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Chapter 1. THE SMOKI NG DEATH

THERE were no chem sts working for the Manmmoth Manufacturing Conpany who could foretell future
events. So, as they watched white-haired, distinguished Jerone Coffern don hat and topcoat after the
usual Friday conference, none knew they were never to see the fanpbus chenmi st alive again

Not one dreaned a gruesone right hand and a right forearmwas all of Jerone Coffern’s body that
woul d ever be found

Jerome Coffern was chief chemi st for the Mammoth concern. He was al so consi dered one of the nopst

| earned industrial scientists in the world

The Marmmot h Manuf acturing Conpany paid Jeronme Coffern a larger salary than was received by the
president of the corporation. It was Jeronme Coffern’s great brain which gave the Mammpbth concern the
jump on all its conpetitors.

Jerome Coffern plucked back a sleeve to eye a watch on his right wist. This watch was later to
identify the grisly right hand and forearmas Coffern’s

"1 wonder how many of you gentlenmen have heard of C ark Savage?" he inquired

Surprise kept the other chem sts silent a nonment. Then one spoke up

"I recall that a man by the nane of O ark Savage recently did sone renarkable work al ong lines of
ultimate organic analysis," he said. "H s findings were so advanced in part as to be somewhat
bewi | dering. Some points about chem stry generally accepted as facts were proven wong by Cark

Savage. "
Jerome Cof fern nodded delightedly, rubbing his rather bony hands
"That is correct," he declared. "I amproud to point to nyself as one of the few chenists to

realize Doc Savage’'s findings are possibly the nost inmportant of our generation.”

At this juncture, another chem st gave an appreciable start

"Doc Savage!" he ejaculated. "Say, isn't that the man who some weeks ago turned over to the

surgi cal profession a new and vastly inproved nethod of performng delicate brain operations?"
"That is the same Doc Savage." Jerone Coffern’s none-too-anple chest seenmed about to burst with
pride.

"Whew! " expl oded another man. "It is highly unusual for one man to be anpbng the world s greatest
experts in two lines so widely different as chem stry and surgery."

Jerome Coffern chuckled. "You would be nore astounded were you to know Doc Savage fully. The nan
is a mental marvel. He has contributed new di scoveries to nore than surgery and chem stry

El ectricity, archaeol ogy, geology and other |ines have received the benefit of his nmarvel ous brain.
He has a nost amazing method of working."

Pausi ng, Jerone Coffern gazed steadily at the assenbled men. He wanted themto understand he was
not exaggerating

"As | say, Doc Savage has a nost ammzing nmethod of working," he continued. "At intervals, Savage
vani shes. No one knows where he goes. He sinply disappears as conpletely as though he had left the
earth. And when he returns, he nearly always has one or nore new and incredible scientific

di scoveries to give to the world

"It is obvious Doc Savage has a wonderful |aboratory at some secret spot where he can work in
sol i tude. Nobody can even guess where it is. But any scientific man would give half a lifetinme to



inspect that |aboratory, so renmarkable nust it be."

The em nent chemist smled fromear to ear. "And | will add nore. You will, perhaps, find it hard
to believe. | have said Doc Savage is a nmental marvel. Well, he is also a nuscular marvel as well.
He has a body as anmzing as his brain.

"H's strength and agility are incredible. Wiy, for Doc Savage it is child s play to tw st
horseshoes, bend silver half-dollars between thunb and forefinger and tear a New York tel ephone
directory in half.

"Were Doc Savage to beconme a professional athlete, there is no doubt in ny mnd but that he would
be the wonder of all tine. But he will not enploy his astounding strength to earn noney, because he
is one of those very rare persons—a genui nely nodest man. Publicity and worl d-w de fame do not
interest himat all."

Jeronme Coffern halted abruptly, realizing his enthusiasmwas getting away with his dignity. He
reddened.

"l could not resist the tenptation to tell you of this remarkable man," he said proudly. "Doc
Savage studied under me nany years ago. He quickly learned all | knew. Now his know edge is vastly
beyond mne. "

He tugged back his right sleeve to display the watch.

"This tinepiece was presented to me by Doc Savage at that tine, as a token of gratitude," he
smled. "I amproud to say he is still my friend."

Jerome Coffern gave his topcoat a final straightening tug.

"l amon ny way now to have dinner with Doc Savage," he smled. "He is to neet nme in front of the
plant imrediately. So |I shall now bid you gentlenmen good afternoon.” The eminent chemi st quitted the
conference room

It was the last tine his colleagues saw himalive.

THE pl ant of the Mammoth Manufacturing Conmpany was | ocated in New Jersey, only a short distance
fromthe great new George Washi ngton Bridge across the Hudson River into New York City.

The brick buildings of the plant were nodern and neat. Spaci ous grounds surrounded them
Shrubbery grew in profusion and was kept neatly trimed. The wal ks were of concrete.

Standi ng on the high steps in front of the building where the conference of chenists had been

hel d, Jerone Coffern gl anced about eagerly. He was anxious to get a glinpse of the man he considered
the nmost remarkable in the world—his friend, Doc Savage.

It was perhaps a hundred yards across a vista of |andscaped shrubbery to the nain hi ghway.

A car stood on the highway. It was a roadster, very large and powerful and efficient. The col or
was a reserved gray.

Seated in the car was a figure an onl ooker woul d have sworn was a statue scul ptured fromsolid
bronze!

The effect of the nmetallic figure was amazi ng. The renarkably high forehead, the nuscul ar and
strong nmouth, the |lean, corded cheeks denoted a rare power of character. The bronze hair was a shade
darker than the bronze skin. It lay straight and snooth.

The | arge size of the roadster kept the bronze man from seening the giant he was. Too, he was
marvel ously proportioned. The bulk of his great frame was lost in its perfect symetry.

Al t hough he was a hundred yards fromthe bronze nman, Jerone Coffern could al nbst nmake out the
nost striking feature of all about Doc Savage.

For the bronze man was Doc Savage. And the nost striking thing about himwas his eyes. They were
like pools of fine flake gold glistening in the sun. Their gaze possessed an al nost hypnotic
quality, a strange ability to literally give orders with their glance.

Undeni ably, here was a | eader of nen, as well as a leader in all he undertook. He was a nman whose
very being bespoke a know edge of all things, and the capacity to dom nate all obstacles.

Jerome Coffern waved an arm at the bronze man.

Doc Savage saw hi mand waved back.

Jerome Coffern hurried forward. He wal ked with a boyi sh eagerness. The path he traversed took him
through hi gh, dense shrubbery. The bronze figure of Doc Savage was | ost to sight.

Suddenly two ratty men |unged from the shrubs.

Before Jerone Coffern could cry an alarm he was knocked unconsci ous.

THE bl ow whi ch reduced the white-haired chem st to sensel essness was delivered with a bl udgeon of
iron pi pe about a foot long. The smash probably fractured distinguished Jerone Coffern’s skull. He
fell heavily to the concrete walk, right armoutflung to one side.

"Put the pipe on top of the body!" hissed one ratty man.

"O K., Squint!" nuttered the other nan.

He pl aced the iron-pipe bludgeon on the chest of prone Jerone Coffern, thrusting one end inside
the fanmous chemist’s waistcoat so it would stay there.

The two rodentlike men now retreated a pace. They were excited. A trenbling racked their bony,
starved hands. Nervous swal | owi ng chased the Adamis apples up and down their stringy necks. The
rough, unwashed skin of those necks gave thema turtle aspect.



Squi nt dived an enaci ated claw inside his shirt. The hand clutched convul sively and drew out a
strange pistol. This was |larger even than a big arny automatic. It had two barrels, one the size of
a pencil, the other a steel cylinder nmore than an inch in dianmeter. The barrels were placed one
above the other.

At prone Jerone Coffern’s chest, Squint ainmed the weapon.

"H hurry up!" stuttered his conpanion. The nan twi tched uneasy gl ances over the adjacent
shrubbery. No one was in sight.

Squint pulled the trigger of the strange pistol. It made a report exactly |ike a sharp human
cough.

An air pistol!

That accounted for the two barrels, one of which, the larger, was in reality the chanber which
held the conpressed air that fired the gun.

The missile fromthe air pistol struck the center of Jerome Coffern’s chest.

Instantly a puff of grayish vapor arose. It was as though a small cloud of cigarette snoke had
escaped fromthe chemist’s body at that point.

No sound of an expl osi on acconpani ed the phenonena, however. There was only the dull inpact of
the air gun mssile striking.

The grayi sh vapor increased in volune. It had a vile, oily quality. Close to Jerone Coffern’s
body, it was shot through and through with tiny, weird flashes. These were apparently of an
electrical nature.

It was as though a snall, foul gray thundercloud were form ng about the distinguished chemst’s
dead body.

About two m nutes passed. The repul sive gray fog increased rapidly. It was now |like a ball of
ash-col ored cotton twelve feet thick. Fromthe ground upward about half way, the green and blue and
white of the electric sparks played in fantastic fashion.

The whol e thing was eerie. It would have baffled a scientific brain.

The bal ny spring breeze, whipping along the narrow concrete path, wafted the vile gray cloud to
one side.

Both ratty nmen stared at the source of the cloud.

"It’s wwworkin!" whined Squint. Stark awe had gripped him He hardly had the courage to | ook a
second tine at the source of the gray vapor.

For Jerome Coffern’s body was dissol ving!

THE ghastly nelting-away effect had started where the nysterious mssile fromthe air pistol had
st ruck.

In all directions fromthe point of inpact, the formof the great chemi st was literally turning
into the vile grayish vapor. dothing, skin, flesh and bones—everythi ng was goi ng.

Nor did the dissolution stop with the human body. The concrete wal k i medi ately bel ow was

becom ng ashen vapor as well. The trowel -snoot hed upper surface of the wal k was al ready gone,
reveal i ng the coarse gravel below. As by magic, that, too, was wafted away. Rich black earth could
be seen.

In the mdst of the weird phenonenon glistened a bit of shiny nmetal. This resenbl ed the crunpl ed
tinfoil wapper froma candy bar. It al one was not dissol ving.

"Let's get outa here, Squint!" whined one of the ratty nen. It was obvious fromthe man’'s manner
that he was getting his first glinpse of the terrible weapon in their possession.

A substance with the power to dissolve all ordinary natter as readily as a red-hot rivet turns a
drop of water into steaml

"Aw, whatcha scared of ?" sneered Squint. He pointed a skinny talon at the spot where the iron

pi pe bl udgeon had reposed on Jerone Coffern’s chest. "Only thing around here that had our finger
prints on it was that pipe. And it’s gone up in snoke."

"l ain't s-scared!" disclainmed the other, trying to snarl bravely. "Only we're two saps to hang
around here!"

"Maybe you're right at that," Squint agreed.

Wth this, the two nen fled. The alacrity with which Squint dived into the shrubbery showed he
was every bit as anxious as his conmpanion to quit the spot.

Hardly had they gone when the vaporizing of Jerone Coffern’s body abruptly ceased. It was
apparent that the hi deous power of the weird dissol ver substance had been exhausted. Only a small
quantity coul d have been contained in the air-pistol cartridge. Yet its effect had been incredible.
O Jeronme Coffern’s form a right hand and forearmremnained intact. This right arm had been
outflung when the chem st fell after being knocked unconsci ous. The potency of the dissol ver had
been exhausted before it reached the hand and forearm The two ratty nen had fled before they
noticed this.

On that grisly right wist was the expensive watch Doc Savage had given Jerone Coffern as a token
of gratitude.

The grayi sh vapor clinbed upward in the air |like snmoke. And |ike snmoke it slowy dispersed.



Chapter 2. BRONZE VENGEANCE

DOC SAVAGE, seated in his large and powerful roadster, saw the cloud of grayish vapor lift above
the | andscaped shrubbery.

Al though it was sixty yards distant, his sharp eyes instantly noted an unusual quality about the
vapor. It did not resenble snoke, except in a general way.

But at the nonent Doc was doing a problemof nmathematics in his head, an intricate cal cul ation
concerning an advanced el ectrical research he was nuking.

The probl em woul d have taxed the ability of a trained accountant supplied with the | atest adding
machi nes, but Doc was able, because of the remarkable efficiency of his trained mnd, to handle the
nurmerous figures entirely within his head. He habitually perforned anazing feats of calculus in this
fashi on.

Hence it was that Doc did not investigate the cloud of ash-hued fog at once. He finished his
mental problem Then he stood erect in the roadster.

H s keen eyes had discerned the play of tiny electric sparks in the |lower part of the cloud! That
jerked his attention off everything else. Such a thing was astoundi ng.

The runbl e of nmachinery in the nearby manufacturing plant of the Mammoth concern bl otted out

what ever conversation or sounds which m ght have arisen in the neighborhood of the weird fog.

Doc hesitated. He expected his old friend, Jerome Coffern, to appear nmonentarily. There was no
sign of the em nent chem st, however.

Doc quitted the roadster. Hi s novenents had a flowi ng snoothness, |ike great springs uncoiling in
oil.

The grounds of the manufacturing plant were surrounded by a stout woven wire fence. This was nore
than eight feet high and topped off with several rows of needl e-sharp barbs. Its purpose was to keep
out intruders. A gate near by was shut, secured by a chain and padl ock. No doubt Jerome Coffern had
carried a key to this.

Doc Savage approached the fence, running lightly.

Then a startling thing happened.

It was a thing that gave instant insight into Doc Savage's physical powers. It showed the
incredible strength and agility of the bronze giant.

For Doc Savage had sinply junped the fence. The hei ght exceeded by nore than two feet the world
record for the high junp. Yet Doc went over it with far nore ease than an average nman woul d take a
knee-hi gh obstacle. The very facility with which he did it showed he was capable of a far higher
jump than that.

H s | andi ng beyond the fence was light as that of a cat. H s straight, fine bronze hair was not
even di sturbed.

He went toward the strange gray cloud. Coming to a row of high shrubs, his bronze form seened
literally to flow through the | eaves and branches. Not a leaf fluttered; not a branch shook.

It was a wonderful quality of woodcraft, and Doc did it instinctively, as naturally as a great
jungle cat. It cane easier to himthan shoving through the bushes noisily, this trick he had
acquired fromthe very jungle itself.

Suddenl y he st opped.

Before hima pit gaped in the concrete wal k. The black, rich earth bel ow the wal k was vi si bl e.

On this black earth reposed a crunpled bit of nmetal that resenbl ed wadded tinfoil.

Beside the pit lay a grisly hand and forearm About the gruesone wist was an expensive watch.

DOC studi ed the watch. Strange lights cane into his amazi ng gol den eyes.

O a sudden, a weird sound perneated the surrounding air. It was a trilling, nellow subdued

sound, rem niscent of the song of some strange jungle bird, or the dulcet note of a wind filtering
through a | eafl ess forest. Having no tune, it was neverthel ess nel odi ous. Not awesone, it still had
a quality to excite, to inspire.

This sound was part of Doc—a small, unconscious thing which acconpani ed his nonents of utter

concentration. It would come fromhis |lips when a plan of action was being evolved, or in the m dst
of some struggle, or when some bel eaguered friend of Doc’s, alone and attacked, had al nost given up
hope of life. And with the filtering through of that sound woul d come renewed hope.

The strange trilling had the weird essence of seenming to emanate from everywhere instead of from

a particular spot. Even one looking directly at Doc’s |ips would not realize fromwence it arose.
The weird sound was com ng now because Doc recogni zed the watch on that pitiful fragment of an

arm

It was the token he had presented to Jerome Coffern. The em nent scientist had always worn it. He
knew this grisly relic was a part of Jeronme Coffern’s body!

Doc’ s uni que brain noved with flashing speed. Sone fantastic substance had di ssolved the body of
the fanmous chem st!

The bit of crunpled nmetal that resenbled tinfoil had obviously escaped the ghastly effects of the
di ssol ver material .

Doc picked this up. He sawinstantly it was a capsul el i ke container which had split open,
apparently fromthe shock of striking Jerome Coffern’s body.



It was the air-gun mssile which had carried the dissolving substance. The netal was of sone type
so rare that Doc Savage did not recognize it offhand. He dropped it in a pocket to be anal yzed
later.

Doc’ s great bronze form pivoted quickly. H's gol den eyes seenmed to give the surroundi ng shrubbery
the briefest of inspections, but not even the misplaced position of a grass blade escaped their
notice.

He saw a caterpillar which had been knocked froma leaf so recently it still squirmed to get off
its back, on which it had | anded. He saw grass which had been stepped on, slowy straightening. The
direction in which this grass was bent showed himthe course pursued by the feet which had borne it
down.

Doc followed the trail. His going was as silent as a breeze-swept puff of bronze snpke. A running
man coul d hardly have noved as swiftly as Doc covered this mnute trail.

Things that showed himthe trail were mcroscopic. One with faculties | ess devel oped than Doc’s
woul d have been hopel essly baffled. The slight deposit of dust atop |eaves, scraped off by the

fl eeing Squint and his conpani on, woul d have escaped an ordinary eye. But such marks were all the
cl ews Doc needed.

Squi nt and his aide had escaped fromthe factory grounds through a hole they had clipped in the
hi gh woven wire fence. Bushes conceal ed the spot. Doc Savage eased through.

The quarry was not far ahead. Neither of the two fleeing men had taken a bath recently. The
unwashed odor of their bodies hung in the air. A set of ordinary nostrils would have failed to
detect it, but here again, Doc Savage had powers exceeding those of nore prosaic nortals.

Doc glided through high weeds. He reached a road, a little used thoroughfare.

A score of yards distant, five men had just seated thenmselves in a touring car. The car engine
started.

"How d it go, Squint?" asked one of the five in the machine.

The man’s words, lifted |oudly because of the noisy car engine, reached Doc Savage's keen ears.
And he heard the reply they received.

"Slick!" replied Squint. "Od Jerome Coffern is where he won’t never give us nothin" to worry
about I'"

The touring car lunged away fromthe spot, gears squaw i ng.

BEFORE the car had rolled two dozen yards, the ratty Squint |ooked back. He wanted to see if they
were foll owed.

What he saw nade his hair stand on end.

A bronze giant of a man was overhauling the car. The machine had gathered a great deal of speed.
Squi nt woul d have bet his last dollar no race horse could maintain the pace it was setting. Yet a
bronze, flashing human formwas not only maintaining the pace, but gaining!

The bronze man was cl ose enough that Squint could see his eyes. They were strange eyes, |ike

pool s of flake gold. They had a weird quality of seeming to convey thoughts as well as words could
have.

What those gl eam ng gol den eyes told Squint made himcringe with fear. One of his conpanions
clutched Squint’s coat and kept himfromtoppling out of the car. Squint squeal ed as though caught
in a steel trap.

At Squint’s shriek, all eyes but the driver’s went backward. The trio who had waited outside the
factory grounds while Squint and his conpani on nurdered Jerone Coffern were as terrified as Squint.
Their hands dived down to the floorboards of the car. They brought up stubby machi ne guns.

As one crazed nan, they turned the nachine gun nuzzles on the great bronze Nenesis overtaking
them The guns released a | oud roar of powder noise. Lead shrieked. It dug up the road to the rear.
It caroned away Wi th angry squaw s.

But not one of the deadly slugs was in time to |l odge in the bronze frane of Doc Savage. As the
first gun snout canme into view, he saw the danger. H's giant figure streaked to the left. Wth the
first braying burst of shots, tall weeds already had absorbed him

Squi nt and his conpanions pronptly fired into the weeds. Doc, however, was dozens of yards from
where they thought. Even his overhauling of the car had not made themrealize the incredible speed
of which he was capabl e.

"Gt outa here!" Squint shrieked at the car driver.

Terror had seized upon Squint’s rodent soul. He showed it plainly, in spite of a desire to have
his companions think hima man of iron nerve. But they were as scared as Squint, and did not notice.
"Wwho wwas it?" croaked one of the five.

"How do | know?" Squint snarled. Then, to the driver, "Wn't this heap go any faster?"

The touring car was already doing its limt. Rounding a curve at the end of the factory grounds,
it nearly went into the ditch. It turned again, onto the main highway. It headed toward New York,
passing in front of the factory buil dings.

The speedi ng machi ne flashed past a | arge, powerful roadster. Squint and his conpani ons attached
no significance to this car.

But they would have, had they seen the giant bronze nan who cleared the factory fence with an



incredible leap and sprang into the car. Doc Savage had sinply cut back through the factory yard
after escapi ng the nmachi ne guns.

Like a thing well trained, Doc’s roadster shot ahead. The exhaust expl osions cane so fast they
arose to a shrill wail. The speedoneter needl e passed sixty, seventy and eighty.

Doc caught sight of Squint and his four unsavory conpanions. Their touring car was turning into
an approach to George Washi ngton Bridge.

THE uniformed toll collector at the New Jersey end of the bridge stepped out to collect his fee.
Directly in the path of Squint’s racing car, he stood. He expected the car to halt. Wen it didn't,
the toll collector gave a wild leap and barely got in the clear.

An instant later, Doc’'s roadster also rocketed past.

The toll collector nmust have tel ephoned ahead to the other end of the bridge. A cop was out to
stop the car.

H s shouts and gestures had as nuch effect as the antics of a cricket before a charging bull.
Squint’s car dived into New York City and whirled south.

Doc foll owed. He slouched | ow back of the wheel. He had taken a tweed cap froma door pocket and
drawn it over his bronze hair. And so expertly did he handl e the roadster, keeping behind other
machi nes, that Squint and his conpanions did not yet know they were being followed. The killers had
sl owed up, thinking thenselves lost in the city.

Behind them a police siren wailed about like a stricken soul. No doubt it was a notorcycle cop
sumoned by the bridge watchman. But the officer did not find the trail.

Sout hward al ong Riverside Drive, the w de thoroughfare that follows the high bank of the Hudson
Ri ver, the pursuit |ed.

Squint’s touring car veered into a deserted side street. Ad brick houses lined the thoroughfare.
Their fronts made a wall the sanme height the entire length of the block. The entrance of each was
exactly like all the others—a flight of steps with ornamental iron railings.

Swerving over to the curb before the tenth house fromthe corner, the touring car stopped. The
occupants | ooked around. No one was in sight.

The floorboards in the rear of the touring car were lifted. Bel ow was a secret conpartnent |arge
enough to hold the machine guns. Into this went the weapons.

"Toss your roscoes in there, too!" Squint directed. "W ain’t takin' no chances, see! A cop i ght
pick us up, and we'd draw a stretch in stir if we was totin" guns."

"But what about that—that bronze ghost of a guy?" one nuttered uneasily. "Gosh! He | ooked big as
a nountain, and twice as hard!"

"Forget that bird!" Squint had recovered his nerve. He nmanaged a sneering |laugh. "He couldn't
foll ow us here, anyway!"

At that instant, a large roadster turned into the street. O the driver, nothing but a | ow pulled
tweed cap could be seen.

Squint and his four conpanions got out of their touring car. To cover shaky knees, they swaggered
and spoke in tough voices fromthe corners of their nouths.

Wth a low whistle of sliding tires, the big roadster stopped beside the touring car. The whistle
drew the eyes of Squint and his rats.

They saw a great formflash fromthe roadster; a nman-figure that was |ike an ani mated,

mar vel ously made statue of netal!

Squint wailed, "Hell! The bronze guy—

"The rods!" squawl ed another nman. They | eaped for their guns in the secret recess bel ow the
touring car floorboards. But the bronze giant had noved wi th unbelievabl e speed. He was between them
and their weapons.

SQUINT and his men gave vent to squeaks of rage and terror. That showed what spineless little

bl oodsuckers they were. They out nunbered Doc Savage five to one, yet, without their guns, they were
like the rats they resenbl ed before the big bronze nan.

They wheel ed toward the tenth house in the row of dwellings that were amazingly alike. It was as
though they felt safety lay there. But Doc Savage, with two flashing side-wi se steps, cut themoff.
One nan tried to dive past. Doc’s left armnade a blurred novenent. Hi s open hand—a hand on which
great bronze tendons stood out as if stripped of skin and softer flesh—slapped against the man’s
face.

It was as though a steel sledge had hit the fellow H s nose was broken. Hi s upper and | ower

front teeth were caved i nward. The nman fl ew backward, head over heels, linp as so nmuch clothes
stuffed with straw

But he didn’t |ose consciousness. Perhaps the utter pain of that terrible bl ow kept hi mawake.

Doc Savage advanced on the others. He did not hurry. There was confidence in his novenents—a
confidence that for Squint and his rats was a horrible thing. They felt like they were watching
death stalk toward them

No flicker of nercy warned the flaky glitter of Doc’s golden eyes. Two of these villainous little
men had nurdered his friend, Jerome Coffern. More than that, they had robbed the world of one of its



greatest chem sts. For this heinous offense, they nust pay.

The three who had not conmmtted the crinme directly would suffer Doc’s wath, too. They were
hardly less guilty. They would he fortunate nmen if they escaped with their |ives.

It was a hard code, that one of Doc’s. It would have curled the hair of weak sisters who want
crimnals nollycoddl ed. For Doc handed out justice where it was deserved.

Doc’s justice was a brand all his own. It had amazing results. Crimnals who went agai nst Doc

sel dom wound up in prison. They either |earned a | esson that nade them | aw abi ding nmen the rest of
their lives—er they became dead crimnals. Doc never did the job hal fway.

Wth a frightened, desperate squeak, one man | eaped for the car. He tore at the floorboards under
whi ch the guns were hidden.

He was the fell ow who had hel ped Squint nurder Jerone Coffern.

Doc knew this. Bits of soft earth clinging to the shoes of that man and Squint had told himthe
ugly fact. The soft earth came fromthe grounds of the Manmmoth factory.

Wth a quick | eap, Doc was upon the killer. Hi s great, bronze hands and corded arns picked the
fellow out of the touring car as though he were a nurderous little rodent.

The man had secured a pistol. But the awful agony of those netallic fingers crushing his flesh
agai nst his bones kept himfromusing it.

Squint and the others, cowards that they were, sought to reach the tenth house in the row al ong
the street. Lunging and swinging his victimlike a club, Doc knocked them back. He was |ike a huge
cat anong them

Squi nt spun and sped wildly. The other three followed him They pounded down the street, toward

Ri versi de Drive.

The man Doc held got control over his pain-paral yzed nuscles. He fired his gun. The bull et
spatted the wal k at Doc’'s feet.

Doc slid a bronze hand upward. The victimscreaned as steel fingers closed on his gun fist. He

ki cked—+tore at Doc’s chest. One of his hands ripped open the pocket where Doc had placed the capsul e
of nmetal that had held the substance which dissolved the body of Jerone Coffern.

The capsul e of strange netal flipped across the walk. It fell between the iron-barred cracks of a
basement ventil ator.

Chapter 3. SH P JUSTI CE

DOC SAVAGE saw the netal capsul e vanish. He wenched at the hand of his victim The pistol the

man hel d was squeezed fromthe clawike fist. The fell ow had desperate nerve of a sort, now that he
was in deadly terror of death. He seized the weapon with his other talon. He jamed the nuzzle

agai nst Doc’s side.

The life of a less agile man than Doc woul d have conme to an end there. But Doc’s bronze hand
flashed up. It grasped the man's face. It twisted. There was a dull crack and the nmurderer fell to
the wal k. A broken neck had ended his career.

Doc coul d have finished himearlier. He had refrained fromdoing so for a purpose. \Watever weird
substance had di ssol ved Jerone Coffern’s body, a great, if denented scientific brain had devel oped
it. None of these nen had such a brain. They were hired killer caliber.

Doc had wanted to question the slayer and | earn who enpl oyed him No chance of that now And

Squint and the three others had nearly reached Riverside Drive.

To the iron-barred basenment ventilator, Doc sprang. He coul d see the capsul e of strange netal.

H s great hands grasped the ventilator bars. The nmetal grille was | ocked bel ow

Doc’s remarkabl e 1 egs braced on either side of the ventilator. They becane rigid, hard as steel
colums. His wonderful arms becanme tense also. Intermingled with Doc’s amazing strength was the fine
science of lifting great weights with the human body.

Wth a loud rusty tearing, the grille was uprooted. Loosened concrete scattered w dely.

The feat of strength had taken but a noment. Doc dropped into the ventilator pit. He retrieved

the crunpl ed nmetal capsul e and pocketed it.

Squint and his trio had fled straight across Riverside Drive, dodging traffic. They vaulted the
ornarmental stone wall that ran along the lip of the high river bank.

Runni ng easily, but nmaking deceptive speed, Doc pursued. He reached the showy stone parapet.

Bel ow hi m sl oped the nearly clifflike river bank. It was so steep that grass and shrubs barely
managed to cling. Sonme hundreds of yards down it and across a railroad track |lay the Hudson River.
Squint and his three men were | eaping and tunbling headlong in their mad haste.

At this point on the Hudson bank stood a couple of rickety piers. To one of these was anchored an
anci ent sailing ship. The vessel was quite large, a three-master. It was painted a villainous bl ack
color. The hull was perforated with numerous gun ports. From sone of these, rusty old nuzzle-Iloading
cannon projected blunt snouts.

The ol d ship had a trucul ent, sinister appearance. Atop the deck house, a large sign stood. It
read:

THE JOLLY ROGER

Forner Pirate Ship.

(Admission Fifty Cents)



Doc Savage vaulted the |l ow stone wall. Wth prodigi ous | eaps, he descended the precipitous slope.
Squint and his trio were racing for the old pirate vessel.

Doc knew from a Sunday newspaper-feature story that the ancient craft had anchored at this spot
recently. Curious persons strolling on Riverside Drive, young swains with their girls for the nost
part, were wont to pay half a dollar to go aboard the unusual ship.

The fiendish instruments of torture the old-tinme pirates had used on their captives was a chief
attraction. The buccaneer craft was supposed to be replete with death traps. Among these was a

trapdoor which let an unwary stroller down a certain passage fall upon a bed of upturned swords. It

was inoperative now, of course.

SQUI NT and his nmen gained the pirate ship a dozen yards ahead of Doc. The |ast man aboard haul ed
inthe rickety tinmber that served as a gangpl ank.

But that inconvenienced Doc hardly at all. A great leap carried himup twi ce the height of a tall
man to the rail. He poised there a nonent, |ike a bronze nonster.

Squint and the others were diving into the deck house.

Doc dropped aboard.

A revol ver cracked fromthe deck-house door. Squint and his men had found weapons i nsi de!

Doc had seen the revol ver nuzzle appear. Tw sting aside and down, he evaded the whizzing bullet.
A capstan, of hardwood and iron and thick as a small barrel, sheltered himnmonentarily. Fromthat,
qui ck | eap sent his bronze form down a gapi ng deck hatch.

He | anded ten feet down, lightly as a settling eagle. Rough, aged planks were underfoot. Doc went
aft.

The hold was a gruesone place. It had been fitted up as an exhibit of pirate butchery.

Papi er - maché statues of whiskered buccaneers stood about, hol ding swords. Figures depicting victins

sprawl ed or kneel ed on the planking.

Some were beheaded, with puddles of red wax representing gore. Sone were mnus ears and arns. A
li keness of a beautiful woman hung by chains fromthe ceiling.

Doc traversed a passage. Cutlasses and pi kes reposed on pegs on the walls.

Seized with an idea, Doc grasped a pike and a cutlass. There was nothing fake about the weapons.
They were genui ne heavy steel. The cutlass was razor keen.

Doc retraced his route. He was in time to see one of his ratty quarry peering into the hatch. The
villainous fellow got a glinpse of Doc’s bronze form He fired his revol ver.

But Doc had noved. The bullet upset an inage of a whiskered pirate. An instant later, the pike
whi zzed fromDoc's long arm

The steel -shod shaft found accurate | odgment in the gun fiend' s brain. The man toppl ed headl ong
into the hold. H's body, crashing to the floor, sent a gruesone papi er-nmaché head bounci ng across
t he pl anks.

While the grisly head still rolled, Doc bounded to a spot bel ow the hatch. Faint noises on the
deck had reached his keen ears. One or nore of the others were near the hatch.

Suddenly a thin claw shoved a revol ver over the hatch |lip. The gun expl oded repeatedly, driving
random bul l ets to various parts of the hold.

Doc’s powerful formfloated up fromthe floor. The razor-edged cutlass swi shed. The hand that
hel d the revol ver seened to junp off the armto which it belonged. It was conpl etely anputated.
The mai med wetch shrieked. He fell to the deck.

Wth a second | eap, Doc caught the hatch rimwith his |l eft hand. The by no neans easy feat of

flipping his heavy formoutside with one hand, he acconplished easily. The handl ess man grovel ed on

t he deck.

The third of Squint’s aides was running for the deck-house entrance.

Squint hinmself was just diving into the tenporary safety of the deck structure.

The running rat twi sted his head and saw Doc. He brought his gun around. But the weapon was far
frombeing in a position to fire when the sharp, heavy cutlass struck him Doc had thrown it.
The bl ade ran the gangster through like a steel thorn. He convul sed his parasite life out on the
deck.

Squint fired fromw thin the superstructure. He was hasty and m ssed. As Doc’s bronze form bore
down upon him he fled.

Across the first cabin in the deck house was a solid bul khead and a door. Squint got through the
door ahead of Doc. He closed the panel and barred it.

Doc hit the door once. The thick planks were too nmuch for even his terrific strength. A great

battl e-ax reposed anong the array of weapons in the first cabin. Doc coul d have chopped at the door

with it. He didn't. He went back to the ratty fell ow who had | ost a hand.

THE man still grovel ed on the deck. Doc’s gol den eyes gave the fell ow one appraising glance. Then
the big bronze head shook regretfully.

Doc, above all his other acconplishnments, was a great doctor and surgeon. He had studi ed under
the masters of nedicine and surgery in the greatest clinics until he had | earned all they could
teach. Then, by his own intense efforts, he had extended his know edge to a fabul ous degree.

a



Doc’s father had trained himfromthe cradle for a certain goal in life. That goal was a life of
service. To go fromone end of the world to the other, |ooking for excitenment and adventure, but
al ways hel pi ng those who need hel p, punishing those who deserve it—that was Doc Savage’'s noble
purpose in life. Al his marvelous training was for that end. And the training had started with
medi ci ne and surgery. At that, of all things, Doc was nost expert.

So Doc knew instantly the ratty man was dying. The fellow was a dope addi ct. The shock of |osing
the hand was ending a career that would have cone to its vile termnation within a year or two

anyway.
Doc sank beside the man. Wen the fell ow saw he was not to be harned nore, he quieted a little.
"You were hired to kill Jerome Coffern?" Doc asked in a calm conpelling voice.

"No! No!" wailed the dying man. But the expression on his pinched and paling face showed he was
l'yi ng.

For a noment, Doc said nothing. He exerted the full, strange quality of his golden eyes. Those

eyes were warm and conforting now. Doc was making themexert a command for the truth.

It was anmazing, the things Doc could do with his eyes. He had studied with the great nasters of
hypnoti sm just as he had studied wi th fanmous surgeons. He had even gone to India and the Orient to
gain know edge fromthe nystic cults of the Far East.

By the time Doc asked his next question, he had exerted such a hypnotic influence upon the dying
man that the fellowreplied with the truth.

"What is the strange substance that dissolved the body of Jeronme Coffern?" Doc pronpted.

"It is called the Snoke of Eternity," whinpered the dying man.

"OfF what is it nmade?”

"l don’t know. None of us know. None of us little guys, that is. The Snpbke of Eternity is just
given us to use. W& never get nore than one cartridge at a tine. And—and we get—get orders of who to
use it on."

The man was about gone. Swiftly, Doc questioned, "Wo gives it to you?"

The thin lips parted. The man gul ped. He seened to be trying to speak a nane that started with

the letter "K "

But he died before he could voice that nane.

OF the five who had gone to New Jersey to slay Jerome Coffern, only Squint was now alive.

A bronze giant of vengeance, Doc nade for the stern of the strange ol d buccaneer ship. Squint was
back there somewhere.

Atime or two, Doc paused to press an ear to the deck planking. To his supersensitive ears, nany
sounds canme. Wavel ets | apped the hull. Rats scurried in the hold. Animal rats, these were.
Finally, Doc heard Squint skul ki ng.

Doc reached a conpani onway. He eased down it, a noiseless netal shadow that faded into darker
shadows bel ow. He came upon a long, heavy tinmber. It was round, a length of an old spar. It weighed
nearly two hundred pounds and was a dozen feet in length, thick as a keg. He carried it along
easily.

The spar pronptly saved himdeath or serious injury. He was thinking of what he had read in the
Sunday paper. He never forgot things he read.

The article had said there was a trapdoor in a passage which let the unwary upon a bed of
upturned swords. He figured Squint might put that death trap in operation again.

Squi nt had.

So, when a passage floor suddenly opened under his weight, it was not an accident that the

twel ve-foot spar kept Doc from droppi ng upon needl e- poi nted bl ades bel ow. Probably sone old pirate
had constructed this trap to bring death to one of his fellows he didn't |ike.

Wth a deft swing, Doc got atop the spar. He ran along it to solid footing. Then he picked up the
heavy spar again.

Squi nt had been waiting behind a door at the end of the passage. At the crash of the sprung
trapdoor, he let out a |loud bark of glee. He thought Doc was finished. Doc heard the bark.

To accommodate him Doc emtted a realistic moan. It was the kind of a nmban a man dying on those
upturned swords night have given. It fool ed Squint.

He opened the passage door.

Before the door could swing the whole way, Doc hurled the spar. He purposefully m ssed Squint.
The spar burst the door planks with a resoundi ng smash.

Squi nt spun and fled. He was so terrified he didn't even stop to use his gun.

He nmust have been surprised when Doc’s powerful hands did not fall upon his neck. Probably he
consi dered hinmself quite a naster of strategy when he reached deck without seeing another sign of
Doc.

He did not have the sense to know Doc had purposefully |et himescape.

Al nost at once, Squint quitted the pirate ship. He left furtively. He | ooked behind often. But
not once did he catch sight of the terrible Nenesis of bronze.

"Gave himthe slip!" Squint chortled, alnost sobbing in his relief.

As he crept away, he continued to | ook behind. H's elation grew. There was no sign of Doc.



Actual |y, Doc was ahead of Squint. Doc had reached the deck and gone ashore in advance of Squint.
Wien the ratty nman appeared, the bronze giant kept always ahead or to one side.
Doc hoped Squint would Iead himto the sinister nasterm nd who had ordered Jerone Coffern slain.

Chapter 4. THE NEST OF EVIL

SQUINT clinbed up to Riverside Drive. He dodged |inpusines and taxi cabs across the Drive. Turning
south a few bl ocks, he strode rapidly east until he reached Broadway, the sole street which runs the
full length of Manhattan Island. A subway |ies beneath Broadway nearly the whol e di stance.

Into this subway, Squint scuttled. He cocked a nickel into the entrance turnstile and waited on
the white-tiled station platform The light was dim At either end, dark gullets of the tunnel
gaped.

Squint felt safe. He had been listening to the entrance turnstile. The turnstiles always gave a

| oud cl ank when a custoner cane through. There had not been a single clank since Squint entered.

A subway train came how ing down the tunnel, headlights like bleary red eyes. The roar it nade,

to which New Yorkers are accustonmed, was deafening. At the height of the noise, the entrance
turnstile clanked behind Doc Savage’'s giant, bronze form Nobody saw him

Doc saw Squint wait in a car door until the other doors in the train, operated autonatically, had
all closed. Squint held his own door open against the gentle pull of the automatic nechanism Wen
he was satisfied no bronze giant had boarded the train, he let the door close. The train noved.
Running lightly, Doc reached an open car wi ndow. He dived through it. The train plunged into the
tunnel with a great noan.

Squint alighted at Times Square, which mght easily be dubbed the crossroads of New York City. He
m ngled with the dense cromd. He went in one door of a skyscraper and out another. He changed taxis
twi ce going back uptown.

Unseen, his presence even unsuspected by Squint, a great bronze shadow clung to Squint’s trail.

Squi nt wound up on the street which had the |ong row of houses exactly alike.

Before the tenth house fromthe corner, a considerable crowd nmilled. Long since, an anbul ance had
taken away the body of the ratty man whose neck Doc had been forced to break. However, the police
had found the cache of machi ne guns beneath the floorboards of the touring car. Curious persons were
i nspecting the vicious weapons.

A cop was getting the notor number of the car.

Squi nt chuckl ed. The officers would never trace that machine to him It had been stolen in a

M ddl e Western State.

"Let ‘“emtry to figure it out!" Squint sneered.

Then his gaze rested on Doc Savage's big, efficient roadster, and his ugly gl ee oozed. He coul d
see the license nunber of the car. This was a single figure. Only personages of great inportance in
New York had such [ ow |icense nunbers.

Squi nt shivered, thinking of the fearsone giant of bronze. He wondered who that awesone personage
coul d be.

Squi nt had never heard of Doc Savage, |argely because he never read anything but the newspapers,
and Doc Savage never appeared in brazen newspaper yarns. |In truth, Squint’s intelligence was not
enough to rate a know edge of Doc.

But sone of the brainiest, nbst upright citizens of New York could have told Squint amazing

things about the big bronze man. Mre than one of these owed Doc a debt of deepest gratitude for
past services.

The | eading political boss, the nost influential man in the city government, owed his life to

Doc’s magical skill at surgery. An extrenely delicate operation upon the very walls of his heart had
taken himfromthe door of death.

SQUINT did not enter the tenth house fromthe corner. He sidled into another several doors

distant. He felt his way up a gl oony succession of stairs. A trapdoor gave to the roof. He eased
out. Quietly, he closed the trapdoor behind him

He did not notice it open a fraction of an inch a nonent later. He did not dreama pair of flaky

gol d eyes were phot ographing his every nove.

Squint scuttled across rooftops to the tenth house fromthe corner. He entered through another

hatch on that roof.

He had hardly di sappeared when Doc’s bronze formwas floating over the roofs in pursuit. Doc

pressed an ear to the hatch. H s aural organs, inmbued with a sensitiveness near superhuman, told him
Squi nt had wal ked down a top-floor passage to the back.

A norment | ater, a window at the rear opened. Doc was poised above it in an instant. Squint’'s
relieved whisper reached him

"No chance of anybody |listenin’ fromhere!" Squint had breathed.

The wi ndow grated down.

Wth silent speed, Doc was over the roof edge. Even a bat, naster of clinging to snooth surfaces,
woul d have had trouble with the wall. G ooves between the bricks furnished the only handhol ds. Doc’s
steel -strong bronze fingers found the | argest of these.



At the window, there was no perch. But Doc hung by little nore than his finger tips. His tireless
sinews coul d support himthus for hours.

A shade had been drawn on the other side of the window But it was old and cracked. One of these
cracks let Doc | ook into the room

The wi ndow sash fitted poorly. It gaped open at the bottom Through this space, conversation
seeped.

More than a dozen nen were assenbled in the shabby room Sone were thick-necked and burly. Mre
were thin, with the |l ook of drug addicts in their vicious eyes. And every one had the furtive manner
of the confirmed crimnal.

They were as choice a devil's dozen as ever held unholy concl ave.

Squi nt stood before them He was swaggering and punctuating his talk with curses to cover his
nervousness.

"Now you nugs pipe down while | call the big shot!" he snarl ed.

He strode to one wall. The old plaster was a network of jagged cracks. He pressed a certain spot.
A secret panel, the edges cleverly disguised by the cracks, opened. Squint took out a tel ephone
instrunent.

The phone obviously was not a part of the regular city system since Squint did not give a
nunber, but began speaking at once.

"Kar?" he asked. "This is Squint."

Qut side the wi ndow, Doc Savage’'s strong bronze lips forned the word "Kar." The dying nman on the
pirate ship, in trying to name the master mind who had given themthe nysterious dissolving
substance called the "Snoke of Eternity," had started a name that began with a "K. "

Kar was that nane!

"Yeah," Squint was saying over the secret phone line. "We put old Jerome Coffern out of the way
like you ordered." Squint paused to wet his dry lips nervously, then added, "We—we had a little
tough luck."

Squi nt was surprisingly nodest. Hi s four conpanions had died violently and he had barely escaped
with his life—and he passed it off as a little tough I uck!

Replying to a sharp query fromKar, Squint reluctantly explained the nature of the insignificant
m sfortune.

The outburst the informati on got from Kar was so violent the rattling of the receiver diaphragm
reached even Doc Savage's ears.

There foll owed what was evidently a | ong procession of orders. These were spoken in a | ow voice
by Kar. Doc’s ears, sensitive to the extrene, could not hear a single word.

SQUI NT hung up at | ast and replaced the phone. He closed the secret panel. Lighting a cigarette,
he drew deeply fromit, as though seeking courage. Then he faced the assenbl ed thugs.

"Kar says |'mto tell you guys the whole thing," he said, making his voice harsh. "He says you
wi |l work together better if you know what it's all about. He says it’'ll show you birds where your
bread is buttered. | guess he’'s right, at that."

Squi nt paused to blow a plunme of snoke at the ceiling. But the snpke apparently rem nded hi m of
the weird dissolving of Jerone Coffern’s body. He made a face and flung the cigarette on the floor.
"This is the first time you guys have been here!" he told the nen. "Each one of you got the word
fromme to come to this room | sent for you. | know every one of you. You're regular guys. That's
why I’mringing you in on the best thing you ever saw. "

"Aw, cut out the nush an’ get down to talkin' turkey!" a thick-necked bruiser grow ed.

Squi nt ignored the contenptuous tone of the interruption.

"Sure, |I'Il talk turkey!" he sneered. "You just heard me jawin' to the big shot. Hs name is Kar.
That phone | eads to his secret hangout. | don’t know where it is. |I don't even know Kar."

"You dunno who the chief is?" nmuttered the thick-necked man.

"Nope. "

"Then how d you—

"How d | get hooked up with hin?" Squint chuckled. "I got a tel ephone call fromhim He said he'd

heard | was a square shooter, and did | want to get in on the best thing in the world? |I did. And
I"'mtellin you it’'s good. This proposition is the best ever."

"What is it?" queried he of the beefy neck.

"How does a million bucks to each of you within a year sound?" Squint demanded dramatical ly.

Jaws fell. Eyes popped.

"Amllion—=

"That much anyway!" Squint declared. "Maybe nore! The mllion is guaranteed. You draw fifty
thousand of it tomorrow. Fifty grand for each guy! But before | say nore, | gotta knowif you're
comn’ in.

"l know you nugs can’t afford to run to the police and talk. You re sure to be rubbed out if you
do. And if you conme in, you gotta take orders fromme. And | get ny orders fromKar. I'msort of a

straw boss, see!"
"Count nme in!" ejaculated the thug with the anpl e neck.



Like flies to sugar, the others offered eager allegiance.

"Here's the lay!" announced Squint. "This fellow Kar has got sonething he calls the Snoke of
Eternity. It’s sonething nobody ever heard of before. A few drops of it will dissolve a man’s
body—rmke it turn into an ugly gray snoke. The stuff wll dissolve brick, metal and wood—al nost
anyt hing."

For sone seconds the villainous assenbl age digested this. It was too much for themto swall ow
The bi g-necked fellow voi ced the thoughts of the rest.

"You' re crazy!" he said.

REDDENI NG, Squi nt swore and shook his fist.

"I ain't nuts!" he ranted. "The Snoke of Eternity works like that! | dunno what the stuff is. |
only know it will dissolve a man. It will w pe the front right off the biggest bank vault there is.
Enough of it, about a suitcase full, could turn the Enpire State Building into that queer snoke."
The others were still skeptical.

"Don’ tcha see what havin’ such a thing as this Snoke of Eternity means?" Squint snarled. "It

means we can wal k right into any bank vault in town and take what we want. And listen, you apes! |
ain't crazy—and | ain’t lyin!"

At this point, a newsboy’s shout penetrated faintly to the room The news hawker was crying his
papers to the crowd of curious in front of the house.

"Body of fanmpus chem st vani shes!" he was screamng. "Mystery baffles police!"

Squi nt | aughed nastily. He |leveled an armat one of his |isteners.

"CGo buy a paper fromthat kid!"

The man |l eft obediently. In a moment he was back with a pink tabl oid newspaper.

Enbl azoned in black scare-type was the story of the finding of Jerome Coffern’s right hand and
forearmon the grounds of the Mammoth Manufacturing Conpany plant in New Jersey.

"l guess you' |l believe me now" Squint sneered. "I used sone of the Snoke of Eternity on old
Jerome Coffern. It dissolved all of his body but the hand. Probably the hand didn't go because there
wasn’t quite enough of the stuff."

The expression on the evil faces surrounding Squint showed the thugs had changed their m nds.

They no | onger thought Squint was |ying or crazy.

"Why' d you rub out this Jerome Coffern?" one villain asked.

"Kar ordered it," said Squint. "Kar told me why, too. Kar believes in lettin’ his nen know why
everything is done. The only thing Kar don’t tell is who he is. Nobody knows that. Kar had Jerone
Coffern killed because Coffern was the only nman alive who mght tell the police who Kar is."
"Jeronme Cof fern knew Kar, huh?" nmuttered a man.

"He must have." Squint fired another cigarette. "Now, | already got orders for you nugs. A

shi pment of gold noney is goin’ to Chicago tonorrow. Sone banks out in Chi are hard up and need the
jack. There's about two million dollars’ worth goin’. A hundred nmiles out of New York, we jerk up
the tracks. W use this Snoke of Eternity to wipe out the bullion guards and get into the arnored
express car. And out of that two million, each of you guys gets paid your fifty thousand. The rest
of the gold coin goes into Kar’s workin’ fund."

A gasp of evil pleasure swept the group. Mean eyes glittered greedily.

Al t hough Squint had proclained that Kar was letting themin on a great deal, they actually knew
not hi ng but the existence of the Snoke of Eternity and the fact they were to rob a gold train.

Who Kar was—they had no idea. Should these nmen fall into the clutches of the law, they could help
the police little even if they told all they knew. True, the gold robbery would be thwarted. But the
master villain wuld still be free.

A FAINT buzz came fromthe secret phone. Squint hurried to the instrument. He received nore
orders fromKar. His thin, repulsive face was worried as he hung up and cl osed the hi dden panel.
"Dam!" he groaned. "Kar has another job for us to do before the gold train thing'"

The others stared at Squint. They could see he was frightened.

"That big bronze devil who gime such a lot of trouble!" Squint nmuttered. "Kar says we gotta get
himlike we did Jerome Coffern! The bronze devil’'s nanme is Doc Savage. Kar is plenty nmad because |
|l et Doc Savage get on ny trail. He says it’'s the worst thing that coul da happened."

"One guy can’'t give us nuch trouble!l" sneered the thicknecked thug.

"You wouldn't be so cocky if you' d seen this bronze man work!" Squint whined. "He ain’t human! He
nmoves quieker’'n a tiger! He popped off my four pals just |ike you was snappin’ your fingers."
"Bal oney!" snorted the burly one. "Lead nme to ‘im | ain't never seen the man | couldn’t lick."
Squi nt passed a hand over his forehead.

"Beat it, all of you," he directed. "Go to wherever you live an’ stay there. Kar knows where to
get hold of each of you. | told him Wit for orders fromhim or fromne."

As they started |eaving, Squint added an afterthought.

"Renenber, Kar has got guys besides you an’ ne workin’ for him | dunno nyself who they are. But
he’s got nore. And if one of you squawks to the cops, he's sure to be bunped off."

Then the villainous assenbl age nelted away. None of them woul d squeal .



Squi nt renai ned behi nd. Wien left alone, he went to the secret phone.

"l carried out your orders, boss," he told Kar.

Suddenly there inpinged upon the ears of Squint a weird, soft, trilling sound, |like the song of a
mysterious jungle bird. It was a note w thout equal anywhere else in the universe, nelodious, but
possessing no definite tune. It had a unique quality of emanating from everywhere, as though the
very air in the shabby roomwas giving birth to it.

The trilling sound struck terror into Squint’s evil soul. He whirled, not knowi ng what he woul d
see.

An awful screamtore through his teeth.

For the rickety window had |ifted noiselessly. Equally w thout sound, the shabby curtain had
noved asi de.

There, poised |like some huge bronze bird of vengeance upon the wi ndow sill, was Squint’s doom
"Doc Savage!" the rodent of a man wailed. Convul sively, Squint clutched for the revol ver he had
secured aboard the pirate ship.

Doc’ s powerful bronze hands seized a table. The table drove across the room as though inpelled
froma cannon nout h.

Striking Squint squarely, it smashed his worthless |life out against the wall. The man’s body fell
to the floor amd the tabl e w eckage.

Doc Savage glided to the secret phone. The receiver came to his ear. He |istened.

Fromhis lips wafted the weird trilling sound that was part of Doc—the tiny, unconscious thing
which he did in nonents of absolute concentration. The strange note seened to saturate and set
singing all the air in the room

Over that secret phone line cracked what sounded like a gulp of terror and rage. Then the

recei ver banged up at the other end.

It would probably be a long tinme before the evil Kar forgot that eerie, trilling sound! It was a
thing to haunt the slumber hours!

Chapter 5.. JEROME COFFERN S FRI END

DOC SAVAGE repl aced the receiver of the secret phone. He closed the hidden panel. Silently, he
quitted the roomas he had entered—through the window. He made his way to the street.

The crowd had thinned. Squint’s scream had not been heard. Doc did not go near his roadster,

al t hough his sharp eyes detected no sign of Kar’'s men watching the nachine.

Doc strode eastward. He reached the edge of Central Park—that rectangle of beautiful |awns and
shrubbery two and a half mles long and half a mle wide which is New York’'s breathing place. Neat
apartment buil dings towered al ong the park.

An ol d woman hel d out, hopefully, a bundle of the |ate newspapers. She was al nost blind. Her
clothing was shabby. She | ooked hungry. Doc stopped and took one of the papers.

He | ooked at the old woman's eyes. His expert diagnosis told himtheir ailnment could be cured by
a few great specialists. He wote a name and address on a corner of the paper, added his own nane,
and tore this off and gave it to the crone. The name was that of a specialist who could cure her
ai l ment, but whose fee was a small fortune. But at sight of Doc’s nane scrawl ed on the note, the
speci alist would gladly cure the wonan for not hing.

Doc added a bill he took froma pocket. For a long tine after he had gone, the old, nearly blind
wonmen stared at the bill, holding it al nbst against her eyes. Then she burst into tears. It was nore
money than she had ever expected to see.

The little incident had no bearing on Doc’s troubles with Kar, except that Doc wanted the paper
to see what had been published concerning Jerome Coffern’s weird deat h—which proved to be nothing he
did not already know.

It was such a thing as Doc did often. It was part of his creed, the thing to which his life was
devot ed—+enedyi ng the m sfortunes of others.

It was a strange thing for a man to do who had just dealt cold and terrible justice to five
murderers. But Doc Savage was a strange nman, judged by the | ook-out-for-yourself-and-nobody-el se
code of a greedy civilization.

Doc turned into one of the |argest apartnment houses on that side of Central Park. He rode an

el evator to the twentieth floor.

Here Jeronme Coffern had lived alone in a nodest three-room apartnent which was filled al nost
entirely with scientific books.

The | ocked door quickly yielded to Doc’s expert wielding of a small hook which he made by bendi ng
the tongue of his belt buckle. He entered. He paused just inside the door, bronze face grim

H s gol den eyes noted a nunber of things.

Jeronme Coffern thought a great deal of his books, and he had a habit of arranging themjust a
certain distance fromthe rear wall of the bookcase. Yet they had a different arrangement now.

He kept chemicals on his library table, also arranged in a certain fashion. Doc knew the
arrangenent well. To one who didn’t know Coffern, they m ght [ook orderly now. But they were not in
the right order!

The apartment had been searched!



Swiftly, Doc made a circuit of the place. His ninble fingers, his all-seeing eyes, mssed little.
He found the evidence on the typewiter! Jerone Coffern had installed a new ribbon on the nachine
before starting an extensive docunent. The machine had witten the conplete |length of the ribbon,
then back a considerable distance. But where it had not overwitten, the lettered inprint of the
keys was di scerni bl e.

Doc read:

STATEMENT TO THE POLI CE.

In view of a recent incident when a bullet cane near ne, | have cone to the conclusion an attenpt
is being made to nurder ne. Furthernore, | suspect ny alleged assailant of being guilty of at |east
one other murder. | realize | should have gone to the authorities earlier, but the very fantastic,

horrible, and ghastly nature of the thing led nme to doubt nmy own suspicions.
Herewith is ny story:

Nearly a year ago, | went on a scientific expedition to New Zealand with Aiver Wrding Bittman,
the taxiderm st, and Gabe Yuder. From New Zeal and, a trip to Thunder Island was—

And there, to Doc’s disgust, it ended. The rest was illegible. But Jerone Coffern had obviously
witten it.

Doc continued his search. Jerone Coffern had been a nman of few intinate friends. In his personal
papers was no reference to any one called Kar.

Oiver Wrding Bittman, Doc recalled, was a taxi derm st who made a specialty of preparing rare
animal s for nuseuns. But the nane of Gabe Yuder was unfamliar.

Doc knew the address of Oiver Wrding Bittnman. It was an apartnent house two bl ocks sout hward
al ong Central Park.

Doc Savage, unable to find anything else of interest, hurried to interview Aiver Wrding
Bittman. There was a chance Bittnman m ght have heard of Kar, through Jerone Coffern.

As Doc rode up in an elevator of Bittman's apartnent building, he nentally assenbl ed what he knew
of the taxiderm st.

The material his menory yielded was all favorable to Aiver Wrding Bittman. The man’s nanme was

not unknown. He had a sizable display of rare aninal life in the Smthsonian Institution. Walls of
several famous clubs and hostelries were adorned with trophies he had nounted.
Best of all, Doc recalled his father had once spoken favorably of Bittnan.

The taxiderm st hinself opened the door.

Oiver Wrding Bittman was a nman nearly as tall as Doc. But he was thin-so very thin that he

| ooked like a skeleton and a few hard nuscles. If a prominent jaw denotes character, Bittnan had
plenty. H's jaw was strikingly |arge.

Bittman had dark, determi ned eyes. His hair was dark. His skin had been burned by the wi nd and
sun of many clines. He wore a brown, well-cut business suit. Lounging mules were on his bony,
efficient feet.

The only jewelry he wore was a watch chain across his waistcoat front. One end of this secured a
timepi ece. To the other end was fastened a small inplenment which at first glance | ooked like a
penknife. Actually, it was a razor-edged taxiderm st scal pel for skinning specinmens.

Bittman twirled this scal pel about a forefinger.

"You are Doc Savage!" he greeted Doc instantly. "I amindeed honored."
Doc admitted his identity, but wondered how Bittnman knew him Bittman nust have guessed the
questi on.

"You may wonder how I knew you," the taxiderm st smled. "Cone into the library and | will show

you the answer."

They noved through the apartnent.

Aiver Wrding Bittman certainly considered his own work decorative. And in truth, the fellow was
an expert in his line. Many scores of rare animal trophies adorned the walls. A great Al askan Kodi ak
bear stood in a corner, astoundingly lifelike. Skin rugs nade an overl appi ng carpet underfoot. The
wor kmanshi p on all these was fine.

They cane to a large picture framed on the wall. In the lower |eft corner of the picture reposed

a portion of a letter.

The picture was of Doc Savage’'s father. The resenbl ance between parent and son was marked.

Doc stepped nearer to read the letter.

It was a missive fromhis own father to Oiver Wrding Bittnan. It read:

To you, nmy dear Oiver, | can never express ny thanks sufficiently for the recent occasi on upon

whi ch you quite certainly saved ny life. Were it not for your unerring eye and sw ft marksmanship, |
shoul d not be penning this.

Before ne as | wite, | have the skin of the lion which would surely have downed me but for your
qui ck shooting, and which you so kindly consented to nmount. It just arrived. The workmanship is one
of the best sanples of the taxiderm st art | ever beheld. | shall treasure it.

I shall treasure also nmy association with you on our recent African expedition together. And may
the best of the world be yours.

Si ncerely,

CLARK SAVAGE, sr.



The note noved Doc Savage deeply. The death of his father was still a fresh hurt. This had
occurred only recently. The el der Savage had been nurdered.

It had done little to assuage the pain when Doc hinself took up the trail of the nurderer, a

trail that led to Central Anerica, and ended in a stroke of cold justice for the killer, as well as
perilous adventures for Doc and five friends who had acconpani ed him

Doc offered his hand to Bittnan.

"What ever debt of gratitude ny father owed you," he said feelingly, "you can consider that | also
owe you."

Bittman smled and took the hand in a firm clasp.

IN a very few mnutes the conversation got around to AQiver Wrding Bittman’s acquai ntance with
Jerone Coffern.

"l knew Coffern, yes," said Bittman. "W went on that New Zeal and expedition together. You say he
i s dead? What a shock! Hi s nurderers should be made to suffer!"

"Five of them have already done that," Doc replied grimy. "But the naster m nd who ordered
Coffern’s nurder is still at large. He nust pay the penalty!

"He is a man | know only as Kar. | was hoping you mght yield some information. O if not,
perhaps you can informne where Gabe Yuder, the other nmenber of the expedition, can be found."
Oiver Wrding Bittman toyed with the scal pel on his watch chain. H's eyes were veiled in deep

t hought .

"Gabe Yuder!" he muttered. "I wonder—ould he be the man? He was an unsavory chap. | have no idea
what becanme of himafter our return. He remained in New Zeal and—+ntending to return here later."
"WIIl you describe Gabe Yuder?"

Around and around Bittnman's finger flew the scal pel. He spoke in clipped sentences, giving an
excel | ent description.

"Gabe Yuder was a young man, under thirty. He was robust, an athletic type. He had a red face.
H's mouth was big. The lower lip was cleft by a knife scar. H s eyes were always bl oodshot. They
were a pale gray. They renminded you of a snake’'s undersides. H's hair was sandy, a sort of nongrel
col or.

"Yuder had a | oud, coarse voice. He had an overbearing manner. Hi s knuckles were scarred from
knocki ng peopl e about. He would strike a native at the slightest provocati on. And he was a

conbi nation of chemi st and el ectrical engineer by trade. He went along with us to prospect for
petrol eum™

"He Does sound rather villainous," Doc admtted. "Can you tell ne anything about this Snoke of
Eternity?"

"The Srmoke of Eternity? What is that?" queried Bittman, |ooking puzzl ed.

Doc debated. There was no reason why he should not tell Bittman of the terrible dissolving
conpound that had destroyed Jerone Coffern. Besides, Bittnman had been friend to Doc’'s father.

So Doc expl ai ned what the Snoke of Eternity was.

"CGood heavens!" Bittman groaned. "Such a thing is incredible! No! | can't tell you the slightest
thing about it."

"Did you note anything suspicious about Gabe Yuder’'s actions on the New Zeal and expedition?"
Aiver Wrding Bittman thought deeply, then nodded.

"Yes, nowthat | think of it. Here is what happened: Qur expedition split in tw parts when we
reached New Zeal and. | remained in New Zeal and to gather and nmount sanples of the island bird life
for a New York nuseum Yuder and Jerone Coffern chartered a schooner and sailed with Yuder's plane
to an island sonme distance away."

"A plane?" Doc interposed.

"l neglected to tell you,"” Bittman said hastily. "Yuder is also a flyer. He took a plane along on
the expedition. Some Anerican oil conpany was financing him"

"What was the name of the island to which Yuder and Jerone Coffern went?" Doc asked.

"Thunder Island."

THUNDER | SLAND!

Doc’ s bronze brow winkled as he groped in his menory. There were few spots in the world, however
outlying, upon which he did not possess at |east general information.

"As | recall," Doc continued, "Thunder Island is nothing but the cone of an active vol cano
projecting fromthe sea. The sides of the cone are so barren they support no vegetation whatever.
And great quantities of steamcone continually fromthe active crater."

"Exactly," corroborated Bittman. "Jerome Coffern told me he flew over the crater once with Yuder.
The crater was a nunber of miles across, but the whole thing seened filled with steam and funes.
They brought back specinmens fromthe cone, however. Jerone Coffern turned themover to the |argest
coll ege of geology in New York City."

"We're getting off the trail," Doc declared. "You said you noted something suspici ous about
Yuder’s actions. Wiat was it?"

"After he and Jeronme Coffern returned from Thunder |sland, Yuder was surly and furtive. He acted



like he had a secret, now that | think back. But at the time, | thought he was in an ill tenper
because he had found no oil, although he scouted Thunder Island the whole tine Jerone Coffern was
there gathering specinens.”

"Hm mm" Doc rnurnured.

"I'mafraid that does not help nuch," Bittnman apol ogi zed.

"It’s too soon to say."

Doc thought briefly. Then he nodded at the tel ephone.

"May | make a call from here?"

"Of course!"

Arising hastily, Bittman left the room This politeness was to show he had no desire to listen in
on Doc’s phone talk.

Doc called a nunber.

"Monk?" he asked.

A mld, pleasant voice replied, "Sure thing, Doc."

That mld voice was a deceptive thing. A listener woul d not have dreamed it could come fromthe
kind of a man who was at the other end of the wire. For the speaker was Lieutenant Col onel Andrew
Bl odgett Mayfair.

He was a two-hundred-and-si xty-pound human gorilla. He was one of the roughest and toughest and
nost |ikable and honmely nen ever to live. Monk was al so one of the few chemists in the world who
coul d be considered a greater expert in that line than poor, unfortunate Jerone Coffern.

Monk was one of five nen who acconpani ed Doc Savage on his amazing jaunts in pursuit of
adventure. These five, like Doc, were giving their lives to traveling about the world and righting
wrongs and handi ng out their own brand of justice. Whatever excitenent turned up in the course of
that pursuit—and there was al ways pl enty—they gobbled up and liked it. How they liked it!

"Monk, " Doc suggested, "could you take on a little trouble right now?"

"I"mon ny way!" chuckl ed Monk. "Were do | find this trouble?"

"Call Renny, Long Tom Johnny and Ham" Doc directed. "All of you show up at ny place right away.
I think I"'mmxed up in sonething that will nake us all hunp."

"1"11 get hold of them" Mok prom sed.

DOC stood by the phone a nonment after hanging up. He was thinking of his five friends, "Mnk,"
"Renny," "Long Tom " "Johnny," and "Ham" They were probably the nost efficient five nmen ever to
assenbl e for a definite purpose. Each was a world-famed specialist in a particular |ine.

Renny was a great engineer, Long Tom an el ectrical wi zard, Johnny an archaeol ogi st and geol ogi st,
and Ham one of the cleverest |awers Harvard ever turned out. The gorillalike Mnk, wth his magical
know edge of chenmistry, conpleted the group.

They had first assenbled during the Great War, these adventurers. The |ove of excitenment held
them together. Not a one of the five nmen but owed his very life to the unique brain and skill of
Doc.

Wth Doc Savage, scrapper above all others, adventurer suprene, they forned a conbination which
coul d acconplish marvel s.

Doc went in search of Oiver Wrding Bittman. He found the fanpus taxiderm st in an adjoining
room and t hanked himfor use of the phone.

"l must take ny departure now," he finished. "I should |ike greatly, though, to discuss at sone
time your association with ny father. And any service | can performfor you, a friend of ny
father’s, a man who saved his life, | shall gladly do."

Aiver Wrding Bittman shrugged. "My saving of your father's life was really no feat at all. |

was sinply there and shot a lion as it charged. But | would be delighted to talk at Iength with you.
| admire you greatly. Were could | get in touch with you?"

Doc gave the address of a downtown New York skyscraper which towered nearly a hundred stories—a
skyscraper known all over the world because of its great height.

"l occupy the offices fornerly used by ny father on the eighty-sixth floor," Doc explai ned.

"l have been there," Bittman smled. "I shall |ook you up." He gestured at an extension
tel ephone. "May | not call you a taxi?"
Doc shook his head. "I'lIl walk. | want to do some thinking."

Down on the street once nore, Doc strode across traffic-laden Central Park West and entered the
Park itself. He followed the pedestrian wal k, angling southeast. He did not try to nake haste.

H s remarkabl e brain was working at top speed. Already, it had evol ved a detailed plan which he
woul d put in operation as soon as he met his five friends at the skyscraper office.

H gh overhead, a plane was droning. Doc |ooked up as a matter of course, for few things happened
around himthat he did not notice.

The craft was a cabin seapl ane, a nonopl ane, single-notored. And it was painted green. It
circled, seem ngly bound nowhere.

Doc dismissed it fromhis thoughts. Planes circling over New York City were a nore common si ght
than the discovery of an ordinary horsefly.

The wal k he traversed descended steeply. It crossed a |l ong, narrow bridge over a Park |agoon. The



bridge was of rustic |log construction

Doc reached the bridge mddle

Unexpect ed t hings then happened

Wth a | oud bawl of exhaust stacks, the seapl ane above dived. Straight down it came. There was
mur derous purpose in its plunge

Doc Savage did not have tine to race to the end of the bridge. Had he done so successfully, there
was no shelter to be had

A bronze flash, Doc whipped over the rustic railing. He slid under the bridge

An obj ect dropped fromthe plane. It was hardly |larger than a baseball

This thing struck the bridge squarely above where Doc had gone over

A gush of vile grayish snmoke arose. Wth incredible speed, the bridge began dissol ving

Chapter 6. THE M SSI NG VAN

THE wei rd phenonenon, as the rustic bridge was wiped out by the fantastic Snoke of Eternity, was
even nore striking than had been the dissolution of Jerome Coffern’s body.

The metallic capsul e bearing the Snoke of Eternity had splashed the strange stuff sone distance
in bursting. A great section of the bridge seemed to burn instantly. But there was no flanme, no
heat

The play of electrical sparks was very marked, however. In such volune did they flicker that
their noise was |ike the sound of a rapidly running brook

The Snmoke of Eternity, after passing through and destroying the bridge, next dissolved the water
below. So rapidly did the eerie substance work that a great pit appeared in the surface of the

| agoon

Water rushing to fill this pit, formed a current like a strong river

It was that current which offered Doc Savage his only real threat. For Doc had not |ingered under
the bridge. Wth scarcely a splash, he had cl eaved beneath the surface. CQuessing what was to cone
he swam rapi dly away.

Doc’s lungs were trenendous. He could readily stay under water twice as long as a South Sea pear
diver, and such nen have been known to renai n under several mnutes. He swamrapidly down the

| agoon, keeping close to the bottom and stroking powerfully to vanquish the current

Over head, the seaplane circled again and again. The only occupant, the pilot, peered out

anxi ousl y.

"Got him" the vicious fellow chortled. "Easy noney, the twenty grand Kar is payin’ me for this!"
The murderous pilot did not dream Doc Savage coul d have escaped. He had no conprehension of Doc’'s
physi cal powers.

But he had been warned to nake absolutely certain. He circled continuously above the | agoon, eyes
roving like a vulture's

Under an over hangi ng bush, a full hundred yards fromthe bridge, Doc’s bronze head broke water

He cane up so snoothly that there was no spl ash

The killer pilot of the seaplane did not see Doc glide into the shrubbery, although he was
staring mghtily

An onl ooker woul d have renmarked a striking thing about Doc as he cane out of the water. Doc’s
strai ght bronze hair showed no traces of noisture. It was disarrayed. It seenmed to shed water |ike
the proverbial duck’s back. Nor did nmoisture cling to Doc’s fine-textured bronze skin

This was but another of the strange things about this unusual netallic giant of a man

Near by stood a Park policeman. The officer was goggling at the spiraling plane. He had seen the
basebal | - si zed bonb drop. He had witnessed the upheaval of queer gray snoke

The cop was trying to think what to do about it! Nothing |like this had ever happened before

The officer fingered the grip of his revolver. Then the revolver was spirited fromunder his
fingers. He had heard no one cone near. WIldly, he turned

Even as he spun, the revolver banged itself enpty of cartridges. The shots cane so rapidly as to
be a single thunderous whurr-r-ram

The circling seaplane gave a wild lurch. A wing sank. It nearly crashed. The pilot was wounded
But he fought the ship to an even keel. The plane scudded away |i ke a shot-splattered duck

The policeman suddenly found his warm snoking gun back in his hand. He had a dizzy vision of a
great bronze formin dripping clothes. He even noted the bronze man’s face and hair seenmed perfectly
dry, although his clothing was saturated

Then the giant was gone into the shrubbery. And there was no sound to show from whence he had
come, or where he had betaken hinself

The cop | ooked into the bushes and saw nobody. He gulped a tine or two and w ped sweat off his

br ow.

"Gosham ghty!" he managed to croak at |ast

AT the Fifth Avenue side of Central Park, Doc Savage got into a taxicab. It hurried him
sout hward. Before a towering, gleam ng spike of brick and steel, the machine let himout. Streets
here were walled by buildings so tall the sunlight only reached the sidewal ks at hi gh noon



An el evator raced Doc up to the eighty-sixth floor. He entered a sunptuously furnished reception
room No one was there. He went to the next room This was a library, a chanber which contained

t housands of the finest technical tones.

Into another and much |arger room Doc went. This was the | aboratory. Marble and gl ass-topped

wor k tabl es were everywhere. Scores of huge steel-and-glass cases held chemcals, rare netals, test
tubes, siphons, nortars, retorts, tubing and apparatus of which only Doc knew the use. No one was
there.

This | aboratory was exceeded for conpl eteness by only one on earth—the one which Jeronme Coffern

had told his fellow chem sts that Doc must visit to conduct his great experinents uninterrupted.
Jerome Coffern’s guess had been right.

Doc had anot her | aboratory, vaster even than this. It was at the spot he called his "Fortress of
Solitude." This was built upon a rocky island far within the arctic circle. No one but Doc knewits
| ocation. And when he was there, no word fromthe outside world could ever reach him It was to his
Fortress of Solitude that Doc retired periodically to study and experinent and increase his fabul ous
store of know edge.

Convi nced none of his five friends had as yet arrived, Doc returned to the reception room He
stripped and donned dry cl othes which he got froma cleverly conceal ed | ocker.

Doc’s frame, stripped, was an anazing thing. He had the nuscles of an Atlas. They were not

knotty, but nore like bundl ed piano wire |acquered a deep bronze color. The strength and symmetry of
that great formwas such as to stun an onl ooker.

Suddenly there came an interruption.

Wham

The report was loud. Wth a rending of wood, the thick panel of the outer door caved inward,

propel l ed by an enornous fist. That fist was conposed of an anple gallon of knuckles. They | ooked
like solid, rusty iron. And it woul d have taken a very big and violent nule to do as nmuch danage to
that door as they had done.

The fist w thdrew.

A man now opened what was |eft of the door and canme in. He was at |east six feet four in height,
and would weigh two fifty. The man resenbl ed an el ephant, with his sloping, gristle-heaped

shoul ders.

He had a severe, puritanical face. H's eyes were dark, sonber and forbidding. H's mouth was thin
and grimand pinched together as though he di sapproved of sonething.

This was Col onel John Renw ck. Every one called "Renny." He was honored throughout the world for
his acconplishnments as a civil engineer.

Renny | ooked |ike he was coming to a funeral. Actually, he was literally rolling in joy. H's

poppi ng out the panel of the door showed that. It was a trick Renny did when he felt good. And the
better he felt, the nore sour he | ooked.

"Where's this trouble you was tellin” Mnk about?" he asked Doc.

Doc Savage chuckled. "It’Il keep until the others get here. I'Il tell you all together."

SOON two nmen coul d be heard harangui ng each other loudly in the corridor.

"You can’t tell ne nothing about electronic refraction, you skinny galoot!" shouted a belligerent
voi ce. "Electricity is my business!"

"l don't give a snap if it is!" retorted another voice. "I'mtelling you what | read about
electronic refraction. | know what | read, and it was in an article you wote. You nmade a m st ake—=
There was a | oud slaming noise. A nan cane flying into the room propelled by a vigorous toe.

This man was tall and gaunt, with a half-starved |ook. H's shoulders were |ike a clothes hanger
under his coat.

He was Wl liam Harper Littlejohn. The year before, he had won a coveted international medal for
his work in archaeol ogy.

"What’' s the trouble now, Johnny?" Doc inquired.

Johnny got up fromthe floor, |aughing.

"Long Tomwote an article for a technical magazine and he made a ni stake any ten-year-old kid
could catch," Johnny chuckl ed. "He hasn’t seen the article since it got in print, and he won't
believe nme."

Snorting |oudly, an undersized, slender man cane in fromthe corridor. He had a conpl exion that
was none too healthy. His hair was pale, his eyes a faded blue. He | ooked |ike a physical weakling.
He wasn’t, though. It had taken a lusty kick to propel Johnny inside.

The undersi zed man was Maj or Thomas J. Roberts on the official records, but Long Tomto everybody
el se. He had done electrical experiments with Steinmetz and Edi son. He was a wizard with the juice.
"Where' s Ham and Monk?" Long Tom asked. "And where’'s this trouble? |I'mgonna tear an arm off
Johnny if | don’t get some excitenent pretty quick."

"Here comes Ham " Doc offered.

Bri gadi er General Theodore Marl ey Brooks now appeared. He was a waspi sh, sw ft-noving, slender

man. O all the |lawers Harvard had sent forth fromits |egal departnent, it was nost proud of Ham
He was an anmzingly quick-witted nan.



Ham s dress was the ultra in sartorial perfection. Not that he was flashily clad, for he had too
good taste for that. But he had certainly given his attire a lot of attention.

Ham carried a bl ack, severe-looking cane with a gold band. This was in reality a sword cane, a

bl ade of keenest Damascus steel sheathed within the black netal tube.

Ham al so was eager for action.

They waited for Monk to appear.

Monk was the fifth of Doc’s friends. He had a penthouse chenical |aboratory and living quarters
downt own, near Wall Street. He should have arrived by now.

They were remarkabl e nen, these adventurers. A | esser nman than Doc Savage coul d never have held
their allegiance. But to Doc, they gave their absolute loyalty. For Doc was a greater engineer than
Renny, a nore | earned archaeol ogi st than Johnny, an el ectrical w zard exceeding even Long Tom a
nore astute man of |aw than Ham and he could teach Mk things about chemistry. Too, each of the
five owed his life to Doc, thanks to sonme feat of the bronze man on the field of battle, or the
magi c of Doc’s surgery.

As tinme passed, they began to exchange uneasy gl ances.

"Now | wonder what has happened to that ugly ape, Mnk?" Ham nuttered.

Doc cal l ed Monk’s downt own pent house pl ace. Monk’s secretary—-she was one of the prettiest
secretaries in New York Cty—nforned himthat Monk had | eft some tine ago.

Doc hung up.

"I"mafraid, brothers, that Kar has got his hands on Mnk," he said slowy.

Chapter 7. THE UNDERWATER LAI R

DOC was right.

Monk wasted little tine after receiving Doc’s call. He shucked off his rubber work apron. He had
a chest fully as thick as it was wide. He put on a coat especially tailored with extra | ong sl eeves.
Monk’s arns, thick as kegs, were six inches longer than his legs. Only five feet and a half in
hei ght, Mnk wei ghed two hundred and sixty pounds.

Hs little eyes twinkled like stars in their pits of gristle as he gave his secretary a few
orders about his correspondence. Monk knew he m ght be away six months—er only an hour.

An el evator hurried himdown fromhis penthouse establishment. The el evator operator and the
clerk at the cigar stand both grinned widely at the honely Mnk. They admired and |iked him
Each carried a pocket piece presented by Mink. These were silver half dollars which Mnk had
folded in the mddle with his huge, hairy, bare hands.

Monk purchased a can of snpking tobacco and a book of cigarette papers. He rolled his own. Then
he left the building.

He headed for a near-by subway. The subways of fer the quickest, nost traffic free transportation
in New York City.

A sl ender, sallow skinned weasel of a nman fell in behind Monk. The fellow was foppishly clad. He
kept a hand in a coat pocket.

Monk’ s forehead was so | ow as to be practically nonexistent. This characteristic is popularly
supposed to denote stupidity. It didn't in Monk. He was a highly intelligent man.

Monk’ s sharp eyes noted the foppish man trailing him He saw the weasel-like fellow s reflection
in a plate-glass wi ndow of a store.

Monk st opped sharply. His nonster hand whi pped back. It grasped the knot which the weasel man’s
claw made in his coat pocket. Mnk tw sted. The weasel man’s coat tore half off. Skin was crushed
fromhis hand. And Monk got the | ong-barrel ed revolver which the fell ow had been holding in the
pocket .

The foppish man staggered into a deserted entryway, propelled by a hirsute paw. Mnk crowded
agai nst him and held himthere.

Both Monk’s great hands gripped the revol ver barrel. They exerted terrific force. Slowy, the
barrel bent until it was |ike a hairpin.

Monk gave the weasel man back his gun.

"Now you can shoot!" he runbled pleasantly. "Maybe the bullet will turn around and hit the guy it
oughta hit!"

Monk was sonething of a practical jokester.

The weasel man threw down his usel ess weapon. He tried to escape. He was helpless in the clutch
of this human gorilla.

"CQuess |I'Il take you along and | et Doc Savage talk to you," Mnk said am ably.
Monk haul ed his prisoner out onto the wal k.
"Hold it, you missin link!" snarled a coarse voice.

Monk started and stared at the curb.

A sedan had pulled up there. Four villainous |ooking men occupied it. They had automatic pistols
and submachi ne guns poi nted at Mnk.

"Get in here!" rasped one of them

MONK coul d do two things. He could put up a fight—and certainly get shot. O he could enter the



car.

He got in the sedan.

The instant Monk was seated in the machine, manacles were clicked upon his arms and | egs. Not one
pair—but three! Hi s captors were prepared to cope with Mnk's vast strength.

Monk began to wi sh he had taken his chances in a fight.

The sedan wended through traffic. It passed a couple of cops. Mk kept silent. To shout an alarm
woul d have nmeant the death of those policenen, as well as his own finish. Mnk knew nen. This was a
crew of killers which had him

The weasel man whose gun Monk had bent was in the car. He cursed the big prisoner and kicked him
Monk said nothing. He did not resist. But he narked the weasel man for a neck-winging if the
opportunity presented.

Rolling on a | ess used street, the sedan reached the water front. The district was one of rotting
pi ers and di sused warehouses on the East R ver.

The motor of an airplane could be heard out on the river.

The sedan halted. Monk was yanked out.

He saw the plane now. A seaplane, it was painted green.

The seapl ane pilot tossed a line. Hs craft was hauled carefully to one of the old piers.

They dunped Monk in the plane cabin.

The pilot, Mnk saw now, had a crinson-soaked bandage about his forehead, and another around his
left arm He was a squat fellow, nmuch too fat. He had nmean eyes.

Monk’ s captors | ooked curiously at the pilot’s wounds.

"How d you get plinked?" one asked.

The pilot vented a snarl of rage. He pointed at several bullet holes in the control conpartnent.
"Doc Savage!" he gritted. "The bronze devil popped up after | thought 1'd finished him He nearly
got ne!"

Monk grinned at this. He had iron nerves. |If Doc Savage was after this gang, the villainous
fellows were in for a brisk time indeed. Monk tested his strength agai nst his manacl es. They were
too rmuch for him

"Take the big guy to—you know where!" directed one of the nmen who had occupied the car.

The pilot indicated a radio receiving set in the plane.

"Sure," he said. "I know where he's goin'. Kar gime ny orders over the short-wave radio set."

He opened the throttle. Wth a noan fromthe exhaust pipes, the seaplane taxied about. It raced
across the river surface and took the air.

MONK was prepared for an extensive air journey. He was fool ed. The seapl ane circled over

Brookl yn, then across the harbor. It went nearly as far south as the Statue of Liberty. Banking
north, it flew up the Hudson River.

The craft descended to the water near the beginning of Riverside Drive. It taxied slowy al ong
the surface, close inshore.

Rearing up in the cabin, Mink was able to peer through the w ndows.

Near by and directly ahead stood a couple of rickety piers. To one of these was anchored a | arge,
anci ent three-nasted sailing ship. The black, sonber hull of this strange craft was pierced with
cannon ports.

On top of the superstructure reared a big sign, reading:

THE JOLLY ROGER

Former Pirate Ship.

(Admission Fifty Cents)

It was the sane craft upon which Doc Savage had cornered Squint and his conpani ons. Mbnk,
however, had no way of know ng this.

From t he snokestack of the cookhouse, or galley, poured dense bl ack snoke. This snmudge was
rapidly settling to the water about the old corsair craft.

Soon the vessel was conpletely hidden. The darksone pall spread to cover the river out a

consi derabl e di stance fromthe ship.

Directly into this unusual snoke screen taxied the seapl ane.

The floats of the craft were suddenly seized and hel d. Monk perceived several nmen had grasped the
pl ane. These nmen were standi ng upon sonething. Mnk craned his neck to see what it was.

His little eyes popped in astonishnent.

Under the conceal ment of the snoke screen, a great steel tank of a thing had come up fromthe
deep river bed. This was in the nature of a submarine, but without conning tower or engines and
propel | ers.

A steel hatch gaped open in the mddle of the tank. Into this hatch Monk was haul ed.

The seapl ane taxi ed away. The hatch cl osed. The tank of a submarine sank beneath the surface,
subnerging after the fashion of a genuine U boat.

The whol e operation had been bl anketed by the snpke screen. An observer woul d not have dreaned a
man had been shifted fromthe plane to a strange underwater craft which now rested on the river bed.
Kar’s nen dragged Monk into a tiny steel chanber.



For a minute or two, the |oud, sobbing gurgling of water entering the ballast tanks persisted.
The subnersible rolled a little, then settled solidly on the river bottom One of the gang now spun
netal wheels. These, no doubt, controlled val ves.

The interior of the strange craft becanme quiet as a tonb, except for a nonotonous drip-drip-drip
of a | eak somewhere.

The men were taking no chance on Monk’s escape. Three of them stood apart and kept pistols
pointed at him

One fellow picked up an ordinary tel ephone. This obviously was connected to a wire that |ed
ashore, probably along the cable which nmust anchor this unusual vessel.

"Kar," he said into the nouthpiece. "W got the big guy here now "

So quiet was the interior of the steel cell that the netallic voice fromthe receiver diaphragm
was plainly audible to every one.

"Let me talk to him" Kar commanded.

THE receiver was jamed agai nst Monk’s scarred ear, but tilted so the others could hear. They

hel d the nout hpiece a few inches fromhis |ips.

"Wel |, say your piece!" Mnk roared.

"You will speak with civility!" snarled the voice fromthe phone.

Monk bl ew air out between his lips and tongue, making a |l oud and insulting noise known variously
as the Bronx cheer and the razzberry.

He was kicked in the barrel of a chest for his perfornance.

"l fear you are going to conme to an unfortunate end very soon," Kar sneered silkily.

Monk’ s brain was working rapidly, despite his rowdyism This voice had an ugly, unreal rasp. He
knew Kar must be pulling his nmouth out of shape with a finger as he spoke, thus disguising his

voi ce.

"What d’ you want?" Monk demanded.

"You will wite a note to your friend and chief, Doc Savage. The note will tell himto neet you

at a certain spot."

Monk snorted. "You want ne to lead Doc into your trap, eh? Nothin' stirrin!"

"You refuse?"

"You guessed it!"

There ensued a brief silence. Kar was thinking.

"G ve nme the addresses of the nen you call Renny, Long Tom Johnny, and Haml " he comnmanded. "I

| earned froma chem cal supply firmwhere you lived. That is how ny nen cane to be waiting for you
to appear. But | could not find where the other four of your friends reside. You will give nme that
information!"

"Sure," Mnk growl ed. "Just watch me do it!"

Then his pug nose winkled as he thought deeply. He asked a question: "How did you know our

nanmes? How did you find Renny, Long Tom Johnny, Ham and | always join Doc Savage when he tackles
troubl e?"

Kar’s voice rattled an ugly | augh.

"The information was sinple to obtain!"

“I"1l bet it was!" Mnk snorted. "Not many people know we work together!"

"1 already knew that Doc Savage has his New York headquarters on the eighty-sixth floor of a
skyscraper," Kar rasped. "I sinply sent one of ny nmen to strike up a conversation with the el evator
operators of that skyscraper. My man |l earned you five nen were often with Doc Savage. He wornmed your
ni cknames fromthe el evator operators."”

"What' s behind all this?" Mnk questioned.

Monk did not, of course, know anything about Kar’s sinister purpose. He did not even know of the
exi stence of the weird and horrible Snmoke of Eternity.

"Doc Savage has interfered with ny plans!" Kar gritted. "He nust die! You five who are his

friends would try to avenge his death. So you al so nust die!"

"You don’t know what you're tryin’ to do!" Monk decl ared.

"l do!"

"Ch, no, you don’t! You'd be runnin’ like hell if you knew what a terror Doc Savage i s when he
gets on the trail of a snake |ike you!"

This drew a |l oud snarl fromKar. "I do not fear Doc Savage!"

"Whi ch shows you ain’t got good sense!" Mnk chuckl ed.

"Put himin the death chanber!" Kar commanded angrily.

The tel ephone was plucked from Monk’s furry hands. He was haul ed aft.

Evi dently Kar was enough of a judge of character to realize he could never force Mink to | ead Doc
Savage into a death trap. So he was going to get rid of Mnk i nmediately.

ONE of the nen twisted netal dogs which secured a hatch-like steel panel in a wall of the
subnerged tank. This swung back. It revealed a box riveted to the hull. The box had the di nensions
of a large trunk. It barely accommopdated Monk’s bul k as he was janmmed inside.



At the end of the box was another steel hatch. But this was obviously secured tightly on the

out si de.

A smal | petcock protruded fromthe box ceiling. One of Kar’'s men opened this with a key. He
fitted a grille over it.

A thin stream of water entered.

The hatch into the tanklike craft clanked shut. The dogs rattled loudly as they were secured.
Monk flounced about, wrenching at his manacles. He could not snap themwith all his prodigous
effort.

He tried to stop the inrush of water through the petcock. He failed. The petcock construction was
such that he could not block it, due to the grille covering.

The water had risen above his ankles by now. The clamy wetness was |ike the creep of death.

Monk beat the steel plates of the outer hatch with his shackled | egs. They held. Nothing |ess
than nitroglycerin could shatter them

Steadily, the water crawl ed upward. The mi nutes were passing wth agoni zing speed for Mnk. He
perspired. H s brain raced. He coul d evolve no possible schene of escape.

The river water now covered his nmouth. He had his head ramred tightly against the roof plates. It
could go no higher. Over his upper lip, the deadly |iquid sloshed.

After the fashion of a diver, Mnk determned to take a couple of quick inhalations, then draw in
a lungful of air. He was going to hang on as |ong as he coul d.

But with the first indraw of air, water was sucked into his |ungs.

Gaggi ng, choking, he sank hel plessly to the bottom pl ates.

Monk was drowni ng! There was nothing he could do to save hinself; no way to informDoc to get

ai d.

However, while Monk had been taken captive, during the tine required for the trip up the river,
Doc Savage was not idle. Monk's failure to appear was evi dence that sonething was wong—and Doc
never |et anything stay wong for |ong!

Chapter 8. THE TRAIL

I"Mafraid, brothers, that Kar has got his hands on Mnk," Doc Savage said slowy.

"Not hing | ess coul d have kept the big ape from show ng up here," agreed Ham the waspi sh,

qui ck-thinking | awer. He made an angry, baffled gesture with his innocent-I|ooking black swordcane.
Bel ow t he eighty-sixth floor wi ndow of the skyscraper office, the inspiring panorana of New York

City spread. They were beautiful, inpressive things, those gigantic, gleamng spires of office
bui | dings. Fromthat height, autonpbiles on the street |ooked like little, sluggish bugs noving
al ong.

Doc lifted a bronze hand. He got instant attention. Ham Renny, Long Tom and Johnny knew this
signal neant Doc was about to start his canpaign of action.

To Long Tom the electrical w zard, came the first commands.

Doc gave Long Tom the address of that tenth house in a row of dwellings that were all alike. He
told the exact secret wall recess.

"l want you to trace that phone wire," Doc explained. "It was not installed by the regular

t el ephone conpany. Kar nust have put it in hinmself. It |leads to sone secret lair of Kar’'s. | want
you to followit to that lair."

"Sure," said Long Tom "I'll use a—

"l know what you'll use," Doc interposed. "The apparatus is right here in ny laboratory. You can
find it!"

Long Tom hurried into the great |aboratory room He selected two boxes. They were replete with
vacuum tubes, dials and intricate coils. They m ght have been radio sets, because one was equi pped
wi th head phones. But they weren't.

One box held an apparatus which created a high-frequency electric current. Wen this current was
pl aced upon a tel ephone wire, it would nmake no sound audible to the human ear. But it would throw an
electrical field about the wire. This field extended a consi derabl e di stance.

The other box was an "ear" for detecting this field. Using it, Long Tom could wal k about with the
head phones upon his head. The phones would give a | oud squeal when he brought the "ear" within
proximty of the wire charged with his peculiar current.

The wire mght be buried yards underground, but the "ear" would detect its presence anyway. Nor
woul d brick walls interfere with the sensitive detector.

Long Tom hurried out with his equiprment. He took a taxi for the tenth house in the row of simlar
houses upt own.

"NEXT, Johnny!" Doc addressed the tall, emaci ated geol ogi st and archaeol ogist. "There is an

island in the South Seas, sonme distance from New Zeal and. It is known as Thunder |sland."

Johnny nodded. He took off the glasses he wore and fiddled with themexcitedly. These gl asses

were peculiar in that the left lens was extrenely thick. This left lens was in reality a powerful
magni fyi ng gl ass whi ch Johnny carried there for convenience. Johnny's left eye was virtually usel ess



since an injury he had received in the Wrld Wr.

"Go to the largest college of geology in New York GCity," Doc directed Johnny. "You will find

there a collection of rock specimens from Thunder Island. They were turned over to the institution
by Jerome Coffern, after an expedition he recently made to Thunder Island. | want those specinmens."”
"Mnd telling me why you want then?" Johnny inquired.

"Of course not!"

In a few quick sentences, Doc Savage told of the existence of the horrible stuff called Snoke of
Eternity.

"I amnot sure what the Snoke of Eternity is," Doc explained. "But | have an idea what it could

be. Wen the substance dissolves anything, there is a weird electrical display. This leads nme to
believe it operates through the disintegration of atons. In other words, the dissolving is sinply a
di sruption of the atom c structure."

"l thought it was generally believed there would be a great explosion once the atom was

shattered!" Johnny murnured.

"That was | argely disproved by recent acconplishments of scientists who have succeeded in

cracking the atom" Doc corrected. "I have experinented extensively along that line nyself. There is
no explosion, for the very sinple reason that it takes as much energy to shatter the atomas is

rel eased. "

"But why the specinens from Thunder |sland?" persisted Johnny.

"The basis of this Snoke of Eternity nust be some hitherto undi scovered el enent or substance,"”

Doc el aborated. "In other words, it is possible Gabe Yuder discovered on Thunder |sland such an

el emrent .

"The man is a chem st and el ectrical engineer. Fromthat el ement, he m ght have devel oped this
Snoke of Eternity. | want to examine the rock speci mens from Thunder |sland in hopes they may give

nme some clew as to what this unknown el ement or substance is."

"1"11 get the specinmens!" Johnny decl ar ed.

He hurried out.

"Hm m m-Renny!" Doc addressed his other two friends. "I want you two to hurry down to Monk’s
pent house place. See if you can find him"

These two al so departed, Renny noving lightly as a nouse in spite of his el ephantine bul k; Ham
twirling his sword cane.

Doc Savage tarried only to enter the |aboratory. Fromhis clothing he renoved the crunpled
capsul e of nmetal that had contained the Snoke of Eternity which had w ped out the body of poor
Jerone Coffern.

Doc conceal ed the capsule by sticking it to the bottomof a microscope stand with a bit of
adhesi ve wax.

Quitting his headquarters, Doc journeyed the eighty-six floors dowward in an el evator. He got
into a taxicab. The driver, he directed to take himto a point on Riverside Drive near where an
ancient pirate ship was tied up.

Doc Savage intended to examine the old corsair bark at his leisure. H's suspicions were aroused.
The fact that the ill-savored Squint and his conpani ons had found nodern guns aboard, the
famliarity they had shown with the strange craft, indicated they had been there before.

Aboard the buccaneer vessel, Doc hoped to find sonething that would lead himto the naster fiend,
Kar .

THE nmorment he cane in sight of the Jolly Roger , Doc’s gol den eyes noted sonething a bit
puzzling.

Sonme di stance down the river drifted a snmudge of particularly vile black snmoke. No factory
snokest acks al ong the river were disgorging such stuff. Nor were any water craft, which mght have
thrown it off, to be seen.

The slight breeze was such that this darksone pall m ght have been swept fromthe vicinity of the
Jol Iy Roger.

Too, far up the river, was a seaplane. It taxied along the surface, receding.

Doc strained the telescopic quality of his vision. He recogni zed the seapl ane as the sanme which
had attenpted his life in Central Park!

Doc was thoughtful. H s suspicions were now stronger.

But he had no way of knowi ng he was viewi ng the after-signs of Mnk’s being taken aboard the
subnersi bl e tank hiding pl ace!

Down to the pirate vessel, Doc hurried. A springy |leap fromthe ranshackl e wharf put his bronze
formaboard. A leaf settling on the deck planks woul d have nade nore noi se than he did in |anding.
Doc glided to the superstructure. Pausing, he listened. A stray rope end, swinging in the breeze,
made brushing noises up in the labyrinth of rigging.

Anot her sound, too! A man nuttering in the vicinity of the galley!

Doc backed a pace. Hi s sharp gaze rested on the galley stovepi pe. The faintest wisp of dark snoke
drifted out. The snoke was |ike that pall hangi ng downriver.

Instantly, Doc becane a wary, stalking bronze hunter. He slid aft, then went down a conpani on. He



made for the galley. He was shortly framed in the galley door.

Beside a rusty old cook oven stood a strange contrivance.

This was |arger than the oven, but built along simlar lines. It seemed to be a furnace for
burni ng resinous, snoke-nmaking material. A big pipe fromthis led the snoke to the galley flue.
A printed sign above the contraption read:

OLD- TI ME PI RATES

USED SMOKE SCREENS

Modern war shi ps were not the first to enpl oy snoke screens! Below is an apparatus used by the
rovers of the Spanish Main to throw off clouds of snoke intended to baffle the aimof pursuing
men- of - war .

If visitors desire to see this snoke-maker in performance, an attendant will put it in operation.
There is a small charge of one dollar for this.

DOC Savage’s nobile, strong |lips nade the slightest of appreciative smles. Wether old-tine
corsairs had actually used snoke screens was immterial. This was probably faked, |ike npst of the
other stuff aboard the ship.

But if it was desired to lay a snoke screen over this part of the river without attracting

suspi ci on, here was an ingenious nethod. |If anybody asked questions, the proprietors of the pirate
exhi bit could clai msonebody had paid thema dollar to nake the snoke.

BESI DE t he snoke-neker stood a nman. He had not yet becone aware of Doc’s presence. The nan was

cl eani ng ashes out of the snoke-maker.

The fellow was tall and thin. Hs pasty conplexion, his shaking hands, his inarticulate nunbling,
mar ked himas a drug addict.

"Wl | ?" said Doc.

The man whirled. H's nmean eyes goggled. His teeth rattled as a great terror seized him

He was one of the unsavory crew assenbled by Squint in that tenth house of the row of simlar
dwel i ngs.

Suddenly, he | eaped across the galley, pitched through a door. H's feet hamered down a passage.
"Stop!" Doc rapped.

The terrified man never heeded. He was not |ong on nerve. And he had heard enough about Doc to
know the giant bronze man was Nenesis to his kind.

Doc pursued. He put a great deal of effort in his flashing lunge. He wanted to question this rat.
And he knew he woul d have to get the fell ow before—

I't happened!

Came a piercing shriek! It ended in a ghastly thunking sound and a horrible gurgling.

The man had fallen through the death trap in the passage—the trap from which the spar had saved

The upended swords in the pit under the trapdoor had thorned out the life of the fellow before
Doc reached him

Doc slowy returned to the deck. He had hoped to | earn why the snoke screen had just been placed.
H s chance for that was gone with the thin man's death.

Thus al so had vani shed what ever chance Doc might have had of | earning that Monk was in a
subrersi bl e barge under the river near by.

Chapter 9. THE COLD KI LLER

DOC SAVAGE noved toward the bows of the corsair craft. He desired to ascertain what had become of
the bodi es of Squint’s unlucky conpani ons. He had noted that the one who had died fromthe shock of
a di smenbered hand no | onger reposed upon the deck.

The bodi es had been added to the grisly exhibits of pirate butchery in the hold. A few garments

of the seventeenth century had been drawn carel essly upon the bodies. So realistic was the rest of
the exhibit that the real corpses fitted in perfectly with the ghastly scene. They could hardly be
told fromthe papi er-maché victinms of corsair |ust.

Doc began at the bows and searched the buccaneer craft mnutely.

He soon found a twi sted pair of insulated wires of a tel ephone line. These cane aboard inside one
of the rope hawsers that noored the vessel to the wharf. So cleverly were they conceal ed that they
woul d have escaped any but an unusually intent inspection.

Doc traced the wires. They descended to the very keel, near the |inber board. Here they were
covered with rubber for protection fromthe bilge water. They progressed aft. At tinmes Doc was
forced to tear up planking to keep track of them

Near the stern, the wi res suddenly passed through the hull into the water.

Doc returned to the deck. He stood near the taffrail. H s golden eyes roved the river surface.
Entering the deck house, he renoved his outer clothing and shoes. An anmzing figure of bronze, he
returned to the stern. He poised at the taffrail.

But he did not dive overboard imediately to follow the wi res underwater.

A great bubble arose a few yards out in the river. A second cane. Then a bl ub-bl ub-blub series of



t heml

This was air |eaving the underwater cell in which Monk was inprisoned. The escaping air nade room
for the water that was drowni ng Monk.

But Doc knew only that the phenonenon was sonething suspicious. He waited to see what woul d
happen next. Nothing did, except that the bubbles ceased to ari se.

Doc dropped into the river. He drew plenty of air into his lungs before he struck. He swam
beneath the surface, out to the spot where the bubbl es arose.

Hi s powerful hands soon touched the steel tanklike subnersible which lay on the river bottom He
explored along it. He found a box of a protuberance. This was the size of a very large trunk.

He heard faint struggle sounds fromw thin the box.

Instantly, his great fingers went to work on the hatch which gave admi ssion to the box. He got it
open.

Monk toppl ed out.

MONK was a mighty distressed man, but far from dead. Opening his eyes, he could see Doc faintly
in the water.

Monk’s ill-tined bark of pleasure expelled the |ast vestige of air fromhis lungs. As a result,
his drowning was nearly finished before Doc could get himto the surface.

"l magi ne finding you here!" Doc chuckled. "You pick the strangest places to visit!"

Monk spouted a prodigious quantity of river water. He held up his manacl ed arns.

"Get these off, Doc!" he roared. "I’ mgonna dive back down there and give them babies a taste of
their own nmedicine! I'Il tear a hole in the thing if nothing el se!"

Doc Savage grasped the first of the three handcuffs on Monk’s wists. He brought the nanacle
close to his great chest and pulled.

Monstrous nuscl es popped out on his arns and shoul ders. The handcuff chai n snapped apart.

Wth successive duplications of this remarkable feat, Doc shattered the other cuffs securing
Monk’s wrists and ankl es.

Monk i medi ately prepared to dive to the tank of a submarine on the river bottom H's pleasantly
ugly face sank. He was thirsting for vengeance on the nmen who had tried to nmurder him

Doc Savage fol | owed hi m down.

Doc it was who found a way to attack those inside the sunken tank of the craft. He discovered the
dogs which held the entrance Iid could be worked fromthe outside as well as the inside. They
operated on the principle which is occasionally applied to the hatches of regul ati on submari nes.
Wth a twist, Doc threw them H's powerful arns wenched up the lid. Wth a great rush, water
poured in.

Doc stroked back to the surface. Monk sputtered and splashed there, his siman face di sappointed.
"I had no luck!" he grow ed.

"Watch it!" Doc called. "They' Il be swi nmng out!"

Hardly had the warning been voiced when a stream ng head broke water. Mnk’'s fist swung like a

sl edge. The victimwould have drowned had Monk not seized and held him

A second of Kar’s men came up fromthe tanklike craft, which, no doubt, was already filled with
wat er. Doc captured that one. For the next few seconds, half-drowned villains bobbed on all sides.
Snorting and chuckling uproariously, Mnk |aid about briskly with his long, furry arns. He
sounded |ike a porpoise disporting atop the water. Monk |iked plenty of noise when he fought.
Monk kept count of their bag.

"That’'s all of ‘eml" he announced at length. "Every rat of themgot to the top."

The conquest had not been a difficult one. Kar’'s men were all but unconscious as they reached the
surface. It became a matter of sinply stunning each one, a sinple process for such fists and
strength as Doc and Monk possessed.

They made a human raft out of their captives and shoved themto the Jolly Roger. Mnk held them
there, keeping themafloat. He admi nistered a judicious belt with a hairy fist when one showed signs
of reviving. He grinned, "How | like this job!"

Doc stroked to a wharf pile. He clinbed it with a rapidity that nade the feat seemridicul ously
easy.

CO LED on the after deck, Doc Savage found a rope which would support the weight of a man. He

| owered the end. Monk | ooped it under a prisoner’s arns.

They had all the captives on the after deck of the Jolly Roger within a few seconds.

"What do we do with ‘enP" Monk inquired.

"See what they know of Kar," Doc explained. He inspected the array of prisoners. "They may know
sonet hi ng. None of themwere with the group who net Squint."

"Squi nt —who’ s he?" Mnk inquired. "Say, Doc, | still don't know what this is all about!"

Doc began with the fiendish murder of Jerome Coffern by the Snoke of Eternity and sketched
briefly what had occurred.

"Whew! " muttered Monk. "And you think this Snoke of Eternity is a substance which shatters the
atom In that case, it certainly nmust have something new and hitherto undi scovered for its basic



ingredient!"

"Exactly," Doc agreed. "It is possible Gabe Yuder discovered this new el enent, or whatever it is,
on Thunder |sland. He may be Kar."

They relieved their prisoners of arns, throw ng the waterl ogged weapons into the river. The
pockets of the men di sgorged nothing that might lead to Kar.

One by one, the villainous group regai ned consci ousness. One or two tried to escape. They didn't
have a chance against Doc’'s flashing speed. And Monk, for all his anthropoid appearance, was a hairy
bl ur when he wanted to nove quickly.

The prisoners were herded forward. Doc forced themdown in the fore hold, which held the

unnerving display of pirate bloodthirstiness. He wanted themto have a good | ook at the three of
Kar’s nen who were already dead there. The sight mght |oosen their tongues.

The gruesone exhibit proved to be potent medicine. The captives shuddered. They becane pal e.

"Were can Kar be found?" Doc demanded, his powerful voice holding a ring of command.

He got no answer. He had not expected one yet.

Monk picked up a big, gleaming cutlass. He whetted it suggestively on a soggy shoe sole, then
whacked an ear off a papier-maché |ikeness of a bearded pirate, just to show Kar’'s nmen how it m ght
go.

"Only say the word, Doc!" He slanted a great armat a w zened fell ow who | ooked the nost cowardly
of the lot. "I'Il start on the little one, there!"

The man in question whinpered in fright.

Doc’ s gol den eyes cane to rest on the cowardly one. The play of flaky gleam ngs within those orbs
seened to increase. The gol den eyes gathered a conpel ling, hypnotic quality. They searched the very
soul of the quailing captive.

"I +—= the fellow frothed.

There was no question but that in a very few mnutes he could have been made to tell all he knew.
But he never got the chance.

A DECK pl anki ng creaked above their heads. Sone one |urked up there!

"Duck!" Doc breat hed.

He and Monk faded into shadowy corners of the hold with the speed and sil ence of nen accustoned
to danger.

The man at the deck hatch nust have caught a fleeting glinpse of Doc’s bronze form

A machi ne gun erupted down the hatch. The reports of the weapon were surprisingly mld—+t was
fitted with a silencer of sone sort. The hosing netal torrent tore great, splinter-edged rents in
the floor planks. It reduced a papier-nmaché replica of a corsair victimto a chewed pile of
paper - and- gl ue pul p.

Sudden silence fell.

Kar’s nmen mlled under the hatch, not know ng what to do. They | ooked up.

" Kar —

The cowardly man of the group had started to speak. But he got no further than that one word.
Bur-r-rip!

A nmachi ne-gun voll ey poured into him H's wi zened body seened to lose all its shape under the

nur der ous | eaden stream

The rapid-firer did not stop with his death. It ripped into the other menbers of Kar’s gang.

Doc Savage knew that the first man to die had seen Kar at the hatch above. Kar was slaying the
whol e group so none of themcould give information concerning him

It was one of the nobst col d-bl ooded, fiendish things Doc had ever witnessed.

In a half dozen ticks of a stop watch, every man of Kar’s in the hold died under the gobbling
machi ne gun.

Then Kar ran wildly away fromthe hatch, across the deck. Both Doc and Mnk heard the naster
murderer’s leap to the wharf.

Doc’s bronze, giant formflashed fromthe shadows. It seened to slide upward on invisible wires.
Power ful fingers seized the hatch rim Doc | ooked out.

A man raced furiously shoreward along the wharf. He wore a dark raincoat. It envel oped his form
down to the ankles. He had a | arge, nondescript, concealing hat.

Kar—for he it nust be-still carried his subnachine gun. He whirled suddenly and let fly a volley
of bullets.

Doc dropped back into the hold an instant before slivers flew fromthe hatch edge. But he had
seen that Kar’'s face was wapped in a great mask of dark cloth. It covered even his neck.

Whet her Kar was Gabe Yuder it was inpossible to tell. The fleeing figure could be Gabe Yuder,

t hough.

Doc did not try to | eave by the hatch again. He raced aft. Mnk trailed him

"What a cold killer!" Mnk grated.

"There should be guns in the deck house!" Doc breathed.

They found the guns. A rack held quite an arsenal of nodern weapons. Kar had prepared well. They
sprang out on deck.



But Kar was sonething of a sprinter. Already, he had scanpered well up the bluff which was
surmounted by Riverside Drive. He kept to the conceal ment of scrawny shrubbery.

Doc saw a bush shake and fired into it. Machine gun missiles cane scream ng back in a second.
They forced Doc to cover.

Kar reached the | ow stone wall at the bluff rim He dived over it.

Doc and Monk found no trace of the fiendish killer when they reached Riverside Drive.

Chapter 10. HOT PURSU T

KAR must have had an autonobile waitin’ here on the Drive," guessed Monk. "Did you get a | ook at
his face, Doc?"

"No," Doc replied slowy. "He was quite thoroughly masked. Woever he is, he is taking pains that
his face does not becone known."

Monk and Doc soon found thensel ves the object of many eyes. A crowd began to gather.

Monk’s clothing was still wet and clung to his great, beamlike |inbs, naking their anthropoid
nature nore promnent. He looked |like a nonster gorilla beside Doc.

Doc Savage had not donned the garnents he had renpved to dive fromthe Jolly Roger into the

river. He stood clad only in shorts. Pedestrians on Riverside Drive got a glinpse of Doc’'s amazing
bronze form and stopped to stare in awe.

That giant, netallic figure was a sensation. A passing notorist sighted the bronze man and was so
held that he forgot his driving and let his car jaminto another.

"W better clear out before we start a panic," Mnk snorted.

Hailing a taxi, they got inside. Doc directed the chauffeur to turn into the street which held
the row of houses, each of which was so closely like all the others.

Doc entered the tenth house quickly. He soon found Long Tonmis electrical apparatus which put the
hi gh-frequency current on the secret tel ephone |ine.

G ancing fromthe rear wi ndow at which he had |istened, Doc discovered Long Tom worki ng al ong the
back of the houses with his sensitive electrical "ear" nechanism

Doc tarried to note that the body of Squint had not been renpbved fromthe room Evidently the
other rooms in the house were untenanted.

Then Doc slid through the wi ndow, descended the wall as easily as a fly, and consulted with Long
Tom

"There is a telephone line froma tanklike submersible sunken near that old pirate exhibition
vessel ," he explained. "The line enters the pirate ship, then |l eaves inside a nooring cable. Wen
you trace this line down, you might trace that one also."

"O K ," said Long Tom

"And watch out for Kar. The man is a devil."

Long Tom nodded and drew back his coat to show that he had donned a bull et proof vest. Belted to
his mddle, he also wore a singular pistol. This gun was fitted with a cartridge nagazi ne of extra
capacity, curled like a ramhorn for conpactness. The weapon was one of Doc’s invention. In
operation, it was what is known as continuously automatic—actually an extrenmely small nachi ne gun.
"I"mprepared," Long Tomsaid, his rather unheal thy |ooking face set grimy.

Retracing his steps to the taxi, Doc directed the nmachine to his skyscraper headquarters

downt own. He and Monk went inside in haste to avoid attracting undue attention. An el evator wafted
themup to the eighty-sixth floor.

They entered Doc’s office. Surprise stopped them

Aiver Wrding Bittman, the taxiderm st, sat waiting!

AROUND and around his forefinger, the taxidernmi st was spinning the skinning scal pel which he wore
on his watch chain. He | eaped erect. A strange, worried light filled his dark, determ ned eyes. H s
rough, weat her-darkened skin seenmed a little pale. His large jaw had a desperate tightness.

"I ampaying ny visit to you rather sooner than expected," he said. He tried to smile. The smle
didn't quite jell.

Doc knew there was sonet hing behind the perturbation of this man who had saved his father's life.
"You are in trouble?" he inquired curiously.

Bi ttman nodded violently.

"l certainly am" He unbuttoned his vest and shirt with thin fingers. He |ifted a bandage bel ow.
There was a shall ow scrape of a wound across the man’s ribs. It resenbled the mark of a bullet.

"l was shot at," Bittman expl ained. "You can see how narrowy the bullet mssed being nmy finish.
This occurred only a few mnutes after you left ny apartnment."”

"Did you see who fired?"

"It was Yuder!"

" Gabe Yuder?"

"It was!" Bittrman said fiercely. "He escaped in an autonobile. But not before | saw his face. The
man you call Kar is Gabe Yuder!"

Violent flickerings were in Doc’s flaky eyes as he spoke to Bittman.



"I n some nysterious manner, Kar learned | visited you, Bittman. One of his nen, piloting a

seapl ane, made an unsuccessful attenpt on ny life soon after | left your apartment."

"This means Kar has marked nme for death," muttered Oiver Wirding Bittman. He juggled the
wat ch- chai n scal pel nervously. "I—+ wonder—f—ould |I—o0in you for my own protection? To be frank, |
do not believe the police would be equal to a thing such as this."

Doc Savage hesitated not at all. Although he and his five remarkabl e men worked best al one,

uni npeded by the presence of one of l|esser ability, he could not refuse Bittnman. The man had done
Doc’s father a suprene favor, as evidenced by the picture and the letter Bittnan possessed.

"COf course you can join us," Doc replied generously. "But perhaps | had better warn you that
being with us will not be exactly safe. W seemto draw death and viol ence |ike honey draws bees.
You might be nore secure fromdanger if you went into hiding sonmewhere."

Bittman's large jaw set firmy. "I amnot a coward who runs to a hiding place! | wish to assist
you in ny feeble way. Jerone Coffern was a friend of mne! | beg you to permt ne to do ny bit to
bring the man who nurdered himto justice! That is all | ask. WIIl you not grant it?"

Thi s speech noved Doc Savage. Bittman had voiced Doc’s own notives in pursuing the devilish Kar.
"You shal |l becone one of us," Doc declared.

He knew, however, that in accepting Bittman's presence, he was taking on added responsibilities.
Bittman's life would have to be guarded.

JOHNNY, the el ongated, gaunt geol ogi st and archaeol ogi st, now appeared. He canme in bearing a

si zabl e box. It seermed quite heavy.

"The rock speci mens from Thunder |sland," he announced. "There's a |lot of them Jerome Coffern’s
made a conplete collection.”

Doc Savage gave the specinens a swift inspection. But he did not put them under a mcroscope or
start anal yzing them

"No time right now to exam ne themintensively," he explained. "That can cone |later."

He | ocked the specinens in a safe which stood in the outer office. This safe was rather large. In
height, it canme above Doc’s shoul der.

Taking fresh clothing fromthe conceal ed | ocker, Doc put it on.

He got fromthe | aboratory a | arge sheet of cardboard such as artists use to nake draw ngs upon.
A cabi net vyielded pencils.

"I'f you'll just lend me sonme assistance," he requested Aiver Wrding Bittman, "I amgoing to
make a sketch of Gabe Yuder, as you described him | want you to watch me and point out any

di fferences between ny sketch and Yuder's features."

Doc’s steady, sensitive bronze fingers noved with a rapidity that defied the eye. On the
cardboard took form as though by nagic, the features of a nman.

"Alittle fuller in the cheeks," said Bittman, "and a snaller jaw"

The work came to an end.

"That is a remarkable |ikeness!" said Bittnan.

"This is for the police," Doc told him "W wll have them put out an alarmfor Gabe Yuder. If we
get himwe will—=

"We will have Kar!" Bittman said fiercely.

Calling a nessenger, Doc dispatched the drawing to the nearest police station.

Soon after, the voices of Renny and Ham were heard in the corridor.

"Poor Monk!" Renny’s voice ranbled. "W found nothing but a bootblack who saw Monk forced into a
car. That nmeans those devils took himfor a ride. He's done for!"

There was the trace of a sob in Hamis reply.

"I"'mafraid you' re right, Renny. It's a terrible thing. Monk was one of the finest nen who ever
lived. | actually |oved Mnk!"

Monk heard this. Devilnment danced in his little, starry eyes. He | ooked Iike he was going to
explode with mrth.

For Ham the waspi sh, quick-thinking | awer, had never before expressed such sweet sentinents. He
was wont to call Monk the "missing link" and other things even | ess conplinentary. To hear the
shar p-t ongued Ham tal k, one woul d thi nk nothing would give himnore pleasure than to stick his sword
cane in Mnk's anthropoid form

This peeve of Hanmis dated back to the Great War, to the incident which had given Ham his

ni cknanme. As a joke, Ham had taught Monk some French words which were highly insulting, telling Mnk
they were the proper things to flatter a Frenchman with. Monk had addressed the words to a French
general, and that worthy pronptly had Monk clapped in the guardhouse for several days.

But within the week after Mnk's rel ease, Ham was hail ed upon a charge of stealing hans. Sonebody
had pl anted the evidence. Ham had never been able to prove it was Monk who framed him and it still
irked himto think of it. He blamed Monk for the nickname of Ham which he didn't particularly care
for.

HAM and Renny entered. They saw Monk.
"Haw, haw, haw!" Monk | et out a tornado of |aughter. "So you |ove ne, eh?"



Ham carefully wiped fromhis face the first flash of joy at seeing Mnk.

"I"d love to cut your hairy throat!" he snapped angrily.

Doc advi sed Ham and Renny what had happened to Monk. As he finished, the tel ephone rang. Long
Tom s voi ce came over the wire.

"l’"ve traced the phone wire fromthat tenth house,
Roger . "

"We'll be right up!" Doc decl ared.

Monk, Renny, Ham and Johnny were plunging through the door as Doc hung up. They had buckl ed on

bul | et proof vests. They had seized the small, deadly machi ne guns which were Doc’s invention.
Aiver Wrding Bittman seenmed dazed by the suddenness wi th which these nmen went into action.

Swal | owi ng hi s astoni shnment, he dived in their wake.

Doc sunmoned an el evator.

"Better take two taxicabs!" he advised when they were on the street. "If Kar should turn that
Smoke of Eternity on one carload, it wouldn't get us all."

"Pl easant thought!" Monk grinned.

The two cabs wheel ed up Fifth Avenue. Doc rode the runningboard of the forenmpst nachine. He
habitually did this, for his very presence was a charm which magically gave himright of way through
all traffic. New York City' s traffic policenen had been instructed by their chiefs to give every
assi stance to this remarkabl e man of bronze.

Too, Doc preferred to be outside where his keen eyes missed nothing. For this reason also, Doc’'s
personal cars were always roadsters or convertibles, the tops of which could be |owered.

The trip uptown turned out to be uneventful.

Long Tom thin and sallow and | ooking like an invalid, but in reality as tough as any of Doc’s
entourage, stood at a corner on Riverside Drive. H's two boxes of apparatus were at his feet.

Doc had his cab pull up beside Long Tom

"Where'd the wires go?" he asked.

Long Tommade a wy face. "I'mafraid we're out of luck. The wires led fromthat tenth house,
along the rear of other houses and went under Riverside Drive through a culvert. Fromthere, they
| ed underground down to that pirate ship, the Jolly Roger. They went aboard through a hawser, down
to the keel, then into the water to—

"To the tanklike subnersible!" Doc said disgustedly. "So the wires in the roomand on the boat
were one circuit!”

"That’'s it," Long Tom agreed.

he advi sed. "And al so the one fromthe Jolly

DOC SAVAGE now shook his bronze head. "This is strange, Long Tom When Kar tal ked to Mnk, the
fell ow woul d hardly have been reckl ess enough to have done so fromthat room He knew | had

di scovered the place."

"The secret phone circuit didn't branch off anywhere," Long Tomsaid with certainty. He pointed
at his instruments. "My thingamajig woul d have shown it if the wires were tapped anywhere."
Doc’ s gol den eyes ranged along the | andward side of Riverside Drive. Apartment houses fronting

the Drive were new and tall, although those on the side streets were not nearly so opulent. The
Drive apartnments commanded a vi ew of the Hudson. They brought neat rentals.
Doc’s low, strange, trilling sound abruptly cane fromhis lips. It was hardly audi bl e now.

Probably no one but Long Tom heard it. And Long Tom grinned. He knew this sound presaged sone
remarkabl e feat of Doc’s, for it came at the bronze man’s nonments of greatest concentration. The
sound with the weird, nelodious quality of some weird jungle bird al ways precursed a master stroke.
"Let us do sone investigating, brothers," Doc said softly.

He led theminto the tenth house fromthe corner, which held in an upstairs roomthe end of the
secret phone line. But Doc did not go upstairs. He guided the group out through a rear door.

Here was a long, narrow court. The place was untidy. Rickety old wooden fences marked off
backyards hardly | arger than good-sized bedspreads. Rusty clotheslines draped |ike old cobwebs.
The court resenbled little else than a brick-walled pit. At the R verside Drive end, the rear

wal | of a great apartnent house towered nany stories. At the opposite end was a | esser building. And
on either side, the shabby sterns of old tenements buttressed each other solidly.

Eveni ng was near. The hul king buil dings threw shadows into the pit of a court.

Doc noved along the court, toward Riverside Drive. H s sharp eyes soon |ocated the secret phone
wires. These foll owed the chinks between bricks for the nost part. They had been coated with a paint
the exact color of the brickwork.

They reached the wall of the imensely |larger building which fronted R verside Drive. Turning

here, the thin, hardly visible strands traced along the rear of the structure.

At one point, a loop abruptly dangled out—a very small | oop.

Doc pointed at this. "Notice anything peculiar about that?"

Long Tom st ar ed.

"The insulation is gone at that point!" he ejacul ated. "The naked copper of the wires shows!"
"Exactly. Note also that there are many wi ndows directly above the spot."

"You nean Kar tapped themthere and—



"By reaching down and clipping the ends of other wires to them" Doc replied. "That nmeans he did
it fromthe w ndow i nmedi ately above! Those |oops are too snmall to be fished for froma greater
di stance. "

To Renny and Johnny, Doc breathed a command. "You two stay here. Watch that w ndow. Shoot at the
slightest hostile nove.

"The rest of you conme with nme!"

He led themswiftly around to the front of the apartnent buil ding which overl ooked Riverside
Drive.

THEY shoved past a bewil dered doornman. The foyer was decorated el aborately. Deep carpet swathed
the floor. It seemed quite a high-class establishnent.

Doc described to the doornman the | ocation of the apartnent they suspected.

"Who lives there?" he asked.

"No one, yet," replied the doorman. "It was rented sonme time ago, but the tenant has not yet
nmoved in."

Doc, Monk, Ham Long Tomand Qiver Wrding Bittman hurried up the stairs. Luxurious carpet nade
their footsteps noiseless. They reached the suspicious apartnent.

Halting the others with an uplifted arm some yards fromthe door, Doc advanced al one. He did not
want them near enough that the sound of their breathing would interfere with his listening. For
Doc’s ears were keen enough that he could detect the faintest respiration noises of nen within the
apartment .

He listened. Lowering close to the threshold, where there gaped a small crack, he used his
nostrils. The ol factory senses of the average man are underdevel oped through insufficient use. He
has no need for a super-keen organ of snell. Indeed, city life is nore confortable if the nultitude
of odors present go unnoticed. But Doc Savage, through unremtting, scientific exercise, had
devel oped an ol factory sense far beyond the conmon.

Doc’s ears and nostrils told himno one occupied the apartnent. He tried the door. Locked! He
exerted what for his great nuscles was noderate pressure. The door swi shed inward, |ock torn out.
Not only was the place untenanted, but it held no furniture. The bare, varnished floor glistened
faintly in the light of approaching evening.

Doc glided to the window. He waved at Renny and Johnny in the brick-sided pit of a courtyard

bel ow. Hi s gesture advised themto stay where they were.

Back to the door, Doc whipped. H's novenents seened effortless for all their speed.

Al though there was no sign of a wire by which the secret phone |line had been tapped, Doc was not
satisfied. Hs trained brain told himwhere to | ook.

He tugged at the corridor carpet imrediately outside the door. It came up readily.

The ends of two fine wires were reveal ed.

"They used a splice long enough to reach fromthese through the window" Doc told the others.

W enching up the carpet, he followed the wires down the corridor.

Aiver Wrding Bittman was white-faced. The flesh on his big jaw | ooked hard as rock. But he was
not trenbling.

"I amunarned," he said jerkily. "C can one of you |loan ne a gun? One of those c-conpact nachine
guns! | want to do nmy part to w pe out those fiends!"

Doc reached a quick decision. It was his duty to take care of Bittman's life, a repaynent for the
man's service to his father.

"W neglected to bring along an extra gun," he said. "If you wish to help, you mght hurry down
and call the police."
Bittman smiled. "I see through your ruse to get ne out of harmis way. But, of course, | wll call

the officers.”

He retreated down the w de stairway.

Doc continued to followthe wire. It terminated at a door of a front apartnent.
Hardly had he determi ned that fact when a stormof bullets crashed through the door.

ONLY Doc’s instinct for caution, which had urged himto keep clear of the door, saved his life.
"They’'re inside!" Monk how ed. "Now for a rat killin'!"

Monk’ s conpact nachi ne gun coughed a blatting roar of sound. He literally cut the door off its
hinges. It fell inward.

More | ead cane out of the apartnment of the besieged. The slugs hit nobody. But they gouged
plaster off the walls. The plaster dust becane a blinding cloud. A machi ne gun equipped with a
silencer was doing nost of the shooting fromw thin the apartnent.

"That sounds like Kar's typewiter!" Mnk bellowed. "He's in there!"

Doc abruptly backed fromthe door.

"You handle this end!" he directed.

He glided down the stairs to the foyer.

Aiver Wrding Bittman stood in a tel ephone booth, speaking rapidly into the instrunent.

"Yes! Send a riot squad!" he was saying.



Doc’s bronze formslid outside. Excitenent had gripped the street. A cop was conming fromthe
corner, tweedling vigorously on his whistle. Upon the thoroughfare, the shots within the apartnent
bui | di ng sounded |ike clanoring thunder.

To the apartment w ndow, Doc’s golden eyes flashed. Wat they saw was about the nost

di sappoi nting thing possible.

A rope nade of knotted bedcl ot hing dangled fromthe open wi ndow This makeshift cord hung to
within ten feet of the walk.

Doc’s gaze raked right and left. They ranged far up and down Riverside Drive. Nowhere did they
detect trace of any one who mi ght have escaped down that rope.

Running lightly and | eaping, Doc grasped the rope end. Powerful fingers clanped an ornanental
fresco and hel ped the bedcl ot hi ng support his weight. He went up rapidly.

An ugly face poked out of the window. A pipestem arm brought an automatic pistol into view But
before the weapon had a chance to discharge, an incredible vise of bronze fingers clanped the
killer’s scrawny neck. They jerked.

The man cane out of the window with a snap. Screeching, he fell to his death far out in the
street.

An instant |ater, Mnk, Long Tom and Ham charged the room Their conmpact guns stuttered briefly.
Two of Kar’'s men col |l apsed. They had been anpbng those assenbled by Squint. One fell and | eaked
crinson over the muffled machi ne gun which had been used by Kar at the pirate ship, Jolly Roger.
O Kar, there was no sign.

"He got away—€own the rope of bedclothing," Ham declared regretfully. "Although it is possible he
was never in the room"

A brief exam nation showed the secret phone line termnated in the apartnment of death. G ancing
fromthe wi ndow, Doc al so ascertai ned another thing.

"You can see the Jolly Roger fromhere," he infornmed Monk. "That accounts for Kar’s appearance.
He saw us capture those nen of his fromthe underwater tank."

DOC returned with his friends to his skyscraper office downtown.

The police received from Doc Savage an account of what was happeni ng. Doc, however, w thheld all
reference to the plan to steal the gold destined for the Chicago banks.

This puzzled Ham

"We'll stop that robbery ourselves," Doc explained. "Kar will use his infernal Snmoke of Eternity.
The police have no defense against it. Many of themwould be killed."

"Well, won't Kar use it on us, too?" Mnk snorted.

"If he applies it to you, | want to be watching!" the sharp-tongued Hamtold Mnk. "I'Il bet the
cloud of snmoke it turns you into will have a spike tail, horns and pitchfork!"

"Maybe. But it won't make a noise like this!" And Monk gave a boisterous inmitation of a pig
grunting.

Ham r eddened and shut up. Al Mnk had to do to get Hanis goat was nake sone reference to a
porker. Monk often made those piggy, grunting noises just to see Hamswell up with rage.

Long Tom suddenly enmtted a how of surprise. Wandering about the office nervously, he had
chanced to | ook behind the safe.

A | arge hol e gaped there! The solid steel had sinply been w ped away!

Doc hurriedly opened the safe.

The rock speci nens from Thunder |sland were gone!

"Kar, or one of his nmen, opened a hole in the rear of the safe with that Snoke of Eternity, and
got the specinens!" Doc decl ared.

"But how did he know they were there?" Mnk nuttered.

It was Aiver Wrding Bittman who suggested an answer. He indicated the spire of a skyscraper
sone bl ocks distant. From an observation tower which topped this, it was possible to see into Doc’'s
of fice.

"They must have had a man watching fromthere!" he offered.

Doc drew t he shades, saying, "It won't happen again."

"Doc, that shows you were on the right trail with those specinens,"” Johnny, the geol ogist, spoke
up excitedly. He adjusted his glasses which had the magnifying lens on the left side. "Qtherw se,
Kar woul d not have taken so nuch trouble to take them away."

Night had fallen. In the great buildings surrounding Doc’s high perch, only a few gl ow ng

freckl es marked |ighted w ndows.

The police commissioner of the City of New York paid Doc Savage's office a call in person to
express his appreciation for Doc’s services thus far in w ping out the fiendish Kar and his gang.
Shortly after this, Doc received a tel egram also expressing thanks, fromthe New Jersey police
official in whose jurisdiction the murder of Jerome Coffern had occurred.

And the tabl oid newspapers ranted at the cops for not telling their reporters what was happeni ng.
The police were keeping secret Doc’s connection with the sudden epidem c of death anong crimnals,
at his request.

Doc now | ocked hinself in his |aboratory. He retrieved fromthe bottom of the m croscope, where



he had hidden it, the tiny capsule which had held the Snoke of Eternity. Wth all the resources of
his great |aboratory and his trained brain, he set to work to learn the nature of the strange netal.
It was nearly mdnight when he cane out of the |aboratory.

"You fellows stick here," he told Mnk, Ham Renny, Johnny, Long Tom and O iver Wrding Bittnan.

He departed without telling the six men whence he was bound or what nature of plan his profound

m nd had evol ved.

Chapter 11. DOC SPRINGS A TRAP

THREE o’ cl ock in the norning!

A bl ack ghost of a night seemed to have sucked the city into its maw. There was fog, |ike the
clammy breath of that night ghost. Qut on the bay, a night-ow ferry to Staten Island hooted

di sconsol ately at some fancied obstruction in its path.

The financial district was quiet. The silence in Wall Street was |ike that anong the tonbstones
in Trinity Churchyard, which lies at the uphill end of the street.

The big feet of occasional policenmen made dull clappings on the deserted sidewal ks. Periodic
subway trains runbled |ike nonstrous sl eepy beasts underground.

Things nore sinister were inpending around the bank, the vaults of which held the gold coin that
tonorrow was to go to the aid of hard-pressed Chicago financial institutions.

The watchnman didn't know it, as yet. He was a thick-headed chap, honest, but inclined to do

t hi ngs suddenly and think about it later.

"When | see sonethin’ suspicious, | shoot and ask questions afterward," he was wont to say. He
was proud of this. So far, it had mraculously failed to get himinto serious trouble. The only
peopl e he had shot were those who happened to need it.

The wat chman noted a strange grayi sh haze which seemed to hang in the bank. He passed this off as
fog. He woul d have thought differently, had he seen an enornous hol e which gaped in one wall of the
building. But he failed to see this, because nbst of his attention went to the doors and w ndows,
where crooks usually tried to enter.

Nor did the watchman see a ratty man who slid out of the gloomof a cashier’s cage. This marauder
raised an air pistol. He pointed it at the nman’s back.

Suddenly a mighty bronze formflashed fromthe adjacent cage. A powerful hand clipped upon the
air pistol. Another terrible hand covered all the ratty man’s face, drawing the |oose skin, |ips and
nostrils into a tight bunch from which no outcry coul d escape.

There ensued a brief flurry. The air pistol went off with a dull chung!

Only then did the watchman wake up. He spun, instinctively tugging at his hip pocket for his gun.
His jaw fell in horror.

The ratty man had taken the missile fromthe air pistol. The fellow lay on the floor. That is—his
upper body lay there! His |legs had already dissolved in a grisly grayish snoke, shot through and
through with weird electrical flashes.

The air pistol slug of Snoke of Eternity had hit the man in the foot. The discharge of the thing
was an acci dent.

Over the dissolving formtowered an awesorme nan-figure that |ooked |ike solid, tenpered bronze,
it was such a figure as the watchman had never seen.

The wat chman went wild. He tried to put into effect his shoot-first-and-question-later creed. He
got his gun out.

But about that time, a ton of dynamite seenmed to explode on his jaw. He never even saw the great
bronze fist which had hit him

Doc Savage swept the watchman up. He glided silently across the floor. The gl oom behind a vice
president’s desk swal |l owed hi mand his burden.

I NTO t he bank now cane nore than a dozen furtive nmen. They carried autonmatic pistols and

submachi ne guns.

One man alone had an air pistol. "Cnon!" he snarled. "Kar's orders was to push this right

t hr ough! "

"Hey, Cuffey!" called one. "Didja fix the watchman?"

When there was no answer fromtheir conpanion, they nuttered uneasily. Then they advanced.

"Gosh, |ook!" a man choked.

On the floor, just turning into the horrible gray vapor, lay a human head.

"It's cuffey!™

For a noment, it |ooked like they were going to flee. The sight of the fantastic thing happening
to Guffey’s head drai ned what ever courage they had.

"Aw, get next to yourselves, you nugs!" sneered the man who carried the only other air pistol.
"You don't see the watchman around, do you? Guffey just had a |little accident. The Snoke of Eternity
di ssol ved both him and the watchman. "

After a few nore nmutters, the explanation of the watchman’'s absence and Guffey’s deni se was
accepted. The nen set to work. They advanced on the vault. The man with the air pistol fired it at
the vault door.



Instantly, the thick steel began dissolving into the strange snoke.

Over in the shadow of the vice president’s desk, Doc Savage's sensitive bronze fingers explored
the air pistol, the slug fromwhich had finished Guffey. He was disgusted to learn it held no other
capsul e cartridge of the Snoke of Eternity.

Doc recalled the words of the man dying froma | opped-off hand aboard the Jolly Roger. The fell ow
had said that Kar never gave one of his nmen nore than a single cartridge of the Snoke of Eternity.
Kar feared, probably, that his nen would | aunch out on a robbery canpaign of their own if supplied
with a quantity of the stuff.

The dissol ving of the vault door had now ceased, the potency of the missile of Snoke of Eternity
exhaust ed.

Kar’s nen were reluctant to go near the opening, at first. They were |like boys playing with a mad
dog. They didn’t know but what the fearsome dissolving substance m ght do them harm

But one finally entered the vault. The others followed. In a nonent, they reappeared wei ghted

down with sacks of clinking gold coin. Gone was their hesitation now The gold had affected them
like potent |iquor. They were drunk with the thought of such wealth.

In the shadow of the desk, Doc’s m ghty bronze formremai ned notionl ess. The nunskul |l guard sl ept
silently at his feet. Doc was |letting the robbery go forward!

But it was for good purpose. He wanted to trail the oot to Kar!

The thieves were stacking the swag near the hole they had opened in the bank buil ding.

Doc’ s gol den eyes missed no nove. He reasoned they would haul it away in one or nore trucks. Two
mllion dollars in gold weighed a great deal.

H s reasoning was right—ust as right as had been his guess that Kar might try to get his hands
on this gold without waiting for it to |l eave New York by train. For Kar was cl ever enough to realize
the train plot m ght have been overheard by Doc.

A large truck rolled up in the dark side street beside the hole in the bank wall. Into this, the
thi eves heaved sacks of gold coin.

At this point, the watchman began to revive. Wth his first nove, he was pinned hel pl essly by
hard bronze arnms. He could not have been held nore solidly had he been dressed in a block of solid
steel. Nor could he cry out, or use his eyes.

The | ast bag of gold was hoisted into the truck by tired arms that were very unused to anything
that smacked of work. The truck was large. It held all the gold.

The thieves piled in. The truck rolled away.

DOC S i npressive voice throbbed against the ear of the hel pl ess watchman. It was pregnant with
command.

"Call the police! Tell themthe bank was robbed by Kar’'s men. They will know who is nmeant by
Kar’s nen. Do you understand?"

The watchnan started to swear at Doc, but desisted quickly when he felt the power of those great
bronze fingers.

"l understand,” he runbl ed.

"You are to tell themnothing else until they arrive," Doc continued. "Then you can tell them of
me. Tell them Doc Savage was here. They will keep it out of the newspapers. And, nost inportant of
all, you are not to tell the newspapers of ne, understand?"

The wat chman snarl ed that he did. Doc had saved his life, but the man was far fromgrateful.

Doc Savage glided for the door.

Instantly, the watchman nmade a dive for his gun, which lay on the floor near the spot where the
body of Guffey had di ssolved. The man’s fingers clenched the weapon.

But when he lifted the nuzzle, no bronze nan could be seen. This rem nded the watchman of the
horri bl e dissolving of a human body he had witnessed. He got an attack of the jitters. H s knees
shook so he had to sit down on the floor and recover his nerve.

Doc Savage foll owed the truck. He had expended only a few minutes with the watchman. The truck
had rolled slowy, so there would be | ess noise. Three blocks only, it had covered.

Doc ran. He haunted the gl oom next to buildings. The truck headed uptown. Doc kept pace easily.
After fifteen bl ocks or so, the big bronze man hail ed a ni ghthawking taxi. H's physical condition
was so perfect that he was breathing no nore swiftly than normal when he entered the taxicab.
"Follow that truck," Doc directed. He noted the taxi driver had an honest face and frank manners.
He displayed a bill.

The denomination of the bill made the driver gulp.

"This can’t be honest noney!" he grinned.

"Stop and take aboard the first cop you see, if you think it’'s not honest," Doc invited.

"You win!" the driver chuckl ed.

The hackman knew hi s business. He drove ahead of the truck, haunted side streets parallel toits
course, and renmi ned behi nd, where he m ght arouse suspicion, only at rare intervals.

Keeping to the East Side, where fish trucks were already beginning to runble on the streets, the
thi eves drove far uptown. Near the northern end of Manhattan Island, they turned west and crossed
the isle. Then they came down the other side. They had sinply gone out of their way to mslead the



police, should the officers get a description of the vehicle.

The thieves’ destination was the Jolly Roger!

The truck pulled down the bluff fromR verside Drive on a rutty old road used by dunmp vehicles.
Doc dismissed his taxi at the top of the bluff. The shadows gobbl ed hi mup. He reappeared near
the ancient corsair craft, to lurk in the shelter of a tangled bush.

He wat ched the thieves consign the bags of gold coin to a hiding place. The sinplicity of that
hi ding place surprised him

They merely dunped the gold off the ramshackl e wharf!

THE spot they chose for the dunping was out in deep water, near the stern of the Jolly Roger, but
between the hull of the old craft and the wharf.

"Drop it close to the hull, you fool!" Doc heard one of the thieves order another. "Be sure it
lands on the shelf fastened to the hull!"

So that explained it!

Far enough beneath the river surface that no one would ever notice, there was a shelf affixed to
the Jolly Roger. Considering that the police now knew Kar had used the old corsair ship, it was a
daring nove to conceal the |oot here. But perhaps the safer for that! Searchers would hardly suspect
SO prom nent a spot.

It was far fromwhat it seened—this old buccaneer vessel.

Doc waited patiently for sone sign of Kar.

Anot her man appeared unexpectedly, running fromthe direction of the bluff. He made a good deal

of noise in the darkness.

@uns were clutched uneasily. Then the thieves hailed the newconer as one of their nunber. "W
nearly let you have it!"

Conversation followed, the new arrival speaking rapidly. The words were pitched too | ow to reach
Doc, who was sone di stance away.

Then tones were raised.

"Al'l but four of you clear out!" comuanded the late arrival. "That's Kar’s orders. I'mto take
the four who stay to Kar."

Several |oud grunbles wafted to Doc’s sharply tuned ears. But whatever the dissension was, the

t hi eves accepted to the command of their |eader. Probably they were conpl aini ng about |eaving the
gol d unwat ched.

The last of the coin plunked overside to | and on the shelf fastened to the Jolly Roger hull. Al
but four of the looters got in the truck. The big machi ne runbl ed away.

The four who had remained stood on the wharf with the man who had brought themtheir orders.
Several mnutes passed. Noise of the truck died away.

"Cnmon!" said the nessenger loudly. "I'Il take you to Kar now "

The man turned toward the old pirate ship.

"Kar is on the Jolly Roger?" ejacul ated one of the gang.

"Sure! What’'d you think?"

The men di sappeared aboard the corsair vessel.

Little nore than a darker blur in the nurk, Doc’s bronze figure flashed to the Jolly Roger. He
scaled the rail with a catlike |eap.

Shuffling footsteps |located his quarry. They were aft. Down a conpanion, they went. Doc trail ed.
He had not visited this part of the craft, despite the nunber of times he had been aboard. The weird
vessel was a |labyrinth of narrow passages and tiny cubicles. Evidently every old-tinme pirate had had
to have his individual cabin.

The police, Doc knew, had searched the Jolly Roger fromstemto stern when they renoved the

bodi es of Kar’s nobsters to the norgue. Had Kar been hiding aboard, they would have found him
Doc kept only a few yards behind the five he followed. He entered the third of a series of
cranped passages.

A door sl ammed behind him barring the passage.

He flung forward. But even his narvel ous fleetness could not get himto the passage end before
that, too, was bl ocked by a closing door.

Then the entire ceiling of the passage descended with a crash upon his head!

THE droppi ng roof woul d have crushed the life froma body a whit less |like springy steel than
Doc’s. The nmass of nonster tinbers nust have weighed a full ton. The innocent-I|ooking up-and-down
beans at the passage sides forned guides upon which the ugly trap operated

Doc caught the trenendous wei ght on broad, arched shoulders. He put forth gigantic effort. He
broke the deadly force sonewhat. But the shock bore himto hands and knees

Instantly, the door in front of Doc opened. A flashlight sprayed blinding |um nance into his

gol den eyes

"Got him" chortled the nman who had brought the nessage to the thieves. "W outsmarted himslick
as coul d be!"

An air pistol snout poked into the flash beam It leveled at Doc’s perfectly formed bronze



features.

Chung!

I't discharged.

The flashlight pronptly went out as the man who held it | eaped back. Obviously, he was fearful
sone of the ghastly Snoke of Eternity would be splashed upon his person.

From a di stance of several yards, the nen waited.

"How di d Kar get wise the bronze guy was follow n' us?" one asked the nmessenger.

"Sinple," was the chuckled reply. "The watchman at that bank tel ephoned the norning newspapers a
bi g bronze bird had attacked him and robbed the vault. Guess he phoned the papers before the police.
Probably wanted to see his name in print.

"Anyway, it caught the newspapers just at the deadline. They cane out with it on the front page.
Kar has nen watching every paper to grab the editions as they hit the street. He does that to keep
track of things. Sonetines the papers have news ahead of the police. Anyhow, the mnute Kar got his
dope, he reasoned the bronze guy was trailin’ the loot in hopes it would |lead himto the chief’s
hangout . "

"So he sent you—~

"So he sent me here to make that |oud tal k about |eadin’ you guys to him" The speaker |aughed
nastily. "Kar knew Doc Savage would follow us right into this trap!"

"Kar is pretty slick," said one of the group, smitten with evil admration.

"You said it! Slickest of all is how he keeps anybody from ever seein’ him or even of learnin’
what his real name is."

"W were in luck that the watchman called the papers!”

The flashlight spilled glare onto the passage deadfall.

Vile gray snoke had nade a sizable snmudge. Eerie electrical sparks played in a pronounced

f ashi on.

The heavy tinbers of the deadfall were dissolving!

"That," |eered one of the men, "fixes the bronze guy!"

But, whether the bronze man nmet his end or not, his conpanions were still at his office
headquarters; while Doc was out on his errand, they were waiting for the next nove.

Chapter 12. THE TERRI BLE DESTROYER

IN Doc Savage’s skyscraper office, six nen were waiting the night out, obeying Doc’s comrand to
wait as he nade his hurried exit the previous night.

Dawn was not far off. Over on the Sixth Avenue El evated, trains were beginning to rattle past
nore often. In another hour, the city would awaken in earnest.

On a table in the office lay the last edition of a nmorning newspaper. Enbl azoned in scare type on
the front page was the story the stupid watchman had turned in. The scream heads read:

MYSTERI OUS BRONZE MAN ROBS BANK

I wonder if we should do sonething about that?" Johnny, the geol ogi st, nurnured anxiously, w ping
his glasses with the thick left |ens.

"Doc knows what he is about!" declared Long Tom who had his nose buried in a highly technical
panphl et on advanced el ectrical research. "Shut up and let ne read."

"Yes, do shut up!" Ham echoed. "I want to listen to this remarkable nusic!"

Monk and Renny, with the innate cal mess of nmen huge physically, were sleeping. Mnk snored. His
snores had the peculiar quality of no two sounding renotely alike.

Ham the waspi sh, quick-thinking | awer, sat near Mnk, listening with great interest to the
variety of snore noises in Mink’'s repertoire. His sword cane was between his knees.

"Can you imagine!" Ham jeered. "Not only is Mnk the honeliest bird on earth, but he makes the
awf ul est noi ses!"”

O the six nen present, only Aiver Wrding Bittman betrayed nervousness. He got up fromhis
chair often. He paced the floor.

"Aren’'t you worried about Doc Savage?" he inquired wonderingly. "He left near mdnight. Nowit is
al nost dawn, and no word."

Long Tom repeated his previous declaration. "Doc knows what he is doing. Long ago, we |earned not
to worry about him"

Bittman nade a nove to return to his chair. His fingers sought the scal pel on his watch chain.
Twirling the thing seened to gi ve him nervous surcease.

Suddenly he | eveled an arm at the door.

"Listen!" he breathed. "Did you hear sonething?"

Monk promptly awakened—al t hough the words were far less |loud than others he had sl ept through.
One had a suspicion Monk had been pretending sleep so as to annoy Hamw th his snoring.

Renny’s gigantic fist had ruined the door panel, but tenporary repairs had been effected with
rough boards.

A faint sound cane fromthe other side of the door. Feet scuffing the corridor floor! Sone one in
flight!



Monk ki cked over the chair in which Renny slept. In a thundering aval anche, Doc’s five friends
hit the door. They volleyed through. Oiver Wrding Bittman junped out of their path as though
getting clear of a stanpede.

A man was just wedging into one of two waiting elevators.

Doc had described all of the recruits assenbled to Kar's cause by Squint. This was one of themnl
The man got the el evator door shut before Doc’s friends reached it. The cage sank swiftly.

But directly beside the lift the sneak had used, stood another car, open.

In the office, Aiver Wrding Bittnman searched about wildly, calling, "Were are the guns?" He
was not going to barge into trouble unarned, it seened.

Renny, Long Tom Johnny, and Monk dived into the open el evators. Mnk stanped the button which
started the doors sliding shut.

Qui ck-thi nki ng, waspi sh Hamthrew hi nsel f agai nst the closing panels, halting them

"Hold on a minute!" he clipped. "That man deliberately let hinself be heard! And there is no
attendant in this elevator!"

THE others stared at Ham not conprehendi ng what he was driving at.

"Scat!" runbled Monk. "If you don’'t wanta see action, get out of the way of sonmebody who does!
You can stay and guard Bittman. He still ain’t got no gun.”

"Shut up!" Ham rapped. "Cone out of there! Al of you!"

"But what—

"Conme out and |'Il show you what | suspect!"

The conversation had occurred rapidly. Renny, Mnk, Long Tom and Johnny erupted fromthe

el evator door as tumultuously as they had entered.

Reaching into the cage gingerly, using his sword cane for a prod, Hamthrew the Iift control

| ever to the point marked, "Down."

Not hi ng happened.

Ham |l et the doors slide shut, closing the master circuit of the hoist machinery. Odinarily, the
cage woul d have departed with a gentle accel eration.

But this tine it fell!

The dull report of a blast echoed from high overhead. An expl osive had been placed in the lift
mechani sm

"Aw— Monk nuttered. He was not affected as nmuch by the narrow escape fromdeath as by the

t hought he woul d have to thank his roasting mate, Ham for saving his life.

Ham s qui ck thinking had saved themfrom Kar’s death trap!

"We' || use Doc’s scooter!" Renny barked.

They ran down the battery of elevators. The netal - panel ed | ast door was shut. Apparently no cage
stood there.

Renny’s nonster hand found a secret button and pushed it. The doors cracked open. A waiting cage
was reveal ed.

This was Doc Savage's private |lift, to be used in reaching the street in nonments of energency.
Doc’s friends called it his "scooter." It operated at a far greater speed than any other cage in the
huge skyscraper. It always waited here on the eighty-sixth floor for Doc’s use.

Aiver Wrding Bittman now cane dashing out of the office. He had apparently reconcil ed hinself
to going into action w thout a gun.

"Wait for me! | want in on this!" he called.

He sprang into the elevator with the others, Mnk hit the control |ever. The cage floor seened to
hop out fromunder their feet. So swift was the descent that the sensation of falling persisted for
some seventy stories. And the stopping piled themdown on all fours.

"Colly!" grinned Monk. "I always get a wallop out of ridin in this thing'"

They hurried out to the street.

"There he goes!" declared Long Tom

Their skul king visitor stood beside the curb half a block distant. Parked at this point was a
creamcolored taxi. The man drew a taxi driver’s uniformcap fromthe cab, donned it. Evidently this
was hi s masquer ade.

Suddenl y he di scovered Doc’s nen.

He bounded into the cab. The nmachine junped fromthe curb, turned in the street |ike a dog
chasing its own tail, and hooted away.

Fortunately, Renny had his own car parked near. It was a tiny sedan, ill befitting Renny's
imrense bulk. Into it, Doc’s nen pil ed.

The chase was on!

FEW vehi cl es other than an occasional mlk wagon noved on the streets. That was |ucky. The
headl ong pace the pursuit set allowed for no niceties of traffic dodging.

Up Broadway they thundered, leaving a trail of bleating police whistles behind.

Renny’ s peewee |inousine proved a surprise. It ran like a racer. And Renny was sonething of a
Barney O dfield at the wheel. The fleeing cab was slowy, steadily overhaul ed.



Desperate, the machine dodged, doubl ed back. It only |ost ground.

Finally, the taxi veered over to Riverside Drive, then off the Drive and down a rutty

wor kr oad—the sane road foll owed by the gold truck Doc Savage had trail ed.

Renny steered his nmachine in pursuit.

Behind them a police squad car caterwaul ed along the Drive, but m ssed seeing them It wandered
off, wapped in the bedlamof its own siren, vainly searching for the two autonobiles which had used
the early norning streets of New York for a race track.

The fleeing thug drove alnost to the tumbl e-down pier where |ay anchored the Jolly Roger. He
hopped out, kept behind the taxi and scuttled for the pirate vessel.

A pistol flaned desperately fromhis hand as he caught sight of Renny's little sedan bucki ng down
the rutty road. The murk was thick, so he m ssed.

Renny instantly | evel ed one of the conpact little nachine guns Doc had devi sed.

"It would be better if we could question the fellow" Ham suggested. "Maybe we can make him| ead
us to Kar!"

Realizing the truth of that, Renny withheld his fire. He braked to a stop. Monk all but tore a
door off the tiny sedan in getting out. They pounded after the fleeing rat.

Hol l ow cl atterings arose as the rat ran across the wharf tinbers, then a rowdy thunder as Renny
and the rest arrived. The would-be killer had no time to draw in the gangplank. WIdly, he sprang
for the first shelter handy—the forward deck hatch. H's body plunmreted straight into the black hold
interior.

The fell ow made a bad | anding. Monk nearly overhaul ed himthere, his great, anthropoid hul k
descending with a loud crash into the hold, and his hairy fingers trapping the quarry’s coat.

But the Kar rodent twi sted and tore out of his coat. He fled sternward.

It was Renny who winged the man with a quick shot. The fellow plunged down, a | eg shattered by
the bullet.

In a nonent, Doc’s five nen and O iver Wrding Bittnman had surrounded the captive. They prepared
to ask questions.

Not even the first query was put, however.

Several flashlights suddenly popped blinding beans upon them The glare canme fromthe hatchway
above, and fromthe door in an aft bul khead. The ugly nozzles of machine guns appeared in the

| um nance.

Doc’ s nen stood hel pl ess. They had pocketed their own conpact and deadly weapons whil e they

exam ned the prisoner.

"Let’mhave it!" snarled a voice fromthe hatch rim

Anot her rat suggested: "Maybe Kar will want—=

"Sure—he wants ‘em dead! We got the bronze guy! W'Il get these fellows and finish the job! Let’'s
have it!"
Aiver Wrding Bittman gave a shrill cry and sprang to one side, seeking madly to evade the

i ncandescent bl aze of the flashlights held by Kar's killers.

On the hatch rim a machine gun in the hands of one of Kar’'s nen rel eased an awful hail of
bul | et s.

Wil e Doc was seemingly in the grip of death due to Kar's planning, Doc’s friends, too, had
fallen in a trap of the evil Kar!

Chapter 13. H DI NG PLACE!

DOC SAVAGE, as he braced hinself on all fours with the terrific weight of the deadfall crushing
down upon his back, knew the fate intended for him He saw the slight steadying of the air gun which
presages a trigger being pulled. He saw the finger of Kar’'s hired killer snug to the trigger.

The many hundreds of pounds atop himprevented even his mighty bronze body from negotiating a

| eap. He coul d not possibly reach the air gun nuzzle and knock it aside.

Nor did he attenpt to!

Doc had another plan. Inside his buttoned coat, he wore a netal plate which covered nost of his
chest. It was no ordinary nmetal, that plate. It was conposed of the same material as the capsule
m ssiles which held the Snoke of Eternity.

Not without results had Doc consigned hinself to his | ocked | aboratory to anal yze the capsul e.

The nmetal was a rare alloy, but its nature had soon been reveal ed by a searching anal ysis.

As a matter of precaution, in case he was shot at with the Snmoke of Eternity, Doc had fashi oned
himsel f a body arnor fromthe rare alloy, a supply of which could be assenbled fromthe absolutely
conpl ete stock of little-known nedicals and chenicals which his |aboratory held.

Hence, the instant Doc saw the air gun about to discharge, he put forth a herculean effort and
managed to get his arnor before the nuzzle. The capsule containing the terrible dissolving conpound
shattered on the arnor.

Doc had saved hinsel f!

Supporting the vast weight on his back with one hand, Doc used the other to tear off the arnor

and the front of his coat. The Snoke of Eternity was very potent—t mght creep around the arnor.
Sonme of the weird stuff spilled on the deadfall. The ponderous tinbers began di ssol ving.



Not without effort, Doc noved rearward al ong the passage a few feet, being careful the while not
to permt the heavy roof to crush himlower.

He listened to the el ated conversation of his attackers.

"That," said one of the men, "fixes the bronze guy!"

"Hey!" barked another an instant later. "Wat’'s the noise?"

Men coul d be heard, charging wildly onto the Jolly Roger! "W gotta look into this!"
Doc's assailants hurried away.

The nmoment they were gone, Doc enployed the full power of his huge nuscles and lifted the
deadfall. He worked clear, afterward easing the deadfall down so as not to make a thunp.
Doc crept out on deck. Forward, a man was snarling.

"Let ‘emhave it!" were his words.

The man never heard the m ghty bronze Nemesis that towered up behind him

DOC SAVAGE took in the scene. Renny, Long Tom Ham Johnny, Mnk, and Oiver Wrding Bittman were
all in the hold, brightened by flashlight beans.
The fell ows who thought they had just killed Doc were gripping nachine guns.
Al so gathered about were the other members of the gang who had robbed the bank.
Al'l the thieves had returned!
Doc’ s eyes searched for Kar. No sign of the master nmind did he discern.
The machi ne gunners were preparing to fire. The | eader of the gang would be the first to kill. He
hi ssed,

Now! "
But the fellow s trigger finger did not discharge a single shot! The rapid firer was whi sked out
of his clutch by a grip of such strength there was no resisting it.
The weapon erupted a |oud squawl of reports. A ghastly lead stormstruck Kar's assenbl ed sl ayers.
Dying nen toppled over the hatch rim to fall into the hold like ripe fruit.
"Doc!" how ed Monk, down in the hold. "It’s Doc!"
The respite furnished by their bronze | eader gave the besieged nmen time to unlinber their conpact
guns.
Kar gunnen who had been covering them fromthe bul khead door now tried to shoot. They were too
late. A hot wind of bullets wilted them
The captive Doc’s friends had been about to question tried to escape. Johnny knocked him cold
with a set of bony knuckl es.
Wth powerful |eaps, Renny and Mnk sailed upward and grasped the hatch rim
"We' Il help Doc!" Renny clipped.
Doc needed little help, though. By the time Renny and Monk pulled thensel ves outside, a Kar
killer flung down his weapon.
"Don’t croak ne!" he bl ubbered.
"The rest of you—drop your guns!" Doc’s powerful voice domi nated the uproar.
Weapons clattered on the deck. Arns flew skyward. The bleating pleas for nercy nade a bedl amlike
a yel ping coyote pack.
"What a brave gang!" sneered waspi sh, quick-thinking Ham He kicked a dropped subnachi ne gun.
"Only take these toys away fromthem and they are hel pl ess!"
"Tie themup," Doc directed. "I'mgoing to have a talk with the one who seens to have taken
Squint’s place as straw boss."
Doc collared the man who led himinto the deadfall trap in the passage—the fell ow who had fired
the di ssol ving conmpound at Doc only a few m nutes before.

A WH NE of fear escaped the man. He | ooked at Doc’s gol den eyes, gleaming in the |um nance of
flashlights, and the whi ne became a screech.

"Lemme go!" he slavered. He was afraid he would be killed on the spot.

"He don’t want much!" Monk chuckl ed fiercely.

Doc held the man, forcing their eyes to neet. "Were's Kar?"

"l don’t know anybody by that— The lie ended in a loud wail as Doc’s anmazing hands tightened a
trifle.

"Do you want to die?" Doc's voice was |ike the knell of doom

The man obviously didn’t. And his resolution not to talk was rapidly evaporating.

"l dunno where Kar is," he whinpered. "Honest, | don’t! He's got a new hangout that nobody knows
about but hinmself. He calls ne whenever he's got orders. | don't even know who he is. | ain’t never
seen him That's the truth—honest, it is!"

"Ever hear of a man naned Gabe Yuder?" Doc inquired.

The captive wiggled. "I dunno!"
Doc’ s tone conmanded the truth. "Have you?"
"l guess so. | seen that name on a packin’ box, once. | think it was a box the Smoke of Eternity

was shipped in."
"I's he Kar?"



"Huh?" The captive considered the matter. "He m ght be."

"Where does Kar keep his supply of the Snoke of Eternity?"

A nmean, foxy |look canme into the prisoner’s face. He glanced to one side, then hurriedly back.

"What do | get for telling?"

"Plenty!" said Doc. "Your life."

"You gotta promise to turn nme |oose," whined the captive. "It’s worth that to you, too. |I'Il tell
you why! Kar has only got so nmuch of the Snoke of Eternity. It's all in the hidin place. Kar can't
make any nore until he goes way off to an island somewhere an’ gets the stuff to make it out of. You
destroy his supply and you’ ve got him"

"No." Doc’s bronze mouth was grim "You will remain ny prisoner. | will not free you."

"Then | don't tell you where the Snoke of Eternity is!"

"You don’t have to."

"Huh?" The man’s eyes noved slightly—toward the same spot at which he had | ooked at first mention
of the Snoke of Eternity hiding place.

That eye-play had shown Doc where the horrible dissolving compound was stored!

"l know where it is!" Doc’s voice had a triunphant ring.

"Where?" Monk demanded eagerly. "If we destroy the supply, and Kar can’'t make any nore, we've
fixed him"

"Until he goes to Thunder |sland and gets whatever unknown el enent or substance is the basis of
the weird stuff," Doc pointed out. "I'lIl show you where the cache is in a short while. First, we'll

do a couple of things. No. 1 is, tie up these prisoners.”

The binding was effected in short order.

"Now we get the gold ashore," Doc directed.

This took considerably |onger. Doc and Renny did the diving. They | ooped ropes around the sacks.
The others hauled the coin to the wharf.

"Carry it to shore," Doc conmanded, to their puzzlenent.

The sun was well up before the task was conpl et ed.

Doc now took care that all the prisoners were clear of the Jolly Roger, and the wharf as well, by
sone hundreds of feet.

He dived overboard near the stern. As he had suspected, he found the shelf on which the gold coin
had been hi dden was not the only one fixed to the Jolly Roger hull below the water line. On the
opposite side was anot her.

The Snoke of Eternity cache was here. It consisted of a single |large canister of the rare netal
whi ch was inpervious to its effects. This had a capacity of perhaps five gallons.

Doc brought the canister to the deck. He placed it in plain view atop the deckhouse.

CGoi ng ashore, he used a pistol to perforate the canister.

The result was awesone to the extrene. The earlier phenonmena when the Snmoke of Eternity was

rel eased were pygny in relation. It was like conparing a match flame to an eruption of Vesuvius. In
the space of seconds, the Jolly Roger, the ramshackle wharf, and a sizable bite of the shore were

wi ped out.
It was inpossible to tell how deep into the bowels of the earth the annihilation extended. But it
must have been a respectabl e distance, judging fromthe terrific rush of water to fill the hole.

Anchored ships far down the Hudson snapped their hawsers, so great was the pull of water. A
Weehawken ferry gave its passengers a hair-raising ride as it went with the current.

The gray, vile snpke arose in such prodigious quantity as to nmake a pall over all the m dtown
section of New York. The play of strange electrical sparks created a sound |like a hurricane going
through a nonster forest.

But, beyond a general scare, no harmto anybody resulted.

Chapter 14. THE RACE

ONE week had passed since the incidents on the Jolly Roger. The nearly two million dollars in

gol d coin, which Doc had recovered, had been restored to the bank. One noteworthy incident
acconpani ed the return of the weal th.

The officials of the bank | earned Doc was a great benefactor of mankind, that his purpose in life
was the righting of wongs. So they offered a generous reward of one hundred thousand doll ars,

t hi nki ng Doc woul d decline to accept, and that the bank would get a lot of good publicity.

Doc fooled them He took the npney. And the next day ten restaurants began supplying free neals
to deserving unenpl oyed.

The police never received a single one of Kar’'s villains for trial and sentence to the
penitentiary. Instead, Doc sent his prisoners to a certain institution for the nmentally inperfect,
in a nountain section of up-State New York.

Al crimnals have a defective nmental bal ance, otherw se they woul d not be | awbreakers. A fanous
psychol ogi st would treat Kar’s nen. It mght take years. But when rel eased, they woul d be conpletely
cured of their crimnal tendencies.

"Which is what | call taking a lot of pains with ‘em " Mnk had remarked.

O Kar, there had been no sign. The man had gone into hiding, probably far from New York, Doc



rat her suspected.

Despite the absence of any hostile nove by the master villain, AQiver Wrding Bittman had

remai ned close to Doc and his nmen. This was a privilege Doc could not deny the man, in view of the
debt of gratitude the el der Savage had owed him

"You can play safe," Doc said. "Although it is hardly likely Kar will tackle us again, now that
his supply of the Snoke of Eternity is gone. We have himcheckmated—until he can replenish hinself
with the ghastly stuff."

"You think he will try to do that?" Bittman inquired.

"l hope so."

Bittman was puzzl ed.

"l have put Hamto checking on the passports issued all over the country," Doc expl ai ned. "The
nonent Kar | eaves the United States for the South Seas, we will knowit."

"You think Kar must go to Thunder Island for the unknown el ement or substance which is the main
ingredi ent of the Snoke of Eternity?"

"I amsure of it. The fact that Kar stole the rock sanples from Thunder |sland proves it. By
stealing the sanples fromny safe, he told me what | hoped to |l earn by anal yzing the rocks."

Doc Savage was even now waiting for Hamto appear with an early norning report on the passports

he had exam ned. Ham was having the pictures fromall passports sent by tel ephoto fromthe west
coast .

While waiting, Doc Savage was taking his remarkabl e two-hour routine of exercise. They were

unli ke anything else in the world. Doc’s father had started hi mtaking them when he could hardly
wal k, and Doc had continued themreligiously fromthat day.

These exerci ses were solely responsible for Doc’s amazing physical and nmental powers. He made his
muscl es work agai nst each other, straining until a fine filmof perspiration covered his mghty
bronze body. He juggled a nunber of a dozen figures in his head, multiplying, dividing, extracting
square and cube roots.

He had an apparatus whi ch made sound waves of frequencies so high and | ow the ordi nary human ear
could not detect them Through a lifetime of practice, Doc had perfected his ears to a point where
the sounds registered. He nanmed several score of different odors after a quick ol factory test of
smal | vials racked in the case which held his exercising apparatus, and which acconpani ed Doc

wher ever he journeyed.

He read a page of Braille printing—the witing for the blind which is a system of upraised

dots—so rapidly his fingers nerely seenmed to stroke the sheet This was to attune his sense of touch.
He had many other varied parts in his routine. They filled the entire two hours at a terrific
pace, with no time out for rest.

HAM suddenl y appeared, twirling his sword cane. He had an air of bearing inportant news.

"You had the right dope, Doc!" he declared. "Look at this set of pictures which were telephotoed
from San Francisco!"

He di spl ayed four reproductions, still wet fromtheir bath of the tel ephoto apparatus. Doc

exam ned them

"Four of Kar's men!" he declared. "They' re part of the group Squint assenbled!"

"They sailed on the liner Sea Star, bound for New Zeal and,"” Ham expl ai ned.

"Sail ed!"

"Exactly. The vessel put out to sea yesterday."

Doc swung to the tel ephone. He called the nunber of one of New York’s nobst nodern airports. He
instructed, "My | oww ng speed plane, the large one—+ want it checked over and fueled to capacity at
once!"

"There was no passport issued to Gabe Yuder," Ham pointed out.

"Gabe Yuder may not be Kar!" Doc declared. "Kar would fear to nonkey with a passport. Possibly he
stowed away on the Sea Star, in the cabin of one of his nmen. At any rate, it’s up to us to stop that
gang from securing from Thunder |sland the elenment that is the basic ingredient of the Snoke of
Eternity."

Doc now cal l ed the | arge banki ng house with which he did business.

"Has it arrived?" he inquired of the firm president.

"Yes, M. Savage," was the answer. "The sumwas exactly six mllion dollars. It was cabled by the
Nat i onal Bank of Blanco Grande, in the Central Anerican Republic of Hidalgo, exactly on schedule."
"Thank you," said Doc, and hung up.

Thi s fabul ous sumwas from Doc Savage's secret reservoir of wealth—a lost valley in the

i mpenetrabl e nountai ns of Hi dalgo, a valley inhabited by a race of gol den-skinned people who were
pure descendants of the ancient Mayan nation. In the valley was a great treasure cavern and a

fabul ous m ne of gold—the treasure-trove of ancient Maya.

It was fromthis amazing spot that Doc’s limitless wealth came. But the nbney was in a sense not

hi s—he nmust use it in the thing to which his Ilife was devoted, in traveling to odd ends of the world
in search of those needing hel p and puni shnment, and administering to them

Hi s nethod of letting the Mayans know when to send hima nule train laden with gold was as



strange as the rest—he broadcast froma powerful radio station on a certain wave |ength at high noon
on a seventh day. The chief of the Mayans listened in at this hour.

"We don't need to worry about cash," Doc told Ham

At this point Aiver Wrding Bittman, the taxiderm st, spoke up.

"l hope you may consider ny assistance of sone val ue."

"You nean you wi sh to acconpany us?" Doc inquired.

"I certainly do. | must confess ny contact with you thus far has been very enjoyable and the
excitement highly exhilarating. | should like to continue in your company. My experience on the
expedi tion which | took to New Zeal and with Jerone Coffern should render ne of sone val ue."

"You speak any of the native dial ects?"

"One or two."

To Doc’s lips came words of a | anguage native to the South Seas. Bittman replied, although rather
uncertainly, in the same tongue.

But Doc still hesitated. He did not want to lead this man into danger, although the fell ow seenmed
pathetically eager to go al ong.

"Perhaps | can assist in finding natives who acconpani ed Jerone Coffern and Kar to Thunder
Island," Bittnman said hopefully. "Talking to those nen should help us."

That deci ded Doc.

"You shall go with us if you wish," he said.

PREPARATI ONS wer e pushed swiftly. Doc’s five nen knew what they m ght possibly need.

Monk took a unique, extrenely portable chem cal |aboratory which he had perfected.

Long Tom took sonme parts from which he could create an astounding variety of electrical

mechani sns.

Renny, the engineer, took care of charts and navigation instruments, as well as nmachine guns—for
Renny was a renarkabl e rapid-firer marksnman.

Johnny posted hinself on the geol ogy and natives of the district they were to visit, while Ham
cl eared up aspects of |aw.

"We' |l have to wait two days on a liner fromthe Pacific coast," Renny conpl ai ned.

"l have a schenme to renmedy that!" Doc assured him

The afternoon was young when they took off in Doc’s speed plane. This craft was a | atest design,
tri-motored, loww ng job. The |landing gear folded up into the wings, offering little air
resistance. It had a cruising speed of about two hundred nmiles an hour.

It was the final word in aircraft.

The ship clinbed rapidly. At sixteen thousand feet, it found a favorable air current. The

Appal achi an Mount ai ns squi rned bel ow. Later, clouds cracked open to give a sight of Pittsburgh.
The passengers rode in confort. The fireproof cabin permtted themto snoke. The cabin was al so
soundproofed. The all-netal ship had a gasoline capacity that, in an energency, could take it
nonstop across the Atlantic.

Doc flew. He was as acconplished at flying as at other things. His five friends were also pilots
of better than average ability.

At Wchita, Kansas, Doc |anded to refuel, and to tel ephone |ong-distance to the San Franci sco

of fice of the shipping firmwhich owned the Sea Star, the liner which Kar’'s nmen had boarded.

The Sea Star was al ready some hundreds of mles offshore, the owners informed him

It was ni ght when they swooped down upon an airport near Los Angel es.

"This is what | call traveling!" Aiver Wrding Bittman said adm ringly.

They took on sandw ches. Monk purchased a can of tobacco and cigarette papers. The fuel tanks
were filled to capacity with high test. Bittnman went off with the word he was going to shop for sone
medi ci ne effective against air sickness.

In the neantine, workmen had been supplanting the plane’s wheels with long floats. A tractor
hauled it to the water. Doc had purposefully selected a flying field near the shore. The whol e thing
required |l ess than two hours.

Taking the air, Doc nosed straight out into the Pacific.

"CGood Lord!" Bittman gul ped. "Are we going to fly the ocean?"

"Not unl ess Renny has forgotten how to navigate, and Long Tomcan't take radi o bearings," Doc
replied. "We're overtaking the Sea Star."

"But the plane—

"The owners of the Sea Star, at ny request, radioed the captain to lift the plane aboard his
craft.”

Long Tom wor ked continuously over the radi o equi prent, his pale fingers flying fromdial to dial.
Periodically, he called to Renny the exact direction fromwhich the Sea Star’s radi o signals cang,
as disclosed by the directional |oop aérial he was using. It was ticklish business, flying directly
to a ship so far out to sea.

DAYLI GHT had cone agai n before they sighted the Sea Star. The liner was steaming in a cal msea.
Doc | anded near by. He taxied expertly into the | ee of the nassive hull. A cargo boom swung over.



Li nes dropped fromits end. Doc secured these to stout steel eyes which had been built—w th thought
of this very purpose—nto the speed plane.

Passengers crowded the rails and cheered as the plane was hoi sted aboard the liner. Curious
specul ation was rife. Doc’s bronze, giant figure created the sensation it always did.

After seeing his plane | ashed down on the forward deck, Doc closeted hinself with the Sea Star’s
mast er .

"You have four desperate nen aboard," he explained. "Here are their pictures." Doc exhibited the
tel ephoto copi es of the passport photographs of Kar’'s four men.

The ship captain eyed them He gave a gasp of surprise.

"Those four nmen transferred to a small, but very speedy and seaworthy yacht which overhaul ed us
yesterday!" he decl ared.

"Then we're out of luck for the time being," Doc murnmured, his powerful voice show ng none of the
di sappoi ntment he felt.

Doc now descri bed Gabe Yuder—+epeating Bittman's word-picture of the man. "lIs such a fellow
aboar d?"

"l do not believe so," replied the coomander. "There is no one by the name of Gabe Yuder, or Kar,
and no one answering the description you have just given ne."

"Thank you," replied Doc.

He left the captain’s cabin slowy and conveyed the bad news to his conpanions.

"But how on earth did they know we were coming?" Oiver Wording Bittman nmurnured, twirling the
wat ch-chai n scal pel about a forefinger.

"Yes—how did they know?" Monk grow ed.

"Kar nust have had some one in New York shadowi ng us," Doc offered. "Wen we took off by plane,
Kar received the news and put two and two together. Possibly the fast yacht which took his nen off
was a runrunning vessel he got in contact with through underworld channels."

"Well, what do we do about it?" Renny inquired.

"The only thing left to do—tangle with Kar on Thunder Island."

THE foll owi ng days aboard the Sea Star were nothing if not nmonotonous. Doc and his friends had
ranbl ed the world too nmuch for an ordinary ocean voyage to prove interesting.

They did not know what Kar might be doing. Further conversation with the naster of the Sea Star
convi nced Doc the yacht which had taken Kar’s nen aboard was very fast indeed—speedi er even than the
l'iner!

"The fiend may be ahead of us!" Bittnman wail ed.

"Probably is," Doc adnmitted.

When sone hundreds of mles from New Zeal and, Doc could have taken a short cut by transferring to
the air. But at the nonent the Sea Star was bucking a South Sea gale, a thing of whistling w nds
filled with shotty spray, and gigantic waves which all but topped the bridge.

The plane was fortunate to exist, |ashed down on the forward deck. It could not possibly have
been | owered over-side, so as to take off. And the Sea Star was not equi pped with catapults for

| aunchi ng pl anes, as are some nodern ocean greyhounds.

So Doc renai ned aboard.

Auckl and, the Sea Star’s port of call in New Zeal and, was a wel cone sight. The water was calm
enough in the harbor to permt the unloading of Doc’s plane, although the gale still raged.
Johnny, the geol ogist, visited various |ocal sources of information and dug up what he could on
Thunder | sl and.

"It's a queer place," he reported to Doc. "It's the cone of a gigantic active volcano. Not a
speck of vegetation grows on the outside of the cone. It's solid rock."

Johnny | ooked nysteri ous.

"Here's the strange part, Doc," he declared. "That crater is a nonster. It nust be twenty mles
across. And it is always filled with steam Geat clouds of vapor hang over it. | talked to an
airplane pilot who had flown over it sone years ago. He gave ne an excel |l ent description.”
"That’s fine." Doc smled.

"He says there’'s another island, a coral atoll, about fifty mles from Thunder Island," Johnny
continued. "This is inhabited by a tribe of half-savage natives. He recomended that for our
headquarters."

"Not a bad idea," agreed Doc.

Aiver Wrding Bittman had been away in search of the native New Zeal anders who had taken Jerone
Cof fern and Kar to Thunder |sland nonths ago. He returned shaking his head.

"A ghastly thing!" he said hollowy. "Every man who acconpani ed Jeronme Coffern and Kar has
nysteriously disappeared in recent nonths."

Doc Savage’s gol den eyes gave off dianond-hard lights. He saw Kar’s hand here, again. The nan was
a devil incarnate! He had callously nurdered every one who m ght connect himw th Thunder I|sland.
H's only slip had been when his two hired killers slew Jerone Coffern alnpbst in the presence of Doc
Savage!

"l hope | get ny hooks on that guy!" Renny said grimy. H s great hands—hands that coul d squeeze



the very sap from bl ocks of green tinber—epened and shut slowy
"We'll do our best to get you that wish." Determ nation was uppernost in Doc’s powerful voice
"We're hopping off for Thunder |sland at once!"

Chapter 15. THE FLYI NG DEVI L

THUNDER | SLAND!

The great cone projected high enough above the southern seas that they sighted it while still

more than a hundred miles distant. The air was clear; the sun flamed with a scintillant revelry. Yet
above the giant crater, and obviously crawing out of its interior, lurked masses of cloud

"The dope | got fromthat pilot was right!" Johnny declared, quickly renmoving his glasses with

the magnifying lens to the left side so he could peer through hi gh-nmagnification binoculars. "Note
the steam whi ch always forns a bl anket above the crater."

"Strange lookin' place!"™ Mnk muttered, his little eyes taking in Thunder I|sland

"Not so strange!" Johnny corrected. "Steamfilled volcanic craters are not so uncomon in this

part of the world. It is a region of active craters. There is, for instance, Ngauruhoe, a cone in
New Zeal and which enmits steam and vapor incessantly. And for further exanple of unusual earth
activity, take the great region of geysers, strange |akes of boiling mud and hot springs, which is
al so in New Zeal and. Like the phenonena in the Yell owstone Park, in the United States, this regi on—=
"You can serve that geology |lecture with our supper,” snorted Monk. "Wat | neant was the shape

of that cone. Notice how steep it gets toward the top? Man alive! It's a thousand feet straight up
and down in nore than one spot!"

"The cone rimis inaccessible," said Johnny, peevishly.

"You nean nobody has ever clinbed up there and | ooked over?"

"l believe that is what inaccessible neans!"

"You're gettin' touchy as Haml" Monk snorted. "Hey, fellows! There's the little atoll that is

i nhabi ted! W& nmake our base there, don't we?"

The atoll in question was rmuch smaller than Thunder Island. O coral formation, it was like a
starved green doughnut with a piece of mrror in the center. This mrror was, of course, the |agoon
Doc banked the plane for the atoll

As they neared the green ring, they saw the vegetati on was of the type usual to tropical isles
There was noni enata, a dimnutive bush bearing crinmson pears, ironwod, unbrella ferns which grew
in profusion, candlenut trees, and the paper mulberry with yellow bl ossons and cottony, round

| eaves. Hi bi scus and pandanus spread their green and gl ossy flowers, and there were nmany petavii , a
ki nd of banana, the fronds of which arched high

"It’s inhabited, all right!" announced Mnk. "There's the native devil-devil house on top of the

hi ghest ground!"

Johnny used his superpower binoculars on the structure of pagan worship, then gasped, "The

i nhabi tants nust be near savages! The devil-devil house is surrounded by human skulls nounted on
pol es! "

"Not an unconmon practice," began Johnny. "Formerly—

"There's the village!" barked Long Tom

The cluster of thatched huts had been | ost anpong the coconut palns at the | agoon edge. They

| ooked |i ke shaggy, dark beehives on stilts

Natives dashed about, excited by the plane. They were well-built fellows, gaudy pareus of tapa
cloth, made fromthe bark of the paper mul berry, girded about their hips. Many had tropical bloons
in their hair, a nunber of the wonmen wearing a bl ossomover an ear. Sone of the men had scroll-like
designs in blue ama ink upon their bodies, nmaking themquite ugly, judged by civilized standards
Several prahus appeared on the | agoon, each boat filled with perturbed natives. The brown nen
grasped spears, and knives of banmboo as sharp as a razor, which could be sharpened again sinply by
splitting a piece fromthe bl ade

"They seem ki nda excited!" Mnk grunted

"Yes—entirely too excited!" Doc replied thoughtfully.

"

DOC S big pl ane wheel ed over the atoll as gracefully as a mighty gull. It dipped. Wth a

sw s-s-s-h of a noise, the floats settled on the gl ass-snooth | agoon

The prahus filled with natives fled as though the very devil was after them Thousands of koi, a

bl ack bird which travels in dense flocks, arose fromthe luxuriant jungle. As Doc cut the nptors

they could hear the excited notes of cockatoos

"I don't like the way they' re acting," Doc warned. "We'd better keep our eyes open, brothers!"

He grounded the plane near the cluster of thatched huts. Tall pal mtrees showed evi dence of being
cultivated for coconuts—at |least, they were fitted with the ingenious native traps for the



destructive tupa crab.

The traps consisted of a false "earth" well up the tree. The crabs, wont to descend the pal ns
backward, upon touching these "earths," would release their grip on the tree under the inpression
they were on the ground, thus falling to destruction.

Suddenly Ham gave a startled yel p, and dropping his sword cane, clapped a hand to his leg. An
instant later, the fiendish, chuckling echoes of a rifle shot |eaped along the |agoon.

Sonme one was sniping at themnl

More bull ets buzzed | oudly near the plane.

Ham was barely scratched. He was the first to dive out of the plane and take shelter anong the
pal ns. The others followed, guns ready.

Doc’ s gol den eyes noted a surprising thing. The shot seemed as nmuch of a shock to the natives as
to the flyersl!

After a noment, Doc’s perceptive ears caught a word or two of the native | anguage. He recogni zed
the lingo—t was one of the nyriads of vernaculars in his great magazi ne of know edge.

"Why do you treat peaceful newconers in this fashion?" he called in the dialect.

The natives were i npressed by hearing their |anguage spoken in such perfect fashion by the mghty
bronze man. Soon they replied.

For sone mnutes, strange words clucked back and forth. The tension subsided visibly. The very
power of Doc’s pleasant voice seened to spread good wll.

"This is strange!" Doc told his fellows, none of whom conprehended the native tongue. "They don't
know who fired that shot. They're trying to tell me they thought there were no rifles on the
island!"

"They're liars!" Mnk grinned. "O el se the bunbl ebees here are nmade out of |ead."

"They' re wrong, of course," Doc replied thoughtfully. "But |'’msure they did not know there was a
rifle here. There was apparently but one gun, at that."

"We' d better stop gabbing and hunt for the sniper!" Hamclipped waspishly. "In case you ve
forgotten, he nearly wi nged ne!"

"Keep your shirt on, Ham" Doc indicated natives who were prowling off through the tropical
growth. "They're instituting a search for the hidden marksman."

THE sni per was not | ocated, though. The natives searched briskly for a tine, but the natural

| angui dness common to tropical folk soon caused themto |ose interest when they found nobody.
Standi ng around in groups and staring at the white nen, especially their mghty | eader of bronze,
was rmuch nore interesting.

"It never fails!" Mnk chuckled. "Doc is a sensation wherever he goes!"

Ham cast his eyes over the crowd surroundi ng Monk. This was only slightly smaller than the group
about Doc. Monk’s incredible honeliness and titanic, apelike frame had themutterly agog.

"You don't do so bad!" Hamjeered. "They figure you're the mssing link!"

But he regretted the insult a nonent |ater when Monk cornered a native and gravely expl ai ned, by
gestures, that the tribe nust watch the nany pigs running about, or Ham woul d steal them It didn't
help matters when fully thirty natives ran up with squealing porkers in their arnms and tried to
thrust the gifts onto Ham

Renny was entertaining and overawi ng the islanders by the amazing feat of crushing hard coconuts
in one vast hand.

Johnny and Long Tom well-arned and alert, noved into the jungle to get breadfruit which wei ghed

several pounds apiece and were pitted on the surface like a golf ball. Delicate, beautiful orchids
were |ike varicolored butterflies in the shadowed, |uxuriant growth. The hunters al so gathered
coconuts, so as to make feikai , or roasted breadfruit m xed with coconut-mlk sauce.

Aiver Wrding Bittman wandered al one into the jungle, but returned soon and kept close to Doc,
as though for protection.

Doc busi ed hinself performing a mnor operation upon an ill native. He was thus engaged when an
exciting devel opnent occurred.

A machine gun blatted a procession of reports. By the terrific swiftness of the shots, Doc knew
it was one of the guns he had hinself invented.

A man screanmed with a nortal wound.

Kar - o-o-m

A tremendous expl osion brought a tremor to the hut in which Doc was operating upon the native. He
and Bittnman rushed out.

Near the plane, a sooty cauliflower of snoke had sprouted. Bits of débris still swirled in the
air. It fell about a gruesone, torn thing upon the |agoon edge. The di smenbered body of a man!
"It was one of Kar’s gunnen!" Renny called. Renny held a snoking machine gun. "The fellow had a
bomb, with the fuse already |ighted! He was running to throwit in the plane when | saw himand
shot . "

"Sure it was one of Kar’'s nmen?" Doc inquired.

"You bet. One of the four we hoped to trap on the Sea Star!"



That is too bad," Doc declared regretfully. "It neans the yacht which took themoff the Sea Star
was speedy enough to get here ahead of us."

"You think Kar is right here on this coral atoll?"

Instead of replying, Doc proceeded to question what his accurate judgnment told himwere the nost
intelligent of the natives. What he | earned cast an inmportant light on the situation.

"Listen to this!" he translated for his friends. "| asked the natives if they had seen a ship,
but they haven't. Then | asked themif they had sighted a man-nade bird that flies, such as ours.
And the answer explains their terror at our arrival."

"You nmean Kar canme around in a plane and bombed or machi ne gunned then?" Ham queri ed.

"Nothing so sinple as that! The reply they gave ne was utterly fantastic. They clai mgreat,
flying devils nearly as large as our plane sonetinmes come from Thunder |sland to seize and devour
menbers of the tribe. They thought we were such a flying devil."

"They must drink caterpillar liquor!" Mnk snorted.

"Eh?" said Ham

"Two drinks and the birds are after you!"

"Furthernore," Doc continued, "they claimthey sighted such a flying devil only yesterday.
Questioned closely, they admt it did not flap its wings, and that it nmade a | oud and steady
groani ng noi se. That neans they saw a plane. And what craft could it be but Kar’s?"

Renny grow ed, "Kar is—

"Already at Thunder |sland! The man you just wi ped out was |anded here by Kar for the specific
purpose of stopping us in case we visited this atoll. He has been hiding fromthe natives. No doubt,
Kar intended to pick himup later."

"But where did Kar get a plane—

"Honol ul u, New Zeal and, or even Australia. They had tine. Renenber, the storm del ayed the Sea
Star on which we canme. It is possible Kar evaded that storm and his boat was faster."

Ham sl anted his sword cane at the sun. "What do you say we fly over and have a | ook at Thunder

I sland? There’s barely tine before dark."

"We'll do that very thing, brothers," Doc said swiftly. "Every one of you will put on parachutes.
Kar's plane might attack us and have the good luck to slaman incendiary bullet into our gas tank.
I'n such event, ‘chutes would be pretty handy."

PREPARATI ONS wer e qui ckly conpl eted. The big speed pl ane ski med down the gl assy | agoon and took
the air, watched by an awed crowd of natives. Doc opened the throttles w de and booned for Thunder
Island at better than two hundred nmiles an hour. N ght was not far off.

The vol cani c cone gathered mgjestic height as they flew nearer. Its vast size was astounding,

i mpressive. The steam ng clouds piled |ike cotton above it. It was as though the world was hol | ow
and filled with foam and the foam was escaping through this gigantic vent.

"One of the nost striking sights of ny lifel" said the artistic Ham

Even the prosaic Monk was inpressed, agreeing, "Yeah—hot stuff!"

Doc’ s mi ghty bronze hand gui ded the plane around the stupendous cone of bleak stone that was
Thunder |sland. Nowhere was there a blade of green growth. The titanic, rocky cliffs could not have
been nore denuded had they been seared with acid. The lifel ess aspect, the bal dness of the waste,
was depressing.

"Even a goat couldn't live there!" Renny nuttered.

"Unl ess he forned an appetite for rocks," snorted the irrepressible Mnk.

Nowhere did they see sign of Kar!

"That’'s queer!" Ham decl ared. "There are no canyons or great caves in which he could hide his
plane. If he was here, we certainly would have seen him"

"Do you think he has secured a fresh supply of the element fromwhich the Snoke of Eternity is
made, and gone back to civilization?" asked Aiver Wrding Bittnman. "He nost naturally woul dn’t
tarry here."

"I mpossible to tell —except that | doubt he woul d have deserted his man on the atoll,"” replied
Doc. "There is one chance—we’'ll try the crater.”

"Into that terrible steam” Bittman wailed. "W shall perish!"

Bittman | ooked terrified at the prospect. He even noved for the plane door as though to take to
his parachute. But Renny’'s great hand restrained him

"You' || be safe enough with Doc," Renny said confidently.

"We shall be scal ded—

"I think not," Doc assured him "The top of that cone is many thousands of feet above sea |evel.
I ndeed, you will notice traces of snow near the rim At that height, it takes little nore than
moist, warmair to make a cloud like this ‘steam over the crater."

"You nmean we may be able to fly down into the crater?" Mnk asked.

"W're going to try just that," Doc smled.

UP and up clinbed the powerful speed-plane, notors npaning an increasing song of effort. The
first wisps of steam whipped grizzled pennants about the craft. Doc opened the cockpit w ndows and



kept an accurate check on a thernoneter

"This is nothing but cloud formati on caused by very warmand noist air lifting out of the
crater!" he called, raising his voice over the motor how —for opening the windows nullified the
soundpr oofing of the cabin.

The vapor thickened. It poured densely into the cabin. The very world about them seened to turn a
bilious gray hue. Visibility was w ped out, except for a few score yards, beyond the wing tips
"Long Tom " Doc’s energetic voice had little trouble piercing the engine clanor, "set the danger
alarmfor five hundred feet!"

Long Tom hastily conplied. This danger alarmwas sinply an apparatus which sent out a series of
bel | -1i ke sounds very distinctive fromthe notor uproar, and another sensitive device which nmeasured
the time that ensued until an echo was tossed back by the earth. If this tine interval becane too
short, an alarmbell rang

Wth it in operation, if the plane came blindly within five hundred feet of the crater bottom or
sides, an alarmwoul d sound. Doc had perfected this device. It was little different fromthe
apparatus all nodern liners use to take depth neasurenents

Deeper into the crater noaned the plane. It spiraled tightly, as though descending the thread of
an invisible screwin the crater center. It mght have been a tiny fish in a sea of mlk.

"Let’s go back!" wailed Oiver Wrding Bittman. "This is a horrible place!"

"It does kinda give a guy the creeps!" Mnk nuttered

" Ye-e-oww Look at that thing!"

Monk’ s squawl of surprise was so loud it threatened to tear the thin netal sides off the plane
Every eye focused in the direction both his great, hairy arns pointed. Wat they saw was little, but
it chilled the blood in their veins

A black, evil nass seened to bulk for an instant in the gray domain of vapor. It m ght have been
a tortured, sooty cloud fromthe way it convul sed and changed its shape. Then it was gone, sucking
after it a distinct wake of the pigeon-col ored vapor

"I c-couldn’t h-have s-seen what | d-did!" Mnk stuttered

"What was it?" Ham shouted. "What was that thing in the cloud? It |ooked big as this plane!"

Monk panted like a runner. H's eyes still protruded

"It wasn't quite that b-big!" he gulped. "But it was the ugliest thing | ever saw And |’'ve seen
plenty of ugly things!"

"If you own a mrror, you have!" Hamcouldn't resist putting in

Monk nade no reference to pigs—which was in itself denpnstration of what a shock he had just

recei ved

"l saw one of themflyin' devils the natives on the atoll told Doc about!" Mnk declared. "And
what | nean, flyin’ devil is the name for it."

"You nust have had a swig of that caterpillar liquor," Hamjeered

"Quick!" Doc Savage's mighty voice crashed through the plane. "The machine guns! Of to the
right! Get that thing! Get it! Shoot it!"

Every one gazed to the right

"It's comn’ back—the flyin devil!" Mnk baw ed

The bl ack, evil nass had appeared in the m sty world again. It convulsed and altered its shape

as before. But now the aviators had the opportunity to see what it really was—they could drink in
the awful horror of the nmonster with their eyes

THE thing was flying al ong—keepi ng pace with the plane! Terrible eyes appraised the ship, as

t hough deci di ng whether to attack

It had a ghastly set of jaws—nearly as long as a man’s body, and spiked full of foul, conica
teeth. The body had neither hair nor feathers—t was |like the skin of a dog denuded by the mange
Mbst awesome of all were the wings, for they were nenbranous, like those of a bat. As they fol ded
and unfolded in flight, the menbrane fluttered and fl apped |ike unclean gray canvas. On the tip of
the first joint of the wings were four highly devel oped fingers, arned with fearful talons

The appal | i ng nonster suddenly gave vent to its cry. This was an outrageous conbination of a
roaring and gargling, a sound of such volune that it reduced the pant of the plane notors to
insignificance. And the noi se had an ending as ghastly as its note—+t stopped in a nanner that gave
one the sickening inpression that the noise itself had choked to death the gruesone thing

"A prehistoric pterodactyl!" screaned Johnny. "That’'s what it is!"

"A what ?" grunted Monk.

"A pterodactyl, a flying reptile of the Pterosauri order. They were supposed to have becone
extinct near the end of the Mesozoic age."

"They didn't!" snorted Monk. "You can | ook for yourself!"

"Use those machine guns!" Doc directed. "The thing is going to attack us!"

The hideous flying reptile was slowy opening its huge, tooth-armed jaws!

Rapi d-firer barrels poked through the plane wi ndows. They spewed. Enpty cartridges rained on the
floorboards. Bullets found their mark

The aérial reptile started its blood-curdling cry. The sound ended in a drawn, piercing blare



The thing fell, bones broken, foul canvas like wings flapping. It was like a dirty gray cloth
sonebody had dropped.

Monk grinned. "Wat a relief that it—

The plane lurched nmadly as Doc whi pped the controls about.

A second of the prehistoric pterodactyls had nmaterialized out of the vapor. A gigantic, eerie
thing rem niscent of a mangy crocodile clad in a great gray cape, it plunged at the plane.
Its horrid, conical teeth closed upon the left wing. Awench, a gritty screamof rending

nmet al —and the plane wi ng was ruined! The ship keeled off on a wing tip and began a sl ow spin.
The pterodactyl hung to the wing it had grabbed, |ike a tenacious bull dog.

"The parachutes!" Doc barked. "Junp! W& may crash any instant!"

Chapter 16. THE AWFUL NI GHT

I'N qui ck succession, Doc’s five nen piled through the plane door, hands on the ripcord rings of

t hei r backpack parachutes.

Renny was first to go. Monk paused to grab his can of tobacco out of a seat, then followed. Long
Tom Ham and Johnny dived after him

Only Aiver Wrding Bittman held back, trenbling.

"l don’t want— he whined.

"Neither do we!" Doc said firmy. "There’'s no choice!" Then, before it should be too |late, Doc
swept Bittman up in bronze arms of vast power and sprang with himinto space.

As calmy as though he were on solid ground, Doc snapped open Bittman's ‘chute, then dropped down

a few hundred feet and bl oonmed his own nushroomof silk. Ajerk, and he floated gently. He had tine
to view the astoundi ng domai n about him

The vapor, as he had half suspected woul d be the case, was becomi ng | ess dense. At the sane tine,
the warnth increased. The hot, npoist air, suddenly striking the cool strata above the crater, forned
the steam i ke cl ouds, which had curtai ned whatever additional shocking secrets the place held.

A stutter of machi ne-gun shots bel ow drew Doc’s gol den eyes. He hastily plucked his own conpact
rapid-firer fromits belt holster.

The pterodactyl had released its silly hold on the falling plane and had attacked Johnny. The

| anky archaeol ogist’s bullets had driven its first dive aside. But it was conming back. The repellent
jaws were widely distended. Each of the many odi ous, conical teeth could pierce through a man's

body.
Doc’ s machine gun clattered. He knew where to aim Geater even than the | earning of Johnny,
whose profession was knowing the world and all its past, was Doc Savage’'s fund of know edge on

prehistoric reptiles and vegetation. Doc realized this pterodactyl probably had little or no brain.
He shot for the neck bones and shattered them

The air reptile tunbled away. Johnny lifted a grateful face.

"My shots didn't seemto do nmuch good!" he call ed.

"Try for the neck or eyes!" Doc replied.

Strong air currents now nade thensel ves felt. The parachutes were swept rapidly to one side, away
fromthe edge of the crater.

Directly below, Doc’s gaze rested upon a renmarkable sight. It would have been a fearsone sight,

t oo, except that his practiced eye told himthey were going to be carried clear of danger by the
wi nd.

A mud | ake, narrow, but spreading for thousands of rods along the crater side, was below. A
crust, resenbling asphalt and apparently very hard, covered the |lake. This nmust be nearly red-hot,
judging fromthe heat of the noist air which rushed upward.

Probably this amazing nud | ake reached in a horseshoe shape hal fway around the crater. Certainly,
the ends were |lost to sight.

A natural lava wall confined it to the crater side, well above the floor.

The ruined plane fell into the nud | ake. Its weight broke the crust. Instantly, there was a great
eruption at that point. A geyser columm of scalding, |avalike nud shot hundreds of feet upward,
driven by steam pressure gathered beneath the crust. Steamitself now exuded. It made a deafening
roar.

A thunderous crackling swept over the nud | ake as the crust settled. From countless points cane
m nor eruptions. The steam squirting outward and upward, envel oped the falling parachutes.

They coul d not see where they were | andi ng!

THE parachutes pitched |ike | eaves in the disturbed air. Not only did the gushing, superheated
winds carry themclear of the nmud | ake, but they were flung far out on the crater floor.

Doc, conpact nmachine gun in hand, waited. H's gol den eyes sought to pierce the steany world. The
air was so hot as to be near sickening. It possessed a weird, unusual fragrance.

It was |like the atnosphere within a greenhouse—npregnated with the odor of rankly grow ng

pl ants.

The thunderous crackling fromthe nud | ake subsi ded as quickly as it began.

Suddenly a shocking din arose below. A piercing, trunpetlike cry quavered. A coarse, beastly



baw ing joined it. Tearing of branches, the holl ow pops of green tinber breaking, the dul
reverberations of great bodies thunping the earth, nade a nightnmarish discord. It was a sound to
make the flesh creep

"Renny! Monk! The rest of you!" Doc’s resonant tones peal ed through the hobgoblin clanmor. "Spil
air fromone side of your ‘chute and try to avoid the vicinity of that noise!"

From bel ow t he abyss of steam where his nmen were lost fromview, came replying shouts. But there
was little tine to conply.

The frond of an imrense plant brushed past Doc’s mighty bronze form The plant was of col ossa
size. It seenmed to be sonmething on the order of a tree fern. So towering was it that there el apsed a
distinct interval before the parachute reached the ground

Doc landed in a tangle of creepers and |ow trees which | ooked |ike ordinary evergreens. More
ferns, these nmuch smaller, nmade a spongy mat of the whole. It was |ike descending in a pile of
enornous, coarse green cobwebs.

Shucking of f the parachute harness, Doc sprang to | ess tangled footing. The ground was a soft

mul ch underfoot—as though fresh pl owed.

The hi deous uproar they had heard fromthe air had subsided! A low runble had replaced it. This
runbl e seened to be sonme great nonster in flight! The sound was al ready sone di stance away, and
departing |ike an express train

O a sudden, there came into the surrounding air the low, trilling note that was part of Doc

Now, nore than ever, was that sound suggestive of a strange bird of the jungle. It m ght have been a
wind filtering through the ghostly, fantastic forest around about

And as al ways, that inspiring sound conveyed sonme definite neaning. This time it was—be silent
There is danger near

Doc knew that grisly, caterwauling concert he had heard while in the air neant a fight between
behenoths of a prehistoric reptilian world. He recogni zed the plant forns about him Sone had been
extinct for ages

Doc had dropped into a | and which was very much as it had been countl ess ages ago. A fearsone

bl oodcurdling | and where survival of the fiercest was the only | aw

Doc’s strange sound trailed away in echoes that, although they possessed no definite tune, were
entrancingly nusical in their quality.

Now he coul d hear sone gigantic horror breathing near by! The breathing was hurried, as though
the terrible thing had been engaged in strife. The sounds were hollow, very |oud—al nost |ike the
pant of an idling freight |oconotive

Suddenl y vegetation swi shed and crashed as the nonster got into notion

It was charging Doc!

Doc’s m ghty bronze figure flashed sidewi se, noving with a speed such as it possibly had never
before attained. But as he changed position, his golden eyes were sharpened for sight of the peri
that rushed him

He saw it—as fearful and | oathsone a sight as human eyes ever beheld

THE shocking size of the horror was apparent. It bulged out of the steamlike a tall house. It
hopped on nassive rear |egs, balancing itself by a great tail, kangaroolike

The two forelegs were tiny in proportion—+ike short strings dangling. Yet those forel egs that
seenmed so small were thicker through by far than Doc Savage’s body!

The revolting odor of a carnivorous thing acconpani ed the dread apparition. The stench was of
decayi ng gore. The hide of the nonster had a pebbl ed aspect, sonmewhat like a crocodile. Its claws
were frightful weapons of offense, being of such proportions as to easily grasp and crush a | arge
bul I .

Per haps the npost ghastly aspect of the thing were the teeth. They arnored a blunt, revolting
snout of a size as stupendous as the rest of the hopping terror

So great was the weight of the thing that its feet sank into the spongy earth the depth of a tal
man at each step

"What is it, Doc?" Monk shouted

"Tyrannosaurus!" Doc answered him "Look lively!"

The nonster reptile, after bounding past Doc, stopped. An instant followi ng Mnk’'s called words
t he beast charged the sound of his voice

"Dodge it, Monk!" Doc barked. "Dodge it! The thing probably has a very sluggish brain. That has
al ways been supposed to be a trait of prehistoric dinosaurs. Get out of its path, and several
seconds will elapse before it can nake up its nmind to foll ow you!"

Shrubs ripped. A stream of shots erupted from Monk’s conpact machi ne gun. Bushes fluttered again
Monk gave a bark of utter awe.

"Monk!" Doc called. "You shouldn’'t have tried to shoot it! Nothing |ess than a cannon can even
troubl e that baby!"

"You're tellin ne!" Mnk snorted. "Man! Man! The bat of a thing that chewed the wing of our

pl ane was a pretty little angel alongside this cuss! O o-op! Here it cones again!"

The noi sy charge, and Mnk’s dodgi ng, was repeated. Monk did not fire this time. He knew Doc was



right. The little machine guns, efficient though they mght be, would bother this reptilian nonster
| ess than beans thunbed at an alligator.

"Made it!" Monk called.

"Then keep that noisy nouth shut!" snapped the waspish Ham "It rushes the sound of your voice!"
The steam-t had come fromthe eruption of the nud | ake—was rapidly di sappearing. The ferocious
tyrannosaurus woul d soon be able to search themout with its eyes!

"Al'l of you get over with Mnk!" Doc shouted.

He ninbly evaded the great reptile as it sought his voice, then worked over until Mnk’s
anthropoid figure | oonmed in the dispersing steam

Oiver Wrding Bittman was there. The taxidermi st’'s face was the color of a soiled handkerchief.
His jaw jerked up and down visibly, but he had his tongue thrust between his teeth, fearful |est
their chattering attract the awful bounding reptile.

Doc felt surprise. Bittman had turned into a craven coward! But this direful world in which they
found thensel ves was enough to reduce the valor of even the bravest.

Johnny, Long Tom and Ham were with Monk. They, too, were pale. But the light of a magnificent
courage glowed in their eyes. They were enthralled. They lived for adventure and excitenent—and it
was upon themin quantities undreaned of.

"Where's Renny?" Doc’s tone was so |ow the odious tyrannosaurus, still prow ing about, did not
hear .

Renny was not present!

Doc’s shout pealed out like a great bell. "Renny! Renny!"

That drew the giant reptile. Wth frantic dodgi ng, they evaded it.

But there cane no answer from Renny!

"That +hat cross between a crocodile, the Enpire State Building and a kangaroo, must have got

him" Mnk muttered in horror.

"Aterrible fate!" gul ped Johnny, the geologist. "The tyrannosaurus is generally believed to be

the nmost destructive killing machine ever created by nature! To think that | should live to see the
things in flesh and bl ood!"

"If you wanta live to tell about it, we gotta get away fromthe thing!" Mnk declared. "How || we
do it, Doc?"

"See if we cannot leave the vicinity silently,"” Doc suggested.

AN attenpt to do this, however, nearly proved di sastrous. The nonster tyrannosaurus seened to
have very sensitive ears. Too, it could see themfor a distance of many yards, now that the steam
had nearly dissipated. It rushed them

Doc, to save the lives of his friends, took the awful risk of decoying the reptile away while the
others fled. Only the power and agility of his mghty bronze body saved him for once he had to
dodge between the very |legs of the nonster, evading by a remarkabl e spring snapping, foul, fetid
teeth that were nearly as long as a man’s arm

G iding under a canopy of overlapping ferns, Doc evaded the bloodthirsty reptile.

Dar kness was descending swiftly, for the steam above the pit, although it let through sunlight,
kept out the nobonbeans and nmade the period of twlight al nbst nonexistent.

VWi le the days within the crater were probably as light as a cloudy day in the outside world, the
ni ghts were things of incredible blackness.

Doc found his conpanions in the thickening nurk.

"We'd better take a page out of the life of Mdink’s ancestors and clinb a tree for the night!"
suggest ed Ham

"Yeah!" grow ed Monk, goaded by the insult. "Yeah!" He apparently couldn’'t think of anything else
to say.

"W can tackle that tree fern!" Doc decl ared, pointing.

The tree fern in question was on the order of a palmtree, but with fronds all the way up. In
height, it exceeded by far the tallest of ordinary palnms. Doc and his nen clinbed this.

"Remar kabl e!" Johnny murmured. "Although this species is closely related to fern growths found in
fossilized state in certain parts of the world, it is nuch |larger than anything—=

"You nust consider the fact that this crater is nerely a spot left behind in the nmarch of tinme,"
Doc interposed. "Sone changes are bound to have taken place in the countless ages, however. And
after all, science has but scratched the surface in ascertaining the nature of prehistoric fauna and
flora. W may; indeed, we surely should, find many species undreanmed of hitherto—

"How we gonna sleep up here without fallin off?" Mnk wanted to know.

"Sleep!" jeered Ham "If you ask nme, there won't be nmuch sleep tonight. Listen!"

In a distant part of the crater, another ferocious fight between reptilian nonsters was in
progress. Although the sound was borne to themmnmuffled, it had a fearsone quality that brought a
cold sweat to each man.

"What an awful place!" Oiver Wrding Bittman whinpered. Terror had literally frozen the
taxiderm st to the linmb to which he clung.



IT was a ghastly night they spent. No sooner did one titanic struggle of dinosaurs subside, than
anot her arose. Often nore than one noisy, blood-curdling fight was in progress at the sane nonent
Vast bodi es sl oughed through the dense plant growh, some going with great hops as had the
tyrannosaurus, others traveling on all fours

Sl eep was out of the question. Doc and his friends felt safe in their fern top—until sone

nmonst rous di nosaur cane along and browsed off the crest of a fern which they could tell by the sound
was nearly as tall as their perch. After this, throughout the night, they rested in nonmentary
expectation of neeting disaster

But, had they been in perfect safety, they would not have slept. Slunmber was unthinkable. There
was too much to hear. For they were wayfarers in another world

They m ght as well have stepped back in tine a thousand ages

Daylight returned as suddenly as it had departed. Wth the appearance of the sun, a heavy rain
fell, a tropical downpour that |lasted only a few mnutes. But as the water hit the red-hot surface
of the nmud | ake up on the crater side, trenendous clouds of steamrolled

The day was about as bright as a very cloudy winter afternoon in New York City, due to the
"steant’ cl ouds al ways above the crater

It was at once evident that the ferocious dinosaurs preferred to prowi at night. For with dawn,

t he hi deous bl oodshed within the crater subsided to a marked degree

Doc at once led his friends—with the exception of the whinpering Oiver Wrding Bittnman, who
woul d not desert his perch in the fern tree—+o see what had happened to Renny.

They found Renny’s col | apsed parachute at |ast. The spot where it |lay was some hundreds of yards
fromthe nearest giant fern which would offer safety to a man

Monk had been making hinmself a cigarette. But at sight of what |lay near Renny’'s parachute, his
bi g and hairy hands froze, can of tobacco in one, papers in the other

For all about Renny’'s ‘chute was torn and ripped turf. And blood! Am d the gore lay Renny's hat
It |ooked like a dinosaur had devoured Renny!

" Maybe—he got away?" Long Tom nmunbl ed hopefully. But Doc, after a quick circle of the spot
replied: "There is no human trail away fromthis place! |I'msure of that! The soft earth woul d take
the prints. Renny never wal ked away from here!"

Monk slowly stuffed the tobacco can in a pocket. He had no appetite for a snoke now.

A reverent, sorrowful silence prevailed, dedicated to the nenory of Renny.

This was broken in a frightful fashion

"Over there!" Hanis voice cracked. "Wat—

They | ooked, as one nman, at first hoping Ham had sighted Renny. But it was not that

QUT of the unhealthy rank jungle growth had come an anmazing aninal. In appearance, the thing was
a congl onerate of weasel, cat, dog and bear. It was renarkabl e because it seemed a conbi nati on of
nost ani mals known to the twentieth century world

But it was approxinmately the size of a very |large el ephant

Monk gul ped, "What the—

"A creodont!" breathed Johnny, awed. "The ancestor of a great nmany of our nodern animals!"
"Yeah?" muttered Monk. "Well, fromright now on, you don't catch nme out of junping distance of a
tree!”

These words brought home to the others the shocking fact that they were hel pl ess before the
nondescript but fierce creodont. This animal could not be dodged as they had evaded the
tyrannosaurus. It could turn too quickly! And its jaws were full of great teeth; its claws |ong and
sharp. And no safety lay within reach

The creodont abruptly charged

Their guns cracked. But the gigantic aninal cane on as fast as ever. The thing had its head

|l ow—they could not locate its small eyes for an effective target

The men spread apart. But that could help but little. The nonstrous creodont would |ay about
anong them crushing and nmangling. They could not hope to outrun it

Only a few yards distant, the creodont reared and separated its great, frothing jaws. |t sprang
with a hideous snarl.

It looked like the end for Doc and his nen—an end as terrible as they supposed Renny had
suffered

Chapter 17. RENNY, THE HUNTED

WH LE Doc and his friends faced the dangers of this weird place the first night, Renny, lost from
the others, had difficulties of his own

When Renny’s parachute | owered himto the spongy floor of the vast crater, he landed in the m dst
of such a scene as his w | dest nightmares had never produced

He dropped squarely into the fight which was heard fromthe air. This was a ferocious battle

bet ween the sane tyrannosaurus whi ch had pursued Doc and the others, and a three-horned rhinoceros
of a nonster.

Renny’ s parachute spilled over the revolting face of the terrible tyrannosaurus. Renny instantly



squi rmed out of the ‘chute harness and dropped to the cushionlike earth

The tyrannosaurus, pitching about like a tall house caught in a tornado, soon got the silken
folds out of its face

But Renny had no tine to witness that. The other beast cane thundering straight for Renny.

The iron-fisted engi neer had inspected the pictures of a few of the genus triceratops in

t ext books, and had gazed w thout particular interest at a skeleton of one as displayed in a great
museum Beyond that, his know edge did not extend

He recogni zed the thing as a triceratops, for Renny had an excellent nenory. But he didn't know
it was a herb eater. He wouldn't have believed that at the noment, anyway. The thing | ooked like it
was bent on neking a neal out of Renny

The nonster dinosaur came at himw th all the noise and inpressive size of a snorting | oconotive
Renny didn't have tine to clutch for his gun. It was just as well. He could not have stopped the
triceratops

The huge reptile possessed three rhinoceroslike horns. Two jutted straight forward, one above
each eye. These were fully as |long as Renny’s by-no-neans-short body. The third horn was nuch
smal |l er, and set down on the nose, as though for rooting purposes

The striking thing about the triceratops was the great bony hood extendi ng back fromthe head
This natural arnor protected the neck and fore part of the body.

The armor was narked with great, fresh gouges. The fearful tyrannosaurus had been engaged in
slaying this arnored, three-horned vegetation eater for supper. Only the arnor had saved the
triceratops

The t hree-horned di nosaur was now fleeing madly for its life! But Renny had no way of know ng
that. He happened to be directly in the path of the thing. There was no tine for a |l eap sidew se
"Only one chance!" Renny gritted—and sprang high into the air, flinging his

t wo- hundr ed- and-fifty-pound frame directly between the two nmassive horns set over the dinosaur’s
eyes.

Renny’ s hands, each one a gallon of knuckles, clasped the horns. They clung tightly.

When the hul king beast ran straight forward, not even shaking its vast head, Renny nerely hung
on. The space between the horns was anple to accommodate him The smaller |ower horn furnished a
f ootrest

"If | get off, the thing will turn on nme!" Renny reasoned—arongly.

This particul ar di nosaur was a peace |lover, despite its formidable |ooks. Its only idea now was
to get away fromthe terrible tyrannosaurus. Such a snall object as Renny clinging to its head
bothered it not at all for the tinme being

The steam was di ssi pating now, and Renny could take in his surroundings. H's amazing steed had a
bald skin. It rem nded Renny of an el ephant’s hide, although rougher and thicker. It was hard as
sole |l eather to his touch

"A bullet wouldn't faze the thing!" he decided

RENNY"S scant know edge was sufficient to informhimthe najor portion of this creature’s brain
probably lay in its spine. It was even likely the spinal cord served as a brain, a function not
uncommon in the prehistoric menbers of the dinosaur tribe

The stanpedi ng beast wal |l owed through a small body of water without slackening pace. Renny was
drenched. He noted the water was very warm |ike piping hot coffee. It did not scald, though

The breathing of Renny’s conveyance was becom ng | abored. The thing was short of wi nd. Renny
began to have an unpleasant feeling it would soon stop. He wondered how he woul d di smount without
nmeeting disaster

The probl em sol ved itself

Blindly, as unvarying in its wild course as a bullet, the triceratops hit a great tangle of
lianas and ferns and small coniferous trees. It gauged through by main strength

Renny was | eft behind, hanging over a vine

To this vine Renny clung for a tinme. He listened. The ground was about seven feet bel ow. Renny
didn’t know but what other predatory nonsters m ght be about. He gl anced up nervously, fearing sight
of the gruesone, batlike flying reptiles

Expl oring, Renny found he still had his pistol-I1ike nachine gun
"Wsh | had a pocketful of hand grenades too!" he nmuttered. He dropped down fromthe |iana and
set out on the triceratops’s back trail. He found traveling difficult. Cdinging creepers and packed

ferns interfered

Renny had penetrated the thick jungles of the upper Amazon. He had explored in rankest Africa

But he had never seen a jungle which approached this for denseness. Wthout the path the dinosaur
had opened, Renny woul d have been baffl ed

As it was, he had to be alert steadily, |lest he stunble into the waist-deep tracks of the

nonst er.

He soon noted the unusual character of the growth. Many of the trees were of a type he had never
seen before. But others had a famliar | ook

"The ones | don't recogni ze becane extinct ages ago," he concluded. "The others, nore fitted to



changing conditions in the outside world, survived."

Renny chuckled. He felt exhilarated, now that he had escaped with his life.

"What | nmean, this is a sure-enough exanple of how evol ution has worked on the rest of the

wor | d!'"

Suddenly cane the di smayi ng knowl edge that night had al nost arrived.

Renny was conservative. He knew the safe thing to do.

“I"l'l hunt a tree for the night!" he concl uded.

But he was not fortunate enough to be in a region of tall growth. He saw that clinbing any of the
smal |l ferns or evergreen trees about himwould not give himsafety fromthe hul king di nosaurs.

He began to run, hoping to reach Doc before darkness. But, as though the very noist, depressively
hot air were turning a jet-black ink, night started closing in.

Sprinting, Renny reached the body of water through which his huge steed had pl owed. About to
plunge in, he hesitated. A great gurgling arose beyond the enornous rushes that edged the shore. The
sound was |ike huge tanks of water enptying in succession. Then a vast body, which was apparently
dunki ng up and down and meki ng the noi ses, nust have rolled over.

A mniature tidal wave cane boiling inshore. It reached above Renny’'s knees! Wat a nonster this
prehi storic beast nust be!

Over the rushes suddenly projected what Renny at first took to be the head and neck of a snake. A
wor k- a- day-worl d serpent nmagnified a thousandfold! A large barrel could not have held the head!
For all its snaky look and fantastic size, the head had a peaceful |ook, though. A repetition of
the | oud water noi ses showed that the long, |lithe neck was attached to a nonster body.

Slowy, the weird beast canme draggi ng out of the water.

RENNY felt a ticklish sensation in his scalp, which m ght have been his hair standing on end.

The thing was |onger than a freight car!

"Good— Renny spun and fl ed.

He knew he had just |ooked at a nenmber of the famly of |argest creatures ever to tread the

earth. Even the ferocious, neat-eating killer, the tyrannosaurus, was eclipsed by the bulk of this
col ossus.

The great reptile he had just seen was a "thunder lizard," or brontosaurus.

Renny recal l ed they were popul arly supposed to be peaceful giants, haunting the water and feeding
on | ake plants and shore growth. The theory held by scientists is that they were not neat devourers.
Renny had no desire to test the accuracy of that theory. Conpared to the thunder lizard in size,
he was |ike a nouse beside a fat hog. He didn't know but what the beast mght decide to try a nan
for a change of diet.

So Renny ran for all he was worth. The thunder |izard, apparently curious or playful, |unbered
after him The earth shook in a pronounced manner under its incalcul abl e weight.

Quitting the trail opened by the arnor-plated nonster which had brought himhere, Renny dived
into the tangl ed vegetation. He |lost his hundreds of tons of ganboling pursuer.

"Whew! " He nopped his forehead with both sleeves. "Wew "

He felt his way onward, nmachine gun ready in one hand. So dark had becone the night that he could
not even see the weapon he held. He halted often to listen to the awful uproar of the night.

Once a nocturnal fray broke out near by, and the course of the battle brought it directly for
Renny! He fled nadly. Strong in his nostrils was the fetid, near-suffocating odor of a great
carnivore. He knew here was genui ne danger! It was another of the nonster killers of prehistoric
ages, a tyrannosaurus. Hi s parachute had fallen upon one of those!

Renny crept away, narveling at the variety of ear-splitting sounds enmtted by the weird beasts of
the crater. He reasoned the things could see somewhat in the darkness. He had noticed the eyes of
the reptiles were particularly fitted for vision in restricted light. But in darkness such as this,
it was inmpossible for themto see much. They must hunt |argely by the sense of hearing, perhaps sone
of themw th the organ of snell.

"What a place to have to live in!" he nuttered.

It was only a nonent |ater that fresh disaster overtook him

Came a great fluttering sound from above his head! It was as if some one were shaking a | arge
carpet up there.

"What the— Then Renny knew what it was. One of the flying reptiles! A pterodactyl—ene of the
horrors which had di sabl ed their plane!

Wldly, Renny flung up his gun.

But before he could pull the trigger, the gruesonme marauder was upon him

RENNY now got one of the few pleasant surprises of the night. He realized this aérial, batlike
thing was much smaller than the one which had assailed the plane. Probably it was a chick of the
speci es!

Evadi ng the snappi ng, toothed beak, Renny clutched with his powerful hands. He got fistfuls of
the revol ting, menmbranous wings. The stuff felt |like rubber. It was clammy. And a noi some stench
acconpani ed the reptile.



The beak crunched. It took off the entire back of Renny’'s coat!

Grasping again, Renny secured a hold on the fearsone head. The body of this pterodactyl was about
the size of an ostrich’s. Renny put forth a superhuman effort, tossing hinmself about violently. He
succeeded at last in what he was trying to do. He wung the neck of the flying reptile!

But the thing did not die inmediately! It whipped about, as tenacious of life as the tail of a
snake. But Renny had at |east stopped its attack. The slow death neant the creature scarcely had a
definite brain center. Possibly it depended on its brain so little that it could even go on living
for atime with that organ entirely renoved!

"What a place this is!" Renny nuttered.

He lifted the expiring pterodactyl. Its |ightness was astoundi ng.

"Bones hollow and filled with air!" decided Renny, drawi ng on his scant know edge of prehistoric
life forns.

He tossed the flying reptile away, took a step sidewi se—and froze in horror!

Anot her speci nen of nonster dinosaur was approaching. The struggles of the dying air nonster were
attracting it!

Renny retreated hastily. He tried to be silent. But this was inpossible in the abyss of darkness.
He heard the heavy steps of the approaching giant. They sank noisily into the spongy earth, so
vast was the wei ght upon them At the dying pterodactyl, the steps stopped.

A ghastly crunching of flesh and poppi ng of chewed bones indicated the flying reptile was being
devour ed.

Renny qui ckened his pace, thinking to escape while the beast was occupied. But he had the

m sfortune to stunble. Hi s shoul der brushed a bush. There was consi derabl e noi se.

The beast charged!

The rapidity with which it cane showed Renny he could not hope to outrun it. He tried a desperate
experinment. Halting, he quickly wenched off what of his coat had renmained after the bite delivered
by the gargantuan aérial reptile.

Renny carried a waterproof cigarette lighter, although he did not snmoke. It was handier than

mat ches. He plucked it out of a pocket. Its tiny flame sprang up. He set fire to his fragnent of
coat .

Wiirling the coat around his head speeded the fire. In an instant it was a sizable brand.

He flung it in the face of the chargi ng nonster!

AS the flaming cloth gyrated through the air, Renny got a fleeting view of the repellent dinosaur
stal king him

It had a lizardlike body, arnored with great bony plates. It traveled on all fours. Its head was
uncouth as that of a nmud turtle, but nore than a yard in |l ength. The | ow slung carcass of the
creature, although thin fromside to side, was very high.

Most striking of its characteristics was the double row of huge, horny plates standing on edge
down its back. These |ooked like two |ines of nonster saw teeth.

The name of the thing—stegosaur—escaped Renny. Anyway, what interested himat the nonment was its
reaction to the fire. Would it flee?

It didn't!

Renny realized the colossal reptile did not have the brains to recognize the fire as danger.
Pivoting, he ran with all his speed.

Ferns whi pped him The needl ed tips of coniferous shrubs gouged at his eyes. Lianas held him
back. He tore at the growth with his powerful hands. Suddenly, penetrating that jungle becane |ike
burrowi ng through a stack of green, wet hay.

Behi nd hi mthundered the | eviathan of the reptilian world. It seened to gain as though he were
standing still. Geat knots of the soggy earth, dug up by its churning feet, fell noisily.

Renny had been in few tighter spots in his eventful life. He could not outrun this thing. In the
darkness, he could not hide effectively—+t would smell himout.

It was now no nore than twice Renny’s own | ength behind him

And Renny stunbl ed and fell!

That fall was his salvation. A deep trench had brought himdown. Evidently it had been opened by
the snout of sone trenendous rooting di nosaur.

Renny rolled into the trench!

The pursuing reptile passed over him It was as though an earthquake had | aid upon the

surroundi ng ground. The earth walls of the trench gave under the vast weight. They caved.

Renny was buried by the earth!

He was drawing in a breath of relief when the cave-in cane. So he had a quantity of air in his
lungs. He held it there. Not a nuscle did he nove.

The clunsy reptile turned slowy and cane back. The stupid thing did not know what had becone of
its quarry. It tranped the vicinity for a tine, searching.

Earth pressed in nore tightly as it strode sonewhere near Renny.

The big-fisted engineer had held his breath about as long as he could. H's lungs felt
lead-filled. H's ears sang.



The gi ant di nosaur |unbered najestically away. It had given up. The earth covering Renny had kept
the reptile fromscenting him

In a near frenzy, such torture was he suffering, Renny squirned about. He threshed in the soft

earth. For a nmonent he thought he was entonbed alive. But the convul sive effort this belief nmade him
put forth, brought himnear the surface.

H s head cane out into the warm danp, crater air.

A ferocious bedl am of snarling and growing greeted him

Sharp teeth sank into his body!

Chapter 18. WHERE TI ME STOPPED

MEANVWHI LE, Doc and his men stood before the charge of the giant creodont, not know ng what
strange thing woul d happen next.

The thing sprang for Monk. It mssed, thanks to Monk’s great |eap to one side. Mnk's machi ne gun
hosed a streamof bullets into the side of the animal. This gave them an instant respite. The huge
creature turned to bite itself where the bullets had hit, as though it had been jabbed there by

t horns.

The beast was a fierce, deadly killer, even though it did | ook |like a conbination of weasel, dog
and bear, with possibly a little |long-haired el ephant for good neasure.

"Beat it, the rest of you!" Mnk rapped. "Maybe | can delay the thing | ong enough for you to
reach safety!"

Monk nade a nove to step in the path of the charging aninal. He was willing to sacrifice hinself,
if only it would help his friends. This |ooked like the only thing that would save them

"Wait!" Doc’s strong bronze hand stopped Monk.

"But Doc— Mbnk started to object.

"Dry up—you honely ape!" Doc was actually chuckling in the face of the frightful danger! H s tone
was calm Hi s novenents, although |ightninglike, seened unhurri ed.

"Let’s have your tobacco, Mnk!" Doc’s hand suddenly possessed the can of snoking tobacco. So
swiftly had it been taken that Monk hardly saw the gesture.

"Now—pi ck ‘“emup and lay ‘emdown!" Doc’s powerful arm propelled Mnk in the direction of the
nearest tree |arge enough to furnish safety.

"Good—good |uck, Doc!" Mnk nmuttered. Then he sprinted away at full speed. Mnk didn’'t see how
even Doc’s soverei gn powers could prevail over this prehistoric nonster.

Emitting a loud, fierce noise, a conbined bark and squeal and snarl, the hybrid behenoth sprang.
Doc’s sinewy fingers had tweaked open the tobacco tin. In a trice, he had the tobacco clutched,
half in either palm He sprang forward to oppose the giant beast. His arns noved ninbly.

An effective pinch of the tobacco was jammed into each of the thing’s little eyes. The rest went
into its nostrils.

A swipe of a huge paw | aid open Doc’s coat and shirt. But the netallic skin was hardly touched.
Doc’ s speed was nearly unbelievable.

Springi ng away, Doc raced for safety.

The prehistoric beast, blinded by the tobacco, its organs of snmell tenporarily ineffective for
the same reason, could only bound about and release its blood-curdling grows.

Doc joined his friends up a nassive fern.

"Afraid you' |l be without tobacco now," he told Monk.

Monk grinned admringly. "I been thinkin' about quittin’ snokin’ anyway."

Through a | aceli ke design of vines and branches, they could see the antics of the nonster they
had just escaped, thanks to Doc’s ingenuity and marvel ous physique. The thing was alternately paw ng
at its smarting eyes and rammng its repul sive nuzzle into the noist, soft earth.

"There it goes!" Long Tomenitted a sigh of relief as the beast decided to run. It volleyed away
with a great uproar.

"Wonder how O iver Wrding Bittman i s maki ng out?" Johnny puzzled. "W haven't heard a bleat from
that tree where we left him"

"Probably so scared he’'s lost his voice," said the sharp-tongued Ham

Doc cane to Bittman's defense. "You ve got to admit he has something to be scared of. Personally,
it’s ny duty to take care of the man, craven coward though he nay becone. He saved ny father’'s
life."

"Sure," said the big-hearted Monk. "Bittman's nerve was O K until we hit this fantastic crater.
In fact, it was a continuous source of wonder to me to see how anxi ous he was to be with us every
tinme we nade a nove. Renmenber how be went with us when we tackl ed Kar? That took nerve. Maybe his
courage will return when he gets used to this strange place—f it's possible to get used to it."

MONK, it seened, was right.

Oiver Wrding Bittman slid down fromhis fern-tree perch as they approached. H's features were
pale, but his big jaw was thrust out in a determ ned fashion. He fiddled with the skinning scal pel
whi ch still decorated his watch chain.

"l am ashanmed of ny cowardly performance during the night," he said, enbarrassed. "I guess | am



not a brave man. At any rate, ny courage conpletely departed at sight of this ghastly world. But
think | have it back, at least in part."

"No one could be blanmed for becom ng shaky at sight of such an unbelievable, terrifying place,"
Doc smil ed

"Yeah—t’'d give anybody the jitters!" Mnk grinned

Johnny was using the magnifying lens on the left side of his glasses to inspect unusual plants
"The nore | see of this place, the nore astounding it becones,"” he declared. "Notice there are
few fl owering plants or trees of the type which shed their |eaves."

"Evol ution practically stopped in this crater many ages ago," Doc of fered

Johnny began to wax el oquent. "No doubt this was once part of some |and continent, probably the
Asiatic. The prehistoric aninal life entered and were trapped here in sone nanner—

"Tr apped—how?" Monk grunted

It was sonme little time before this question was answered. They noved forward, seeking nore open
ground. They found it upon a knoll from which an extensive view could be obtained

"CGolly!" muttered Monk, as he gazed at the frowning heights of the crater rim "W nust be at sea
level, or below. This crater looks like it was better’'n ten thousand feet deep!"

Doc’ s gol den eyes ranged the crater edge as great a distance as possible. Due to the gl oom ness
of the light which penetrated the clouds above the pit, the opposite wall of the crater was lost to
sight. Long plunes of steamarising fromwhat were obviously streans of boiling-hot water, hel ped
hi nder vi sion

The day was really a hot, wet, ghostly gray twlight

"l do believe I've seen noonlight brighter than this!" Long Tom said

But they could get a fair idea of their surroundings. The utter denseness of the jungle was a
thing to cause awe.

As they stood on the knoll, another sudden rainstormcane. Steamrolled fromthe hot nud | ake
like fluffy cotton. The viol ent downpour seened to occur several tinmes each day.
"The trenendous rainfall is caused by the noist hot air lifting to the cold air at the top of the

crater, where it condenses and falls back as rain," Doc Savage expl ained. "The great rainfall also
explains the plant growth being so rank it is nearly a solid nass."

He gl anced about appraisingly.

"This vegetation is only slightly | ess dense than that which flourished during what scientists
call the coal age."

"You nean it was jungle like this that nmade coal beds?" Mnk grunted

"Exactly. Let a landslide cover sonme of this jungle, or let water and nud cover it, and in the
course of a few ages, we woul d have an excel |l ent chance of a coal vein. Partial deconposition

wi t hout access to air would do the work."

FURTHER apprai sal of their anazing donmicile led Doc to | evel a mighty bronze arm

"There, brothers, is the explanation of these prehistoric |life forns being forced to remain here

t hrough the ages!"

Johnny, the geol ogi st, quickly conprehended what Doc neant

"At one tine a path gave access to the crater," he declared. "Sone natural upheaval, probably an
eart hquake shock, destroyed the neans of getting in and out. And the dinosaurs were forced to stay."
"Through the aeons of time that they have remained here, the outer sides of this cone weathered
down. The | and sank. Cceans rushed in. And this crater becane Thunder |sland, supposedly an active
vol cani c cone projecting froma seldomvisited section of the southern seas."

Monk scratched his bullet of a head. "But, Doc, how do you account for these critters not

changin’ through the ages, like they did in the outer world?"

"Evol ution," Doc smled

"But evolution is a changi ng—

"Not necessarily," Doc corrected. "Evolution is a change in aninals and plants and so on, as
conprehend it. But those changes are caused by slowy altering surroundings. For exanple, if an
animal lives in a warmcountry, its fur will be light, or it may have no fur at all. But if the
country turns cold, the aninmal nust grow a heavy coat, or perish. The acquiring of that fur coat is
evol ution

"Conditions here in this crater have remained exactly as they were ages ago. The air is warm

There is a great deal of rain. The luxuriant plant growh makes food plentiful. Probably the seasons
down here are alike the year around

"So the prehistoric aninmals trapped here experienced no necessity for changing thenselves to fit
altered conditions, because conditions did not alter."”

"That sounds reasonable," Mnk admtted

After this, silence fell. It was a sonber quiet. They were thinking of Renny. They believed him
dead, on the evidence of what they had seen—his hat and the gore surrounding it

"We'd better be noving," Doc said at last. "First, we will visit the nei ghborhood of the hot nud

| ake, on the chance sone supplies mght have spilled out of our plane. In case you haven't noticed
it, we're practically out of amunition."



The others hastily exam ned their guns. They found only a few cartridges in each weapon. Monk,
natural ly the nost reckless, had but four cartridges left.

"Throw the | ever which changes your guns to single-shot operation," Doc directed. "W’ ve got to
count every bullet. Although the weapons are virtually usel ess against these prehistoric nonsters,
they will be effective upon Kar."

"Kar!" Hamclipped. "I had nearly forgotten that devil! Have you noted any signs of him Doc?"
"Not yet. But we are not giving up our pursuit. Not even these big dinosaurs can keep us from
Kar."

THEY visited the hot nud lake. So terrific was the heat of the lavalike stuff that they coul d not
approach within yards. Too, they dreaded a sudden eruption, such as had been caused by the pl ane
plunging into the |ake.

Such geyser displays apparently came often. Geat splatters of nud, now cool ed, decorated the
steep slope for sonme distance bel ow the hot |ake.

"1 magi ne one of themdroppin’ on the back of your neck!" Mnk nmunbl ed.

"Better still, inmagine what woul d happen to the crater floor if this broke!" Ham pointed at the

| aval i ke di ke retaining wall which confined the horseshoe-shaped body of super-heated, jellylike nud
wel | upon the crater side.

"It would be too bad on a pig, if he happened to be down on the crater bottom huh?" Mnk
suggest ed. Then he watched Hanis features assune the inevitable flush of ire.

They found no speck of equi pment fromthe plane. The craft was hopel essly gone.

To show there was no chance of salvaging it, Doc cast a small chunk of wood out on the crusted

| ake surface.

So hot was the crust that the wood snol dered and quickly burst into flane!

"CGolly!" muttered Monk. "Let's get out of here before that thing takes a notion to cut up!"

"We shall skirt the crater," Doc decided. "You notice the |arger vegetation grows near the edges.
In the center is a series of small streans. These bodies of water run sluggishly, and are hardly
nore than el ongated bog holes."

"How about lighting a fire and getting sone breakfast?" suggested the taxiderm st, Aiver Wrding
Bi t t man.

Bi ttman had i ndeed regai ned much of his nerve. But it was with a patent effort that he was
striving to maintain the standard of cal mess before peril set by Doc and his men.

"No fire," Doc replied. "It mght show Kar our whereabouts, if he is in the crater. Anyway, we
have nothing to cook."

"The breakfast part of his idea still sounds good to nme," spoke up Long Tom "What do we eat,
Doc?"

"I"ll try to find sonmething," Doc sml ed.

They bet ook thenselves fromthe vicinity of the nud | ake.

"Quite a clinb!" Ham puffed as they descended the steep sl ope.

Ham amazingly enough, had retained his sword cane through all the excitenment of the parachute

|l eap and the horror of the ensuing night. He was sel dom without that secret blade. But, although it
was mightily effective upon hunan opponents, it was virtually usel ess against the giant dinosaurs.
The tenpered bl ade woul d snap before it could be forced through one of the thick, wood-hard hides.
However, Ham very soon got a chance to use his sword cane.

An ani mal about the size of a large calf suddenly bounded up before them It had four spongy

l ooking antlers, two in the usual spot atop the head, the other pair down below the eyes. It had a
cl oven hoof and | ooked edibl e.

Wth a swift spring that would have been a credit to even Doc’s brawny form Hamran the strange
ani mal through with his sword cane.

"W eat!" he grinned.

"l HAVE an idea how we can build a fire w thout the snoke being noticed," Doc offered. He had
suddenly di scovered he was hungry. "We'll kindle a blaze near one of these streans of boiling water
fromwhich steam arises.”

"Tal k about necessity being the nother of ideas!" Mnk grinned.

They kindled a fire, although experiencing difficulty with wet wood. Too, another sudden del uge

of rain nearly put out the flames. But at |ength they had their breakfast cooking.

"What are we eatin’?" inquired Mnk.

"Aprimtive type of deer," decided Johnny, the geol ogist.

By di pping a corner of his handkerchief into the boiling stream beside which they had built their
fire, then permitting the wet cloth to cool and tasting it, Doc ascertained the water was drinkabl e,
al though it had a saline quality.

He proceeded to boil a hunk of the prinmitive deer in the natural cal dron.

"l did that once in Yellowstone Park," said Ham

Doc and his nen kept an alert watch for danger. They were not disturbed. The neat was pal at abl e,
but had a pronounced grassy taste.



It was a sober neal, what with the thought of Renny’'s possible fate.

"The insects are interesting," remarked Long Tom "There seemto be few butterflies, noths, bees,
wasps or ants. But there's plenty of dragonflies, bugs, and beetles."

"The insects you see are the | ess conplex types, for the nost part," Doc explained. "They aren't
quite devel oped enough to make cocoons or gather honey. They came first in the course of evolution."
Because the great warnth within the crater would not permt themto keep neat fresh even until
the next neal tine, they discarded the remainder of their primtive deer. They quitted the vicinity.
"We will now go ahead with our circling of the pit," Doc said. "There may be a path by which a
clinber as agile as a man nmight depart."

Monk |l et out a displeased runble. "Ugh! You nean to say we nmay be stuck in here, Doc?"

"Did you notice a spot where you could clinb out?"

"No-0-0," Monk adnmitted uneasily.

Traversing some little distance, they reached a particularly tall shrub. Mnk clinbed this to

| ook around. He had no nore than reached the sprawling top when his excited call came down to Doc
and the others.

"Snoke! | see a fire!"

Doc ran up to Monk’s side with the agility of a squirrel.

Two or three miles distant across the crater bed, snoke curled fromthe jungle.

"Sure it isn't stean?" Haminquired skeptically fromthe ground.

"Not a chance," Doc replied. "It's darker than steam"

"And | just saw a burning enber, apparently a leaf, in the snoke!" Mnk added.

He and Doc cl anbered down to the ground.

One word was upon the lips of everybody. "Kar! You think it is Kar's fire?"

"Can’'t tell," Doc admtted. "But we'll find out soon."

THEY went ahead hurriedly. Hami's sword cane now came in doubly handy for slashing through the
tangl ed growmh. There were no forest |anes overhead—epen stretches of branches through which Doc and
Monk mi ght have swung, anthropoidlike. They had to confine thenselves to the earth.

Doc’s great bronze formcane to an abrupt stop. Strange lights danced in his flaky gol den eyes.
He was studying sonething he had found underfoot.

"What is it?" Long Tom i nquired.

"Footprints."

"Let ne see!" QAiver Wrding Bittman hurried over.

Monk nmade an angry grow . "Kar?"

"No." A joyful brightness had |ighted Doc’s gol den eyes.

"What are you so tickled about?" Mnk wanted to know.

"The footprints are Renny’'s. |’'d know those oversize tracks anywhere. Too, one of his shoes had a
cut on the sole, and these tracks show just such a cut."

"Then Renny may be alive!"

They met Renny within the next few mnutes. The el ephant-1like, big-fisted engi neer had heard
them He canme striding out of the tangled grow h—the sane as ever!

I'n one hand, Renny dangled the skin of a snmall, |enpn-colored aninmal. In markings, this pelt
resenbl ed that of an undersized hyena.

"Here's the history of ny night!" Renny chuckled after greetings were exchanged.

Rapidly, he told of his wild ride on the great colossus with the three horns and the huge bony
shield over its neck, of the playful thunder lizard in the |akelet, of his fight with the odorous
and batlike flying reptile chick, and of the creature with the double row of upstanding, sawteeth
prot uberance down its back.

He told of ducking into the handy trench, and of being buried. Then he canme to the point where he
shoved his person out into the hot night—and teeth had seized him

Renny exhibited a snall chewed spot on his shoul der. He shook the pelt of the hyenalike aninal.

"It was this little thing bit ne!" he |l aughed. "It nmade enough noise to be a lion. | choked the
durn thing. |’mgonna nmake a pen wi per or sonethin’ out of its hide to commenorate one of the worst
scares | ever got. Wen it took hold of ne, | sure thought the jig was up."

Doc suddenly renmenbered sonething. "That snoke! Did it cone froma fire you made?"

"What snoke?" Renny asked vacantly. "I haven't nade any fire."

Chapter 19. ATTACK OF THE GNAVERS

ITS Kar!" Ham nuttered. "Kar made that fire!"

"Unl ess there are human beings residing in this place," Johnny pointed out.

"My thunmb goes down on the idea that people may live in the crater," said Doc. "Thought that the
conparatively defensel ess human race could exist in here through the ages is a little preposterous.
Anyway, we have seen no sign of nopbnkeys or apes, which sone evol utionists claimbranched off from
the same source stock as man."

"There's not much doubt but that they did!" said Hamnastily, looking intently at Mnk's hairy,



siman figure. "W have the living proof with us."

"A lot a shyster |awer knows about evolution!" Mnk grinned.

They set forth toward the fire again.

"Use caution!" Doc warned. "If it is only one of Kar’s nmen, we want to follow the chap to Kar. O
capture himalive and force himto tell us where Kar is!"

A stream of boiling-hot water barred their path. It was shallow, but too wide to | eap across.
They were forced to trail along it. But it only grew wider. It seened to reach an indefinite

di stance. It was too hot for wading.

Doc solved the problem Cutting two tough shoots not unlike banmboo, he fashioned a pair of
makeshi ft stilts. The others quickly followed suit. Wth these, they negotiated the overly hot
stream

Aiver Wrding Bittman, who wailed that he had never wal ked on stilts as a boy, was hel ped across
the boiling water by Doc.

Soon after, the nmatlike jungle became horny with great upthrusts of rock.

At the very first of these stony juttings, Doc halted. He exam ned the rock with interest. He
tapped at it quietly with his gun barrel. He borrowed Johnny’'s gl asses to use the magnifying | ens on
the left side.

"Hmmm" he said thoughtfully.

If the bestial creodont which would have destroyed them except for the tobacco Doc threwin its
eyes—+f that aninmal was a mxture of many animals, so was this rock a m xture of nany ores. Wthout
proper apparatus for assaying, a great deal could not be told.

"What’'s so interesting about that spotted dornick?" inquired Aiver Wrding Bittman, fingering
the scal pel on his watch chain.

"Just the wide variety of ores which it apparently contains," Doc replied.

Renny gl anced at Doc. "You nean we nay be near the region fromwhich cane the rare el enent or
substance which is the basis of the Snoke of Eternity?"

"It’s a thought," Doc admtted.

GREATER was their caution now The strange rocks becanme nore plentiful. |ndeed, the jungle gave
way to a wilderness of glistening, nottled stone. This shimmering waste stretched directly before
themuntil it ended against the sheer cliff of the crater side.

They penetrated farther. Signs of rare nmetals were all about. But it was doubtful if any were
present in sizable paying quantities.

“I"d like to spend a nonth in here, just classifying rock types," declared Johnny, the geol ogist.
Doc Savage apprai sed the stony fastness.

"I want to look this over," he said. "I can nove faster alone. You chaps wait here. The fire is
on the other side. I'lIl scout that, investigating this rock formation en route, then return."

H s friends spread out anong the strange rocks, inspecting curious formations. A couple of them
sidl ed back into the jungle, intent on seeing if they couldn’t |ocate sonme kind of an edible herb. A
meat di et woul d soon get nonotonous, especially a neat with as strong a grassy taste as their
primtive deer.

Doc continued into the rocks. They becane difficult to get through, as though they were broken
gl ass, the glass being as thick as a house.

This region of strange rocks was |arger than he had thought. It nust extend for at |east two
mles. It pressed against the cliff base its whole Iength.

In order to see the better, Doc clanbered atop a vitrified nass.

Spang!

A bullet hit beside him It sprayed wiry bits of lead into his bronze skin.

A quick leap put Doc in shelter. He was already in safety when the satanic |aughter of the echoes
cane hopping across the arid rock wil derness.

The shot had come fromthe direction of his own friends!

Hardly nore than a bronze blur in the steamnmade twilight, Doc sped for his nen.

He found themin excitement.

"Who fired that shot?" Doc demanded.

"None of us. It cane fromthe jungle—+o the right."

"Where's Bittman?"

Adiver Wrding Bittman was not about!

Doc sprang away. Hercul ean sinews carried his bronze form over knife-edged boul ders and ridges
around which it took the others minutes to go.

He topped a huge stone bl ock.

Directly below himspraw ed Bittnman. The taxiderm st’s body, so thin it was a skeleton and a few
hard muscles, |lay grotesquely atw st.

It was notionl ess!

A SAILING spring put Doc beside Bittnman. Hi s mighty bronze hands started to explore.
Spang!



Anot her shot!

The bull et woul d have slain Doc—+f he had been one iota | ess quick on co-ordinating eye and

nmuscl es. For he had seen a rifle barrel stir out of the jungle foliage. He had flattened his giant
form

The rifle slug slicked through the space his body had vacated. It hit a rock and clinbed away
with a | oud squawk.

Doc’s own gun rapped. Once! Twi ce!

A man cane tunbling, slowy, stiffly, out of the foliage. He was a short, broad man. He had the

| ook of a human frog. Doc had never seen him before.

The man piled into a dead heap. One bullet had drilled his forehead. The other had stopped his
heart.

Several seconds, Doc waited. No nore shots came. He used his sensitive ears to their fullest. H's
bronze nostrils twi tched, sanpling the warm noist air that should bring himany alien odors.

He decided no nore bushwhackers were about.

Aiver Wrding Bittman stirred. A low, whinpering sound trailed fromhis lips. Hs head |ifted.
Suddenly he seized Doc’s |leg. He gave a terrific wench. Doc, taken by surprise, cane lightly to
a knee. Hi's brawny hands trapped Bittman's arnmns.

"Cn!" Bittman choked. "Onh!"

He rel axed. Renorse cane into his thin face.

"I -+ saw a gun pointing at ne!" Bittman noaned. "| realized it was Kar. |-+ guess | nust
have—fainted. Wen | revived, ny first thought was to fight for ny liberty. | thought you were Kar's
man. |'msorry. My head wasn’'t clear—

Doc nodded thoughtfully. "Fainting was the nost fortunate thing you could have done in that case.
It dropped you out of sight of the bushwhacker."

Striding over, Doc inspected the dead gunman.

Renny, Ham Johnny, Long Tom and Monk cane up.

"Ever see this nman before?" Doc indicated the corpse.

None of them had.

"Conme on!" Doc directed. "Let's investigate that fire!"

They made all speed possible across the waste of stone. They were not shot at. The wall of jungle
again took themin.

The nysterious fire was close. To their nostrils came the tang of its snoke.

"Quiet!" Doc warned.

Fifty yards nore were traversed at a snail’'s pace. But it is difficult for seven nen to nove
through an incredibly dense tangle of plant growth w thout noise. Especially when one has no
particul ar woodcraft, such as diver Wrding Bittnan.

"Wait here!" conmmanded Doc.

Then he was gone |ike a bronze shadow. The jungle tissue seened to absorb him There was no
sound.

In a nonent, Doc’s gol den eyes were inspecting the clearing wherein snoked the fire.

NO one was there. The fire had about burned out. It had been lighted for cooking purposes,

bet ween two i nmense | ogs. The | ogs al one now bur ned.

Near by lay m ning paraphernalia—picks, shovels, an enpty dynamite box and sone stray, clipped
ends of fuse.

A long mnute, Doc appraised the scene. Then he strode boldly into the clearing—his keen senses
had shown hi m no bushwhackers | urked near by.

He circled the open space, then criss-crossed it several tines. He noved swiftly. And when he had
finished, his retentive mnd had a picture of what had gone on in the little gl ade.

Kar’s nen had canped here. They had been m ning sonewhere in the waste of strange rock.

They had been m ning the unknown el ement or substance which was the basis of the Snoke of
Eternity!

What had caused their departure was difficult to say. Either they had secured what they sought,
or had been frightened away by the know edge Doc and his nmen were near.

Doc called his nmen. They hurried up.

"At least six men are in the gang—probably five, now that we got one." Doc indicated a half dozen
tracks—enly his dexterous eye could determne they were marks of as many distinct men. "Of the four
men Kar sent out of the United States on the Sea Star, we did for one at the coral atoll, as he
tried to bomb our plane. To the surviving three, he has added fromthe crew of the speedy yacht
whi ch took his men off the Sea Star, or from sone other source.”

"But where did they go?" nmuttered Qiver Wrding Bittman. The taxi derm st, although his fingers

were still too shaky to play with the scal pel on his watch chain, had recovered anazingly.
"We'll trail them" Doc declared.
It taxed Doc’s woodcraft hardly at all to find the trail. Broad and plain, smaller ferns and

shrubs tranpled down, it led off around the crater. A half mle, they had sinple going.
Then the way came to an abrupt end!



It terminated at one of the many shallow, w de streans of hot water. As earlier in the day, Doc
enpl oyed stilts to cross this obstacle.

But he could find no trail on the other side!

"They used a raft or a boat of some sort!" he called to his nen.

"We'll take one side and you the other until we find where they |anded!" Ham off ered.
But this soon proved unfeasible. The slough of hot water quickly becane a great swanp. Al though
this water was far fromboiling in tenperature, it was still too hot to wade. And sone of the

channel s were too deep for their stilts and too wide to junp.

"W’ Il have to give it up!" Doc said regretfully.

Ti e had been passing swiftly. It was nearing dark again, and Doc nade preparations |looking to a
safe night.

"We' || take a lesson fromthe fact that the top of a tree near us was browsed off last night," he
deci ded. "Each man will seek refuge up a separate tree. That way, if one neets with an accident, it
won't spell doomfor the others."

The outburst of an awful fight between a pair of reptilian nonsters less than a mle away |ent
speed to their search for a satisfactory location. The prehistoric giants were beginning their
noct urnal bedl am

The adventurers found a grove of the palnlike ferns which made an ideal set of perches. Up these,
they hurriedly clanbered.

Once nore, night poured like sonething solid and intensely black into the crater of weird Thunder
I sl and.

A FEWwords were exchanged in the sepia void. Then conversation | agged. They knew the slightest
sound was liable to draw the unwel come attention of some reptilian titan.

Ham had sel ected a bower near Monk.

"So | can throw a club at Monk if he starts snoring," Ham chuckl ed.

Wthin half an hour after darkness fell, the awful bedl am of the dinosaurs had reached its grisly
zenith. The cries of the things were indescribable. Often there cane the revolting odor of great
nmeat eaters prow ing near by.

Suddenly Doc di scovered a glowing cigarette end in a fern top near the thick jungle.

"Watch it!" he called. "The light m ght show Kar our position!"

"I"'msorry!" called AQiver Wrding Bittman's voice. A nonent later, the cigarette gyrated
downward, to burst in a shower of sparks.

Doc and his nmen were tired—they had not slept a wink the night previous. Although the satanic

noi ses within the crater were as fearsone as on the night before, they were beconi ng accustoned to
them Noises that made their ears ring and icicles roll down their spines now worried themno nore
than passing elevated railway trains bother a dweller in the Bronx.

But Doc had devel oped a sort of aninmal trait of sleeping with one eye open. He heard a faint

noi se. He thought he saw a |ight sonme di stance away.

Later, he was sure he detected a distinct, dragging noise very close!

The sound stopped. Nothing i mediate came of it. Doc dropped off to sleep. Too many nonsters were
prowl i ng about continually to be bothered with one noi se.

A loud shuffling beneath their trees aroused him again. He |istened.

There seenmed to be scores of great beasts bel ow

"Hey!" yelled Monk an instant later. "Sone darn thing is eatin’ on the bottomof ny tree!"

To Doc’s keen ears cane the sound of grinding teeth at work on the base of Mnk’'s fern. Then big
inci sors began on his own tree!

Capabl e bronze hands working swiftly, Doc picked off a fragment of his own shirt. He put a flanme
toit, got it blazing, and dropped it. The burning fragnent slithered fromside to side as it fell.
It left a trail of sparks. But it gave |light enough to disclose an al arm ng scene.

A col ony of nonster, prehistoric beavers had attacked them

The creatures were about the size of bears. They had the flat, black, hairless tails of an
ordinary beaver. But the teeth they possessed were imrensely |arger, even in proportion.

A determ ned fierceness characterized the beasts. A though they nade no snarlings or squealings,
the very rapidity of their angry breathing showed they were bent on acconplishing somrething.

And that was the destruction of Doc and his men!

DOC SAVAGE' S gaze noved quickly to one side. He had remenbered the draggi ng noise heard earlier.

He sought the spot where it had ended. A powerful suspicion was gripping him

He was right!

One of the great prehistoric beavers lay dead! The rear legs were tied together—+tied with a rope!
Kar is responsible for this!" he clipped at the others.

"How coul d—=

"He has visited this crater before. He knows how the weird animals here react. He knew it was a
trait with these big beavers to avenge the death of one of their number. So he had his men kill one



and drag it here. The animals followed the trail. They can scent us up the trees. They think we're
the killers."

At this point, the fragment of Doc’s shirt burned out

To his ears cane a gru-u-unp, gru-u-np chorus. Lusty teeth working upon their tree retreats! And
fromthe sound, they wouldn't take long to bring down the giant ferns! They seened to bite in |ike
axes.

"Thank Heaven!" cane Qiver Wrding Bittman's sudden gasp. "My tree is close enough to other
growth that | can craw to safety! Is there anything | can do to help you men? Perhaps | can decoy
t hem away?"

"Not a chance!" Mnk snorted. "There nust be a hundred of theml And they re chewi ng so fast they
couldn’t hear anything! Say! My tree is already beginning to sway!"

Doc Savage drew his gun

He fired it downward. A single report! It sounded terrific.

An astoundi ng thing pronptly happened

The entire colony of prehistoric beavers quit gnawi ng. They stanpeded! Away through the jungle
they went at top speed! Not an aninal renmi ned behind

"Bl ess nme!" Monk chuckl ed. "Wat kinda magi c you got in that snoke-pole, Doc?"

Doc Savage was actually as surprised as the others. Then the explanation came to him How sinple
"What is the nethod the beaver uses to warn its fell ows of danger?" he asked

"It hauls off and gives the water a crack with its tail," Mnk replied

"That explains it," declared Doc. "These giant prehistoric beavers use the sanme danger warning
evidently. They m stook the sound of the shot for an alarm given by one of their number."

Monk burst into |oud | aughter

Chapter 20. THE DEATH SCENE

THE remai nder of the night was uneventful —+f noisy.

Wth daylight, and the sinultaneous retiring of the nore ferocious of the col ossal reptiles, Doc
and his nen slid down their tree ferns to see what danage the overgrown beavers had done

Doc’ s shot had not been fired any too soon. Monk's tree was supported by a piece no thicker than
his wist. And sonme of the others were as near falling

One noteworthy incident enlivened their investigations

"It's gone!™ Aiver Wrding Bittman’s shriek crashed out

The skel eton-thin taxiderm st was clutching madly at his watch chain.

"My skinning scalpel!" he wailed. "It has disappeared! | had it when | retired, | amcertain!"
Doc hel ped Bittnman | ook for the scal pel under the tree. They didn't find it. Bittnan seened

di straught .

"It can be replaced for a few dollars," Doc suggested

"No! No!" Bittrman nuttered. "It was a keepsake. A souvenir! | would not have taken five hundred
dollars for it!"

Unabl e to |l ocate Bittman's vani shed trinket, the adventurers set out in search of breakfast. They
cannily kept close to the giant tree ferns which offered the best safety available to man here in
the ghastly | ost domain of tine.

Doc Savage it was who bagged their breakfast. A large ground sloth flushed up in their path. A
bronze flash, Doc’s mighty formoverhauled it. Arap of his mghty fist stunned the creature. It
resenbl ed a cross between a tailless opossumand a small bear, and | ooked inviting enough

"It feeds on herbs and such fruit as there is," Doc decided. "It shouldn’t be bad eating!'"

It wasn’t. But before eating, while the sloth was cooking over a fire near a steam ng brook, Doc
took his exercises. He never neglected these. The previous norning he had taken themin the tree
al t hough he had not slept a wink during the night

The kit containing the vials of differing scents and the mechani sm whi ch nade the high and | ow
frequency sound waves had reposed in his pocket throughout. It was, other than their arns,
practically the only piece of their equi prent they had saved

After breakfast, Doc made an announcenent

"I"'mleaving you fellows. Stick together while I’mgone. | mean that! Don't one of you get out of
sight of all the others! The danger always afoot in this place is incalcul able!"

"Where you goi ng, Doc?" Ham queried

But Doc only nade a thin bronze smile. A swift notion—and he was gone! The earth m ght have
swal | owed him

Doc’s friends woul d have been awe-stricken had they seen the pace with which he travel ed now Hs
going was |like the wind. For there was no need to accommopdate his steps to the limted speed of his
| ess acrobatic conpani ons. He seened but to touch the rankest wall of jungle—and he was through
Oten he took to the top of the growth, |eaping frombush to creeper to bush, maintaining bal ance
like an expert tightrope wal ker

Near the slain prehistoric beaver which had been dragged to their nocturnal refuge by Kar’'s nen,
Doc picked up a trail. Kar’s nmen had nunbered two!

Doc’s speed increased. He swept along the trail like a bronze cloud pushed by a swift, if a bit



sporadi c, breeze. A mile dropped behind him then another

H s golden eyes missed little of the amazing prehistoric life about him

One incident intrigued himparticularly.

He glinpsed a very black, sleek animal. It had white stripes and spots traveling the | ength of

its body. In size, it approximated an African lion. But it was vastly different in build, being
chunky and sl eepy | ooki ng

The unusual animal had a bl ack, bushy tail nearly four tinmes the length of its body! This tai

waved above the natted tropical growh |ike a banner—a flag of warning

And flag of warning it was! Doc realized the creature nmust be ancestor to the conmon and

obnoxi ous Anerican pol ecat

As he watched the aninal, one of the stupendous killers, a tyrannosaurus, cane boundi ng al ong

its stringlike front | egs occasionally batted sizable trees out of its path. The reptilian nonster
st opped often, balancing on its enornous three-toed feet, and turning slowy around after the nmanner
of a dog standing on his rear |egs. The carnivorous giant nust have failed to satisfy its appetite
during the night, and was still hunting.

Doc, conceal ed behind a clunp of ferns, kept perfectly notionless. In doing this, he was obeying
the first rule of the wild—+the same rule that causes a chicken to freeze into immbility when it is
sighted away from shelter by a hawk. Common safety commanded that he | et the hideous reptilian giant
quit the vicinity before he continued on the trail of Kar’s nen. And notionl ess objects escape
notice best

Doc was surprised to see the great prehistoric killer, as large as nmany a house, flee fromthe

bl ack-and-white edition of a skunk’s ancestor. It was a |lesson in the effectiveness of the latter’s
gas-attack defense. It was not unlikely that the little animal was the only thing on earth the

odi ous reptile behenoth feared

The trail of Kar’'s men worked toward the center of the crater. Several tines it was evident they
had sought to hide their tracks by wading in the edge of such water pools as were not too hot. But
Doc held the scent

DOC halted to cut a |ong, banboolike shoot, not unlike the ordinary cane fishing pole. He

stripped off the | eaves. He worked on the larger end for some mnutes. After that, he tested the
heft of the javelin he had fashioned

For the next few minutes, his alert gaze not only kept track of the trail he was follow ng, but
roved in search of sonmething to test his spear on

He found gane in the shape of a small but vile-looking creature which had a back covered with
hairs that were stiff and pointed |like thorns. No doubt this was the predecessor of the common

por cupi ne

Doc cast his javelin accurately. He inflicted a mi nor wound on the beast’s flank. It ran off

bri skl y—and suddenly fell dead

As the animal tunbled lifeless—the trilling sound abruptly came to Doc’s |ips. Low and nell ow,
inspiring, but now awesone, it was such a sound that probably had never before been heard in this
lost crater—this land of terror. The sound seened to creep away and lose itself in the weird
luxuriant jungle, and silence cane.

It was as though sone profound fact had becone certainty in Doc’s mnd

The bronze master hurried on, follow ng the tracks of his quarry. They had not been able to do an
effective job of hiding them due to the intense darkness of the night and the fear of the
prehistoric reptilian giants which nust have been gripping their hearts

Al though the larger reptiles had attracted nost of the attention, there was by no neans a dearth
of smaller creatures. Doc saw many arnor-backed beasts resenbling armadillos. Some of these were no
larger than rats. Qhers reached sizabl e proportions

Very interesting were prehistoric horse types no |larger than sheep. |ndeed, one who had not
studi ed anci ent evolution types mght have m staken themfor short-eared rabbits. A close

exam nation woul d have shown nmany differences, though. For one thing, the horselike head was quite
pronounced

Many speci es of chipnunklike creatures scurried about. These ranged fromthe size of a nouse to
animal s | arger than dogs. As the ground sloped upward toward a hill, these hol e-dwell ers becane nore
pl enti ful

Suddenly a foul, slate-colored cloud whipped over the jungle. The stirring of great wngs |ike
filthy canvas on a skeleton frame nade the fronds of the gigantic ferns clatter together as in a
gal e.

Doc flattened. The slinmy wings beat above him It was as though a great invisible hand were
shaki ng a | oose bundle of vile cloth. The rancid reek of carrion was wafted by the squirm ng w ngs
But Doc had been too quick. The inmmense flying reptile was carried past by its own nonentum Its

t oot h- arnored beak grabbed space with a rattling |ike boards clattered together

Not even whi pping erect, Doc’s bronze formflew like an arrow for the nearest safety—a clunp of
thorny growth sone acres in extent. He had an idea the nenbranous wi ngs of the pterodactyls were
tender. They woul d not venture into the thorns



He reached safety! The aérial reptile crashed in after him The thorns spiked it. Wth a hideous
roaring and gargling outcry, it sprang back.

Doc drew his pistol. He could at |east disable this nonster with a couple of shots, then be on
his way.

But anot her pterodactyl abruptly canme! Then another! The cries of the first had attracted them
And they kept com ng.

The great batli ke shapes becane so thick overhead as to literally blot out what |ight there was.
And the wind their wings made bent and twisted the fern fronds and threatened to rend them from
their anchorage. The putrid stench was near overpoweri ng.

DOC was in a dilema. He didn't have cartridges enough to fight the pterodactyls. To venture out
of the thorn patch would be fatal.

Evidently the flying reptiles often chased quarry into the thorns. For, despite the al nost

nonexi stent brains of the things, they knew enough not to venture anong the stickers.

Doc relentlessly settled down to wait until the pterodactyls gave up and went away. He believed
they woul d soon depart—f he kept notionless.

But a horribl e new devel opnent cane!

One of the col ossal hopping reptiles came bounding up! It was drawn by the cloud of aérial
nonsters. Perhaps it had secured quarry which the pterodactyls had chased into the thorns, on other
occasi ons.

The thorny thicket bothered the terrible tyrannosaurus killer not at all! Its tough hide was
inmpervious! It walked into the thorn patch and began to | ook for Doc. Hopping a couple of hundred
feet, it would stop to turn around slowy.

Its hideous, stringlike front | egs—+egs that were none the less thick as a barrel—flipped in a
ghastly fashion. Probably this was caused by the nervous gnawi ngs of appetite. But it |ooked to the
Doc li ke the thing was cl appi ng hands over the prospect of a human neal!

Doc nmoved only when the hideous head with its tremendous, frothing rows of teeth was turned from
him Then he took care not to nake noi se.

He had an unpl easant feeling the reptile titan was going to find hi munl ess he did sonething

qui ckl y!

To conplicate things, he unexpectedly confronted one of the black, nmarked, bushy-tailed
predecessors of the nodern pol ecat. The noi some thing gave every sign of going into action.

Doc’ s gun rapped twice. So well-placed were the shots that the bushy-tailed aninal dropped
instantly.

The reptilian nonster had heard the shots. It hopped through the thorns, searching. Its vicious
eyes seened about to pop fromits revolting head in its blood lust.

Suddenly it bounded straight for the spot where Doc had shot the striped aninal.

But Doc’s acconplished wits were equal to the occasion. He had drawn his knife. Wth quick
strokes, he skinned the beast he had shot.

He draped the distinctive bl ack-and-white hide over himlike a coat!

Doc now wal ked bol dly out of the thorn thicket!

The hoppi ng nonster, mstaking himfor the mal odorous animal, in the hide of which he was
masquer adi ng, backed off.

Even the flying reptiles, the batlike pterodactyls, nade the sane mi stake. They flopped away from
himas though he were a pl ague.

Doc hurried to freedonm

HE pursued the trail of Kar’'s nen with nore caution, aware it was vaguely possible the villains

m ght have | ocated himby the shots and the cloud of reptile bats.

The steps of the fleeing pair suddenly took to an open glade. The length of their paces showed
they were making a wild sprint.

The reason was soon apparent.

Doc cane upon a scene of carnal slaughter. The spongy ground was rent, upheaved. Footprints were
deep as Doc’s hips! The tracks of a tyrannosaurus, a terrible killer titan of a reptile such as the
one fromwhich he had just escaped!

The prehistoric nonster had devoured Kar’'s two nen! Doc, gazing about, saw unm stakabl e proof of
that fact. A shoe, a portion of a human foot still init, and bits of two different suits of
clothing, gave the evidence.

The pair had met a fitting end, considering the evil nature of the journey which had put them
abroad in the ghastly night within the crater.

Doc turned back. He ran. The two unfortunate villains, in dragging the giant prehistoric beaver

to the grove of ferns where Doc and his men had bi vouacked, had undoubtedly |eft another trail. Doc
intended to follow that.

He had pursued the outward trail with great speed, but his return was i measurably swifter. He
carried the black-and-white pelt, rolled tight so it would not smell so badly, under one m ghty
bronze arm



A shock awaited himat the spot where he had left his friends. They were gone!

Many tracks were about. They told Doc’s jungle-w se eyes a story—told it as perfectly as a book
coul d have.

Kar had seized his friends!

Chapter 21. HUMAN MONSTERS

W TH the swi ftness of a trade wind, Doc took up the newtrail. It was broad, plain. Entirely too
pl ai n!

Doc knew Kar woul d expect himto follow Probably the man would set a trap. He woul d hope that
Doc’ s excitenent over the capture of his friends would dull his keen senses.

But the shocking know edge served only to sharpen Doc’s perceptive powers. He kept wi de of the
trail, his keen eyes locating it by the nost vague of signs. A stalking |eopard could not have gone
nore silently than the bronze giant.

A tiny patch of thorns appeared. Discovering the trail of Kar’'s nen and their captives—boc’s
friends—+ed directly through the burry growth, Doc approached furtively to investigate.

"They’ re not overlooking any bets!" he said grimy.

For a considerabl e distance into the thicket, the needle-tipped thorns were daubed with a

browni sh substance. Undoubtedly a deadly poison!

It was the first of Kar's traps!

Doc went on, not |essening his caution.

Kar’s nen had taken their prisoners along the crater side, traversing a region Doc had not yet
expl ored. They held a course as straight as possible. It seemed they had a definite objective.
Doc’ s gol den eyes picked up the tracks of Renny, Mnk, and Hamin one spot. The trail of Long Tom
and Johnny appeared soon after. None of them seened to be wounded. At least, their footprints did
not show the uneven depth and irregul ar spacing characteristic of a badly injured nan.

Aiver Wrding Bittman was | aggi ng behi nd the whol e group. However, his tracks al so seened

nor mal .

But Doc knew he woul d have to make speed. H's friends were being kept alive for only one reason,
he believed. Kar was using themas a bait to decoy Doc into a trap.

Rather, into a series of traps! For Doc’s adamant gaze |ocated a creeper across his path. The
vine stretched just a bit too tautly. He investigated.

The creeper was attached to the trip of a machine gun! Had Doc as nuch as touched it, a stream of
| ead woul d have riddl ed him

He detached the machine gun and took it along, to use on Kar if necessary.

Sonetime |ater, he found another of the poisoned thorn reception committees arranged for him
There was a deadfall which probably woul dn’t have broken his back, considering the speed wi th which
Doc coul d nove. A nore dangerous snare canme nhext.

Doc noted a peculiar, draggi ng novenment Mnk's big feet made at intervals.

"Good boy, Mnk!" Doc sml ed.

Monk was neking those nmarks with his feet just before each trap. He was warning Doc!

The mi ghty bronze man now rmade better tinme.

The ground here was hi gher than any upon which Doc had stood within the crater—excepting only the
rimof the nud |l ake up on the crater side. And this spot was so far fromthe point where he had
surveyed the crater bottomthat the ever-present fog of moist, hot air had prevented hi mseeing nuch
of the detail.

The jungle growth abruptly becanme scattering. Snall gl ades appeared. Then | arger neadows! A rank,
crude sort of grass floored these. The ground felt |ess spongy.

A mass of rock jutted up before him It lay close to the sheer, nearly two-mle-high cliff of the
crater wall. No doubt it had fallen fromthe wall centuries ago.

To Doc, the rock | ooked big as a sizable cut off Gbraltar. Gthers were behind it, too. They were
nearly as large. Al had toppled fromthe hulking cliff.

The trail weaved anong these. Doc kept fully a hundred yards to one side, wary of bushwhackers.
He cane to a vast dornick which had a deeply corrugated surface. This would offer shelter to a
clinmber. Doc nmounted to reconnoiter.

He saw Kar’s pl ane!

THE craft was an anphi bi an—eoul d | and on ground or water. It had two notors, both very large. Its
cabin woul d accommopdat e ei ght or nine passengers. The | ong upper wi ng and the bobbed | ower w ng and
rudder and el evators were joined in a spidery box kite of a franmework.

Wth black fusel age and yellow wings, it |ooked |like a bloated dragonfly crouched in a natural
hangar forned by the | eaning together of two great stone bl ocks.

Huge tinber had been enployed to build a massive fence to keep out |esser carnivora. The cavern
between the two bl ocks of rock was too small at the entrance to admt the king-giant of the killer
reptiles, the tyrannosaurus.

The constructi on work had been done sone tinme ago! Mnths past, at |east!

"Kar built the hangar on his other trip!" Doc concluded.

Cl anbering down fromhis |lofty perch, Doc approached the plane. He was not nolested. Kar probably



had no nore than three nen surviving. At least, only three had captured Doc’s friends. As for that
capture—how had a nere three thugs nanaged to get the upper hand on Doc’s nen?

Doc had his suspicions. They were far from pl easant!

Doc investigated the craft. He found a few boxed supplies in the cabin. These proved to be canned
goods and dried fruit. Al though Doc was hungry, having had nothing but meat since entering the
crater, he did not touch the grub. He knew in just what subtle forns poi son can be admi ni stered.
Doc quitted the strange hangar. Tall grass outside the massive tinber gates absorbed his bronze
figure.

Kar’s headquarters shoul d be sonewhere near. Doc was hunting it. H's men would be prisoners
there, since they had not been in the hangar.

In the distance, faint spots in the noonlightlike day within the steamcovered crater, the
fearsome bats of reptiles still circled. Probably they had not quitted the thorn patch where they
had chased Doc. They were nore tenacious of purpose than he had thought.

Somewhere, a prehistoric beast emtted a series of hideous cries. The echoes were taken up by
another reptile. For a noment, a bedlam rem ndful of the awful night sounds reigned. Then
conparative quiet fell.

It was a ghastly spot—his lost Iand of terror which reposed within the cone of Thunder Island.

DOC cane suddenly upon his inprisoned friends. They were being held w thin another natural cave
resulting fromthe massive bl ocks of stone piling together. Doc heard voices first.

"You guys just make one nove—you're finished!" A strange tone. |t nust be one of Kar’'s nen.

Wth no noise at all, Doc’s bronzed, giant figure floated nearer. Hi s gol den eyes watched the
cave nmout h—and all the surrounding terrain.

"I"1l rush him" Mnk's big, am able voice offered. "He can't get us all!"

Evi dently only one man watched the prisoners within the cavern!

"No need of that, yet," runbled Renny. Thunder gobbling out of a barrel would have had a cl ose
resenbl ance to Renny’ s vast voi ce.

"Let himbe a hero!" clipped Ham The qui ck-thinking | awer seldomgot in a spot so tight that he
negl ected to razz Mnk.

"Can't you see what they're doing?" Long Tom demanded. "They're holding us as a bait to get Doc!"
"Bait or no bait," Johnny, the geologist, put in, "Doc will take care of hinmself. And if we went

and got ourselves shot, we’'d still be bait. I'"min favor of stringing along for a while to see what
happens. "

"That’'s a wise guy!" snarled the coarse voice of Kar’'s gunman. "You birds behave, an’ we'll do

the white thing by you, see! W’'Ill let you keep on livin'! W’'Ill |eave you behind in the crater when
we take off in our plane!"

He | aughed uproariously at this. He knewlife in the crater would be one long living hell! A nore

perilous domcile would be hard to i magi ne.
"l gotta notion to rush ‘im" Mnk runbl ed.

"You have no such idea—you're just working that noi sy nouth!" Ham sneered. "I wonder what they're
doing to Adiver Wrding Bittnman?"

"Hard to tell," said Renny. "They took himaway shortly after we reached here. | can't inmgine
why. "

Monk nmade an angry hur-r-rumof a sound. "What's still puzzlin’ ne is how they got us! W had

Ham Long Tom and Johnny on guard. |f they d have sneaked up on Ham | coul d understand how t hey got
near enough to cover us before we could put up a fight. But the way it was—

"Pi pe down!" rasped their guard, tired of the talk.

Monk continued, "—but the way it was we—

" Pi pe down, you funny-Ilookin’ baboon!" the guard snarled. "I’'mgettin’ so | don't like to watch
that ugly phiz of yours when you jabber!"

At this, Ham | aughed.

"And the nuffler goes on you, too!" gritted the guard. "You cocky shyster nouthpiece!"

Silence fell within the cave.

Doc waited a while. His keen brain worked. His five friends were here in the cave. But Qi ver
Wordi ng Bittman was sonmewhere el se.

Doc decided to find Bittnman. Monk, Ham Renny, Long Tom and Johnny were in no i medi ate danger.
Away fromthe cavern entrance, Doc crept. The tall grass, coarse as the |eaves of cattails

growi ng on a pond bank, conceal ed him

He encountered a tiny nmound. Starting to go around it, he stopped.

It was a grave! The tonbstone was a stone slab. A nane and brief inscription had been painted
upon it. Doc read:

Here Lies

GABE YUDER

Tranpl ed to death by a Tyrannosaurus

Doc exami ned the grave. It was nonths ol d!

For quite an interval, the mighty bronze nan did not nopve, but renmined as qui escent as a statue



of the solid netal he resenbl ed.

MEN approachi ng drew Doc Savage’'s attention fromthe grass-grown burial nound. Although his m nd
had been el sewhere, his full faculties had never deserted the business at hand. He had not rel axed
his al ertness to danger.

"He probably ain't had tinme to get here yet," said a coarse voice.

"You don’t know that bronze guy!" growl ed the other. "I tell you, he may already be hangin’

around here. He may be waitin’ to junp onto us like a cat onto a nouse."

"Listen!" sneered the first speaker. "He never nade it past themtraps we left! Especially the

poi soned thorns! That was good! And the machine gun we left with a vine hooked to the trigger! That
wasn’'t bad, either."

"But supposin —

"Supposin’ nothin'! If he gets here, we’'re gonna have our eyes open!"

"He may be too smart to even try to trail us. He nay decide to let his nmen take care of

t hensel ves. What then?"

"So nuch the better! We'Il go off an’ |eave himhere! He'll be where he'll never bother Kar

again."

"But he might find where we nmined the ingredients for our fresh supply of the Snoke of Eternity.
They say the bronze guy is quite a chem st. Even a second-rate chem st |like you was able to make up
a fresh batch of the Snoke of Eternity after Kar told you how"

"Who’s a second-rater?" snarled the other man. "I don’t like that crack! Next to Kar, |I'mthe
fair-haired boy in this scatter! Damm you, | won't have—
"Aw-don't get on fire! | know you're a great guy in certain lines, but only a fair chemi st.

Supposi n’ the bronze guy figured out how the Snmoke O Eternity was made? Wth enough of the stuff,
he coul d open a tunnel right through the side of this crater. He m ght get out—

"What if he did? Kar would have a new gang together. There'd be no slips like there was this |ast
tinme. Doc Savage woul dn’t have a chance agai nst Kar."

"Maybe," the skeptical one nmunbled. "But |'d rest easier if | had the bronze guy in front of a
machi ne gun for about a minute. | just wish | had that chance!"

He got it alnpst before the words were off his lips. Doc stood up!

But did the Kar gunman shoot? He didn’t!

He gave a squawk of surprise and terror and fell on his face in the grass.

DOC SAVAGE never shot a man except in actual defense of his own life, or that of sone one el se.
Hence, he waited for the |oud-nouthed one to lift the submachi ne gun he was carrying. But the man
whi pped down.

Coar se grass shook as the fellow crawl ed away. He was taking to his heels!

The second gunnman was sterner stuff. He tilted his rapid firer. Bur-r-r-rip! It was spew ng | ead
long before it came |evel. The slugs chopped grass to bits halfway to Doc.

The big bronze man’s pistol spoke once. The report was |ike that given off by the popper of a
har d- snapped bul | whi p.

The gunman nelted down as though all the stiffening had been drawn fromhis body. On his
forehead, exactly between his eyes, was a blue spot that suddenly trickled red. The man fell on top
of his weapon and it continued to rip off shots until the drum magazi ne had enpti ed.

Doc Savage flashed for the cave where his friends were held. He nust not let the guard kill them
in his excitenent.

"What is it?" the guard in the cave was bellow ng. "Wat’'s goin’ on out there? Wat—

Doc reached a spot a yard fromthe cave nouth. He stopped there. Of his |lips cane a changed

voi ce—a voi ce exactly like that of the Kar gunman who had just died.

"The bronze guy!" Doc’s altered voice called. "W got ‘iml Come out an’ watch ‘imcroak!"

"Sure!" barked the fellowin the cavern. "Here | come—

He crashed headlong into a set of mighty bronze hands. He saw them cl osing over his face. They

| ooked bigger, nore terrible than the whole crater of Thunder |sland. The gol den eyes behind them
were even worse. They radi ated deat h.

The man sought to use his gun. He got a feww ld bullets out of it.

Then his neck unjointed! He died quickly. H's actual going was painless, whatever the terror of
the nmoments before m ght have been. For Doc’s sinewy hands had brought a merciful end.

Renny, Ham Monk, Johnny, and Long Tom-all five howing their pleasure—piled out of the cavern
prison in a hurry.

"Did you get Kar?" Ham cli pped.

"No." Doc put a sharp question. "Have you seen Kar yet?"

"Not yet. They took poor Bittman off to Kar. O that’'s what they said. | don't know—>

Doc’s uplifted arm stopped Hamis flow of words.

Then, as they all heard what Doc’s sensitive ears had been first to detect, horror seized them
Kar's plane was starting. The engines were already tossing salvos of sound against the gigantic
cliff wall of the crater.



Doc Savage left the spot as froma catapult. No word did he speak. None was needed. H s nmen knew
that, should the plane get off, their lot would be very hard indeed. It mght take themyears to
escape the innards of Thunder Island.

Renny, Ham Monk, Long Tom Johnny—all five trailed in his wake. But fromthe way they were |eft
behind, they m ght have been at a standstill in the rear of the bronze master of speed.
Seenmingly gifted with unseen w ngs, such fabulous |eaps did he take over boul ders, Doc bore down
on the nmakeshi ft hangar between the two nasses of stone that were |arger than skyscrapers. He caught
si ght of the plane.

It was in notion.

Already, the tail was lifting. Another two hundred yards for speed, and the craft would be off.
Doc could see the features of the man in the control cockpit.

Kar was handling the pl ane!

DOC veered left. He put on speed—al though he had been traveling faster than it seemed a hunman
coul d.

He was trying to intercept the plane! Kar saw his purpose. He kicked rudder. The ship veered a
little. But it couldn’'t turn enough to evade Doc. The runway was rather narrow. Geat rocks spotted
the sides. The plane could easily crash anong these.

For a nonment, though, it did seemthe ship woul d escape the m ghty bronze man. But a great |eap
sent his herculean figure sailing upward.

Doc seized a strut which braced the enpennage—the rudder and el evators. The pl ane nust have been
going forty mles an hour. The wench would have torn |oose the grip of |esser fingers. But the
bronze giant held on.

Kar now began to shoot with an automatic pistol. He was excited. He had to aimfroma very
difficult position. He mssed with all his slugs—then had to devote his attention to getting the
pl ane off the crater floor, before it reached the runway end.

The craft lurched. Wth a nmoan, it took the air!

Chapter 22. A LOST LAND DESTROYED

THE pl ane clinbed over the great boulders and the high fern trees. It circled once. Then Kar
lifted his pistol to shoot at Doc Savage once nore. The plane could fly itself for a tinme.

Doc had been naki ng good use of the respite. He had nounted to the main tail struts, which
extended to the upper wing. He was swinging with a siman ease al ong these.

Kar's first bullet mssed. Hs second al so—for Doc had twisted in a mracul ous fashion and gotten
atop the w ng.

A holl ow clack came fromKar’'s automatic. He jacked the slide back. The weapon was enpty. WIdly,
he started rel oading the clip.

The roof hatch whi pped open. A mghty bronze formdropped inside. It towered toward Kar.

In a frenzy, the naster villain sought to get just one bullet into his enpty gun. But the weapon
was flicked fromhis shaking fingers. It was flung through the plane w ndows.

Kar’s voice lifted a screech, "Please—+ did not know—-

"Talk will do you no good!" Doc Savage's renarkabl e voi ce, although not |oud, was perfectly

audi ble am d the engine roar. "Talk will never save you! Nothing can save you!"

Kar | ooked at the plane wi ndows, |ongingly.

He had donned a parachute before taking off.

Next, the master villain stared at a large | eather suitcase which stood in the rear of the cabin.
But he dared not make a nove to junp out of the plane or reach the suitcase. He feared those bronze
hands that were nore terrible than steel.

"l was deceived for a tine," Doc Savage' s vast voice said grimy. "Your method of deception was
clever. It was bold. It worked because you hit ne in one of ny soft spots. Perhaps | should say in
one of nmy blind spots.”

Kar began, "You got ne all w ong about—

"Silence! Your lies will serve you nothing! | have too nmuch proof. | suspected who you were | ast
ni ght, when | saw you signaling fromthe top of a tree fern with a lighted cigarette.

"You were ordering your nen to decoy the big prehistoric beavers to the attack. You had carefully
chosen a tree fromwhich you could reach safety."

Doc’s face was set as netal; his golden eyes ablaze with cold, flaky gleam ngs.

"l becane suspicious before that," the bronze man continued. "Wen | was shot at! Wen you
pretended to faint! Actually, you hoped | would cone to your notionless body and your man woul d
shoot me."

"l didn t—=
"You did! After the prehistoric beavers had been frightened away | ast night, | clinbed your tree
and renoved the skinning scal pel you carried on your watch chain. That scal pel was poisoned. | put

it on a spear tip and tested it on the ancestor of a comon porcupine. The animal was killed by a
scratch. You hoped to use that weapon on ne, but could not nuster the courage, and failed at the
last mnute.”



Kar was now trenbling fromhead to foot. He quailed fromeach word as froma knife stab.

The plane, no hand at the controls, was flying itself—proof it was excellently nmade. Straight
across the crater, it booned.

"You had many chances to slay ne," Doc continued. "But you did not have the nerve to do it with
your own hand. Like all crimnals, however clever, you are a coward. You are like a rat. You

remai ned with nme, cannily checkmating ny noves when you coul d, and seeki ng al ways to have your nen
kill nme. But you dared not to do the deed yourself.

"Your craven nature was shown when we | anded in the crater. You becane a sniveling coward."

KAR was a sniveling coward agai n now—probably to a greater degree than ever before.

"Your |ies were ingenious!" Doc's relentless voice went on. "It was not alone Jerone Coffern who
came to Thunder Island with Gabe Yuder. You canme al so. You and Gabe Yuder found this crater. Jerone
Cof fern never knew of its existence."

"You got me wrong!" whined the craven before Doc. "Kar is Gabe Yuder—

"Gabe Yuder is dead! He found the unknown el ement or substance from which the Smoke of Eternity

is made. He probably perfected the Snoke of Eternity. You saw it could be turned to crimnal

purposes. So you killed Gabe Yuder, and took his chemical formula. | found his grave!"
"You can’'t prove—
"Granted. | am merely guessing what happened on your first visit to Thunder Island. It does not

matter how near | conme to the truth. But | cannot be missing the facts far.

"Jeronme Coffern saw sonething suspici ous about your actions. He nust have remarked on it. So you
tried to kill him The first time, you shot at himand m ssed. He suspected you of the deed. He
wote a statenent, which you searched his apartnment and found. | discovered a few lines of that
statement upon a fresh typewiter ribbon in Jerone Coffern’s apartnent. But the inportant part was
illegible—+the part which nanmed you!

"The part which said you, Aiver Wrding Bittman, were Kar!"

Kar—er Bittman—guail ed as though this were the greatest blow of all.

"Yes, you are Kar, Bittman!" Doc continued. "You are a skilled actor, one of the best | ever
encountered. And you had aroused ny blind confidence in you by exhibiting that letter fromny father
showi ng you had saved his life.

"You listened in on an extension phone when | called Mnk fromyour New York apartnent, and
pronptly sent your nmen after Monk. You also sent one of your gang, a flyer, to kill nme as | wal ked.
I recall | told you | was going to walk after | left your place.

"You ordered your nen to get the specinens from Thunder |sland out of ny safe. You ordered the

el evator death trap which nearly got Mnk, Ham Johnny, Long Tom and Renny—and you didn’'t make a
move to enter the cage that had been doctored. You tipped your nen to get off the Sea Star, and
probably hired the yacht which renoved them by tel egraphing from New York.

"You even disappeared into the jungle on that coral atoll |ong enough to tell your man hidden
there to bonmb our plane. | could nanme other incidents when you checkmated us. You deceived us. But
you did it by taking advantage of the nost despicable nmeans to get yourself into nmy confidence. You
knew ny affection for ny father. So you showed nme the letter which said you had saved his life.
"You knew ny father—you knew the affection that existed between us. You were certain your trick
would blind ne to any faults you m ght have."

Bittman whined, "It was no trick! | saved his life—

Doc Savage's voice acquired a strange, terrible note, a note of strain.

"Did you? O was that letter faked in some nanner?"

"It was a genuine letter!" gulped Kar—er Bittman. "| saved his |life! Honest, | did! |’mnot such
a bad guy! You read that letter! Your father wouldn't be fooled in a man. |’ m not—=
"You can’t talk yourself out of it!" Doc said savagely. "l do not think nmy father did nmake a

m st ake. Perhaps you were the man he thought you were—then! You have changed since. Perhaps sone
mental di sease, or prolonged broodi ng, warped your outlook on life.

"There are many possible explanations for a hitherto honest man beconming a crimnal. But we wll
not discuss that. You ordered ny friend, Jeronme Coffern, nurdered. For that, there can be but one
penal ty!"

The plane was slowy careening off on a wing tip, threatening to crash. Doc’s powerful hand,
floating out, stroked the controls and brought it level. A wall of the crater was ahead—perhaps five
mnutes flying away.

Directly in front of the plane, an eruption was occurring in the strange horseshoe-shaped | ake of
boi ling mud which extended nearly around the crater, but high above the jungle-clothed floor.
Kar—er Bittman—suddenly nade a frantic | eap. He was seeking to reach the | eather suitcase back in
t he pl ane cabin.

He brought up against Doc’s bronze arm as against a stone wall. He struck at Doc repeatedly. He
m ssed each tinme, for the bronze formseenmed to vani sh under his fists, so quickly did it nove.
Increased terror seized the man. H s eyes rolled desperately.

"You' Il never kill me!" he snarl ed.

Strange |ights glowed in Doc Savage' s gol den eyes.



"You are right," he agreed. "I could never kill with nmy bare hands a nman who saved ny father’'s
life. But do not think you shall escape with your crinmes because of that! You will receive your
puni shnent! "

Kar rolled his eyes again. He didn't know what fate Doc planned for him But it could be nothing
pl easant.

Suddenly the master villain dived headl ong through the plane w ndow

TWO hundred feet bel ow the ship, the man cracked his parachute. It bl oomed wide, a clean white

bulb in the sinister gray of the crater atnosphere.

Doc Savage gave the oncoming wall of the crater a glance. It was only two m nutes away now. Back
into the cabin, he flung. He got the |eather suitcase at which Oiver Wrding Bittman had gl anced so

I ongi ngly.

He did not open the suitcase. The contents might have interested himnot at all, judging by his
actions.

The speedi ng pl ane whi pped over in a vertical bank under his mghty hand. |t had been al nost
against the crater wall. The ship seened to slamagainst the cliff, then | eap away.

Doc’ s gol den eyes ranged downward. They were a cold gold now, determ ned. They judged accurately.
Doc dropped the suitcase overside.

The piece of luggage revolved slowy as it fell. It hit just below the lava di ke which confined
the great |ake of boiling-hot nmud. It burst.

It had contained Kar’s supply of the Snoke of Eternity! The crater wall below the | ava di ke began
a swift dissolving. Vile, repul sive gray snoke clinbed upward in growi ng volunme. It was such a cloud
as had arisen at the destruction of the sinister pirate ship, Jolly Roger, in the Hudson River.
The snoke pall hid what was happening beneath. The play of electrical sparks made a weird gl ow
within the squirmng nass.

Suddenly, from beneath the cloud crawl ed a brown, snmoking torrent. The |lava di ke confining the

| ake of super-heated nmud had been destroyed. The nolten liquid was running into the crater!

Banki ng, engi ne noani ng, the plane kept clear of the foul gray cloud fromthe Snoke of Eternity.
Doc’ s gol den eyes searched. They found what they sought.

Kar! The river of boiling nud overtook himswi ftly. The man tried to run. He held his own for a
time. Then one of the giant hopping horrors of the crater, the greatest killing nmachine nature ever
made, confronted him The tyrannosaurus started for Kar with great, bloodthirsty bounds.

Kar chose the easier of two deaths—he let the hideous reptilian giant snap his life out with a
single bite.

But an instant later, the wall of hot nud rushed upon the prehistoric nonster. The stupid thing
took a gigantic | eap—deeper into the cooking torrent. It went down. It rolled over slowy, Kkicking
in a feeble way with its huge, three-toed feet.

Thus perished Kar—oer Oiver Wrding Bittman, the fanmous taxi derm st—and the col ossus of reptiles
whi ch had devoured him

DOC hel d the pl ane wi de open back across the crater. He |anded on the narrow runway anong the
great lunps of stone which had, centuries ago, caved fromthe cliff.

Renny, Ham Mbonk, Johnny, Long Tom-all five piled into the plane on the doubl e-quick.

Doc took off again.

"Look!" Johnny nuttered.

The ruptured | ake seened to contain an inexhaustible supply of boiling mud. It still poured
forth. It was flooding the floor of the ghastly crater! The nonsters existing there were being
envel oped.

And the surviving Kar gunman woul d perish with them Nothing could save him

St eam poured upward. It was thickening in the nmouth of the crater over their heads—formng a
snmudge which |l ess and | ess sunlight penetrated. The grow ng darkness, the renorsel ess progress of
the mud flood, the antics of the grisly reptilian giants, gave the tableau the aspect of another
Judgrent Day.

"Tal k about your sights!" Mnk nuttered.

Then they fell silent. They were thinking of that arch-fiend, Oiver Wrding Bittman, who had
decei ved them The fellow was responsible for their recent capture. He had signaled his nmen where to
at t ack.

Fromthe very first, he had msled them Fromthe nonent when he canme to themwith a scratch on
his chest which he nmust have nade hinself and a clever story of being shot at!

They were amazed at the cunningness of Bittman’s acting. The man had been a master to deceive
them as he had.

Even Doc had not seen through Bittnman's fiendi sh doubl e-dealing until they had reached this
crater. But that was understandable. The affection between Doc and his father was extrenely great.
And Bittman, as a man who had saved the life of Doc’s father, had received Doc’s gratitude. It had
been hard for Doc to |ook to such a man as an evil villain.

"What about the Snoke of Eternity?" questioned Monk suddenly.



For answer, Doc |evel ed a bronze beam of an arm They followed his gesture with their eyes.

The regi on of strange rocks, where Kar nust have mined the unknown el ement or substance to meke
the Snmoke of Eternity, had already been buried by the hot mud flow. It would never be m ned now
Monk | ooked curiously at Doc Savage.

"Do you know what that stuff-the Snoke of Eternity-was?" he inquired.

N="JUSTI FY" >
Doc did not answer inmmediately. But at length, "I have the theory which grew out of ny analysis
of the metal which was inpervious to the dissolving substance. That theory, | amsure, is near the

truth. And that is why | deliberately rel eased the flood of nud."

"Huh?" Monk was puzzl ed.

"The Snoke of Eternity can never be made without the rare substance which Kar mined here. And the
supply of the stuff is now buried hopelessly. As for what the substance was, no one shall ever know.
I intend to keep ny theories to nyself."

Monk nodded. "Guess | see the reason for that."

"The world can get along w thout the Snoke of Eternity!" Doc’s voice seened to fill all the

pl ane.

The ship ramred its howing propellers into steam Up and up, it clinbed. The heat nearly took
of f their skin. But only for a while; it became cooler at |ast.

So suddenly that it was like a gush of flame into their faces, they were in brilliant sunlight.
Their eyes, beconming adapted to the glare, picked up the coral atoll sonme fifty mles distant.
"No need of even landing there!" Doc decided.

He banked the plane for New Zeal and. Anple fuel for the flight sloshed in the gas tanks, thanks
to Kar's foresight.

"From New Zeal and to San Francisco by steaner will just about give us tinme to get the prehistoric
reptiles out of our hair!" grinned the irrepressible Mnk. "And maybe sonethin’ else will turn up
soon. "

THE END



