-in door, all that was visible of the man was a bul ky body, a bl unt

cl ose-cropped head. Jans Bergnan

INthe time it took for Bergman to jerk his bullet head around to | ook, Doc Savage had cl eared
the width of the roomand | ocked a steel-thewed arm around the man

Bergman struggled, trying to get at the automatic in his pocket. He was a big man; during his
youth in his native country, he had won recognition as a westler. But, with Doc's arm hol di ng
tighter and tighter, strength flowed out of Bergman's body until, if Doc had not held himup, he
woul d have fallen to the floor

Doc appropriated Bergman's autonmatic and tossed it clattering onto the witing surface of an

ol d-fashioned roll-top desk. Then he all owed Bergnman to slunp into a chair

Doc indicated the safe. He said, "Greed brings many nen to ruin. You did not |eave when you had
the chance. You canme back here to help yourself to nore noney."

"Yes! Let's get out of here -- while we're alive!"

Jans Bergman was staring up at Doc with panic creeping into his slitted eyes. Sweat was beadi ng
his brow and glistening in the cl ose-cropped hair on his head

"Who is your boss?" Doc questioned

Bergnan's thin lips pressed so tightly they di sappeared in the stretched snpoot hness of his skin



He shook his head.
Doc shrugged. "All right. But here is one you will answer. Were are ny two nen, brought here
before me?"

Bergman's lips withed. "I have nothing to say!"
Doc settled hinself on the large roll-top desk, and said, "W will stay here until you talk."
"Savage, you're nuts!" Bergman jabbered. "It's as dangerous for you in here as it is for ne!

Sonetimes a nman drops dead wi th nobody near him and what has killed himis a little hole in his
tenpl e about the size you coul d poke your thunb into."

"What makes that hol e?" Doc queried, curiously.

"l don't know. But I'Il tell you where your nen are --

In the twilight nmurkiness of the roomleaped a peculiar sound, a kind of fleshy crunch. Bergman's
words died in his throat. His head fl opped sidew se. His shoulders followed it with flow ng notion
H s head thunped hollowy against the floor. His body lay there in a tw sted huddl e

Doc | eaped fromthe desk, nade a qui ck exam nation. Hi s fingers encountered a bone-crushed
depression in the left tenple, a snpboth, white wound, in its size and contour the sane as a nan's
t hunb woul d have nmade if jabbed into white lard

Even as Doc | ooked, the wound conmenced to ooze scarlet in red pin points which quickly built up
an overflowing red puddle. Bergman's flat ear divided the two streanms, which ran onto the fl oor
Jans Bergnan's racketeering days were over. He was a victimof what he had called the "thunb-hol e
death."

A VO CE sounded in the room precise: "The same thing coul d have happened to any one -- any

one! "

No one had cone into the darkening room There was no one standing outside the doorway. There was
only that nocking voice rebounding fromthe walls

Doc turned, fastened his gaze on the roll-top desk

A |l augh floated nockingly into the room "Congratul ations, nmy dear Savage. You have | ocated ny

voi ce. Al nost any second now you may | ook toward the doorway where you will be confronted by a
second nenace, not so nysterious, but fully as deadly as that thing which Jans Bergnman so quaintly
called the 'thunb-hole death'."

Shoe scuffling sounded fromdown the hall. Doc turned to see two nmen | oominside the doorway.

They were clearly none of Bergman's nen. They were squat Mongol types, massive of shoul der, heavy of
jow . They carried equally heavy, squat weapons -- short guns with stubby barrels flared at the
muzzl e.

"Meet ny personal bodyguard, Savage," the voice sounded. "Their weapons will interest you. They
are instruments of my own designing, conbing the features of a sawed A faint whirring sounded and a
stout oak panel in the side of the roll-top desk slid hack. A man stepped out into the room and the
panel closed behind him He stood there, with black glittering eyes -- a little man with an AOd
Worl d manner, and a bl ack Czar-of - Russia beard

I't was Boris Ramadanof f

Doc evinced no surprise

Ramadanof f said, suavely, "Wy should you wi sh to be here?"

"To secure the release of ny two nmen."

As he spoke, the bronze man commenced sliding the toe of his right foot toward the cuff on his
left trousers |leg

Ramadanoff's beady eyes caught the novenent

"Hold it!" he slashed angrily, and then in throaty Asiatic speech barked an order to his

bodyguar d

The two squat assassins, Mongol eyes closing to slanting penciled slits in their broad faces

moved closer with their fantastic guns

Ramadanof f warned Doc: "Twi ce you have escaped with your tricks. You will not do so a third tinme
The nmovenent of a single nmuscle will bring you death."

Ramadanoff stepped forward, stooped, ran his fingers quickly around Doc's trouser cuff while the
two Mongols held a steady bead on Doc's head with those wide-lipped guns. In the left cuff
Ramadanoff's fingers closed on a small netal packet. He detached it with a quick novenent and

st epped back, holding the article as gingerly in his fingers as though it were a nitroglycerine cap
He deposited it upon the desk top, being careful not to allowit the slightest jar

He faced Doc triunphantly. "Now, no nore tricks. The claws of the tiger are drawn!"

The | ast words were spoken in a tone somewhat strange. They were junbled, as if the tongue that
made them was suddenly under the influence of an intoxicant

Then the little man with the beard denonstrated that be was an amazingly quick thinker. As
lightning strikes, so did the realization of something wong hit him and he acted sinultaneously.
Straight to the door he flung, to literally fall through it

Doc Savage had been slightly crouched, waiting, knowing what was to cone. The nechani sm of the
little packet was such that it woul d open shortly after being detached fromhis trousers cuff. It
hel d some of the anesthetic gas which he had devel oped | ong ago, and whi ch he used so frequently --
it was odorless, colorless, and its effects were al npst instantaneous



Doc |unged through the invisible gas. Holding his breath had saved himfromthe anesthetic gas.

But where the door shoul d have been there was sonething el se. Doc collided with such force

agai nst an unyi el ding surface that he was flung back. He kept his breath in his |ungs.

As firmy set as concrete, a snmooth, metallic surface was now nysteriously substituted for the
wooden door which he had bashed in with his fists. He heaved the full weight of his nassive

shoul ders, ramming with all the power of his renarkably devel oped body. The surface did not budge.
From outside in the hallway, sounded Boris Ramadanoff's sardonic, if weak, laugh. H s voice
filtered in faintly. He had not gotten enough of the anesthetic to overcome him

"Just a trick, Savage," he snarled. "I managed to press a button on ny way out, sliding the steel
door into place fromwithin the wall. D d you think | had no nore protection for ny safety than the
wooden door you broke down? You can stay in there and simrer in your own juice, as the Yankees say,
or perish in your own gas.

"I will go hack and tell mnmy brother it was a mistake for himto have sent ne to New York for you.
You cannot be controlled. Very well -- then die!"

Chapter | X. FLAM NG FURY

WH LE Ramadanoff's voice droned fromthe hallway, Doc turned. Three great strides carried himto
the wi ndow. There was a grating sound that woul d have set a man's teeth on edge. It was caused by
Doc Savage's finger tips scraping on snooth netal. The sane mechani sm whi ch had bl ocked the doorway
with heavy sheet steel had simlarly actuated a steel w ndow barrier.

Wth both door and wi ndow barred to exit, Doc drove his nmetallic fist against the plaster of the

wall. It was a futile nove. He found that the walls had been reenforced with heavy netal back of the
pl aster.

Still holding his breath against the anesthetic vapor, Doc hurled hinself across the room He had
one | ast hope -- the novable panel in the roll-top desk. There was not tine to | ook for the control

key whi ch woul d open the panel. There was tine only to crash it in. Swiftly, Doc felt out the
boundaries of the stout oak with his sensitive fingers.

Then his fists drummed a mighty tattoo. Fists were not enough. Hi's shoul ders |unged. He braced
himsel f against the wall and kicked. H s hand drifted out and contacted a heavy chair, swung it in a
wi de arc. The chair splintered in a dozen places, and the panel renmained unnoved.

Doc was trapped! Not fromthe gas, however. That would becone harmless in a few seconds, as it

m ngl ed nore conpletely with the air.

Faintly, froman unidentifiable source, voices sounded. The words were not articulate, but Doc

coul d recogni ze the tones. It was Renny and Long Tom shouting from some part of the building. They
had heard the noise and, aware of Doc's presence in the building, they were shouting in the frantic
hope that their voices might direct himto their rescue.

They had no way of knowi ng that the bronze man's situation was as desperate as their own.

Doc coul d breathe now. The anesthetic gas had dissipated Its powers, due to chemcal reaction

with the oxygen in the air.

Doc flung hinself upon the nassive roll-top desk. His attack was not chaotic, but planned so that
he coul d use every muscle in his powerful body. Wdging hinmself on top of the witing surface with
knees jackknifed in air, feet braced agai nst one end, shoul ders agai nst the other, he pushed.
MUSCLES bunched and quivered, and suddenly his jackknifed knees went straight. There was a
screeching of rent nmetal as he pried the desk apart. Doc parted the rest of the desk with his hands,
maki ng an openi ng | arge enough to squeeze through.

He found that the sliding panel had given onto a secret upward passage, converted froman old
dunbwai ter shaft. Before plunging in, Doc |eaped back into the roomand exam ned the prone bodies of
the two Asiatics.

He found about what he had expected. Both nen were sensel ess fromthe anesthetic gas and woul d
remain so for some tinmne.

Turni ng, Doc bolted for the dunmbwaiter shaft. H s hands closed on the rungs of a built-in |adder.
He streaked upward like an islander clinbing a palm

A partition had been roofed across the shaft at the next floor level. In the side wall in front

of him Doc's probing fingers found a wooden door. Hs fists battered, the blows ringing hollowy.
The door was as stout as the one built into the roll-top desk. It did not yield.

But Doc's poundi ng occasi oned an uproar fromthe other side of the door. Voices cane through in
wild clanor.

"Doc, is it you -- " That was Long Tom

"Holy cow, Doc!" That woul d be Renny.

"Stand back fromthis door," Doc call ed.

He jackknifed his body between the door and the opposite shaft wall, using the sanme kind of

bodily |l everage he had utilized on the roll-top desk. The door broke in with splintering crash, and
Doc was catapulted inside the room

Beyond the Palisades, the sun had gone down. Already Broadway was bl azing under a sun of its own
making. A billion electric bulbs supplied scattered illumnation for the rest of the city. But the
roomin which Doc stood reunited with Renny and Long Tom was dark. Electrical connections had | ong
since been cut off fromthe outside.



Renny booned, "The little squirt with the bush on his map yelled at us just before you cane. He
said -- "
-- he's firing the building and |l eaving us to burn!" Long Tom cut in.
"This trap would go up like a gasoline tank, Doc."
Long Tom added, "We've been trying to break down the door --
Renny cracked his big fists together, wailed, "I've nearly wore 'emout on that door, Doc! She
al nost breaks, but not quite."
It was evident to Doc that Renny considered his reputation at stake, as well as his life. Renny
had | ong boasted -- and backed up his boast -- that his bare fists could pound the panel out of any
wooden door .
"l snell snoke!" Long Tom gasped.
Doc's sensitive nostrils had already detected the acrid odor of the snoke.
"This building has been fired," he adm tted.
"Listen!" Long Tom breat hed.
A heart-stopping sound -- the seething crackle of flanes feeding through dry wooden floors --
wafted to themfaintly.
"We got to get out of here!" Renny bl ared.
"Right," Long Tom seconded.
"Cone on, Renny," Doc directed. "W will try the door."
UNDER t he conbined fist battering and shoul der | unging of Doc and Renny, the door shuddered,
groaned, then collapsed like a hut in a tornado. Snoke billowed in as all three nmen burst out. It
was slightly lighter in the hall, in spite of the snoke.
"Stay close," Doc rapped, and | eaped for the stairway.
Renny roared. "Holy cow That's the wong way!"
"The other way is down," Long Tom added.
Doc, taking the steps several at a tine, did not pause to explain. He disappeared in the snoke
and darkness of the floor above and forged on up the next flight of stairs. H s flake-gold eyes,
ever alert, had seen sonething his aids had m ssed.
DOC had glinpsed Boris Ramadanoff scuttling around the bend of the stair |anding above. The
bronze man's giant strides slashed the distance between hinself and the nurderous little man. At the
top of the roof flight, Doc was only a little behind.
Ramadanoff went out on the roof like an eel. He got the door shut behind him A snap | ock caught
and held as Doc ramred the panel with terrific force.
After Doc had tried his strength on the door that once, he did not waste tine on it again.
From the roof, Boris Ranmadanoff shouted with raw gloating: "Stay there and burn!"
Doc did not hear. He had already vaulted the bannister and | anded on the snoke-filled floor
bel ow. He net Renny and Long Tom com ng up.
"Down," he ordered. "Back into the roomout of which we just cane!"
"We can't, Doc!" Renny thunped.
"Fire's already cut us off fromthat floor!" Long Tom cri ed.
Creating its own draft, the fire funneled up the stairway below them A few flights down, there
was a crash as sonething col | apsed.
"Down!" Doc ordered, and | ed the way. Unquestioning, Long Tom and Renny fol |l owed him shielding
their eyes, slapping at flames that caught their clothes.
"This was our only chance," Doc threw out, as they gained the room
Long Tom s eyes were seared shut with snoke. "Doc, where are you?"
"This way!"
They followed his voice, crowding into the shaft out of which Doc had smashed his way a few
m nutes before to rescue them Splintering wood showered down on their heads.
"The building's falling!" Renny roared.

BUT it was only part of the building -- the overhead partition which had been built in to seal
of f the shaftway. Doc had torn it out.
Doc said, "Follow ne up. There's no | adder above. W will have to brace ourselves, feet and

shoul ders in the shaft, and shove with our hands. It is only two floors to the roof."

"I's the shaft open at the roof?" Long Tom gasped.

"If it is not, we will have to open it," Doc replied.

"What good's it gonna do to get on the roof?" Renny questioned, hoarsely.

"Save your breath," Doc advised. "dinb."

The shaft was not open at the roof. Wiile the fire roared and crackl ed behind them and snoke
packed about them|ike black nortar, Doc struck and heaved agai nst the roof surface which capped the
shaf t way.

The bronze man's netallic nmuscles were nore enduring than the planks which opposed them His
prodi gi ous hands tore out a hole big enough for his body to follow.

From the roof, a throbbing drone reached his ears. It was Boris Ramadanoff's gyro plane. It had
taken Ramadanoff a few minutes to clear the airplane of its silk-cloth covering. But now the
machine, its "windml|" revolving, was wenched al ong by the navy-type catapult for a take-off.



The gyro pitched dangerously to one side, as it cleared the catapult. The side pitch gave Boris
Ramadanoff a nasty nonment, as the roof tops below tilted dizzily. But the whirling "windmlI" bl ades
steadi ed the plane, and Ramamdanoff snatched an easy breath.

He was totally unaware of the reason for that unexpected side pitch.

Many curious persons, crowding the street to watch the fire, could have told himthe cause. Gasps
left many throats as watchers saw sonething they could hardly believe. They saw the gyro float up
fromthe roof, glinting red in the lurid, reflected light of flames. That al one was exciting enough.
An escape by airplane froma burning buil ding!

The gasps which sprang froma multitude of |ips, however, was not occasi oned al one by the rising
gyro. What brought the sound fromthroats was the figure of a man clinging to the tail skid of the
gyro, causing the "windmll" plane to pitch alarmingly and the man's dangling body to swing from
side to side.

The spectacle was visible for only an unreal instant. Then the lifting gyro and the man dangling

in thin air fromthe understructure were blotted out by snoke.

If the awed watchers could have seen what followed they woul d have received an even greater

thrill. dinmbing with an agility made possible only by trenmendous nuscles, Doc worked astride the
fusel age and toward the open cockpit of the gyro.

Bori s Ramadanoff uttered a hoarse yell when, warned by the behavior of the plane, he turned and
saw the bronze nman cone into view. The presence of Doc on the plane after an iron door had sl anmed
in his face, locking himin a burning building, smacked nonentarily of the supernatural -- at |east,
to Ramadanoff. The bearded man, as though bitten by denmons, reared up and plunged overboard fromthe
opposite side of the cockpit.

H s body dropped. He wore a parachute and this pronptly bl oomed, snubbing his fall.

Doc reached the cockpit and took the controls. Back to the burning building, he headed. The crowd
in the streets got another thrill. They saw the gyro float in through snoke, blood-red in the
reflections of the flame, and |ike a gigantic humming bird, settle out of sight on the roof top.
The excitenment the street watchers experienced was not a fraction of the one Long Tom and Renny
felt, there on the blistering roof.

The crowd yelled itself hoarse when the gyro arose again. Mst of them thought they were

wi tnessing a sensational fire departnent rescue, although a few noisily expressed the opinion that
the whole thing was a publicity stunt of some Kkind.

Chapter X. EQUATORI AL FLI GHT

WHEN Bori s Ranadanoff bailed out of the gyro, his parachute |lowered himinto a narrow strip of

par kway between Riverside Drive and the Hudson River. There was but one person to witness his

I'andi ng, that individual being a bench derelict, sodden with al cohol. He nerely stared, wild-eyed,
bel i eving the spectacle of the man crashing into the underbrush with sonmething |like a bed sheet
fluttering over his head to be a Variation of the old "pink el ephant” thene.

Bori s Ramadanoff, therefore, was enabled to land virtually unseen. Skinning out of his 'chute
harness and scranbling through the park shrubbery, he scurried up the long flight of stone steps to
the street |evel and caught a taxi on the Drive. On Tenth Avenue, directly west of the Tinmes Square
district, he directed the driver to the curb.

"Wait for ne," he called, and | eaped out and ducked into a griny doorway.

He was back soon, clutching a stiff object wapped inside a trailing bl anket.

"West Street!" he barked.

Riding toward the river, Ramadanoff took the ends of the blanket and w apped them nore snugly

about the object which he carried.

West Street skirts the Hudson River and is lined with docks. Wen Ramadanoff let his taxi go, he
wal ked a bl ock down the dimly lit river-front street till he cane to a | arge, roofed-over pier.

The huge, brick building, was snoke-stained, old-looking. There was nothing to distinguish it in
appearance fromany of a thousand other piers in New York, accommodating the world' s shipping.

A sign over the corrugated netal door read:

HI DALGO TRADI NG COVPANY

As Ramadanoff very well knew, there was something unusual about this pier. It was not,

practically speaking, a pier at all. It was Doc Savage's water-front hangar. It housed an assortnent
of heavier-than-air craft as remarkable as the ultra-nodern |and vehicles garaged in the basenent of
Doc' s skyscraper headquarters.

Ranmadanof f nade no attenpt to force an entrance into the sprawling bul k of the hangar. He had
scouted the | ocale before. He knew that the hangar, protected by photo-electric eyes and nmagnetic
fields, was as inpossible of entrance as a bank vault woul d have been.

What he did was ridiculously sinple. On each side of the driveway door was head-hi gh, rather
scrawny, shrubbery. Ramadanoff noved along the dimstreet until his dark figure nerged with the
shadows of the shrubbery.

Any one wat ching could have observed that his figure did not show again on the other side of the
shrubbery. But there was no one watching. The little nman squirmed into the very center of the
conceal i ng branches and crouched down. He pulled the bl anket wapping fromhis parcel, exposing a
submachi ne gun of non-glinting blue-nmetal finish.



WHEN Ranadanof f, weaponl ess, had ducked out of the taxi into the Tenth Avenue doorway, it was to
make a |ightning quick call on one of Jans Bergman's nmen who had a roomat the address. Bergman's
dem se was not yet known to his men, so it had been no trouble for Ramadanoff to arrange for the use
of the machi ne gun.

Doc Savage, Ramadanoff knew, would waste no tine in arriving at the hangar to take off for the

Gal apagos. O course, Doc would go by plane.

But the bronze nman, Ranmamdanoff was determ ned, would never even enter that hangar. He woul d drop
before a withering blast of anmbush |ead.

After a while, a sedan rolled down the street and nosed silently in the Hi dal go Tradi ng Conpany's
driveway.

Ramadanoff's pul se qui ckened, then slowed. He had expected Doc to stop the car and get out and
open the hangar door. But the car ran on w thout slackening of speed, pointing head-on for the
closed roll-down door. At the instant Ranadanoff expected a collision, the door rolled silently
upward, actuated by a short-wave radio beamtransnmitted fromwithin the car to a detector-rel ay
devi ce connected to an el ectric door-openi ng mechani sm

Doc's car disappeared wi thin the hangar and the door closed down.

Ranmadanoff's face was purpled fromhis rage at missing the | ast chance he woul d have to prevent
Doc fromflying to the island. He had a ferocious inpulse to enpty the nmachi ne-gun drum agai nst the
corrugated netal door in sheer insane frustration.

A nonment |ater, he was glad that he had not wasted those bullets. Amazingly, the door opened

agai n.

Ramadanoff coul d hear a scuffling of shoe |eather against dusty concrete. Then a huge bronze
figure becanme visible in the door.

The drowsy qui et of early evening was smashed by thunderous, nacabre rattle as Ranadanoff held
the trigger and swung his stream of | eaden death back and forth. M ndful of bullet-proof garnents,
he aimed high, for the face. A great many bullets sprayed harm essly agai nst the corrugated netal
surface of the hangar front.

But fully a score were direct face hits on the bronze man's figure in the doorway.

There m ght have been nore hits; but suddenly the machine gun silenced. A crashing weight had
descended into the shrubbery, apparently fromthe clouds, grinding the underbrush, the assassin, and
the machine gun into the ground. Ramadanoff's finger was broken before he could clear it fromthe
trigger. But the finger was the least of his troubles. He felt hinself lifted and sl ammed. He knew
what had him Doc Savage!

Doc had | eaped froma hidden door high in the warehouse side, directly on top of Ramadanoff. Doc
dragged Rammdanoff inside the hangar door and said to Long Tom "Haul Robbie in and get the door
shut . "

Long Tom chuckl ed. "Robbie will be needin' a new paint job on his face, Doc."

"Yeah," Renny booned. "And a set of new teeth."

Ranmadanof f stared, bleary-eyed, as Long Tom and Renny pushed the huge bronze figure, which had
appeared in the doorway and taken the bullets, inside, and closed the hangar door.

"A dummy!" he ejacul at ed.

"Sure," Long Tom said. "A nechanical |ikeness of Doc. Robbie, the Robot."

"And can Robbie take it!" Renny runbl ed.

"Had his face shot off himfour times, so far," Long Tom added.

Ramadanoff was muttering profanely to hinself.

"Don't you get it, Wiskers?" Long Tom demanded.

Ramadanof f scow ed.

Renny expl ai ned sardonically. "Doc |likes to cooperate, so he provided the shrubbery outside for
guys that want to pot himfromcover. Doc ordered the bushes big, so as to give plenty of roomfor a
man with a gun to hide inside."

Long Tom continued, "And the bushes are wired so that any one crowding inside of "emw |l cause a
signal to flash."

Doc was already penetrating deep within the hangar.

"Come on," he called back.

Dragging their prisoner, Renny and Long Tom hurried after Doc Savage.

The bronze man was swinging inside the cabin of his large speed ship, a three-nmotor job with
stream ined alloy hull. The wings tapered into the fuselage for mnimumw nd resistance. It was a
conbi nati on | and-and-sea plane and had a speed of nearly three hundred miles an hour.

"W taking this one, Doc?" Long Tom queried, hand waving out to indicate the plane before them
"Right," the bronze nman said.

Renny and Long Tom shoved their prisoner inside and piled in after him

W TH the three supercharged notors delivering their full quota of power, the big speed plane

hurl ed south through the Atlantic seaboard darkness.

They caught the slunmberous twi nkle of early norning lights in Cuba and roared on, doing better
than three hundred mles an hour as they clinbed high and rode the stratospheric air currents to the
Canal Zone.



At Colon, they got a surprise

They set down for refueling. A dark-skinned man in a white linen suit popped out of the
directional radio station operated by the department of commerce and ran across the field toward
Doc's plane. The man was wavi ng a radi ogram

"For Doc Savage," he called

The dark-ski nned man | eaned against the |lowslung cabin with a hand resting on the | edge of an
opened porthole, and his black eyes were centered in rapt admiration on Doc as the bronze gi ant
opened the envel ope and read the radi ogram

HAVE DI SCOVERED BORI S RAMADANOFF |'S WORKI NG W TH HI S BROTHER COUNT RAMADANOFF STOP DI SREGARD OUR
OTHER RADI OGRAM STOP ALI VE BUT MAY NOT BE FOR LONG STOP BETTER DO THI NGS

MONK

Doc handed the radiogramto his aids

"Huh!" Renny snorted. "W got Boris's nunber before they did, | guess."

"They're still alive," Long Tom said, tensely

"Yeah, and we'll be there in a few hours," Renny thunped

"Watch the plane," Doc instructed Renny. "Do not |et Ramadanoff out, or |et anybody el se cone
near."

Doc, with Long Tom the electrical w zard, acconpani ed the dark-skinned man back to the
broadcasting station to try to get a line on what was the matter with the radi o beam

"A ship carrying one of ny aids, while follow ng your beam was recently thrown off its course
and w ecked," Doc advi sed

"The troubl e nmust have been with the receiving apparatus,"” the dark-skinned man said

"l mpossible!" interposed Long Tom who had nade the boat's radio installation and knew it was as
perfect as was possible

"Then examine ny layout," the radio station attendant invited

Doc and Long Tom nade a careful exami nation, then returned to the plane

"What' d you find out over there?" Renny queried

Long Tom answered, "Everything was in perfect nechanical shape."

Ref uel ed, the plane took off, soared high over the feverish Panana jungle, then left the |ush
green for the sparkling blue of the Pacific as, engines throbbing, it bored steadily southward
toward the Gal apagos

Long Tom was bendi ng over the audio-frequency anplifier. He jerked his head phones off and held
one to Doc's ear. A dot-dash conbination in sharp staccato sounded plainly.

"The A wave is coming in too strongly," Long Tom said

"Are we off the course?" Renny runbled

"W are off the course as transmitted by the beam antenna back at the Canal Zone," Doc stated
"But that's the right course," Renny protested

"I's it?" Doc asked mldly.

"IT'S the beamthe others were riding when their ship piled on the rocks," Renny runbled. "W
want to go where they were w ecked, don't we?"

"Yes," Doc said. "But this beam may not be directing us there."

"l get it," Renny nmuttered. "If there's nothing the matter with the instruments, the trouble nust
lie with that darkski nned baby at the Canal Zone who is transmitting the signals."

Doc nodded. "He transmitted the beamso that it put Johnny on the rocks. It nay be that now he is

| aying down a beamwhich, if we followit, will land us in the Pacific Ocean with enpty gas tanks."
Renny snorted, "Thinks he's sendin' us on a one-way trip, huh?"
Long Tomwas struck with an idea. "Stop ne, if you've thought of this one, Doc -- but how does

the course, as broadcast to us by the radi o beacon, conpare with the |l atitude and | ongitude of the
island as given you by Boris Ramadanof f ?"

"The two check perfectly," Doc said

"Then Ramadanoff gave us the wong directions, too?"

"It is alnost certain that he did."

"Want me to bring himin, Doc?" Renny asked, eagerly.

"Yes," Doc said. "It is time Ramadanoff tal ked."

Renny hurried aft, unlocked a snall individual cabin, roused Boris Ramadanoff out and trundl ed
himforward to Doc. The bronze nman turned the plane controls over to the sensitive nechanical arns
of a robot pilot, and faced Boris Ranmadanof f

"I want the latitude and | ongitude of your brother's island," Doc announced

"l gave it to you -- "

"I want the correct latitude and longitude," Doc interrupted, severely

"The one | gave you is correct,” the little man insisted, stubbornly.

Doc fixed his gold-flecked eyes on Ranadanoff while he spoke in brittle tones to Renny and Long
Tom

"Get out the rope, Renny, and loop it over Ramadanoff's right foot," the bronze man said. "Long
Tom open the side hatch."

Renny | ooped the rope over Ranmdanoff's foot and pulled it tight. Renny haul ed back so



exuberantly that he pulled the bearded little man off his feet. Long Tomthrew open the side hatch,
reveal ing a patch of blue-the Pacific Ocean perhaps a nmile bel ow

"Pull his 'chute off, Long Tom" Doc directed.

Long Tom sli pped the pack-chute fromthe little man's shoul ders. The packs, contrivances

devel oped by Doc hinmself, were not bul ky, and they could be worn with no nore inconvenience than a
heavy coat woul d have occasioned. Doc and his nmen, when in the air, were usually equipped with the
safety devices and, in this case, they had provided one for their prisoner.

Doc | ooked at Ranmdanoff, and said, "Renny, here, is going to |ower you through the hole. He will
| ower you down hand over hand, slowy, till he cones to the end of the rope. Then, if you have not
indicated that you will speak the truth, he will let go the rope."

Doc | ooked toward Renny. "Lower away."

Ranmadanof f had been | owered half of the rope's | ength when the bluff worked. He | ooked up and
squal led like a wild cat.

"1"11 tell!"™ he screaned.

"Hold himthere a mnute, Renny," Doc ordered. He | ooked down at the cringing prisoner. "The

| ocation?"

Ranmadanof f screaned | atitude and | ongitude down to minutes and seconds. He had it on the tip of
his tongue.

"WE will let himcool off now " Doc decided. "Renny, take charge of him"

"WII |, Doc!" Renny booned.

Ranada noff was so giddy from being dangled on the rope that he could not stand when he was first
drawn back within the plane. Long Tomfitted the pack-chute back on the man's shoul ders, and Renny
dragged himungently aft and | ocked himin the fusel age conpartnment again.

The plane ran into a fog bank as it droned southwest. Doc clinbed the plane and came out on top,
in dazzling sunshine. Cccasional rifts in the fog showed hi mthe blue Pacific bel ow

Eventual ly, a rent showed sonething el se besides water.

"Land bel ow," Renny announced. "A snmall island."

"Cocos Island," Doc said. "W take our final bearings fromhere. The next land we sight will be
the Gal apagos."

"That won't be long, at the rate we're traveling," Long Tom sai d.

It was only a brief glinpse they got of Cocos Island, then the fog closed in again |ike swaddling
cotton, seem ng to wedge the hurtling plane against the sky.

"Bring out the prisoner, Renny," Doc suggested, sone tine later. "W will try again to find out
sonet hing nore about this nysterious Devil's Honeyconb. "

Renny grinned, and went aft to unlock the conpartnent door.

"We'll make himtalk," Long Tomaffirmed, grimy.

But they did not make Boris Ramadanoff talk.

Renny threw open the prison conpartnment door and stared, jaw sagging, his generously proportioned
mout h yawni ng wi de |ike a tunnel opening.

"What's the matter?" Long Tom cal |l ed, sharply.

"Matter!" Renny how ed, dazedly. He turned, dived forward.

"He busted a hole in the floor!" Renny squalled. "He's junped out!"

"HOW coul d he break out?" Long Tom denanded. "Nobody can break through the alloy skin of this
plane. It's even bulletproof."

"How did he do it, Renny?" Doc asked, quietly.

"That was the conpartment where we had the floor ripped up the other day, Doc," Renny nuttered.
"I't wasn't welded; just small bolts set in tenporarily."

Doc | ooked at the chart. "It is too late to do anything about it now Doubtless, Ranadanoff

bai |l ed out over Cocos Island. It is entirely too large an island for us to waste tinme trying to
locate him"

The great tri-notored speed ship scudded on, riding above the fog bank like a gigantic water bug
ski nmi ng the surface of quiet depths.

"How re we gonna |locate anything in this fog?" Renny wanted to know, |ater.

"W can get our latitude and |ongitude above, then go down and | and on the water to wait till the
fog lifts," Doc explained. "That, of course, may not be necessary."

That logical plan, it devel oped |later, was never to be put into execution. At the present
latitude and | ongitude, given by Boris Ramadanoff under pressure, the fog becane strangely reddi sh
in color over a considerable area. This crinson gl ow was uneasy, flickering, brightening and dulling
as though the leaping fires of hell itself strove to break through.

Doc banked the speed plane in a wide spiral around the scarlet-stained sector.

"What caused that?" Renny runbl ed, awe nmking his Voi ce sonmehow queer.

"Vol cano, " Doc decided. "Active."

"Let's ease down," Long Tom suggest ed.

They did go down, but not easily.

An ear-splitting crash sent a convul sion through the plane, then tilted it in a mad dip.
Acconpanyi ng the detonation, flame sheeted out, envel oping them They were stunned, tenporarily



bl i nded.

"Whol e back end bl own of f!" Renny baw ed. "Lost half the fuselage!" Long Tom shouted. The plane
was plummeting, weaving dizzily, shuddering and bouncing in the air as against sonething solid.
"Junp!" Doc ordered. "Spill air to guide your 'chutes away fromthe red portion of the fog!"
Chapter Xl . SHREDDED DEATH

THE pl ane had been very hi gh when the expl osion occurred. Their parachutes were |arger than the
average, so they went down slowy; and because they pulled at shrouds on one side, they skidded
through the sky. They left the domain of lurid red |ight behind.

In fact, lost fromeverything but each other in the fog, they overdid the skidding a little. They
came down in water.

Cl ose over the sea, the fog was thin. Doc and Renny, releasing thenselves fromthe parachute
harnesses a few feet above the water, plunged into the seething gray expanse within easy hailing
di stance of each other. Long Tom plunmeted down farther to the left; where the plane hit, they could
not tell, although it was probably nearer shore and off to the left.

Treading water and trying to orient hinmself in the snother of waves, Renny baw ed, "What caused

t hat expl osi on, Doc?"

"A bonb, obviously," the bronze man shouted back.

"But we searched Ramadanoff before we brought himaboard,"” Renny pointed out.

"Ramadanoff did not do it," Doc returned. "It nust have been done at the Canal Zone | anding
field

"The dark-ski nned guy!" Renny roared. "The one who brought the radi ogramout -- and stood by
while we read it!"

"Right," Doc agreed. "The fellow evidently had his orders in advance."

Renny took water, coughed it up and sputtered, "But what nade the thing go off right when we were
over the island?"

"Probably a radio control detonator, actuated by a transmitter below," Doc Savage hazarded. "The
mechani sm woul d have been fairly sinple for a good radio technician to construct."

The bronze man was treading water. The water all about them seened to be swirling, like a
furiously running stream There was a pronounced undercurrent that at times nearly took them under.
"Holy cowl " Renny thunped. "Sone sw nm ng pool!"

"Atide rip," Doc Savage offered. "It seenms to be carrying us offshore."

Unexpectedly, a streak of phosphorescence angled in toward the bronze man. The streak was
preceded by a water-slashing fin.

"Sharks!" Long Tomyelled fromnear by.

But Doc had already seen the racing black fin.

"Make for the reef!" the bronze man shouted to Long Tom

The black fin, swerving close to Doc, went under in a boil of bubbles and phosphorescence. Doc
went under, too. Half a mnute later, Long Tomuttered a hoarse cry and kicked out with his feet. He
t hought he was being attacked by the shark; but it was only Doc, who had swm under water and cone
up al ongsi de him

Wth Doc's assistance, Long Tom gained rapidly in his fight against the current. Nearing the
coral reef and tenporary safety, a shark slashed in at them

"Try to make it alone," Doc jerked, and di sappeared under water again, alnost under the chisel
nose of the attacking shark. The shark dove with the bronze man, rolling.

Long Tomnmade it to the jagged reef, and a nonent |ater Doc stroked up and nuscl ed out of the

wat er al ongsi de him

LONG TOM coughed water. "Playing tag with that maneater -- drawing himaway -- you saved ny life,
Doc

"Listen," Doc cautioned.

The put-put of a motor | aunch sounded strongly.

"What' || we do?" Long Tom gul ped.

"Coul d you nake it ashore, sw nm ng?"

"Afraid not," Long Tompuffed. "I was al nbst gone when you reached ne."

"Renny might not make it either," Doc said, thoughtfully.

The motor | aunch nosed around a wave-laced reef into close view Men in the bucking |aunch waved.
Doc answered their signals.

Long Tomgrow ed tragically, "Wecked just when we could begin to do sone good! Qur superfirers,
all our weapons, at the bottom of the ocean! And now we'll be taken prisoners the same as Johnny,
Pat, Monk, Ham and the rest of 'em" A bellow of distress reached themfaintly through the whipping
wi nd.

"It's Renny!" Long Tom gasped. "Sharks!"

Doc took the water in a shallow dive which bounced himto the surface and sent hi m streaking

t hrough the short, steep waves toward Renny's voi ce.

The motor | aunch came on, picked up Long Tom and bore down upon Doc and Renny. A boat hook
snagged Renny's collar and drew hi m al ongsi de. Hands reached down and hel ped hi m aboard.

"Sharks!" sonme one expl oded. "Right al ongside!"



A boat hook probed at Doc. The shark reached the bronze man. Doc and the shark di sappeared in a
wel ter of churning water. Bubbles streaned up and broke whitely on the dark surface

But only at first did they break whitely. Very soon, they were breaking red. The red stain spread
over the water, a gory blanket around the pitching | aunch

Renny and Long Tom stared at the water in dawning horror. The half dozen nmen who had conme out in
the launch crowded the rails, chattering in queer |anguages as they scanned the surface |ooking for
vi sual evidence of the tragedy indicated as occurring bel ow.

Bl ood in the water brought nore sharks closing in. The | aunch threaded back and forth until the
red stain was diffused; but Doc did not again appear

The hel msman swung the | aunch around and started bucking the currents toward the shore

Al the crew were dressed in the same fashion-sinple loin cloths, and collars of lizard hide. The
I aunch docked at a pier running out fromthe pal ace of the Ramadanoffs

I NSI DE t he pal ace, in the huge room-- that high-vaulted cavern fashi oned from wooden beans and
bl ack vol canic rocks -- Long Tom and Renny were wel comed by the Count Ramadanoff in the same suavely
polite manner in which he had greeted Mnk, Ham and Pat

The heatl ess blue flanes | eaped as before within the mammmoth fireplace, causi ng shadows to dart
and vani sh throughout the luxuriantly furnished hall. From high overhead, the crystal-spangl ed
candel abra, hanging fromits massive chain and burning fully two hundred candl es, shed a yell ow
light which penetrated weirdly to the mddle stair |Ianding hung with the long curtains of sonber
ruby vel vet

Long Tom and Renny, grief-torn as they were by Doc's disappearance after the attack by the shark
could not help but feel the nenace which stal ked through the dank air of the place

The Count Ranmadanoff, hinself, appeared as sonme one not quite real. He was a towering giant

al nost as large as Doc -- this nmuch they realized. Wth his Czar-of-Russia beard, his courtly
bearing, he appeared to be a replica of his brother, Boris -- areplica fully twice as |arge

The count bowed, said precisely: "My guests have a predilection for arriving here in wet clothes
I will have a change of dry garnents laid out for you."

The count's thin lips withed hack to emt a sharp cobralike hissing. A w zened sl ave padded
forward on bare feet in answer to the summons

Wil e the count issued orders for the preparation of a chanber for his guests, Long Tom nurnured
an aside to Renny:"You see what | do?"

Renny grunted. "The slave! He's a menber of Johnny's expedition -- or was, wasn't he?"

Long Tom nodded. "We've got to put on an act, until we get the lay of things here. It's al
queer. "

"And we can't let this whiskered devil know we think Doc is dead," Renny whispered

The count | ooked sharply at Renny.

"So," he murnured, "the bronze man is dead!"

Renny stared belligerently, aware that the count nust have read his lips

Long Tom snoot hed t hings over. Wile Renny's big fists started swi nging nervously at his sides
Long Tom said, "There seens to be a mistake. It's the shark that's dead."

The count's eyes glittered. "I hope you are right. | ameager to nmeet personally this Doc
Savage. "

"What we want to know," Renny put in bluntly, "is where are Ham Monk, Johnny and Pat?"

The count answered precisely: "You have reference, doubtless, to Brigadier General Theodore
Mar | ey Brooks, Lieutenant Col onel --

"Yeah," Renny interrupted, "they're the ones! Were are they?"

The count shrugged. "How should | know? This is an extrenely renote island in the Gal apagos, not
an information booth."

Renny's glance roved fiercely around the great hall and fastened for an instant upon the grand
piano draped with rich sea-otter furs

The count's cruel eyes flashed. "I assure you, ny dear Renw ck, the persons you nentioned are not
concealed in ny piano."

The slave in his loin cloth and |izard-hide collar, padded down the broad stone steps and
prostrated hinself before his naster. But his eyes, for a flashing instant, had caught Long Tom s
with a significant glance

"You may follow the slave," the count announced. "Wen you have changed to dry clothing, | wll
recei ve you down here."

As Long Tom and Renny nounted the sweeping spiral of the stairs and passed beyond the

ruby-col ored drape hel d back by the slave, Count Ramadanoff's voice followed themw th suave
nenace

"One thing, renenber," Ramadanoff intoned: "The shadow of the Devil's Honeyconb |ies everywhere
upon this island.”

I NSI DE t he chanmber assigned them the slave bent to take off Long Tomls wet shoes. Renny reached
down and poked a huge thunmb and finger under the man's chin and tilted his head up

"Don't you know us?" he asked

The man squirnmed, |ooking at Renny out of fear-haunted eyes



"Not I|," he whispered. "I don't know you."

"Downstairs, you did," Long Tom suggested. "That was before he remi nded ne."

"Rem nded you of what?"

The man's voice rasped hoarsely. "That the Devil's Honeyconb is a nenace everywhere on the
island!"

"Where's the rest of your party?" Renny demanded. "I don't know anything!" the man nmunbl ed.
"You nean you won't talk."

The man's |ips whitened. "Anybody who tells anything on this island dies!"

Renny grunted with disgust at the display of fear.

"It ought to be safe to talk here." Long Tom urged.

"It's safe nowhere," nmuttered the other. "You talk and you die."

"How do you know?" the electrical w zard insisted.

"Mster, |'ve been standin' close when it happened,” the slave nunbled. "A little hole conmes in
your tenple, about the size you could jab your thunmb into."

"Bal oney," Renny summed it up.

Suddenly flooding the room a weird, strumming nusic vibrated. Fantastic nelody! It struck the
ear with pul sations that seemed to raise goose flesh over the entire body and cause the hair to tug
at its roots.

"What's that?" Renny denanded, gl aring about, swinging his big fists.

The man who had becone a slave was staring with panic bul ged eyes. He choked out words, "The
count playin' at the piano!"

"So what?" Renny booned.

"So sonebody dies!"

"Nuts!" Renny runbl ed.

The man rasped stubbornly, "Every tine |'ve heard himplay |like that, sonebody has died right
after! Way, your own nmen, and the girl -- " He choked off his words with spasnodic effort.

Bot h Long Tom and Renny sei zed him and shook hi m sinultaneously

"What about our nen and the girl?" Renny's great voice was thunder.

In the grand hall below, the nusic had stopped, though faint nocking echoes hung about |ike an
exotic perfune.

"All right!" the man gasped. "1'Ill tell you! | might die for it; but if |I don't tell you I'll die
anyway. But first, is it true that Doc Savage is dead?"

"A shark took Doc," Renny said, bleakly. "He didn't conme up."

The man wilted. "Then it's no use! Wthout Savage we can't -- "

"Tal k!" Long Tom j abbed. "Wat were you going to tell us?"

The man opened big nmouth to speak. But it was not his voice which Long Tom and Renny heard. There

was a fleshcrawl ing sound -- a bony crunch, and the nan who woul d have tal ked plunged forward, his
head striking solidly on the floor, his body flopping over and lying inert.
RENNY and Long Tom stared wildly. There had been no visible novenent within the room-- just that

crunch, then the man falling linply.

Renny, fists sw nging, went tearing around the room pulling aside curtains, banging closet
doors, |ooking under the beds.

He found not hi ng.

Wth Long Tom he examined the linp body. The man was dead froma wound in his tenple, a hole a
bird s egg m ght have dropped into -- or a man's thunb.

Al at once, welling with chill nockery, music fromthe count's piano flowed through the room
agai n.

Renny jerked upright, swerved for the door.

"Cone on!" he barked at Long Tom

"Come on where?"

"To punch the count's face out frombetween his pointed ears!" Renny roared. "We'll settle all
this nmystery now "

"It's a good idea," Long Tom agreed, and plunged out after Renny.

Past the hanging ruby drapes on the middle |anding and down the wi de stone steps, three at a
tine, they rushed. The count rose fromhis piano to confront themw th suave dignity.

"Why do you hurry, gentlenmen?" he questioned, dark eyebrows arched.

Monentarily disarned by the count's quiet manner, they slowed their precipitous descent, cane
forward slowy.

"But you have still your wet clothes on, gentlenmen!" the count chided.

"When we get through, you won't worry about clothes!" Renny threatened.

"Who killed the man in our roon?" Long Tom denanded.

The count smled thinly. "Your bellicose manner beconmes understandable. A man has been kill ed,
you say?"

"I'n our room" Long Tom grat ed.

The bi g bearded nan queried, "There is, perhaps, a hole in big tenple?"

"If you know that, you did it!" Renny how ed, starting his forward rush.



The count, unperturbed, lifted a hand. "One nonent, ny dear Renwick. It is only natural that
shoul d know about the thunb-hol e death. Such deaths occur with great frequency on this island."
Wiile he tal ked, the count's white, tapering fingers toyed with a snmall object -- a slimthing of
flashing gol d

Long Tom noved forward to ook at the gold thing. "Pat Savage's lipstick!" he clipped

horrified

LONG TOM S hand reached out. "Let ne see that."

"Wth pleasure." The count handed over the |ipstick

"It is Pat's!" Long Tomnmuttered, examning it. He glared at the count. "Were'd you get it? You
said you hadn't seen Pat. Wiere is she? Snappy, brother, before we give you what is known as the
wor ks!"

"Ridiculous!" the count asserted. "In your United States, |ipsticks are mass-production articles
There nmust be upward of half a mllion of this identical design."

"There aren't half a mllion of these!" Renny's voice sounded in a bawl of hoarse triunmph, as he
rushed to a corner and seized a slimblack malacca cane, held it up

"Ham s sword cane!" Long Tom echoed

Renny faced Count Ranadanoff. "Here's Hamis cane! | want to know where Hamis."

"You are nmaking yourself utterly ridiculous,"” the count asserted

"Brother, you asked for it!" Renny roared, and rushed the count, striking out with his great
fists.

The count nmade no attenpt to dodge. He stood and took it -- and in return laid his fist against
Renny's jaw in a bl ow which rocked the bi g engi neer back on his heels

Renny blinked dazedly. He had never met opposition like this in his life. He could al nbst believe
that it was Doc Savage's powerful nuscles that had just put those staggering bl ows across

Long Tom was hel pl ess to aid, because, at a nod fromthe count, a slave -- a squat Mngol -- had
appeared from behind a wall drape and nudged Long Toms ribs with the flare-1lipped nuzzle of a
di abol i cal poison dart gun

Renny tried everything -- science, brute force, but he mght as well have been fighting a shadow,
for all the inpression he made

Finally, the count grew weary of the sport. Eyes glinting, thin lips drawn back to a thin line
he put over a haynmaker. Then he stood over Renny, callously kicking himback to consci ousness

"I will always regret that | did not neet your Doc Savage," the count said gloatingly, and
sighed. "It appears that | nust live all ny life without neeting a foe worthy of ny efforts.”

He hi ssed again and the slaves bound and dragged the two prisoners out of the main hall and part
way up the tower steps. Before the sane slot in the tower hall which Doc's other aids had been
forced to | ook through, Renny and Long Tom were hal ted

"observe your playmates," the count directed

THEY | ooked through the slot, and in that courtyard dungeon, hemmed in by starkly rearing pal ace
wal | s, they saw the sane unbelievabl e nonster that Monk, Ham and Pat had witnessed

"Holy cowl " Renny breathed

Squatting in the mddle of the flagstone pit, bathed in the red volcanic glare, was a creature

that had a ridge of toothlike horns running down his scabrous back and tail. Swinging its arnored
head upward, it snorted two streans of vapor fromits nostrils; then it drewin air, and its sides
swel l ed out until, to the horrified glance of Renny and Long Tom the |oathsome thing threatened to
expand to such a bulk that it would fill the whole courtyard

"What is it?" Long Tom gul ped

"l don't know," Renny said, suddenly hoarse

"In observing this Gargantuan nonstrosity," the count's odi ous voice broke in, "do not overl ook
the cells under the balcony -- your tenporary abode. | say 'tenporary' because the cell bars are
novabl e, actuated electrically at nmy desire -- ny desire being dictated to a | arge extent by the
hunor of the creature you are observing."

Agai n the count sounded his ghoulish hiss, and Long Tom and Renny were hustled down the stairs
out onto the circular bal cony which ran all the way around the courtyard dungeon and thrust
uncer enoni ously through a trapdoor in the balcony floor. They | anded heavily ten feet bel ow on the
flagstone floor of a cell

Through the heavy iron bars they could see clearly in the courtyard. The nonster had retreated
out of sight into its den

Opposite them on the bal cony, the count | ooked down. "The creature has enjoyed itself for the
day," he inforned. "He will sleep before he needs diversion and exercise again."

Suddenly, Renny and Long Tom reached out and clutched each other, trenbling. They had seen the
sane things al nost at the sane instant

There, alnmost under their feet, were four shapel ess, maul ed bodies. The flags of the court were
stained a ghastly red that did not come fromthe reflected volcanic |ight. Remants of clothes clung
to each torn body. And Long Tom and Renny were recogni zing those remants

They were the cl aw and-teeth-shredded garnents of Johnny and Ham and Monk and Pat

"And the shark got Doc Savage," the count remarked, |ooking down from his bal cony.



Chapter Xl I. THE HONEYCOVB HORROR

THE Count Ramadanoff was somewhat mi staken

The shark did not get Doc. The red snudge which had bl oomed on the water was not occasi oned by

the shark's flat, pointed teeth tearing at the bronze nman, but came fromwounds inflicted by Doc's
slashing knife on the shark itself

After beating off the shark's attack, Doc swam under water and cane up out of sight of the

launch, behind a jutting coral reef. He waited until the boat had churned away through choppi ng
waves, then struck out in the long, hard swimfor the island

Doc had touched shore on a | ava-strewn beach, waded through a belt of brown sea weed, and pl unged
into the obscurity of shoreline vegetation --w nd-bent trees bl eached white with ocean spray, and
dangl i ng, cobra-headed Peruvi an cactus

Doc drove on through the thorn-studded undergrowth and cane out on a broad, well-defined gane
trail. He recognized it as an age-old path used by the Gal apagos tortoi ses as they butted through
the jungl e between their feeding grounds and watering pl aces

It was evening and the volcano was blinking its red light over the island when Doc reached the
hi gh pl ateau, pocked by those nysterious, nman-nade honeyconb pits. He forged forward, keeping to the
jungle fringe until he arrived near the active workings

From a cactus covert he watched, gold-flecked eyes weirdly alive, while the overseers strode up
and down before the long line of pits and cracked their whips over the backs of the chained sl aves
digging their way to death from exhaustion in the strange honeyconb pattern of circular holes

The bronze man watched for a chance to maneuver cl oser and examine the pits. But, since the

di sturbance created by his aids on the day they had been wecked on the island, the guards had been
doubl ed. Doc had no opportunity to get close enough to | ook down

AHEAD of the advancing line of pits, perhaps fifty yards distant on the high plateau floor

| ooned a smal |l stockade containing surplus working tools; it was guarded by four nen

beefy-shoul dered, swarthy fellows, their sem nude bodies glistening with a hard burni sh whenever the
vol cano lighted up the sky with its hellish red glare

They tal ked anong thenselves in brittle Asiatic gibberish

One of themclacked suddenly in his native tongue, "That flat rock out there, where did it cone
fronP"

The vol canic fire died down before his conpani ons coul d | ook

"l remenber no rock out there," one of themsaid

"Then | ook the next tinme the glow cones," the other suggested

Monmentarily, the lurid lightning sheeted out again.

"Look!" the sharp-eyed one expl oded

"Look where?" the other snapped

"I amlooking," a third said. "I see nothing."
"Are you trying to fool us?" the fourth remarked. "There is nothing there."
"But before, there was a rock!" the first guard grow ed, stubbornly. "I amsure --

In the bl anketing darkness, the man's voice was cut off with a nuffled gurgle

"What's wong with you?" a conpani on asked, sharply. "Did you swall ow a bug?"

There was another nuffled gurgle as this nan ceased speaking in the same abrupt nanner as the
first.

Together the other two nmen clacked in alarm "Wat is the matter?"

They never |earned what it was. Two gurgl es sounded sinultaneously; and after that cane silence
For, all evidence to the contrary, it mght have been the equatorial darkness, pressing malignantly
cl ose, which had choked all four watchers into insensibility.

Vol cani c |ight gl eanred again over the honeyconb pattern of pits on the high plain. The |ight
reveal ed the four guards sitting silently upright, their backs to the stockade -- while inside the
stockade a giant bronze man noved, selecting a digging instrunent, a wedge-pointed pick

The 1ight went out, then flared again and revealed a |unp that m ght have been a bronze-hued rock
on the plateau, hal fway between the stockade and fringing underbrush. But the next tinme red |ight
ri ppled out, the stone had vani shed -- and Doc Savage, under cover of the thorny bush, was creeping
toward the line of pits with the wedge-pointed pick in his hand

He had silenced the guards by deft pressure exerted on nerve centers at the back of their necks
with his cabled fingers. It would be hours, perhaps, before the guards regai ned consci ousness

DOC passed by the front line of pits in which the chained slaves were digging, and watching his
chance, craw ed over and dropped inside one of the worked-out cells inmediately behind the active
front row.

Doc crouched with pick in hand and commenced rapidly digging a hole in the circular walls. The
wal | separating the cells was thin. In a matter of minutes, Doc had picked a hole |arge enough to
l et himlook through

It had been Doc's intention to contact one slave after another in this manner, until he cane upon
one who could furnish information regarding the fate of his aids. As he | ooked through the
fist-sized hole he had dug, his trilling sounded faintly

The chained sl ave heard, and stiffened visibly. This slave was an astounding individual, with a



massive hairy torso, neck nearly as thick as his broad head and | ong, gorilla-like arms extending
al nbst to his knees. There was such strength in that hairy body that the man could bite his shovel
into the flint-packed vol canic ash without the necessity of |loosening it first with the pick.

The gory glow of volcanic light illumnated the man's face briefly, revealing a spraw ed nose, a
huge gash of nmouth and a forehead al nbst buried in bristling hair. The man was so incredibly honely
that be was rather pleasant to look at -- |like a genial bull-dog.

He kept digging, but his keen little eyes had detected the hole Doc had gouged in the pit wall.
He heaved close, the chain rattling against his leg iron.

H s voice was small, childish, jerky with enotion.

"Bl azes, Doc! How d you get here?"

"Gve nme the story, Mnk," Doc whispered, guardedly.

"We're all alive -- but we wouldn't be, much longer," Mnk said, making his small voice smaller.
"The situation seemed desperate, fromthat second radi ogramyou sent to intercept ne at the Canal
Zone," Doc said. "Or did you send it, Mnk?"

"W only sent one, Doc -- to New York," Monk grunted.

"The second nessage sounded so legitimate that it deflected nmy attention enough for Count
Ranmadanoff's agent to get a tine-bonb in our plane," Doc said, grimy; "which, of course, was why
t he radi ogram was sent."

"Did you crash here, Doc?" Mnk demanded.

"Offshore. Renny and Long Tom are prisoners. Where are the others?"

"Haml s chained in the pit next to me, and Johnny is in the one beyond that," Mnk advi sed.

Doc breathed, "And Pat."

"As far as | know, the count's got her cooped up in his palace. W got to get her out. The
count's got a nan-eatin' beast there as big as a nmountain. | know it doesn't sound sane, but all of
us saw the thing. Wew"

Doc asked, "You were inprisoned for a tine at the pal ace?"

"Yeah, but when ol d bush-face saw how tough we were, he sent us here to kill ourselves diggin',
instead of feedin' us to his critter," Mnk grow ed. "That man-eatin' thing has even got teeth on
its back, Doc! You wouldn't believe a nonster like that was in the world!"

A GUARD passed by and | ooked down, |ashed with his whip. Ared welt sprang out on Mnk's

shoul der.

"Quit mumblin' to yourself," the guard directed in English. "And dig faster!"

After the guard continued on, Mnk gritted through the hole to Doc, "You see how it is? Mst of
the diggers die off quick."

"Why the pits?" Doc queried.

"You've got me," Monk grunted. "W've sure wondered about 'em"

"I"'mgoing to dig through into your pit, Mnk," Doc infornmed. "Stand so your back will hide me as
much as possible."

After Doc entered Monk's pit, he dug his way quickly through into Ham's. Mnk filled both the

hol es as best he could. Doc, in the adjoining pit with Ham kept close to the wall so that, unless
one of the overseers stepped close and | ooked directly down, he would remain undetected.

Ham stifled his amazenment at Doc's appearance; and Doc, reaching out with his pick, gouged an
entrance for hinself into Johnny's pit.

Al nost the instant he arrived al ongsi de Johnny, things began to happen.

"I"I'l be superanal ganated!" the bony geol ogi st expl oded, as Doc squirmed into view

"Say it louder!" Doc directed.

"What ?" Johnny blurted, startled.

"Say it |ouder," Doc repeated.

Johnny was so surprised at the whol e business that he did not speak out in his accustoned verbose
nanner .

"I't' Il bring the guards down on us!" he protested.

"That," Doc said, "is what we want."

"1'"1l be superamal gamated!" Johnny blurted his favorite expression again.

"Louder!" the bronze man directed.

Johnny gul ped, raised his voice with determ nation.

"Il be superamal gamat ed, superal ganmated, superalgerated -- aw, nuts, Doc, you say it!" The
word, for once, had gotten hi mdown.

But it was not necessary for Doc to say it. An overseer |lunged toward the pit. Doc was back

agai nst the side. The overseer did not observe him The whip cracked down at Johnny. Doc's hands
reached out, grasped the slashing rawhi des, gave a downward j erk.

The unexpected tug pulled the overseer off bal ance before he had tine to brace hinself or let go
the whip. He teetered on the brink of the pit, then fell inward, sprawing. Doc's fist |anced out,
smacki ng against the fellow s jaw while he was still in the air. The man was unconsci ous before he
hit the bottom

Doc bent, flipped himover, yanked | oose a key dangling froma thong on the |izard-hide collar.
He fitted the key to the lock of Johnny's leg iron, twisted briefly and Johnny stood free.



Doc grabbed up the whip he had wested fromthe guard and, swerving, ducked through the hole into
Ham's pit.

"Fol | ow me, Johnny," Doc suggested, cautiously, and reached to unlock Ham's leg iron.

SUDDENLY, fromall along the line of fantastic pits, the groans and babblings, the whip-cracking,
ceased. One note domi nated the nightmare scene: the deep, echoing clangor of a brass gong.

One of the overseers had witnessed his fellow plunge nmysteriously into the pit and he had sounded
the warning gong. Wiile the dread hush spread over the pit, overseers converged, running, toward the
hol e where Johnny had been wor ki ng.

"We'll never make it, Doc," Johnny snapped. "They kill anybody caught trying to escape!"

A cursing uproar burst out, as the first-arriving overseers discovered Johnny's pit to be enpty.
More of the lizard-collared guards swarned down. A whip lashed into Hami's pit, as one of the
overseers discovered the three nen there.

Bel | owed words brought the others crowding to the pit rim Wips |ashed dowmn. As Doc | unged
upright fromunl ocking Ham the pit becanme a whistling stormof fleshcutting rawhide.

Doc shoved the leg-iron key to Johnny.

"Follow me through into the next pit and unlock Mnk," he shouted above the sw sh and crack of
flaying | eather.

Cl ose at Doc's heels cane Johnny and Ham While the two bent to the task of releasing Mnk, Doc
stood upright, taking the rain of whip lashes, cutting back with the whip he had wested fromthe
first guard.

Under the red volcanic glare, Doc's face, uplifted to the lightning of whips, was a nask of

enoti onl ess bronze. He did not use his left armto fend off the searing strokes. He had better use
for that left arm It cooperated |like a machine with his whip-cracking arm

Doc was not whipping aimessly. Holding his left armin such a way that he could protect his
eyes, he sent his lash snaking upward fromthe pit with a twist of his cabled wist. A deft jerk at
the precisely correct instant caused the long, pliant rawhide to curl tightly about whatever object
it struck. Sometines it was a neck. Sonetinmes an armor a |eg.

But in every instance, a quick, backward jerk of Doc's arm brought his whip-hooked victim
toppling into the pit. And then it was that Doc's left fist cooperated, driving against the head of
each falling victim pounding theminto sensel essness.

And after Doc had dragged some half a dozen nen into the pit with relentless precision, the

remai ni ng overseers drew back, cursing and shouting, out of range of the appalling rawhide |ash.
"O K., Doc," Johnny's voice sounded. Mnk kicked his | oosened | eg chain aside. "I'mclear, Doc!"
"Lead the way, Monk," Doc ordered. "Duck through the sane hole | first entered by. The rest of
you follow | will hold themoff with the whip and bring up the rear."

Monk, crowded cl osely by Johnny and Ham butted through into the next pit back of the active
wor ki ng |ine. Doc ceased slashing his whip and bent to follow them only to have his head ranmed
with a hollow t hunp agai nst an object hurtling back through the hole fromthe other direction.

It was Monk's granite head that Doc had bunped. "We can't get out that way, Doc!" Mnk roared, in
his frantic haste squirm ng past Doc and whacking his head on the bottomof the pit as he fell in.
Ham and Johnny cane piling through on top of Mnk.

"Carnivorous crabs!" Johnny | oudly shrieked.

"Man-eating ones!" Ham augnent ed.

"Big as dogs!" Johnny insi sted.

"And mllions of "em" Mnk finished, holding his head.

Chapter X Il. BITS OF HELL

"TH' S way, then!" Doc said, and whi pped through the hole into the pit where Ham had been

chai ned.

There was a blur of novenment on the pit floor, acconpanied by a fearful sound: a netallic

cl acki ng.

Then, Monk, coming through the hole in the wake of Doc, found hinmself jamred into the pit he was
trying to | eave.

"Bl azes!" Mnk protested. "Wat's the matter?"

"This route is barred, too," Doc said.

"Crabs?"

"Right! The pit floor is covered with them"

"They keep 'emin cages sonewhere behind the working pits," Hamjerked. "They turn them | oose to
forestall escapes. | saw one poor blighter go down under a wave of them [|ast night. They had his
bones picked clean in a horribly short time."

The metallic clacking grew | ouder, coming into the pit with a din |like the croaking of thousands
of tree frogs.

"That noise is the crabs clackin' their claws," the academ c Johnny said, ungrammatically, but
forcefully. "They can take a man's finger off with one snip. They clinb your legs, all the tine
hacking you up as if two razors were working on you."

"They're land crabs, too, Doc," Hamput in. "Sonmething |like those recorded in parts of Siberia,
only bigger. Not as big as dogs, as Johnny said, but bigger than any | ever heard of before.



Ferocious as tiger sharks!"

There was a thunping sound on the pit sides.

"Them guys with the dog collars are heavin' rocks!" Mnk roared.

Ham s shout bl ended with Monk's roar. "Here cone the crabs!”

"Kick 'em back!" Mnk baw ed.

"Ki ck them back yoursel f!" Ham snapped. "I have no shoes on!"

"Whadda you think I'mwearin'?" Mnk grow ed. "I'm barefooted, too!"

"Bl ock the hole with your head!" Ham suggested, sarcastically.

Wi le they quarrel ed, they were acting; Mnk had picked up one of the |arge stones which had been
heaved into the pit and was snashing crabs as they came in. Ham was slugging at another hole with
the wei ghted butt of the whip which Doc had dropped.

Some of the clack-clacking nonsters got through. Johnny was dancing around on his bare feet,
trying to stanp on their backs before their fearful claws could nip off his toes or slice through
the muscles of his |egs.

"Doc," Monk yelled. "They're comn' through faster'n | can pop "emoff!" "Let a few of themin,"
the bronze man said, suddenly.

Puzzl ed, but aware the bronze nman nust have sone plan, Mnk conplied. Doc, in the neantine, was
stripping off his outer garnents. He managed to get at the bull etproof chain-mesh undergarnment which
he wore, and renoved it. He used it to shield his hands, grasped one of the crabs when an unusual
bri ghtness canme into the unholy crinmson sky, and straightened. He hurled the fearsone thing at the
near est overseer.

There was |ight enough for the cruel fellows to see it conming. They emtted cries and crowded
into the nearest of honeyconb pits in an effort to escape. The wall of earth between the pits was
not wi de enough to pernmit quick, nmass acti on.

Monk got the idea and admitted nore crabs, one at a tinme. Doc grabbed the things, hurled them
The overseers, as a matter of safety, w thdrew.

"All right," Doc rapped. "We'll make a break for it, now, |let me heave you up."

Monk ran, junped into the bronze nman's clasped hands and Doc gave a jerk, hurtling the apish
chem st up to the pit run.

"Head for the underbrush," Doc call ed.

Ham and Johnny ran at the bronze man, and Doc heaved themup in the sane manner. Then he hinsel f
| eaped, caught the edge of the pit with one deft arm drew hinself up, and ran across the narrow
wal | s of earth between the honeyconb pits, to join his aids.

THE overseers were already swarm ng upon them Strangely enough, the fellows seened to have no
weapons ot her than the vicious whips. They were handi capped by their very nunbers, due to the
scarcity of the footing on which they had to work.

"Make it faster," Doc call ed.

Hi s aids were having trouble. Their feet were bare and the vol canic rock had nmany of the
characteristics of broken gl ass.

Stones began falling near them rattling on the brittle rock, occasionally breaking off glassy
fragments. Wi ps | ashed, popped.

"CGo ahead," Doc directed.

They went on, noving as rapidly as the tangl ed vegetation would allow. Lower down, the jungle
growt h becane nore dense. Matted vines and thorny branches disputed their way. G gantic orchids,
pale flowers of evil in the flickering volcanic light, dangled fleshy petals fromoverhead. Doc's
huge frame often bored a way for the others.

"What's the hurry, Doc?" demanded Monk, puffing.

"Renny and Long Tom and Pat are prisoners at the palace," Doc said, sinply.

"Well, why bust our necks in this jungle?" Mnk queried. "Let's get on one of the turtle

trails."

They were paralleling one of the well-beaten trails. At the nmoment, the red vol canic |ight was
flaring. Doc noved close to the trail and scanned the way ahead.

"Cone," he said, and started on a trot down the ancient path.

"This is better," Mnk nuttered, |unbering close behind.

Fifty yards ahead, Doc halted abruptly.

"Stand back," he said. "Look!"

He stood well to the side of the trail. His bronzed hand drifted out, plucked at sonething
invisible to the eyes of the others. There was a swi sh of tree branches slicing through air, a glint
of netal, a sharp thud.

Doc bent and pulled out of the ground a knife buried to the hilt. H s hands noved, unfastening
the knife fromthe branch to which it was deftly attached by neans of |eather stringing.

"An old Malay trick," he announced. "An animal-hair trigger is strung across the trail,
practically invisible even in good light. A sapling is bent back with the knife attached. Wen the
hair is broken by a man wal king on the trail, the sapling springs upright, sinking the knife into
the stomach of the trail wal ker."

Monk rubbed apprehensively at his midriff, said nothing.



"These trails are possibly guarded by other traps, also," Doc stated. "By daylight, |ooking
sharply, they might be traversed safely, but at night they had best be left alone."

Doc banded the knife to Ham "Perhaps you had better carry it till we |ocate your sword cane."
"That rem nds ne of sonething else we |ost, Doc," Mnk burst in. "Habeas Corpus

"That porker getting lost is the only good thing that's happened to anybody on this bl asted

i sland," Ham snapped

"Cone," Doc said, forestalling another resunption of the quarrel

He plunged back into the tangled jungle growth. The others followed. They forged on, working
interm nably through darkness sl ashed occasionally by the lurid volcanic |ight

I T was nearing norning when, through the interstices of jungle vegetation, the grimwalls of
Count Ramadanoff's pal ace | oonmed ahead. On the side toward the sea, the walls were glistening wetly
bl ack from high-flung spray. On the jungle side, the towers and turrets of igneous stone were bathed
in a bloody mist, as the red volcanic |ight blanketed through m asmatic swanp vapor

Monk hunched hi s massive shoul ders. "Spooky-lookin' joint, ain't it?"

"A habitation singularly mnacious," Johnny nurmured

Monk, as Johnny's sel f-appointed interpreter, said: "He neans full of threats."

"Everything is threatening on this island," Ham said. "Doc, those pits where we were digging --
what's it all about?"

Doc' s hand waved out toward the bastioned walls of twenty-feet-thick vol canic rock surrounding

t he pal ace

"The secret of the pits |lies behind those walls," he stated

"You nmean that whiskered devil, the count?" Ham queri ed

"Wth the Count Ranadanoff, yes."

Doc stepped a few paces aside, bent over, and straightened up holding a fallen pal mtrunk thicker
than his body.

"Help with this fallen log," he instructed. "If we are to clinb that wall, we will have to get it
propped over the water in the noat by the wall."
Al'l |abored strenuously getting the log solidly against the wall. Doc tested it with his weight

then standing with legs grimy planted and back braced against the wall, he said, tersely, "Mnk! Up
on ny shoul ders."

Monk stepped from Doc's cupped hands to the bronze man's shoul ders with a bal anced ease

surprising for a man so heavily built. Wth his feet on Doc's shoul ders, he braced his back agai nst
the wal | .

"Next, Ham" Doc said

Ham nounted swiftly fromDoc's hands to the top of his head, from Monk's hands to Mnk's

shoul ders. Standing there, back to the wall, his own upreached hand missed the top of the wall by
only a few feet

"Al'l right, Johnny," Doc called

"Veritably, an elevating proceeding," Johnny murnured. "Hercul ean in concept, but destined
irrevocably for fructiferous termnation."

"Save that until Ham gets off ny neck," Mnk grunbl ed. The professorial Johnny stepped closer and
then -- nonocle, loin cloth and all -- skinned up the three-man "rope" with the agility of an
acrobat. Gaining the top of the wall, he lay flat to hook his feet over the rear edge, then reached
over, grasped Ham s upreachi ng hands

Supported by Johnny's grasp Ham swung free from Monk's shoul ders. Mnk, in turn, grasped Ham s

| egs. Doc clinbed over the dangling human chain and got his hands atop the wall. The wiry Johnny
for a monent, had been sustaining the weight of all of them Johnny m ght be an ex-professor and he
m ght wear a nonocle, but he was about as toughly nuscled an individual as could be found

When all were on the wall, Doc eased over and hung by his hands fromthe other side, and, one

after the other, his aids clinbed over his body, hung fromhis feet and dropped into the pal ace
courtyard bel ow. Then Doc dropped lightly to join them

"Lateral peregrinations enminently successful,"” Johnny whi spered

Doc | ed the way through inky shadows to a snall stone structure which evidently had been intended
as quarters for servants. He forced the door and led his aids inside

"Wait here," he said

"Where'll you be, Doc?" Mnk asked, nystified

"Going to clinb the tower and enter the pal ace from above. WI| open the door fromthe inside --
when you hear ny whistle."

Johnny asked, "Does it percolate to this secretive assenbl age that the sinister genius of the

Gal apagos may be sinul ating nescience of our ensconcenent behind his bastioned ranparts?"

"You nean the count m ght know we're here and he's set a trap for us?" Mnk transl ated

"Exactly," Johnny agreed

"Possible,” Doc admitted. "This count is diabolically clever."

"And there's that beast -- that thing -- that nonster!" Mnk nuttered. "There ain't rightly no
name for it, Doc."

"It is as large as a house," Ham corroborated



"Assuredly, yes," Johnny said, "with an infinitesinal exaggeration."

"How cl ose were you to the thing?" Doc questioned.

"Too close!" Mnk gulped. "W saw it fromthe slitted wi ndow of the tower."

"Let us hope you hear ny whistle," Doc said.

The bronze man took silent steps and was swall owed by craw i ng shadows. His aids stared tensely

in the direction where the palace | ooned in the darkness. And when next the red lightning flashed
its lurid nenace, they saw Doc, flattened like a human fly on the sheer surface of the black tower,
clinmbing by the sheer fabul ous strength of fingers and toes the al nost non-exi stent cracks between
the stone bl ocks.

Then the lightning died and bl ackness swooped down, and when again the red lightning flickered,

Doc had di sappear ed.

Chapter XlV. JUNGLE PALACE

DOC had little difficulty effecting an entrance through one of the high tower w ndows, for it had
no fastening. In the darkness, he felt his way down unbanni stered, serpentine steps. In the hal fway
room contai ning the long wi ndow slit overl ooking the courtyard dungeon, he paused and peered out.
Bel ow, in the flagstone enclosure, the rippling volcanic light revealed to himthe sane

incredi ble nonster that the others had seen. The fearful beast on its shapeless multiclawed | egs was
propelling its gross body around, its sawmoothed tail |lashing, its arnored head waggi ng. Foam
dripped fromits grisly jaws as it braced itself against a barred cell, its claws scraping out.

In a frenzy of inpotence at its failure to break through the bars, the nonster swelled its
scabrous body to what appeared to be half again its original size.

Doc Savage, watching, made no sound. His finger drifted out, felt briefly over the glass of the
slitted window, then drumred softly.

As though the drumming on the wi ndow gl ass had been a signal, there was a sound in the darkness
behind Doc -- a breath unwillingly expelled. Doc crouched, jerked out of |line of the w ndow and

l'i stened.

Through the wei ghting bl ackness cane sounds of breaths, jerkily taken. Plainly, Doc was sharing
this roomwith some person attenpting to conceal the noise of his breathing.

Hol ding his breath, noving with the utter silence of a jungle denizen, Doc eased toward the

source of those bated breathing sounds. H's body was crouched, his hand outstretched, cabled fingers
tensed to grip and choke.

Then he stood stock still, sensitive nostrils flaring. A subtle odor, a faint and famliar

perfume, wafted to him The tension went out of his clawed fingers and he straightened, groping in
front of himgently.

"Pat," he whispered.

From out of the darkness sounded a snothered gasp and fem nine hands grasped for him

"Ch, Doc," breathed Pat.

Pat Savage was trenbling; but with Doc's presence, strength seened to cone back to her. She

st opped shaki ng, sighed and | ooked up, trying to see the bronze man's face. She shuddered. "Another

hour woul d have been too | ate. Renny and Long Tomwere to be given to the -- thing, at daybreak."
"You nean the nonster in the court?"

"Yes," Pat said, grimy. "The count |ocked me in here to watch the -- the feeding. He says |'l|

be the next one." Her voice became nore grim "He's been trying to scare nme into agreeing to stay on
the island. He says he'll make nme a queen. |mmgine! Queen of the honeycomb pits. He's not human.
He's a fiend! He's nore of a nonster than that -- that thing in the courtyard!"

Then Pat went silent, as the fateful piano nusic flooded the room bonbarding their ears with
weird vibrations, the notes seeming to roll through the darkness with | ethal nenace.

AS suddenly as it had begun, the nusic stopped; though, as always before, a om nous pul sing hung
inthe air.

"Sone one is going to die!" Pat gasped.

"Why do you say that?" Doc asked, sharply.

"The count plays on his piano -- and sone one always dies!" Pat said, rapidly. "I know it sounds
mad. But it is true. Usually, it is the thunmb-hole death. A hole appears in your tenple, about the
size you could press your thunmb into!"

Conceal ed lights flashed on then, bathing the bare rockgirt roomw th white brilliance. Doc and
Pat blinked to accustomtheir eyes to the sudden glare. Pat gasped at what she saw in the light,
shuddered. Doc was equal |y surprised, but his bronze features remained i npassive.

Standi ng there, so close Doc could reach himwith a | eap, was the Count Ranmadanoff.

In black evening clothes he |looned tall and sinister, his Czar-of-Russia beard an inky-black
against his long white face. Broader than his brother Boris, nearly two feet taller, he was in other
respects identical in appearance, even to the rings on his tapering fingers, a ruby and an enerald,
each as big as the end of a man's thunb.

Doc watched the count's eyes -- as hard and glittering as the gens on his fingers. Doc had power
that but few men had succeeded in devel oping down through the ages. He could use his gold-fl ake eyes
upon anot her, often to hypnotize against the other's wll.

But with the count, Doc got nowhere. The brittle, genlike eyes glared back as though they did not



see at all. The count's lips twitched slightly. He nade a | ow and courtly bow. H s white hand waved
out, the jewels flashing.

He spoke suavely: "If you will be so gracious as to escort the lady, early norning breakfast is
served in the great hall."

Pat said, with her lips only, "He does the queerest things. This is some kind of trap."

Doc nodded without speaking, rested his fingers against Pat's el bow and gui ded her through the
opened door and down the w nding stone steps. The count followed closely, as they pushed through the
hangi ng drapes of ruby velvet on the stair |landing and entered the cavernous maw whi ch was the

hal I .

Bef ore the huge fireplace where the blue flanmes danced w t hout sound, wi thout heat, without

appreci able light, a breakfast table was set for three.

"You see, | have prepared for you," the count said, nodding themto chairs.
THE breakfast table with its crisp damask and softly glow ng silver service was the only fresh
touch in the high-raftered hall. Al else remained the same: the grand piano swathed in sea otter,

the sw nging candel abra burning in hundreds of flanmes, the regal collection of sanovars, sending off
dull nmetal glitters fromvel vet-draped recesses.

Wil e sl aves served the food, the count |eaned forward and said in a confiding nanner:

"You are a man of the world enough to know that things are not always as they appear.”

"And so?" Doc said, noncommittally.

"It would appear that | have treated your aids badly," the other murnmured. "Such is not the

case.

"Three of your nen | consigned to ny pits," the count continued. "Strange as it may seem | did
it to protect themfroman island horror."

"The thunb-hol e deat h?" Doc suggest ed.

The bearded gi ant nurnured, "Ah, you know of it?"

"l had occasion to observe its deadly effect in New York."

The count's eyes glittered. "It has |ong hovered over brother Boris."

"And what have you to say regarding ny other two nen?" Doc questioned, dryly.

Their host drawled, "My dear fellow, they are at this mnute | eading a searching party to recover
your body, supposedly nangl ed by sharks."

Pat interposed hotly, "If that is true, why was | |ocked in the tower roomand told to watch
their executions?"

"A proceeding later to be illumned," the count said precisely. "The intended executions -- a
myth. "

"There was no nyth about that -- that nobnster | sawin the courtyard!" Pat insisted. She was not
eating.

The count hel ped hinmself to food. He | eaned toward Doc. "You have seen ny pet?"

"The creature in the courtyard?" Doc questioned. "The iguana?"

The count's breath drewin raspingly. "So you were able to identify it!" He shrugged.

"ldentifying it, you nust have been all the nore inpressed by its formni dable size. A Gal apagos, or
seagoing, lizard, attaining the length of six feet, would normally be considered a nonster. You saw
my pet in the courtyard. How | ong woul d you estinmate himto be?"

"It appeared,” Doc admtted, "many tines that size."

"But how is it possible?" Pat protested.

She was not eating. She had no taste for food served in the sinister environnent of the pal ace.

The blue flames in the fireplace, instead of lighting up her lovely face, threwit in ghastly,

bl ui sh shadow.

PAT shrank back as the count's tapering fingers reached Qut to touch her arm

"On this island are undreamed horrors,” he murmnured.

"And sonething el se," Doc put in. "Sonething you wish found."

For the first time, sonmething other than sinister evil seened to cone over the man before them

He straightened visibly in his chair and put down his eating inplenents.

"You have | earned of that?" he asked.

"It has becone evident," Doc Savage told him

The big man | eaned forward, smling eagerly in his black beard. "You know what it is?"

"The nanme? -- yes," the bronze man admtted. "The Devil's Honeyconb."

"You don't know nore than that?" the other demanded.

"No," Doc admitted.

The bearded nman settled back and seened relieved. He began eating again, glancing once at them
curiously, as if noting for the first tine that they were consum ng no food. He did not urge themto
eat.

"1 have need of your scientific abilities," said the count, casually. "I have tried the usual
instruments for meki ng subterranean surveys. They are not sufficiently sensitive. You can nake nore
powerful ones, nore delicate ones."

Doc Savage said, sharply, "In order to properly design the instrunents, it will be necessary to
know what you want |ocated."



"That is inpossible," the other said, abruptly

"Then what you ask nme to do is also inpossible,"” Doc informed him

The bearded man showed his teeth through his heavy whiskers

"You have the reputation of a man who does the inpossible,"” the count said, grimy. "You will
manage to do it now, or take sone very unpl easant consequences."

Doc Savage sai d not hing

"Wth your exhaustive know edge of geol ogy and cartography, nmy dear Savage, it should not be too
difficult for you to |l ocate an object which | shall describe as having an atomc structure entirely
different fromthe rest of the island,” the whiskered man said

The count raised his napkin and blotted his thin lips. He blotted carefully. For a nonent, the
whol e lower half of his face was conceal ed by the stiff danmask

The blue flames which | eaped in the fireplace comrenced pronptly to shorten. They died down to
hal f their height, within the next few seconds

Doc Savage spoke suddenly to Pat in strange | anguage words conposed |largely of guttural, though
curiously nelodic, sounds. Doc was using the | anguage of the anci ent Mayans, the renarkabl e people
whose civilization flourished in the Yucatan peninsula of Mexico |ong before the Egyptian pyram ds
were built.

It is doubtful if nore than a dozen persons in the so-called civilized world were sufficiently
conversant with the strangely syllabl ed speech to understand it

EVEN as Doc tal ked, the blue flanes shortened farther until they becane little nmore than crawing
stubs within the massive firepl ace

"What are you saying?" the count demanded. Hi s voice had a noticeabl e nasal quality now.

"Not hi ng," Pat answered, tensely. She sat back in her chair, breathing deeply as Doc, speaking in
Mayan, had directed her to do

"Fill your lungs with fresh air," Doc had said. "And if the blue flane goes out, do not take

anot her breath until we can get outside."

To the Count Ramadanoff, Doc said in English: "Before | do anything about |ocating your Devil's
Honeyconb, the release of ny two nen held prisoners in your iguana pit will be necessary."

"So?" the count said, with nasal quality still predom nantly in his voice. "You have finished

wi th breakfast chatter? You prefer to deal in realities? Then listen to this: Not only do | refuse
to rel ease your two nmen, but | ampleased to informyou that your other three aids are prisoners of
mne also -- securely locked in that same garden shelter where you |left them when you scal ed ny

t ower.

"This pal ace, ny dear Savage, is anply equipped with electrical safeguards, nuch in the nmanner,
shoul d judge, as your own skyscraper headquarters in New York is protected. Nothing can happen
within these walls that | amnot u:imediately. informed about."

Turni ng his head, the count summoned a slave by neans of that odi ous hissing noise he nade

t hrough conpressed |ips

"Throw open the outside door," he ordered

The sl ave, swarthy, of mxed bl ood, padded across the hall, swung wi de the massive door and
started back toward the breakfast table. Thirty feet fromthe door, his body was gripped with
spasnodi ¢ convul si ons. A chopped-of f scream of agony passed his lips as his face contorted and his
body, grotesquely knotted, thunped onto the floor. Early norning sunlight slanted through the open
door, bathing his heaped body wi th funereal benediction

The count's eyes glittered. "If you doubt he is dead, ny dear Savage, you have ny specia
permi ssion to exam ne the body. And anyone el se who approaches within that thirty foot area in front
of the door, will be simlarly electrocuted. | arranged the exhibition to denonstrate to you the

futility of attenpting escape.”

From the region of the fireplace sounded a nmetallic sigh, as the blue flames flickered out. Qut

of the tail of her eye, Pat had been watching the flanes. She held her breath. Doc did the sane

As Doc was aware, the failing of the blue flanes signaled the flooding of the roomw th an
anest heti zi ng, perhaps even a |lethal, gas

AS a flame in a gas stove burns blue, giving off virtually no illumnation, so did the weird

flames in the count's fireplace burn blue and lightlessly. That they gave off no heat was accounted
for by drafts nechanically arranged to conduct the heat up the chi mey.

But the draft, controlled by a concealed floor button within reach of the count's toe at the
breakfast table, could be closed and the flanmes extingui shed, throw ng such a volunme of unburned gas
into the great hall that, even with the outside door opened, a few whiffs would rob a person of
consci ousness

Doc had been warned when his alert eyes had observed the count pressing the napkin to his lips
Under cover of the napkin, the count had inserted, no doubt, wads of chemically treated gauze into
his nostrils so that he could breath for a short time with safety in the gas-laden atnosphere. |t
was this gauze that had given his voice its pronounced nasal quality.

Coincident with the failing of the blue flanes, a loud crash sounded. It was the breakfast table
going over, propelled by a forcible kick fromDoc's feet. The table turned over in the direction of
the count and with such appalling force that the count, in his chair, went over also



In the nonment that the bearded nman was clearing hinself of the table weckage, Doc grabbed Pat by
the armand propelled her violently across the roomand up the sweeping flight of stone steps.

The count was on his feet and running forward by the tinme Doc and Pat had reached the stair

I andi ng, hung with the vel vet drapes. The count |ooked very happy as he observed that the

ruby-col ored drapes had tangl ed thensel ves about the fugitives and nust certainly trip them up.

But Doc and Pat were not tripped by the hangings. It was no accident that the drapes had becone
swat hed about Doc's nmounting figure. Doc was holding themin one netallic hand, carrying them upward
with him

Suddenly he stopped, faced around. "Hang onto ny back," he said in Mayan to Pat. "And hold your
breath."

Pat thrust arns about Doc's neck from behind. From high overhead, the brass hoops creaked on

their rod and the ruby drapes becanme taut as a wind-bellied sail, as Doc. lifting his feet and
gripping the drape like a rope, swng downward in a w de arc.

Down he swung on that plunging curve, passing high over the astonished face of the count and up,

up, with Pat clinging tightly around his neck. At the very height of his swing, he was dangling at a
fearful distance above the high-swing candel abra.

He let go his hold on the drape and hurtled forward and down, the wind a hard rush in his ears.

H s nuscl e-corded hand, outstretched, caught the candel abra, his nomentum swinging it forward.

Candl es showered down, their flames whipping like tiny conets' tails.

Letting go of the candel abra, the nan of bronze swooped through the air above that death stretch

-- the thirty feet of flooring in front of the door charged with high-anperage electricity. Through
the |l ofty door his body shot, down. He | anded easily, taking the shock in a way that showed he had
practiced junping fromgreat heights.

Pat had managed to hang on throughout,

Chapt er XV. MANGROVE MURDER

SAFELY outside that pal ace of death, Doc circled the tower, running; and Pat ran with him |t was
Doc's intention to reach the tonblike structure in the garden where his aids were inprisoned, and
effect their rel ease.

But Doc did not reach the prison house. He got close enough that Mnk, Ham and Johnny, all three,
could see himfromthe barred wi ndow. Ham even shrieked a warning. But it was too |ate.

A black fury, which had | eaped down from a pal ace wi ndow, |anded with crushing weight on Doc's
shoul ders. Doc went down, a hard fall to the flagstone yard, and on top of him riding himdow, was
the figure of Count Ranadanoff.

The count's fists thudded on Doc with vicious short-armjabs, delivered with the force of a
pile-driver. Hs white hands that |ooked so soft, were not soft at all. On his short cut through the
pal ace to intercept Doc, he had slipped his hands into gloves of basket-weave wire, as flexible as
thin kid and knobbed on the knuckles with jagged slugs of |ead.

"Wth nmy own hands, | will beat you to death!" the count raged. "Three of your men at one tinme ny
fists have beaten -- and now you!"

As Doc's head hit the flagstone surface, the count's right fist bludgeoned in. There was not hi ng
short-armabout this jab. He had tined the blow Hs fist bashed in fromfar back, with all the

wei ght of his nassive shoulders behind it. He neant to crush Doc's skull between nuiled fist and

fl agst one.

The fist drove down, struck solidly -- but not on Doc's head. Doc jerked clear, timng his

movenent so that the count could not pull his punch. The list swished air in Doc's face and ramed
fl agstone. Hol es had been fashioned in the backs of the | eaded gl oves so the finger rings could push
through and serve as additional punishment factors.

Under the drive of fist against flagstone, the ruby, as big as the end of a man's thunb, crushed
into a mound of reddish crystalline powder.

Doc, as he jerked clear, drove his own fist upward to the point of the count's chin. The nadman's
head rocked back till his bull neck creaked; and Doc doubl ed his knee and kicked hinself clear.

Up on their feet, the two crashed in at each other. Doc took one fearful blow on the side of his
head, but he rolled with it, thereby avoiding nost of its effect and, at the sane tinme, providing an
opening for his own fists. He hit three tines in dazzling succession. It was alnost |like a single
blow, a drilling one-two punch over the heart and an uppercut to the jaw swung from down around his
knees. The bl ow woul d have dropped a rhinoceros.

It dropped Count Ranmdanoff sensel ess.

He did not awaken until several minutes later; and by that time, his hands were tied. Doc, guided
by Pat, had found the generator roomand turned off the electricity all over the palace. Al so, by
the use of a tiny vest-pocket grenade, he had broken down the door of the garden prison and freed
his three aids.

THE count sat up groggily, and Doc ordered, "lInside the palace! Free ny two nen | ocked in your
dungeon cells."

"And make it fast," Monk threatened.

Wth the count |eading and the others follow ng close, they trooped through the great hall and up
the winding stairs.



"You have beaten ne with your fists," the count said. "Very well; but there is still the

t hunb- hol e death."

Before the door to the bal cony which surrounded the aninal pit, the count paused, inpressively.
"What you will see beyond this door is sonething the |ike of which, until today, has never been
observed by any living man except nyself," he announced, dramatically

"l know what we'll see," Mnk blazed. "The nonster!"”

"Not the nonster you have in mind," Doc interposed, enigmatically.

The count's breath rasped. "So you have solved ny nystery?"

"Correct," Doc admtted. "The wi ndow which | ooks upon this courtyard fromthe tower roomis, in
reality, a powerful magnifying glass. The beast we sawis not as large as it appears.”

The count's lips withed. "Do not make the m stake of thinking the horror is dimnished. It is
increased uncounted tines."

Pat shuddered. "What could be worse than that -- nonster?”

The count leered at her. H s answer was sinple -- and devastating

"Many nonsters," he said

H s foot nust have touched a hidden | ever, actuated nechanically, for the door to the bal cony
swung open Doc's aids crowded forward and stopped w th |udicrous suddenness, staring down into the
pit with cold shock

Monk was the first one to get his voice

"Not one nonster!" he gasped. "But about a hundred of 'em all nearly six feet long!"

The hundred was somewhat of an exaggeration, because the iguanas, the nost hi deous of beasts
were so tightly packed on the dungeon floor that their scaly hides rubbed together and nmade it
impossible for themto swell out their bodies in the |oathsome habit they had in nmonents of
excitement.

The mass of scabrous-hided nonsters undul ated on the flagstone floor, snorting, arnored heads
wi t hout exception pointing toward the cell wherein Renny and Long Tom were held captive

"They have been starved to hunger frenzy," the count's odious voi ce sounded. "They are waiting
for the bars to go up, so that they may get inside the cell."

Pat uttered a choked cry of disnay.

The count's silky voice, thick with expected triunph, continued: "Iguanas inhabiting some of the
Gal apagos |slands are not particularly savage, | believe. These are different. Everything on this
island is savage. If | did not find it so when | came, | made it so

"You will observe, for one thing, these brutes are a full foot longer than the average. The
strongest -- those fellows which have forged their way to the front and are grinding their teeth
agai nst the bars -- are half again larger than any other iguana reported on other islands."

"Tryin' to throw a scare into us, huh?" Mnk blustered, secure in the realization that the
electricity had been cut off and that the count could no |onger control the bars by a touch of a
hi dden button

"1f anything happens to ny nen -- " Doc began, omninously

"Your warning cones too |late, ny dear Savage," the count rasped. "Look!"

BEFORE their horrified eyes, the iron bars commenced to lift upward out of the floor. There was a
gobbling sound -- the count's weird | augh

"Fool s!" he raved. "What matters it if you have tenporarily disrupted ny electrical systen? There
are a hundred places on this bal cony where | can touch ny toe and actuate the bars by nechanica
control "

As the bars lifted upward, the slavery-jawed iguanas surged |ike a wave inside the cell

Renny and Long Tom acting in a way they had planned for just that energency, |eaped upward,
caught hold of the rising bars. The bars ceased |lifting and the two men hung, sag-wei ghted, while
the scabrous nonsters, with frenzied grunts and a blood-chilling grate of serrated teeth, |eaped up
at them falling just short

The count continued his gobbling | augh

"It is always the sane!" he gloated. "The victinms hang Onto the bars until the weight of their
bodi es | oosens their grip. The nonsters then have their fun. Cbserve how the iguanas crowd from
behind. The two nen will not be enough to appease them So you, ny dear Savage, with your three
ot her aids and your charm ng cousin, will forma second course for ny pets, | confidently predict."
Doc's gol d-fl ecked eyes were |ancing around the torture chanber. He could not reach his aids by
means of the circular bal cony. A sheer dividing wall cut off the way. And by the time he could
circle through the pal ace, forcing doors, it would be too late. Long Tom and Renny, their bodies
grown | eaden, would have lost their grips and fallen prey to rending jaws and cl aws.

There was but one way to the cell. That way led directly through the pit where the nonsters
crowded toget her
Doc | ooked at Johnny. "Hold your knife at the count's neck! If he nakes a nove -- Mnk, you and

Ham stand by."

Swerving, Doc gripped the balcony railing and vaulted down into the pit' along with the swarm ng
hunger-crazed nonsters

"DOC! " Ham shouted in horror



Ham s voice was lost in the beastly chorus of grunts echoing up as the iguanas discovered the
human in their mdst.

Pat suddenly hid her eyes. Had she watched, she would have seen sone interesting footwork. Doc

| anded on the scal ed backs of one of the creatures. As it lurched, he | eaped onto the back of

anot her. Four opened nouths rushed him He | eaped clear, in rapid succession stepping fromback to
back of the close-pressed aninals, much in the manner of a white-water tinber-jack running over a
log jam

By virtue of expert eye-to-nuscle cob coordination, never renaining nore than a split-second in
any one spot, Doc reached the mddl e of that nightmarish arena. Fromthen on, progress was easier.
The animals were too closely packed to attack himsuccessfully, so long as he kept on his feet and
novi ng.

Doc reached the cell. Leaping fromthe back of the enraged iguanas to grip the iron bars, he

pul led hinmself up to a safe height. Then, bracing his feet against one bar, hands gripping another,
he exerted all his trenmendous strength in an effort to pry them apart.

Under the appalling force of his nuscular pressure, the | oose ends of the bars shuddered, then
bent .

"Can you squeeze through now?" he demanded.

Long Tom did not have to answer. Hi s bean-pol e body had already withed through. Holding to the
bars, he added his own strength to that of Doc's. The bars bent enough nore to pernmit Renny also to
squi rm t hrough. Hand over hand, the three clinbed the bars and pull ed thensel ves over the railing to
the bal cony fl oor.

Looki ng back across that frightful pit of frustrated nonsters, Doc called to his aids, "Wait till
we cone to you!"

Doc used a vest-pocket bonb-tiny things -- they were no bigger than nedicinal capsul es, but

| oaded with a powerful explosive -- and bl ew down a door which separated the bal cony fromthe rest
of the pal ace. Were necessary, he used nore of the capsule bonmbs to force other doors, and reached
hi s aids.

United now for the first tinme since the Devil's Honeyconb nystery had flung nalignant shadows
across them Doc, his five aids, and Pat, w th Ramadanoff their prisoner, went on a quick,
triunmphant tour of the pal ace.

They found the pal ace enpty, the slaves having decanped into the jungle at the first

opportunity.

"WE' RE all together at last," Pat said, joyfully.

"Yeah, all but Habeas Corpus," Mnk anended, a dour |ook on his honely face.

"l favor |eaving the island quickly," Ham snapped. "Before that hog finds us!"

"You shyster!" Mnk growl ed. "Habeas Corpus is a good hog."'

"CGood to eat, maybe. But | doubt even that."

After providing thenselves with firearns, Doc's aids donned sone of the count's clothes. The

count wore nothing apparently, but black. Long Tom pointed at Renny's long, puritanical face
protruding froma bl ack wai stcoat.

Doubling with |aughter, Long Tom said, "You |ook |ike Frankenstein!"

"Anyhow, they fit," Renny growed. "And | don't look like a scarecrow in a garden patch, |ike

you. "

Monk and Ham nade acrid conments on each other's appearance.

"Holy cow " Renny runbled. "It's sure swell to hear you two guys scrappin' again. This lug that
calls hinself a count, fixed up sone skeletons with sone of your clothes hangin' bloody on 'em and
we thought you had all been killed."

As they were all in the act of |eaving the pal ace, Ham pounced upon the bl ade of his sword cane,
where it had been conceal ed beneath the sea-otter robes on the piano. He examined the tip, found it
still coated with the sl eep-producing chenical, and shifted the bl ade back into the mal acca cane
handl e.

Monk sighed. "' Now absolutely everything is found but Habeas."

"And he won't be found." Ham said, hopefully. "Didn't you hear the count say the island is
infected by fierce things?"

Monk insisted, "Habeas'll never be devoured by anything, on account of he'll do the devourin'
hinmself, if any."
VOLCANI C snmoke hung over the island in a black pall, dinmmng the equatorial sun as Pat, Doc, his

aids, and their prisoner hurried fromthe pal ace courtyard.

"Now what ?" Long Tom nutt ered.

Doc Savage studied the volcano for a tine. Its glow seened to have acquired additional
brilliance.

"That vol cano is not behaving in a manner calculated to inspire peace of mind," Doc said.
"However, there are two things requiring our imediate attention."

"One is to rescue those poor devils digging those honeyconb pits," Ham offered.

"Right," Doc admitted.

"And the other," Johnny said tensely, for once using small words, "is to find out what this



Devil's Honeyconb business is all about."

"Ri ght again," Doc agreed

As the party plunged into a grove of mangroves, Doc and the scholarly Johnny conversed in | owered
t ones.

"No doubt, you have al ready reached the conclusions that | amgoing to outline," Johnny said
"First, Ramadanoff insisted you could |locate this Devil's Honeyconb, whatever it is, with
instruments. That neans the Devil's Honeyconb is conposed of substance different fromthe island and
Vol cani ¢ ash."

"Exactly," Doc Savage agreed. "And the fact that those pits are being dug cl ose together
indicates that the Devil's Honeyconb, whatever it is, is not large. If it was a |large object, they
woul d have dug the pits farther apart.”

"l had not thought of that, but it bears out ny theory," Johnny declared. "Now have you noticed
the geol ogic structure of this island? That coastal plateau is really a ridge along the shore. That
is where they are digging. | ampositive the plateau was thrown up as a deposit of vol canic ash
This occurred not nmany years ago, judging fromthe |lack of vegetation. Beyond the plateau, inland
is a small swanp section, heavily jungled."

Doc Savage put in, "There are indications that the swanp was originally the seashore."

Johnny chuckl ed. "I see you have reached the sane conclusions as nyself. Are we going to | ook the
pl ace over?"

"We are," Doc Savage told him "W are going to exam ne that swanp quite thoroughly."

Monk dropped back to grunble, "I wi sh sonebody'd tell ne what all of those honeyconb pits are
for."

"Did the overseers exanine the vol canic ash you excavated fromthe pits?" Doc Savage queried
"Sure," Mnk said. "But not very closely."

"The purpose of those pits nmay prove to be sonmewhat of a surprise," Doc Savage said, and offered
no nore

As the party proceeded, the mangroves grew nore dense. The coiled roots were head-high in places
causi ng frequent stunbles in the spongy, water-logged soil. The vol canic snoke grew bl acker. The red
flashes becanme nore lurid. A fine ash of vol canic pumce sifted down through the maze of weirdly
curved tree branches above

Uttering raucous alarnms, frigate birds and fantail gulls skinmed over the tops of the giant
mangroves. Red-footed boobi es perched on their nests and squawked continually

"These birds would drive a guy nuts!" Mnk runbl ed

"They're sure to give us away, in case anybody's |ooking for us," Long Tom added

"Snipers in these mangroves is one thing we don't have to worry about," Mnk nmunbl ed. "The count
was afraid to |l et any one else on the island have a gun --

"Down!" Doc rapped, unexcitedly. "Everybody! Get down!"

Monk, with the others, instantly dropped on all fours. A nonent later, there was a crash of
rifles. Lead snarled through the mangroves, chipping bark, tearing at boughs over their heads

"My m stake about the snipers,” Mnk said, grimy

Chapter XVI. PORTUGUESE FREEBOCTER

DOC and his nen returned the fire with the guns they had confiscated fromthe palace. Wth the
sifting vol canic ash turning the shadowed nangroves into a place of perpetual night, the eneny guns
flared in saffron bursts. Echoes crashed flatly.

"Holy cow " Renny booned. "Sounds |ike an army!"

Doc Savage said, "My guess is that brother Boris has flown here from Cocos |sland and rounded up
the slaves."

Renny groaned. "We should have let Boris drop when he was on the end of that rope hanging from
the airplane!’

Monk fired a burst of three shots. Answering bullets chopped mangrove branches about his head
"Trouble with firing at their gun flashes is, they shoot back at yours," Mnk grow ed

The battle went on, the mangroves rocking to gun thunder, and the bl ack vol canic dust sifting
down as though trying to blot out the livid bl oomof guns. Lead whined and smacked, driving the
conbatants to seek additional protection by burrow ng deeper in the mnud

"Monk's pig would love this!" the fastidious Hamgritted, bogged alnost to his eyebrows.

Bi g-fisted Renny growl ed, "Let's charge 'em"

Suddenly the eneny firing increased, com ng noticeably closer

"They' re charging us!" Renny booned

"Keep down!" Doc ordered. Doc spoke calmy, hiding the alarmhe nmust have felt. As a matter of
fact, they were on as deadly a spot as any they had run against on the island. Wth | ead sl apping
around themlike hail, there was a good chance of none of them escaping

"Let's charge 'eml" Renny roared again

Johnny's schol astic voice said sharply. "Exsiccate, and attune auditory faculties."

"Huh?" Renny gul ped, startled. "Watcha say?"

"He neans for you to dry up and listen,"” Mnk interpreted

Li stening, they heard clearly above the whoopi ng gun thunder a new sound, a nassed grunting, as



t hough perhaps a hundred or nore of the count's hunger-crazed iguanas had escaped fromthe pal ace
and were butting through the nangroves on a man-hunt.

The Count Ramadanoff, hinself, was first to name correctly the sound. He did so with considerable
exci tement.

"Clinb trees!" he baw ed, abruptly concerned over his own safety. "I will call at our enemes to
cease shooting!"

"What's comin'?" Monk demanded.

"The little wild hogs!" the count gasped. "They run in droves |ike peccaries; in sufficient
nunbers, they can bring down anything that |ives!"

THEY listened. It was a herd of the ferocious little animals, undoubtedly. There was a good deal

of noise in the nud.

The count was scream ng at the eneny riflemen, beseeching themnot to shoot, to clinmb trees

t hensel ves and seek safety. The response was interesting, for it seened that Doc Savage's party had
taken shelter in the only large trees i medi ately conveni ent, and that those where the besiegers

I ay, although thick enough for excellent conceal mrent, were only bushes which would hardly support
human wei ght .

I'n a nud-sl oggi ng wave, the herd of wild pigs approached. "The trees!" Doc Savage directed, and

t hey haul ed thensel ves out of the nud and clinbed, boosting the big, bearded count up into the
branches, hel ping Pat, the rest of themfollow ng hastily.

Ham al ways concerned with his appearance, paused to scrape some of the nud off, with the result
that he was slowin reaching a tree. In fact, before he gained his tree, a |lean, ungainly shote with
long legs and fl apping sail-like ears popped out of the brush and headed straight for Ham The
mud- sneared | awyer unlinbered his sword cane as he retreated hastily

"Hey!" Monk bawl ed. "Be careful! That's Habeas!"

"What of it?" Ham snapped. "If | don't get him that pack of wild hogs chasing himwlIl!"

"Chasing him nothing!" Mnk bellowed. "Habeas, he's |eadin' that gang of hogs!"

Monk' s prediction proved to be optim stic. He had based it, no doubt, on Habeas's previous

acconpl i shnents in fighting; which had been considerable. But Habeas, in these wild, peccary-like

i sl and hogs, had encountered -- if not singly, at least in nunbers -- his match. He could outrun
them however, and he was engaged in doing it.

Ham went up his tree and Habeas pronptly tried to clinb after him but failed.

"Scat!" Hamyelled. "Go away! Take your friends with you!"

An idea seized Monk. He hung down, at risk of falling out of his own leafy retreat, and waved an
arm whoopi ng to get Habeas's attention. Mnk had | ong ago taught his pet shote to nobve in response
to hand gestures.

"Take 'em away, Habeas!" Monk yelled, indicating the shote should go in the direction of the

eneny attacking party.

Habeas Corpus acquitted hinself royally. Pronptly setting off at a wild pace, he took his

troubles in the shape of a grunting, snorting, tusk-flashing horde of wild pigs, in his wake.

Anong the eneny there was nuch excited shouting, shooting, and an enraged squealing fromthe

pi gs. Doc Savage waited until the peccary stragglers joined what sounded |like a considerable warfare
ahead.

"Cone on!" the bronze man said, sharply. "Now is our chance to get clear!"

They scranbl ed down out of the boughs. Making their escape did not prove to be difficult, because
the men who had been besieging themwere involved, for the tine being, with the herd of wild hogs.
DOC SAVAGE' S party pressed for considerable tinme through the tangled growh and finally cane out

in what anmounted to a valley. Before the last volcanic eruption -- if Johnny's geol ogi ¢ observations
were as accurate as they should be -- the valley had been the shores of a bay.

Doc Savage |istened for sone tine. He heard no sounds of enem es.

"Wait here," he directed the party.

The next nonment he was gone into the lurid gloom He traveled swiftly, setting a course for a
definite spot -- the beach near where his plane had crashed. Once there, he stripped off his outer
garments and entered the surf.

The tide, fortunately, had changed, and the rips were not bad as he swamout to the spot where

his plane had sunk. It was inpossible nore than to approxi mate the |ocation, which neant that Doc
had to nmake a nunber of dives before he located the craft in sonme four fathons of water. In truth, a
filmof oil on the surface, comng up fromthe crashed plane, |ed the bronze man to the |ocation of
t he ship.

He dived to it a nunber of times, and when he swam back to shore, he was heavily burdened.

"Holy cow " Renny expl oded, when Doc joined themin the valley that had fornerly been a bay.

"What cha got ?"

"Qur devices for locating netals underground,” Doc Savage told him "Long Tom-- Johnny -- you

can help with this."

The apparatus was sensitive, but was uninpaired by subnersion; its case had been waterproof. They
worked with it for three hours. Then Doc Savage went and stood on a particul ar spot.

"Here," he said.



It was near the beginning rise of the coastal ridge and was in vol canic ash. They dug in, using
sticks for inplements, working as quietly as possible. It was Mnk whose stick first hit buried
wood. He scraped nedly and uncovered a porthol e

"Pirate treasure!" he gul ped, excitedly.

Doc Savage held a match close to the porthole to examne it, then said, "Look," and pointed at an
inscription on the porthole rim

The inscription read

Patented June 1, 1908

"Pirates," Doc Savage said, "were put out of business before 1908."

The porthole was | arge; and after they had broken out the glass and worked the rimfree, they
coul d by squeezing get inside. Doc posted Renny and Monk as guards. Doc, with the others, managed to
get inside

They searched carefully and at |ength, and found nothing to indicate this was anything but an old
tranp steanmer. The boat had a metal hull; npbst of the bul kheads were of steel; and there were no
skel etons about. The hull was nutil ated enough to show the ship had been wecked-probably driven
high on the shore in the course of a storm or by a tidal wave.

"This has turned out to be a bust," Long Tom conplained. Only the count registered no

di sappoi ntment. Doc, observing the bearded man covertly, noted that, strangely enough, the fell ow
could not keep fromhis face a | ook of feverish triunph.

Shortly after this, the count approached Doc, conplaining that the ropes hurt his wists and he

m ght as well be freed, since the only exit fromthe weck -- the porthole -- was guarded by Renny
and Monk

Doc renoved the bonds, at the sane time remarking, "If you try to escape, the results may not be
pl easant."

The count bowed, narrowi ng his eyes to hide a gleamof triunph. He noved to one side, and Johnny
and Pat pronptly assailed Doc with m sgivings

"Way did you do it?" Pat demanded. "He was |ying about his wists hurting him"

Doc' s expression was enigmatic. "Pretend not to notice him"

DOC SAVAGE hinsel f pretended to be occupied in another part of the weck. The count, when he
judged hinself to he unobserved, slunk fromsight, entering a portion of the wecked hull fornerly
used as the captain's cabin.

The count found the spot for which his fingers were feeling. H s tapering fingers pressed. A

smal | panel slid open. He thrust his hand through the hole, felt behind the bul khead, and drew his
hand out quickly, hol ding sonething

"Gve it to nme!" Doc ordered, and advanced on the bearded man

The count snarled, his bearded face contorted in baffled rage. Then, quickly, he controlled
hinmself, forced a grimsnile

"Take it," he growed. "But | warn you, it neans death!"

He placed the article in Doc's outstretched hand

"Qutside," Doc ordered, and the count wal ked out

"Tie himup again," Doc directed Johnny

Only after the count's arnms were again bound did the bronze man allow his attention to be
distracted to the object in his hand. It was a mariner's enmergency hand conpass, studded on the back
with two superb stones, nuch |ike those which had graced the count's linger rings. An enerald and a
ruby!

Unexpectedly, wafting on the pumnice-fogged air, the bronze man's trilling note came, causing Pat
and Johnny to flash startled | ooks. Doc held the conpass out for Pat to see

"What is it?" Pat asked. She frowned, "I don't get it."

"The engraving," Doc suggested

"It's in Russian," Pat decided. "lI'mnot so good at Russian."

"It says nerely that the conpass was presented to the Count Ranadanoff by the Czar of Inperial
Russia," Doc told her. "It is the date which is inportant."”

"1"1l be superamal gamat edl " Johnny expl oded. "The date is 1911!"

Chapter XVil. THE RED RI NG

"RIGHT," Doc said. "The date is 1911."

Hi s words were echoed by a runbling sound, |ike caged thunder. No wi nd bl ew. The noise seened to
press down with the sifting black pumce, and at the same tinme to ooze up through the ground. It was
everywhere -- as though tortured rocks, far below the earth's surface, were vibrating throughout the
gl obe.

"What is it?" Pat gasped

"The vol cano," Doc said

"The exordiumof the termination," Johnny remarked

"l get that one," Pat said tensely. "The beginning of the end."

"We nust drop everything," Doc said, "and hurry ahead to rescue those poor devils in the pits."
Doc led off, his aids and Pat trailing after him bringing big, bearded Ramadanoff. Qut of the
jungl e tangl e, forging ahead through jagged | ava beds, Doc's party was within close view of the



squat vol canic cone. The nmountain's nmouth was weathed in lurid light and snoke bel ched upward in a
twisting spiral, to nmushroom agai nst high clouds and sift its pum ce over the entire island.

"It won't be long now" Ham yell ed.

"She's been buildin' for a bust ever since we've been here!" Mnk agreed, |oudly.

Doc slowed his giant strides to fall back al ongsi de Pat. Wen no one was observing, he placed the
j ewel ed conpass in her hands.

"Keep it where it will be safe,"” he adnoni shed.

"You nmust be expecting violent action!" Pat gasped.

Doc said nothing, possibly because ahead, fromout of gloomcreated by the black ash, gun flashes
stabbed redly, like tiny, erupting vol canoes.

"Down!" Doc shouted. Bullets slammed whining past.

"BROTHER Boris again!" Mnk squawked.

The vol cani ¢ rock afforded innunmerabl e crevices. Concealing thensel ves, Doc and his aids returned
enough fire to keep the enenmies at a distance. Of even greater danger than the smashing | ead, was
the brittle vol canic slag which broke into thousands of pieces under inpact of bullets, showering
the slivered rock around |ike glassy needl es.

Doc issued strict orders against reckless exposure on the part of any of his aids; then, |eaving
Monk and Ham and Pat in charge of the prisoner, he took the others with himto stage a fl anking
novenent .

Taki ng advantage of lava gullies and dead, gas craters, Doc's flanking party worked up cl ose.
Once they were sighted,. and a burst of bullets hunted them One slug felled a high torch thistle
and sl apped the frightful plant across Renny's shoul ders, which nmeant Renny woul d spend weeks

pi cking the barbs fromhis skin. Bullets splattered vol canic gl ass, drove splinters.

Doc left them nmerging away into the gloom The volcanic ash was falling thicker now and the
squat vol cano cone was bathed in a perpetual rose glow Appearing to ooze fromthe rock under foot,
that fearful runmble, |ike caged thunder, came again.

Then cane a crashing roar. Different sound! It sent echoes ricocheting through the |ava canyons
like a dynamite bl ast.

"Doc's little capsul e grenades!" Renny booned.

Piercing the ash-laden air on the heels of the explosion echoes, stabbed frantic shouts. A ragged
burst of gunfire came from Boris Ramadanoff's men. These noi ses receded until there was only silence
and the sifting black snow, and the nmountain top gleanming a fiery red.

Rock crunched, and Doc | ooned toward them fromout of the nurk.

"Foray was eninently successful ?" Johnny suggest ed.

Doc nodded. "They're on the run."

"W better be, too," Renny grumbled. "The whole top of that nountain's about due to blow off, if
you ask ne."

"It is becom ng nore threatening every mnute," Doc admtted, gravely. "Cone on; we'll join the
others."

But Doc's flanking party did not join the others. The others joined them That is, part of the
others did.

"Doc!" Monk and Ham roared together, as they came plunging out of the gloom

"Here!" Doc called, sharply.

"The count's gone!" Ham squal | ed.

"Wth Pat!" Mnk bel | owned.

"He cut his hands free on this glassy rock, | guess," Ham gasped. "And he grabbed Pat!"

Monk howl ed in rage, "W couldn't shoot on account he held her in front of him"

"And in this dust and nmurk, he was out of sight in about six steps," Hamfinished. "W tried to
find him but no luck."

"Co on to the pits," Doc directed. "Let me hunt Pat." Wth a parting wave of his hand, the bronze
man noved quickly away. He was out of sight in a few long strides.

WHI LE Doc's aids raced for the honeyconb pits, the underground thunder sounded again and the rosy
I'ight gl owi ng above the vol cano crater expanded violently, flinging fiery streaks through the ashy
gl oom and di sgorging a torrent of |ava, which cascaded in red streans down the blunt nountainside.
"l said she was ready to blow, " Renny grunted.

Johnny, the geol ogist, reassured them "It would be excessively rare for the initial eruption to
be of sufficient volunme to inundate the plateau where the honeyconb pits are."

Long Tom gasped, "Look!"

"Bl azes!" Mnk blurted. "Run!"

The warning was hardly necessary. Oozing down a defile upon themcane a mass of red, liquid |ava.
It was a noving serpent of |iquid, superheated rock which, disgorged fromthe gutted earth, had
cascaded down the outside of the squat vol canic cone and was now seething forward. Heat in gaseous
billows fanned out ahead of the nolten aval anche. Doc's aids felt the withering blast, as they
clinbed in a frenzy toward hi gher ground.

"Holy cowl " Renny gul ped. "That was close!"

"And how are we gonna get back across that strip of nelted hells?" Mnk wanted to know.



"We're only cut off on one side," Long Tom pointed out. Nearing the pits, Doc's aids fired

war ni ng shots. The overseers, having no firearns, did not contest their advance. Already filled with
dread at sight of the volcanic activity, the overseers, shouting in panic, surrendered. Doc's nen
scattering over the entire front, forced the lizard-collared nen into the pits to unlock the

di ggers

So furiously the rescue work proceeded, so intent were Doc's aides in effecting the rel ease of of
every |last one of the miserable fellows chained in the pits, that they were unaware for a tine of a
frightful trap closing in on them

It was Monk who first becane aware of their predi canent

"Bl azes!" he roared. "There's lava on both sides of us!"

It was true. The seething lava flood had swelled, curled out in a broad path on each side of the

pl ateau, straddling it. The only escape fromthe plateau of the honeyconb pits was by the sea

Renny cracked his huge fists together, helplessly.

"The sharks!" he gul ped. "Brothers, we're really jamred!"

Even as he spoke, the lava rivulets seened to grow -- |ike a doughnut swelling in a caul dron of
boiling fat; the red ropes, fed by a continuous fiery flow fromthe spew ng vol cano nmouth, swelled
and swel |l ed, pressing inward, threatening to engulf the entire honeyconbed pl at eau

Chapter XVIIIl. THE MOUNTAI N MAKERS

WHEN Doc Savage took the trail of the count and Pat, his gold-flecked eyes ferreted out mnute
clues: a bit of shoe-crunched vol canic glass, a bruised |eaf, mssing barbs froma form of junping
cactus which grewrankly in the lava crevices

Mounting upward toward the snoke-bel ching crater, Doc came shortly across in the crushed vol cano

gl ass indisputable evidence that the Count Ramadanoff had met brother Boris's party and joined
forces with them

Trails of the brothers Ramadanoff |ed up and up the squat cone of the snoking vol cano, headed
directly for the fiery crater

The trail grew fresher, Doc was high on the stubby cone of the nmountain when the |ava burst from
the crater in an especially violent eruption. Flowi ng down in a nountain-high waterfall of fire in
broad channels to the left of Doc's position, the liquid rock, like the spawn of nmany gl ass furnaces
dunped together, sprayed heat and |ight through the sooty air

Then, above him Doc glinpsed those he trailed. A yellow sh pall of snoke smudged them from vi ew,

but the glinpse had been enough. The bronze man left the trail and |unged upward on a shortcut which
woul d allow himto intercept his enemes

It was hard going over old, lava-flow formation. The stuff was deceptive. Twice the ground gave

way beneath Doc's plunging feet and precipitated himinto head-high ruts. Needl e-point |ava showered
down upon him

The ground under his feet becanme hotter as he proceeded; noxious gases, oozing from funaroles

made breathing a hazard. Nearing his quarry, Doc, to avoid being detected, half slid, half clinbed
into one of the fuming, cinder caves and groped his way across the bottom between snoki ng bol es
gleaming a raw red color and noisily horrible with the suck and gurgle of fluid rock bel ow the
cinder crust.

Wth lids slitted to prevent his eyeballs frombeing scorched, he waded through that withering

heat and clinbed the opposite slope of the clinker pit, maneuvering for a position which would bring
hi m out above his enenies

Doc gained the position -- and then |l ost everything in the noment which shoul d have been his
greatest triunph.

The air in the deep funmarole he had just traversed was inpregnated with an insidious gas --

carbon nonoxi de, colorless, odorless, making its presence felt only by its sudden sapping of a man's
strength. Doc had been aware of the possibility of this gas in the snoky atnosphere. Mking his

pai nful way across the scoria, or nmetallic rock froth, he had breathed no nore than was inperative
But even this little was too nuch. He felt a giddiness settle upon him H s |egs grew | eaden

Taxing his reserve strength to the utnost, he reeled to the top of the pit and then plunged down, an
aval anche of needl e-pointed clinkers sliding in a brittle wash behind him

Wth his eyes nonmentarily sealed shut fromthe stinging reek of volcanic gases, his reeling steps
had carried himonto a bubbl e-glass surface which had crashed under his weight, plunging himdow a
tortuous slope alnost on the heads of his enemes. He was half buried in the downsurge of the

nmetal lic rock

Before he could extricate hinself, Boris Ramadanoff's revol ver nuzzle was a burning col dness

agai nst the back of his neck

THE count stood in front of Doc, his bearded head thrown back, ghoulish mirth issuing in |oud
gobblings fromhis nmouth

"Everything, it is perfect!" Ramadanoff roared. "Better even than we could have planned it. Is it

not so, brother Boris?"

Bori s Ramadanoff nodded enphatically

Pat Savage, inprisoned between two of the lizard-collared slaves, stared speechl essly, her face
taut.



The count pointed a tapering finger at her. Even in the tenseness of the nonent, Doc noted that
the enerald was nmissing fromthe nman's hand.

"We have the girl," the count rasped. "And we have you. And your other friends are trapped on the
pl ateau. "

Doc | ooked at the count, spoke in a conposed voice. "No lava floww Il flood the plateau of the
honeyconb pits."

The count's eyes glittered. "One thing you have not taken into consideration. Brother Boris and |
have | ong been prepared for this eventuality." He pointed with spasnpdi c eagerness. "Do you see that
vol cano crater?"

Doc said nothing. No one could have seen the crater through the snoke.

"It is mned with nitro charges," the count grow ed. "That is why brother Boris and | have
clinmbed this slope -- to explode those charges. Wth a new vent blown out for the lava, the plain of
the pits will be covered with nmolten |ava."

Doc shook his head. "You would not blow those charges."

"And why not?" the count asked.

"It is dangerous business tanpering with the normal flow of volcanic lava," the bronze man

rem nded.

"If it were not for the fact that brother Boris is going to pull the trigger on the revol ver

whi ch he is hol ding agai nst your neck, you would see us dare it," the count said, omi nously.

Doc, ignoring the threat, said: "There is still another reason why you would not flood the plain.
That Devil's Honeyconb for which you have so | ong | ooked, digging your pits -- you would hardly care
to have it buried under a hundred feet of l|ava."

"Sol" the count purred, dangerously, "you have deduced where the Devil's Honeyconb lies."

"Since the bronze man knows so nuch," Boris sneered, "why not tell himthe rest of it, brother?
Perhaps, in the world to which ny trigger finger will send him he will neet the real Count
Ramadanof f, whose interest in this bit of unrecorded history will be vast."

"Agreed, brother Boris," the madman answered. He fixed his gaze upon Doc. "Know, then, that | am
not the real Count Ramadanoff. The real Count Ramadanoff came to this island to escape the horrors
of the Russian revolution. H's vessel was that tramp steamer, which you, ny dear Savage, so kindly
| ocated for us to-day.

"Escaping the revolutionists, the original count brought with himto this island a hundred

peopl e, artisans and nobl emen. O that hundred people, brother Boris and nyself alone renain alive
t o-day."

"THE t hunb-hol e death doubt|ess accounted for the others," Doc remarked.

"Some of themdied by the thunb-hole death,"” the madman adnitted, readily. "Others went by the
way of the pits. But you interrupt my story. Anong the articles which the count brought w th himwas
-- well, the Devil's Honeyconb, anong other things. This he cunningly hid.

"Brother Boris and | bungled badly when we killed the original Count Ramadanoff. He died before
we had wested fromhimthe secret of his hiding place. Sone things we knew, however. We knew that
the Devil's Honeyconb is conceal ed on that plateau now encircled by red, running rock. So brother
Boris and | caused ships to weck, and, in that way, procured men to dig for us. The pits were dug
to a system It was our intention to honeyconb -- the honeyconb part is hunor, eh? -- the whole
plateau, if it was necessary -- "

Doc Savage put in, "The tranp steanmer? How did it happen that you failed to know its |ocation?"
"It was wecked in a tidal wave when the vol cano erupted, and covered with vol canic ash,"” replied
the other. "Neither Boris nor nyself knewits location."

"But you knew about the conpass, that it was the key to the whereabouts of the Devil's

Honeyconb, " Doc sai d.

Bori s Ramadanoff started violently, peered at his brother. "You found the key?"

"No," the brother lied, quite calmy. "This man Savage is prevaricating, trying to turn your hand
against me for his own gain."

"He knew the nature of the key," Boris snarled. "How did he know it was a conpass, if he did not
see it when you found it?"

"I tell you it's all alie, brother!" barked the other, somewhat desperately. "Pull the trigger
that will send a bullet crashing through his brain. W will end this!"

Boris scowl ed. "I would hear nore about this conpass key."

"Fool !'" the bogus count hissed.

Promptly follow ng the hateful exclamation in the snoky haze, there was a sound which m ght have
been made by fingers snapping very hard. Boris slunped om nously to the ground, scarlet conmencing
to ooze through a depressed fracture in his tenple. The "thunb-hol e death" had struck again.

As a safety-first nove, Doc Savage went into action. Al during the bogus count's revel ati ons,

Doc had been surreptitiously working his knees and hi ps against the vol canic slag which had

aval anched down and hal f submerged him holding himto a degree. He had succeeded in | oosening
appreci ably the hold of the stuff.

Now he lunged forward. Cinkers washed in a wave as his body heaved free.

He felt sonething close to his tenple. The exact nature of it was hard to define. It nust have



shaved himvery close, for his tenple seened to burn. It nust have been the "thunb-hole death."
The bogus count suddenly lost his nerve. He |lunged backward, spun around and started running.

Doc Savage shouted at Pat in the Mayan tongue. She twisted, lunged frantically; only her wists
were bound. So stunned were her captors at what had just occurred, that she managed to get free.
Lungi ng, Doc Savage reached he? side. Together they went over the edge of one of the snoke-ringed
clinker pits. They ran furiously. Doc hel ped Pat.

Up to the right sonewhere, hidden by the snoke, Doc Savage coul d hear the bogus count scranbling
through the metallic clinkers. Judging fromthe strenuous sound, the fellow s main thought was to
get away fromthe vicinity, inmediately. H s nerve had cracked, finally.

Chapter Xl X. HONEYCOVMB OF THE DEVI L

PAT demanded grimy, "Shall we follow the count?"

"We will," Doc Savage agreed; "but do not get too close to him Mike sure he hears us."
Thi s conbi nati on of suggested action seenmed to puzzle Pat. To remain behind the count and foll ow
himfurtively, she could have understood, but to follow himat a distance, and still let the man

know t hey were doing so that bew | dered her.

"What's the idea?" she demanded.

I nstead of answering her, Doc Savage paused and di sl odged a heavy rock, letting it roll down a
declivity. The man ahead had been traveling fast, but now he cursed. H s speed becane that of a
madman. He knew t hey were behind him

The earth had cracked in spots, probably under the force of expanding gases. They passed a stream
of lava which had been diverted somewhere above and was al ready beginning to solidify in irregular
waves, some of these head-high. In other spots, rivulets of the superheated stone tw sted sinuously
al ong.

They cane to a region where inprisoned gases had | ong ago hol |l owed out the vol canic structure to
formfantastic underground pits. It was as if nonsters had dug dens in the sloping side of the cone.
They waded through ground-gl asslike clinkers in which they sank to the knees.

"It cuts like razor blades," Pat groaned. "My boots won't stand much nore of this."

Unexpectedly, they came out on a |l evel area, beyond which there was a sharp slope down to a cove.
The wind was in their faces and it swept the dust back to the other side of the island. Accordingly,
they could see a little better. Doc's flake-gold eyes scrutinized the terrain intently.

"Follow me, " be directed Pat, and was suddenly gone. Pat tagged after himas best she could. She
was about exhausted. It seened days since she had eaten, slept, had a peaceful nonment, or drawn a
breath of air that was fit to breathe.

A shout cane from ahead; shots. She heard the count scream Then Pat cane on the scene.

It was at the edge of the little cove; the water was conparatively calm Doc Savage was standing
on the cove's edge, sheltered by a hi gh boul der.

Fully two hundred yards away, the count was retreating warily along the beach, revolver in hand.
He shot at Pat. She got undercover, crawl ed forward and joi ned Doc.

She | ooked at the bay.

A seapl ane floated there -- a high-w nged, tw n-notored anphi bi an, each notor being equi pped with
a three-bl aded propeller. This ship was noored close to the shore, and on its fusel age a painted

| egend coul d be read:

COCOS | SLAND TREASURE HUNTERS, | NC.

"You headed the count away fromthe plane!" Pat gasped, suddenly understandi ng why Doc wanted
their quarry to know he was being followed. It had kept the fellow frightened, had made himfl ee
toward the plane. And it had worked.

"Right." Doc Savage waved at the plane. "That explains how the other brother got here. The nust
have been a treasure-hunting expedition on Cocos |sland. There usually is, as a matter of fact. This
pl ane was probably stolen fromthem"

This theory, upon later investigation, proved to be true.

They waded out to the plane and clinbed aboard.

THE bi g plane had a stout fusel age, one nade for heavy work, which was fortunate, because the

I anding on the other side of the island, although Doc Savage made it expertly, was not easy on the
hull. No plane could land easily in that chopping riptide.

Monk, Ham and the others, howing their delight, nmet the ship on the beach, wading out and
seizing the hull to keep it from being danaged on the rocky shore.

"We can't clear outta here too soon for nme!" Mnk yelled. "I gotta find Habeas Corpus. He's
somewhere on the other side of the island.”
"Probably with that herd of wild hogs still after him" Ham of fered.

Doc Savage issued abrupt directions. "Mnk, the rest of you, use this plane to ferry these poor
prisoners of the count's to safety. Better take themout to the reef, not to the island. The reefs
are not subnerged, even at high tide. They woul d be safe there."

"What about you, Doc?" Mnk demanded.

"The Devil's Honeyconb is here on this plateau," Doc Savage advi sed.

Pat had been thinking, apparently. Now, she said sharply, "Doc! That conpass! There nust have
been a map in it, or sonething!"



"Undoubt edl y," Doc Savage assured her.
"But the count took it away fromne!" Pat gasped. "W haven't got it."
For answer, the bronze man brought fromwi thin his clothing the jewel ed conpass.

"It left the count's person when he took part in the struggle attending ny capture. | picked his
pocket . "

Pat elected to stay. So did Renny. The others, being arnmed, felt able to take care of the

prisoners, carrying themto one of the reefs near where the fake channel lights had decoyed ships to
di saster.

There was |ight about them now, burning jungle ignited by lava, and lurid flashes fromthe cone

took care of that. Doc Savage worked at the conpass, got the glass out, lifted the card off its

jewel ed bearing. Beneath, tied to the bearing pin with silken cord, was a bit of parchnment. Doc
unwr apped this.

It was a sinple chart, showi ng | andmarks and paced di stances.

They were lucky. The principal |landmark, it devel oped, was a boul der of extraordinary size which
reposed near one end of the plateau. They ran to this, pausing only to gather digging inplenents
from sone of the honeyconb pits. Doc' Savage paced off the distances.

They began to dig -- Doc Savage and Renny in the hole, Pat keeping the slag tossed back. They hit
the leaden lid of a small chest sone six feet down. Prying the chest out, they could tell that there
were many other sinmilar chests bel ow.

"Let's have a look at the inside," Renny runbled, and struck with his shovel. The | ead was soft;

it split. Huge globules of green and red glittered before their sweat-smarted eyes.

"Holy cowl " Renny breat hed.

The contents of the | ead box was an affair of gold, probably a part of an ancient breastplate of
arnor. In this were set the jewels. The design of the nounting was orderly and laid out in such a
fashion that it somewhat resenbl ed a honeyconb.

There were di anonds, rabies, eneralds, every one a stone that |ooked val uable.

"l can see why they called it the Devil's Honeyconb," Renny booned.

"What about getting the rest out?" Pat demanded.

They began to dig for the additional chests. The sides of the bole pronptly caved in, delaying
them somewhat. A nonent |ater, there was another m sfortune, which entirely overshadowed this m nor
one.

There cane a crashing detonation. The very earth itself seened to convul se, |eap upward, then
shake, as if trying to split itself w de open. A great thunp, queerly hollow, followed that. It was
such a sound as characterizes the detonation of an extrenely powerful explosive.

Pat | ooked appal l ed. "The count's nitro charge!" she gasped.

THEY | ooked toward the hi gh vol canic cone, saw a si ght which was probably the nost spectacul ar,
and at the same tinme the nost nenacing, they had ever witnessed. A runble had started and was
growi ng and growi ng. But that was al nbst unnoticed. It was the thing happening to the top of the
cone that held their eyes. Niagara Falls seemed to have beconme nolten fire, and was fl ow ng upside
down out of the great cone.

"Holy cow " Renny runbled. "That's what | call a Fourth of July celebration!"

Doc Savage strai ghtened, glanced about rapidly; he was calculating the size of the eruption and
apprai sing their distance fromthe beach.

"Run for it!" the bronze man said, abruptly.

Renny protested, "But these | ead boxes --

"Nothing like that is worth dying for," Doc Savage said, grimy. "If you stay to dig them out,

you will not have a chance to get away."

Renny did not have to think it over I|ong.

"You're right!" he thunped.

They ran for it, Renny pausing only to scoop up the cluster of nmounted jewels which so strangely
resenbl ed honeyconb -- a honeyconb the cells capped, not with wax, but with scintillating
brilliance.

The pl ane picked themup w thout much nmore difficulty than they had expected. They got away none
too soon. As the ship lifted fromthe water and circled toward the nore peaceful end of the island,
t hey studied the scene.

Under a sky hell-red to the far horizon, the cone was spitting |ava, boulders, sone of the latter
as huge as small buildings. A few of these great chunks fell!l into the sea, or rolled there, and
sent up unbelievable quantities of billowi ng steam

Wth the roar in their ears of a world coming to an end, and the light of an inferno before their
eyes, Doc hinself took the controls of the plane and landed it on the conparatively cal mwater
inside the little cove. They did not beach the ship, but kept it off, with the notors running, ready
for a quick take-off should an earthquake start. The latter was a possibility.

Monk, ignoring all arguments, went ashore. He wanted his hog, Habeas. Strangely enough, the

dapper Ham -- not at all dapper now acconpani ed the honely chem st.

They were back unexpectedly soon, running, and they had Habeas Corpus.

"We found the other brother -- the count --the one who was alive!" Mnk yelled. "Wat do you



t hi nk happened to hi nP"

No one nade a guess.

"Those wild hogs!" Hamsaid, grimy. "They had finished with himby the tine we got there | --
HABEAS CORPUS, Monk's pet, never a sartorially inclined porker at the best, now | ooked very
bedraggl ed. That he had spent a hectic time on the fantastic island, was evident. He took every
opportunity to lie down. He had been thin before, as thin as it had seened possible for a porcine
speci men to get, but now he was even thinner.

Renny junped suddenly, squawl ed and grabbed his side. He | ooked sonewhat foolish, exam ned a
smal | spot which rapidly grew |ivid.

"What did that?" he roared.

Monk nade a quick novenent with his wist, and sonething thudded agai nst Renny's ribs again.
"Hey!" Renny said, startled. "Wat is that thing?"

Monk gl anced at Doc Savage. "Had you deci ded what that darn thing was, Doc?"

The bronze man nodded. "The brothers must have spent nuch tine practicing, to acquire such
proficiency."

"Yeah, they sure nust of," Monk agreed.

"Holy cow " Renny grunted, examining the object which Monk held. "It's that big enerald ring the
count wore! It's tied to a tiny thread, but you can't hardly see it!"

"And the thread is stronger than blazes," Mnk told him "You see, this is the thunb-hole
death."

"But it seenmed so nysterious," Pat said. "So sinister."

"It was both," Doc Savage interpolated. "If you recall, the thunb-hole death struck only when the
light was not strong enough to reveal the al npbst colorless cord. They threw the ring with great

force. Both brothers were well nuscled, you will recall. They nmust have practiced a great deal. Then
they jerked the ring back with the cord."
"We found it on the count," Mnk announced. "The wild hogs -- well, they left it."

THEY fell silent after that, watching the scene before them The runble and roar of it. The |eap
and flash of gory light. The runble of descending boulders. It was a fabul ous spectacle.

Still, watching the vol cano, they knew they were free to depart in the plane at any tinme and
ferry the late prisoners of the brothers Ramadanoff to otherand |larger islands in the Gal apagos,
where sailors could call for them as they later did.

Monk was exhi biting the honeyconbed, jewel ed breastplate.

"Not nmuch, conpared to what we probably left behind," he said. "But ny guess is it'll sell for a
mllion, anyway. Divided up anong the prisoners we rescued, that oughta help a little."

I f Ham heard that, he showed no interest. Ham had plenty of npney, anyway. He was eying the pig,
Habeas Cor pus.

Ham suddenly enmitted several loud grunts. He shuffled his feet noisily.

"WIld hogs!" he yelled.

Habeas Corpus never |ooked back. He hit the water swi nmi ng, and nade for the safety of the

pl ane.

"Boy, oh boy!" Ham grinned. "For years, | have been trying to find a way to nake that hog keep
out of ny sight!"

THE END



