THE HEADLESS MEN

A Doc Savage Adventure By Kenneth Robeson

- Chapter |. UNNATURAL HORROR
Chapter |I. ONE HEADLESS MAN
Chapter |11. LONG TOM | S TRAPPED
Chapter |1V. THE FI RST EXTORTI ON
Chapter V. STUWPP SAYS HE' S STUMPED
Chapter VI. TRAP!
Chapter VII. LYNDA APPEARS
Chapter VII1. AN UNANNOUNCED VI SI TOR
Chapter | X BLAST A LA H NDENBERG
Chapter X. A CLEAN-UP FOR EVIL
Chapter XI. ESCAPE FROM DEATH
Chapter Xl |. A DESERT TRAP
Chapter X II. THE HEADLESS LEG ON
Chapter XIV. THE FRI GHTENED DI CTATOR
Chapter XV. THOUGHTS OF THE HEADLESS
Chapter XVI. DOC MARKED FOR DEATH
Chapter XVIlI. REVOLT OF THE HEADLESS
Chapter XVII11. KILLER STRI KES BACK
Chapter XIX. MONK RI GHT FOR ONCE

Chapter |. UNNATURAL HORROR

| F Needl enose Swenson had not encountered the drunk, the terror of the headl ess men m ght have
run unchecked a good deal |onger than it did.

Enough people died as it was. Even before the first corpse was known, there was horror where the
headl ess death got its start. The thing wasn’'t known by that nane at the tine, of course; wasn't
known at all.

But there was the feel of sonething awful in the Iong | aboratory of Professor Norgrud L. Watts.
There was al so sonething nmenacing in the type of nmen Watts had about the building. At a gl ance,
they seened to suggest the police records that they later turned out to have.

The first time that anything really unusual took place was early in the day that Needl enose
Swenson encountered the drunk.

It was early fall. Needl enose was burning | eaves out in back of the admi nistration building. The
Stunpp El ectrical Co., in New Jersey, did not have an incinerator. Needl enose just raked | eaves and
rubbi sh together and burned themin a heap.

"Whew! " sonebody yelled froma wi ndow. "Swenson nust have got a dead rat in his rakings."

Then, some nore observant person took a careful sniff of the snmoke com ng from Needl enose
Swenson’s pile of rubbish.

"Ain't there; seens to cone from Norgrud Watts' |aboratory,"” the observant worker whispered to

hi s bench mate.

Norgrud Watts! That observati on was whi spered up and down the production lines in the Stunpp

El ectrical Co. Nobody knew what to expect of Watts. Nobody even cared to guess what mi ght be going
on. But they all tal ked, because they didn't |like Watts and his experinments.

It is remarkabl e how some bl atant fear can go on and nobunt without any official notice being
taken of it. So many things that really are inportant can get put down as nere idle gossip. But the
fear goes on, like steamboiled in a kettle with the lid tied down. If that lid blows off soon
enough, often good can result.

In the Stunmpp El ectrical Co., it just sinmmered. That particul ar Septenber night, enployees

avoi ded the | aboratory of Norgrud Watts as they wal ked toward the big gates on Third Street.

Enpl oyees who were not forced to go near, usually gave that |ong, gaunt building a wi de berth.
There were too many runors of unnatural horror that went on within that drab buil ding. There were
many, undoubtedly, which were without foundation.

But no one in that plant, as the workers left for hone that night, had any idea of the horror

that was to come with the men who had no heads.

As the last of the day force straggled out fromthe gates of the Stunmpp El ectrical plant, a sleek
and powerful sedan crept up toward the factory. It halted a few feet fromthe main gate.

The man who enmerged was huskily built. He was tall and | ean and had the shoul ders of a boxer. The
jaw was too outthrusting for the man to be called handsone. But his npost renmarkable quality was the
color of his eyes. They were yellow, incredibly yellow

The lean man was furtive in the quick twi sts of his shoulders. He peered into the main gate which
still renmined open. The vast yards were practically enpty. Only a skeleton night force renained
inside the plant. Soon they would close the gates and lock themuntil starting time the next day.
Yel | ow Eyes got back in his car. The notor growled in a powerful purr as he whi pped the machi ne
into the yard. As he turned, it could be seen that a passenger rested in the seat beside the driver.



A cop woul d have been suspicious had he been able to closely exam ne that recunbent figure. The

man seened to be sleeping. Qoviously, he did not belong in the expensive sedan. Hi s clothes | ooked
as though they had been slept in for nonths. Half an inch of stubble decorated a chin that coul d not
even be seen. He was unkenpt and dirty. Probably a bum who m ght have been picked up froma gutter
in the Bowery.

It turned out later that he had been picked up in just such a place

The yel |l ow-eyed driver roared his big car to the long ranbling building so avoided by the

enpl oyees of the electrical plant. A sign on the door said, "Experimental Laboratory of Dr. Norgrud
L. watts. Danger. Keep out."

Yel | ow Eyes grunted in what sounded |ike pleasure. He haul ed his passenger to the ground

That notion awakened the sl eeper

"Washa matter?" the bum demanded, waving his arns about wildly. "Washa wanna do now?"

An expression of contenpt and brutality spread over the face of the driver. A low grow craw ed
fromhis throat. Then his fist flashed upward. There was a crack like the snap of a whip. The bum

i medi ately resumed his sleeping position

"Filthy drunk," the yell ow eyed one grated. Then the sound of |eather crunching on gravel nade
himtw st quickly around. Wth obvious haste, he haul ed the bumthrough the door into the |ong
bui I ding. In another second he was outside again, smling at the attendant who anbled toward the
sedan.

"Afternoon, M. Dedham" the attendant greeted him "Take your car for you?"

W ngs Dedham turned his nost cordial snmile on the attendant. Wngs liked to be addressed with
respect. He had grown accustoned to respect when he had been a fanous transport flier. After that he
had been a well-known radio technician for a major air line. But a set of stolen plans for a new sub
strat osphere ship had cost Wngs Dedham his job—his job and all of his reputation. Wngs had been

gr ounded

"Leave the car here," he said shortly. "I'mgoing to need it."

Yel | ow eyes gl owed strangely as the grounded flier turned back toward the | aboratory. They were

not unlike the baleful eyes of a jungle cat about to spring upon its prey

I NSI DE t he buil ding, another figure had seen the unconscious drunk. At first, he had been

puzzl ed. A man sleeping off a drunk in the corridor of Norgrud Watts' |aboratory was not sonething
he had expected

The new arrival in the corridor wore a linen duster and a cap that said "Janitor." H s nopst

promi nent feature was an astoundi ng proboscis. It was just about the size and shape of a man's
forefinger.

There was little question as to the nerit of the nicknanme of Needl enose Swenson. The skinny,

wat ery-eyed janitor also insisted on sticking that remarkabl e nose into everything going on in the
pl ant

Needl enose consi dered hinself no end of a detective. He had books on it. Panphlets were stacked

in his room Needl enose was waiting only for one sensational break to prove that he had entered a
prof essi on beneath him

He did not at first think the drunk was connected with such an inportant event. He | eaned over

the bumin disgust. "Yah," he snorted. "Ay tank you go now. "

He noved to grab the recunbent figure. The grating voice of Wngs Dedham st opped him

"Leave him al one, square head!" Wngs snarled. "I'Il let himsleep it off. You mind your own

busi ness. "

Needl enose Swenson suddenly cringed as if the devil hinself had descended upon him He could
scarcely bring his watery eyes to nmeet the bal eful yell ow ones that bore down upon him Needl enose
began to sweat. Hi s hands shook

H s opini on of Wngs Dedham was nore than apparent

"Yah," Needl enose nuttered. "Ay go now. "

He al nost fell over his nop handle scuttling around a corner. Presently a door slamed at the
other end of the building. Wngs' yellow eyes narrowed. Then he grunted and pi cked up the drunk. He
dragged himthrough a door in the nmiddle of the corridor. It was quite an unusual door. Panel, janb
and casing were nade of high-tenpered steel. It was protected by doubl e | ocks of very nodern
construction. Conplete privacy for its occupants seenmed to be a matter of no question at all

BUT down the corridor there came a faint rustle. Needl enose Swenson crept slowy toward that

steel doorway. Needl enose had told fell ow workers that sonmething evil was being concocted behind
that steel door. As an anmateur detective, he was certain that nmuch was so

Norgrud Watts and Dedham he insisted, were brewing a witch’s caldron in there that the world
shoul d di scover. The thought of Wngs Dedham made Needl enose shudder. Only the day before, he had
seen the ex-flier brutally strangle a harm ess dog. Then he had carried the dog into that secret
room

"Yah," Needl enose nuttered softly now. "Ay tank now Ay find out for sure. Yah."

Needl enose crouched down before the door. About breast-high there was a tiny hole. Needl enose had



borrowed a steel-cutting drill fromthe machine shops. Then, when a new generator tryout was making
enough noi se to cover him Needl enose had nade his hole.

He | ooked through it now Al nost inmediately, what color he had drained fromthe janitor’s skin.

H s jaw began to work strangely. Sweat dribbled fromhis receding chin. Bony hands clenched and
uncl enched. Needl enose Swenson began to trenble. He seened transfixed by horror, unable to nove.
The air in the corridor began to snell queerly. It becane the pungent scent of ozone, as if a
great electric arc were snapping overhead, scorching the atnosphere.

Suddenly, Needl enose Swenson began to sway. He clawed at his throat. Hi s nmouth opened and cl osed
wi t hout sound. Then Needl enose found his voice. He began to scream It was a screamthat sent
shivers up and down many spines in the electrical plant.

Not hi ng but stark horror could have brought forth such a scream

Needl enose straightened up and started to run. At first his sole aimwas to be sonewhere el se.

Any pl ace el se, apparently, would do at the tine. He heard the big steel door creak behind him He

dived into the first hiding place that he saw. It was a huge, |ighted broomcl oset near the door.
Needl enose heard Dedham cursing in the hall. Then he heard the ex-flier’s footsteps receding
toward the steel door to Norgrud Watts' private | aboratory.

"Watts, |'Il get that square head this tinme!" Dedham grow ed.

Needl enose perspired some nore. He thought he was safe for the nmonent. He felt sure Dedham woul d
think he had fled fromthe buil ding.

But Needl enose Swenson was an amateur detective, not a scientist. He didn’t know that the

odd-1 ooking lenses in the ceilings of all rooms in this building were there to catch him Swenson
didn’t know anyt hi ng about a television pick-up | ense.

That was why he was surprised when Wngs Dedham suddenly whi pped open the door of the broom
closet and sprang in with a snarl. Wngs' bony fist slashed down viciously, crashed against the
cowering janitor’'s head.

But fear does renarkable things to people at tines. Fear has sonetines given one nan the strength
of ten. Amazing feats have been performed by men sufficiently influenced by fear.

Needl enose Swenson perforned one now. OF course, Wngs wasn't expecting it. But he didn't realize
how much Swenson had seen; how great was his reason for fear. Needl enose tore into Dedhamlike a
she-wol f cornered with her young. Dedham cursed, |ost his balance. Needl enose didn't try to hit him
He butted the bigger man in the jaw with his head.

Then Needl enose Swenson made tracks. He put one foot down after another in quicker succession
than he ever had before in his life. Behind him Wngs Dedham struggled to his feet. He seened to
hesitate for a nonent; seenmed anxious to go back to the nystery | aboratory of Norgrud Watts.

Then W ngs ground out an oath.

"Hell!" he grated. "I haven't got tinme."

Wth that cryptic utterance, Wngs whi pped out a heavy autonmatic and pounded after the fleeing
janitor. Needl enose | eaped through the door.

It was ironical that Dedham hinself let his quarry escape. Not intentionally, of course. But
Wngs had left his car keys in the powerful sedan parked outside. Needl enose brushed against it,
knocki ng a nagazi ne out of the pocket of his flowing linen duster. Then Needl enose was in the
machi ne, stanped on the starter.

The car was noving before Wngs reached the door. Dedham bl asted with the big automatic. The gun
roared in the early-evening air. Round holes junped into the windows of the fleeing sedan. One slug
parted the janitor’s hair sidew se. But Needl enose roared toward the Pul aski Skyway and the shortest
cut to New York.

"Yah," he nuttered to hinself. "Ay tank now Ay go see Doc Savage."

Behi nd him snoking autonatic in his hand, Wngs Dedham st opped cursing for a nonent. H s foot
tripped on the nagazi ne Needl enose had dropped getting into the car. Wngs picked it up.

"The Life of Doc Savage," the periodical was titled. "Sone keys to the bronze man's anmmzing

physi cal and nental devel opnent."

W ngs Dedhamis face went suddenly white. His jutting jaw seened instantly to sag.

"Cripes!" Wngs nuttered under his breath. "W can't let that happen. Wy—

Wngs whirled then and raced to a phone booth in the I aboratory building. He | ocked hinself in,
frantically called a nunber. He talked to hinself as he waited for his connection.

"Savage!" he nmuttered. "He's the one guy big enough to stop us. He and them five stooges’'|| have
to be bunped if the big guy gets w se!"

At that nonment a voice growl ed over the wire to Wngs. Dedhamdid all the talking fromthen on.
"The square head nust be wi se," he rasped. "I think he’s heading for Doc Savage. Send sone boys
out to both tunnels and all the ferries. Sonmeone else cover the tube trains. That guy nust not get
to Doc Savage!"

NEEDLENCSE SWENSON tore along the highway. Al his life he had wanted a really good excuse to

call on Doc Savage. Every course in crime detection he had ever read, spoke of the amazing feats of
the man of bronze.

And Swenson had heard dozens of persons di scuss Doc Savage.



"Doc Savage is a philanthropist,"” one friend had told him "Doc gives away hundreds of thousands
of dollars to worthy causes. But he does it anonynously so no publicity will result. Doc hates
publicity."”

"The bronze man was trained fromchildhood to fight for the oppressed,” another had said. "His
life is dedicated to undoing wongs in the four corners of the earth. He metes out justice to

evil doers and hel ps those in trouble."

That Doc Savage was a nental nmarvel, a scientific wonder and a supernman in strength, any

newspaper reader knew. Needl enose Swenson had read all about that. Doc Savage was the one human
being in the world whom Swenson wor shi ped.

"Yah," Swenson said to hinself. "Ay wonder yust what Doc would do if he vas ne now?"

It nmay have been that thought which spurred Swenson to nental activity beyond his nornal grasp.

He nade one of the few quick decisions of his life.

"Yah," he grunted. "Ay tank dey | ook at toonel. Ay go to airport."

Tenporarily, Needl enose Swenson had probably saved his own life. He headed toward Newark Airport.
Needl enose had a friend there who had a plane. The friend took passengers for short rides at two
dollars a head. There was little airport activity nowwith nost of the mgjor lines transferred to
LaGuardia Field at North Beach in Queens. Needl enose hoped his friend woul d be there and not too
busy to do a favor.

He tooled the machine into the vast air field at a breakneck rate of speed. The cop who
frantically tried to wave himback to a parking field, nearly got run over for his trouble.

Needl enose had a one-track mind. And that track was very busy.

He recogni zed the small nonopl ane of his friend and raced toward it. If he hadn’'t alnobst run into
the shuttle transport plane arriving from New York, Needl enose probably woul d not have noticed the
passengers di senbarking fromit. As it was, he was stopped and forced to step out of his car.

The passengers disenbarking fromthe transport had cone in fromthe Wst. One of themnearly took
Swenson’s mnd of f the horror with which it was filled.

"CGosh," he exploded. "Ay tank that is sonet’ing."

"That" definitely was sonething. Just the right height. Curves where they should be. Hair like a
sunset. Eyes of a shade popular with painters of tropical waters. The sway of her hips even stirred
the |l ethargi c breast of Needl enose Swenson.

"CGolly," he muttered. "Ay tank— Then Needl enose practically choked.

Recognition cane to himin the exact instant that she gave directions to a cab driver.

"Drive me," she said in a clear, firmvoice, "to the Stunpp Electrical Co."

Needl enose groaned al oud. O f the screen, the glanorous Lynda Ladore was even nore beautiful than
on. But what nmade Needl enose groan was the menory of a newspaper gossip colum many nonths before.
That had been before Wngs Dedham had been di sgraced and grounded; when Wngs was still an inportant
and romantic figure in aviation.

"Runor has it," the colum had stated, "that Lynda Ladore and the redoubtable Wngs are nore than
just pilot and passenger."

Needl enose Swenson was torn. He yearned to rush over to Lynda Ladore and warn her that death
lurked in the Stunpp plant. But Swenson’s single-track mind reasserted itself then. He had to get to
Doc Savage. He suddenly realized that he could not be sure this beauteous creature was not in | eague
wi t h Dedham and Norgrud Watts.

It is problenatic whether Needl enose Swenson woul d have lived | onger had he yielded to his

primary inmpul se. Things like that are difficult to determ ne.

But at any rate, Needl enose found his friend and shortly took off for New York.

Chapter |1. ONE HEADLESS MAN

THE offices of Oark Savage, Jr., were on the eighty-sixth floor of one of New York's tallest
skyscrapers. In fact, they occupied the entire floor space at that |evel.

It was well known that persons in genuine trouble could contact Doc Savage or one of his aids at

any time. Doc never took pay for his efforts in solving the problens of others. And sonetines, in
fact quite frequently, Doc’s efforts took himto the four corners of the earth. The bronze man had a
secret source of wealth that few persons knew about. He had only to broadcast on a certain wave
length at a certain hour of the day. If he did that, a nule train of gold would start imediately
for the coast of a certain Central Anerican nation.

Doc’s offices consisted nainly of a large outer office, a huge |aboratory equi pped with devices

and materials that woul d have astounded top-flight chemi sts, and a library that housed | earned tones
on a large variety of subjects.

A tabl eau was being enacted in Doc’s outer office that fall evening that would probably have
surprised nost people. A sonething that apparently had escaped froma zoo, lolled in a huge

| eat her - uphol stered chair.

On closer inspection, it could really be seen to be a man. But the distance renoved from sinm an
sources was startlingly small. Mnk, otherw se Lieutenant Col onel Andrew Bl odgett Mayfair, was
better nicknamed than nanmed. When he scratched his nubbin of a head and grinned, he |ooked as if he
had just | eaped down froma tree.



Everyt hi ng about Monk fromhis low, wide browto the rusty stubble that covered his entire body
belied the fact that he was really one of the world s forenost industrial chemsts

Monk was argui ng—as usual —with a faultlessly dressed nman, another of Doc’s aids, famliarly known
as Ham The fashion plate’'s real nane was Brigadier General Theodore Marley Brooks. He was known as
one of the keenest |awyers ever turned out by Harvard

It was when the argunent was reaching its heights—the argunent was about Hamis pig, called Habeas
Corpus, and Hamis pet ape, called Chem stry-when the photoelectric cell indicator announced the
approach of a visitor.

THE action of the indicator automatically closed all inner doors to the reception room

Monentarily, Monk forgot his quarrel with Ham Visitors who might affect Doc Savage, cane first
Monk strode to the door |eading to the el evator shaft and opened it

"Ay bane want Doc Savage," the voice told Mnk

"What do you want Doc for?" Mnk denmanded

"My name is Swenson, | cone from New Jersey," Needl enose inforned him "They is killing people
there."

That is absolutely all that Swenson would tell the hairy chem st. Obviously, Needl enose did not

t hi nk anyone who | ooked |ike Mnk, could be intelligent enough to trust with a secret. Mnk grunted
in annoyance and | ed Needl enose Swenson into the reception room He indicated the big |eather chair
and strode to the desk in the center of the room

Inset in the glass top of the huge wal nut desk was a flat, oblong section of a slightly different
hue. Monk pressed a button and | ooked into this. An inmage at once appeared on the glass. The device
was an inproved inter-office television outfit that Doc had perfected

It enabl ed Doc and his aids to converse and see each other as they did. The inages thrown up were
different fromthose of ordinary television. True colors net the eye in such realistic fashion that
they seemed to be actual reductions of the objects the device transmtted

Doc’s bronze hair, flat against his head, showed plainly. The televisor even transmtted the

bronze man’s odd fl ake-gold eyes that stirred like tiny whirlw nds when he was agitated. O course
Doc | ooked small in the little oblong of glass. But Doc Savage was so well proportioned that he

al rost never seenmed as huge as he was. It was only when the bronze man was seen in relation to sone
ot her person or object that he appeared to reach his real proportions

"Who is the man and what does he want?" Doc Savage asked

The tones were possessed of a marked clarity. They were calmy spoken, soft in volunme. Yet they
carried with a conpelling quality that was al nost hypnotic

"H's name is Swenson," Mnk answered. "He says he conmes from New Jersey and that they' re killing
peopl e over there."

"Ch, yes," Doc’s voice cane back. "He's probably fromthe Stunpp electrical plant. |’ve just

heard runors of sonething queer going on over there. Tell the man |I'Il be right out."

Monk rel eased the button of the televisor. Then his nostrils began to quiver. He snelled a sharp
unusual odor that he could not quite place for a nonment. Then he recogni zed the snell of ozone, |ike

an open electric arc

Monk turned fromthe desk

Needl enose Swenson still sat erect in the leather chair. One |l eg was crossed over the other. His
hands were folded primy on his |lap

But Needl enose Swenson had no head! H s body ended at his shoulders as neatly as if there had
never been a head there at all

There had been no sound. There was no sign of any bl ood

Monk Mayfair shuddered

The world had encountered the first of the headl ess nmen

Chapter 111. LONG TOM | S TRAPPED

DOC SAVAGE took one | ook at Monk and the body of Needl enose, and stepped to the big wal nut desk
The bronze man’s notion was so snmooth that the tremendous power of the nuscles meshed beneath his
skin was scarcely noticeable. Only the cabl ed tendons under the bronze flesh of the hands showed
pl ainly.

Doc’s flake-gold eyes were tiny naelstrons of agitation as he pressed the button and said: "Cone
in here, Long Tom"

Then Monk began to squall in a voice that sounded frightened. That was hi ghly unusual for Monk
"Lookit!" the chem st shrilled. "The thing is nmovin!"

And Monk’s statenment was not an exaggeration. The headl ess figure of Needl enose Swenson snapped
jerkily to its feet. Needl enose Swenson, w thout his nose or the head that had held it, took three
steps forward on the thick-carpeted floor

Then the thing collapsed. Wth a whoosh, a lungful of air gushed out of the I|arynx which

term nated at the base of the neck. The body of the unfortunate janitor fell to the rug

Anot her figure | eaned over Swenson now. The newconer, apparently the one sunmoned by Doc’s press
of the desk button, had a conpl exi on about as healthy | ooking as a mushroom In fact it woul d have



been an attractive bet for one who did not know himthat Long Tom Roberts had never been out of a
cellar in his life.

Long Tom otherw se Major Thonas J. Roberts, electrical wi zard extraordinary, was a snall, thin
man with a tremendously bul ging forehead. Neither his size nor his conplexion was to be di scounted,
if fighting had to be done. Long Tom coul d handl e his share of wild cats or of human rats.

Long Tom studied the fallen man closely. He had seen the figure rise fromthe chair, take three
steps and fall.

"Unusual post-nortemreflex action,"” Long Tom commented. "The suddenness of the decapitati on made
it possible. Like a chicken running around a barnyard after its head had been cut off."

Monk breathed a little easier. He had seen chickens race half the Iength of a barnyard after
decapi tation. Mnk | ooked at Doc for confirmation.

The bronze man said nothing for a nmoment.

Finally, he said, "Look at the present term nation of the neck colum. Wuat do you think of it?"
Long Tom | ooked. It was the nost peculiar formation he had ever seen. The various veins and
arteries, the larynx itself, all termnated in neat bits of scar-tissue. The neck itself was like a
wel | - heal ed wound that had been inflicted many years before.

The situation was manifestly inpossible. Mnk rubbed his eyes. They seermed trying to pop out from
the sockets that were usually overhanging pits of gristle.

"Dang it!" Monk conplained. "I nust have been seein’ things. Maybe this guy didn't just conme in
here and talk to nme. Maybe soneone hypnotized ne."

Doc Savage’s voice was quiet, reassuring. But it didn't cheer Monk up nuch. It gave no indication
of whether he had any idea what had caused the unbelievabl e decapitation.

"You saw himcome in, Mnk," Doc said. "And he did speak to you. See what identification he has
in his pockets."

NEEDLENOSE SWENSON S cl ot hes yielded an identification card that said he was a janitor enployed
by the Stunpp El ectrical Co., of New Jersey.

Anot her card showed that he had been taking a correspondence course in crime detection. Long Tom
was interested in the first card he found.

"l am acquainted with that concern,"” he said sinply. "I was a stockhol der before it was

reorgani zed. "

Monk’ s ears pricked up at this information. "Yeah?" he nuttered. "Wat kind of a joint is the

pl ant ?"

Long Tonis story was quite an ordinary one. The El ectrical Appliance Co. had gone into

recei vership two years before. It had never made nmuch noney. There were too many firnms manufacturing
and selling electrical pharmaceutical aids. Mst of the stockholders were willing to get out from
under for what they could.

L. Pennfield Stunpp had been the one exception. L. Pennfield had a little noney. So he bought
control of the conmpany. Stunpp scarcely knew an ohmfroma wave | ength. But as a sal esman, he had
few peers.

"He was kind of lucky," Long Tom opined. "After he took it over he devel oped the Stunpp

El ectrical Massage Vibrator. It’'s naking a wealthy nan of him"

Monk grunted. "It's advertised everywhere," he agreed. "How d he figure that one out?"

"The firmhad one asset," Long Tomsaid. "An old guy nanmed Norgrud Watts. He's really a genius.
But because of him Stunmpp nearly junked the whole project."”

Stunpp, it seenmed, didn't know about WAtts until he had bought in. Watts was a minority

st ockhol der who did not sell out. The gnone like genius was a weird little fellow Stunpp seened
actually afraid of him El ectrical hocus-pocus was beyond Stunmpp’s mental grasp. There was one story
that he was going to bail out and take a financial licking after his first visit to Norgrud Watts’
| aboratory.

Then Watts devel oped the electrical vibrator.

Ham who had conme in quietly fromthe other room |ooked again at the body and shuddered.

"l don’t think Norgrud Watts is the kind of a guy |I'd like to neet," he said flatly.

Doc Savage's eyes stirred with life. H s expression gave no indication of what he was thinking.
"You're going to neet him" he said snoothly. "You and Monk prepare to go to Jersey inmediately.
Go by car and find out all you can at the factory."

Ham squared his shoulders and started fromthe room The dapper |awyer wore a suit that was the
last word in sartorial elegance. H's shoes reflected every object in the room

"O K., Beau Brummel," Mnk grunted. "1’'lIl go along to take care of you."

Doc spoke swiftly to Long Tom before returning to his |aboratory.

"l knew of Stunpp’s history and that of the factory,"” he said sinply. "But | wanted Ham and Monk
to hear it, too. Stunpp is speaking today at the Electrical Goods merchandi sing convention. | think
you should talk to him"

Long Tom nodded.

“I"l'l go now," he said. "I met Stunpp several tines during the reorganization."

Long Tomleft the offices just ahead of Monk and Ham The | awyer reappeared in the outer office



| eadi ng, what at first appeared to be, a snaller edition of Mnk.

Sonme scientists were baffled by the thing that foll owed Ham Sone said it was a chi npanzee.

G hers held that it was nore closely related to the tree-clinbing baboon. Still others hinted darkly
that the missing |ink m ght have been invol ved sonmewhere.

Mbst scientists, however, had cone to the conclusion that they didn't care. One of them they
agreed, was enough. The what-is-it’s-name was Chenmistry. Ham had found himin a South Anerican
jungle. He nade a pet of himto annoy the hairy chem st whom he so nuch resenbl ed.

"l don’'t see why you have to lug that danged thing along," Mnk grunbled as he carried Habeas
Corpus, his pet pig by one snaillike ear. "I’'Il have enough trouble just takin' care of you."

Ham i gnored the gi be but | ooked neaningly at the pig.

"Just what are we to | ook for, Doc?" Ham asked.

"l have heard reports that a grounded flier, nanmed Wngs Dedham is working with Norgrud Watts,"

Doc expl ai ned. "Dedhams past is highly unsavory. | would like to ascertain what his connection is
with the electric plant."

Ham nodded. He knew that Doc Savage received a vast anount of nmail and other information. Many of
the bits of information were nerely suspicions that |ater proved groundl ess. Sone of them had proved
to have bearings on crinmes of highly unusual nature.

"I"l'l try to keep Monk out of trouble," Ham said.

The two nen went out with their pets. Their perpetual quarrel went with them

LONG TOM ROBERTS | eft the skyscraper offices by way of the private high-speed el evator. The cage
left the eighty-sixth floor with such breath-taking speed that occupants felt as though they were
suspended in midair and falling w thout any break.

Only strong nen could withstand the sharp check in its descent at the bottom The electrical

wi zard's effortless disregard of that grinding stop indicated the nuscles that |ay beneath that
pal i d, unheal thy-appearing exterior.

Long Tomtook a taxicab to the Electrical Goods merchandi sing convention. The affair was being
held in one of New York’'s |largest and newest hotels. Long Tom had often spoken before that
convention in the past.

At the ticket-taker’'s desk outside the great convention hall, Long Tomwas greeted cordially.
Inside he could see a crowd that nunbered wel |l above a thousand. At the far end, on the speaker’s
stand, a man was speaki ng.

"How | ong has L. Pennfield Stunpp been tal king?" Long Tom asked the convention secretary.

The secretary | ooked at his watch. "Half an hour," he said crisply. "He's good for another
fifteen mnutes."

Long Tom went in and gazed thoughtfully at the norning-coated figure on the speaker’s stand. L.
Pennfield Stunpp’s diction nmade Long Tomsmle. It was, to say the |least, original.

"These handy, dandy, sinply grandee gadgets are the best, the tops, the finest vibrators you’'ve
ever sold," Stunpp proclainmed to his audience. "It's your duty, just |ike taking booty, if you sell
theminstead of any others. Don’'t |et any bug, any unfeeling nug, sell you off them"

L. Pennfield Stunpp was tal king about his electrical nmassage vibrator. Long Tom grinned slightly.
L. Pennfield had a highly unusual sales approach. And he was in a field that knew plenty of
conpetition.

It wasn’t only L. Pennfield s sonewhat rhyne |ike choice of words that nade his delivery unusual.
The portly, gray-haired sales expert had a voice that defied imtation. Stunmpp could not control it.
Soreti mes he would start off in a falsetto and wnd up in bass. Sonetines it was the other way
around.

Long Tom | ooked at his watch. Ten minutes had gone by. Stunpp had been tal king half an hour
before Long Tom cane in, the secretary had said. Long Tomrealized that that put Stunmpp in the
convention hall before Needl enose Swenson had entered Doc’s outer office, and tal king ever since.
It wasn’t that Long Tom suspected L. Pennfield Stunpp. It was nmerely a practice of all Doc’s aids
to check up on things like that. In fact, Long Tomdid not believe that the sal esman coul d grasp any
terrible scientific force that could do the awful thing that had happened to Needl enose Swenson.
Long Tom did not have any theory hinself. He wanted to reach Stunpp as soon as his speech was
over.

Several curtained doorways served as energency exits fromthe big hall. In the crowd, Long Tom
was forced to press close to these as he nade his way toward the front. He was not expecting trouble
here in this crowded room So he was off his guard.

Two beanii ke arns swung suddenly from behind heavy vel vet drapes. One cl apped over Long Tomis
mout h. The other jerked quickly at his arm Doc’s aid was off-bal ance at the nonent. He stunbl ed
bet ween two vel vet curtains.

The heavy drapes deadened what little sound there was. Five men were in the darkness between the
hangi ngs and a doubl e door behind them One of the nmen swung a bl udgeon. It smashed agai nst Long
Tom s head, nearly cracking his skull.

"You ain’t goin’ to see Stunpp now, pal," one of the thugs grated. "There's things he ain't to
know. An’ you ain't goin’ to see no one else, ever. You're findin out too nuch."



Long Tom struggl ed. But there was little consciousness left in him H's nmnd whirled in a pit of
bl ackness. Then he didn't know anything at all.

In a dimhall behind the doubl e doors stood two nen with caps that identified themwth a

wel | - known hospital. They carried a stretcher with a sheet thrown across it.

A third man stepped up in front of them He wore the uniformof a New York policeman.

Wth this phony escort, Long Tomwas carried out on the stretcher.

Chapter 1V. THE FI RST EXTORTI ON

MONK and Ham got out of the high-speed el evator at the sub-cellar level. Doc’s garage was down
there. It held a variety of nachines. There was an ancient laundry truck that really contained a
conpl ete chem cal |aboratory and a notor that would do a hundred and ten. It was al so proof against
anything smaller than an anti-tank slug.

There were two smart sedans. They were al so of bulletproof construction. Ham chose one of those
for their trip. Monk was strangely silent. He let Hamclinb in behind the wheel wi thout any protest.
Monk usually did the driving for the pair.

Ham t ool ed the car up the wide ranp. The steel doors of the garage were as strong as a safe. They
operated by photoelectric control. The garage was built like a fortress. It was virtually inpossible
for an intruder to get in.

Ham had to stop for a nonent as the doors swung open. Someone had hung a sheet or sonething |ike
a sheet on the edges that opened. The sheet had a sign on it.

"If you want to keep your heads," the sign informed them "you will go back and keep your noses
out of this business."

"Bl azes!" Mnk nmuttered. "They must plan on makin’ nore headl ess nmen!"

"Qoviously," Ham commented dryly. "Wy el se would Doc want this investigated so quickly?"

"Maybe we ought to tell himabout this," Mnk offered.

Ham di sdai nful |y drove through the sheet. The doors swung shut behind them

"Doc knows it is dangerous," Ham snapped. "And he gave us a job to perform"

Monk agreed that the |awyer was right. The hairy chem st |oved a fight nore than any of Doc’s

ai ds.

They passed through the Holl and Tunnel, and were in the underground approach to the Skyway when
the lanes of cars were halted by the traffic lights that stretched |ike Christmas ornanents across
the five lanes. Ham scanned the cars in the opposite |ane.

"Look," he said. "Third car in line."

Monk | ooked. Suddenly he straightened his shoulders, nade a dab at his necktie. Mnk hadn’t seen
a redhead like that in many a year. And Monk was especially susceptible to redheads.

"Boy," he said happily. Then he peered nore closely.

"Say, ain’t that Lynda Ladore, the oonph gal of the novies?"

Ham's reply nade Monk's jaw drop open a bit.

"What if she is?" Ham snapped at the chemist. "The guy driving is the one that | nean. Renenber
his pictures? That's Wngs Dedham or |’'mcrazy."

Monk gul ped and renenbered the job Doc had ordered themto perform Wngs Dedham was supposed to
be working with Norgrud Watts. And sonehow, Norgrud Watts seened involved with the men who becane
headl| ess.

"That’s him" Mnk shrilled. "Let's grab him"

At that instant, the car |anes began to nove. The machi ne bearing Lynda Ladore and the notorious
ex-flier shot past them

"Let ‘em go," Ham advised. "Qur orders are to go to the plant. Did you see anyone else in the
car?"

Monk shook his head.

"There was a couple of guys in the back," he said. "But | couldn’'t see what they |ooked I|ike."
Monk spent the rest of the trip wondering what a beautiful girl like Lynda Ladore could have to
do with the headl ess nen. He didn't get any answers.

Coi nci dence pl ayed a considerable part in what occurred when they got to the Stunpp electrical

pl ant. Monk was perking up as they neared their destination. He hoped there’ d be sonebody he could
fight to keep his mind off that scar-tissued stunp that had once carried the head of Needl enose
Swenson.

A pal e-bl ue sedan started to shoot out of the main gate of the Stunpp plant as Hamturned into
the drive. Both cars were at an angle, each bl ocking the path of the other.

The pal e-blue car held six burly men. Al bore the unnistakable stanp of professional thugs. The
driver nouthed a curse and told Hamto pull back into the street.

This was Monk’s neat. Wth a how |ike an enraged banshee, the hairy chem st was out of the car.
He | unged at the pal e-blue sedan and yanked open one door. A thug happened to be | eaning against it
at the time. He spraw ed out into the street.

Monk yanked the driver out of his seat and haul ed himthrough a wi ndow. The wi ndow was only
partway open. That didn't do the thug any good.

The rest of the nob piled out and began throw ng bl ackj acks and fists. Apparently they didn't



want to attract attention by shooting, unless they had to. Ham | eaped into the fray then. The dapper
|l awyer carried a slender cane that seened a highly inappropriate weapon. But the sheath cane off a
shiny-tipped sword that was really the heart of the stick

Ham danced in and out, jabbing with his sword-cane. One thug ran into the point. The plug-ugly
assumed an angel i c expression and sighed with what sounded |ike pleasure. He sank slowy to the
cobbl estones. Then he began to snore. Hamis sword-cane was tipped with an anesthetic that brought
qui ck but harm ess unconsci ousness

Monk roared as he plunged into the four fellows who faced him They grabbed himwi th four pairs

of hands. They slugged. Mnk struggl ed back to free hinself

Then the bl ast came. Monk and Ham were not expecting it. Apparently the thugs were well set for
the concussion that broke windows for mles around the electrical plant. There was a whoom and a
roar that nearly burst eardruns.

Monk and Ham were knocked flat on the pavenment. Bl ackjacks struck then. The thugs took quick
advant age of the surprise

HAM BROOKS r egai ned consci ousness and asked Monk, who had al so revived, "Were' d they go? Wat
happened?"

Monk did not know where the thugs had gone. Their pal e-blue sedan had vani shed

But what had happened was easier to determ ne. At |least one building in the electrical plant had
been blown to smithereens. Wat was left of it, burned redly. Some kind of an incendiary conpound
had been used. Sonething like thermte

The two men wal ked toward the ruins. Other men were there now. In the distance, fire sirens
moaned faintly. Monk and Ham coul d see that the denolished buil ding had been | ong and rectangul ar
They had no way at the nmoment of knowing that it had al so been a | ow, one-story structure. Nor
that it had been the experinental |aboratory of Professor Norgrud L. Watts

Monk | ooked at the ruins. "W oughta contact Doc right away," he decided. "He should know about
this."

"For once you're right, gorilla," Ham snapped. "Let’'s get to the car."

A strange clicking noise cane fromthe dashboard of the car. Monk | eaped to the door and flicked
on a switch. Contacting Doc was going to be no trouble at all. The clicking sound was an indicator
directing the occupants to turn on the special two-way short-wave set that all of Doc’s cars were
equi pped with. It had a special wave length, so low that only a car specially equipped coul d have
intercepted the nessage

“I"'mup in the gyro," Doc’'s calmvoice informed them "I have seen the explosi on and am goi ng
back to Manhattan. Stay where you are for the tine being."

"Any orders, Doc?" Mnk queried

"Yes," Doc told him "If you see L. Pennfield Stunpp, ask himto acconpany you to the office. He
may be able to help."

Wth that, Doc wheel ed toward Manhattan. The gyro | ooked |ike sone gigantic nosquito in the
darkening sky. It was one of the few true gyros that could |land or take off in a vertical line

A commotion at the gate interrupted Monk as he watched Doc’s craft di sappear

Chemistry had taken a notion to bel abor Habeas with a stick. The porker was squealing as if the
monkey was killing him Actually, it was nerely a pantom ne that the two thoroughly enjoyed. Habeas
lit out toward the gate

At that nonment a man was attenpting to enter. Both continued in their original directions

If the man had been sufficiently bow egged, he m ght have achi eved his objective. As it was, man
pi g and nonkey becane inextricably entangled in sonething that seened to have eight |egs and four
arns.

The man did not seemto enjoy it

"Dab it! Nab it! Gab it!" he shouted. "Get out. I'Il pout. You'll give me the gout."

The voice had started in a shrill falsetto. It ended in a bass so nenacing that both Habeas and
Chemistry qui ckly disentangl ed thensel ves and j unped away.

The man was wel| dressed, gray-haired and portly. He wore striped pants and a norning coat. He
struggled to his feet and began brushing off his clothing

"You're bad. |'mnad," his roller-coaster voice informed anyone who wanted to listen. "This is

i ndeed sad."

Monk groaned. He began to wi sh he had never been given this assignnent

L. Pennfield Stunpp had arrived

THE maj ority stockhol der of the Stunpp Electrical Co. proved willing enough to talk. He agreed

that sonmething pretty horrible was going on, and said he would co-operate in every way. Sonetines L
Pennfield nmanaged to get a sentence out without rhyne, and all in one tone of voice

Bot h Monk and Ham hoped he would i mprove with practice

Stunpp told them he had been very rmuch frightened by Norgrud L. Watts when he first got to know

him He said Watts repeatedly babbl ed about working on sonething trenendous; sonething that woul d
shake the world. He said that Watts would never tell himwhat it was. Nor would Watts let himin his



| aboratory. Watts, he informed Monk and Ham threatened to blow his place up if he were spied on.
Then, he confided, Watts invented the vibrator that permitted L. Pennfield to get sonme good returns
on his investment.

"Then | thought | should. Understood. He was really good," L. Pennfield began to expl ain.

Monk put his hands over his ears.

"WIIl you cone and talk to Doc?" he asked. "Just nod your head. Don’t answer ne. Please."

L. Pennfield Stunpp bobbed his head up and down. So the three of themstarted off for New York.

L. Pennfield rode up in front with Doc’s two assistants.

He had had all of the pig and the nonkey that he wanted.

The journey was uneventful until Mnk bought a late evening edition froma newsboy near the
tunnel . The type on page one was sonething the editor had been about to discard as useful only on
the kind of story he knew he woul d never live to print:

HEADLESS MAN

BLACKMAI LS

I NVESTOR

That much took up half of page one. The story was terse and very nmuch to the point. Apparently
the rewite man had been so amamzed by the story itself that he forgot to use any adjectives.

It started when General Snedl ey Wirthington Watson, the millionaire Wall Street investor, had
rung for one of his junior associates. The nan’s name was Sneedfield. The nanme was not particularly
i mportant, because Sneedfield ceased bei ng of value to anyone.

Wien the young nman did not answer, Snedl ey Wrthington Watson storned into his office, sonewhat
irate. Sneedfield was seated as calnmy as you pl ease—w t hout any head. Smedl ey coul dn’t have been
more surprised if he had been al so snoking a pipe.

But what happened next was the thing that was causing jitters to gallop up and down the spines of
nost persons who had any cash.

VWiile S. W Watson was staring at sonething he knew couldn’t be, soneone touched himon the

el bow. He was handed a printed notice which gave himspecific instructions. The alternative was to
fall victimto a simlar, unbelievable death. Snedl ey had not inforned the public what he was
supposed to do to prevent this.

But he did describe the person who handed hi mthe note.

The man had no head!

The headl ess courier had bowed politely and stal ked out of the office. Smedley Wrthington

Wat son, who had been decorated for valor in the Wrld War, fainted right there.

The notice had closed on a nice cheery note:

You are only the first. Ohers will follow. Mybe you'd |like to be a horrible exanple.

Chapter V. STUMPP SAYS HE' S STUMPED

ABQUT that tine, a huge man with a face sonmewhat |i ke an unhappy horse, was readi ng the sane
headlines in the hotel that had housed the gathering of the Electrical Goods nerchandi sing
conventi on.

Thi s gl oony-1ooking individual held the paper in a hand that |ooked roughly like a quart or two
of bone and gristle put together in the formof a fist.

"Holy cow " he nuttered in a voice resenbling the roar of a disturbed lion. "I wonder if this has
any connection with what Doc’s working on."

The man who was speaking, was known in engineering circles as Col onel John Renw ck, a man who
knew just what to do about bridges, aqueducts or skyscraper construction. As the fifth of Doc
Savage’' s aids, he was known nore sinply as Renny.

Renny had only one pastine to which he admtted. He was thoroughly convinced that he could snmash
t hrough any wooden door made with one bl ow of his Gargantuan fists. To date, he had not been forced
to admt he was wrong.

Renny crunpl ed the newspaper and dropped it into a wastebasket. Then he | ooked again at the note
he held in his other gigantic fist. It was from Doc Savage and had been left for himin the office.
"If Long Tom has not returned,"” it instructed him "check at the hotel where they are holding the
El ectrical Goods merchandi sing convention."

Renny did not know that Doc hinmself had intended to keep an eye on Monk and Ham fromthe gyro.
Renny didn’t know that Monk and Ham were on an investigation. For that matter, he didn't know what
the whol e thing was about.

At the door of the convention hall, he began to ask questions. The hall was enpty now. The
meeting had been over for nore than an hour. Renny asked half a dozen flunkies if they renmenbered
seeing Long Tom

One of them seened to have a glinmer of consciousness on the subject.

"Was he a pal e guy who | ooked |ike he ought to be in a hospital ?" this one asked.

Renny agreed that the description was quite accurate.

"If he was al so skinny and undersized, | think | seen him" the flunky observed.

He expl ai ned that he had been sent out for a particular brand of cigarettes that the hotel did
not carry and happened to wal k behind such an individual. He said he noticed himparticularly



because he seened to be shadowi ng sonebody el se.

He was vague about what the other |ooked like. But he was quite sure where they had gone. He
naned a sal oon around the corner that had been a speak-easy in the old days.

He did not add that the place had not changed very nuch. Either in appearance or the type of
gorillas who ran it.

The flunky was a No. 1 liar. He was al so considerable of an actor. Renny thanked himand hurried
out into the street. He found the sal oon without any trouble. A man was just energing froma phone
booth as Renny went in. The man | ooked |ike an ordinary bartender at first glance. But when he
turned his head, Renny could see he had only one ear. One-ear whipped a handkerchief from his breast
pocket, waved it slightly in the air.

Renny opened his nmouth to ask about Long Tom Then he thought the building had caved in. Thugs
had been stationed on both sides of the door. They junped on the big-fisted engineer with a
confidence born of superior nunbers.

The first three or four to reach Renny realized that their conclusions had been hasty. Renny
swung his quart-of-gristle fists |ike buckets of sand. H's horse |like face assumed an unhappy,
puritanical |ook that woul d have done well in an early Salem gathering of the faithful.

The sadder Renny | ooked, the happier he really was. And in a fight against killers, Renny was
happi est when he was doing | ots of danage.

Five thugs in all dived to the floor. If it hadn’'t been for the bung starter, Renny m ght have
cleaned up the entire house. The bung starter was expertly wi el ded by One-ear. And from One-ear’s
viewpoint, it was just as expertly received by Col onel John Renwi ck.

"Two down and three to go," One-ear grunted as the rest of the nmob haul ed Renny into a back room
"Now, here come the cops."

One-ear was alnost as good a liar as the flunky back in the hotel. He insisted that a wld-eyed
drunk had conme in with a blackjack. These innocent patrons, he said, had defended thensel ves. Now
the drunk had gotten away.

And weren't the cops a little ashamed of thensel ves? The nminions of the |aw | ooked a trifle
enbarrassed and went out to hunt for the drunk.

RENNY saw Long Tom when he opened his eyes. The pale electrical wi zard seened to be in his

natural habitat. At any rate, it would have been a good place to grow nmushroons. It was some kind of
a cellar.

A candle flickered on a backless chair in the mddle of a dirt floor. A dozen thugs slouched

around the room One of themwas One-ear. H s face showed how smart he thought he was. Suddenly, his
features clouded with anger. The anger was not w thout fear.

Renny’s big voice began to runble like a storminside a cavern. One-ear was conpletely baffled at
the strange dialect the big engineer was speaking. He needn’t have felt so badly about it. Perhaps
not a dozen nen in the civilized world could have understood that tongue.

It was the | anguage of a |ost race—+the speech of the ancient Mayan civilization of Central

Aneri ca.

It was the strange | and of the Mayans that furni shed Doc Savage with his nysterious supply of

gold. Al of his aids spoke the ancient language. In its use, they were alnpst certain of privacy in
any ki nd of conpany.

"l came to before they brought nme here," Long Tom answered Renny’'s query. "l know where we are.

But what good will it do us?"

Renny spoke again in Mayan, and Long Tomtold himthat they were in an old sub cellar beneath a

row of condemmed buil dings on the East Side. He gave Renny the approximate |ocation.

One-ear broke up the conversation then. He strode over to the pair, the bung starter in his hand.

O her thugs cane closer, |eveled submachi ne guns at the bronze man’s two aids.

"Shut up your yammering!" One-ear bellowed. "Shut up, or I'll let you both have a bellyful of

machi ne-gun slugs."

There was little question that One-ear neant it. Long Tom and Renny shut up. Their silence gave
One-ear a great deal of pleasure. He began show ng off. Renny glowered in dour silence, nervously
drunmed his fingertips against the sole of one shoe.

One-ear anused hinself by describing the reign of terror that his boss was going to | oose upon

the world. He sneered that the big shot could deprive a man of his head and either let himlive or
not .

The phony bartender grinned evilly and cl apped his hands. "Cigarettes!" he grated. "Chop, chop."
One-ear had heard sonmewhere that "chop, chop" was Chinese for hurry.

The figure that brought the cigarettes, however, was not hunorous to either Renny or Long Tom It
was a headl ess man!

Renny had not quite believed the description in the evening paper. Right now he was

fl abbergasted. The headl ess figure noved with a slow, neasured tread as if it were an automaton. It
handed One-ear a package of a popul ar brand of snokes and stal ked out of the room again.

The sub cellar was so quiet that dripping seepage water could plainly be heard. Even the thugs

were inpressed. As well they might have been. The spectacle of the headl ess nan actually wal ki ng and



obeyi ng orders was even nore amazing than the sight of a corpse without its head

The silence was broken by a sudden burst of gunfire. The rat-a-tat-tat of a machine gun filtered
down into the cellar. Then there was the sound of bursting hand grenades. The sub cellar was
instantly thrown into confusion. Thugs whi pped up guns of every sort and crowded up the stairs. They
felt invincible in their cellar fortress, particularly with the advanced fighting equi pnent they
had.

Renny spoke quickly to Long Tom Renny had a conpact short-wave transmtter built into his shoes
and clothing. H's nervous finger-tapping had been the transmssion of an S O S to Doc

Long Tom and Renny plunged into the mlling thugs frombehind. They did a quite conplete job of
subjugation. The killers had not bound the pair. They had considered it superfluous with the nunbers
so drastically against them

Up above in the sub-street-level cellar, the rest of the thugs were having quite a tine. The

sound of gunfire seened to be coming fromabove them They didn't expect trouble where they found
it. There was one point where they all had to emerge froma narrow door below the | evel of the
street

A cabl e-corded hand flicked out and touched each one. Capped to one finger of the cabl e-corded

hand was a hol | ow needl e. The needle fed anesthetic to the thugs. Soon they were all unconscious on
the floor

Al that was, except One-ear. He had escaped through sonme hidden doorway. The sound of shooting
kept on coming from above

"Go upstairs, Long Tom" Doc instructed, "and shut off that portable phonograph. It will soon
attract too rmuch attention.”

DOC fol |l owed shortly. He had to inpress two excited policenen that no real trouble was going on
inside the vacant building. None was, at that nonment. It was all over. Doc displayed an honorary
commi ssion in the police department, and that satisfied the cops

A phone call from a nearby drugstore brought an anbul ance to the deserted buil ding. The
unconsci ous thugs were all loaded into it. The anbul ance bore no nanme, and was built for

| ong-di stance travel

By the follow ng norning, the nachine would deliver the unconscious crimnals to an upstate
institution maintained by Doc. Hs aids referred to it as the "college."

In that institution the crooks woul d undergo a delicate brain operation that woul d erase from
their mnds both their tendencies toward crime and all menory of it. Then, after extensive training
in sone useful trade, they would be returned to the outside world

Doc had | ong ago recogni zed that crine is caused by sone basic nal adjustnent that can be

remedi ed

When the anbul ance had |l eft, Doc Savage instructed his two aids to return to the office. He was
silent about his own destination. Neither Long Tom nor Renny nade any inquiry. If Doc had wanted
themto know he woul d have stated it. They reached the offices in a very few m nutes

The absence of any sound of quarreling as Long Tom and Renny stepped into the reception room nade
the presence of Monk and Ham a surprise. Such quietude between those two was not on the regul ar
menu.

Monk and Ham were both solemmly eying the agitated figure of L. Pennfield Stunpp. The eccentric
el ectrical manufacturer was excitedly passing a sheet of paper fromone hand to the other. He acted
as if the thing burned him

"Om gosh, oh, bigosh, oh, pishtosh!" L. Pennfield npaned in his up-and-down voice. "It was in ny
pocket . . . docket . . . sprocket. Ch, hell!"

L. Pennfield broke down in a sweat. He apparently was sufficiently terrified to speak in a norna
tone of voice. Mink drew a sigh of relief

"Sone day," he prophesied, "I'mgoing to put a cork in that guy’s nmouth."

Stunpp handed themthe sheet of paper. He explained that sonmeone had evidently shoved it into his
pocket as they wal ked through the crowded | obby of the office building. There was a restaurant on
the first floor and a | ot of people had been going in and out of it

The note was sinple. It stated that the witer had information that L. Pennfield Stunmpp woul d
receive seventy-five thousand dollars insurance for the destroyed building in the Jersey plant

It instructed the electrical manufacturer to fork over that sumforthwith

Unl ess, it added, he desired to be suddenly deprived of his head

But perhaps the nost peculiar part of the mssive was the nethod of disposing of the cash

"You will deposit this sumimediately," the note ordered, "to the international credit of the
Republic of San Roble."

Doc Savage's four aids | ooked at each other in amazenent. Such a nethod of extortion was new to
them So, for that matter was San Roble. Renny shook his head

"Holy cow " he rumbled. "I never heard of the place."

Neither, it seenmed, had any of the others

Chapter VI. TRAP!



OTHER unusual nethods of extortion in the headl ess-death nenace were under discussion in another
part of the city.

The sunptuous of fices of General Smedl ey Worthington Watson seethed with activity and confusion.
General Watson kept running a finger around his size-nineteen neck. He couldn't help it. Every tine
he found that his head was still there, he | ooked vaguely surprised.

The general tried not to |l ook at the corpse on the floor. The head was gone. The wound presented
the same area of well-heal ed scar tissue as had the neck of Needl enose Swenson.

The nedi cal exam ner of the Cty of New York bent over the corpse. The good doctor was nuttering
to himself like a small boy who was dreami ng of goblins.

As far as he was concerned, this thing was nore unreal than goblins would be. He would have
preferred sea serpents. O nice pink el ephants that danced on the ceiling.

Decapitation was usually a nessy, horrible affair. Everyone knew that it was inpossible to renove
a head, vanish it and heal the place where the head had been. Al in the space of a second. The
medi cal examiner said flatly that it couldn’'t be done. But here it was done; so neatly that it was
unbel i evabl e. Not even a sign of blood; nothing horrible or offensive about it; just expert and
efficient—and unbeli evabl el

He didn't nention the headl ess man who wal ked. The nedico preferred not to think of that thing at
all. Anyway, he hadn’'t seen it. He could just believe that it hadn’t occurred.

Smedl ey Wort hi ngton Wat son nmade such ignoring difficult. Wen Snedl ey had fought in France, he
had wei ghed two hundred and ten. Good |living since then had brought it up to three hundred. If you
imagine a terrified bullfrog of three hundred pounds, you have General Snedl ey Worthington Watson at
that particul ar noment.

VWhat he had seen had made Snedl ey’s eyes bug out as it they were going to leap at his |listeners.
The greenish tinge came fromthe way he felt when he | ooked at the corpse of young Sneedfiel d.
"One mllion smackers!" the general npaned. "I laid it on the line just before the close of the
mar ket . "

Even the immi nence of death could not nake the general quite forget about noney. H s statenent
indicated that he had not inforned the police i mediately about the thing that had happened. In
fact, the note he received had hinted strongly that it would be unwise for himto do so at all.
The conmi ssi oner of police, who was present, clucked synpathetically at General Watson. The

conmi ssioner hadn't actually said he didn't believe the story of the headl ess man who had wal ked.
But the intination was there in his voice.

Smedl ey Worthi ngton noaned. "If you’'d seen that guy, you'd have done what he said," he protested.
Then Snedl ey brightened as if at a new thought.
"Anyway, " he said oddly, "I didn't give the noney to any crook. | nerely invested it."

THAT peculiar statement met with a variety of responses. The nedi cal examiner |ooked as if he

t hought he shoul d have brought a butterfly net. The general was apparently going dotty under the
strain.

The conmi ssioner, who had the original note left to Smedl ey tucked away safely in his pocket,
merely | ooked w se.

One big cop who had been poking around the place, seened roused to sudden interest. He abandoned
his | ooki ng under tables and behi nd doors and faced the general. The big cop didn't |ook overly
bri ght.

"What’' d you do?" he asked sarcastically. "Donate it to charity?"

Smedl ey Worthi ngton Watson flared in angry defense.

"l invested it in Bentley Novelties, Preferred," Smedley shouted. "That’'s what the note said to
do."

The conmi ssioner sighed. It was out now. He had been intending to keep it a secret. The extortion
notice had instructed the victimto invest the mllion dollars before the close of the market in the
stock of a perfectly respectable firm

"I’"ve investigated them" the conm ssioner offered. "They're a small outfit. But they're
perfectly clean.”

OQovi ously, the set-up didn't nake sense. The conmi ssioner was about to say so when the phone
began to shrill in one corner. The big, nosy cop was the first one to reach it.

"Yup," he grunted into the nouthpiece. "Who? Ch, yup. He's here."

He set down the phone and pointed toward the general. The roomwas very quiet. And the voice was

| oud and rasping. As often happens, those standing close to the general could hear what the caller
was sayi ng.

"You were instructed not to tell the cops or Doc Savage," the grating voice said. "If we weren't
real ly kind-hearted, you'd | ose your head now. "

Smedl ey Worthington began to perspire. His eyes bugged out a bit nore. Everyone in the room was
staring at him No one noticed the big cop funble with the badge on the left side of his chest. The
rest were too intent on what else the caller mght say.

"Warn your wealthy friends that no such mstake will be tolerated again," the om nous voice
grated through the phone. "For each new m stake there will be another headl ess man. You—



A | ow hum began to cone fromthe phone then. It was like the induction humon an ol d-fashi oned
party line in the country. The humrose to a buzz that cut out the voice conpletely. The

conmi ssi oner grabbed the phone from Smedl ey and jiggled the hook to summon the operator.

In that instant, the big cop slid out into the hallway. As he raced down the energency stairs, he
underwent a startling transformation. Thin transparent disks of a dull-bluish hue came fromhis
eyes.

The fleeing man tossed the unifornmed coat into a corner. A flick of his hand brushed bl ack powder
out of his hair.

It was Doc Savage who hit the street running! Beside the building, in a half-hidden niche, he

pi cked up a battered shoe-shining kit. Inside the kit was a conplicated short-wave recordi ng device
of peculiar quality.

Wien Doc had twi sted that fake badge in the office, he had set up an oscillation over the phone
wire that extended to the transmitting instrunent. H gh above the city, Doc’s robot-controlled gyro
droned over a fixed spot. A conplinentary set in the gyro made an instant automatic triangul ation
between the transmitting phone and the one in Smedl ey Wrthington Watson's of fice.

It was as efficient as a mariner taking a four-point bearing froma |ighthouse. The recording
sheet in the shoe-shine kit gave Doc the exact direction and distance of the villainous sender!
Doc hailed a taxi and sped across the m dtown area of New York. He had appeared in the disguise

of a cop for two reasons. He had been certain that the comm ssioner woul d not rel ease any detail ed
information of the extortion letter.

And Doc had wanted to keep his own nmethods of investigation fromfalling into any wong hands.

Doc knew now that that threatening phone call had cone fromone of the nore select of the snmaller
hotels in the mdtown sector. The cab reached it in a matter of mnutes.

THE bel |l captain that Doc sought out, was nore than willing to co-operate. He had al ways hoped

that some day he woul d personally encounter Doc Savage.

Doc sel dom used his own prestige to gain information. But he knew that a great many l|ives

depended upon quick action in this. Doc had becone certain that the headl ess nmenace, whatever it
was, would grow in trenendous proportion if its nakers were not quickly brought under control.

The bronze man had not been in contact with Monk and Ham since they |eft New Jersey. He had no
means of knowi ng that L. Pennfield Stunpp had returned with themto the city.

Doc swiftly described three individuals who m ght be connected with the headl ess men. The third
description brought an instant response fromthe bell hop.

"Yel | ow eyes, huh?" the youngster demanded. "An’ a jaw that sticks out like a fist?"

The description of Wngs Dedhamfitted the ex-flier perfectly. Doc nodded his head. The bell hop
was instantly excited.

"Gee!" the lad blurted. "Dat guy's here with the swellest-lookin' dane | ever seen."

The boy grew confidential.

"She's a novie star traveling under another nanme," he said. "Room928. |'I| take you up if you

want me."

Doc nmoved toward the elevator with a fluid speed that amazed the agil e youngster beside him The
bronze man let the bellboy come along. By listening to his uninterrupted prattling, Doc mght |earn
nore than he woul d by deliberate questioning.

On the way up, he had to listen to the young |lad’ s appreciation of the beauty of Lynda Ladore.

Doc Savage had not known of her connection before. If he now came to any concl usi ons concerni ng her
status, his features did not showit.

The boy said Lynda and the nman with her had carried on a heated conversation all afternoon. He
hadn’t heard anything startling. But he had noticed it every time he went by the door. A guy would
noti ce what was goi ng on where one of the screen’s nost fanmpus beauties was concerned.

Doc halted briefly at the floor matron’s desk at the end of the ninth-floor hallway. The desk was
in plain sight of Room 928. The matron was positive that no one had entered or left that roomin the
last thirty mnutes.

Even as Doc turned, the sound of a rasping voice drifted over the transom The bronze nan raced

to the door. Wien he got there, there was conplete silence within. Doc took a finely tool ed key. He
pi cked the lock expertly and swung in the door.

Room 928 was enpty. Doc searched every corner and cranny.

The bel | boy stuttered in his amazenment. Vainly, he tried to justify his assurance that the couple
had been here.

"It wasn’t any radio or nothin' like that," he stoutly naintained. "The voices was too clear.

Just like you was in the roomwith them"

Doc Savage wal ked to the wi ndow and | ooked out. The only possibly peculiar thing in the roomwas

a small scratch on the sill. The wi ndow itself was half open.
Doc Savage gave no indication of his surprise in finding one tiny clue to the nystery before him
The bronze man nerely pressed a five-dollar bill on the boy and descended to the street |evel.

Doc Savage saw the thugs crowded into the small entrance foyer. He raised one hand as if to brush
hair out of his eyes. Atiny mrror silvered onto his thunbnail showed nore thugs massed behind him



The main | obby was crowded with guests.

Doc knew that to stage a battle inside the hotel would cost many lives. If he could confine it
within the walls of the snall foyer, fewer lives would be risked.

Doc Savage began the attack. That surprised the killers sonewhat. They had expected to close in
bef ore the bronze man knew he was in danger.

Doc Savage was a nass of blurred notion as he struck. How s of anguish welled up fromthe foyer.
Subrmachi ne guns bit out in staccato roars. One husky killer let go with a sawed-off shotgun |ess
than four feet fromthe bronze man. Doc was hurl ed back by the force of the blast.

The shotgun toter yow ed in amazenent as the bronze man tore back toward him The thug did not
realize that Doc’s body was covered with a fine mesh bulletproof suit that fitted |ike underwear.
One of the bronze man’s many inventions, it weighed | ess than an ordinary jacket.

Doc’s corded fingers reached out and seized attackers by their necks. Skillful application of
pressure on nerve centers put nany asl eep.

Then the thugs began to scream Real terror crawled fromtheir throats. Skul king killers beat
hasty retreats. Hardened thugs fled screaming in horror. Many onl ookers thought that it was only Doc
Savage they feared. It could be seen that nore than a dozen thugs still mlled around the bronze
man.

Then canme the pungent snell of ozone. In the massed pack of thugs, six newconers had converged on
the bronze man. They seened to be concealing sone object between them In the pack of struggling
humanity, it was difficult to be sure.

Soneone saw the bronze giant drop to the floor. In the same instant, the snell of ozone changed
to a queer, penetrating odor—an odor that defied description, except for the overtone of ozone that
it carried.

But before that odor had drifted away, a sweetish odor of gas drifted through the | obby. Many
people went to sleep and | ater wondered what had caused themto do it.

In the foyer, Doc Savage lay on the floor. The bronze man held his breath as he broke tiny

anest heti c capsul es between his thunb and forefinger. The quick, anesthetic gas brought instant
unconsci ousness, but would pass in a short time. Its victins would feel no ill effects.

Behi nd Doc | ay the headl ess corpse of one of the attackers! Doc’s sudden dive to the floor had
saved him The headl ess death ainmed at the bronze nman had taken one of the killers who worked with
it!

Doc Savage never took a life if he could help it. But it happened so often that the nurderous
efforts of his enem es destroyed thensel ves and their confederates.

The six nen who had seened to be concealing sone object, however, were gone. Apparently they had
escaped before Doc’s gas had been rel eased.

Police sirens screaned as a squad car bore down toward the hotel. Doc Savage slipped silently
into the night. He glided unobtrusively into the phone booth of a corner cigar store.

Chapter VII. LYNDA APPEARS

HAM recei ved the phone call from Doc. He spoke rapidly in Mayan for a few mnutes, and then he
hung up. Ham next made a call to a friend of his who was a broker in Wall Street.

Then the dapper |awer turned to L. Pennfield Stunpp. L. Pennfield kept |ooking into a mrror at
his head. He seened to have cone to the conclusion that it was a pretty good head. He renarked that
it was odd how a person could take for granted such a val uabl e piece of equipnent.

"W haven’'t gotten around to asking you yet," Haminformed L. Pennfield, "but Doc would like to
know just where Wngs Dedhamfits into the picture."

Stunpp began to wave his hands in the air. H s nmouth opened and cl osed a couple of tinmes. Mnk

| eaped forward and cl apped one hairy paw over the electrical merchant’s |ips.

"If you can’t say it w thout poetry, wite it," Mnk growed. "I ain't goin' to stand for any
nmore rhymes. "

L. Pennfield s Adanmi s appl e bobbed up and down once.

"Wngs . . . stings . . . er, Dedham the flier?" he asked, apparently getting a grip on hinself.
Ham nodded.

"Norgrud Watts hired him" L. Pennfield told them "Watts handled all the hiring of his own help.
He didn't seemto trust me. He hated peopl e who handl ed the conmmercial end of science."

Long Tominterrupted to renmark that Wngs Dedham had a considerable reputation in experinental
radio and electrical aids to flying.

"Yes," runbled Renny, who had apparently made up his mind. "And he's getting a reputati on now as
a killer."

The throbbing of a muted phone bell sent Ham scurrying to the big wal nut desk. The call was
apparently fromhis broker friend. Hamtal ked for several mnutes. Then he put down the phone and
turned, a look of triumph in his eyes.

"Ceneral Watson made a million-dollar purchase of Bentley Novelty stock just before the market

cl osed. That purchase trebled the val ue of Bentley stock."

Ham paused with what he hoped was dranatic enphasis. Mnk anbled toward him

"Go on, shyster," he yipped. "Watcha waitin' for? The market to drop?"



"No," Haminformed him "Only that the sale was obviously planned. Bentley stock is closely held.
The sudden sal e neant a huge profit for whoever sold that stock—a profit of about half a mllion,
actual ly."

Renny began to get excited now. He was beginning to see how a fool proof delivery of extortion
money m ght be nade.

"Holy cow" he runbled. "Wo did a thing Iike that?"

Ham smil ed nysteriously. "The seller, in this case, and the one to get all the profit, was a
Central Anmerican Republic of San Roble. That account had accunul ated Bentl ey stock over a period of
several weeks, and unloaded it, at the much higher price, on Watson!"

L. PENNFI ELD STUMPP began running around the roomlike a nadnan. He tore at his iron-gray hair

and noaned about the seventy-five thousand dollars he had been instructed to |l et |oose of. Stunpp
munbl ed i ncoherently.

"Roble . . . noble . . . bobble . . . robble—= L. Pennfield nuttered not quite rhythmcally.
"Dammit, we ought to declare war on them"

"That," Haminforned himsuccinctly, "is just about what Doc is going to do. He—

The visitor-approach-indicator interrupted Ham So did a snapping netallic sound in a gadget on

one wall of the room The snapping sound was nmerely the arrival of the early norning editions of the
papers. Sone New York norning papers are printed early the evening of the night before.

The visitor approach indicator signaled the arrival of Lynda Ladore. Lynda inmmedi ately

denonstrated that the tenperamental qualities often attributed to redheads, have some scientific
basi s.

There may not have been murder in the redhead’ s eyes. But her tenper was breaking records in
mercurial rises of blood pressure.

"W ngs Dedhamis behind this whole thing!" she screamed without waiting for any introductions. "I
know you’' re working on the headl ess deaths. Get busy, you nitwits, and find out what Dedhanis been
up to!"

Lynda Ladore nay have been a good actress. She may have been one of the best in Hollywod. But if
she was faking her indignation at that nmoment, she was fooling four of Doc Savage's aids.

"Wngs is the real master mind!" Lynda shrieked. "I'Il help you find himif youIl—=

Renny interrupted the gorgeous redhead. "Look at this, will you?"

Renny had discreetly retired to one corner to read the norning papers when the girl had started

bl asting. The big-fisted engineer stepped forward now with the paper in his hands. The type was not
quite as large as that used by the editor of the afternoon paper. There was a two-colum picture in
the upper |eft-hand corner of the page.

The man who | ooked out of the newspaper at the readers resenbled a bald skull w th pince-nez

gl asses on. The cadaverous-|ooking features were not entirely unfamliar to newspaper readers. They
were better known to the readers of scientific periodicals. Hs nane was Norgrud L. Watts, who owned
a string of initials after that which woul d have occupi ed nmore than the two colums. The headline
was ei ght col ums:

HEADLESS DEATH FOR MY

ENEM ES, SAYS SCl ENTI ST

The story, it seenmed, had been numiled to the newspaper by Norgrud Watts. The text of the

statement was weird in the pent-up hatred that seemed to |ie between the |ines.

Norgrud Watts warned that he woul d take noney where he chose. He said that too | ong had the
commerci al i zed agencies of distribution stolen the noney that bel onged to scientists.

The statenent said that Watts had devel oped sonething horrible and powerful that no one could
duplicate nor halt. He said that unless his demands were nmet, battalions of headl ess men woul d march
the streets.

The rewite man may have added to the horror pictured in the piece. He resorted to indirect

quotes in places. But there was plenty of terror in the actual text that was quoted verbatim It was
the horror of an unhinged m nd, made nmad by the expl osion of a persecution conpl ex.

W nd whooshed out of L. Pennfield Stunpp’s nouth.

"l knew he hated comerce in science," Stunpp nmunbled, "but |I didn't know he hated it that much."
L. Pennfield was so inpressed he forgot to be poetic.

THE mercurial tenper of Lynda Ladore seened to recede |like a thernoneter plunged into a bow of
ice. Her blue eyes |ooked like two frightened violets as she stared at the terrifying type.

"O 0-0-0-0h, ny!" the crestfallen girl noaned softly. "Maybe Wngs was telling me the truth.
Maybe he is really a victimin this thing! O o-0-oh!"

Lynda Ladore began to weep softly into a tiny handkerchi ef. Mnk al nost broke Hamis | eg getting
over to her side. Monk had to trip Hamto keep the |l awer fromgetting to her first.

"Now, now, honey," Monk began in a shrill voice that nmade the words sound |like a conmedy. "Don't
take it so hard. It's all this shyster’s fault."

Monk nodded toward Ham The hairy chem st believed in reducing Hanis status to a mninumas soon
as it was possible. Hamusually wound up higher in the favor of fem nine acquai ntances than Mnk



did.

Lynda abandoned the handkerchi ef and wept fetchingly on Monk's coat |apel. At that nonent, Doc

wal ked in.

The bronze man ignored the pretty tableau before him He spoke quickly to Ham

"What information did you get on the Bentley stock?" he asked Ham

Wil e the dapper lawyer told the bronze nan about the quick profit-taking by the Central American
republic, Mnk extricated hinmself fromthe girl’'s weeping enbrace as deftly as he could. He felt a
little silly and nore than a little enbarrassed in the presence of Doc Savage.

Lynda dried her tears and flashed Monk a smle that nade himgul p. Then she headed for a snall
side roomwhere a mrror could be seen through the door. As she went, she pulled rouge and lipstick
froma tiny coat-cuff pocket. She began hummi ng a popular ditty.

"Where's this place, San Roble, Doc?" Mnk intruded, just to show that he hadn't forgotten the
non-romantic aspect of the situation.

"It is a small country south of Mexico which was recently taken over by a dictator," the bronze
man said calmy. "It is little known, and has no inports or exports of inportance."

It was not surprising that Doc knew of a change in governnent in an obscure Latin republic. The
bronze man’s readi ng was prodi gi ous. Few events in the fleeting history of the world escaped his
notice. Doc did not, however, know nuch about the present governmental set-up in San Roble.

That indicated to his four aids the fact that such informati on was not avail abl e.

"We are going to San Roble imediately," Doc inforned them "It is obvious that the criminals
behind this thing believe they are safe in clearing their loot through that country. W nust first
bottle up that end and nake further operations profitless and dangerous.

"Then," the bronze man added, "we will concentrate on the actual users of the headl ess death.

Sonme of those may be nerely hired killers."

"You nean the real brains behind this thing—the top guy—s in San Robl e?" Mnk queri ed.

"l mean that | believe we will find himthere," Doc said somewhat cryptically. "Now, | would |ike
to speak with Lynda Ladore."

Monk straightened his shoul ders and headed toward the room where the bl ue-eyed bonfire had gone

to powder her nose. He could still hear her humming the popular ditty she had started before she
left the reception room The ditty was still being hummed when Monk reached the little roomwth the
mrror.

Lynda Ladore was hunmi ng right beside him But she al so had di sappeared!

Monk |l et out a bellow of rage and indignation. The apelike chem st was just as conpletely
surprised every tinme a pretty girl fooled him Pretty girls were Mnk's nmajor weakness.
"She's gone, Doc!" Mdnk shrilled. "The door’'s open to the elevators."

Monk crashed out, not bothering about the nystery of the voice without a body that had been
hummi ng a song beside him There was an emergency door |eading fromthe small roomto the regul ar
el evators. Lynda Ladore had sonmehow found out how to open it.

Monk raced to the el evators and punched a button. He suddenly realized he was not al one.
"Yah, yah, w se guy," Ham gi bed. "You fell for the danme. And now | ook what it’'s got you."
Monk refused to answer. The two descended in the el evator together.

Qut on the street, they saw Lynda Ladore. She was in the back seat of a taxi. The taxi was
leaving rapidly. It was lost in traffic before Monk or Ham coul d give pursuit.

"Criminy!" Monk grunbled. "1'd like to get ny hands on that female."

Lynda Ladore had not been alone in the cab. The unmi stakable figure of Wngs Dedham had sat
besi de her.

Lynda had been hol ding a businesslike autonmatic agai nst Wngs Dedham s skull!

Chapter VIII. AN UNANNOUNCED VI SI TOR

MONK squinted his little eyes in the direction of the taxi he could no | onger see.

"D you suppose Wngs Dedhamreally is a victimin this thing?" he asked.

Ham adopted a superior attitude. After Mink's experience with the girl, Ham deci ded he had had a
good opportunity to rub salt into the wounds.

"Don't be a hairy ape all your life," Ham sneered. "Even a guy as dunb as you, knows Dedhamis a
crook."

"What’' s the score, then?" Mnk queried, for once too baffled to resent Hanls gibing.

"The two of themare in this thing together," Hamsaid, as if he were explaining sonething sinple
to a child. "They had some sort of a falling out. And now they're quarreling about it. If they kill
each other, it will be just dandy."

Monk t hought for a minute.

"l hope she gets himfirst," he nmuttered. "She's too pretty to get nussed up."

Hamis reply was in stronger |anguage than he ever used. It was to the effect that Monk had no
sense whatever, that any pretty girl could make a fool of himand that Doc in particular and the
world in general would be far better off if Mnk had remained in an enbryonic stage.

Ham was just conpleting his thesis on the advantages of a world without Monk when they ran into
L. Pennfield Stunpp in the center of the office-building | obby. Stunpp was bouncing along like a



jack rabbit outrunning a shotgun blast. The eccentric manufacturer waved wildly at Doc’s two aids
and beckoned themto cone over to the wall where he was.

Monk squared off |ike a boxer when they reached L. Pennfield.

"Just one rhyme," the chem st grow ed. "Just one and | bop you!"

Stunpp’ s Adani s appl e bobbed up and down. He pulled a snall pad fromhis pocket and began to
wite onit.

"I"mgoing with you," he inscribed. "Doc said | could go. | want to help solve this thing if |
can."

Stunpp grinned in his delight at acconpanying the bronze man. Ham touched his arm

"Don’t let this nonkey scare you," he advised. "Go ahead and talk, if you want to."

L. Pennfield seized his pencil and pad again. "l've just developed laryngitis,"” he wote, handing
the slip to Monk.
Monk sighed in relief. "I guess | won’t have to strangle him after all," he grunted. "This is

the first break 1’'ve had today."

Monk absently took Stunpp’s final witten bit of conversation and anbled toward the el evators.
Then the apeli ke chemi st nearly choked.

"1'11 get over the laryngitis," Stunpp had witten, "just as soon as we hit a warner climate."

LONG TOM and Renny were exam ning a pecul i ar gadget when Monk and Ham wandered into the office.
Doc had apparently retired to the |aboratory. Ham expl ai ned what they had found in the street and
asked what the funny gadget was. Long Tom expl ai ned.

"This is a new advancenent in the frequency-nodul ati on system of radi o broadcast,"” he told them
"It permits the transm ssion of sounds with neither distortion nor the netallic quality of ordinary
radio."

Bl azes!" Monk said. "An’ Dedhamis a radio technician."

Doc appeared in the doorway.

"Yes," he said. "And such a device was used yesterday to decoy anyone who checked back on a phone
call to a hotel roomthat was enpty."

Doc then told them about the voices fromthe enpty room Doc had suspected a frequency-nodul ati on
br oadcast hookup. The scratch on the wi ndowsill had told hi mwhere the gadget had been haul ed out by
its wiring.

"We are up against some very clever crimnals," the bronze man said. "Not only are they ready to
terrify the nation now, but | amafraid that if we do not stop them they will develop their

di scovery into sonething even nore destructive and deadly."

Monk bridled. This was the first indication he had seen of how seriously the bronze man

consi dered the nenace of the headl ess men. Monk balled his fists and grunted his defiance.

"Let's go after ‘em Doc," he grated. "I'd like to get ny hands on sone of those guys."

Monk was renmenbering the thugs at the electrical plant who got away when the expl osion knocked
Ham and Monk unconsci ous.

"Monk and Hamwi ||l prepare to | eave i mediately for San Roble," Doc said. "W will take the
dirigible, so that nore | engthy observations may be made fromthe air."

"Holy cow, Doc!" Renny runbled. "Do we get |eft behind?"

Doc smiled slightly. He knew that big-fisted Renny woul d be deeply hurt if he were deprived of a
fight that the others managed to get into.

"You and Long Tomw || remain in New York," he directed. "I believe there will be at |east one
more major thrust in the city. | would like to have you two work on it together. Particularly, |
want Long Tomto investigate any activity that appears in connection with the headl ess death."
"Huh?" Monk interpolated as he returned to the room draggi ng Habeas and a trick parachute he had
invented for the porker.

"l believe sonme terrific electrical force has been harnessed into the headl ess deaths," the
bronze man explained. "It nust be sonething that coul d have been devel oped only by a genius or a
madman. | do not know yet what it is. But we nust find it."

DOC woul d not say any nore. He preferred to let Long Tomwork in the direction of any theories he
m ght devel op hinself. Doc had several reasons for deciding to go imediately to San Roble to pursue
his investigations in Central Anerica.

Anot her one canme to himas he packed a small vest |ike contrivance that had an assortnent of
pockets and clips. It was this inner vest that Doc wore when he was deliberately wal king into
danger. Many little-known chem cals and pi eces of equipnent were placed in those pockets. Mre than
once they had saved the life of the bronze man, as well as those of his aids.

The phone rang again and Long Tom answered it.

"LaGuardia Field," Long Tomtold Doc. "The dispatcher wants to talk to you."

Doc picked up the phone and listened for a nmonent. Then he asked one or two questions.

"How nmuch gas did they take?" the bronze man inquired. "Wat was their exact departing

direction?"

Doc cradl ed the phone. The airport dispatcher had called himat Doc’s own request. The bronze nan



had wanted to be informed if a certain couple took off in a plane. The couple were Lynda Ladore and
W ngs Dedham

Wngs and his red-headed conpani on had | oaded enough gasoline to take themwell into Central
Anerica. And they had headed sout hwest by south. That, Doc figured, would take thempretty close to
San Robl e

Monk wanted to know one thing about the affair at the airport

"Who was | eadin’ who when they got there?" Mnk denanded

"They didn't seemtoo friendly with each other," Doc advised him "But they were at |east on
speaking terms."

Doc Savage pulled off his coat and struggled into his equipnent vest. Then he headed toward the

hi gh-speed el evator. Mink and Hamtrailed after him Their tw pets paired off behind them

Doc Savage was silent as the el evator cage plummeted to the |ower |evel of the garage floor. Doc
did not know about the sheet |ike sign that Ham had driven through earlier in the day. So nuch had
happened that the two aids had forgotten to nention the sheet sign that had warned themnnot to m x
in the headl ess deaths. The nost inportant thing that they did not renenber was that when the dapper
| awyer drove through that sheet, it nonentarily obscured their vision of the garage doors they were
| eavi ng

Doc clinbed behind the wheel of a sleek sedan and Ham got in beside him Mnk got in back with

the two pets. The car wi ndows were all rolled up. It was a usual precaution against machi ne-gun
slugs in anbush outside the door. Such onslaughts had occurred in the past

The bi g doors swuing back as the machi ne eased out onto the street for the short run to the queer
war ehouse depot that housed Doc’s |ong-distance transportation units

The roll ed-up wi ndows woul d have fended off any | eaden anbush had there been one. But the street
was sil ent

VWhat the wi ndows did acconplish was to nake the sl eek sedan soundproof, also

None of its occupants heard the | ow chuckle that drifted fromthe subterranean garage. The | ow

| augh was one of mirthless triunph. The intricate system of Doc Savage’'s burglar alarnms had been
penetrat ed

Chapter | X. BLAST A LA H NDENBERG

ITis safe to assune that if Doc Savage had had any inkling of the intruder in the skyscraper
garage he woul d have del ayed his trip to San Roble. It was not his customto unnecessarily |eave his
aids to battle against foes of un-estimated force

Apparently the bronze man had conplete faith in the scientific systemof burglar prevention he

had installed in his headquarters. Had Monk or Ham thought to nmention the affair of the sheet, Doc
m ght have altered his plans

As it was, the bronze giant tooled the sleek sedan toward the waterfront districts of the broad
Hudson River. Doc did not go up on the ranp of Manhattan’s outer drive. He weaved in and out of the
vault like recesses that lie below the speedway that has solved so nuch of the city's traffic
congestion

Monk opened the wi ndows once they were out away fromthe headquarters building. The hairy chem st
wat ched their progress with interest and pl easure. Mnk |l oved this section. He | oved the nany
super pl anes and other transport units that were hidden in the uni que warehouse the car was

appr oachi ng

The Hudson’s banks were lined with piers and warehouses under the drive at that point. Passenger
liners and freight steaners were tied up at nost of the wharves. Other gaunt buildings apparently
had not been used in sone tine.

The extrenely | arge pier-warehouse with "H dalgo Trading Co." enbl azoned on its front, seened to

be one of the nost forlorn in the death row of unused and antiquated structures. The pier on which
the edifice stood, was of somewhat unusual construction. The warehouse walls, which | ooked as if
they were about to tunble into the slip fromthe sheer weariness of age, extended down into the
water. These walls, under a flinsy ranmshackl e exterior of wood siding, were of solid concrete

Had any one been offered an opportunity to neasure those walls, they would have found themto be
several feet thick, and reinforced with a nesh of steel beanms. They were virtually bonbproof. There
were no wi ndows in the building. The innocent-appearing roof was as substantial as the walls

The Hi dal go Trading Co. warehouse was little |l ess than a gigantic and nodern fortress

There was only one figure in sight in the dimgloomthat illumned the street. L. Pennfield

Stunpp was just paying off the cab driver who had brought him The cabby took his fare and went away
with great haste. This was not a section where he expected another fare at this time of night

I f the cabby had not | ooked behind him sone innocent |ives m ght have been saved. The first

thing that the cab driver saw was the formof L. Pennfield Stunpp waving a greeting at Doc Savage's
car. Then the cabby |l et out a whoop of horror and jamed down on his accel erator

He was the first one to notice the approach of the headl ess nmen

The headl ess ones drifted into sight frombehind pillars and conplicated ranps that led to the
speedway above. There were two dozen or nore of the things. They used an assortnent of weapons
Tommy- guns gobbl ed and roared. Lead spattered agai nst the bull etproof w ndows of the big bl ack



sedan.

Monk and Ham | eaped fromthe nachine at a quick order from Doc.

"Keep noving," the bronze man clipped to his aids. "Don’t stop for nore than a single burst of
shells. The guns are not the only things that we will have to fear in this fight."

L. Pennfield Stunpp screaned in sudden terror. He tried to flee fromthe oncom ng nenace and take
shelter with Doc. Headl ess men cut himoff.

Monk dived into a shadow with a whoop of defiance. He whi pped out a peculiar weapon with an
oversized drum It was one of Doc’s superfiring machine pistols. The magazine drumwas filled with
thin-shell ed anesthetic slugs that brought quick unconsci ousness to the victim

Ham had abandoned his sword-cane for the battle with the headl ess nmen. There was sonethi ng about
them that nade the dapper |lawyer want to fight fromsone distance. He whi pped out a superfirer of
his own. Both of Doc’s aids cut |oose with their weapons.

The superfiring machine pistols nmoaned in a bull fiddle roar. So rapid was the rate of fire that
the stream of expl osions seened to be one | ong continuous sound.

Headl ess nmen faltered and | ay down on the pavenent. If it is possible for a man without a head to
go to sleep, that was what these seened to do. The effect was unreal, horrible.

Doc was advancing slowy toward the nonsters who had headed off L. Pennfield Stunpp’s attenpt to
flee. The headl ess men seenmed to nove |ike autonatons. They answered directions screamed by a

wi zened man who seened to be their |eader.

This little runt of a man had a head on his shoulders. H's face was covered by a dom no nask. A
bl ack hat on his skull hid what he | ooked Iike.

"Save the faker Stunmpp,"” the wi zened |eader cried. "For himthere is personal vengeance!"

At that nonment, the cops arrived. The terrified cabby had turned in an alarm Four riot squads
stormed down into the nurky recesses beneath the speedway.

The policenen were ill-equipped to defend thensel ves agai nst the nenace that struck them Few of
them were able to accurately describe the horror that followed.

Some swore they heard a faint humas if a powerful dynanp had been suddenly set up anobng them

O hers denied that manifestation of the catastrophe that descended.

But all of themrenenbered the queer snell of the air, a snell they couldn't quite describe,
except for the touch of ozone init.

One cop stopped in the nddle of a terrorized scream H's face seenmed to dissolve in the night.
Then his head di sappeared conpl etely, and he was a headl ess corpse fallen to the street!

Doc Savage noved quickly to protect his two aids.

"Back!" he cried. "Monk! Haml Run for it! This thing is too big for us to conbat now. GCet back so
that we can live to cope with it later!"

Monk and Hamretreated with reluctance. Never before had they heard the bronze man give such a
perenptory order of flight. Then Monk shrilled a cry of anguish.

"Doc ain't comn’ Haml" the hairy chem st npaned.

DOC SAVAGE, indeed was not retreating. The bronze nman forced his way slowy over the cobbl estones
in the direction of the nonsters that were herding L. Pennfield Stunpp steadily toward the little
man in the center of the attackers.

The rest of the headl ess nmen concentrated their efforts on the policenen. A second and then a
third blue-coated figure screamed in angui sh and col | apsed on the street, a corpse w thout a head.
Then the thing struck Doc Savage.

Monk and Ham stood paral yzed with a feeling that nothing they could do woul d hel p the bronze
giant. Doc reached quickly into his equi pnent pouch. He darted swiftly to right and left as he went
through strange notions with his hands.

Snmoke began to curl from Doc Savage's clothing. A white gl ow seemed to hover around his head. The
bronze man began to waver. An overpowering urge seemed to nmake Doc claw at his face and neck with
frantic, steel-nuscled hands. Doc Savage staggered, fell slowy toward the street.

IT was about that tine that the | eader of the headl ess nen heard the sirens announcing the
arrival of the reserves. Half of the available men in Manhattan seemed to be convergi ng upon the
scene of disaster.

Apparently the controller of the headl ess horror was not quite ready for battle on such a
gigantic scale. He screamed sudden orders into the night air.

VWhat at first appeared to be a huge sanitation departnment truck |unbered into the field of
battle. Headl ess nen who were on their feet, picked up their fell ows who had been struck by the
mercy bullets of Monk and Ham They heaved the recunbent nen into a special aperture in the side of
t he el ephanti ne body of the truck.

Many cops tried to stop that flight of the headl ess horrors. The forenpst of those who tried to
stop them becane headl ess corpses. The fake sanitation truck suddenly leaped into life. It jerked
forward with the speed of a racing car.

The type of engine that could hurl that |eviathan of a vehicle with such speed nust have been an
engi neering marvel .



It gave the authorities an inkling of the kind of a brain they were up agai nst

The last thing they heard was a screamof terror fromL. Pennfield Stunpp.

"They' ve got nme!" L. Pennfield screaned. "Sonebody save ne!"

Monk and Ham had not too closely wi tnessed that juggernaut departure. Wien Doc Savage had fallen
to the street, his two aids raced to his unconscious body. Not only were Mnk and Ham
horror-stricken at the thought that Doc was dead, but they also knew that the bronze nman was the
only one who m ght possibly cope with the nenace of the headl ess nonsters

Doc stirred as they | eaned over him The bronze giant npaned faintly. Then he sat erect. The
tremendous vitality that enabl ed Doc Savage to perform his work undoi ng wongs through the world
surged through his veins. Doc’s face was pale, strangely white and drawmn. He scarcely seened the
bronzed fighter of a few nonents before

As the flake-gol d eyes began stirring with |ife again, Doc passed a hand over his face. Witish
powder seened to fall fromhis features. It dusted down on clothing that still snoldered with a
strange inner heat. Mnk gasped when he saw the powder.

"Doc!" he gul ped. "You've figured this thing out. You ve found a way to stop this headl ess

deat h!'"

Doc Savage shook his head. He struggled wearily to his feet. Monk had al nbst never seen that
occur before

"No," Doc said slowy. "If they had not abandoned their efforts with the arrival of police
reserves, | would now be a headl ess corpse!"

A DEPUTY inspector of police strode over to the bronze man. The inspector was considerably
distraught. At first he acted as if the thing that had happened was Doc Savage's fault. Then he
realized that such a thing was foolish. It occurred to himthat Doc was probably the one person who
could bring justice to those who were responsible

"What can | report on this, conm ssioner?" he asked, using Doc’s honorary title in the police
depart ment

"Descri be what happened, inspector," Doc said quietly. "You may informyour superiors that we are
doing everything we can to stop this thing."

The inspector thanked Doc. He opined that the citizens of New York would feel better to know that
such was the case. He knew that his superiors would be somewhat relieved

Doc beckoned to Monk and Ham Monk drove the sedan through the photoel ectric control of the

H dal go Trading Co. doors. As the car went into the gaunt building, two frightened faces showed in
the rear wi ndow. Chem stry and Habeas had shown the good sense to nake thensel ves exceedingly scarce
during that battle.

Doc turned once as he went into the building and saw the police picking up the bodies of their

fallen conrades. Soon the street would again be deserted, like a vault beneath the speedway.
I nsi de the warehouse, Doc began speedy preparations for a trip to San Roble. The huge buil ding
was |lighted indirectly. There was no illumi nating agent to be seen. There was al so no place within

that buil ding where a shadow coul d be cast. The intricate system had been scientifically worked out
and constructed after nonths of study

A VARI ETY of craft rested within that steel-and-concrete fortress. There was a four-notored
duralum n giant that had furnished the basic design for one of Uncle Samis mghtiest arnmy bonbers
There were speed ships with wing span so short it scarcely seened possible they would fly. Those
consi sted practically entirely of notor

The true gyro, which had returned automatically by robot control, descended fromthe roof on an

el evator as Doc actuated a |ever.

At one side there was an expanse of water that |ooked |ike a shipyard dry-dock. A submarine which
hid secrets many a foreign nation would give mllions to learn was tied in the dry-dock

There were speedboats. And there were other planes. But the craft to which Doc gave his immediate
attention was a dirigible of streanlined proportions. Shaped sonmething like the German Zeppelins
this craft was sturdier, nore conpact and smaller. It was of all-metal construction and coul d
out - speed many heavi er-than-air craft that were considered suitable for pursuit and fighting ships
The dirigible rode proudly at her nporings, tugging mightily, as if anxious to soar up into the

cl ouds

Doc’s gol d-fl aked eyes stirred in tiny whirlpools as he inspected every device on the ship. Every
pi ece of machinery functioned snoothly, performed the duty for which it was intended

Doc gave | owvoiced instructions to his two aids. Monk and Ham scurried back and forth in the

huge war ehouse, performing various tasks that were inportant to the trip they were about to
undertake. At last the big ship was ready for the air

It was an inspiring sight to see Doc’s dirigible | eave the safe harborage of the Hidal go dock. A
doubl e-wi ng construction in the roof opened by hydraulic action. The great bag floated serenely into
the cool air of the night. A fingernail nopon cast a suspicion of illum nation.

The forms of Doc, Monk and Ham coul d be seen in the light reflected fromthe instrument panel in
the control cabin. A grunting and squealing came fromthe rear cabin as Chem stry played some trick



on Monk’'s pet pig

The dirigible nosed slowy out over the quiet Hudson. It gained altitude slowy, reached nearly a
t housand f eet

Then the hol ocaust occurred. Screans of pain and terror roared fromthe big balloon as it burst
into flame. It became instantly apparent why the killers had been willing to | eave Doc Savage
unconscious but alive in the street beside the warehouse

It becane apparent, if anyone had been there to renmenber it, why the dirigible had tugged so

m ghtily at her moorings. The heliumwi th which Doc kept his ship inflated would not have expl oded
Someone woul d have had to replace that heliumw th nore expl osive, nore buoyant hydrogen gas to
carry out such a plot

Doc’s dirigible expl oded now Wth a boom ng roar that was heard for mles, the big ship

di sintegrated over the Hudson River. Screanms came fromthe big ship. The screans died in choking
horror.

Not hi ng on that ship could have lived. The sheet of flame that envel oped the sinking bag was

al | - consum ng

Chapter X. A CLEAN-UP FOR EVIL

A SEDAN was noving slowmy along the upper-1|evel speedway as Doc Savage's dirigible fell the
remai ni ng distance in flamng shreds. A man grinned broadly beneath a mask he wore. That all life
aboard that ship had been extinguished, there was no | onger any question

Only the twisted netal that had been motors, plummeted to the bottomof the river. And it could

be seen no living forms clung to them

The wat cher put a powerful pair of binoculars to his eyes. Through them he carefully inspected

the flami ng shreds that drifted to the water. There was no piece big enough to be a human. The fire
had consuned everything

The masked man put down his gl asses. He grunted an order to his driver and the sedan noved al ong

It descended to the |lower level and retraced the exact route Doc Savage had traversed driving from
t he skyscraper garage to the waterfront

The masked one directed his driver to park the sedan sone distance fromthe double doors that
guarded the entrance to Doc’s garage. Stealthily, the two men crept toward the gigantic building
Qut si de the burgl ar-proofed approach, the nasked man pursed his |ips and gave forth an odd, eerie
whi stl e

The masked man stood back expectantly. Only the whites of his eyes gleaned in the dimlight of

the street. For a nonent there was silence. Then a faint drone of nmachinery sounded. The gi ant doors
began to nove. The driver of the masked man’s car crowded forward.

A thin, rabbit like figure stood in the ranp as the doors swung back. The masked | eader addressed
himas Fingers. The thin one rubbed his hands in triunmphant glee. He told his boss how he had
sneaked into the big garage behind the sheeted sign. Once in, it was a sinple matter to pull levers
to open the big garage doors

"Silence!" the nasked crook ordered. "There is no time for boasting until we have these others
reduced to headl ess automatons."

Then he seened to renenber sone other plan. "The brain of one we nust keep alive," he said
cryptically. "It may prove useful. Cone."

The three nmen haul ed a square box about three feet in each dinmension fromthe sedan into the

hi gh-speed el evator. The masked man cl osed the door of the cage and shot the contrivance upward. As
the cables sang with friction and the notors humed, the crook worked rapidly with instruments
wi t hin the box

He chortled happily as the cage jerked to a sudden stop at the floor nunbered ei ghty-six

SENSI Tl VE i ndi cators within Doc Savage' s | aboratory foretold the arrival of the private el evator

H dden al arnms buzzed throughout the bronze man's quarters. They were part of the el aborate systemto
warn Doc and his aids against any surprise attack

Long Tom and Renny knew it was not an unexpected return of the bronze man. Had it been Doc or one
of his aids using the elevator, they would have pressed a hidden button in the sub-basenent |evel
That action would have tenporarily di sconnected the al arm devi ces

"Holy cow " Renny grunbled. "It |ooks |ike we have visitors."

Long Tomdid not reply. He | eaped immediately to one wall of the | aboratory and pulled two

levers. One of themthrew into action a newly devel oped nmagnetic field that woul d paral yze anyone
stepping on the floor

The other |ever dropped across the center of the reception rooman invisible flexible curtain. It
was sonewhat akin to the glass substitute recently devel oped in commercial |aboratories. Any hurled
object or projectile would nerely bend it |like a baseball hurled at a rubber sheet

Thus protected, the two nmen stepped into the outer office. Each carried a superfiring nmachine
pistol for use if the energency proved greater than they anticipated

As they set thenselves behind the big wal nut desk, they heard a scraping noise in the hallway
outside. It was as if some heavy piece of furniture were being haul ed across the floor



"Holy cow " Renny ground out. "I gotta hunch we’'re in for nore than we’ve expected."

Renny’s voi ce di splayed nore anxiety than was his custom Hunches are funny things. Everyone has
themat times. Sonmetinmes they are oddly accurate. The prenonition that pressed down on Renny’s m nd
at that noment nade cold little fingers gallop up and down his spine

"Look!" Long Tom breathed. "The approach indicator’s noving."

The 1ight blinked on and off and a buzzer sounded faintly. Then the outer door swung slowy open
The man who stepped inside was nmasked and wore a | oose black hat. About his shoulders was thrown a
flow ng cape that effectively disguised his shape and stature. He spoke as if his nmouth were full of
pebbl es or gravel

The masked one seated hinself in the |leather chair near the door as if his visit were purely
social. He crossed his legs, pulled out a long cigarette and began to snoke it

"l realize that your smart devices protect me as well as they do you," the visitor announced
calmy. "And | have no intention of penetrating themby any neans you woul d understand. "

Renny coughed. The cal m assurance of the man was beginning to get him

"What do you want?" he runbled. "Doc isn't here. And we haven’t got anything for you."

The masked one flicked an ash fromhis cigarette onto the floor. He spoke with conplete

del i beration

"Surrender at once," he rasped in a tone of finality. "Or you will be destroyed!"

Long Tom seened to stagger agai nst the desk. One of his slender fingers touched a button. The
button rel eased an anesthetic gas in the part of the reception roomon the outer side of the rubber
like glass partition. The gas had a faint color. Long Tomcould see it surge up fromthe floor jets
So coul d the masked one. He pulled a conpact gas inhalator fromhis pocket and thrust it into his
mout h. When he spoke through it his voi ce sounded weird and hol | ow.

"You have signaled for your own death!" he announced. He waved his hand. "O K, boys. Gve it to
them "

The masked crook backed hastily out into the hallway. It seemed that he did not wish to get in

the way of his own death device. It turned out his judgnent in that was excellent

The first thing Long Tom noticed was the excessive heat. The outer part of the room began to

glow. The | eather chair curled up, cracked into a dozen bright pieces and then began to burn. The
nmetal floor began to burn

The magnetic field Long Tom had set up, would hold any physical object that attenpted to pass
through it. But it was no defense at all against this awful heat. Geat tears began to appear in the
transparent rubber like glass that constituted their second |ine of defense

Long Tom |l eaped to the wall, pulled a hidden swi tch. Cascades of water began to gush down from an
intricate sprinkler system The water struck the white-hot outer floor and began to sizzle. C ouds
of steamfilled the room

Then Doc’s two aids heard a grating |laugh fromthe corridor. A blinding crash followed that. It
was not the sort of a blast that cones froman explosive. It was a rending crash nore like the

ri pping crash of an atom smashing arc.

The water that came down then was an actual flood. The special tanks above that fed the sprinkler
systemsplit as if giant hands had torn them asunder. There was one great cascade of water. Then
there was no nore

The masked man | aughed again in his grating voice. Then his conpanions thrust the three-foot

bl ack box into the doorway. The heat becane intense, unbearable. The rubber-glass curtain curled up
into di sappearing tongues |ike burning Cell ophane

There was another spitting crackle as the netal housing of the machines that controlled the
magnetic field cracked under terrific heat and fell apart. Long Tom and Renny were driven into the
| aboratory beyond. Long Tomrushed to his experinmental workbench. He had been working on an
electrical device that was calculated to offset any other electrical force. Unfortunately, it was
far fromconplete. There were certain elenental forces that had defied solution by the brilliant
mnd of the electrical wzard

Long Tomwas stunped. It seenmed that the brains of the crimnals were nore advanced than those of
Doc Savage’'s aids. Long Tomworked frantically with his apparatus. Meanwhile, the heat increased
Sweat broke out on the forehead of the pale electrical expert. The conposition floor beneath his
feet began to soften and turn to a sticky substance, |ike asphalt under a bl ow orch.

Then Long Tom heard Renny’s boom ng voice. He hadn’t noticed the big engineer. Long Tom had

consi dered an el ectrical onslaught something that it was his duty to conbat. He didn't stop to
realize that the awful force was a thing that even Doc Savage had so far been unable to cope with
"Look out!" Renny runbled in sudden warni ng

The boomi ng voice was followed by a shattering explosion that seemed to shake the very foundation
of the building. dass windows crashed and burst into tiny fragments. Thick, pungent black snoke
whooshed through the | aboratory and the outer reception room

Anot her roaring explosion followed, and a door was snatched fromits hinges as if a m ghty hand
had pl ucked it

"Look out, you guys out there!" Renny booned again. "You know what trinitrobenzine can do. Enough
of it can make fine gravel of this whole danged building."

"



A third explosion followed the big engineer’s remark. The wal nut desk in the reception room was
bl asted into splinters. A fourth explosion was even closer to the outer door

There was a scurrying of feet in the corridor. The bl ack box was haul ed outward. Apparently, the
masked intruder did know the power of trinitrobenzine. Known to the trade as TNB, it is even nore
powerful than its sister explosive, TNT. It is not extensively used in projectile shells because its
trenendous power disintegrates a shell into fragnents too mnute to be effective as nmurder units
Renny hurl ed another snmall bonb toward the outer door and another deafening explosion occurred
The whine of the elevator indicated the retreat of the killers

Long Tom sat down on the floor and nopped his forehead with a handkerchi ef

"Whew! " he exclained. "I didn't know you had trinitrobenzine up here."

"l haven't," Renny announced calmy. "This is just ordinary bl ack-snoke gunpowder."

"Huh," Long Tom spluttered. "You said—

"I didn’t tell themthis was trinitrobenzine.” Renny reminded him "I merely asked themif they
knew what TNB woul d do."

LONG TOM struggled to his feet. He seened rather crestfallen to realize that his electrical

geni us had been surpassed by the know edge of the killers. Renny's device that had saved themwas a
life-giving trick. But it had not solved the nmystery of the awful force that created headl ess nen
and destroyed things by awful heat

The el ectrical expert staggered into the outer office just as the phone rang. The phone by the
desk had been destroyed. But another extension on a wall bracket buzzed faintly. Wen Long Tom
answered, he straightened sonewhat. His failure so far made himall the nore determned to find out
what caused the terrible force that was working agai nst them

"I's that so?" Long Tomsaid into the phone. "Were are you?"

Long Tom notioned to Renny. |n deaf-and-dunb sign | anguage, he instructed the big engineer to
trace the call while he held the man on the line

"We'll be right over," Long Tomsaid to his caller. "Gve nme the address again and tell ne the

qui ckest way to reach there fromthis office building."

Long Tom kept the nan engaged in neani ngl ess conversation until Renny reappeared in the doorway
and nodded his head. Renny had used another private line in the |laboratory to trace the call. Long
Tom hung up

"The guy said he was Snedl ey Wrthington Watson," he offered. "He said he’d been threatened

again. He was told to get up another half mllion because he had called Doc and the police. He says
he hasn’'t got that much dough left."

Bi g Renny nodded. "The call cane fromhis office all right," he said. "And | called an all-night
cigar store in the | obby. The guy said he saw the general go up in the elevator half an hour ago."
Long Tonis pale face tensed in concentration

"We've got to do sonething to solve this," he decided. "That's why Doc | eft us here in New York."
"Yeah," Renny agreed. "Let’'s go see the general."

The two nen left the offices as well guarded and | ocked as they could. An energency magnetic-ray
systemwas cut in and harml ess expl osi ve bonbs were set to go off. They usually were enough to
frighten intruders away when they expl oded

A taxi took themto the offices of the general. Wen they got to the floor that housed his suite
of offices, they saw a |light burning through the frosted-glass door. There was no reply to their
knock, so Long Tomtried the |latch. The door was not | ocked

Long Tom and Renny crowded into the office. Long Tom shuddered and nmuttered under his breath

Renny nerely took off his hat. He was too dunfounded to say anything at all

As has been previously stated, General Smedl ey Worthington Watson wei ghed all of three hundred
pounds. A corpse of such Gargantuan size seated in an office chair mnus its head was certainly a
sight to dunfound anyone

"Holy cow" Renny finally got out. "That's the bl anedest thing | ever did see!"

They were both too absorbed to notice the gas. The stuff had absolutely no odor in any event

Renny suddenly stunbled and fell to his knees. Long Tomslowy collapsed on the fl oor

The gas did not rob them of consciousness. It nmerely paralyzed the notor nerves of the brain

They saw the masked killer rush through the door with his two conpanions. The trio held
handker chi efs over their noses. Apparently the handkerchiefs were saturated with sone antidote for
the paral ysis gas

Long Tom and Renny nade feeble attenpts to fight against the intruders. But they had no strength

left at all. They were quickly bound, and dirty gags were thrust in their nouths. Then the masked
man stepped quickly to one wi ndow and opened it. The gas quickly dissipated into the night
"This is swell," the gravel -voiced killer announced. "W got these two now. And—

A sneer of triunmph crept into his voice
"l personally seen Doc and the other pair killed."

Chapter Xl. ESCAPE FROM DEATH
THE masked killer woul d not have sneered so triunphantly had he been able to see inside the



H dal go Trading Co. warehouse at that nonent.

Doc Savage was not dead. He was not even burned. Nor scorched. Apparently Doc was entirely
unperturbed at the turn of events. Mnk, who stood beside him wore a grin that alnost hid his head
"Jeepers," he grunted. "That scream of death that Ham nade was really sonething. He better keep

it practiced. He'll need it if he doesn't quit messing with me."

Hamignored him "It’'s a good thing you noticed the bag was too light for helium Doc," the

| awyer observed

Doc Savage did not reply. The bronze giant regretted having had to sacrifice such a fine
transportation unit as his dirigible. But it seened to have been necessary.

When Doc had noticed that the gas had been changed from heliumto hydrogen, he had sent the ship
out under robot control. Doc not only had used a frequency-nodul ation radio device of his own to
simul ate their own voi ces aboard the ship. He had also utilized an ingenious television projector to
create the visual effect of their presence aboard

If no trap had been set for the big ship, Doc could have brought it back into the warehouse

hangar by renpte control and they could have resuned their journey. If the trap had been laid, the
bronze nman desired that the crimnals believe they had perished in the expl osion

The great automatic doubl e-w nged roof had sunk back into place. There was no way of anyone

out si de the wi ndow ess buil ding knowi ng what went on within it. Before announcing any further plans
Doc began a systematic exam nation of other equi pment in the vast warehouse. The bronze man never
had fear of danger. But he carefully planned and executed all ventures that concerned the problens
that confronted hinmself and his aids

Monk, restless, wandered to a radio receiver that rested on a workbench. It was time for a

regul ar nightly news broadcast. Mnk switched it on

"The mayor has requested that any persons who are threatened by the headl ess death, co-operate in
the follow ng manner," the announcer stated slowy. "Spring 9-0002 has been set aside to receive any
such calls. This line is being closely guarded to prevent any eavesdropping."

The announcer paused a nonment. Then he went on

"This menace is growing, and it can only be conbated with the co-operation of the public. The

mayor states there is no reason for panic. He asks ne to urge the public to be calm™"

The announcer coughed. Then his voice sounded brighter. It was as if this part of his statenent

was nmore to his |iking

"The mayor has al so pernmitted ne to announce that Doc Savage is working on this horrible nystery
That, | amsure, will reassure nmany persons and curb nany fears."

Monk gl owed as if the conplinment had been neant for himpersonally. "That sounds |ike we got the
thing licked already," he said

Doc Savage brought the chem st back to earth

"W haven't," Doc rem nded him "And it |ooks as though we are a long way fromany solution."

DOC began to issue swift instructions then. He first turned off all the lights inside the
bui | di ng. Then he handed Monk and Ham pecul i ar -1 ooki ng opaque pairs of glasses. The | enses were
about as thick as small cans of mlk.

When they were fitted before the eyes, objects within the building |leaped into a weird sort of

outline. Doc was using infrared rays for illumnation, invisible without the special filtered

| enses. These | enses made objects under scrutiny fluoresce brightly.

"Wen we | eave through the end doors,"” Doc explained, "I do not wish any observers to realize we
are still living."

W thout the special glasses, no one | ooking on woul d see any |ight or novenent. Doc expl ai ned

that he wanted Monk and Hamto | oad consi derabl e equi prent into a big two-nmotored transport. Doc
encouraged themto take Chenmistry and Habeas al ong. As nuch of a nuisance as the two aninmals
frequently were, they had al so been extrenely useful in nore than one critical nonent

Doc, hinself, was going on ahead in a tiny anphibian speed ship that cruised at nore than four
hundred mles an hour. There was roomin this one for only Doc and the powerful notor that pulled it
al ong

Just before he pulled a |l ever to open one of the end doors enough to pernit the plane to drift

out, Doc |ooked at a wind indicator on an instrunent panel on a wall of the building. The bronze man
pressed one of four buttons that were connected to identical devices which were equidistant, but in
different directions fromthe warehouse

Instantly, on the windward side, a shack that |ooked |ike sonething hobos had thrown together

burst into flame. For such a small shack, it burned with an amazi ng anount of heavy bl ack snoke. The
snmoke drifted upward with the wind and swiftly bl acked out what noonlight there was above the

Hi dal go Tradi ng Co. dock

Then Doc clinbed into the cockpit of his racing plane and drifted out onto the Hudson. The bronze
man let the current take himwell down into the bay before he stepped on the conpressed air starter
of the short-w nged machi ne

The notor coughed, burst into a staccato roar. Then it settled down into a steady humthat was
little | ouder than the exhaust of an expensive autonpbile. Doc’s planes were all equipped with



speci al nuffling devices that rendered them al nost conpl etely noi sel ess.
Doc clinbed alnbst vertically in his powerful ship. Then he circled and cut his nmotor. He woul d
wait until he saw that Monk and Ham nade a safe take-off.

BELON himin the building, the two aids followed Doc’s directions. They began to load their two
pets uncerenoniously into the big two-notored job.

The transport was not an anphi bian, but light, canoe like floats were attached to the | anding
gear. When a take-off speed had been reached, these could be dropped by nmoving a | ever. The floats
were of such light material that they woul d not damage any river craft that chanced to encounter
t hem

Monk took the controls. Ham gave the big craft a shove and let the river current do the rest.
Slowy, they drifted out into the stream Wthout their black-1ight goggles, the big warehouse was
shrouded in darkness. There was no sign of |life as the big doors slid closed under autonmatic tine
control. The plane drifted down toward the outer harbor.

"Col ly!" Monk whispered. "The black light and that snoke dodge is a good one. | can't see a
thing."

The snmoke hung low in the air. As Monk had observed, it provided an anple screen for their
movenents in the gloom It also provided a screen for a hunched figure that crouched atop an

adj oi ni ng pi er warehouse.

The hunched figure had apparently been furnished with considerable information on the nmethods and
equi prent of Doc Savage.

As he stood up and chuckl ed softly, he shoved a bul ky object into his pocket. The object was a
pair of mlk-can-thick black goggles; they were strangely simlar to those used by Doc’s aids to
make objects visible under black |ight!

Though prepared with the utnost of care, Doc Savage's departure was not the secret it had been

pl anned to be.

Chapter Xl I. A DESERT TRAP

DOC SAVAGE circled at five thousand feet. The snudge of snoke hid the Hidalgo Trading Co.

war ehouse and a good section of the Hudson River. But Monk and Ham had been instructed not to take
of f until they had drifted well past the Battery. Presently, Doc noticed a blinking white light in
the direction of the bay. The blinking light described a gradual circle, as if a plane were taking
off into the wind and then turning.

Doc spoke into his short-wave transmtter. He talked in Mayan, Mnk's childlike voice came back

to him Mnk told him also in the ancient tongue, that the take-off had been on schedul e and
uneventful . Doc straightened his speed ship out then. He cut out the nuffling device that had nade
the motor as quiet as a gentle whisper.

Wth a full-throated roar, the m ghty engi ne whipped the streamined plane in the direction of
Central America. The air-speed neter needle crept steadily up on the dial. Presently it reached a
point two tiny dots beyond the four-hundred mark. At that speed, Doc set the throttle and bored into
the dark night.

Doc Savage was roaring as fast as man can fly toward one of the strangest chapters in his

t enpestuous career of fighting evil. The bronze man knew that a seething hysteria was worki ng back
in New York. Wether he would have adnmitted it or not, he nmust have known that only the word that
Doc Savage was working on the nystery of the headl ess horror kept that hysteria from bursting out
and causing nore death and terror.

How | ong nob fear coul d be kept from exploding, howlong it could be restrained fromforcing
mllions into headlong flight fromthe city, was a matter that no one coul d deternine.

That sonme mad force would stop at nothing to terrify and control millions, Doc was assured. The
bronze man had cone to sonme conclusions in this thing. For one thing, he felt certain that the
nmonster behind this force would not be long satisfied with a few extortion plots. The crimnal mnd
is such that success breeds a longing for nore grandi ose operations. Wat mass horror mght be
fermenting in the weird brain of a madman was only a matter of conjecture.

Doc studied the instrument panel closely as his plane roared al ong. Dependi ng on w nds, he should
reach his destination in less than ten hours. The bronze man woul d have preferred to approach San
Robl e in the dark of night. But he did not feel that he could afford a delay until another day had
passed.

It was logical to assunme that the force responsible for the headl ess deaths woul d be kept in sone
place remote from New York City. The master crimnal would realize that New York’s vast force of

| aw- enforcenent officers would nake that city a hazardous place to hide such a thing.

The secret of the headl ess nenace, Doc had therefore decided, would be found in the little-known
country that had already been connected with the extortion plots.

AS darkness gave way to daylight, Doc Savage pointed the nose of his speed ship toward the
ground. The altinmeter needl e dropped fromfifteen thousand feet to five. Doc wi shed to survey all of
the terrain approaching the Republic of San Roble.



Wth the muffler swi tched back on, the tiny ship was scarcely audible on the ground. Doc | ooked
over the side and nmade a mnute study of the terrain. In sone places sharp canyons of sandstone
seenmed to descend into the very bowels of the earth. Oher sections of the country were flat, sandy
desert that sent up scorching heat waves even in the early-norning sun

The uneven air currents, heat fromthe flat spaces and cool drafts fromthe sandstone canyons
alternately slapped Doc’s ship hundreds of feet upward and then dragged it down with descending
currents

The bronze man tool ed the ship along al nost automatically. Such bunpy air was an ordinary
occurrence for him Cccasionally, Doc | ooked ahead and upward. Any plane that m ght have been within
many mles, would be instantly called to Doc’s attention. An automatic electric "ear" would pick up
any foreign sound of notor vibration

Doc saw the buzzards. He didn't pay themvery nuch attention. Buzzards were extrenely common in
this desert area of Central America

The first real notice Doc paid to the buzzards was when | ead and flane began to spit fromtheir

Wi ngs

Both aerial nobnsters converged upon Doc’s plane, breathing fire and death as they plummeted from
the great height at which they had been soaring

It wasn't until they were al nost upon himthat the bronze nman saw what they really were. Doc, for
once, had been taken conpletely by surprise. The things were gliders, built to resenble the great

bi rds Doc had thought they were. Doc realized nowthat the terrain was ideally suited for extended
glider flight. The alternate upward and downward currents of air created by the hot sands and cool er
canyons beside them kept the glider’s flight mediumin constant agitation

Under such conditions, gliders have made sustained flights of many hours

These gliders were equipped with twin nmachine guns in their wings. Doc Savage gave his ship ful
throttle. He had slowed to a m ni mum sustained flight speed while examning the terrain below him
One of the gliders was ahead and above him Both of its guns were spitting flanme

Doc maneuvered his ship quickly, whipped out a superfirer gun he carried for energency.

Odinarily, Doc sel dom used weapons of any kind. He wouldn't use the gun now to take lives—+f the
glider fliers abandoned their own deadly m ssion

Doc shot the speed pl ane upward, zooned directly under one glider. The bronze man pressed the
trigger of the superfirer and the tail of the glider burst into flane. Doc was using inflamrabl e
bullets. The glider could get down to earth before the flier lost control. It could do that only if
it headed for safety now

THE pil ot thought considerable of his neck. He lit out for the nearest flat piece of ground

Doc Savage cane out of the zoomin a conplete upward outside |oop. It would have torn the wi ngs

off an ordinary ship. It alnpst tore the wings off the other glider

Doc had cut his circle closer than he had thought. The two ships al nrost nmet head on. Doc had to
maneuver quickly to the right to avoid a head-on collision. For one small second, the cockpit of the
speed ship was directly in the line of fire of the glider’s wi ng guns

As Doc passed, he managed to set fire to the tail of the second glider’s fusel age

Then, suddenly, Doc knew he was in trouble. The mighty notor of the speed ship began to cough and
stutter. The machi ne guns of the second glider had done their work!

THE pl ane dropped rapidly toward the ground. The notor did not stop entirely. It was cut to |less
than fifty percent efficiency. The short-wi nged plane |inped over the sand and canyons. The ship had
a landi ng speed of nore than a hundred mles an hour. That nmuch speed was needed to keep her in the
air at all, so small was the amount of w ng space

Now, the ship was a plaything for the sudden up-and-down drafts of air. Sometines cold currents
sucked it close to the mouths of canyons. Then, just beyond the jutting lip of a precipice, hot air
would kick it into the air like a flat stick scal ed upward.

Doc Savage fought with the controls. He | eaned the mi xture of the fuel, cut out lines that were
drenchi ng now usel ess cylinders. The nmotor ceased its strangl ed coughing. But only half of the
cylinders were functioning

The end of the peculiar canyon-desert terrain hel ped Doc then. The scattered canyons vani shed
Ahead of himstretched a broad plain of desert, alnost as far as the eye could reach. At its

term nation, a | ow range of nmountains crouched, blue in the distance

The crippl ed speed ship no |onger had to battle the conflicting currents of the atnosphere. The
danmaged notor pulled her along at slightly nmore than a hundred mles an hour. Doc got the altitude
up to three thousand feet. H gher than that he could not force the craft with the power he had

The desert sand reflected the heat of the nounting sun like a gigantic mrror. Waves of hot air
fanned Doc’s cheeks. Paint blistered on the sides of the fuselage. That nmuch heat Doc expected in
the hot, tropical desert

He did not expect the heat that set fire to the oil in the cylinders of the notor. He didn't

expect the heat that started the | eather of the seat beneath himto snol dering

This was no heat born of the sun. Doc knew that now. He knew that the terrible force that was



associ ated with the headl ess nen was beating on his ship fromthe ground!

Doc fought for altitude. He couldn't get it. There was a snell of ozone as the heat increased.

The right wing began to crunple. The end of the wing curled up and began to burn!

Then the ship went into a tail spin. Like a thing possessed, it shrieked through the air, a

flam ng plumret of disaster. The ship spun and twisted at an angle. It covered half a mile or so in
its headlong flight.

There cane a spurt of snpbke and a grinding crash and the ship burst into a raging pyre. The

oversi zed gasoline tank which had so far been saved by its special insulation, burst and cascaded
bl azi ng fuel over the plane.

THE men who energed fromthe interior of what appeared to be a huge boul der were ordi nary thugs
by their appearance. Their |eader was distinguishable fromthemonly in that he had one ear.

The head thug was One-ear, the fake bartender who had set the trap for Renny in the m dtown

sal oon outside the hotel. One-ear and the thugs who followed him seenmed extrenely respectful toward
sonmet hing that was inside the imtation boulder in which they had been hiding.

"De boss is sure smart," One-ear declai med. "He knew Doc Savage was conin’. An’ he said if de
gliders didn't get him we'd be able to crack himdown with that thing."

One-ear shuddered as he nentioned that thing. One of the thugs behind hi mshuddered even nore.
"Who's de guy in there runnin’ it?" he whispered to One-ear. The head thug shrugged and said he
didn’t know. Woever it was, apparently wi shed to keep his identity secret fromhis confederates.
From the thugs’ description bandied back and forth, the operator of whatever it was kept hinself
di sgui sed.

Presently the gasoline supply burned out and the speed ship was reveal ed as a nass of snoking

wr eckage. One-ear |eaned as close as he dared. Then he began to yell.

"There ain't nobody in here!" he screaned. "Doc Savage nust have got away!"

A holl ow voice frominside the imtation boul der rasped out into the hot air.

"Stand away," the voice directed. "W will find the bronze nman!"

The manner in which the thugs scurried away fromthe plane, bespoke their horror of the thing
with which they worked. A faint, hummng sound filled the air. Then it began to get hot. It got
hotter than any man could stand. A small cactus bush a dozen yards fromthe weckage of the plane
burst into flamne.

Then a voice cane fromthe nound on which the cactus bush was burning.

"All right," Doc Savage’'s cal mtones announced. "Turn it off. I'Il go along with your nmen."

A hol |l ow chuckl e drifted fromthe boul der. The voice cane again, as if the speaker were talking
through a holl ow tube to disguise it.

"A clever stunt, Doc Savage," the voice intoned. "Dropping a snoke bonmb just before your plane
crashed and parachuting into it, had me fooled for a nonent."

Doc energed fromthe mound of sand he had hurriedly heaped over hinself. The bronze nan was
scratched and bruised. Hs clothing still snoldered fromthe terrific heat of the thing that had
been turned on him Thugs surrounded hi mw th submachi ne guns. The voice within the boul der spoke
once nore.

"You will go with ny men, Doc Savage," it grated. "Your brain nay be of use to us. Put your hands
behi nd you. "

Doc Savage conplied. It would serve no purpose to fight a losing battle at this nonent. Even Doc
apparently held a healthy respect for the force that nmade the headl ess nen.

Doc’ s hands were tied behind himand he was |l ed toward the di stant range of nountains.

Chapter X II. THE HEADLESS LEG ON

THE sun was wel| past its zenith when Long Tom and Renny first saw the sane nountains of San

Robl e. Doc’s two aids were both stoutly manacled. They rode in a big transport plane that was making
nearly three hundred mles an hour.

Long Tom and Renny knew they were somewhat in luck to be alive at all. There had been quite a

huddl e about that subject after the incident in the office of Smedl ey Wrthington Wat son.

The masked killer with the gravel voice, had made the final decision. He had said that, inasnuch

as Doc was dead, they m ght need Long Tomis electrical know edge. Long Tom he concluded, m ght be
more willing to listen to reason if they held the threat of sudden headl ess death for Renny as an

i nducenent .

Then the nmasked | eader had left them He left to get to San Roble in a faster ship. He boasted

that he had pl anes even faster than Doc’s speedy ships. Fromwhat they had seen of the scientific
prowess of their captors, Renny and Long Tomdid not dispute him

There was another prisoner in the plane with Doc’s two aids. This one was not bearing up with

much fortitude.

"O-o0-0h, I'll be dead . . . lose ny head . . . it’s with dread . . . dammit!" L. Pennfield Stunpp
expl oded. "My own dam rhyming' s driving ne crazy now. "

Long Tom bent a synpathetic eye on the frightened electrical manufacturer. L. Pennfield had
described his capture in front of the H dalgo Trading Co.’s dock. He had told them of the crack nmade



by the masked man who seened to be | eadi ng the headl ess nen, about a special vengeance death for L.
Pennfield Stunpp.

"1"11 get the whole works," Stunpp npaned. "Watever they ve got, it'|Il be their worst horror for
ne! "

The gray-haired man shuddered. He shuddered so hard he shook the w cker seat to which he was

manacl ed.

About mi dafternoon, the plane sat down on a flat space at the foot of the nmpuntains. The

one-eared thug who had fled the others in Doc’s capture, anbled out from beneath the sparse shade of
a giant cactus.

"O K., Fingers," he said to the pilot. "Everything's goin’ on schedule. You got our radio that

Doc Savage escaped in New York?"

"Holy cowl" Renny blurted out. "That's the best news |’'ve heard in a year."

"Shut up!" One-ear growl ed. "W got Doc well under waps."

It devel oped that previous uncertainty as to how well under waps they woul d have Doc Savage, was
the reason for this precautionary stop on the desert.

Fi ngers, who was the thug who entered Doc's skyscraper garage the day before, gunned the

transport into a quick take-off. One-ear engaged in conversation with Fingers. The thin pilot wanted
to know everything that had happened. It seenmed that Fingers and One-ear were pretty high up in the
gang; enough so that their take depended on a split of the profits.

"Boy!" One-ear said. "That mllion fromthe Bentley Novelties sellout came bouncing right

t hrough. "

"Pretty clever," Fingers observed. "Using a slick systemlike that kind of investnment. Nobody

could prove that the Republic of San Roble was in on the plot. At any rate," he added. "Not until it
was away too late. This beats the snatch racket all hollow "

One-ear was quite enthusiastic.

"Some of the new gadgets is conpleted,"” he confided. "If anybody tries to fight his way into San
Robl e now, he’'ll have his konk burned off of him"

Fi ngers | aughed. Then he grew confidential.

"Wonder who is the real brain behind this?" he queried.

One-ear was garrul ous that day.

"M ght be that nutty little professor,” he guessed. "W see himaround every once in a while."
One-ear whirled then as if he suddenly suspected hinself of talking too much. In a nonment he
grinned and rel axed.

"None of you guys is goin' to live very long, anyhow," he rasped. "I guess what little you hear
ain't goin to hurt. Wth Doc Savage alive, we don’t need to keep either of you guys."

LONG TOM gazed down at the rough, arid expanse bel ow them By careful questioning, he had been
able to get alittle information out of Fingers, the pilot. It was only stuff that Long Tom coul d
have |l earned froma library, anyway, so Fingers didn't figure it made any difference.

San Robl e had once been a quiet little country devoted solely to agriculture. Yans and Indi an
corn had grown in the bottonl ands. There had al so been a forest of chicle trees. The little country
had never had any dealings with the outside civilized world. San Roble had no seaports. Its
boundaries were many mles fromthe coast.

The qui et people had dealt with other Central American countries who had, in turn, furnished San
Robl e with such civilized things as it needed. And those were few to satisfy the needs of the
primtive natives.

Then had conme the drought that was caused by extensive soil erosion in the valley. Just as dust
storns in the central United States had ruined thousands of miles of tableland, so did sand storms
Wi pe out the agricultural areas of San Roble. Even the chicle trees had dried up and di ed.

The first dictator had come then. He apparently had thought there was gold in the hills. He had
found the old Inca ruins that bordered El G ande, the capital of San Roble. The first dictator had
i npressed | abor and restored those ruins into sonething of their forner forbidding splendor.
According to Fingers, the pal ace somewhat resenbled the Kremin in Mdscow. Fingers had never seen
the Kremin. But he had read sonething about it.

The present dictator had taken over when distraught natives had risen and nurdered the first. The
present dictator didn't ampunt to much, Fingers had inforned Long Tom

He was pretty well scared by the headl ess death that had cone to San Roble. So, for that natter,
was the entire native popul ation of the place.

THE airport in EIl Grande was a |large patch of sand. It |ooked al nost |ike any other patch of sand
in San Roble. There was one | arge hangar. The roof of that had sand glued onto it with sone sticky
substance. The hangar was built to | ook |like a sand dune.

There was considerable activity at the airport when the transport arrived with the prisoners.
Natives were being ordered around by thugs, through an interpreter.

They | ooked |ike some kind of Indians. They had broader noses than the North American type. It
made one think there mght have been some Negroid infiltration fromslaves of white nmen in sone



earlier century.

Nei t her Renny nor Long Tom coul d understand the | anguage the natives used to converse with each
other. That was somewhat unusual. Both of Doc’s aids spoke Mayan. And they were famliar with
several other Indian dialects.

There was only one thing that was really noticeabl e about these Indians. The whites of their eyes
showed nore plainly than in npst people. They noved jerkily, and cringed as if they expected
sonething terrible to happen to themat any nonent.

They were terribly afraid. And Renny and Long Tom knew that all |ndians are possessed of a
certain anount of stoicism They don't greatly fear anything they can understand. Not even death.
Ordi nary deat h.

A runty thug raced over to the plane as fingers braked it to a halt on the runway.

"Get it into the hangar!" the runty one shouted. "W gotta nove fast. Bring the prisoners into
the city."

There were a coupl e of dozen thugs ordering the Indians around. Renny noticed one thing about
them They were all runty, exceptionally ugly crimnals.

"Holy cow " Renny booned. "You'd think they'd get sonme guys big enough to do sone fighting, at

| east."

"They don’t need any," Long Tom commented dryly. "Wth that headl ess-death machi ne, what do they
want fighters for! They' ve got the whole book right in that thing."

Renny agreed. For a nonent he had forgotten about the headl ess horror. He was rem nded of it
shortly.

"Take Doc Savage's two guys to Dungeon No. 1," the messenger shouted. "We'll execute both of them
toni ght."

L. Pennfield Stunpp began to trenble. It was as if he felt a prenopnition of greater disaster.

"Ch, | see . . . gee . . . what about nme?" he npaned sadly.

"You," the thug spat evilly, "are going right before the big boss now. He says he's goin’ to take
care of you personally."

The thug's gesture with one forefinger across his neck left little doubt concerning the fate that
he believed was in store for L. Pennfield Stunpp.

A SMALL man suddenly bounced out of what | ooked like a hole in the sand dune of a hangar. He

bobbed up and down |ike a rabbit as he raced toward the plane that was being slowy wheeled into the
hangar. Radi o earphones were clanped to the little man’s head. He began to scream as soon as he got
cl ose.

"Hurry up, you idiots!" he shouted. "Get that plane in there and get these prisoners into the
city."

Runty thugs prodded Long Tom and Renny toward the edge of the airport. Behind them other thugs
prodded L. Pennfield Stunpp in a simlar direction.

From t he conversation, Long Tom had decided that the city was sone distance away. He was w ong.
Around a | edge of rock at the edge of the airport they alnost fell into the capital of San Roble.
The capital of San Roble snmelled. In fact, it could be said that it stank. Only such an inel egant
word coul d have described it. The odor of the goat seened to be predom nant.

El Grande stretched out for about a half mle and consisted mainly of nud huts. At the farther

edge of the area of nmud huts | oomed what Fingers had said | ooked like the Kremin. For a blind stab
guess, the skinny crook hadn’t been far wong. The ex-Inca pal ace of El Gande did resenble the
Krem in.

The whole of it was surrounded by a thirty-foot wall. Donmed buil di ngs showed their tops above it.
The wal | ed area seenmed to be about as big as the rest of the city.

The jutting lip of a huge cliff above it, hid the Kremin |like palace fromthe air. Only the

placid village was apparent. One-ear, who |led the parade, strode directly to big double gates in the
center of one wall. He pounded on the massive portals and a peephol e was opened. Then the gates
swung Wi de. The prisoners were thrust inside.

"The gray-haired gink to the throne room" One-ear directed. "The dictator will take himto the
master.”

A runty thug led L. Pennfield Stunpp to the right. Qher thugs prodded Renny and Long Tominto a
street that led to the left. The passageway was inch-deep in dust. Sone of the buildings that faced
it were of adobe. Others were of masonry so old it showed great cracks. But it was substantial.
Apparently the crimnals had not taken over all the old Inca pal ace grounds. Many of the

bui | di ngs were enpty, obviously had been abandoned for centuries and never reoccupied. In the street
bet ween outer walls and buildings, the gloomof |ate afternoon was oppressive. Presently they cane
to an extrenely substantial building of solid masonry. The windows in the structure were tiny,
scarcely a foot square each. Small as they were, they were heavily barred; triple sets of inch-thick
bars set into the masonry itself.

Suddenly Renny gasped. "Holy cowl" he boormed. "Doc!"

Long Tomtw sted quickly. He was just intime to get a fleeting glinpse of Doc Savage’'s face

behi nd one barred w ndow. The bronze man did not get a chance to speak. But Long Tom could see his



face. It was seldomthat the bronze man displayed enotion. But Long Tom now gai ned the clear
i mpression that Doc was upset and worri ed.
That portended odds agai nst them of an unusual proportion.

ONE- EAR ground out an oath at Renny’s recognition of Doc. He shoved his prisoners brutally into a
vaul ted opening in the building; ordered his thugs to prod themtoward a cell block that was
constructed entirely of masonry.

"Seein’ the bronze guy ain’'t goin’ to do you any good," One-ear runbled. "You guys is both goin’
to | ose your heads before the night is over."

Nei t her Long Tom nor Renny replied. Their concern at the nonment was not their respective heads.
What really frightened the two adventurers was the fact that Doc Savage's plight mght nmean that the
headl ess horror would not be stopped at all.

When they inspected the cell into which they were thrown, their concern on that subject increased
consi derably. The door, they noticed as it swung cl osed, was of an anmazing construction. Two outer
sections were of some hard wood, each nore than two inches thick. Sandwi ched in the mddle, and

bol ted through, was another two-inch section of sone flinty stone! The walls were of solid masonry.
Judgi ng fromthe depth of the window, the walls were nore than three feet thick.

This inspection was interrupted suddenly by a persistent tapping sound. Long Tomdid not get it

at first. Then he recogni zed Morse code. Doc was signaling his two aids.

"How di d you get here?" Doc’s tapping inquired. "Tell nme everything you can."

Long Tom t apped back the conplete story of their capture and of the trip to San Roble. He
described the danger in which L. Pennfield Stunpp had been thrown and told about the confusion and
haste at the airport.

"Wonder what that was all about?" Long Tom queried. He didn't think Doc could know, but it was
instinctive for himto ask questions of the bronze nman.

"That," Doc shot right back at him "is undoubtedly caused by the fact that Monk and Ham are

about due in the big transport. Some ruse is probably being concocted to induce themto |land at the
airport."

The tapping conversation was interrupted at that moment by a weird thunmp of nusic out in the
street between the palace wall and the buildings. Renny was peering out of the barred w ndow.

"Holy cow " he suddenly exploded. "It ain't real. It can't be!"

Long Tomleft the wall and raced to the w ndow besi de Renny. What he saw sent shivers up and down
his spine. He shut his eyes; blinked them But the things were still there when he opened them

agai n.

A colum of headl ess nmen, four abreast, marched down the dust-filled street! They marched

mechani cally, |like automatons, in step with the weird nusic that seened to come from nowhere at all.

From the angl e of the wi ndow, Renny and Long Tom coul d see the massive gates of the pal ace sw ng
open.

Mpj estically, in nechanically perfect unison, the | egion of the headl ess nen swng out into the
dinmming twilight of the capital of San Roble! That was the way to the airport.

Chapter XIV. THE FRI GHTENED DI CTATOR

MONK was at the controls of Doc's big transport. He had undergone a tough session at the controls
and Ham was enjoying his disconfiture. The area of canyons and flat desert had tossed the big pl ane
up and down |ike a wi nd-bl own chip.

Then there had conme the heat of the desert. Now, the rocky, nountainous contour of the terrain

bel ow them repeated the tricks of conflicting currents of air. The big transport reacted even nore
than a smaller ship |like Doc’s speed plane woul d have. Monk fought with the controls.

Monk yelled at Ham "Keep a | ookout. You might be able to see sonething of Doc. We ought to be

al nost there."

Ham resumed a survey of the terrain with a powerful pair of binoculars. Suddenly he yelled with
satisfaction.

"For once you're right! There's Doc’s plane down bel ow. "

He handed Monk the binocul ars. Mnk squinted through themfor a nonment and handed them back.
"Yep," he agreed. "Those are Doc’s markings all right. Down we go."

Al they could see was a snall plane that bore the proper narkings resting on a broad expanse of
sand. Near it was what |looked like a little village. Not a prepossessing sight. Certainly nothing
that | ooked as though it had hid disaster. The overhanging cliff hid the Kremin |ike pal ace.

Monk tool ed the big ship down for a landing. Little gusts of sand told hi mwhich way the wi nd was
bl owi ng. Once having satisfied hinself that the plane he had seen was Doc’s, Mnk paid no nore
attention to it. He bent his entire concentration on the not-too-easy job of nmeking a good | andi ng
in what mght well prove to be |oose, drifted sand. Ham too, was pretty nmuch occupied with the

| andi ng. He | ooked back into the cabin to see if the two pets were safe.

Chemistry was curled up in a seat with Habeas Corpus asleep in his lap. In a rack directly over

t he nonkey’'s head was a cani ster of explosive superfirer shells. The can had cone |oose fromits
nmoorings and was teetering precariously on the edge of the rack.



Ham |l et out a startled yelp and raced back to rescue shells, pig and nonkey. And probably the
plane as well, if the explosive shells had fallen hard enough

Nei t her Monk nor Ham noticed the deception of the dummy plane until it was nuch too |ate

Qut si de, a machi ne gun cut |oose. Explosive shells poured into the transport’s gas tanks. The tanks
let go with a great big whoosh. Ham t hought Mnk had crashed. Wth a yell of inprecation, Ham
grabbed the two ani mal s and what equi prent he could carry and di ved out of an energency exit in the
fusel age

Monk cl anbered down fromthe pilot’s conpartnent, whipping out his superfirer as he did

"Why you danged nurderous pirates!" Mnk bellowed. "I'Il take every one of you into canp."

But things were noving too rapidly to give Monk a chance. The killers had fired the plane to
create a good anpunt of confusion. They did not underestimate the fighting abilities of these two
ai ds of Doc Savage

Ham was junped on the instant he hit the sand. He | anded in a sprawl ing position anyway. Three
runty thugs | anded on him sw ngi ng bludgeons as they did. Half groggy, Ham was quickly bound with
stout henp ropes

Monk |l et loose with one barrage of nercy bullets. But he couldn’'t see anything to shoot at. The
flames and snoke of the burning gasoline blinded himand he was just shooting in the hope that
sonething would get in the way. The wing tank on the farther side of the ship exploded then and Mnk
had to junp quickly back fromthe plane before the nearer wing tank let go

Monk junped right into nore trouble than he had encountered in quite sone tinme. The first of the
trouble was a long tube of leather filled with lead. In nore civilized climes, it would have been
called a bl ackjack. Mnk joined Hamin no time at all

"You danged shyster!" Mnk grunted as he fought off unconsciousness. "Wy didn't you | ook nore

cl osely through those binocul ars?" Mnk now coul d see the dummy pl ane that had been made to | ook
l'i ke Doc’s

"And Jeepers!" Mnk npaned. "Look at that! The things nust have followed us."

The weird nmusic that seemed to cone fromnowhere filled the air. Marching four abreast, the

| egion of headl ess nmen filed across the airport field and came to a halt around Monk and Ham The
two nmen were between two files of the nonsters

Beyond them Monk saw Chemistry and Habeas, obviously baffled. The pets didn't realize the
significance of the headl ess nen. They started to try to come through the file to reach their
nasters.

"Keep away fromthese guys!" Mnk called out in Mayan. Chenistry and Habeas di sappeared

The ever-present One-ear nmde hinself known then. The thug was assuming the role of mmjor-donpo of
the headl ess |l egion. He smrked and said, partly for the benefit of the dozen or so ugly thugs who
al so | ooked on, "You guys are going to have a special cerenony."

"Huh?" Monk said. "lce cream and everythi ng?"

Monk wasn't going to let it get his goat if he could help it. One-ear ignored his sally.

"Doc Savage's aids are going to be disposed of in pairs," he explained. "For instance, you and
this skinny dude will nake a very interesting pair of headl ess corpses. The natives will be nuch

i mpressed. "

The assenbl ed thugs snickered. But there was an awesonme note in their snickering. Mdst of them
must have been wondering if there was any chance of their falling out with the master of the

headl ess death

The weird nmusic started up again and the headl ess col um noved toward the city. Mnk and Ham
moved with it

MONK and Ham were not taken directly to the cell block. As they were narched into the walled

pal ace, a harsh gong began to bang. Frightened-1ooking Indians crept toward the Kremin |ike

encl osure. Apparently it was the hour for some sort of worship. |Indians ahead of the |egion of

headl ess nen slid into the wall ed pal ace, casting fearful glances behind them

It was alnost entirely dark by this tine. Headless nen at the front of the columm carried open
torches that guttered redly in the night. The flaring torches and the weird nusic that nust have
cone from sonme sort of hidden sound magnifiers conbined to create a spectacle nore weird than Mnk
or Ham desired to endure

The headl ess colum marched to the right of the doubl e-gated entrance. They passed no prisons on
this march. The buil dings | ooked as though they were occupied on this side of the gates

Presently, Mnk and Ham saw the broad steps of what had once been an Inca tenple. Half-clad

Indi ans were prostrated on either side of the path taken by the headl ess | egion. The living torsos
marched in weird unison up the steps and into the vaulted hall in the center of the tenple. Many
torches guttered there. The hall was divided into two sections

The |l argest was the great pit, where apparently the worshi pers gathered. The |egion of the

headl ess separated in that part of the hall and lined against the walls. As they did, the terrified
Indians crept in and prostrated thensel ves upon the nasonry floor. They all faced the other part of
the tenple. This was a raised dais, backed by a sacrificial altar. Beside that were three figures of
great dissimlarity.



One of themwas obviously the dictator. He was a tall man. He was nmade up to suit the occasion
Stripes and odd designs were painted on his features. He wore only a loincloth of some peculiar fur
Behind the dictator was the figure that nade Monk gasp. It was a trenendous idol squatting like
sone great gilded Buddha. One difference was that the hands were clenched in an attitude of threat
rather than draped in the lap. The other difference was that the idol had no head

Monk nuttered, "That thing | ooks newer than the rest of the junk in this joss house. | don't know
what to think."

Then Monk al nost junped. He saw then for the first time the other figure on the sacrificial altar
dais. It was Lynda Ladore! The glanour girl’s red tresses glinted with a weird beauty in the Iight

of the guttering torches. Her anmethyst eyes | ooked green in the flickering red illum nation. The
girl was tense. Her enotions seened to be stirred by sone powerful stinulus
What enotion the girl was expressing, Mnk could not tell. Her expression was one difficult to

anal yze. Lynda | ooked down upon the bound figures of Monk and Ham wi t hout once blinking her

green- appeari ng eyes

A subtle chant fromthe dictator forestalled any further discussion. The dictator raised his

hands skyward. Then he pointed to the headless idol. A response fromthe native popul ation cane as a
pent -up outburst of fear

"He's just asked themif they'd lay down their lives for the headl ess god!" One-ear took the
trouble to i nform Monk and Ham One-ear apparently had been down here often enough to learn the

| anguage. There was one peculiar thing Ham noticed about the dictator. He seenmed afraid; seened to
have a horror that he wouldn't do his job right

Soret hi ng that sounded |ike "Ayah! Ayah! Ayah!" burst fromthe assenbled throats. Neither Mnk

nor Ham needed to be infornmed that the enthusiastic answer was an affirmative. The dictator nade
what seened to be an announcenent. Then he turned his back in signal that the session was over. It
seened to Hamthat his shoulders drooped just a little.

One-ear prodded Monk and Haminto notion. They headed back toward the gate

"Bi g-shot just told themthere' |l be a sacrifice at midnight,"” One-ear said. "W brought you in

so the boys and girls can | ook you over. You're on the bill of fare for tonorrow night."

Monk gul ped and wondered if he’d | ook any worse w thout a head than Ham woul d. Neither of them
said anything. There didn’t seemto be anything to say. Monk was nearly noved to resune their norma
status when he noticed the one piece of equi prent Ham had managed to sal vage from Doc’s plane. It
was Hami s sword-cane. But even that didn't seemto raise Mnk's spirits enough to kid Ham about it
One-ear shoved them al ong past the gate and to the big pile of nasonry that was the dungeon

Nei t her Monk nor Ham happened to gl ance at the wi ndow of the cell that held the bronze nman. Neither
did they see Long Tomnor Renny. It was quite dark, now and it woul d have taken unusual vision for
anyone in the prison to recognize Monk and Ham

Their very silence woul d have convi nced anyone who knew themthat the prisoners were sone other
pair. The interior of the vast masonry building was gl oony dark. Only scattered torches showed down
the long cell block. A huge Indian nmet themas they entered. One-ear snarled at him

"You stay on the job, Tongue less,"” he rasped. "You wasn't here when | brought the others in

Keep a good eye on these guys, or you'll |ose your head."

The massi ve | ndian nodded silently. Apparently he understood English. He opened his mouth in a

sort of toothless grin. The light of a torch happened to be just right at the nonent. Mnk coul d see
that the man’s tongue had been cut out at the roots. Apparently it had been done | ong ago
"Crimny!" Mnk gulped. "I bet none of this gang did that. They wouldn’t trust himas a guard if
they had."

"Shut up and get in your cell," One-ear grow ed. "Wanpum here don't |ike nobody to tal k about

that tongue. He's liable to carve you if you get fresh."

The cell into which Monk and Ham were thrown was just |ike any of the others. Either One-ear

forgot to renove the ropes that bound them or he didn't think their confort was a matter of
importance. At any rate, they were not only incarcerated in a cubicle of solid masonry. They were
al so bound

"Ugh!" Monk commented. "Me no like Indian."

Ham stared at the wall for a nmonent. "I wonder what nade that dictator | ook so scared," he
queried. "There’'s sonething danged phony about this set-up."
“"I'f I was himl'd be scared of this Indian that’'s guarding the cell block," Mnk nuttered. "I bet

the dictator’s the guy who cut his tongue out."

A scraping noise at the door interrupted Monk. The sound was distinctly that of a key
surreptitiously turning in the lock. A nonentary wave of hope swept over the hairy chenmist. Then he
groaned anew.

The i mrense | ndian cell guard did not present a pleasant sight. The huge body slipped quickly
inside the door and closed it behind him |n one huge hand gl eaned a curved knife nore than a foot
in length.

Bot h Monk and Ham were still bound tightly. Slowy, the figure advanced, knife extended toward

the hairy chem st



Chapter XV. THOUGHTS OF THE HEADLESS

HAM di d one of those instinctive things he tried hard to live down later. The | awyer would have
died rather than admt he hurled hinmself into the path of a descending knife to prevent that knife
from sl ashi ng Monk.

Ham s hands were tied. But his head was pretty hard. He dived skull forenpst into the big

Indian’s mdriff.

"Get away fromthat human ape, you imitation Siwash!" Ham shouted. The midriff he struck was

about as hard as a section of boiler plate.

In that instant, Mnk noticed the odd, gold-flaked eyes of the huge Indian. The eyes stirred in
tiny whirlpools of action. There was only one pair of eyes like those in the world. Mnk’s big nmouth
opened as if he had seen a ghost.

"Doc!" he blurted. Then the bronze man’s hand cl apped across his nouth.

"Be quiet," Doc Savage warned them "There are nmany thugs out there. They believe | amthe |ndian
guard. "

Doc used the Indian’s knife to cut their bonds. He told them he had overcone the big Indian when
the tongue | ess one had conme into his cell for a routine check-up of prisoners. A quick
transformation, frommaterials Doc carried in his equi pment vest, disguised himas the big prison
guard.

Monk rubbed his wists to restore circulation. He felt nuch better. For that matter, Mnk felt

al rost normal again.

Doc asked his aids to tell himeverything that had happened to them The pair told of the fake

pl ane, the fight at the airport and the queer scene in the tenple. Ham spoke of the frightened
natives and the apparent terror of the dictator.

"It is quite understandable," Doc suggested. "These crimnals undoubtedly have convinced the
dictator that not only he, but his people as well, will fall victimto the headl ess death unless
their demands are carried out."

"Maybe they got himbelievin' in that headl ess god, too," Mnk offered.

"That is possible," agreed the bronze man. "But, at any rate, they have whi pped the natives into
a fear born loyalty for purposes of defense."

"How d’ you nean that, Doc?" Ham inquired.

"They are obviously planning to transfer huge suns of noney to the credit of San Robl e through
extortion plots," Doc explained. "It would take sonme tine for diplomatic channels to set machinery
in operation to crack down on the Republic, even if the authorities could prove the San Robl e
government guilty. Renenber there is a Latin nation problemfor the Col ossus of the North, which
many little nations still consider the United States."

Ham didn’'t have to be told about that. The amazing situation of the Mexican oil expropriations
was too fresh in the mnds of everyone who could read. Uncle Sam was being very careful in his
encour agenent of Pan-Anerican felicity. That was what nade the San Roble set-up such a cinch for a
smart band of crooks.

"If the outside world did decide to enter San Roble," Doc continued, "these natives are whi pped

up to a point where they would sell their lives to keep out the invader. That would give the crooks
a chance to get away with their treasure and set up the headquarters of the headl ess death sone

pl ace el se. Here the headl ess sacrifices are used in part to keep the superstitious fear-worship
whi pped up to the nmaxi num*"

"Jehoshaphat!" Mnk blurted. The talk of sacrifices rem nded himof the words of One-ear.

"There's an inportant sacrifice of two guys set for mdnight," he noaned. "It ain't us, because
One-ear said we was on the nmenu for tonorrow. Wo d you think it is?"

Monk did not know that Long Tom and Renny were in the city of the headless. Doc told him

"Cee whillikers!"™ Monk said. "W just gotta do sonething, Doc."

Doc Savage spoke in a |low voice for several minutes. Then he slipped quietly out of the cell

door. Arned thugs could be seen pacing up and down in the cell block corridor. They woul d expect to
see the big Indian now and then. Cell inspection should not take too much tine.

Monk heard what sounded |ike One-ear’s voice calling fromthe rear of the prison. It was just a
guess. But Monk guessed Doc was using ventril oqui sm

AN at nosphere of unrest pervaded El Grande that night. Wthin the walls of the great pal ace ugly,
runty thugs whispered in huddl ed groups. The crooks were nervous. Those who had wat ches kept | ooking
at them There was a tenseness, a horror, in the air that seened to unnerve even the hardest of the
crimnals.

One of themnmuttered, "I'Il never get used to these things. Sonetimes | wish |'d never even

busted out of Sing Sing."

G her sentinments in varying degrees of agreement were expressed by those around him

Qutside of the Kremin like walls, the terror was considerably nore pronounced. The peaceful

Indians of El Grande were no willing participants in the horror of the headl ess death. As far as
they were concerned, an evil god had fastened hinself upon their backs and they nust do his bidding.
The Indians crouched around little fires before their poor adobe huts. They had no watches. But



the sliver of a noon would tell them when the hour of m dnight approached. Then they would file
silently and filled with terror into the sacrificial tenple

A buzz of hushed conversati on droned above the groups of Indians. Then a wave of silence spread
over the half mile of flimsy huts. It was the kind of wave of silence that follows a prison guard
through a crowded exercise court

It was the sight of a prison guard that caused this wave of silence. A huge figure stal ked

t hrough the expanse of nud huts. No one called to him It was well known that the giant cell-block
guard had no tongue. It was known that his tongue had been cut out for telling lies that cost the
deat hs of many of his people. That had been | ong ago. The big man had been i nprisoned

Tongues wagged about that as the big Indian strode by. They wagged about the fact that the

present dictator had rel eased the tongue |l ess one and installed himin a place of trust. That was
one thing the sinple savages coul d not understand

The huge guard was pushing a large cart before him It was the sort of cart three nmen woul d have
ordinarily been sunmmoned to propel. It was nornally used to bring supplies fromthe airport to the
pal ace. Some supplies had conme in that day along with the prisoners. Al El G ande knew that was
true.

The big Indian paused briefly at the gates of the palace. He was quickly identified and admtted
Smoot hly, with no display of exertion, he trundled his cart down the dust-filled street to the
prison. Activity was beginning to be noticeable in the dimstreets of the palace by that tine.

Weird nmusic began to fill the air again. It was the sane eerie marching tenpo that had
acconpani ed the headl ess legion in the early evening

A thug, |eaning against the wall of the prison, muttered. "Them damm things still get ne. | can
hardly stand to | ook at them"

"Well, shut your eyes then," the harsh voice of One-ear rasped him "Shut your eyes if you want

to. But get goin ."

Then One-ear saw the tongue | ess one. "About tinme you got back with them supplies,” One-ear

grow ed. "Get inside now and keep your eyes open. You'll be alone until this thing is over."

The huge Indian grinned crookedly and pushed his cart through the wi de door of the prison

One-ear scurried down the dusty street, glancing at his watch as he ran. The watch indicated that it
was hal f-past el even

"It’s goin" to be a pleasure,"” One-ear grunted, "to see those babies |ose their heads."

THE street was dark as the headl ess | egion marched rhythmcally toward the prison. Only
infrequent torches guttered on the route. Perhaps it had been considered unnecessary to brightly
light a path for men who had no heads in which to al so have eyes

The headl ess battalion marched like a well-drilled unit. The eerie nusic that acconpani ed them
seened to direct their steps. One-ear strode at the head of the procession. |nmmediately behind him
marched hal f a dozen of his ugly thugs. Then canme the |egion of the headl ess

As the moon will make a hound dog how, so did the weird nusic of the headl ess march seemto
affect the Indians in the city outside of the palace. A mournful wailing rose into the night from
the groups huddl ed before the mud huts of El G ande

Sorme prostrated thensel ves upon the ground. Gthers noved toward the gates of the pal ace. Those
gates woul d be thrown open shortly to adnmit the natives to the sacrifice. And it was a command
performance, as far as they were concerned

Wthin the walls, the procession of the headl ess halted outside of the prison. The six thugs

behi nd One-ear pounded into the prison and went toward the cell in which Long Tom and Renny were
i ncar cer at ed
One-ear |eaned against the wall near the w ndow of the cell in which Monk and Ham had been

thrown. One-ear saw two | ate-conmers line up at the rear of the colum of the headl ess nen. He didn't
think much about it. It was difficult to keep track of all those nonstrosities in the gloomof torch
I'i ght.

One-ear concentrated his attention and his spleen on the two aids of Doc whom he thought to be

far too flip. One-ear had devel oped a particul ar grudge agai nst Monk. He glared through the prison
bars at the apelike face inside the cell

"You | ook nore like a danged gorilla every time | see you," One-ear grated. "It ain't goin' to be
hardly any hardship at all for you to | ose that pan."
"You' re no bargain yourself, you |opsided water pitcher!" the shrill tones of Mnk informed him

One-ear cursed at this reference to his aural appendage and turned toward the door of the prison
The six thugs energed then, shoving Renny and Long Tom before them Both nen were bound stoutly

Al'l eyes were upon the prisoners at that nonent. No one noticed a slight comoption at the end of
the line between the two headl ess nen who had just joined the procession. The heavier of the two
reached out with a foot and ki cked the skinny one in the shins

A faint noise came fromthe heavy one. It was a sort of a gurgle. It sounded |like sone perfectly
sound man trying to restrain hinself froman outburst of anger

The fact that these two "headl ess" men were somewhat taller than the rest, mght have given an
observant watcher some cause for concern. Their actions certainly woul d have. Ham and Monk had been



made up carefully to play their parts anong the headl ess | egion. Part of that role, of course
called for a conplete lack of speech. That was difficult, to say the least, for Mnk

The two had | ong ago begun experinments in mental telepathy. In fact, they had becone quite
proficient about it. Ham had just been describing to Mnk in thought projection, what a m serable
speci men the chenmist really was. Haminplied that Mnk | ooked much better without a head than he had
bef ore

"Even One-ear can't tell you fromthe nonkey," Ham thought at him "No wonder the girls all give
you the go-by and pick ne instead."

Monk ki cked Hamin the shins again. "I'mgoin’ to crown that danged Chenmistry," he thought-waved

to Ham "It was a bumidea of Doc’s to bring himinto that cell to fool One-ear."

Doc Savage, disguised as the tongue |less Indian, had | ocated Habeas Corpus and Chemistry on the
edge of the village and had brought theminto the prison in the supply cart. The idea of having the
ape doubl e for Mnk had pl eased Ham greatly.

"You’' ve never been of any use yourself," he thought at the chemi st now. "You ought to be glad to

| ook enough |ike Chemistry to fool people."

Monk began to expound tel epathetically and at great length on the subject of shyster |awers, him
in particular, and how he was going to personally subdivide Brigadi er General Theodore Marley Brooks
when they got out of this particular jam

The gurgling sound of suppressed rage cane from Monk then. Ham had to dodge in and out of other
headl ess marchers to escape the |ong, powerful arns of his conpanion

After a nmental oration of several mnutes’ duration, Mnk discovered that Ham had nmerely cl osed

his mnd to telepath tic reception

Chapter XVI. DOC MARKED FOR DEATH

ONE sharp word ripped into the air at that nonment. The sound made One-ear and his thugs | ook at

the outer wall, fromwhere the sound seened to have cone. The word was unintelligible to them That
was because it was in Mayan

The word had an i mediately quieting effect on the two unruly headl ess men. They i nmedi ately got
back into line in the procession

"Doc’s right," Monk thought to Ham "This is no tine for horseplay."

The two nen could see through their ingeniously devised disguises. Doc had made the things with
materials he had been able to | ocate while assuming the role of the tongue less Indian cell guard
Doc had found only one drawback in assuming the cell guard s role. Being tongue |ess, the big Indian
coul d not ask any questions

The trip to the tenple was nmuch |like the previous visit that Monk and Ham had made. The main
difference was that on this occasion, Renny and Long Tom were the prisoners

Inside the tenple itself, sonme things were changed. The Indians were there in great nunbers. They
filled the great pit of the tenple, nost of themprostrate on the earthen floor. On the dais of the
altar, there stood at first only three figures. One of themwas the tall formof the dictator

Anot her was Lynda Ladore. The third figure was an ancient Indian. He chanted a weird tunel ess dirge
to the people below him The dictator hinself made no sounds. Apparently the sacrificial ritua
called for the pagan priest to chant and do all the talking

The | egion of the headl ess marched straight up onto the raised platform The altar had been

dragged forward since the early part of the evening. The two prisoners were prodded to a spot near
the altar. Then the headl ess | egion ranged itself around the dais |like a guard of honor

Monk and Ham nanaged to get in a spot not too far fromthe dictator. They had their instructions
from Doc Savage. Just as the sacrifice was about to be consummated, Mynk and Ham were to dive into
the dictator. The bronze man had concl uded that the dictator woul d have to be the one to performthe
sacrifice in order to inpress his people

Doc intended to be present. He had told his two aids that he m ght |earn who and what was behi nd
the force of the headless death if he could mnutely watch the preparations for the execution and
the attenpt to performit.

Doc’s plan was a bold one. There was great danger attending it. But there did not seemto be any
other way of solving the nystery of the headl ess death. So far, the bronze man had not been able to
devi se any defense against the terrible death

Ham noticed one difference since their last trip to the tenple. He called Mnk’s attention to

that one thing, and both of them watched. For some reason, the dictator seemed no | onger afraid
There was no stoop to his shoul ders now. They were squared and thrown back

The dictator’s noverments were swift and decisive this tinme. There was an arrogant, menaci ng
assurance to all of his novenents. Once he stepped over to Lynda Ladore. The glanour girl was
confortably reclining in a huge throne like chair which had been covered with a variety of anima
skins and furs. Lynda's anethyst eyes narrowed when the dictator whispered to her. Her face grew
hard as she nodded in assent to whatever the dictator had suggested

The chanting priest at one corner of the dais suddenly raised his voice to a high pitch. He swung
one armtoward big-fisted Renny and i ntoned sone sort of a pronouncenent to the crowd. Instantly, an
el ectric, pul se-quickening sense of horror filled the ancient tenple of the Incas. Many of the



I ndi ans npaned al oud, pressed their faces into the hard-packed dirt of the floor

Two of the headless legion, as if at sonme unspoken command, stepped forward and prodded Renny
toward the old altar. Renny, it became obvious, was to be the first sacrifice to the god of the
headl ess

Monk and Ham wat ched every nove nade by the dictator. The hairy chem st let his gaze stray for a
moment to the crowd in the tenple. He could see no sign of Doc Savage. Monk knew Doc woul d probably
cone wel |l disguised. But he would have felt better had he been able to find sone indication that the
bronze man was there. Monk knew the sacrificial ritual was coming to its conclusion

Suddenl y Ham began showi ng signs of great excitenent. He bonbarded Monk’s brain with tel epathic
wor ds of discovery. Mnk followed Hamis thoughts. Then he, too, saw the object which had stirred
Ham s enotions

As the two headl ess assistants tied Renny firmly to the altar, the dictator backed slowy toward
a great table. On the table lay a peculiar-I|ooking device. Froma distance, undoubtedly fromthe
vant age point of the Indians in the pit, it looked |like a stone nmace

But Monk and Ham coul d see a nodern construction beneath that apparent stone exterior. Chrone
fittings gleanmed faintly. And, attached to the end of the thing, was a snakelike cable, the type
used to carry trenmendous voltage to high-tension |lines

"W won’t just jostle that bird," Mnk thought to Ham "Wen we take him we'll do it good. And
we' Il grab that thing."

Bi g-fisted Renny watched the dictator step slowy toward him bearing the huge stone nace

"Holy cowl" he nmuttered. "That thing' s big enough to bash a guy's head off!"

MONK and Ham went into action then. There was a gasp fromthe natives as the two apparently

headl ess forns plunged at the dictator. By arrangenent, Ham dived at the stone nmace and began to
wench it fromthe grasp of the dictator. Monk |l et |oose a how that scared nost of the Indians nore
than the headl ess death itself. He plowed into the dictator

The hairy chemi st let |Ioose his battle cry and began banging away with fists that distinctly did

not do the dictator any good

Ham got the nace like contrivance and headed across the platformwith it. Renny’s big voice began
boom ng encouragenent and defiance. He was still bound to the altar. But he managed to kick out with
his feet and trip two thugs who rushed to the aid of the dictator. Long Tom tied tightly, but still
standi ng, | owered his head and began butting his cranium agai nst thugs

Then a cry went up fromthe thugs. "lIt's Doc Savage! They got Doc! He's goin’ to be the first
sacrifice!"

That cry made Monk whirl around. Long Tom and Renny paused in their struggles. Even Ham racing

away with the mace |ike object he had taken fromthe dictator, paused to see what had occurred
Instantly, bodies struck Ham from behind, |ike football tacklers bringing down the nman with the
bal I .

Doc Savage was in the tenple. He was tightly bound. Doc’s face bled fromhalf a dozen cuts. A

tight gag in his mouth prevented himfrom speaking. Hi s clothing was ripped into shreds. Mnk | et
out a nmoan of despair. They had, he felt sure, shot their main bolt and failed to acconplish

anyt hi ng.

Doc was shoved to the dais by thugs who jabbed black automatics into his ribs. Gher killers had
retrieved the mace from Ham and had restored it to the dictator. Suddenly a gravel |ike voice
guttered instructions into the crowd.

"Place the bronze nman on the altar," the voice grated. "I have inmediate plans for Doc Savage."

A smal| door opened at one side of the platformand a robed and nasked figure stepped into the
tenple. The figure was the same one who had | ed the attack on Doc Savage's office; the same one who
had trapped Renny and Long Tomin the office of Snedl ey Wrthington Watson

Now, they imediately |earned, he was also the master brain in the horror of the headl ess deaths
The man was difficult to describe. The flow ng cape |like robe that he wore, hid his body—wade it

i npossi bl e to guess whether he was stout, thin or husky. The bl ack hat was pulled well down over
eyes that were al so covered by a dom no mask

"Bring me steel bands," the voice grated. "We will first secure the bronze man. Then instructions
will be issued."

The pl atform door opened again and a runty thug rushed in, carrying things that |ooked |ike

barrel hoops. Wen he cane closer, it could be seen that they were curved steel bands about an inch
wi de. The masked | eader sprung open one of the bands. He shoved one end under Doc’s back, brought it
around his body and pressed the two ends together. The effect was to force Doc’s arnms tight to his
body in a solid steel grip

The masked one directed two thugs to press against the band to hold it in position. Then he took
fromhis cape an object that | ooked not unlike an ordinary fountain pen. He pointed the object at
the two ends of the steel band, which were pressed into each other

The steel quickly glowed red. The red changed to white. Then, wi th unbelievabl e speed, the bands
wel ded together! Even stranger was the extrene localization of the operation. Apart fromthe mnute
section of the bands actually fused together, the netal did not seemto take on any heat



The masked man encircled Doc’s body with five steel bands in all. Then he sneered at the bronze
man.

"You thought you were clever, in your instructions to these two clowns!" he snarled. He pointed

to Monk and Ham who had been shorn of their headl ess disguises. The masked | eader was obviously
enjoying his success in making themlook silly. He gave vent to an ugly, cackling |augh.

"These buildings are lighted only by the crudest of torches, bronze nan," he snarled. "That is ny
wi sh. But every cell in the prison is equipped with both a m crophone and a tel evision pick-up
lense. | know all that goes on."

He paused a nonment to let that one sink in. Then he turned to Doc’s aids. They were all tightly
bound now. Monk and Ham were downcast. They seenmed to feel that they had failed Doc Savage. Monk
felt the cruel eyes of the master killer upon him

"It pleases me to delay this execution for a few hours,"” the gravel -voi ced one announced. "l am
going to give Monk Mayfair the opportunity to save the life of his chief. If he fails, the brilliant
Doc Savage will be the next headl ess corpse!"

Monk tensed. Sweat rolled down his honely face. There was nothing under the sun that Mnk woul d

not have done for Doc Savage. The nmaster of the headl ess death was fully cognizant of that conplete
devotion. He took advantage of it now.

"W have | earned fromour agents that Doc Savage’'s fifth aid, WIliam Harper Littlejohn, has
returned to New York," the masked one declared. "He found in your offices information |leading himto
bel i eve that you had cone to San Roble. He is even now planning to investigate."

Monent ary hope flashed into Monk’s deep-set eyes. Then he was plunged again into msery.

"You will go to the coast with two of ny men," the | eader instructed. "You will get WIIliam

Harper Littlejohn on the radi ophone. He will know your voice. You will informhimthat the San Robl e
tip was a wong one. You will also informhimthat Doc and all of his aids have gone to an ancient
Inca city believed to be in the center of Brazil in their search.”

The man paused, then:

"You will make WIliam Harper Littlejohn believe you. If a favorable report is not received here

by short-wave radio in just six hours, Doc Savage will beconme a headl ess corpse!"

MONK' S head was down as he plodded toward the airport, arned thugs on every side. There was no
way that he could be sure the killers would keep their word and spare Doc if Mnk did call Johnny
and tell himthe things he had been instructed to say.

On the other hand, there seenmed no other chance at all. At |least, sone delay would be caused.

Monk was grateful at the nonment that Doc Savage had been gagged in the tenple. Mnk was pretty sure
that had Doc been able to use his voice he woul d have forbidden Monk to follow the masked man’s
instructions.

Monk suddenly seermed to realize how hopel ess the whole thing was. He began to swear al oud. That
seened to give the thugs too nuch pleasure, so Monk switched to Mayan. He said a great nany things
in a loud tone of voice.

That seened to relieve his feelings somewhat. For Monk subsided. They strode through the city of
mud huts and out onto the airfield. A small tractor hauled the big transport to the starting line.
The nmotors were warmng up. It was only an hour’s flight to the seacoast.

Suddenly Monk went berserk.

"Hell with you guys!" he barked. "I'mgoin’ to bash a few heads in, anyway!"
Monk let out a yell. The thugs had heard that yell before. They piled on. They didn't want to
kill the honely chem st. They wanted himto be able to conplete his radi ophone call to Johnny. But

mussi ng himup was sonmething el se. The nél ée was quite a scranble. In the darkness, sone of the
thugs m ssed Monk and sl ammed each ot her.

Monk bashed quite a few of them too. But there were too many of themfor Mnk to really expect a
victory. Several of themwere panting when the two who were naking the trip hauled their prisoner to
the transport.

One of the two was Fingers. He stepped into the pilot’s cabin. They didn't worry about enough of

a guard to really control Mnk. They rem nded himof their reasons for that just as the plane took
of f.

"Renenber!" one of themwarned loudly. "Unless our own nan reports favorable w thin six hours,

Doc Savage gets the headl ess death. And if you ain’t on the plane and nice an’ peaceful com ng back,
he' Il get it anyway."

Then the plane roared into the black night. As its lights winked off into the distance, one of

the thugs turned to his conpanions.

"Let’'s go back," he grunted. "They're goin’ to kill the bronze guy anyway. He's too dangerous to
stay alive. | want to see it."

Chapter XVII. REVOLT OF THE HEADLESS

A CONFERENCE under way in an ornately furnished room adjacent to the Inca tenple seened to bear
out the statenment of the thug. Four persons attended that neeting and all agreed that the death of
Doc Savage was of paranount inportance.



"We have four good nmen guardi ng each of Savage's aids," the nmasked | eader of the crimnals
observed. "Savage hinself cannot nove a nuscle with those steel straps wel ded about his body."
The painted dictator nodded. He spoke in quite clear English and did not seemat all afraid
"The other one took off all right," he stated. "I think we have no reason to worry about the
story he will tell to the man in New York known as Johnny."

Lynda Ladore was al so a conferee in the bl oody business. Her eyes were bright with excitenment
Sonet hi ng that she wanted very nuch seenmed to be alnpbst within her grasp

"Must we kill all of the nmen?" she asked. Her voice did not reveal whether she desired an answer
in the negative or the affirmative

"No, " the nasked one decreed. "W will save Long Tom W may need his know edge of electricity."
The girl's face clouded briefly. "But why— she began

"This man is also brilliant," was the odd reply fromthe masked one

The girl subsided. She pondered for a nonent

"Then, if | help, you will—=

The masked one | aughed harshly. He | ooked at the painted dictator with what seened to be
anmusenent

"This one here seens to desire you as his mate," the master killer grated. "Partly for your

co-operation and partly because he desires you, certain requests will be granted."
The masked one | aughed in a horrible sort of way.
"Cone," he rasped. "Let us get on with our business. A few nore headl ess corpses will inprove ny

di sposition.”

As they started toward the door, the fourth menber of the conference suddenly halted. This was
One-ear, who apparently had performed his nurderous tasks sufficiently well to rate a place high in
the councils of the headl ess death. One-ear had |istened, but had of fered no suggestions
Apparently, the head thug was of value as a killer, not a thinker

One-ear held up a hand. Hi s good ear had caught a sound of running feet outside. There was a
sudden poundi ng on the door then. One-ear opened it. Fingers, the skinny pilot of the crimnals
stunbl ed into the room

"That dammed Monk guy got away fromus!" he stammered. "There was a fight at the airport just
before we took off. Somehow he had that big nonkey switch places with him W was halfway to the
coast before we found it out."

The gravel -voi ced | eader bit out an oath. "Get to the bronze man first," he snapped

But soneone el se reached Doc Savage first. The bronze man was still tied to the altar in the
tenple. In addition, the steel bands pressed against his chest. The gag was in his nmouth

Doc did not vent his strength against those bonds. But the bronze man was naking strange

convul sions with his body. He acted something like a pig that is trying to scratch its back. He
arched the center of his body upward and shook hinself |ike a dog just out of water

The killers had missed Doc’s thin equi pment vest. The garnment was nade to | ook so nmuch like his
own flesh that a mcroscopic exam nati on woul d have been necessary to detect it. Fromone tiny
pocket now a glass vial began to slide. It fell fromthe pocket and dropped to the stone altar

The i npact shattered the tiny vial. Doc rel axed then. He dropped flat on his back, then rolled on
one side. One steel band was immersed in the liquid spilled fromthe glass vial. The liquid was a
powerful acid that would eat through the nost highly tenpered steel in a matter of seconds. Doc had
used it in the past when crimnals had handcuffed hinself and his aids

At that nonment, Monk arrived. The hairy chem st knew of the steel-eating acid. In fact, he had

wor ked with Doc Savage in devel oping the conmpound. The thought of it had been one of Mnk's reasons
for adopting the plan he did. H's apparent swearing in Mayan had been really a neans of calling
Chemi stry.

The bi g nonkey had been rel eased fromthe cell block by Doc before the crooks had seized him

Cheni stry was accustonmed to obeying orders and had nore than once hel ped his masters out of tight
spots. Chenistry had cone close in the darkness of the airport. Wien Mnk started the fight there
he was able to trade places with the nonkey with very little difficulty.

Doc Savage waggl ed his head when Monk cane stunbling across the platform Half a hundred |Indians
were in the pit. They sat still, too surprised to nove. Monk whi pped out a knife and cut the gag
fromDoc’s nmouth. It was then that they heard the pounding footsteps of the generals of crinme. The
gravel -voi ced | eader was shouting orders to have Mnk apprehended

"Cut the ropes and roll me behind the altar,"” Doc told Mnk. "Then go out in front and make as
much noi se as you can."

Monk conplied. As he raced out of the tenple, he heard Doc’s voice ahead of him The bronze man
was using ventriloquismto divert searchers fromhinself until he could get free fromthe stee
bonds that held him

The first metal band that had separated gave Doc enough freedomto |ocate a second vial of the
steel solvent. Then, conplete liberty was only a matter of nonents

Doc was still crouching behind the altar when the nmenbers of the crinme conference pounded across
the platform Doc was conpletely hidden in the gloom The nasked | eader paused, grabbed the painted
dictator by one arm



"If the bronze guy does get away," he rasped, "we’'ll have to nove fast. We'll have to kill
everybody here who knows anything and nove to new headquarters."

The dictator nmerely grunted. Doc Savage's voice seemed to come again fromoutside the tenple, and
the two conspirators raced out in that direction.

Doc drifted fromthe tenple as silent as a shadow. He found another door and raced rapidly al ong
the street between the outer wall and the tenple. As he ran, he barked orders in Mayan. Mnk heard
themand quit raising a runpus in front of the tenple. Mnk drifted into the darkness and began
hunti ng Ham

Doc raced past the dungeon in which he had been inprisoned. He tore through the night to a
little-used part of the Kremin like enclosure. It was a part of the place shunned by the Indians.
The natives shuddered at the thought of it.

There was an enclosure within an enclosure there. Doc had | earned about it when he was noving
around in the guise of Wanpum the tongue | ess Indian. The place for which Doc was headed was the
barracks of the headl ess | egion!

MONK found Ham wi t hout any trouble. To get himout was sonething el se again. Al three of Doc’'s

ai ds had been returned to the prison. Each was in a separate cell and four guards stood before each
cell door.

It so happened that the cells were not together. They were separated, on different corridors.

Monk whi spered in to Ham through the wi ndow of his cell before he went into the building.

The first sign of disorder was when Ham began ki cking the inside door of his cell. The dapper

| awyer began to shriek abuse and defiance at his captors. The four thugs nuttered anong thensel ves.
Then they began to get nmad.

"Let's go in and give that fashion plate his lunps," one of them suggested.

That was the course they decided upon. Al four of themcrowded in, w th blackjacks drawn. The

door swung inward. Hamis voice kept right on screamng at themfromunder the single bunk in the
cell. The thugs | eaned over to drag the prisoner out into the open.

In that instant, dapper Ham stepped quickly from behind the door and dashed into the corridor.
Monk’ s ventriloquism which he normally used solely for the purpose of annoying Ham had proved
useful . The two slammed the door in the faces of the astounded thugs and barred it. The | ocks of the
cells were ol d-fashioned, inefficient things. They were suppl enented by heavy steel bars fitted from
t he out si de.

Toget her, Mnk and Ham | ocated the cells of Long Tom and Renny. Monk had an anesthetic gas bonb.

He used that on the first four thugs. That rel eased Long Tom The second quartet fell for an old
ruse. Using the voice of One-ear, Mnk began to yell for help. Then he threw his voice fromone
corridor to another. The thugs were all afraid of One-ear. If he needed help, they were really going
totry togive it to him

"Doc says to get near the gate, but stay out of sight," Mnk told his three conpanions.

"Holy cow" Renny runbled. "I wonder what he's up to."

DOC at that nonment was the central figure in a highly unusual drama. The bronze man stood on the
top of an adobe wall about twelve feet high. There was quite an assenbl age within the encl osure nade
by the wall. There were a hundred or so figures in there, none of which had a head.

"You may consider me an eneny," Doc Savage told them "But | think you will believe me if | tell
you sonething is true."

There was silence fromwi thin the courtyard. The headl ess men gave no indication of whether they
bel i eved or not. Doc Savage apparently had not expected one. He continued.

"Your chief has just decreed that everyone who knows anything that woul d endanger his plans nust
die if | get away. That nmeans that he will not protect you if there is a pinch."

Doc paused.

"This is true," he said in a queerly conpelling tone. "And who, nore than you of the headl ess

| egi on, knows enough to turn his canpaign of terror upside down!"

There came a |low nuttering fromthe courtyard. The headl ess men began to speak! One of them

j unmped upon a stone bench.

"I told a lot of you guys this bird would run out on us," he shouted. "I think he's a phony all
the way through. We know part of his racket is a phony."

Voi ces well ed up fromthe encl osure.

"Let’s get the guy!" one headl ess man shout ed.

Then it becane a nmob scene. Doc tried vainly to stop it. He shouted that they woul d probably be
killed if they made the attenpt to rush the tenple. The nen ignored him Such is the fever of a nobb
aroused. They stopped thinking; nmerely acted on an overpowering nass desire for vengeance.

One of them whi pped open the gate to the enclosure. Then the |egion of the headl ess plunged madly
down the street in the direction of the tenple.

MONK, Ham Long Tom and Renny were just |eaving the prison as the headl ess | egion roared past.
Monk cane to an anmzed halt and rubbed his eyes. The headl ess nen were shouting epithets and



threatening to kill the master m nd behind the headl ess death.

Monk gat hered that they didn't know who it was. Mst of them seened to suspect Norgrud Watts.
They called himthat "little professor we seen around." That was the term One-ear had used in the
pl ane carrying Long Tom and Renny.

Listening to that, Mnk al nost got adjusted to the fact that the headl ess men coul d speak. Then
one fellow, running just in front of him cursed.

"To hell with this thing!" the fellow rasped.

The running man reached up and took off his neck as if it were a hat! Then the secret was out.
The headl ess | egi on consi sted of short men who were made up nuch as Monk and Ham had been!

"Holy cow," runbled Renny. "Now | see why they hired so nmany little guys. They still weren't too
tall when they nade themup to |l ook |ike guys w thout any heads."

Doc Savage raced up to them at that nonent.

"W must try to save those nen," Doc announced. "Cone. Toward the tenple."

Doc and his four aids raced along in the wake of the headl ess men. Near the big gates, the bronze
man paused besi de what | ooked |ike an abandoned packi ng box. He stooped over it and lifted several
| arge nunbered boxes. He handed one to Long Tom The electrical expert took it in both of his hands
and its wei ght nearly bent hi mdouble.

"l rescued some of the equipnent fromour transport when | was wal king around as Wanpum " Doc
expl ained. "The thugs had pulled it out of the plane, but they didn't know what it was."

Long Tom began to get excited. It seened that he knew what the objects were.

"We will try it," Doc stated sinply. "I do not know whether it will work. But we nust try to save
some lives."

THE five nen haul ed the equi pnent boxes to a spot near the tenple. The headl ess nen were stormng
the steps of the tenple now. Sone of them had renpved their disguises and stood forth as what they
real ly were; undersized killers in a clever disguise.

The painted face of the dictator could be seen on the steps of the tenple. The painted features
were twisted into a frenzied snarl of hate. The dictator carried the thing that |ooked like a big
stone mace. Then there was the odd snmell of ozone in the air, and one of the faked headl ess nen
turned into a real headl ess corpse.

Long Tom and Doc worked with their equi pnment boxes. No one paid themany attention. The headl ess

| egion was too busy in an attenpt to stormthe tenple. And the dictator was too absorbed in making
headl ess corpses out of nen who really had their sky pieces.

Apparently, the dictator could only renove one head at a tine with the instrument he carried.
"Whillikers!" Monk grunted. "If someone could sneak up behind himwhile he's using that thing—
Someone tried it. A gun blasted, and that assaulter died a death by | ead. Doc and Long Tom had a
conplicated array of instrunents working now. There was a mighty buzzing and a crackling. Lurid blue
flanes shot up into the air fromthe bronze nman’s equi pnent boxes.

"What' s the gadget?" Monk asked the bronze man.

"Works on the principle of static interference,” Doc told him "If it is sufficiently powerful,

it will interfere with the current used in the death machine, and nullify it."

The painted dictator began to screamw th rage. One of the recently headl ess men plunged up the
steps. The dictator pointed the mace like instrunent at him

Not hi ng happened.

Doc’s interfering current was working! It |ooked as if the bronze man had won. But the battle was
a long way fromover. The dictator screaned orders and instructions. Another gun blazed from behind
him The attacker, whose head had been saved, |ost an eye. A bullet went through it.

Then anot her object appeared. Three thugs were hauling on it. Renny gasped.

"Holy cow " he burst out. "That |ooks |like the gadget they tried to burn the office up with!"

Doc Savage's voice was calm "The static interferer was sufficient to cope with their earlier and
sinpl er death nachine," he said, "but | doubt whether it will do for this one."

Doc was right. The interferer did no good. The hunm ng sound of the new death machi ne was | ouder.
The snell of ozone was stronger. The heat was terrific!

This one did not lop off heads. It burned nmen to a crisp in their tracks. The headl ess | egi on was
a lost one right then. Many tried to flee. They coul d not even escape.

On the steps of the tenple, the painted dictator chortled with glee. Behind himcrouched the

cl oaked and masked figure of the master mnd.

"Stay here, whatever happens!" Doc said. "I amgoing in!"

Chapter XVIIl. KILLER STRI KES BACK

BEFORE any of his aids could stop himor object, Doc Savage whi pped fromsight. He raced toward

t he packi ng box where there was one nore piece of equi pment. Doc had one nore plan to use in ending
the horror of the headl ess death. And this one he would try al one.

The bronze man stripped quickly to shorts. In another mnute, he was racing directly toward the
tenpl e steps and the square bl ack container of the death machine. Doc presented an amazing sight. He
resenbl ed one of the living statues in a circus tableau. Any of the larger circuses wuld have paid



plenty to hire a living statue of such proportions.

Doc, apparently, was silvered fromhead to foot. Even his bronze hair was covered with a silvered
skull cap of some kind. Monk drew in a quick breath.

"Gee whillikers!" he nuttered. "Doc’ || get killed by that thing!"

Ham gasped and began to noan. They all knew that Doc’s attenpt was a particularly dangerous one.
That was undoubtedly why he had tried it in such a fashion as to elinmnate his aids from
participating. It began to | ook as though the bronze nman’s second attenpt also would fail.

Doc forced hinself through the mlling crowd of once "headl ess" nen. Men were dropping and dying
right and left. Doc pushed on through. He got to the very steps of the tenple. The dictator began to
screamin a rage and hate. He rushed to the square box and began depressing a | ever.

The heat increased. Doc’s four aids could scarcely stand it back where they were. Then strange

t hi ngs began happening to the bronze man.

Doc no longer was a silver statue. H's body turned a gl ow ng, cherry red. Then it becane

whi te-hot. Doc Savage was as glaringly brilliant as a white-hot iron ingot in arolling mll! He was
a living, wal king nmold of flane.

Monk cried in angui sh. Doc Savage stunbled as he clinbed up the steps to the tenple. He fell to
his knees, raised a flamng hand to his brow. Then Doc forced hinself to his feet. The effort seened
to drain every bit of strength and will that Doc Savage had. He stunbl ed the renanining distance.
Doc’ s aids could see the expression of incredulity and horror that spread over the painted
dictator’'s face. Behind the dictator, they saw the nmasked figure of the master mnd turn and race
into the cavernous hall of the tenple.

Doc stunbl ed out of the range of the death machine. He wavered as he half fell to one side of the
machine. The dictator tried to flee. Doc Savage halted him Doc put out one hand, seized the
dictator by one wist. The painted nan’s scream of pain was enough to send shivers up and down the
back of strong men. Doc Savage’'s hand was so hot that his nmere touch sent the snell of scorching
flesh into the air. The painted dictator fainted with the pain and fell to the floor.

Doc summoned reserve strength then. He whipped fromthe dictator’s side a sort of jungle knife.

It was al nost as heavy as a machete. Doc rushed to the black box of the death nachine. Behind it was
a bl ack cable, apparently leading to a power source. Doc swung the jungle knife, severed the cable.
Instantly, the heat began to wane. Monk and Ham were the first to rush over.

"Colly!" Mnk grunted. "How d you do it, Doc? What kind of an outfit is this?"

Doc Savage was still glowing a cherry-red. Mnk | ooked closely and decided that the stuff Doc

wore was sonme sort of asbestos. He was wong. But he didn't get a chance to find it out right then.
The painted dictator struggled to his feet. Wth a scream he plunged into the tenple.

"We're not through yet!" he shouted. "I|’'ve got sone tricks of ny own to do."

The di ctator disappeared through a tiny door. Immediately trenendous detonations shook El G ande.
It seened the dictator had mned the entire city. Aterrific blast sent the floor of the tenple
clinmbing up into the air. Huge stones and piles of débris hurtled down fromthe roof.

"Run!" Doc advised. "W nust get out of here!"

Monk headed toward the tiny door through which the dictator had di sappeared.

"Not that way!" Doc rapped. "He expects us to go that way."

Doc ran lightly down the hall and onto the raised altar platform Then he turned in the direction
from which he had heard the dictator and the nmasked man com ng when he was hiding behind the altar.
There was a door back there, a small one made of some very stout wood. Doc instructed Monk to use
a vest-pocket bonb. The chemi st hurled it in the small crack under the door. There was a blinding
flash, and the door was blown fromits hinges.

Doc stepped through the door. He found hinself in a sunptuous apartnment. The nan who had been the
dictator sat at a conplex instrument board. By pushing various |evers, he was nethodically bl ow ng
the entire city of El G ande out of existence.

He whirled, snarling, as the bronze man came in. The painted fabric he had pulled over his face

to resenble a dictator was off, now. It hung on the chair, a queer sort of hood.

The man crouching before Doc was reveal ed as Wngs Dedham the ex-flier who had worked in the

| aboratory of Norgrud Watts back in New Jersey. Doc reached out for the man. The bronze man’'s
peculiar silvered garment still glowed a cherry-red. Wngs Dedham gl anced involuntarily at his
seared wist, where Doc had seized himbefore.

Wth a scream Wngs Dedhamtore hinself away. He plunged through a wi ndow on the street side of
his apartment. A horrible screanming i nmediately welled up fromthe street.

Doc noved swiftly to the window. Mnk, Ham Long Tom and Renny raced over beside him Wngs

Dedham had | anded right in the mdst of a group that really appreciated him The renuni nder of the
"headl ess" nen whom Wngs had been trying to kill, went to work in decisive fashion. They literally
tore the screaming killer to pieces.

Anot her fight started then. Nearly a thousand Indians had crowded in fromthe village. It is to

be renmenbered that their patience was exceeded once in the past. Once before they had risen and
killed the man who had subjugated them

They killed this time. But it was not one nan. They noved in with great curved knives on the
crooks that had been hired as the headl ess | egion. The Indians suddenly realized that these men had



been engaged to prey on their superstitions and subjugate themwith a horror that was not true. Then
they started a hunt for the thugs and gangsters

The guttural cries of the Indians indicated their rage. Doc Savage understood the | ost tongue and
transl at ed.

"W could not stop themif we tried," Doc stated. "It is of greater inportance that we |ocate the
real crimnal behind this. Dedham was nerely an assistant."

"Who— Monk began

Doc ignored the question

"There are three other innocent persons in this palace somewhere," Doc said. "One or nore of them
may be alive. We nust find them "

Chapter Xl X. MONK RI GHT FOR ONCE

THERE was anot her dungeon in the palace of the Incas. It was a nore el aborate dungeon, a deeper
and darker one. This, they discovered, was the hiding place of prisoners with whomthe killers
want ed constant contact. Doc led the way with a self-actuated flashlight, which did not need
batteries. Mink kept asking questions

"That danged suit’s quit glowing, but | still can't tell what it’s made of," the hairy chem st
conpl ai ned. "What is it, Doc?"

Doc did not answer himdirectly

"It would not have worked against the first death nachine," Doc explained. "The rays used in the
second machi ne have sonme kinship with the X ray. They are conbined with a terrific concentration of
the blue rays simlar to those of an electric arc. The ultra short frequency rays used in artificial
fever also enter into the thing."

Monk scratched his head

"Ain"t nothind stop all themthings," he nuttered

Doc kept on going down the stone steps. Finally, he answered

"Both the X ray and the short waves are similar," he stated. "Roentgen found when he discovered
the X ray that the only two things that would stop it entirely are platinumand | ead. The sane is
true of the short-wave high frequency. The garment | amwearing is a conbination of the two netals
built on the vacuumbottle principle."

Monk grunted. He coul d see part of it

"B-but the other—

A new voice cut in.

"The other nmachine is sonething for which the bronze man has not found a conpl ete defense,"” a
sneering voice grated. "He could offset it temporarily with his interference wave. But there is no
such equi pnrent at hand."

Doc swung the flashlight. The narrow corridor suddenly ended in a huge, vaulted room only part

of which was reveal ed by the pale rays of Doc’s electric torch. Half a dozen heavily barred doors
gave onto the great tonblike conpartnment. In the center there was a great pit

A weird, eerie trilling sound cane as Doc swiftly inspected the dungeon. Here, he knew, was the
anci ent I nca dungeon and torture chanber. In one corner there were racks, thunb screws and various
instruments of torture

Nowhere was there any evidence of the voice that had just spoken. Then it cane again

"l am behi nd you, Doc Savage. And | am going to nmake a headl ess corpse of you!"

There cane a raucous, grating |laugh. Doc whirled. One stone seened to be nmissing fromthe wall

besi de the door through which they had come. As Doc noticed that, he heard a rending crash back in
t he passageway.

"How in’ cal amaties, Doc!" Mnk's shrill voice informed him "A big slab of rock’s dropped across
t he passageway behind us."

The rasping |laugh of the killer cane again.

"l can wipe out all of your band, Doc Savage," the voice said. "But | prefer to have your head
first. I want your aids to watch how horribly the great man of bronze can die."

The tones held the rising inflection of a man whipping hinmself into a frenzy. It was obviously

the voice of a man denented through his own lust for power. Doc saw another and then another stone
in the wall swing on a cleverly conceal ed pivot. Through the aperture was thrust an instrument in
the general shape of the mace wield by Wngs Dedham on the steps of the tenple

Doc Savage did sonething extrenely rare for him He gave one piercing screamof terror. Then he
gobbl ed strangely and began to run across the cavernous dungeon

Doc hurled the deep pit in the center, looking down into it as he did. He played his flash into

it and saw a huddled figure at the bottom The figure seened devoid of life.

As Doc whirled, the nasked and caped figure of the master killer stepped quickly fromthe niche
made in the wall by the turned stones

"You will find | have | earned much fromyou, Doc Savage," he sneered

"Bl azes!" Mnk yelled. "Let's get the guy! He can only use that thing in one direction at a

time!"

It was then that Doc’s aids found out how nuch the killer had | earned from Doc. Mnk | eaped



through the doorway. Or at |least, he attenpted to do it. He landed on the floor in a heap.
"Jehoshaphat!" he blurted. "An electric magnetic field just like the one we got back in the
of ficel"

The masked kil ler |aughed.

"You are helpless,"” he snarled. "You can only watch the death of your |eader!"

MONK, Ham and Renny wat ched, transfixed with pain and sorrow. Long Tom seened frantically working

at some sort of a device, as if in a final, desperate attenpt to aid the bronze man. Mnk coughed,
dabbed a hand at his eyes. The honely chem st was weepi ng openly.

Ham squeezed his arm The |awer was fighting back tears that insisted on coming. They were

wi tnessing the nost horrible spectacle of their careers; the nost terrible sight that was possible
to them

The caped killer nmoved crabwi se toward the bronze man. He pointed the mace |ike death nachine in
Doc Savage’'s direction. Doc Savage did not have his emergency equi pment vest on. He had renoved that
before going up against the terrible heat in his platinumlead ray insulation outfit. Doc had been
afrai d that the heat generated, even through the thernos-insulation, mght detonate all of the bonbs
in the vest.

Doc Savage had neither bonbs nor weapons now. The nmasked killer crept slowmy forward, cutting

down the distance between them Slowly, he raised the nace |like object, leveled it at Doc. Doc
Savage yel l ed sonething unintelligible. He buried his head in his arns, whirled around.

The villain uttered a cackling laugh and circled with the bronze man. Then there was a hunmm ng
sound, the snell of ozone, Doc Savage staggered. He sat down slowy, a body w thout any head!

Wth a screanming cry of triunph, the masked one hurled his death nachine to the floor. He stood,
fascinated with the work he had done. The great Doc Savage had fallen under the headl ess horror! The
man began to dance in a weird little step.

Then his eyes bunged out in a horror of his own. Doc Savage was noving slowy toward himl

The headl ess bronze man was between the killer and the death machine. The killer began to

bl ubber. Saliva drooled fromthe corners of his nmouth. He knew he couldn’'t be seeing this thing. He
had known al |l about the phony headl ess nmen who wal ked; he had arranged for themto terrify others.
Doc advanced slowly upon him "Rel ease the nagnetic wave that holds ny nen," Doc said evenly.

"Then you will release the prisoners fromtheir cells."
The masked man began to break down. The greatest crime of the century, the murder of Doc Savage,
had turned upon him He could not assimlate the horror of it all. He began to sag |ike a bag of

water with a hole cut suddenly in it. Then he noticed that the headl ess Doc Savage had picked up the
instrument of deat h!

"Ch, my . . . oh, why . . . oh, dear nme, I'Il die!" the voice blurted. "Ch, why in hell didn't |
just shoot you?"

The killer began to run as if the devil hinself were behind him Mnk gasped from behind the
magneti c screen.

"L. Pennfield Stumpp!" Mnk how ed. "How d he get control of this thing?"

The masked man nade a frantic effort to escape fromit all. He lost his disguise in his haste. He
turned out to be L. Pennfield Stunpp, all right. He raced for one of the barred cell doors, still
talking to hinself.

"1l go. . . it isso. . . they won't get hep. . . to ny step— L. Pennfield screaned, and

ri pped open one of the oaken cell doors.

In his confusion, L. Pennfield nust have picked the wong door. It |ater devel oped that he was

seeki ng one door that |ooked as though it belonged to a cell. But actually, it led to a secret
stairway to the floor of the tenple. He was shoved back fromthe door that he opened.
A tall, brown man cane out and junped right on top of L. Pennfield Stunpp. The tall brown nan

began to talk in a |l anguage that only Doc, Stunpp and the tall brown man coul d understand. Ham | et
out a great yell.
"There is a difference," Hamyelled. "That guy was the dictator the first tine we went into the

temple. | can see it now. Dedhamtook his place when they were going to knock off Long Tom and
Renny. "
The tall, brown nan wasted no time on conversation. He picked up L. Pennfield Stunpp by the wai st

and hurled himinto the pit in the center of the dungeon. Then he turned to Doc Savage.

"It is fitting that he should die on the spiked pit of ny ancestors,"” he announced as calny as

if Doc had a head. "He held us terrorized with the horror of the headl ess that wal ked."

The secret of the young man’s apparent unconcern with Doc’s condition was that he had been behind
the bronze man part of the tine. L. Pennfield had fallen for a gag as ol d as Houdi ni. Houdi ni used
to vanish a whole horse with the two-mrror trick. Doc Savage just vani shed his head.

The bronze man had not unl oaded all of his non-expl osive equi prent when he went into the heat

ray. These two mirrors joined in front of the nose of the bronze man. Anyone | ooking straight into
his face actually saw the side walls of the dungeon. It seened that he was seeing right through to
the wall in behind.

Long Tom Roberts breathed a great sigh of relief. He | ooked at the apparatus on the floor beside



hi m

"If this portable interference ray hadn’'t been strong enough, it wouldn't have been done with
mrrors," he muttered. "Doc ordered nme in Mayan to set it up when he junped into the room He was
tryin to keep the thing away from our heads, | guess."

VWi ch was the truth. Doc had taken the only ganbl e he could have, wi thout involving his aids. The
bronze man searched in the niche fromwhich L. Pennfield Stunpp had cone. Finally he found the |ever
that controlled the magnetic field inprisoning his aids. He rel eased them

"What is that second ray, Doc?" Mnk demanded. "It can sure knock a guy's head off."
"It is akin to the intensification by magnification of the violet rays of an electric arc," Doc
explained. "In its sinpler fornms, the principle is used in healing | anps in nedicine today. The

process of healing is nerely the destruction of gerns.

"When | apus vulgaris, ordinary skin tuberculosis, was first cured by the ultra violet, scar

tissue was created in the process. The excess of scar tissue on the necks of the headl ess dead nade
me believe sonme sort of a principle underlay this terror nachine

"The sun on your hand does not hurt," Doc finally explained. "Concentrate the amount of sun

spread harm essly over the hand to one spot with a nmagnifying glass and you get a burn. This is a
simlar principle with intensified ultra-violet rays. They sinply concentrated a greater anount of
rays on one spot, and used it as a weapon of terror."

HAM snorted. Scientific explanations did not clear up the thing sufficiently for him

"Huh!" he grunbled. "I can't see L. Pennfield Stunpp as the main guy in this. Were' s that danged
girl? And where’s Norgrud Watts? He's the only one with the right anount of technical brains."

Doc did not reply. "Let us investigate these cells," he suggested

The first cell was enpty. The second one yielded a frightened and excited Lynda Ladore. Ham

haul ed her right out into the center of the floor. In his best courtroom manner, Ham began to
cross-exam ne her. Mk butted in. He gave Ham a shove

"Lay off the gal!" Mnk yel ped. "Let her tell her own story."

Monk was a very chivalrous person. It is true that the extent of his chivalry sonmetines depended
upon the pulchritude of its recipient. But that, Mnk al ways nmi ntai ned, was beside the point. Lynda
Ladore shot Monk an appreciative snmile

"l knew W ngs Dedham sone years ago," she said. "I was worried when he first went to work for
Stunpp. It was Stunpp who hired him not Norgrud Watts. Norgrud Watts devel oped his concentration of
the ultra violet with terrific heat results as a boon to industry. It would have revol utioni zed spot
wel di ng and several other heat processes

"Stunpp spied on him tried to force himinto a crimnal alliance and when he refused, ki dnapped
him He kept himalive for a while because, w thout his technical advice, Stunmpp and Wngs could not
have produced nore of the nmachines."

Ham s nose went up in the air. He didn't believe it

"What's your interest in it?" he demanded. "And why were you so friendly w th DedhanP"

"Wngs prom sed ne that Watts was still alive and prom sed that when he had extorted enough

money, by the clever method of stock selling, he would lead me to Watts. It was inportant to me for
two reasons. First, Norgrud Watts, as far as | knew, was the only man who coul d devel op a defense
agai nst the horrible thing he had spawned. "

Hami s nose was getting slightly out of joint

"Well," he snapped, "what’s the other reason?"

"Norgrud Watts was ny father," the girl explained. "When | went into the filns | adopted the nane

of Lynda Ladore. | didn’t think Thelma Watts would |l ook well in lights."

Monk gl owered at Ham and noved in as if he was going to smack himwi th one big hairy paw. In the
interval, the youthful dictator spoke

"Stunpp killed Watts," he said. "Watts’ body is at the bottomof the pit with Stunpp." He sighed
"And now that | have seen ny people freed of their horror," he said, "I shall go back to Connecti cut
and finish nmy schooling."

Monk’ s nout h dropped open. He turned around, with the intention of putting a protective arm about

the shoul ders of Lynda Ladore. He found her already in the arns of the tall, erect young |ndian
"Just a monent," Mnk nmuttered. "Wat school do you go to?"
"Harvard," the young man said, renoving his lips fromthose of the girl. "I'mstudying | aw "

Ham Br ooks practically doubled up. He how ed so loudly that the walls seened to rattle. Mnk
stanped beside himas they clinbed a dank passageway to the ground | evel

"Shysters!" Mnk nuttered. "Thieves! Scuml Process servers! That would be enough. But Harvard on
top of it kills ne."

As they cane down the broad steps of the tenple, they heard runbling expl osi ons beneath the

ground. |t sounded |ike subterranean thunder

"What’ s that, Doc?" Renny inquired

"The apparatus and | aboratory they used are being destroyed," Doc said sinply. "There is no
adequat e defense agai nst the headl ess death. A strong interferer ray can be offset by nore power in
the death machine. It is better that the world does not know of Dr. Watts' discovery."



Doc’s aids were silent as they strode toward the airport. In a war-bent world, it was undoubtedly
better that the secret of the headl ess death die with its inventor. Doc al one could now reproduce
it. And, short of an invasion of the United States, it was highly unlikely that he would ever do so.

THE END



