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Chapter |. MAKER OF JEWELS

"l AM about to, be killed," the woman said

The taxi driver whom she addressed had been half asl eep behind the wheel of his parked cab, but
the text of the woman's speech was not conducive to further slumber. He sat up straight.

The worman asked, "Have you ever heard of Doc Savage?"

"Who ain't?" growl ed the driver. "Say, what kind of a gag—

"You will take us to Doc Savage," directed the wonman. "And hurry."

The driver | ooked beyond the worman, after which his nouth fell open and his cigarette dropped off
his I'ip and began to burn his coat front. The wonman was veiled, but it was not that which shocked
the hack man and scared him

It was the four nmen behind the wonman. They were four very tall nen who had heads |i ke cocoanuts
in color, and who wore four of the nost resplendent uniforns that the taxi driver had ever seen
Each of the four carried a nodern autonatic military rifle which was not nuch | ess than a portable
machi ne gun

"Well," snapped the woman. "Have you a tongue?"

"Sure." The driver swallowed twice. "I'll take you to Doc Savage." Then, under his breath, "Ain't
this a crackpot world!"

The worman spoke one ripping sentence which was absolutely unintelligible to the driver, but
seened to nmean nuch to the four men with the unifornms and the rifles.

They all got in. The worman received nmuch deference. She had bundl ed herself in a vol um nous
shapel ess cl oak, but she had a nice ankle

The cigarette burned through the hack man’s trousers, scorched himand he junped viol ently—then
all but fainted, for, with a speed born of nuch practice, one of the brown nen snapped up his rifle.
The worman cried out. WIldness, haste in her voice told the taxi man the brown one was about to
shoot. But she was in time. The automatic rifle | owered

The driver found hinself some bl ocks away, going in the wong direction, before he got over his
fright. He corrected his direction. The wonman spoke to him

"I's Doc Savage in New York?" she asked

"Don't know," the driver said hoarsely. "He goes all over the world."

The cab was headed for a nest of buildings in the center of Manhattan, out of which towered one
of the tallest skyscrapers in the metropolis

"What , " asked the woman, "does New York think of Doc Savage?"

"He's quite a guy," said the driver. "He hel ps people out of trouble. Does it for the

exci tement."

"Then he should be interested in saving ny life, as well as others, including, very possibly, his
own, " the worman said

"Yeah, | guess so," said the driver. He had al ready decided that the woman was sone ki nd of nut
The worman said no nore, and the driver gave attention to his piloting, reflecting at the sane
tinme that the wonman, while she spoke distinct and understandabl e English, had a pronounced foreign
accent, but of what nation, the driver could not tell, he being no |inguist

They were down in the garment sector now, and the streets were conparatively deserted at this
hour .

"Stop!" the woman conmanded suddenly.

Her voice was shrill, tense. The driver swerved his nachine in to the curb, then stared at his



cargo as they unloaded hurriedly and scanpered into a subway entrance. They di sappeared.

The hack man had not been paid, but he only stared, for the truth was that he felt a relief at
getting rid of his fares, for they were potential trouble, he felt.

But a |ow, coarse voice runbled in the driver's ear in a manner to halt his feeling of relief.
"Where' d she go, buddy?" the voice denmanded.

THE driver's head jerked around, and he saw that there was another taxi in the street behind him
with at least three nen inside. The cab nust have been foll ow ng.

The man who had asked the question had a thick body and a hard manner—the manner of a nan
accustoned to treating other people as they do not want to be treated.

"Where' d they go?" the nman grow ed. "Were were you takin' 'enP"

He twi sted back his coat |apel to show sonething that the driver did not see distinctly but which
he took to be a detective's badge.

"Doc Savage's office," gul ped the driver, who had no | ove for trouble.

The thick-bodied man | ooked as if he had indigestion at the information, and he grimaced, seem ng
on the point of saying several things, none of them pleasant. Then he | ooked up and down the street
furtively.

He di pped a hand in his pocket, brought it out palmdown, but with a dollar bill held between the
extended fingers. He passed the bill in to the driver, but when the latter reached for it, the hand
sl ashed suddenly for the fellow s throat.

Awful horror canme on the driver's face, and he threshed about, making gargling sounds, while a
red flood bubbled and cascaded down his chest.

The thick-bodied man ran back to his waiting taxi, carefully w ping and pocketing the queer
razor-blade affair with which he had cut the throat. He got into his machine.

"South," he said. "Gve it all you got."

The driver was obviously no regul ar hack man. He | ooked as tough as the three in the rear.

"\Well ?" he said over his shoul der.

"The Ranee is heading for Doc Savage," said the thick-bodied man who had killed the taxi driver.
There was utter silence while the cab lunged along the gloony streets, and inside it there was
all of the cheer of a hearse interior.

"It ain't too late to get out of this thing," said one of the men. "W can grab a plane or a boat
or sonething."

"Lingh may be able to handl e Doc Savage," snapped the thick man.

"Yeah," grunted the other. "But let Lingh doit. I don't want none of this Doc Savage."

The thick man | aughed, but not joyfully. "Get wise to yourself. Lingh probably has us covered."
They seened to think that over, and, judging fromthe expression on their features, it was not

pl easant thi nki ng.

"Why' d you fix the hack driver?" one asked finally.

"He knew they were headed for Doc Savage," said the thick-bodied man. "He might have identified
their bodies, and told what he knew, and that woul d have got to Doc Savage."

The cab took a corner, tires sizzling.

"Where to now?" asked the driver.

"Times Square subway station," said the thick-bodied man. "We're gonna head off the Ranee and her
four boys with rifles."

THE Ti mes Square subway station is possibly the busiest in the nmetropolis, but even it has quiet
monments, of which the present happened to be one.

Cars of the train, as it runbled and hissed to a stop in the station, were full of bright |ight
and had only a few passengers.

The thick-bodi ed man and his conpanions were separated the length of the two-block |ong platform
and they got on the train wthout excitenent, two at one end, three at the other, after which they
wal ked through the train, looking carefully into each coach before they entered it.

Thus it was that they converged at the ends of one certain car which held their quarry.

The | eader said to the two with him "Lingh wants the Ranee alive. Remenber that."

"Wonder why?" countered one of the pair.

"Don't know," said the man. "Doubt if Lingh knows. Think his orders cone from sonme one el se."
"Let's go," the other grunted.

They wal ked down the aisle, hands in bul ging coat pockets.

Ranged si de by side on the cane-bottomed seat running | engthw se of the subway coach, the veiled
woman and her gaudy, dark riflenmen escort were very quiet, watchful. They seened a little confused,
too, by the roar and shudder of the underground train.

They stood up suddenly before the thick man and his conpani ons were near. The unifornmed escort
held the rifles across their chests, soldier fashion, and alert.

"Easy does it," snapped the thick man.

He put a hand on the veiled woman's arm That started it. Her escort clapped rifle stocks to
shoul ders.



The thick man yelled, "All but the Ranee, guys!"

Pockets split open to let out flame and noise. The thick nman's aides were using sawed- of f

hammer| ess revol vers which would not jamin cloth, and they shot as rapidly as fingers could work
triggers, calmy, confidently.

It was plain they expected to blast down the uniforned opposition with the first volley. That did
not happen. The tall, cocoanut-headed guards staggered, but did not fall

"Watch it!" screaned the thick nman. "They're wearing sone kind of an arnor!"

After that, there was scream ng and noi se and death in the nmpani ng subway. Two of the tall nen

with the gaudy uniforns and the heads rem ndful of cocoanuts crunpled where they sat. The two others
got in front of the veil ed woman, shielding her, firing, screeching in their strange, foreign

t ongue

Five nen, altogether, were on the floor, badly wounded, when sone one who knew a bit about the
mechani cs of the car managed to yank an emergency |lever and the train ground to a stop, half inside
of a lighted station

The two uniforned men with the veiled wonan got out on the platformand ran. The thick nan tried

to follow, with his single conpani on who had survived, but was shot at and, frightened, ducked back
The wounded and dyi ng screaned and grovel ed on the car floor, and that seemed to rem nd the thick
man of sonething, for he turned deliberately, saw that one of the uniformed foreigners alone had a
chance of living, and shot the man in the head. Then he ran, with his conpani on, out of the subway.
The veil ed woman and her two escorts had vani shed

THE epi sode of the subway was newspaper headlines before the night was over, and it was a very
nmystifying matter to the police, who admtted they failed to make heads or tails of it, beyond the
fact that they had identified three of the dead as | ocal police characters known for their

Vi ci ousness

The desk clerk of the Hotel Vincent, a small but rather ornate hostelry which charged exorbitant
rates and got the patronage of show offs and people of inportance, was reading the newspaper
accounts of the subway slaughter. The hour was near m dni ght

The clerk came out of the paper to an awareness of inpatient fingers drumm ng the desk. It
chanced that he noticed the finger nails on the drummng hand at first. It was a woman's hand and
the nails were enanel ed blue. The clerk glanced up

The worman before himwas an unknown quantity inside the folds of a black veil and a vol um nous

cl oak. When she spoke, it was in an accent distinctly foreign

"l desire to see Rama Tura," she said

The clerk lifted his brows, then made a show of sifting through the guest cards

"Very sorry," he said. "We have no one by—

The folds of the woman's cl oak shook a little, and the clerk's eyes grew round, for she had
exposed the business end of an automatic pistol

"You will take me to Rama Tura's quarters," suggested the woman. "| know he directs you to say he
is not here."

Two tall nen wearing topcoats came in fromwhere they had been waiting outside. They had heads
whi ch nade the clerk think of cocoanuts

The clerk sized up the situation, and since he was neither a hero nor a fool, he came from behind
the desk, and the veiled woman and her two conpanions followed himinto the el evator

They rode to the sixteenth floor, where the clerk served as gui de down a deeply carpeted Morish
hall to a door that was strapped with ornanental iron

The clerk was on the point of knocking when one of the tall, dark nen reached out and knocked him
back of the ear with a revolver butt. The other dark man caught the clerk, and they held himwhile
t hey knocked on the iron-strapped door

"What is it?" queried a sleepy foreign voice from behind the panel

"Cabl egram " said the veil ed wonan, naki ng her voice | ow and hoarse, so that it sounded
remarkably like a boy's

The man who opened the door certainly belonged to the same race as the veiled woman's two

conpani ons. H's head had the identical hard round |lines, the same fibrous brown hair.

He uttered the beginning of a cry when he saw his visitors. The sound did not get far, being
stopped by a gun barrel which glanced off his head. He, too, was caught before he fell

"Harm himnot!" snapped the woman. "He is only a servant!"

She spoke in English, probably due to excitenent, but was not too rattled to translate it into
the tongue which the pair with her understood

Three doors opened out of the room The wonman had not been there before, because she opened two
and found closets, then tried the third, and discovered it led into what seemed to be the bedroom of
a suite

She went in with her small automatic pistol in hand, squinting in the |um nance that canme froma
shaded bedsi de | anp.

The man who lay in the bed seemed, at first glance, to be dead



HE was | ean, this man in the bed, so lean that the coverlets seened little nore than winkl ed
where they lay over his body. H's head, however, was huge, a big and round brown gl obe that
resenbl ed sonet hi ng made out of mahogany and waxed over with shiny skin. His eyes were closed. He
did not nove. There was sonething unearthly about him

The worman stood and stared at himthrough her veil

Her two comnpani ons, having | owered the unconscious hotel clerk and the sensel ess man who had
answered the door, and having | ocked the door, now cane in. They stared at the man on the bed, and
their eyes were as if they | ooked upon a deity.

Bot h got down on hands and knees and touched foreheads to the fl oor

"Fool s!" shrilled the wonman.

"This man is Rama Tura, chosen disciple of the Majii," nmurnmured one of the kowtowing pair in his
native tongue

"He is an old fakir," snapped the veiled woman

The two guards seened inclined to argue the point, but respectfully

"He has the power of dying and returning to life when he so desires," one stated. "You can see
now that he is dead. And was he not brought fromour native land to this one in a coffin?"

The worman's cl oak shook slightly, as if she had shuddered. She stepped forward and touched the
weird formon the bed

"You find himcold," said one of the guards. "He is a corpse. It is not good that we broke in
here."

The worman's eyes becane bright and distinct as seen through her veil

"I's it that you no | onger serve nme?" she demanded

The two got up off their hands and knees

"Qur lives, our bodies, are yours, Ranee," one said gloomly. "Qur thoughts are birds that fly
free. Is it your wish that we cage then?"

"You might clip their wings that they may wal k on solid ground,"” said the Ranee. "You may al so
take your knives and cut off Rama Tura's big ears. It is nmy guess that he will revive fromthe dead
intinm to save them"

The men nodded, produced |ong shiny knives with black handl es, and advanced upon the recunbent
Rama Tura. Towering over him they hesitated

"He is chosen disciple of the Majii," gul ped one. "Even the great Anerican scientists have not
been able to prove otherw se. For does he not take worthless glass and nmake it, by the touch of his
power, into jewels for which nen pay fortunes?"

"He is a fakir," repeated the woman. "He is a troubl emaker. For years, he has been a nui sance. He
is a coomon, ordinary beggar who for years made his living by performng street-corner tricks for
tourists."

"He has powers no nman understands," insisted the other stubbornly. "Qut of worthl ess pebbles, he
makes great jewels."

"Cut his ears off and see if he is magician enough to make them grow back again," the woman
directed. "It is about those jewels that | wish himto explain."

The grotesque thing of bones on the bed opened its eyes

"I amthe dead who lives at will," he said. "Wat do you want?"

Chapter |l. MAKER OF HORROR

THE veil ed woman | ooked down at hi m and nade sone slight sound which in her |and nmeant ridicule
and di sgust

"You see," she said. "He awakened before he |lost his ears."

There was absol utely no expression on the round, shiny head on the pillow. The eyes were open
but did not shift. The nouth was open, but the lips did not nove when words cane

It was as if the weird-1ooking fellow were a corpse into the nmouth of which a ventriloquist was
throw ng speech. He spoke English

"To abuse the dead is sacrilege,"” he said. "But nmaybe your sin is mtigated because you do not
have the mind to conceive ny powers, ny abilities and ny condition. To you, | amthe eni gma of
omi pot ence, the—=

"You are a clever old fake," snapped the wonan. "You are no different from other nen, except
certainly, nmore ugly. Now, you will tell me about those jewels, or nmy men will take your ears, after
the fashion in ny land."

"You are from Jondore?" asked Rama Tura

"lI," said the woman, "amthe Ranee, the wi dow of the Nizam ruler of all Jondore, descendant of
rulers.’

"Your voice had a famliar sound," nurnured the strangel ooking being on the bed. "Wy are you
here?"

"I will tell you, old fakir," the woman said angrily. "I amin New York by chance. | was making a
trip around the world. And here | heard of this jewel-naking séance of yours. | cabled ny late
husband' s brother, Kadir Lingh, present ruler of Jondore, that | intended to investigate you."

She hesitated



"l have a hideous suspicion," she said.

Rama Tura showed a slight sign of life. "Wat suspicion?"

The worman did not answer directly, but snapped. "Your organization is wide. | have reason to

think my cable did not reach Jondore. | have been followed, ny novenents checked by nmen of Jondore.
Your men! Once, they shot at ne!"

"This cannot be true," nurmured Rama Tura.

"Tonight | started to see a man who can handle things like this," snapped the woman. "I was
attacked. Later, | found watchers about the headquarters of the man | wanted to see. They were your
men. "

"Who is this one you intended to see?" Rama Tura queri ed.

"Doc Savage," said the Ranee. "But you know that."

"Ah," murnured Rama Tura.

"You are a devil incarnate,” the Ranee told Rana Tura grimy. "You are schemng to take the |ives
of many people, in order to acconplish an insane schene."

But Ranma Tura seened interested in Doc Savage.

"Of living nen," he said tonelessly, "it may be that Doc Savage has greatest know edge, but his
learning is of the material and the so-called scientific. He has not touched the abstract and
invisible, the real power of concentrated thought as a concrete entity."

"Drivel," said the Ranee.

"Can Doc Savage nmke jewel s of pebbles?" queried Rama Tura.

"You cannot, either," snapped the veiled woman. "And you are going to stop it! O herwise, | am
going to put Doc Savage and the police both upon your trail. | amgoing to tell themwhat is behind
your actions."

"And what is behind it?" Rama Tura queri ed.

The woman swal | owed. She seened to brace herself.

"The Majii," she said.

Rama Tura | ooked very nmuch as if he had been struck.

"So you have fathoned it," he nunbl ed hoarsely.

That, in turn, had a profound effect on the Ranee, for it was obvious now that her early
conception had been only a grisly suspicion, but that Rama Tura's words had convinced her that she
had guessed the sinister truth.

"Seize him" she shrilled at her two conpanions. "If he is put out of the way now, it will save
countless lives!"

Rama Tura sat bolt upright in his bed. H's body was a pitiful string of bones. H's chest

resenbl ed a gnarled, thin brown root. He was entirely hideous to the eye.

"l fear," he said, "that | shall have to denonstrate."

HE sat perfectly still after that, and if at first he had been unwhol esone, a brown, |echerous
harridan, he was nore so now, seenming to emanate an aura of the indescribable

There cane into the roomthe feeling of a tonb, the very real yet somewhat inpossible sensation
whi ch conmes upon those who stand in the presence of those that no longer Iive.

The Ranee struggled visibly against the feeling

"Ad buzzard!" she snapped. "You have practiced these tricks all of your life. O course you are
good at them"

Rama Tura said nothing. H s eyes had not noved. H's nouth had not cl osed

Suddenly, there appeared in the far side of the rooman incredible thing, a nonster of

shapel essness, a fantastic ogre of a thing

The Ranee, her two guards, stared at it. The light fromthe bedl anmp hardly reached that far, and
they could not nake out the exact identity of the thing, except that it was a creature possessing
eyes, and so large that it mght have difficulty getting entirely into the room

The air in the roombegan to change, to take on a definite odor, vague, repulsive, a bit warm as
if it mght be the breath of the horror which had appeared so weirdly and was wat ching them

"It is ny servant," the death-faced Rama Tura said tonelessly. "It is here for a purpose."

The Ranee continued to stare

"It is my guard," said the man in the bed again, referring to the thing in the door. "It is lent
to ne by ny master, the Majii. It does strange things to nmen."

As if in verification to his words, both the guards now did an incredible an unbelievable thing
They presented their own guns to their own heads and calmy conmtted suicide. A single |long breath
coul d have been drawn between the time the first hit the floor and the other foll owed him

The Ranee nmade a hissing sound of horror, spun and ran wildly. She did not go toward the door and
the thing she could see there, but toward another door, and tore it open wildly, finding beyond a
sitting room a luxurious parlor of a place

She plunged on and sl ammed agai nst anot her door, which was unl ocked and | et her, luckily, out
into the corridor, fromwhich a passing el evator cage carried her, silent and quivering, to the
street

The ni ght swal | owed her



Chapter |11. CHOSEN OF THE MAJI |

THE newspapers nmade a bi g splurge next nmorning. The headlines said

THI EVES ATTACK RAMVA TURA

Raid on Quarters of Msterious Mystic

Results in Death of Pair

Two all eged robbers were killed in the hotel apartnent of Rama Tura, man of ammzing powers, | ast
ni ght. According to Rama Tura, the slaying followed a terrific hand-to-hand fight with three
assail ants, one a woman, who escaped

This story was corroborated by Rama Tura's servant, and the hotel clerk, who was hinself forced
to guide the thieves to Rama Tura's quarters

There was nore of it, a detailed resumé of the banditry efforts as told by Rama Tura, and it was
a convincing yarn, perfectly | ogical

The nmotive, according to Rana Tura, had been a desire on the part of the thieves to force himto
reveal how he nmade jewels out of worthless pebbles and bits of glass

In the center of the front page of one newspaper was a box, editorial in nature, discussing the
nysterious Rama Tura, and his powers. |t was headed

WHAT | S HE?

Rama Tura cane to the United States fromthe Orient, froma wild nountain province called

Jondor e

Ranma Tura takes pebbles and nakes di anonds, rubies, eneralds. Jewel experts say they are genuine
beyond doubt. They back their judgment by purchasing the stones

One third of the selling price of these stones goes to Anerican charity. Two thirds goes to a
fund for charity adm nistration in Jondore, Rama Tura's native |land. Rama Tura hinmsel f takes no
noney.

What manner of being is this Rama Tura? |Is he a faker? This paper had three of the greatest jewel
experts pass on Rama Tura's products as genui ne

How does Rama Tura nake his jewel s? If he uses fakery, the nost intense skeptics are baffled

Rama Tura clains to be a disciple of the Majii. The Majii was a horrendous war chief who |ived
thirty centuries ago and conquered nmuch of the Oriental world of that day. The Majii was a mmgician
who could bring hinself to life after being killed on the field of battle. He could slay thousands
with a stare. He was cruel

The Majii is believed by historians to be only a nyth

But Rama Turn is no nyth. Just what is he?

Sonme ot her newspapers carried yarns along the sane vein, elaborating on the queer personality of
Rama Tura, and one even went over the strange fact that Ranma Tura apparently had actual ly been
brought from Jondore to the United States in a coffin

One paper further stated that Rama Tura slept in his coffin, and was said to conme alive only on
speci al occasions, but the police disproved this by stating that Rama Tura had been in his bed when
the thieves wal ked in on him

Anot her journal hooked the robbery in with the slaughter in the subway, pointing out that the two
thieves killed in Rama Tura's apartnent were of the sane nationality as sone of those killed in the
subway, nanely Jondoreans

The police hinted there m ght have been a quarrel prior to the robbery, but failed to indicate
how such a thing m ght have cone about

Several newspapers bore quiet advertisenments that afternoon

RAVA TURA W LL APPEAR TONI GHT

I'N TEMPLE NAVA

To those who read this, and who had been following the affair in the newspapers, the item neant
that Rama Tura woul d that night rmake jewels out of worthless articles in Tenple Nava

TEMPLE NAVA was not a building by itself, but an establishment on the upper floor of a Park
Avenue buil di ng which was nothing if not exclusive

It had been installed by a cult of wealthy thrill-seekers who had, after the depression cane

al ong, been too busy to indulge in whinsies

The furnishings, very rich, had been intact—o one could be found with enough noney to buy such
costly gincracks—when Rama Tura | eased it and began to set New Yorkers by the ears

The swanky Tenpl e Nava was the gathering place of many of the nabobs of the metropolis that

night. There were many scientists and jewel experts. Rama Tura invited efforts to prove hinself a
f ake

There were nmany sensation-seekers, also, but those fry were not even permitted into the building
Pol i cenen handled the traffic, and to enter the premises, one had to exhibit a bit of cardboard
bearing cabilistic synbols. These were issued to the proper persons by detective agencies hired by
Rama Tur a.

It is a common thing for |adies to wear gloves the year around, so the presence of such covering
on the hands of one woman who presented a card attracted no undue attention. No one, of course



i magi ned the gl oves covered blue finger nails.

The lady herself did get a good deal of attention. A formal gown of black set off a remarkable
figure, and her wide brown eyes stared aloofly froma face that woul d have been perfection except
for a certain gri mess about the nouth.

Her manner suggested someone bent on a mssion that mght not be exactly pleasant. She had an
olive skin.

Her card was satisfactory, and she was adm tted.

Not long after, a choleric dowager conpl ained that she had | ost her card of invitation, perhaps
to a thief. She happened to be well known, and she was admitted anyway.

Straight into Tenple Nava stal ked the woman with the remarkabl e figure and the determ ned nanner.
Many nmen saw her and admired her. O hers saw her and | ooked as if a hungry tiger had wal ked into
their mdst. These latter were aides of Rama Tura. He seened to have an incredible nunber of them
One hurried to present hinself before Rama Tura.

Rama Tura had just been carried into Tenple Nava in a plain black coffin, and he was bei ng

phot ographed by newspaper cameranen.

It was plain to see that the caneranen consi dered the coffin business ridiculous fakery, but it
made good stuff for their papers, and they had orders to get the photographs.

The messenger nmade signals furtively, and the caneramen were bustled out.

Rama Tura had lain in the coffin all of the tine, very much |ike a dead nan. Sone of the

phot ographers had touched himand he had seened quite cold and I|ifeless.

The messenger | eaned over the casket and said, "The Ranee is here."

RAMA TURA opened his eyes. He opened his mouth and it stayed open.

"I knowit," he said in the tongue of Jondore.

"Sone one told you first," gul ped the nmessenger.

"No," said Rama Tura. "I know all things."

There seened no way of refuting this, so the messenger swall owed several tines.

"We did not scare her into | eaving New York," he pointed out. "She is here because she intends to
make nore trouble.”

"She had nerve to walk in boldly," said Rama Tura.

"There are police," remi nded the other. "She will expect themto save her."

"She will be m staken," intoned the other.

The messenger squirmed uneasily. "But she is the Ranee—

"The Majii, ny master, has waited thirty centuries for what he is now preparing to do," nurnured
Rama Tura. "The Mpjii has a plan of such vast size that you would not even understand it, ny

servant. |If the Ranee insists on meddling, she nust be put out of the way. No one nust interfere."
The messenger nodded, then asked a very natural question. "How?"

"My magic will take care of that," Rama Tura advised him

Alittle later, Rama Tura was carried out on the floor of Tenple Nava by six big men of Jondore
who were naked above the waist. It was a very effective entrance.

Rama Tura, it devel oped, was not to performhis feats on anything so prosaic as a stage, but in
the center of the floor. Confortable seats for the spectators—who would | ater be custoners,

per haps—had been arrayed about the open space.

A large circular cloth of scarlet was carried in and placed on the floor, and Rama Tura was
lifted fromhis coffin-like box and placed on this.

Very slowy, like sonething arising fromthe dead, Rama Tura got to his feet. He began to speak
in a hollow, nacabre voice. He did, however, use excellent English.

"l amnot going to bore you with a nystic nonol ogue,"” he told those present. "You probably would
not believe nme, anyway. | care not whether you think | ama fakir and a showman, for it is not
important.”

He turned slowy, like a nachine, to survey those assenbled in Tenple Nava. Hi s eyes were weird
brown disks in his big, shiny skull. Several people shuddered.

"Perhaps," Rama Tura continued, "it has occurred to some of you to wonder why I|ndia has al ways
been the world's treasure house of precious stones, for you all must have heard of the fabul ous
collections of the Rajahs. It is because jewels have a significance in the Orient, a significance
that goes back some thirty centuries to a fabul ous being known as the Majii. The Majii could do
anyt hing. "

He paused as if for that to sink.

"Anything," he repeated. "It is nmy opinion that the Majii was the basis for the well-known story
of Aladdin and the lanp. The Majii was really the Genie who appeared when Al addi n rubbed the | anp.
In other words, this tale which is thought to be fiction is true."

He paused agai n.

"But that is neither here nor there. | do not attenpt to explain ny nmethods, except to tell you
sonething | know your minds are too undevel oped to grasp. You will not believe that thought can be
converted into matter, that the essence of the mind is suprene over all things. Yet this is quite
true and the foundation of all so-called mracles.



"You find this hard to believe. Al right—do not try. The prinitive native cannot understand how
an adm xture of yellow and blue paints will produce a green paint, not knowi ng aught of the science
of light. He knows that it does. You will watch me and know that | do produce jewels in a way you
cannot understand. "

Thi s | engthy harangue was received with great interest, and while it was going on, Rama Tura's

assi stants had been circulating through the crowd, eyes alert, and had found two persons
surreptitiously trying to use mniature caneras

These individuals had been conducted to the front row and, to their enbarrassment, requested to

use the caneras openly.

Soret hi ng vague and heavy cane into the atnosphere of the room An odor it was, with a tonblike
mustiness. The audi ence tensed

"Wl some one bring an object forward for me to convert into a gen?" Rama Tura requested. "Hard,
crystal line substances are the nost suitable. Artificial jewels are excellent. OQther things require
too much time and effort.”

Some one got up hurriedly and offered a large red imtation stone. The bearer adnmitted this had
been purchased in the dine store that afternoon

"

MAKE a pearl out of it," some one shouted

Rama Tura was cupping the paste stone in the basket of bones that was his hands

"No," he said. "Pearls are an ani mal product, rather, the secretion of a sick oyster, and not

true jewels."

Rama Tura now went into action. Those in the audi ence who had been there before began to whi sper
to their conpanions, giving advance information on what was to happen. A worman or two conpl ai ned
uneasily to an escort of the indefinable odor that weighted the air

Two big, dark Jondoreans brought in a cube of substance that resenbled ordinary fire brick and

sat it down on a nmetal tripod about level with Rama Tura's waist. On this, the worthless jewel was
pl aced

Rama Tura began to stare at the paste gem The manner of this staring was sonewhat unnerving. H's
eyes seened about to cone out of his head. His paper thin lips withed over a few ugly teeth which
were plainly in the | ast stages of decay.

Sonme wag in the audi ence whispered, "If he's such a whiz, why don't he think hinself into a new
set of choppers."

If Rama Tura heard this reference to his teeth, he gave no signs. He was going through all the
notions of a man in terrific agony. He groaned, nmunbled, grinmaced. He picked up the fake gem
repeatedly and warnmed it in his pal ns.

Suddenly he emtted a raspi ng whine

The audi ence becane aware that streamers of strange-l|ooki ng vapor were gathering in various parts
of the room and floating toward Rama Tura. The things |ooked |ike w sps of colored fog

The streaners began to gather about the black cube on which the stone lay. They bundl ed

t hi ckened there. An awful cracking and popping filled all of the room

Those who had miniature caneras began to take pictures nadly.

The bundl e of vapor about the gembegan to glow. It grew hotter and hotter, giving off a |light as
blinding as the glow of an electric arc. Every one in the roomdistinctly felt the frightful heat
Then the heat died away, the gl ow di sappeared, and aching eyes could make out the bl ock of the
fire brick on the stand

A beautiful uncut dianond, as large as a pigeon egg, lay on the fire brick

Rama Tura said calmy, "Such is the power of concentrated thought."

A man of Jondore in a silken robe placed the gemin a satin-lined box and passed through the

audi ence showing it, nmaking little speeches indicating that it was for sale, and that a third of the
proceeds would go to Anerican charity, two thirds to the fund for administering charity in Jondore
The latter fund, it was explained, was directed by prom nent individuals in Jondore

SEVERAL jewel experts were present. They gave the gem a thorough test. They all passed the sane
opi ni on

"Genui ne, undoubtedly," they admtted. "Blue-white, and nearly perfect."

Unexpect edl y, a wonan stood erect in the audience

"Let me see that jewel!" she commanded | oudly.

It was the Ranee. The man with the gem bowed and cane over. He let the wonman exam ne the bauble
This she did with a magni fying gl ass

The scrutiny had a remarkabl e effect upon her. She waved her arms and cried out for attention



"Police!" she shrilled. "Arrest this Rama Tura!"

Every eye in Tenple Nava was now on her.

"He is a fiend!" the woman shrieked. "He is doing sonething that nenaces your very lives! He is
pl otting whol esal e nmurder!"

She | ooked over the crowd, and what she saw there did not satisfy her. Expressions on nost of the
faces said they thought that she was just a hysterical woman.

"Fool s!" she screaned. "Rama Tura is doi ng sonething which nmay cause many in this very roomto
die!"

From where he stood in the center of the open space, Rama Tura began to intone tinbrel ess words.
"It is unfortunate and | apol ogi ze for her," he said. "She is suffering froma formof madness of
the m nd preval ent anong the people of ny country."

Ranma Tura now advanced. He cane slowly, and he was very nuch |ike a hideous corpse wal ki ng

t hrough the medi um of mani pul ated strings.

The Ranee watched him There was horror in her eyes. She trenbled. She still held the jewel, but
it dropped out of her hands, rolled under the seat and there was a scranble as several tried to get
it.

Unexpect edl y, the Ranee screaned, and every nuscle in her slender frane seened to | oosen and she
fell flat in the aisle.

Rama Tura stopped where he was.

"It is too bad," he said in English. "Her ailnment is far advanced and she will now die."

Chapter 1V. THE MAN ON THE STRETCHER

THE afternoon of the day follow ng, two nmen were bending over the Ranee. One was snall, gray,
wearing all-white clothes. The other was a | unpish nman with a kindly, doggish face.

The woman lay in a rather bare room spotlessly clean, all remarkably white in color. Her bed was
high off the floor. She pitched fromtinme to tine.

The men seenmed to be administering stimulants in an endeavor to make her speak. They bent forward
as the wonan made sone vocal noi ses.

"Doc Savage." Only the two words were distinguishable, and a nmonent |ater, she said them again,
"Doc Savage."

The smal | grayi sh man strai ght ened.

"You have sent for hinP" he asked the other.

The plunp man nodded. "By tel ephone. He is on his way."

They exchanged nods, and when the woman did not speak again, they drew aside, as if it were

possi ble for their voices to disturb her.

"It is strange, this case," one said.

The other grunted. "She's calling for the right fellowto find out what is really wong with
her."

The small grayish man smled at his conpanion. "You had a part in his education, did you not?"
The plunp man nodded. He was head of the institution, one of the |argest hospitals devoted to
psychiatric work in the city, possibly the world.

"Doc Savage studied under nme," he admitted. "But that was years ago. The man has far outstri pped
me—eut stri pped any one | know, for that nmatter. He is a nental wi zard."

An orderly appeared with word, "Doc Savage has arrived."

"Ever seen hinP" the plunmp nman asked the grayi sh one.

No. "

"Get set for a surprise then. He is one man who | ooks his part."

The man who entered the roomshortly afterward seemed of gigantic size when he was in the door,
but there was the remarkable illusion of growi ng smaller as he advanced.

This was due to the symetry of a remarkabl e nmuscul ar devel opnent, an even constructi on which
seened to nmake hima man of ordinary size until he was near an object to which his stature m ght be
conpar ed.

Even nore unusual was the man's skin, finely textured and of a bronze color. H s eyes ran a close
third in the summary of his unique characteristics—they were |like pools of flake gold, never still.
He was a man who by his appearance al one would stand out instantly in a nultitude. Yet his
clothing was quiet, show ng not the slightest suspicion of showranship.

"There is sonething wong?" asked the newconmer in a voice of warnmth and nodul ati on.

"Thi s worman, Doctor Savage." The plunp man pointed. "She has spoken your nane a few tinmes."

Both the |unpish man and the small gray man | aunched into a detail ed account of their
observations of the case. The woman had been brought in the night before from Tenpl e Nava, where she
had collapsed in the mddle of a tirade against the nysterious Rama Tura, who was getting col ums of
newspaper publicity by nmaking di anonds out of |ess-val uabl e things.

The wormman had at first been thought to suffer froman ordinary fainting spell, but then it had
been di scovered that she did not respond to the usual reactions and stinul ants.

"There seens to be nothing organically wong," the |lunpish man explained. "To tell the truth, it



has me baffled."

From that point, the discussion went entirely technical, entering term nology which would have
been utterly Geek to an unversed |istener.

"I will exam ne her," Doc Savage sai d.

EXACTLY one hour and twenty-eight mnutes later, he was finishing a mcroscopic analysis of

spinal fluid, doing the work in the finely equipped | aboratory which was a part of the hospital.
The bronze man had as observers some half a dozen men, specialists in that |ine, who were seizing
an opportunity to observe a master at work.

Conpl eting his own examination, Doc Savage permitted each of the spectators to scrutinize the
extraction.

"You have seen this and the other tests," he said. "Wat do you nake of it?"

"Practically normal," one said.

"Exactly," the bronze man agreed. "According to all conventional tests, there is absolutely

not hing wong with the wonan."

One began, "Her heart and respirati on—

"Synptons,"” Doc told him "She breathes slowy because she is not noving, and her heart beat is
accelerated a trifle due to her nental state."

"Then you t hi nk—=

"Her trouble is entirely nental,"” Doc said. "At |least, the seat of it is in her brain."

"A nmental disorder—

"Not in the conventional sense," Doc replied. "Qur tests would have shown that. It is sonething
el se."

The bronze nman noved away fromthe m croscope.

"This woman was brought from Tenple Nava, | understand," he said. "She repeated ny nane, so | was
called. Is that right."

"Correct," he was told.

"Has any one tried to see her?"

"No one."

"I see."

A monment |ater, a snmall sound becane audible, a low, nellowtrilling, the pulsations of which ran
eerily up and down the nusical scale and seenmed to cone fromno definite spot.

Sorme of those present showed surprise. They did not know that this was the sound of Doc Savage, a
smal | unconsci ous thing which he did in nonents of nmental stress.

"You have sone thought?" asked one who had heard the sound before—t was the |unpish man—and knew
what it neant.

"l have," the bronze man admtted. "It is rather fantastic, but it is possible."
"Do you m nd explaining?" he was asked.
"The thing is hardly in keeping with nmedical theory," the bronze man said slowmy. "It is only a

theory, a rather wild one, based on studies which | once made in the Oient. If it is true, it is a
thing rather hideous to contenplate."

The listeners | ooked di sappointed.

"W will exanmine the woman again," Doc said.

They went into the remarkably white bedroom which had hel d the woman.

The mal e interne who had been attending the patient lay on the floor. It was plain to be seen

that he had been knocked over the head.

The worman was gone.

IT was nearly nightfall when Doc Savage crossed the ornate nodernistic |obby of the skyscraper

whi ch housed his New York headquarters and entered, through what appeared to be a section of wall
panel, his private el evator.

The conveyance lifted himwith terrific speed for a tine, then stopped so abruptly that the

bronze man continued upward a few i nches, then dropped back to the floor. He stepped out on the
eighty-sixth floor, and approached a plain door which bore, in small bronze lettering:

CLARK SAVAGE, JR

Bef ore Doc Savage reached the door, it opened wi thout visible aid—a mechani cal phenonenon which
was acconplished through the nedi um of radioactive discs in his pocket and a sensitive el ectroscope
connected to rel ays.

The opening of the door |let out sounds that resenbled a miniature riot.

"You'll eat the rest of that apple, or I'll skin you alive!" |abored a squeaky, enraged voice.
Chairs upset. Bl ows whacked. There were gasps, grunts, nuch puffing.

Doc wal ked in.

The conbatants were circling each other warily. Each had done sonme damage on the other. This

m ght have seened strange, in view of the fact that one was slender, |[ean of waist, while the other
was a two-hundred-and-si xty-pound col ossus who ni ght conceivably be m staken for a bull ape.

The sl ender man was "Ham " sonetinmes desi gnated as Brigadier General Theodore Marley Brooks,



cleverest | awyer and snappi est dresser ever turned out by Harvard.

The human ape was Lieutenant Col onel Andrew Bl odgett Mayfair, world-famed industrial chem st,
better known as "Monk."

These two were nenbers of a group of five remarkabl e nen who had | ong been associated with Doc
Savage in his renmarkabl e career of helping those in trouble and righting wongs.

To all appearances, Mnk and Ham were going through one of the nore violent stages of their

eternal quarrel. No one could recall one having spoken a civil word to the other, but it was only
occasionally that they came to bl ows.

"What now?" Doc Savage asked in a tone which showed no particular interest.

"This shyster!" Mnk jerked a thunb at Ham "He tried to feed Habeas another one of them apples
filled with pepper.”

"1"1l break Habeas of robbing ny coat pockets!" Hamgritted.

"You'll eat the apple yourself!" Mnk assured him

Habeas Corpus, object of the nél ée, was under a chair, |ong snout and enornous ears protruding.
Habeas's ears were so huge that it was doubtful if he could have gotten them under the chair w thout
difficulty. Habeas was Mnk's pet pig.

Doc Savage said, "Wwuld a little excitenent interest you fell ows?"

The abruptness with which Monk and Ham put aside their private quarrel was a give-away. Their
scrappi ng was nothing nore than a habitual anmusenent, even if it did seemthat they often earnestly
endeavored to murder each other.

DOC SAVAGE expl ai ned about the woman in the hospital, repeating exactly what he had been told.

"It is strange," Mnk nmuttered when the bronze man fini shed.

"It is," Doc agreed, "nore than that. Some one did sonmething to that woman, did sonething
horrible. Perhaps it was done to shut her nouth. It mght conceivably be done to kill her."

"What was it?" Monk asked. Monk had a small, childlike voice which sounded ridiculous for a being
of such honely bul k.

"Rather not say yet," Doc told him "In fact, it is doubtful if ny explanation could be put
clearly enough for you to exactly agree that the thing | think happened is possible."

"Um" said Mnk.

Ham murnured. "1 gather we are going to mix in this affair?"

"We are," Doc told him "Did you notice, until last night, various strange-Ilooking brown nen were
loitering in the streets about this building?"

"Huh?" Monk expl oded.

"They were," Doc said. "I watched themfor sonme tinme, secretly, but there was nothing to show
that they were observing us. They disappeared | ast night, about an hour after the time this wonman
was stricken at the gem maki ng séance of the nysterious Rana Tura."

Ham went over to the nassive inlaid table which was a part of the reception roomfurniture, and
pi cked up an innocent-|ooking bl ack cane. He separated this near the handle sufficiently to show
that it was in reality a sword cane.

"Brown nmen," he said. "Fromthe newspaper accounts, this Rama Tura is also a brown man."
"Exactly," Doc agreed.

"It begins to snmell like a shenanigan of sone kind," Mnk said, small-voiced.

MONK canme near not getting into Rama Tura's Tenpl e Nava jewel - maki ng séance that night, sinply
because he had garbed hinself, largely to disgust Ham as disreputably as he coul d.

His suit was a horrible, baggy-checkered thing which had been faded and burned by I aboratory
chem cal s during the course of his experinments. He had not shaved.

They had secured entrance cards indirectly, through wealthy persons whom Doc Savage knew. Monk
argued. Finally, he was adnmitted.

Ham had no troubl e whatever. Ham was his usual sartorial perfection. He wore full dress, and nore
than one nman with an eye for dress eyed himenviously. He carried his plain black sword cane.
They waited with the crowd at the el evators, and neither glanced through the door. Had they done
so, they m ght have seen Doc Savage in the crowd of curious who were not being adm tted.

The bronze man did not stand out fromthe crowd in his usual fashion. He wore a light, envel oping
topcoat, a snap brimhat and spectacles. He wal ked with a stoop. There was not enough light to show
the bronze col or of his skin.

Doc nmoved away fromthe vicinity, and shortly afterward, was probing into the back of a |arge,
plain roadster. Wen he left the machine, he had secured a netal box larger than a suitcase.

He went to the rear of the building which housed Tenpl e Nava. As he expected, it had a freight
entrance, which was deserted at this hour. The job of picking the ponderous |ock del ayed hi m sone
little tine.

He cl osed the door carefully behind him still carrying his nmetal case, and one of the freight

el evators carried himup to Tenple Nava. He operated the controls hinself.

The freight elevator adnmtted Doc into a rough corridor, which in turn gave into Tenpl e Nava.
There was a guard at the door, a |lean, swart man of Jondore.



He was standing where he could not see the freight elevators, and there was so nuch noise in
Tenpl e Nava—the jabbering of the crowd—that he had not heard the cage arrive.

Doc Savage noved through the darkness until he stood close to the | ookout. Then Doc set his
throat and chest muscles carefully. He had practiced ventriloquismuntil he was fairly adept. He
al so spoke the | anguage of Jondore, which was a rather common one in the Orient.

The | ook-out seened quite surprised when a guttural voice frominside the tenple seermed to call,
"You at the back door—ever here a nonent."

The guard wal ked away i n obedi ence to the summons. Doc ducked inside. Wen the guard returned,

| ooki ng baf fl ed, Doc Savage was on the stage which stood at one end of the tenple, but which Rama
Tura was not using for his present purpose. The stage was dark, deserted, with the curtains down.
Doc Savage clinbed with his netal box. A few minutes |ater he was high off the floor, crouched
precariously, cutting a round hole in the curtain.

He had tied the nmetal box to the perch with a stout cord, and now he opened it and drew out a
smal | cinema canmera which differed fromother cameras in that it had a |l ens of several times the
usual si ze.

Doc suspended this in front of the hole, lashing it there. It nade al nbst no noi se when he
started it. The filmmagazines were very |large, and would run nore than an hour, taking pictures
through a lens so fast that it would function in light little stronger than that given off by a
candl e.

Doc next cut a peephole for his own eye.

RAMA TURA was just beginning the discourse that preceded his performance, using the sanme trend of
statenments, if not the same words that he had enpl oyed the previous night.

Monk and Ham-Mbnk had nmanaged that—eccupi ed adjacent seats. As was to be expected, Rana Tura's
line of talk did not register on Ham It struck himas little better than the sales patter of a
street corner astrologer. Hamcurled a |ip.

"It seenms to appeal to the rest of these stuffed shirts,"
oughta like it."

Ham brought a foot down sharply on Mnk's instep. Ordinarily, Mnk would have suffered in

silence. This time he did not. He let out a baw of pain that caused at |east a dozen people to junp
out of their confortable chairs.

I mredi ately, two turbaned nen of Jondore approached Mnk, wearing di sapproving frowns.

"Gonna try to throw me out," Mnk surm sed.

"Hope they do," Hamreplied grinmy.

But the two nen of Jondore only took up a position near Monk and Ham and stood there.

Rama Tura went on with his nonol ogue. The white lights in the place had been switched off and red
ones turned on, lending a nore weird atnosphere.

Rama Tura was not quite on the point of calling for imtation gens to turn into genuine stones

when there was a conmotion across the tenple.

Four nen of Jondore, turbaned, appeared, bearing a stretcher on which was a formswathed in a

cloth which | ooked like a piece of the tenple drapery. The stretcher was carried toward the exit.
"A thousand pardons," intoned Rama Tura. "It is merely one who has fainted and will be taken to a
hospital ."

Monk gripped Hami's arm breathed, "Hey! They carried that fromback toward the stage! Doc was

back there."

"We had better look intoit," Hamsaid grinmy.

They craned their necks—and saw sonet hing. A naked mal e el bow was partially visible under the
drapery that covered the formon the stretcher. The skin of this el bow had a pronounced bronze tint.
"Doc!" Monk gul ped.

Both the honely chenmi st and the dapper | awyer arose and noved toward the door. They kept hands
close to their arnpits, where nestled little machine pistols which were charged with so-called
"mercy" bullets, slugs which produced qui ck unconsci ousness w t hout nmaki ng nore than m nor wounds.

9

Monk told himin a stage whisper. "You

THEY were not nol ested. They shoved into the elevator into which the stretcher had been taken.
O her than thenselves and the formon the stretcher, there were only the four nmen of Jondore.
Monk haul ed out his nachine pistol and waved it carel essly.

"Get 'emup!" he told the nmen of Jondore.

They glared at him But they lifted their hands.

Ham cl osed the el evator door, operated the controls so that the cage sank several floors, then
stopped it.

"Now we'l| see what has happened to Doc," he said grinmy.

He whi pped back the drapery.

The man on the stretcher was not Doc Savage, but a |ean-faced, wol fish Jondorean, and he held in
either hand a water pistol of the ordinary dinme store variety.

The instant he was uncovered, he pointed one water pistol at Ham the other at Mnk, and

ti ghtened down the triggers.



H ssing streans of some pungent, burning liquid hit Monk and Hamin the face, splattered,

vaporized. Too late, they junped backward. The stuff had blinded them agoni zi ngly.

Monk tried to use his nachine pistol. It nade an unearthly bullfiddl e roar. But Monk was unabl e

to see a target, and the slugs went wild. Then Monk fell down, groveling, as consciousness went from
him and Hamdid the sane thing a nonent |ater.

One of the nen of Jondore said dryly, in his own tongue, "it was said to us that they were foxes,

but they are indeed but puppies with pointed ears."

Monk's finger, tightening by sone unconscious reflex, caused his nachine pistol to noan briefly,
after which Monk becane quite still.

Chapter V. THE CAUTI QUS FOE

THE nmoan of Monk's machine pistol was by no neans a small sound, and it carried up the el evator
shaft, and nmuffled sonewhat, drifted into Tenple Nava, where Doc Savage heard it.

The bronze man had heard the first burst of the rapid-firer, and was already on his way to
investigate. The second burst hurried him

Coat collar turned up, hat down, stooping so as not to seemso tall, Doc whipped around the

fringe of the spectators, heading for the door. He did not expect to depart undetected, nor did he.
Rama Tura had sharp eyes. He saw Doc. For once, Rama Tura's dead face showed alarm He crackled a
few words in his dialect.

Tur baned nen of Jondore instantly converged on Doc. Doc qui ckened his pace. They raced to head
himoff. Doc picked up a chair, shied it at the first. The man upset.

A worman screaned. The tenple becane a bedlam Wth his fists, Doc dropped two assailants. A gun
went of f somewhere. A worman fell on the floor and tried to cram under chairs, squaw ing at the top
of her lungs, then fainted into silence.

Rama Tura was whooping in English.

"Thi eves!" he screaned. "This man stole sone of the jewels | have nade!"

It was a lie, pure and sinple, but it served the purpose of setting the detectives present, and
there were several, after Doc. Some of the officers drew guns.

Doc doubled Iow on the floor. He had a | ot of respect for the shooting of New York policenen. And
they did not know his identity.

Men were ahead of Doc, and there was a long thin Oriental rug on which they stood, and the bronze
man yanked this. He did not spill them but they were very busy for a few nonents keeping their

bal ance, and the bronze man got past them

He was in the front corridor now He knew the general |ayout of these buildings, how the

el ectrical wiring was brought up through a shaft, and branched off at each floor through power
boxes.

It took himonly a nonent to find the box and get it open. He unscrewed fuses, jerked sw tches

and the prem ses went dark.

The stairway was dark al so, down to the first |anding, where there was |light. He did not pause
there, but went on. Five flights down he paused, and thunmbed an el evator call button vigorously. The
cage cane shortly.

On the street, there was excitenment. |t centered about a policeman who wallowed in a spreading
puddl e of red on the sidewal k. It was not necessary to ask questions. Bits of excited talk told what
had happened.

Brown nen had dashed out carrying two unconscious captives—nk and Ham A policeman—the one on
the wal k—had tried to interfere. He had been shot in his chest for his pains.

The assailants had escaped in a car with their two captives.

Doc Savage ran for the spot where he had left his roadster. It was a little nore than possible
that he did not have rmuch time to | ose.

THERE were five nen in the group who ai ded Doc Savage, and each was an expert in some particul ar
prof ession, at which he worked during odd tines. Two of the five were absent from New York.

Col onel John "Renny" Renw ck, engineer, was in Germany, attending an international association of
engi neers conclave. WIIliam Harper "Johnny" Littlejohn, was also abroad, in Central Anmerica, heading
a bit of archaeol ogi cal research.

Maj or Thomas J. "Long Ton' Roberts was the only other of Doc's group in New York.

Doc's roadster was fitted with a short-wave radio transmitter and receiver. Long Tom Roberts, who
was an el ectrical expert of note, would probably be in his |aboratory, and would have a receiver
turned on, tuned to the wave length which Doc's outfit used, as a matter of course. Doc raised Long
Tomon the first call.

Long Tom had a rather quarrel sone voi ce.

"1'm packing," he said. "An electrical outfit made me a fat offer to go to South Anerica and
superintend sone construction. | stand to make fifty thousand out of it."

"Then you would not be interested in sone excitenent?" Doc queri ed.

"What ki nd?" Long Tom countered. The radi o | oudspeaker did not inprove the natural sourness of

hi s voi ce.



"Rama Tura, the jewel maker, has sonething up his sleeve," Doc said.

"Of course he has," Long Tomsnorted. "But let himtrimthe suckers. He's only going after the
rich ones."

"Rama Tura's men just seized Monk and Ham" Doc said. "There is also a matter of a woman to whom
sonet hi ng nysterious and terribl e happened, who kept calling ny name, and who has now di sappeared
rat her queerly."

"This electrical concern offered nme fifty thousand and a bonus," Long Tom sai d.

"All right," Doc said. "Take it."

"I will not," Long Tomsaid contrarily. "Were' Il | nmeet you?"

"Rama Tura's apartnent," Doc Savage said, and gave the address.

Where Rama Tura resided was no secret. The matter of the two nen killed in the attenpted jewel
robbery had spread that over the newspapers.

The subdued | obby of the Hotel Vincent, in which Rama Tura had been residing, was quiet and only
partially saturated with pale light when Doc Savage drove past. The bronze nman parked in a spot
where he could keep a watch on the place, and waited for Long Tomto appear.

A newsboy passed, crying his wares. Doc bought a late edition.

There was no nmention of the excitenent at Rama Tura's | atest jewel-nmaki ng séance, which was not
surprising, since it had occurred only a few mnutes ago. He gl anced over the paper. Two itens
caught his attention.

Except for a difference in nanes and addresses, they m ght have been identical.

Two men had been nmurdered. Both nmurders had been committed by robbers. Knives had been the death
weapons in each case. Both victins had been fairly wealthy. Both nen had been avid anmateur

phot ogr aphers.

DOC SAVAGE got out of his roadster, went to a tel ephone and called the detective agency which had
charge of issuing the tickets to Rama Tura's jewel -nmaki ng séances. The agency was a perfectly honest
one.

He requested the night operative on duty to check the Iist of persons to whom cards had been
issued for Rama Tura's previous night's performance.

Both nurdered nen were on the list of ticket recipients.

There was no definite proof, but it was possible that Rama Tura had taken neasures to see that
the pictures of his performance were never devel oped.

Doc Savage went back to his roadster. Long Tom should have arrived by now. He was not in

evi dence.

Long Tom's car was equipped with a radio. Doc, adjusting his own receiver, carefully, got the
carrier wave length of Long Toms transmitter distinctly. Evidently it was switched on. It did not
sound far away.

Doc tried repeatedly, but did not raise Long Tom Sonething, it seened, had happened to the
electrical wzard.

Doc Savage wal ked into the Hotel Vincent, strode across the dim enpty |obby, and noted that the
clerk seened to be asleep with head on the desk. Doc did not address him but wal ked around and
shook him

The clerk was evidently drugged. He was slightly disheveled, as if he had been held, and there
was a prick on his armwhere a hypo needl e had probably entered.

DOC made, with a pen, certain strange-looking marks on the desk blotter. These were hieroglyphics
of the ancient Mayans, and could be read by very fewmen in the civilized world. Long Tom coul d read
them having acquired the ability during the course of a certain Central American adventure.
Long Tom should he arrive, would be certain to see the synbols and know Doc was upstairs.
Scrutiny of the registration cards told Doc the floor of Rama Tura's suite. The bronze man went
to an elevator. The operator was slunbering inside—drugged. Doc ran the cage up hinsel f.

There was no sound outside the door of Rama Tura's suite. Doc tried the knob, found it unl ocked,
and wal ked in. The lights were burning. There was flame in the fireplace, rather | ow. The ashes
| ooked unnatural. Doc went over.

Docurment s had been burned recently in the fireplace, and the ashes mashed into nmllions of

i ndeci pherabl e fragments. No hope of |earning anything there.

Doc went on into the other roons. Dresser drawers were upset on the floor. Coat hangers were
strewn about opened cl oset doors. Everywhere were these signs of a hasty departure.

A wast ebasket hel d newspapers, w apping papers, bits of cord—and a crunpled ball of white cloth.
Doc got the cloth. It was a hospital frock, and bore the nane of the hospital from which the
nysteri ous wonman of the blue finger nails had escaped.

There was a danp spot on the gown, on one arm and it gave off a strong scent of toilet water.
In the bathroom a bottle of toilet water had been broken, and was still wet on the floor.

Doc Savage studied this fairly conclusive proof that the nysterious wonan had been in the suite
recently, then made another round of the place, found nothing of interest, and went downstairs.
The Hotel Vincent tel ephone operator occupied a small roomby herself, and was evidently not a



very energetic young wonan, because she was placidly reading, unaware that anything out of the
ordi nary had happened.

After a little argument, Doc got a |look at her call charge slips. Since every call nmade by a
guest was charged for at ten cents each, a record was kept.

One call had been made from Rana Tura's suite that night. It was timed | ess than an hour
previously. Doc studied the nunber, made his small, fantastic trilling sound briefly, while the
operator gaped wonderingly, then called the same nunber hinself.

He got the office of a transcontinental air line. There happened to be an alert young nman on the
desk, and he distinctly remenbered a call at the time Doc mentioned.

It had been nade by a voice with a distinctly foreign accent, and the inquirer had desired to
know whet her the plane due in from San Franci sco at mdnight carried as a passenger one, Kadir
Li ngh.

"Naturally, we do not give out such information," said the young man at the air line office.

Doc Savage made his identity known, and requested speech with an official of the concern who
happened to know hi s voi ce.

"What about this Kadir Lingh?" he asked, when he was sure of getting the information.

"Kadir Lingh is aboard the mdnight plane," Doc was told. "Not only that, but we have a request
fromthe American government to show himevery courtesy. It seens that Kadir Lingh is the ruler of
sone country in the Orient."

"He is the N zam of Jondore," Doc Savage replied. "Jondore happens to be a province, under
British protectorate, with a population only a little snaller than the United States. Should
sonet hi ng happen to Jondore, it is pretty logical to think the sanme thing would happen to the rest
of the Far East."

"What makes you say that?" the other asked curiously.

Doc Savage hung up without answering.

NO one around the Hotel Vincent knew anything about the exodus of Rama Tura's retinue, so Doc
Savage | eft the place.

The bronze man's roadster was fitted with spare equi pment for al nost any energency, including a
length of electric wire and a trouble |anp.

Qut of the wire he inprovised a sinple radio |oop aérial. H's receiving set was especially
sensitive to directional |oop reception when certain termnals were used.

He tuned in on Long Toms transmitter. Then he drove toward it. This was no sinple task, since

the presence of large buildings at times conpletely distorted the |oop indications.

Long Tomi's car stood in a dark side street, askew of the sidewal k, one wheel smashed off, the
radiator partially caved in by a tel egraph pole. Water still drooled fromthe radiator.

A few spectators were staring sleepily. Doc's questioning elicited word that no one knew what had
caused the weck or what had happened to the occupant of the car. The nmachine had sinply been found.
Doc circled the nachine. His identity becane known and several persons began to whi sper excitedly
and point himout. He carefully paid no attention to this. He had never become so blasé that public
attention did not enmbarrass him It was for this reason that he avoi ded the public eye whenever
possi bl e.

Fi nding nothing in or on the nmachine, he withdrew and circled the spot, still continuing his
scrutiny. The crowd foll owed hi mwonderingly, still whispering.

Fifty feet down the street, Doc found a smear of danpness on the pavenent which, when he turned a
light upon it closely, had a distinct reddish cast. Seepage froma wound! And it had been wi ped up.
It was very fresh.

Whet her the stain had been nade by fluid fromLong Tonmis body, or not, there was no way of

telling. But sonething had certainly happened to Long Tom Roberts, the electrical w zard.

Doc Savage went to his roadster and consulted the dash clock. It was ten m nutes past m dnight.

He knew his own driving ability.

H s best effort would not get himto the airport in time to neet the mdni ght plane from San

Franci sco in which Rana Tura had been interested—the plane bearing Kadir Lingh, potentate of
Jondore.

But there was always the chance the plane mght be late.

Chapter VI. MJRDER ON THE LOCSE

PGSSI BLY because |land is somewhat appallingly expensive in the vicinity of New York Gty, and
because aviation in its infancy had not the funds of a Mdas to expend, rather cheap sites were
frequently selected for airports.

Cheap | and neant | and away from other habitation, frequently in or near a marsh. The airport used
by the transcontinental line in which Doc Savage was interested was in such a location, and it was
surrounded by brushl and.

Doc Savage was half a mile away fromthe airport when he heard the shooting. There were four
nmeasured shots that might have come froma revolver. Then sonething that sounded |ike a shotgun went
off. A man shrieked. Al of these noises were sufficient to carry over the idling of a plane engine.



Doc Savage bore down heavily on the accel erator. The heavy roadster began to cover ground in a
slightly eerie manner. Doc kept a close watch, half expecting to neet a machine or machines, but
not hi ng appeared and he swerved into the airport.

There was much excitenent. Men ran across the tarmac from various directions, converging on the
hangars. The floodlights were on. At least two bodies lay in their glow. Doc ran forward.
"Damed gang rai ded the m dnight plane!" he was told. "After one of the passengers."”

"They get hin?" Doc asked.

"Heck no. The passenger had a bodyguard. Boy, you never saw such shooting."

"Who got killed?"

"The assistant pilot, poor sap. He tried to be a hero. The other stiff is one of the raiders.
Shot t hrough the thinking box."

Doc Savage nodded, asked, "Any one el se?"

"Sure," said the inforner. "The guy they are questioning."

"Who is he?"

"Anot her one of the raiders. Man, did he get it! One of the passenger's bodyguards sw ped him
with a knife, right across the |anps. Fixed 'emboth."

"Put his eyes out?"

"You said it."

"Where is the passenger and his bodyguard?"

"Ski pped. Grabbed a car and chased the other birds. Stole a hack froma poor driver to do it."
The informant could give information precisely and quickly.

"How | ong have they been gone?" Doc demanded.

"Long enough so that you can't catch 'em Five mnutes ago. These Long |sland roads go every
which way."

Doc Savage considered briefly.

"Do not let it be known that | amhere," he directed. "But tell whoever is in charge that | want
to see himprivately."

"o K"

THE menber of the raiding party who had been | eft behind was horribly blinded, thanks to the

kni fe cut which he had sustai ned across the eyes.

The bl ade had all but separated his eyeballs as a sharp knife would a pair of apples. He was

moani ng and bl ubbering and it was quite certain he would never | ook upon the world again.

The airport attendant stood around and | ooked sorry, for it was a pitiful thing.

They m ght not have | ooked so sorry had they known this man who was blinded was the same one who
had pursued the Ranee the night before and had so callously killed a taxi driver, sinply because the
poor fellow had known the Ranee was endeavoring to get to Doc Savage. He was a cold slayer and he
had probably gotten | ess than he deserved.

They were trying to question him The man noaned and bl ubbered and screamed. The questioners were
not experts enough on wounds to know the man was suffering no very intense pain as yet, and that he
was setting up a how to nake it seemhe was in no shape to answer questions.

The questioning had gotten nowhere when a rasping, coarse voice said fromthe door:

"The first man who npbves won't nobve again!"

Every one spun. Wat they saw inspired neither mirth nor a wish to nove too quickly. There was a
man in the door, shrouded in a black raincoat, an aviator's helmet and mask. He held two revolvers
as huge as any one present had ever seen.

"Get your hands up!" the newconer snarled. "Back against the wall, then turn around."

They did so and he searched them Such weapons as he found, he smashed on the concrete floor,
after unl oadi ng them

He wal ked over and grabbed the blinded nman by an arm

"I"'mgettin' you outta this, buddy!" he growled. "Let's blow"

They went out swiftly, the nasked man guiding the blinded one.

"Stick in here five mnutes and be healthy," advised the masked man to those |eft behind.

One pilot did not take the advice, and thrust his head out, with the result that a gun banged and
pl aster junped off the stucco wall well above his head. Every one renmined out of sight after that,
and they heard a car go noaning away into the night.

The masked man drove the car furiously, hit the main highway, swing left, took the first right
turn, and held the machi ne at seventy.

Later, he turned into a wi nding | ane which crossed the island and sl owed the pace, on the
principle that nothing is nore suspicious than a car traveling at an unnatural speed.

The blinded man had been silent with his agony, but now he spoke.

"Thanks, pal," he said. "Wo are you?"

The masked man sai d not hi ng.

"You done ne a turn," grunbled the blinded one. "Any reason why we can't knock oursel ves down to
each ot her?"

"No reason," said the masked man. "How s the | anps?"



"Not bad," said the other. "Take a gander at 'em wll you."

The masked man stopped the car, renpved the energency bandage and scrutinized the sliced
eyebal | s. There was not the renote chance of the eyesight being saved

"What cha t hi nk?" the blinded man gul ped eagerly.

"Coul d be worse," said the other

"Sure. |I'll be up and lookin' at the dames in a week." The sightless one settled back on the
cushions with a sigh. "Say, wher’'d you cone fron? | don't know that voice."
"New man," said the other. "I just mxed up init."

"Hot stuff, what?"

"You said it."

"Think it's worth the troubl e?"

"Sure thing. Biggest the world has seen."”

"You mnmust know nore about it than | do," said the blind man. "I don't even know what it's al
about . "

"It's big," said, the nasked nman dryly.

THE car went over a stretch that needed repavi ng, bucking and swayi ng, the headlights junping up
and down far ahead. The engine ran quietly, however, and the springs did not need oiling

"You on the pay roll?" the masked man asked curiously. "Or do you get a share?"

"Pay roll. You?"

"Sanme. Who hired you?"

"Quy nanmed Kadir Lingh," grunted the blinded man

"Hmmml" the other said explosively. "That's funny. Kadir Lingh was the bird who canme in on the
pl ane tonight, the lad you fellows were to get."

The other was hol ding his eyes and wi ncing

"That is funny," he munbled. "We only had his description. We were to grab himand take himto
the guy who hired us. Only it didn't go off."

The car sailed over a very steep hill in easy high gear

"Describe the man who hired you," requested the driver

The blinded man woul d miss his eyes. He had been very observant. True, he had a character easy to
describe, for he was painting a word picture of the nmaker of jewels, Rama Tura

The masked man | aughed shortly when the description ended

"That," he said, "is Rama Tura, the nman who nakes di anonds and other jewels out of pebbles and
imtation jewels."

"He hired you?"

"I left him" said the masked man, "not nore than an hour ago."

"l don't understand it," munbled the one who did not have his eyes. "He said he was named Kadir
Li ngh, and that he was the big-shot in some province in or around India."

"Rama Tura is a slick egg," advised the pilot of the car. "No doubt he told you he was Kadir

Li ngh so that the police would | ook for the wong nman in case they caught you and you tal ked."

"I wouldn't talk."

"Sure, sure. Rama Tura, naker of jewels, just wasn't taking any chances."

The blinded man groaned. "I wonder what the whol e gane is?"
"Don't you know?" the masked one expl oded
"Heck no. | was told it was big, and that it would mean mllions of dollars and involve nost of

Asia before it was over. That's everything | know. Rama Tura, if that's really who hired nme, don't
tell much."

"How did he cone to contact you?"

"Ch, | belong to a nob that does little jobs," said the blinded man. "It wouldn't be hard for a
guy who wanted a job done to hear of us. The boss—Rama Tura—had sone of them guys he brought from
Jondore, but he needed sonme Anericans to kinda help out. That's where we cane in."

"That," queried the masked man, "is all you know?"

There was sonet hi ng queer about his voice. It had changed, changed remarkably. It was not at al
like it had been a nmoment ago. The blinded nman realized that

"Say!" he expl oded. "Who are you, anyway? \Wat's your nane?"

"Doc Savage," said the nasked nan

Chapter VII. SUSPICl ONS

DOC SAVAGE, having learned disgustingly little by his role of pretended rescuer of the blinded

man, drove into the city and directly to a concern which nade a busi ness of supplying anbul ances for
| ong haul s

He delivered the blinded man to them along with an order for a doctor, and certain instructions
Then he nade a | ong-di stance tel ephone call

The sightless one would then be taken upstate, where another anbul ance would neet the first, and
the patient would be transferred. That was the last his old haunts woul d ever hear of the patient
The fell ow woul d go, as a matter of fact, to an institution which Doc Savage maintained in the



nmount ai ns, an el aborate place, where the man's brain would be operated upon in such a delicate
manner that all menory of his past would be w ped out, after which he would receive a course of
training in upright citizenship, and learn a trade by which he could make a living w thout his eyes
Doc Savage had maintained this unique "college" for a long tinme, and its exi stence was known to

al nost no one outside the specialists who worked there, and Doc's group of aides

Even the "graduates" were delivered in such a manner that they did not know where it was. No
"graduate" had ever been known to return to crooked ways.

Returning to his skyscraper headquarters, Doc Savage found that the device which recorded al

tel ephone calls during his absence held an unpl easant and shocki ng nessage. The nechani cal device on
the tel ephone consisted of a phonographi c device which said, through a |oud-speaker, "This is a
mechani cal robot in Doc Savage's office which will record for his attention any nessage you care to
speak, " after which the communication of the caller was placed on another record

There were really two calls of inportance

The first was fromthe hospital to which Doc Savage had gone to visit the woman who had

di sappeared, and it advised that three men—the two doctors and the interne who had attended the
wonman—had been found with knives sticking in their hearts

The bronze man made his weird, small trilling sound for some nonments after he heard that, and the
note was as chill, as eerie as a frigid wind trickling through the frozen pillars of some polar ice
field. For once, it was not pleasant to hear

First the men who had taken pictures. Now the doctors and the interne

Rama Tura was wi ping out every one who might possibly have | earned anything about him

The second inportant call was in the dead voice of Rama Tura

"Long Tom Mnk and Ham wi sh to send you a nessage,"” the nechani smhad recorded Rana Tura as
saying. "They say that they do not think you will or should accede to a certain demand which | am
going to nake. But first, let ne prove that | have them"

Fol I owi ng that, Haml's voice said, "Doc, they're planning— after which his voice ended suddenly,

as if a hand had been sl apped over his nmouth. Then came Long Tonmi s sour voice, not speaking words
but renmonstrating angrily close to the tel ephone transmtter. It sounded as if he were being abused
It was apish, stupid-Iooking Monk who nade best use of the opportunity. He spoke Mayan, and said
"See a man called Kadir Lingh— before he was shut off violently.

"l do not believe they had tine to tell you anything of value,"” Rama Tura's |lifeless voice
continued. "It was necessary to |let you know they were with ne."

The voi ce might have been comi ng froma phonograph which was incapable of registering tona

di fferences

"You see," Rama Tura said, "within the next twelve hours, you will receive a box. This box wll

be a rem nder to attend to your own business. It will contain the head of one of these friends of
yours."

THE bronze man's features held no visible enotion as he put the recordings aside and set the
machine for future operation. That did not nean, however, that he was unconcerned

There was a grimspeed in his nmovenents as he passed into an adjacent room which held a
scientific library of great conpl eteness, thence into his unusual |aboratory.

From a cabi net he took a vest which consisted of a light, bulletproof chain mail, to which was
attached rows of small pockets, these padded so that, once the vest was donned, its presence was
hardly noticeabl e. The pockets held i nnunmerabl e gadgets which, on occasion, served for sone rather
strange uses

The bronze man left his headquarters this tinme by descending in the speed el evator to the
basenment |evel, and stepping into a passage which | ed sonme scores of yards to a netal door that
admtted into the Broadway subway tunnel. He wal ked, crowding aside as trains passed, to the nearest
station, and fromthere took a taxi

There was quiet in the vicinity of the building housing the Tenple Nava. Police guards were gone
fromin front, although a few curious loitered quietly in the |obby, talking. No brown nen of
Jondore were in evidence

Doc Savage went up to Tenple Nava exactly as he had earlier in the night, using the freight
elevator in the rear

The Tenpl e Nava had a di shevel ed aspect. Rama Tura apparently had not gone on with his

j ewel - maki ng séance after the excitenent. Chairs were upset and scattered about

Doc Savage noved back to the stage, alert, and clinbed to where he had | eft the notion picture
canera. It was still in the obscure hiding place, sensitive lens through the curtain

Producing a flashlight which spiked a streamof intense white light scarcely thicker than a
pencil, Doc went over the canera

What he found did not seemto satisfy him He clanbered down, and studied the floor beneath, and
exam ned the filmof dust, microscopic in places, on the braces and struts

Sorme one had clinbed to the canera, other than hinself

He renoved the camera with the greatest of care, not opening it, not even touching it, but
wapping it in a tapestry which he yanked fromthe wall



Twenty minutes later, he had the canera under a strong X ray in his |aboratory

The fil m nagazi ne was enpty. Watever had been phot ographed woul d serve no purpose, for Rama Tura
or his men had obviously taken the film

Certain of the fastenings and hand grips on the canera seened to bear a thin coating of oil. It

m ght have seeped fromthe mechani sm

Doc Savage used chemicals to analyze the oil film It was a potent toxic and an acid in
solution—the acid to burn the skin and adnmit the poison into the system

Touchi ng the stuff woul d have been an excellent bid for death

Doc went over the canera for finger prints, and was not surprised at finding none

GO NG back into the reception room Doc Savage used the tel ephone. His first call was to the
police, an inquiry as to whether any trace had been found of Kadir Lingh, ruler of Jondore, who had
managed to escape the reception at the airport. There was some news.

The taxicab seized by Kadir Lingh and his bodyguard had been found in Brooklyn, deserted except
for one brown nman, probably a Jondorean, who had been sitting in the back seat, suffering the
unavoi dabl e after effects of a bullet through the brain

The police official had an additional word.

"This fellow Rama Tura has dropped out of sight," he said. "W wanted to question hi mabout that
fracas at Tenple Nava tonight, and about the two all eged robbers who were killed in his apartnent.
He has checked out of his diggings. No one has an idea where he went."

Doc gave courteous thanks and hung up

THE recordi ng devi ce showed no calls during the bronze man's absence at Tenpl e Nava, which was

good evi dence that Mnk, Ham and Long Tom had not escaped

Doc now proceeded to nmake a series of tel ephone calls. He got sone sharp answers from persons who
did not like the idea of being aroused at this hour of the night. Sinple statement of his identity,
however, was in each case sufficient to stemthe conplaints

Monk' s pet pig, Habeas Corpus, was in Doc Savage's office. During the tel ephoning, the porker

came out of the library, where he had been staying, and stood and eyed Doc Savage intently, grunting
several times in a vague way.

The shote gave every evidence of becom ng concerned about Mnk's continued absence. Doc

interrupted his tel ephoning to give Habeas an apple, which the dimnutive porker ignored

From an executive of the Better Business Bureau, Doc Savage secured the infornation he was

seeking. It is one of the purposes of Better Business Bureaus to investigate unusual enterprises and
ascertain, if possible, whether they are fakes designed to gyp some one. Rama Tura and his fantastic
j ewel - maki ng séance had not escaped this one

"It is, of course, incredible that the jewels are being nade by hocus pocus," the executive of

the bureau told Doc. "But the jewels produced are unquestionably genui ne. Hard-headed buyers have
pai d enornous suns for sonme of them One third of the nobney goes to Anerican charity, and the other
two thirds to a charity in Jondore."

"That," Doc said quickly, "is what interests nme. What about this charity in Jondore?"

"It is a fund to be admi nistered by prom nent persons in Jondore," the other explained

"Has the noney been sent to Jondore?"

"No. We took care of that."

"What do you nmean?" Doc denanded

"W suggested that the noney be kept here in the United States for a few weeks, until it was

quite certain that Rama Tura had a legitimate right to sell those jewels," said the Better Business
Bur eau man

"Your theory was that they m ght be stolen jewels which Rama Tura was di sposi ng?"

"Exactly."

"It is hardly likely they are stolen jewels," Doc said. "Stones the size of those Rama Tura has
been producing have a character all of their own, even if recut. Had they been stolen, sone one
woul d have recogni zed them"

"Well, where in the devil are they com ng fron?" the other demanded. "I don't know how Rama Tura
does that ball of fire stunt. But dammed if |'mgullible enough to think he stands there and nakes
di anonds. "

Doc Savage asked, "Where is the two thirds of the Jondore proceeds?"

"In cash in the Oriental National Bank," said the man fromthe Better Business Bureau

" Cash?"

"Yes."

"\ 2"

"Darned if | know It's in a safety-deposit box, or rather, a whole series of boxes. | saw it

mysel f."

"Rat her a strange business
"You said it."

They term nated the conversation

Doc Savage said dryly



Doc Savage nmade arrangerments to have a heavy police guard placed over the Jondore charity funds
in the Oriental National Bank. This was sinply acconplished, since the bronze man held a high
honorary conmi ssi on.

Wi | e Doc Savage was still talking about that matter, the second of his bank of tel ephones—he had
several —fang. He picked up the instrunent.

"I think," said a voice in alnost unnaturally precise English, "that you mght save ny life if
you care to hurry."

Doc denanded. "Just what is the idea?"

"I amthe Nizam Kadir Lingh, of Jondore," said the precise voice. "I amat present holding them
off. But | shall not be able to acconplish this nuch |onger."

Quite distinctly over the tel ephone wire cane the bang of several shots, followed by two nore
much closer to the transmtter.

"Were are you?" Doc asked.

"l was too busy getting here to notice," said the other.

"What can you see from your w ndows?" Doc questi oned.

There were two nore shots.

"l amin a boathouse," said the man. His voice was calm "I cannot see anything but woods and the
occasional flash of a gun and the car which | abandoned. "

Doc suggested, "Look out on the water and see what you observe."

Anot her shot .

"l see a green light," said the man. "It flashes once every ten seconds. There is a white |ight
beyond it which blinks about once every second. Perhaps you could | ook at a chart—=

"I will be right out," Doc said.

DOC SAVAGE was a disciple of the theory that the various abilities of the human ani mal, nenory
anmong ot her things, can be devel oped by careful practice and concentration.

For this reason, he took two full hours of various exercises daily, and had taken them since

chil dhood. These exercises were renarkabl e and covered not only the building of his physical body,
but the devel opment of sight, hearing, touch, olfactory organs, and the rest.

There was al so a routine for menory, although perhaps the nore inportant side of the nmenory
training was back in the bronze man's childhood. In the cradle stage, he had been broken of
forgetting things, just as other children are broken of the thunb-sucking habit.

Fromthe very date of his birth, the bronze man had been trained for the strange career which he
now f ol | oned.

That expl ai ned how he knew, w thout consulting a marine chart, that there was a ten-second green
bl i nker and a one-second white blinker in Long Island Sound off H gh Point.

H gh Point was a spot unpopular with suburbanites, due to the fact that there was a narsh to the
west of the high ground, a snmelly marsh which nade Hi gh Point a nal odorous place when the wi nd was
in certain directions.

The road was bad. Doc's roadster pitched, swayed and jarred, despite its excellent springing.
There was a heavy dew, and that made the road slippery, for it was asphalt.

Doc kept the car's radio tuned to the wave I ength of the police broadcasting system |Iistening
for anything that mght be inportant. There were innunerable reports of fights, prow ers, and
suspected burglars, a nunber of |ost persons. Follow ng, there was a |ist of stolen cars.

The bronze man seened to pay themno particular attention, and made no note, yet, hours later, he
woul d be able to recall any of the stuff that he m ght find useful.

He found sone of it useful when he neared Hi gh Point.

There was a car in the ditch. A roadster, it looked as if it had tried a turn too fast and

ski dded. Both front wheels were snmashed and the radi ator was back around the engine. Doc | ooked at
the license tags.

The car had been reported in the police broadcast as stolen that night.

The engine was still warm There was one bullet hole in the rear of the body, two nore through
the gl ass. Doc Savage |left his roadster, glided into the brush, and worked forward w t hout nuch
noi se.

He found a dead man. The fell ow was brown; a vol um nous turban lay beyond, as if it had fallen
of f his head when he went down. He had been shot in the back.

A gun went off somewhere ahead. Echoes ronpled hollowy through the darkness.

Doc whi pped forward. The dew was very heavy. Wen he di sturbed bushes, it showered down on him
He heard anot her shot, nuch cl oser.

Doc circled widely so as to approach the scene of the shooting, not fromthe road, but along the
beach. It was the direction fromwhich a new arrival would | east be expected.

There were several shots in quick succession. The flash was no nore than fifty feet fromthe
bronze man.

Doc waited. The gunman was shooting at what, in the noonlight, seened to be a boathouse. A nonent
later, a replying shot came fromthe structure. Doc waited a bit |onger. There were no nore shots.
He reared up and advanced.



H s advance was renarkably silent—until he encountered the unexpected. A bush to the left gave a

noi sy shake. Doc knew instantly that the gunman had been canny enough to tie a string fromone shrub
to another by way of guaranteeing a warning should any one try to stalk himfromthe rear.

The gunman heaved up. He | ooked thin and gigantic in the noonlight. He had a rifle. It let out

noi se and fire without comng to his shoul der.

DOC SAVAGE got down in tine to let the bullet pass. Wiile the shot echoes still whooped, he
rolled, got the string into which he had noved, and broke it, retaining one end. Then he craw ed
rapidly to the left.

Silence fell. A gun smashed fromthe boathouse. That comption di ed. Waves nade noi se on the
near by beach.

Doc jerked the string. It fluttered the bush. The gunman, excited, cut |oose with three shots.
Doc jerked the string and the bush nmade much noi se, and the gunman cut | oose again, after which he
coul d be heard clicking the nagazine out of his rifle. He was rel oadi ng.

Doc thunbed on his flashlight, hurtling forward as he did so.

The beam di scl osed a | ean brown man who had been one of Rana Tura's assistants at the

j ewel - maki ng séance earlier in the night.

He goggled briefly into the light, let out a squawk, spun, and tried to run and reload his rifle
at the sane tine. It was the wi sest thing he could have done under the circunstances.

He m ght even have succeeded, except that a single shot smacked from the boat house, after which
the man gave a rabbit hop, hit squarely on his head and went on over in a sonersault an acrobat
woul d have envied, ran a dozen paces, then fell flat on the wet grass and did not nove afterward.
Doc made only the briefest of exami nations. The man in the boathouse had killed the fell ow
There was noi se of a door being unbarred over at the boathouse. A rather snall nman cane out.
"Careful!" Doc called.

"There were only three of them" said the small man. "I got the other two."

He cane up.

"I," he added, "am Kadir Lingh, a Nizam although | may not look it."

Chapter VIII. THE NI ZAM S STORY

"A Nl ZAM " Doc Savage said, "is the equivalent of a king."

The small man showed white teeth in the noonlight.

"The equival ent of nmore than a king, with the king business what it is today," he replied
cheerfully. "But | trust that will not enbarrass you."

Doc turned the light on him He was attired in a business suit which nust have cost several
hundred dollars. Even the sartorially perfect Ham had never worn anything to exceed it.

The man had shoved a turban inside his coat and now he drew this out and pulled it on. On the
front of the turban was an eneral d which |ooked as if it mght be as valuable as a di anond of
equi val ent si ze.

"Just how did you cone to call me," Doc asked dryly.

"Ten days ago, in Jondore, | got a cable fromthe Ranee, w dow of nmy dead brother, the Son of the
Tiger, former Nizam of Jondore," the man said. "The contents of that cable caused nme to nmake what
you nmust admt was a remarkably quick trip to New York.

"Arriving tonight, | was met with a rather violent reception. | had nmuch trouble, and ny
bodyguards were all killed. | ended up in that boathouse, after having wecked a car which |
appropriated. There was a tel ephone. | had heard of you."

"Heard of me where?" Doc denmanded.

"Jondore," said the other. "You have quite a reputation."”

The man was hi ghly educated. He spoke English easily, rather than in the bookish, stilted manner
common to educated foreigners.

Doc asked him "Were are the men who pursued you?"

"Their bodies?" The other gestured. "Over here."

They were two of Ramm Tura's satellites, and they were quite dead, one behind a tree, the other
back of a bush. Both had been shot.

"l amnot a bad marksman," said the small man in the turban.

Doc Savage replied nothing, but thought of the running man who had been shot. The bullet was in
the fellow s brain, and some peculiarity of reflex had kept himgoing for a bit after he was struck.
The turbaned man queried anxiously, "Do you think | shall have trouble with the American police
over this?"

Doc seened to consider.

"It mght not be necessary that they know, " he said.

"l see," smled the other. "Wat they do not know will not hurt them Thank you."

"Do you," Doc demanded, "know what this is all about?"

The smal|l man nodded. "Everything."

Doc said, "Mnd telling nme?"

"lI," said the small man, "am supposed to be the richest individual in the world. You have heard,



of course, that the richest man in the world is not Rockefeller, Ford or Mellon, but is the—=

"Ni zam of Jondore," Doc said.

"So you knew it."

"It has been in the newspapers. |t has been nentioned in nmagazine articles."

"Did the reading matter state in what formthe wealth was kept?" the turbaned man demanded.

"CGold and jewels," Doc replied. "Mstly jewels."

"Very accurate,”" the other agreed. "The fortune is sonmething of a ruling famly affair, inherited
fromone generation to the next. My brother, the dead Nizam known as the Son of the Tiger, was the

| ast possessor. Mnd you, | say the last."
"Meani ng?"
"Meani ng that the fortune, sone billions of dollars, has vanished into thin air."

DOC SAVAGE was silent. He mi ght have been digesting the information; he m ght have been studying
the character of the other.

"There has been nothing in the newspapers of this," he rem nded.

"Naturally not," said the informant. "And for sone very good reasons. First, the fortune is to a
certain extent a synmbol of my prestige over nmy people. Should it become known that | had lost it, |
natural ly woul d not be thought such a remarkable fellow. There are certain tribesmen in Jondore who

are all too willing to junmp on the Nizam at the slightest excuse."
Doc Savage began searching the followers of Ranma Tura who were dead in the vicinity. He found
nothing in pockets. The small, dark man bobbed al ongside, tal king rapidly.

"The jewels and gold were kept in ny palace in Jondore, in nodern vaults and under heavy nilitary
guard," he said. "The stuff sinply disappeared."”

"Quards bribed?" Doc suggested.

"Unlikely. They were the royal guard of the Nizam A Jondorean would rather belong to that than
be the chief of a tribe of his own." The turbaned man smiled slightly. "W have al ways arranged for
menbers of the guard to be treated as princes, for the very good psychol ogical reason that it nakes
themlike their jobs."

Doc Savage began stripping outer garments fromthe dead Rana Tura foll owers.

"What about the thieves entering the vaults?" he asked. "They use cutting torches or explosive?"
"They used nothing as far as we can see,"” said the small man. "The vaults were intact—and enpty.
That is somewhat incredible, because only one living man knows the conbi nations."

"Who is that?"

"Mysel f."

Doc Savage was taking shoes, trousers, coats and turbans fromthe slain Jondoreans. He turned
each garnent inside out and rolled it separately, then tied themall together with a | ength of
sil ken cord.

"The Ni zam Son of the Tiger, ny brother who died, knew the conbination," continued the alert
dark man. "Before his death, he gave it to nme."

"Your brother, the previous N zam died naturally?" Doc queri ed.

"He was shot," said the other, "by a fell ow who has al ways been a source of trouble in Jondore."
"Rama Tura?" Doc asked.

"Rama Tura it was." The turbaned nman blinked. "But how did you know?"

BY the time they had reached Doc Savage's skyscraper headquarters, the bronze man had al so

expl ai ned about the Ranee.

"Wl you describe that wonman again," requested Doc's conpani on.

The bronze man did so.

"That," declared the turbaned man, "is undoubtedly ny brother's w dow, the Ranee."

Doc Savage had the bundl e of clothing which he had noved fromthe slain nen, and he deposited
this in the laboratory. Then he cane back into the library and began gl ancing through scrapbooks of
newspaper cli ppings.

There were hundreds of these. Doc did not prepare them They were furnished by an agency which
was in that business. They covered every political devel opnent reported by the press of the world,
anong ot her things.

Doc found a picture. He conpared it with the visage of the nman he had found in the boat house on
Long Island Sound. The | egend bel ow t he picture said:

The New Ni zam of Jondore

The smal |, dark man cane over, glanced at the picture, and showed his amazingly white teeth in a
quick smle.
"You are cautious, and there is a saying that the cautious tiger lives long," he nurnmured. "It is

not a bad |ikeness of ne, do you think?"

"Not bad," Doc said and put the clipping vol ume away.

The bronze man went back into the | aboratory. He took off his coat and donned a rubber frock and
rubber gl oves, then pulled on a hood which had very large goggles built into it. Before going to
wor k, he asked one questi on.



"What is behind all of this?"

The other seemed surprised. "But it is sinple. Rama Tura stole the jewels. He is disposing of
them "

"l suspect," Doc told him "that there is nuch nore to it than that."

Since Doc Savage's life was devoted to the strange pursuit of righting wongs and puni shing
evil doers, he had devoted nmuch tine to the study of detective nethods.

He had originated scientific procedures of his own, some of which had been adopted by police
departments, but many of which were a bit too conplicated for universal use.

Anong ot her things, he had perfected a el ectro-spectroscopic analysis contrivance which, in the
course of a very few seconds, would give himthe chenical elenents conposing al nbpst any given
substance. This device further nore had the advantage of being able to handl e particles of

m croscopi ¢ smal | ness.

Doc spent al nost an hour on the garments taken fromthe slain nen.

"l should think," said the turbaned man, "that you would be worried over your three aides, Long
Tom Monk and Ham "

"I am" Doc Savage said quietly. "And | am doi ng everything possible to find them"

AFTER t he hour had passed, the bronze man knew much about the clothing. He knew where the cotton
had been grown, what mlls had woven the garnents, what clothing concern had nade them But to find
where they had been sold would take tine and m ght conceivably be val uel ess.

In each garnent, there was dust. Doc concentrated on that. There was nore than one kind of dust.
The ordinary street variety, Doc dism ssed.

There was a peculiar whitish dust. He put it under a strong microscope, studied it, then

consul ted geol ogic charts. In the | aboratory storeroomwere thousands of tiny phials holding ores,
rock sanples, soils, clays. All were | abeled. Doc consulted these al so.

The dust came froma rock strata that underlay by some thirty feet the downtown east side of New
York City.

Doc Savage tel ephoned, got a man out of bed, and | earned there was a buil ding under construction
on the east side. A huge, slumclearance project, it was now in the excavation stage.

"You will stay here," Doc told his turbaned visitor.

The other blinked. "Wy?"

"Rama Tura's nmen are quartered somewhere near that excavation," the bronze man said. "Oherw se,
the dust would not be in their clothing, even the inside of their garments, in such quantity. It has
been dry, very dusty weather for excavating."

The other nodded, murnmured, "Truly you amaze ne," and seenmed content to remain behind.

DOC SAVAGE stripped off the rubber |aboratory snmock and hood and gl oves. He substituted certain
small containers for others in the pockets of his unusual vest. He drew on his coat.

"You shoul d understand you will be virtually a prisoner here," he said. "The door has no | ock,
and will only open, thanks to a certain nechanical device, for nyself and ny nmen."
The turbaned man hesitated. "I suppose | will be safest here."

Doc gave himone of the machine pistols, and showed hi mhow it operated.

"Thank you," said the dark man.

Doc Savage went out, the door opening weirdly for him and closing when he had left the vicinity
of it.

The bronze man now did sonet hing an observer would not have expected. He whi pped down the
corridor, around a corner, and put both palns against the solid wall.

He held themthere for a count of ten, renpved them for another ten count, and put them agai nst
the wall again.

A few feet away, the wall opened soundl essly. Its mechani smwas a conbi nation actuated froma
thernostatic device buried in the wall plaster. Heat fromthe hands was enough to work the
conbi nati on.

There was a holl ow wal | space beyond. It held nmuch apparatus. At one point, a tiny red |ight

gl owed. Doc went to it, unhooked a tel ephone handset and plugged the cord into a jack bel ow the
light. He had tapped one of his tel ephone |ines which was being used.

He listened a nonment. His trilling noise, very vague, with an undertone of grimess, seeped
through the confines of the hidden runway. It died quickly.

He threw a switch. It opened the tel ephone line, cutting it off fromthe outside.

Anot her door, cleverly conceal ed, admtted the bronze man into the | aboratory. Soundl essly, he
whi pped into the library and across it into the reception room

The small brown man in the turban was hol ding one of the tel ephones, inpatiently clicking the
hook in an effort to raise an operator on the dead wire. He seenmed to think that the connection had
only fail ed.

The brown man did not nove until Doc Savage took himby the throat with both hands. Then it was
too late. He could only withe and ki ck and make croaki ngs.

"l suspected you," Doc Savage told him "all along."



Chapter | X. DOC HAS A WATERLQO

THE brown man's feet and hands made mad notions; he gargl ed and hacked; his tongue ran out and so
did his eyes. The brown of his face becane a purplish bl ack

"You were trying to warn them" Doc told himquietly. "It was likely that you would do that."
The bronze man sl ackened his grip, and the captive sank down in a chair, punping air madly with
his lungs, and did not resist being searched. Hs face faded back to brown.

"Wul d you care to know when you first gave yourself away?" Doc asked

The man | et out several words of the vile profanity of Jondore. H's brown visage was an evil nap
of hate, fear, disappointnent.

"When you killed your friend who was pretending to besiege you in the boathouse,” Doc told him
"You were afraid | would capture him and he would talk."

The brown man gl ared wordl essly.

"It was good acting," Doc Savage told him "Overdone only in spots. But | had expected you to try
for my life earlier. Wiy did you not?"

The man said, in the tongue of Jondore, nore that was unconplinentary.

"Had | been aware of how little you know of what it is actually all about, | would have killed
you," he gritted

The bronze man studi ed the other

"OF course, the idea was to | earn how nmuch of your scheme was known, and what neasures were being
taken against you," he said. "It was not a bad nove. But it seens to have backfired."

The turbaned one spoke English

"What do you nean?" he asked

"You," Doc infornmed him "are going to talk. You probably can tell just about everything. A
clever fellow |like you would occupy a high position in the organization."

The other grinned. It was an al together hideous grin

"I would like to wager that even you cannot get anything out of me," he munbl ed

"You told ne that jewel thievery is behind this," Doc reminded him "That in itself proves the
jewel theft is not the notive. It is sonething possibly nuch nore—horrible. "

The brown man sat perfectly still in his chair and stared. H's eyes seemed to grow bigger, his
mout h warped down at the ends; after a little, a wetness cane into his eyes. He sobbed once
"This is horrible,"” he choked

Then he | eaned forward and buried his face in his bands, naking bubbling noises, shoul ders
heavi ng

It was rarely that an actor fool ed Doc Savage. But this one was good. He put across his

decepti on—for all of ten seconds

Suddenly realizing, Doc Savage whi pped forward, grabbed the man and strai ghtened him Too late
There was a wet, chewed spot on the fellow s i mmacul ate sl eeve. Doc held himand turned the sl eeve
back.

On the inside, between the lining and sleeve cloth, there was a smear of greenish-yellow stuff
Chewi ng and sucking, the man had gotten it into his mouth through the cloth

The fellow s eyes were already taking on a dullness

"It will not kill nme," he nmunbled. "It will nake ne unconscious for hours. Nothing can revive
me. "

He went to sleep

HE was right, although Doc Savage did not surrender to the certainty until he had worked over the
man for some twenty minutes. That state was not insensibility of the common order, but nore of a
sem - suspensi on of animati on. No known stinul ant brought appreciable results

Doc filled a hypo needle in the | aboratory and admi nistered its contents to the fellow He

wat ched the results closely to be sure of no fatal reaction. The stuff he had given was a drug which
woul d keep the man sensel ess for days—er until the proper reactant was applied

Satisfied, Doc put the brown man in a ventilated wall conpartnment where he woul d be unearthed by
nothing less than a virtual wecking of the place

Doc went into the |aboratory and consulted a weather chart, automatically recorded by his own
instruments. It showed a prevailing northeasterly wind during the past few days

The bronze man used another of the cars froma conceal ed garage which he maintained in the
skyscraper basenent. It was a small, plain delivery truck, and he chose it because nore delivery
trucks were abroad on the streets at this hour than any other vehicle

He left the truck a short distance fromthe new sl um cl earance project excavation

It was still dark, and the wetness of the heavy dew lay on the streets very nuch as if it had
rained. Qut on the river, tugs hooted, and on Brooklyn bridge, street cars nade noi se

The excavation was near the foreign quarters, and sone rather strangely-garbed persons were
abroad. It was an excellent hiding region for the nmen of Jondore, a spot where their queer garb
their dark skins, would be unlikely to attract attention

Knowi ng that the prevailing northeasterly wind woul d have carried dust fromthe excavation in a



certain direction, Doc began his search

He worked swiftly, for he held no doubts about Mnk, Ham and Long Tom being in deadly peril. It
was entirely possible that they mi ght not be alive even now.

The nmost |ikely spot was a row of ancient tenenments, nost of them vacant, buildings of exactly
the same kind the slumclearance project was trying to elimnate

Doc found a fire escape at one end of the block, nmade sure no one was in sight of the gloony
spot, and clinbed to the roof—er alnbst to the roof

He did not go over the parapet which surrounded the roof inmmediately. He clung to the fire escape
and used a di mnutive periscope of a device to | ook the roof over

THE nove paid dividends. Two nmen were lying atop the roof on cots. This in itself was not

unusual , as tenenent inhabitants often slept on the roofs. But these fellows had brown ski ns—that
becane evi dent when one struck a match to light an American cigarette

They were near a roof hatch, and there were no chimeys or ventilators near them It would be

i mpossi bl e to approach them wi t hout bei ng observed

Doc Savage picked his chance, whipped over onto the roof, and nanaged to travel thirty feet

toward the men and to the left, and got into the shelter of a |large chimey w thout being observed
Conceal ed there, he faced the street, set his throat nuscles, and began to speak Jondorean in
ventriloqui al voice which made the words seemto come from a considerabl e di stance. They were | oud
al armed words. It sounded very rmuch as if an excited Jondorean were shouting a warning fromthe
street

The two | ook-outs swallowed it. They popped off their cots, clucking excitedly at each other, and
sprinted for the roof edge to | ook over. They passed Doc Savage w t hout once gl anci ng behind the
chi mey.

Doc had his shoes off. H's charge was silent lightning. He got the first frombehind. He did not
strike a blow, for bl ows make noise. He sinply seized the fellow by the nape, and put strength and
knowl edge to work. The victimnade no sound before he went |inp.

Doc had to hit the second nan. He struck himin the throat, nore of a hard grasp than a blow. He
hel d the man's wi ndpi pe cl osed, reached around, and found the spinal nerve centers. The fell ow

st opped struggling

Doc put them side by side in the gl oomnear the chimey. They carried revolvers. He used the
barrel of each to break off the tenpered firing pin in the other; then he placed the weapons behind
an adj acent chimey, where it would |l ook as if they had been hi dden, but where they woul d not be too
hard to find.

He went to the roof hatch

THERE was darkness down in the house, and snells of the Orient, incense and the residue odors of
cooked spiced foods. Doc descended, not on the steps, but on the banister, slowy, sliding, feeling
ahead

O dinary corn flakes had been sprinkled on the steps, stuff that would crunch noisily if stepped
upon. There was a bottle, delicately balanced, on the post at the foot of the banister

Down the hallway, a nan coughed. He coughed very hard

Monk's childlike voice said distinctly, "I w sh you' d choke."

Ham sai d, "Shut up, sinple."

Monk grumbl ed, "Between you and this guy coughi ng—

Doc Savage was whi ppi ng forward—and the | ast thing he expected happened. A dog canme at him
barking, setting up a fabul ous noi se

Dynami te expl odi ng coul d not have touched off things nore abruptly. Men began to shout in various
parts of the place. A gun went off, apparently accidentally.

Doc hurtled forward. The dog barked, snapped, and its claws made frantic scratchy noises as it
tried to keep up

A brown man came out of the room from which Mnk's voice had emanated. He had a revolver, a
flashlight. He got no chance to use either

Doc ran an arm stiff as a ranrod, into the man's stringy nmddle. Air cane out of himwith a
force that threatened to bring up the man's insides. Doc went over himand on

There was light in the room an oil |lanp. These tenenments were frequently not wired for
electricity. Mnk, Ham and Long Tomwere all three there, tightly bound

Monk | et out a pleased how, rolled over and kicked up his tied ankles where Doc could get at
themw th a knife. The bronze man whi pped out a bl ade, slashed hurriedly, got Mnk free. The honely
chem st cane up on his feet, began to junp up and down to restore circul ation

The dog cane in, skidded to a stop, eyes on Doc Savage. A long nonent, and the canine |owered the
hair along its back, half wagged its tail

Monk stanped his feet. Mdre than ever, he resenbled a bull ape

"Scat, bowser!" he how ed

The dog yel ped and ran

"They stole the pooch off the street," Mnk said irrelevantly. "Sone watchdog."



Doc got Ham free. The dapper lawyer's clothing had suffered during the night. He ran to a litter
of duffel near the door and came up with his sword cane, |ooking triunphant.

Long Tom rel eased, said, "They were going to kill us."

Doc ran to the door, whipped small glass balls out of his vest and hurled them They were tear
gas. It spread in the corridor. Men squawked.

Back to the wi ndow, Doc noved. It was boarded up on the outside. He retreated fromit, backing.
"How many of them here?" he denanded.

"Twenty," Monk said. "And maybe nore."

"Watch it!" Doc warned.

He got another ball fromthe vest, this one of netal, not nuch |larger than a good-sized bird egg.
He did sonmething to it, threwit at the w ndow.

Cane flash, roar, dust, flying wood and plaster. Part of the ceiling, lath and plaster, canme down
on their heads. But there was a gaping aperture where the w ndow had been. Two floors down was the
street. Doc went over and dashed his flash beam out.

"You can drop, down," he said.

Ham | ooking very glad for the chance, hopped through. Then Long Tom went.

Monk started to | eap, thought of sonmething, nearly fell out trying to keep fromjunping, and
managed to stay in.

"That woman!" Monk expl oded. "She's here! A prisoner!"”

"Where?" Doc asked.

Monk waved an arm general ly.

"Around sonewhere," he said. "Dunno where, exactly. That lug, Rama Tura, cane and got her."
"Cut," Doc told him

Monk gul ped, "But ain't you gonna go and—

"Qut," Doc said.

Monk went out. He grunted loudly as he hit the sidewal k, then squawked that he had broken both
| egs, but using a voice which showed he had not.

Instead of followi ng them Doc Savage turned back.

THE tenenent was full of shouts, and much vituperation in the rather strange-soundi ng tongue of
Jondore. The tear gas, however, was keeping Ranma Turn's nen back.

Doc fished goggles out of a pocket of the special vest. They had nmany uses, those goggles. They
were excellent for diving. They were a protection against tear gas, as long as one held his breath.
Doc put themon, drew several deep breaths, then held a normal one in his lungs—after the fashion
of pearl divers of the South Seas—and whi pped out into the corridor.

A bull et came down the passageway, probably fired at random Several nore followed it, as if

ot her gunners thought it an excellent idea.

Bl ows were crashing. Sgueaki ng noi ses sounded as if laths were being pulled off a wall. The

noi ses were in a room opening off the corridor. The door was closed. Cdoth, which had been stuffed
in the crack at the bottomto shut out the gas, projected into the hall.

Doc veered, hit the door. Panels, crosspiece, fell out, letting himin, although the frane

stayed. He ran out of the shower of splintered fragments.

Four men were in the room Three were tearing at a wall, obviously endeavoring to get into
anot her hal lway wi thout entering the one which held the tear gas.
The fourth man was snall, wiry, immaculately clad. He rem nded Doc of Ham except that his skin

was brown, and his features Asiatic. His nouth was taped. Cords secured his wists and ankl es.

The three nmen had put their guns in their pockets while they worked at the wall. They tried to

get themout as Doc charged. Only one of them who danced away cunningly, had tine, and he was upset
by the bound man, who whi pped agai nst his |egs.

The other two, with Doc upon them did not try blows. They grasped frenziedly for holds and

showed they knew much of jujitsu.

Doc | et one get an armhold, then used himas a ramto upset the other. He swooped, got them both
in his arms, and their heads nmade a bonk! of a noise coming together.

The man with the gun had di sengaged hinmsel f, was trying to kick the bound man away and at the

same tinme aimat Doc. The conbined effort took tinme, of which there was little. He tried to run just
as Doc reached him and Doc put a fist back of his ear with a force that caused himto turn a
handspring without using his hands. He lay very still after he fell.

Doc scooped up the prisoner.

"Shut your eyes. Hold your breath," he ordered.

They went out into the corridor, escaped two bullets blindly ainmed at their noise, and got into

the room where Doc had found his men.

Monk, Ham and Long Tom were bel ow t he wi ndow, whooping at the top of their lungs for Doc, for

pol i ce.

"Where is the woman?" Doc asked the bound man, tearing off the adhesive gag. "The one who is a



pri soner."

"Downstairs," said the captive in utterly precise English.
"Who, " Doc demanded, "are you?"

"Kadi r Lingh, N zam of Jondore," said the man.

Doc Savage tossed himthrough the wi ndow. Mnk caught him

MORE bullets were in the corridor when Doc went back. They canme from above and bel ow, and part of
them were com ng fromwhat sounded |ike an automatic rifle.

Doc kept close to the wall and |ow, reached the stairs, and rode the bani ster down because it was
qui cker and nore silent. He hit a man at the bottom The man struck him Doc struck back, hit a
throat and the man fell down, gaggi ng. Doc went on.

There was a weird odor in the air down here, the sanme one which had been in the atnosphere of
Tenpl e Nava, during the jewel-meking séance. It nmust not have been present long, or it would have
penetrated upstairs.

Ahead was a door. It glowed red fromlight within. Doc reached it, hesitated, then popped his
head forward to ook within. On the face of it, that |ooked reckless, but as a matter of plain fact,
he had | ong ago | earned that he could take a chance such as this, see what was within, and get back
bef ore a gunman coul d shoot accurately.

There was no one with a gun in the room

Rana Tura's casket stood on one end a little beyond the nmiddle of the floor, and withinit, lying
as if dead, except that his eyes were open, was Rama Tura, he who clained to be a worker of

mracl es.

Doc stared for a long nmonent, half of his attention on the shouting, the shooting, in other parts
of the tenement. The brown men of Jondore nust be shooting at every shadow.

Doc entered the roomalertly. It was sonewhat unbelievable that Rama Tura would be here, like a
corpse in his box, in the thick of the excitenent. It was strange. The fell ow was capabl e of
nmovenent, even if he did indeed | ook dead. He had nobved about in Tenpl e Nava séances.

The bronze man's flake gold eyes roved, exam ning the floor, the bare walls. There was nothing
suspi ci ous. He reached the coffin and the fantastic man who half stood, half reclined init.

RAMA TURA spoke.

"Bronze man," he said. "You are tanpering with things which you, with all of your I|earning, know
not hing. "

H's words were a hollow breath, so | ow that Doc barely caught them

Doc said nothing in reply. He reached out to lift Ranma Tura from his nacabre receptacle.

"No," Rama Tura warned faintly. "Do you want to die?"

Doc changed his mnd. There m ght be poison on the man's garnents. Doc whi pped off his coat,

threw it against Rama Tura, and prepared to grasp the scrawny body through the folds of the garnent.
Then cane the phenonmenon. Rama Tura, the man who | ooked |ike a corpse, seened to fade, to becone

a waith. He seened, in the casket, exactly like the inmages whi ch novie canmeranen secure by trick
doubl e exposures when they want to portray ghosts on the screen.

It was incredible. Doc grabbed furiously. He got hold of sonething—sonmething horrible, for a
stinging, not unlike an electric shock, slamred up his arns. It seened to spread over his body. It
was as if he had taken hold of sonething poisonous, sonething that could kill instantly.

He backed away. The room its contents, had become shadows in front of his eyes, as if his pupils
were out of focus. The stinging had gone all over his body. He shook his head. He sl apped his face.
St andi ng there slapping his face, he ceased to renenber.

Chapter X. LADY OF TRI CKS

QUT in the dingy street, where the faint |light of dawn was appearing, Mnk, Ham Long Tom and the
brown man who had said he was Kadir Lingh, N zam of Jondore, stood and tried to think of sonething
to do. They had cut Kadir Lingh | oose, and he was kneading his |egs and arns.

The howing for the police had gotten results. Police sirens were noani ng not far away.

Monk junped, how ed, as a bullet cut his clothing and gullied his right side slightly. The shot
had come froma wi ndow of the tenement. Others followed. Mnk was running, and they m ssed.

The others foll owed Mnk's exanple. Across the street, the houses had ventilating shafts for
cellars in the sidewal ks, with gratings over them They wenched up a grating and got down in the
pit. It was like a trench.

Monk had no nore than hit the pit and he squawked, "I'mgoin' back in there!"

"Dope," Hamtold him "Doc wants to handl e these things his own way."

Monk contrarily put his head up. Jacketed | ead nmade an ugly sound on the concrete wal k. Brick
dust fell out of the wall behind them Monk sat down sheepishly and exam ned a neat part in his
bristling, rust-colored hair.

Ham sear ched around, found the bullet which had so nearly split Mnk's skull, and patted the
distorted bit of lead |ovingly.

"My friend," he told the bullet. "You nearly did the world a great service."



Monk told Ham "I oughta kick you out of here!" and sounded very earnest.

Kadi r Lingh, N zam of Jondore, said nervously, "Please, gentlemen! It is really nothing to fight
about !'"

"They don't need anything to fight about,” Long Tomsaid gloomly. "Listen!"

They coul d hear cars. The shooting had stopped. They thrust up their heads, and these excellent
targets drew no bullets.

An instant later, a car leaped into the street froma driveway that entered the row of tenenents
hal fway down the bl ock. Another machine followed. A third. Wen they passed under the street |ight
at the corner, Mnk made out the occupants.

"Rama Tura's nmen!" he bellowed. "They're gettin' away!"

"Doc! " Ham expl oded. "What becane of Doc!"

They were still trying to learn that half an hour later, after, the police had arrived, and the
row of tenenents had been searched fromtop to bottom Absolutely no one was found. Doc had

vani shed.

Rama Tura's nen had not only escaped thensel ves, but had nade off with such of their fellows as
had been put out of conmission during Doc's raid.

Monk and hi s conpanions roaned the vicinity, searching, and eventually found Doc's snall delivery
truck where he had left it. They spent an hour in the vicinity before they concl uded there was
not hing they could do. Then they headed uptown in the delivery truck.

"You got a story to tell?" Mnk asked Kadir Lingh, N zam of Jondore.

The brown man told themhis story. He had a cultured voice. His recital was alnost identical with
the one told Doc Savage by the clever individual who had pretended to be the Nizam It differed only
in the ending.

"A gang attacked ne at the airport when | arrived," said the Nizam "I nmanaged to escape, but
only for a time. They overhauled ne, killed nmy guards, captured ne, and took ne to that room where
Doc Savage found ne."

"Why?" Monk demanded, not unreasonably.

"To keep me fromlaunching an investigation of Rana Tura, obviously," replied the N zam

Ham st udi ed the brown nan. The Ni zam seened to interest the dapper |awer, or perhaps it was the
Ni zaml s undeni ably perfect garnents. Ham had a nania for cl ot hing.

" Scar borough and Son, on Bond Street," Ham said. "Right?"

The Ni zam was puzzled at first, then smled.

"My tailors," he said. "Yes. Excellent, | think."

Monk's snort conveyed infinite disgust.

LONG TOM was driving, and doing it a bit recklessly. He popped the delivery truck between two
meeting street cars, and the squeeze was so close that both trolleys stood still fully five mnutes
before their conductors recovered their aplonb.

"You got |ess sense than Ham" Mnk conpl ai ned. "Such driving!"

Long Tom said nothing. In the next block, he gave a road hog taxi driver the scare of his life.
Monk swal | owed several tines and began to question the Nizamindustriously to keep his mnd off
the ride.

"So you are the richest man in the world?" he told the Nizam in a tone which insinuated it was
sonmet hing of a crine.

"WAs," corrected the Nizam "I have been thoroughly robbed."

"How | ong after the death of your brother, the previous Nizam did this happen?" Mnk queri ed.
"Six weeks," replied the brown nman.

"And you have been trying to find your wealth?"

"Trying is a mld word for it," said the Nizam "W have noved heaven and earth. My entire—you
woul d call themthe treasure house guard—s in prison, awaiting execution."

"Nice," Monk murnured in a way that said it was not.

"Ch, | nmerely hoped to frighten one of theminto telling sonething of value as a clue," said the
Ni zam "They will not be executed, although life is not held as dearly in ny land as in yours."
Monk consi dered, then began, "This woman—

"The Ranee, ny dead brother's wi dow, " supplied the brown nman.

"The Ranee," Mnk said. "She was on a cruise around the world. Right?"

"Right."

"A neasure to nake her grief nore bearable,” Ham put in suggestively.

The Ni zam | ooked unconfortabl e.

"As a matter of fact, | think not," he said. "The Ranee probably went abroad to forget what a

t horough cad ny brother had been."

"What do you nean?" Monk demanded, interested.

"My brother—actually ny half brother—was sonmething of a bad boy of Asia," said the Nizam "He had
a good deal of trouble, not only with various Rajahs in his enpire, but with the British governnent.
To be frank, he tried a nunber of times to throw the British and their protectorate out of Jondore.
But that all died—with the death of ny brother."



MONK t hought that over.

"Getting back to what | started to ask," he said. "Could the departure of the Ranee have anything
to do with the di sappearance of the jewels and gol d?"

The Ni zam flushed quite distinctly. He did not answer.

"Wl | ?" Monk grunted.

"As a matter of fact, that is why | cane to New York," the Nizamsaid with visible reluctance.
"Any proof?" Mnk questioned.

"None," the Nizamreplied, and sounded relieved. "The Ranee has al ways been a gl ori ous woman. "
Long Tom saw a car coming toward himin the center of the street, started to bluff the driver,
saw at the last nonment that it was a police squad car, and was al nost chased onto the sidewal k. He
craned his neck.

"Looks |ike some excitement ahead,” he said.

He drove nore rapidly. They could make out a crowd, anmbul ances, squad cars and nmany policenen in
bl ue.

"I'n front of a bank," Long Tom vouchsafed. "Bet the thing has been robbed."

They stopped the delivery truck and unl oaded to ask curious questions. A policeman, when Long Tom
had nade his identity known, gave them i nformation.

"Doc Savage suggested having a guard put over this bank this norning," he said. "It was a swell
idea, only the guard wasn't big enough. Four of our men got shot, and the bank vaults were cl eaned,
out—+the safety-deposit vaults, | nean."

"Know who done it?" Long Tom queri ed.

"Rama Tura's nmen," said the cop. He | ooked at the Nizam "Ain't no doubt of it. They | ooked |ike
this guy you've got with you."

"He's all right," Long Tomsaid. "Just what was in the bank?"

"The cash fromthose jewels Rama Tura has been selling," replied the officer. "I nmean, the two
thirds that was to go into that charity fund. Sonebody said there was nore than two millions."

MONK had thought the new devel opnent over by the tine they reached Doc Savage's skyscraper
office, and he had an idea formnul ated.

"You say this treasure of yours amounted to billions?" he, asked the N zam

The brown man nodded. "Yes."

Monk scratched his nubbin of a head. "Then the jewels Rana Tura had produced here in New York, if
they really are yours, are only a drop in the bucket. I've got an idea."

He went to the tel ephone and put in calls for London, Antwerp, Paris and Berlin. That the calls
all got through within the course of the next hour was a tribute to nodern transatlantic tel ephone
ef ficiency.

"That," Monk said when the last call was conpleted, "will cost Doc about three hundred bucks."
"You get your noney's worth?" Ham asked sarcastically.

"Well," Mnk scratched his head again. "New York isn't the first place Rama Tura has worked. He
was in London a nonth ago, Paris a little before that. He pulled the sane gag that he did here. He
sold a lot of jewels that were undoubtedly genuine."

"What about the proceeds?" Ham denanded.

"The noney went one third to local charity, two thirds to a Jondorean charity fund, like it did
here," Mnk said.

The Ni zam asked suddenly, "Just who admi nisters that Jondorean charity?"

Monk consulted a bit of paper on which he had witten. The names were Jondorean, and he did not
try to pronounce them but spelled each out.

The Ni zam made a startled hissing sound.

"Sonet hi ng funny about them nanes?" Mnk denanded.

"All of those nmen," the Nizamsaid grimy, "have died within the last nonth."

"Natural deaths?"

"In sonme cases, apparently. Two were killed hunting. Others died of ailnments diagnosed as
natural ."

"Were they prom nent?"

"Raj ahs, all of them" said the Nizam "In the United States, their position would correspond to
that of governor of a state, although they have powers a good deal nore absolute."

Monk grimaced and yanked several stiff red bristles fromhis nubbin of a head, then eyed them
intently.

"This thing, whatever it is, is infernally big," he nuttered.

Ham added, "And if you ask ne, there is sonething nore behind it than the theft of the N zanml's
weal th."

Monk scow ed at him "And what nakes you say that?"

"The fact that those Rajahs have died," Ham said.

Monk grunted, "I still don't get what you—

The door buzzer whined.



Monk shrugged, got up and wal ked to the panel, so that it opened when he drew near, due to the
influence of the radi oactive plaque which he carried, upon the el ectroscope nechani sm

Monk peered at the person who stood in the corridor outside

"Bl azes!" the honely chem st gasped

SHE was not especially tall, and a soiled dark cloak and a crunpl ed bl ack hat and a dark veil hid
her attractiveness, if any, but she had a nice ankle. She |ooked at Mnk, then past him and saw the
Ni zam

"Kadir!" she gasped, and darted forward, armnms out-stretched

Monk stepped aside, as if to let her pass. Then he tripped her, but caught her before she fel
entirely to the floor. He turned her with |ightning speed and shucked off her hat, the veil

The Ni zam made a snarling sound, sprang forward, swing a fist, and knocked Monk down as
beautifully as he had ever been knocked down in his life

"She is the Ranee!" the Nizamgritted. "In Jondore, you would die a thousand deaths for laying a
hand upon her!"

Ham | ooked at Monk on the floor and said, "He never did have any manners."

Monk got up. His neck was red. Hard tendons nade four white |ines down the back of each hairy
fist

And then—no one exactly saw it—the Nizamwas flat on the floor and the noise of a bl ow was
resounding fromthe walls, and Monk was over the fallen one, grasping himby the collar. Lifting the
Ni zam Monk shook himas if trying to ascertain if his teeth would cone out

"This is the United States,” Mnk said grimy. "And when you sock a guy, you oughta be sure he
stays socked."

The api sh chenmi st tossed the NNzaminto a chair, where the brown man lay |inmp and gaspi ng. Monk
wai ted until he could understand things

"l stopped her," Mnk told the Nizam "because | thought she might be a dane sent by Rama Tura to
stick a poisoned needle into you or sonething."

The Ni zam t hought that over. Then he got shakily out of the chair, clicked his heels and bowed.
"I amsorry," he said

Long Tom grunted, not unreasonably, "This kind of thing is only killing tine and naybe causing
hard feelings."

The Ranee had stood aside during the excitenment, saying nothing, and now they gave her their
attention

She was worth attention. Wonen of the Orient have the reputation of losing their beauty in their
early twenties, and especially does this apply to the wonen of Jondore. This woman nust be near
thirty. She had the conpl exion and delicacy of features of sixteen

Monk, who had a true appreciation of fem nine pul chritude, sighed audibly

"To a true flower of the East, | offer hunble apologies," he told the woman.

It was gallantry so unexpected on Monk's part that Hamall but gul ped his surprise

Monk acconpani ed his delivery with a bow which could not have been exceeded for courtliness by a
kni ght of old. It seenmed to go over

The Ranee gave the honmely chemi st a brilliant snmile

"You are forgiven," she said. "Not many nen woul d have di splayed such quick thinking."

Monk had a way with wonen, even if he did have the pulchritude of a gorilla. Perhaps it was his
very honeliness

"WIIl you tell us your story," he suggested

They all saw the Ranee's shudder. She replaced the hat, the veil, as if to conceal fromthemthe
horror on her face
"I was wong," she said in a dry voice. "Rama Tura is no faker. | thought he was."

Monk squinted. "You nean that he really makes those jewels with his hocus pocus?"
The Ranee was sl ow answering. She did not nod. She did not shake her head
"l do not know," she said. "Rama Tura has horrible powers. He does things that seeminpossible."

HER voi ce was nore dry, and she seenmed to have difficulty with her words. Mnk brought her ice
water fromthe cooler. It was distilled water nade in the | aboratory—an eneny had once tried to
poi son Doc Savage and his aides by tapping the city water main which supplied the bronze man's
headquarters

The fake N zam whom Doc had overpowered, and who had drugged hinmself to prevent being questioned
was still in the secret runway behind the |aboratory wall. But his presence renai ned unknown to
Doc's aides, there being no reason for themto exam ne the hidden space

The Ranee took the ice water gratefully.

Ham suavel y took charge of interrogating the Ranee. It went against Hamis grain to see Monk, his
arch rival, holding the center of any stage

"We have a suspicion that there is sonething besides stealing jewels behind this affair," said

t he dapper |awyer. "Have you any thought on that score?"

Ef fect of the query upon the Ranee was narked, even though they could not see her features. She



hal f turned, as if contenplating flight. Then she faced them and her eyes were very w de back of
the veil.

"There i s—Aore back of it," she said, and her voice was so small that they barely heard.

"What ?" Ham r apped.

She tied her small hands together in a hard knot.

"You will think ne insane," she said. "But | cannot tell you."

"Why not ?" Ham expl oded.

"It is inpossible for me to tell you that—either," the Ranee replied. She seened to have
difficulty with the words.

THE worman's actions seenmed to amaze the Nizam nore than any one. He darted forward, grasped the
Ranee's arm and rattled words in the tongue of Jondore.

The Ranee shook her head and replied in the same tongue. The N zam spoke snappi shly now. The
woman still shook her head.

Doc Savage's three aides, not understandi ng the | anguage, could only | ook puzzl ed.

The Ni zam gave an exagger ated shrug.

"Rama Tura is up to sonething horrible,"” he said. "She will not explain what it is. That is not
like the Ranee."

"Rama Tura has sone hold over her," Ham suggest ed.

The Ni zam and the Ranee went through another exchange in the |anguage of Jondore. The N zam

noi stened his |ips and | ooked amazed.

"It is not Rama Tura,"” he gulped. "It is the mastermnd who is directing Rama Tura."

Ham di d something that was rare for him He dropped his sword cane.

"Rama Tura is not the real brains!" he exploded. "Then who is this real chief?"

"That, the Ranee also refuses to tell," said the Nizam "She says we will understand her reasons
when we | earn who he is—+f we do learn."

Monk grow ed, "This is a fine run-around!"

Long Tom snapped peevishly, "Wat | want to know i s what becarme of Doc?"

The Ranee spoke Jondorean. Her words caused the Nizamto all but junmp up and down.

"Doc Savage is a prisoner!" he shouted. "The Ranee saw hi m brought into Rama Tura's new

hi de-out . "

The Ranee interposed, speaking rapid English.

"You can rescue him" she said.

"But your getting away will cause Rama Tura to change his location," Long Tom barked. "Or did
they turn you | oose?" The | ast was sarcastic.

"Perhaps they have not discovered ny escape," the Ranee told him "They gave nme a tablet to nake

me sleep. | got rid of it without their discovering. Wien | pretended to sleep, they left ne, and |
escaped. "

"Can you show us this place?" Long Tom rapped.

"l can."

Monk grabbed up his pig, Habeas Corpus, by one big ear, and |unbered for the door.
"We're off," he grunted.

IT was a shabby section occupi ed by warehouses, snall factories, wholesale firns. It was a very
busy section, with trucks runbling, sidewalk carts being wheeled along full of small merchandi se,
and busy throngs hurrying.

Tal k on the sidewal ks was of nobney, contracts, grosses, bills of |lading, orders. No one paid
attention to any one el se.

Long Tomtooled their car in to the curb at the Ranee's direction.

"It is the building in the mddle of the block," she said.

The building was big, eight stories. The windows were dirty, but so were the wi ndows of all the
other buildings in the block. There was one battered doorway, w de enough to drive a car through—t
had been constructed for the purpose of admtting cars, obviously. But it was closed by a sheet
metal door which might or mght not be solid.

"Sure that's the place?" Mnk asked.

"Certain," said the Ranee. "I can guide you up by the rear route by which | escaped."

"You know exactly where Doc is?" Mnk asked.

She shook her head. "No."

Monk | ooked at the others. "I vote for fireworks."

Long Tom who despite his somewhat fragile appearance, was as nmuch of a fire-eater as the honely
Monk, nodded vehenently. Ham shook his head, nore as a policy of disagreeing with Monk than anything
el se.

Long Tom backed the car into traffic, stopped beside the cop at the corner, then drove on around
the block slowy, by which tine the cop had gone up and noved a parked car out of the driveway into
the buil di ng.

Long Tom got an opening in traffic, and bore on the accelerator. The car—t was Doc's speci al



| i mousi ne—+eaped as if in a navy plane catapult. Rubber tire treads screaned as it arched in toward
t he door.

The Ranee got out one startled shriek. Monk w apped her face protectingly in his arns. The car
hit with a sound like a boilerplate factory bl owi ng up. The door caved. The car went inside.

Monk and the others remained in the car, |ooking about. They were about as safe as they could be.
The car was a rolling fortress of arnor plate and bull etproof glass. It was even gas-tight—f the
crash had not opened it sonewhere.

A gun went off. The bullet glanced off the car top. It had come froma tiny bal cony al ong the
rear wall.

Monk opened the |inousine door, holding a supermachine pistol. It mbaned. The nman who had fired
the shot fired two nore, then seened to go to sleep on his feet and cane tunbling down steps that
led to the bal cony.

Monk piled out of the car.

"Let's take this place!" he how ed.

THEY spilled out on each side of the car, all with the nmachine pistols. There was a door on the
bal cony, and that seenmed the only way up into the building. They ran for it.

The Ranee was | ast out of the |inousine. She started after them hesitated, spun and got back
into the car.

Monk noted her actions over his shoul der.

"She's got sense," he grunted. "This won't be no wonman's braw ."

A brown man junped out on the bal cony as they came up the steps; they shot himw th nercy
bullets, and he whirled and ran back out of sight. The chemical in the bullets required a nonment to
function.

The stairs were wi de, so they got onto the bal cony al nost together.

"Spread!" Mnk warned. "W don't all wanna get swatted at once."

They plunged through a door, clattered up nore stairs that led to the upper regions. A door gaped
at the top. Monk barged into it.

Then excitenment really let |oose. Along, guttering red spark appeared in the darkened room
beyond the door. It was acconpani ed by a noise as of a thousand big firecrackers going off in
machi ne |ike succession.

Monk got down. He never did quite understand how he nmanaged it so quickly. The slug stream from
t he machi ne gun banged the door casing apart, l|ike sonething hungry.

"Bl azes!" Monk squawked. "They're set for us!"

He knew that, because this was a heavy nachi ne gun which required a tripod enpl acenent. Such guns
are not |ugged around at random

Pl ooml

It was a strange, wet sounding explosion. It nystified Monk for a nonent. Then he got the snart
of tear gas.

Crack!

That one was like lightning striking. Wth it cane a flash as of lightning, too. Mnk was
conscious of a great force slanm ng against his chest—a tinber of sonme kind, blown fromthe top of
the stairway by a grenade.

There was débris, dust and snmoke. And Monk toppl ed down the stairs and out on the bal cony. Ham
Long Tom and the N zam were beside him bruised, cut a little, but still under their own power.
Surprising things had happened to the big roominto which they had rammed their car. For one
thing, half a dozen patches of plaster had fallen off the ceiling, and through these freshly nmade
hol es, gun snouts nosed.

The door was barricaded now, by a huge grille affair of iron bars which nust have been intended
for burglar protection.

A gun whacked, and the bullet cane cl ose enough to Monk to cause himto all but fall down in
dodgi ng. He, along with the others, got back into the ruined stairway. But that woul d be shelter
only for split-seconds.

Monk nudged Ham said, "Them bl acki es, you fashion plate!"

The "bl acki es" were conpact snpke bonmbs, and Ham now yanked t hem out of his pocket and | obbed
them They ripened into a pall of dense black snoke that all but filled the room bel ow.

Under cover of that, they went down the stairs. Gun noise nade their ears ache; powder-driven
metal made brief, awful noises on floor, walls.

They reached the |inousine. Monk wenched at the door handl e.

"Bl azes!" he how ed. "Try the other doors! This one nust have | ocked accidentally!"

Ham Long Tom ran around the car. Their startled yells sounded an instant |ater.

"Doors | ocked!" they barked.

Monk yanked at the door, struck with his fist, knowing the while that he was a fool, because even
acetyl ene and dynamte would have difficulty affording entrance to this rolling citadel.

Then Monk sensed novenent in the car and jammed his honely face close to the gl ass.

The Ranee was inside.



"Open!" Monk squawked. "It's us!"

The worman heard him She saw him She | ooked right into his eyes. But she nade no nove to |et
themin.

It was a nonent or two before Monk let hinself believe the grisly truth.

"Tricked!" he howled wathfully. "She led us into a trap!"

He roared and wrenched at the door and generally gave the inpression of a gorillain a fit of
rage.

"1"11 bet," he squawked, "the Ranee is the big brain back of the whol e bl asted business!"

THERE was no getting into the |inmousine. Doc Savage had arranged its construction too well for
that. Nor was there any escape by the door. They tried that. The bars were chai ned, padlocked in
pl ace.

Bul | ets had continued to search through the room but thanks to the sepia oozings of the snoke
bonmbs, none of the slugs had damaged anything but nerves.

"Under the car!" Ham rapped from sonewhere in the nurky void.

"That," Monk said, "is an idea, much as | hate to admt it."

The |inousine had a | ong wheel base; it was a big car, but its size seemed none too adequate, now
that they crawl ed under it. The headroom was nothing to speak of, either. They nade thensel ves as
conpact as possi bl e and peered out gl oomly.

Monk rubbed a hand over the hard concrete fl oor.

"l hope they don't start trying to put bullets under here like billiard shots," he grunbl ed.

The Ni zam sneezed, coughed, fromthe effects of tear gas which had seeped down fromthe upper
regions. Their foes were al so doi ng nuch gaggi ng and hacki ng.

Monk, wrinkling his nostrils, wondering just how long it would be before the stuff got strong
enough to affect their eyes, was suddenly aware of another odor. It was quite distinct. It had just
arrived. He woul d have noticed it earlier, had it been present.

The scent puzzled Mnk for a nonment, for it was famliar. Then he renmenbered. Ranma Tura's

j ewel - maki ng séance! The aroma had been there, had filled the place |like an incense.

Monk suddenly thought of sonmething el se—the crowds in the street.

"Police!" he squawl ed at the top of his shrill voice. "Help! |'mbeing nurdered!"

THE shooting m ght conceivably have been m staken, by the unsuspecting on the street, as the

noi se of a stationary engine; the explosion nmght have been m sconstrued as sonme natural uproar. But
Monk' s shrieks could hardly be m sunderstood.

"Hel p!" Monk whooped. "Hel p! Hel p! =

He ended it suddenly. A new voice had penetrated Mnk's sel f-made bedl ama voice that was

commandi ng because of its very harridan unreality. Rama Tura's voi ce!

"To hope that the police may arrive in time to aid you nust be a pleasant hope," Ranma Tura said.
"But it is a waste of time."

The voi ce was uncanny. It rem nded Monk of the results one got when draggi ng the sharpened point
of a playing card over a rotating phonograph record.

Monk gritted, "Can you guys tell where he's callin' fron? I'Il slip himsonme bullets!"

"No," said Ham "Don't you feel slightly strange?"

Monk t hought at first that was sone kind of crack, then realized Hamwas in earnest, and that he,
Monk, was feeling a bit queer. Then—he was suddenly very dizzy.

The voi ce of Rama Tura, much louder, filled the roomw th a big droning.

"Doubtl ess you think it is inpossible for me to stand back in safety and transformyou into
unconsci ousness by the literal application of ny powers of concentration," Rama Tura intoned. "Yet
you are going to experience just that."

Long Tom barked, "Say, ny head—ny head—

He did not finish, and Monk knew by the sounds that he was trying to crawl out from under the

car. He seenmed to have trouble making it.

Monk gave Long Tom a shove, with the idea of aiding him Rather, it devel oped, Mnk's shove was
only an effort. Something had happened to his siman frame. There was a tingling in his sinews, as
of tiny electric shocks progressing. There was nunbness, also. And he had no strength.

Monk tried to say sonething, to warn the others, to even speak to them denmanding to know their
condi tion, but words would not come, and he could hear no sounds fromthemto indicate how they were
faring.

He tried again to cry out, but did not succeed, after which, |like an echo, Rana Tura's hol | ow

voi ce intoned words that seened to be coming froma well of small dianmeter and great depth.

"You are becom ng unconscious," Rama Tura was sayi ng.

He was still saying that, the last thing Mnk renenbered.

Chapter XI. STAMPEDE
DOC SAVAGE regai ned his consciousness with those sane words of Rama Tura boom ng against his
eardruns. The voi ce sounded nmuch | ouder than it was, at first, for there was sonmething askew in the



bronze man's nental processes

He shook his head violently, and that nade it ache violently, but after the pounding of pain
subsi ded, he could think nmore clearly.

The last thing he could recall was his weird encounter with Rama Tura. At |east, that was the
last thing he could recall distinctly. There were other vague things, |ike a dreamall but
forgotten. Shots. An explosion. Men shouting

The bronze man concl uded that these vague things which he could renenber were recent occurrences
and it was possible they had contributed to his awakening

Hs feet were fastened in a remarkably effective manner. They had used a | ong, stout iron bar
with an eye in each end. An ankle was wired to each eye in the rod, holding his | egs apart, where
the smal |l est possible strength could be brought to play.

His wists were handcuffed behind him He tested the links. He could often break ordinary ones
but he did not break these

The effort put the terrible banging ache back in his head, so he set his teeth, and with a

viol ent wrench, threw an armout of joint—a feat he had acquired for just such occasions as this—and
got the handcuffs around in front of him

Wth his finger tips, Doc put violent pressure on such nerve centers as were accessible, and
succeeded in dulling the larger part of the headache

He had grasped the iron bar which held his feet apart and was ascertaining the chances of bendi ng
it upward when there was noise of many feet on the stairs

Brown nen of Jondore flocked into the room which was a large, long one, with doors at either

end. The Jondoreans | ooked worri ed

They gl ared at Doc Savage, but the bronze man was |ying back, his handcuffed wists again behind
him as if he had never regained his senses

The man said, "The only safe tiger is a dead tiger. Wiy do we keep this man and the others
alive?"

"It is the wish of the Majii, master of all things," another replied

"Rama Tura woul d have them dead," the first nmuttered

"The kitten does not eat the nouse of the tonctat, his father, if he is wise," snorted the second
"Rama Tura is but a servant, even as you and |."

"Not as you and |," the other corrected. "He has those strange powers which were bestowed upon
himby the Majii."

Six nen cane in then, scanpering along under the burden of Rama Tura and his strange casket which
seened to serve as resting place and litter

Behi nd t hem cane ot her brown nen, carrying Monk, Ham Long Tom and the Nizam all of whom were
obvi ously unaware of what was happeni ng

The Ranee wal ked anong them unguarded, any expression that m ght have been upon her face hidden
by the veil, which she still wore

Rama Tura nust have given the necessary orders earlier. Doc Savage was gathered up off the floor
slung over the shoul der of two men, who nmanaged his weight with difficulty, and all filed out

t hrough the opposite door in a procession

They crossed another room waded through a litter of brick and nortar, and scranbled into an
aperture recently opened in a wall. This let theminto another building, apparently enpty. They
descended stairs

Four large trucks were parked in the alley. They scrambled into these. Doc Savage coul d hear
police sirens in front of the building and in near-by streets. Then the runble of the truck engines
drowned that out

They drove away w thout being nol ested, which was not surprising, since there were hundreds of
just such trucks as these in this part of the city.

DOC SAVAGE managed to keep track of what was goi ng on, although he was handi capped sonewhat by
pretending to be unconsci ous

Rama Tura and the Ranee were riding in another nachine, as were the other prisoners. Doc was

alone with a swarm of Jondoreans who quite patently wanted his life, and discussed ways of taking it
wi thout getting thenselves in wong with their master

"Quns are expl oded by accident," one man suggested

"A gun would be heard on the street," it was pointed out

"Then if | should walk, with ny knife in ny hand, and a lurch of the truck should throw me off

bal ance, would that be ny fault?" the first demanded

"I't would be if Rama Tura thought so," he was told

Rama Tura nust have given orders shortly after that, because the trucks separated. The one

bearing Doc Savage runbl ed on interm nably.

The bronze man, checking its turns, its probable speed, and taking into consideration the

decrease of other traffic noises, concluded they were in the country. The nachi nes eventually hit a
very rough road

The driver nmuttered at the road. Rasping and scraping noises came fromthe sides of the truck



Branches draggi ng, no doubt. Finally, the truck stopped.

Doc lay in it nearly an hour. Then other trucks arrived. He was haul ed out.

Monk and the other prisoners were there, all bound and gagged. Anpng them Ham al one seened to be
consci ous.

More tinme passed. Every one seened to be waiting for something. Then Rana Tura came, borne in his
box by four stalwart Jondoreans.

Wth Tura was the Ranee, still veiled.

Rama Tura gestured at the wonman, indicating, it seened, that she should go to the west. That
interested Doc, for during the past hour he had heard sounds of airplanes. There was an airport in
that direction.

But the Ranee seened to have sonething on her mind. She gestured, said sonmething in a vehenent
manner. Her words did not reach Doc. But she was standing so that he could read her I|ips.

"Doc Savage and his nmen, and Kadir Lingh, are to be kept prisoners,” she was saying in Jondorean.
Rama Tura spoke in his characteristic manner, w thout noving his |lips noticeably, so Doc failed
to get his reply. Evidently, however, he had assured the Ranee the captives were to neet no harm
"They are not to be killed!" the Ranee insisted.

Doc was certain of Ranma Tura's reply to that, because he nodded.

The Ranee departed, two nmen with her.

Rama Tura cane over to Doc Savage. He kicked the bronze man in the side. His strength was little
short of astounding, considering his corpse-like appearance.

"You," Rama Tura told Doc, "are to die at once."

THE bronze man had been feigning sensel essness, but the kick had been pai nful enough to nake him
conclude to assunme a slight revival. He said nothing. Rama Tura apparently gave his promses little
consi deration—at |east, the one he had made the Ranee.

Rama Tura hunkered down to bring his nacabre nask of a face close to Doc's features. And with
that, Doc suddenly perceived that the man was not what he seened. The death mask aspect of his
features was a clever nake-up. Rama Tura, the real man, was vastly different. Just what he woul d
look like, it was inpossible to tell.

"You have mi xed in sonething which does not concern you, bronze man,
Doc sai d not hi ng.

"You do not even know what the affair is all about," Rama Tura continued. "And it is ny thought
that, before you die, you would like to know just what it is."

Doc deliberately registered great interest.

Rama Tura, seeming gratified at the display, ground out, "It is big, bronze man, this thing. It

i s bigger than anything you have ever encountered. | mght even add that it is as big as anything
you have read about in your history books."

Doc, just on the chance that it would goad the weird fellow into revealing nore, jeered, "Any

fool with a tongue can nmake tal k."

Rama Tura shook his head.

"You think I amlying," he murnured. "I ama conceited man, for | have the right to be, and,
strange as it seems, your not believing me injures ny vanity."

Doc only watched him

Rama Tura intoned, "You have guessed that jewel thievery is not the big thing behind ny actions.
That was clever. But you did not guess ny real schenme, the plan of nyself and the Majii, nmy master.”
Doc kept an intense stare on Rana Tura's face, trying to hold the brown, evil eyes with his own
flake gold ones. Rama Tura was gl aring back.

"It is, or would be, alnobst fantastic to you, this thing we are doing," Rama Tura continued. "You
would think it quite horrible, no doubt, because it involves the taking of a few hundred |ives, and
later, perhaps many nore than that."

He squinted at Doc.

"The thought horrifies you, does it not?" he demanded.

Doc said not hing—enly stared.

"The thing behind nmy actions is—sonething | shall, of course, not tell you," Ranma Tura said, and

| ooked very pleased with hinself.

Doc continued to stare at him And suddenly Rana Tura cried out and bounced frantically backward,
his face averted. He had suddenly realized what Doc was trying to do by his staring—trying to
hypnoti ze him

Rama Tura said hollowy.

RAVA Tura | eaped about as if he had sonething hot on the soles of his feet, and he beat his head,
his face, as if to awaken hinself.

Doc had very nearly gotten him and the fact had thrown the weird brown man—f he was brown—nto

a wld rage.

"You are able to do things which the world thinks are amazing!" Rama Tura sneered and snapped his
fingers. "They are nothing. You have been a child in nmy hands. You would not even be a child in the
hands of the Majii, ny master."



Doc said dryly, "It is possible we have | earned nore than you think."

Rana Tura nade a jeering noise.

"l have gotten the noney fromthe sale of those jewels, which you tried to keep fromne," he
said. "It is even nowin a truck headed for—

He stopped, for it apparently dawned on himthat he was making a fool of hinmself. He

strai ghtened, shouted to his nen. "W will not delay longer. You will use knives on them-all but the
Ni zam whomwe are by all neans to keep alive."

The brown nmen cane forward, as if they had been waiting for just that. The favorite place for
carrying their knives seenmed to be in sheaths strapped to their shins. Several were pulling up their
trouser legs to get these weapons.

Doc Savage proceeded to denpbnstrate that he coul d nove, manacl ed though he was. An acrobat woul d
have envied the series of flips which he now did. He noved with all the vigor of a bass freshly
yanked out of the water, and he had just as much at stake.

The bronze man was seeking a position where the wind would bl ow over him then upon his foes.
There was not much wind, but it would not take much.

Doc gained his position. He nmanaged to get hold of one trouser cuff, then the other, and wench
t hem open—not nerely turning them down, but tearing open the entire hem

A yel | ow powder canme out of one cuff, a blue one out of the other. Doc tw sted and managed to get
the powders to fall in the sanme pile.

The results were remarkabl e. There was a whoosh! of sound, as if flash |ight powder had gone off,
except that the flame was green and not very bright. A cloud of bilious-I|ooking snmoke arose and
spread.

The forenost knifeman plunged into the snoke, and imediately |let out a bawl of agony. He fell
headl ong. The skin on his visage and hands appeared to have been suddenly blistered.

The man's knife flew out of his hand and | anded near Doc Savage. Doc had rolled to get away from
the snmoke cloud, for it was a gaseous conbi nati on of acids capabl e of producing a nost agoni zing
burn.

Doc got the knife and threw it to Monk, who was alert and caught it, then slashed his |egs |oose
with all the speed he coul d nmanage.

A BROM man rushed Monk with a knife, and the honmely chemi st, with no regard whatever for the
fine points of fighting, all but kicked the fellow s jaw off.

Monk then freed Ham Long Tomand the Nizam It was not quite as sinple as that, however, for he
was rushed twice, and knocked down both assailants, then had to throw a convenient stick at a nman
who was about to use a gun.

Doc Savage, in the neantine, had continued his flipping manner of flight, and was behind a tree.
He tried to break the handcuff links, but they were too nuch for him

He eyed themclosely. They were nade of alloy, the first pair he had ever seen made of such
materi al .

Doc shouted, his trained voice carrying over the uproar, and directed his men to run around the
cloud of acid vapor, seeking to draw their pursuers into it. He nmade the suggestion in the Mayan
t ongue which they used when not w shing to be understood by |isteners.

Monk and the others did so. Several pursuers, overanxious to seize them got into the burning,
stinging vapor. Three, however, rounded the outskirts of the cloud. They had drawn their guns.
Doc Savage, Kkicking about in dead | eaves near his tree, had uncovered a heavy fallen Iinb. He got
his manacled wists in front of him

The |inb appeared too thick for any man to break, and it was not rotten. Doc got |everage upon it
and snapped it in three pieces with an ease that made the feat seemtrivial.

About this tine, the three nen who had rounded the acid cloud were preparing to shoot. Doc | obbed
his sticks, one at each gunman. He made what, under the conditions, |ooked |ike a good average—two
out of three—but none the |less, he seermed di sappointed.

Long Tom and Ham t ook a reckl ess chance, charged the third gunman. They woul d probably have been
shot. But Monk threw the knife in a way which showed he had practiced the art, and put the blade in
the gunman's chest, not far fromthe heart.

The man upset.

Rama Tura's other nen ran wildly away, pursued by the cloud of vapor, which the wi nd was
carrying. They outdistanced it, then turned around and began shooti ng.

"Run for it!" Doc call ed.

The bronze man was working at the wire which held his ankles to the eyes in the ends of the iron
bar. Mnk stopped to help. The others ran on, retreating, at Doc's rapped comand.

Doc said grimy, "Mnk, you threw that knife at the man's heart."

Monk took pains not to | ook at Doc. The honely chemi st was well acquainted with the rule of Doc's
that at no time was life to be taken if it could possibly be avoi ded.

Monk began, "Aw, | didn't— Then he changed his mnd, being fairly sure he was not an

acconpl i shed enough liar to fool Doc.

"Heck!" he grunted sheepishly. "I was excited."



Doc's ankl es canme free, and he got up and ran. Bark, chopped off trees by bullets, was falling
about them There was enough gun noise for a pitched battle.

"We' re gonna—nmke it," Monk puffed.

They did. The nen of Jondore were either not good runners, or they did not take the pursuit
whol eheartedly.

THEY ran approximately a mle, and came to a busy hi ghway, where they waited for a motorist. Long
Tom contributed the mainspring of his wist watch, which his captors had not taken, since it was
plainly not a val uable one, and Doc picked the | ock on his wist manacl es.

A nmotorist who would not stop nearly ran over Mnk, but the next one stopped and agreed to give
thema lift. Doc Savage did not enter the machine.

"You fellows be careful,"” he directed. "This Rama Tura and the Majii, whoever that is, are
clever. Next tine, they will probably kill you the instant they get their hands on you."
Monk grow ed, "Next time, it'll be us gettin' our hands on them"

Ham said, "Don't brag, stupid."

Long Tom denanded, "Doc, what are you going to do?"

Doc Savage did not answer that.

"You will see ne down at headquarters shortly," he said.

He watched the notorist drive out of sight bearing Monk, Ham Long Tom and the Nizam The bronze
man then plunged back into the tinberland.

He heard shots when he had covered half a mile. They were ahead, and also to the westward. There
was about twenty of them Doc began running with a speed that would have given a college sprinter
much to think about.

Next, Doc heard plane notors. There nust have been about sixteen notors, but the way they were
grouped indicated they were in four planes.

Doc saw the planes shortly, peering out at themfromunder a tree, so that they did not see him
There were four very big ships, and they bore the markings of a transcontinental air |ine.

They were exactly the sanme type of planes which held the commercial speed records for the flight
from New York to Los Angel es.

Doc went on, with a good idea of what he would find.

He found one dead man. He had feared there would be nore. There were seven others who had been
slightly wounded. All were the personnel at the chief passenger airport of New York City.

What had happened was bl oody, violent and sinple. Rana Tura's nmen had sinply raided the airport
in force and taken what planes they wanted.

One of the planes had been | oaded with the contents of a small truck—packages bearing the stanped
paper wrappers of a bank. That was enough to tell Doc it had been the noney, proceeds of the sale of
Rama Tura's séance jewel s.

Doc Savage nade a few suggestions about organization of the hunt for the planes. Then he returned
to the city. He entered the skyscraper which housed his establishment by the secret garage and the
private el evator.

The instant he was in the eighty-sixth floor corridor, he could see that sonething was wong. The
recepti on room door was open, and Ham Long Tom and the N zam stood just inside, |ooking very
worri ed.

"What is it?" Doc asked.

"Now Monk has di sappeared!" Ham gasped.

Chapter Xl I. THE NI ZAM SURPRI SE

THE anxi ety in Ham's voice as he announced that Monk was m ssing was striking considering the
fact that he and the absent chem st had never within the menory of any one presented each other with
a civil word.

It proved that Ham considered Monk his closest friend, even though they did squabble. The truth
was that either Ham or Monk woul d have risked his life to save the other. They had done so, on
occasi ons.

"How did it happen?" Doc asked.

"He just disappeared," Ham groaned.

"Call his penthouse |laboratory," Doc suggested.

"We did," Hamsaid slowy. "Jove! | hope nothing happened to that honely ape."

Long Tom grunted, "You two guys give ne a pain. You put in your time trying to kill each other.
And the minute one of you thinks the other is in a jam you bust out in tears."

Ham snapped, "1’ m going out and hunt Monk! Sonething terrible has happened to him | know it
has!"

Doc Savage said quietly, "Hunting would be worthless unless we have a clue to go on. Wait around.
W will see what turns up."

The bronze nman eyed the Nizam "Ranma Tura admitted there was sone big plot behind what is
happening. | do not think he was lying. Can you give us any hint which mght help us learn what it
is?"



The Ni zam gave that sone nonents of thought. The Ni zam had been very dapperly clad i ndeed when
Doc first encountered him but the violence of the night had put himin a rather dishevel ed
condi tion.

"My fortune which disappeared is the only angle | can think of," he said. "I have, told you of
that."

"It looks as if your fortune was nerely used to get cash for the bigger schene, whatever it is,"
Doc said. "That is, of course, nerely theory. W have not yet proved that Rama Tura and his Mjii
robbed you."

The Ni zam shrugged. "It has ne baffled."

Doc Savage now went into the |aboratory, opened the door into the hidden space between the walls,
and dragged out a bound, gagged and sl eeping figure.

They all noted the N zam s reacti on when he saw the prisoner—and had reason to remenber it |ater.
The Ni zam who had been as cold and cal mas any of themso far, gave a great start and began to
trenble violently.

"Who is that?" he al nbst screanmed. And he spoke his native Jondorese, apparently forgetting his
English in his excitenent.

"This," Doc Savage told him "is the fellow who tried to trick me by pretending to be you. You
will recall that this happened imediately after you arrived by plane and they seized you."

The Ni zam continued to trenble violently. H's brow, skin had becorme the color of I|ead.

"Do you know hi n?" Doc Savage asked.

The N zanmls answer was to keel over in a dead faint.

DOC SAVAGE studied the inert figure of the man who was ruler of Jondore, and until lately the
richest of |iving men.

The bronze man's small, fantastic trilling noise becane quite distinctly audible, an eerie
cadence that rose and fell, and m ght have been the song of some exotic-feathered thing of the
jungl e.

"This is sonething new," he said.

Long Tom squinted and pulled at an ear which was rather large and only slightly |less transparent
than a sheet of oiled silk. He said nothing.

Ham whil e | ooking at the unconscious N zam said, "I do wish we had sone idea of where Mnk is."
Doc Savage admi nistered stimulants to the Nizam and the fell ow responded enough to give sone
foundation for believing that he woul d revive conpletely within a few m nutes.

Doc next went to work on the false Nizam Using a hypo needle, he injected the concoction of
drugs which nullified the effects of the stuff he had used to make the man hel pl ess.

"The fellow sucked sone stuff out of his sleeve to make hinmsel f unconsci ous so that he coul d not
be questioned," Doc remi nded. "Perhaps he has recovered fromthat by now W wll see if he is
consci ous when he comes out of the shot | administered."

Wiile they were waiting for the systens of the two Jondoreans to absorb the various m xtures of
chem cal s, Doc Savage stripped the coat off the fake Nizam so that the man woul d not have the
opportunity to again nake hinself senseless. He al so renpved the gag. But he left the man's arns and
| egs fastened by handcuffs.

Ham paced slow circles and waited, "Drat it! Wat about Mnk?"

Doc said, "There is nothing to go on yet."

Ham headed for the reception room

"What now?" Doc asked him

"' mgonna hunt Mnk!" Ham bar ked.

"Do not |eave," Doc requested.

Ham nodded. "I will use the tel ephone.”

Ham di sappeared into the reception room

Doc Savage and Long Tom wat ched the N zans, fake and genuine, closely, noting that both were
reviving with about the same sl owness. They woul d regai n consci ousness al nost together.
Reactions of the two Nizans, on recovering, were, strangely enough, alnost the sane. Both opened
their eyes, blinked, and | ooked about. They were fully conscious. But neither said anything.

Doc was about to put a question when a terrific how canme fromthe reception room It was Ham
and he was shri eking.

"Doc!" he roared. "Look at this!"

Doc Savage whi pped out of the | aboratory, across the library and into the reception room

Long Tom was cl ose behi nd Doc.

Ham stood in the mddle of the reception room He pointed at the door.

Monk stood in the opening, and under one furry armwas his pet pig, Habeas Corpus.

"Where have you been?" Doc demanded.

"Wy, " Monk said innocently, "I just went downtown to that place where we had the fight to see if
I could find Habeas. | found 'im all O K"

HAM who had shown such anxiety, now gave every indication of having a stroke. He nade gargling



rage seconds, and rushed to the corner beside the big office safe, to come back flourishing one of
his sword canes, which he had evidently cached there sone tinme ago

"l oughta trimyour toenails right off next to your ears!" he screeched at Mnk

"What's the idea of this?" Mnk demanded, bewi | deredly.

Long Tom supplied the answer. "You went off without saying anything and Ham has been sheddi ng
tears all over the place."

Ham | ooked very red and angry and groped for sonmething to say, but apparently could think of
not hi ng properly expressive of his state of mnd

Monk smiled blissfully and murmured, "So Ham was worried. | always did know he | oved—

Ham shrilled, "Shut up, if you don't want to be dissected!"

A voice behind themin the library door said, "And you will all put up your hands, unless you

want to be autopsied."

It was the Nizam the real one. He held a gun—ene of the supermachine pistols which Doc Savage
had given himto use in case they encountered Rama Tura's mnen

He was carrying the man who had tried to pass hinself off as the N zam upon Doc Savage. The

latter was still handcuffed. He said nothing

No one noved. No hands went up

" Sonet hi ng has happened whi ch changes the situation greatly for me," said the genuine Nizam "You
wi Il put your hands up and permt nme and ny conpanion to |eave. | assure you that | nean business."
The sensible thing to do was to get hands up, and Doc Savage did so. But not Ham He was al ready
in a blind rage over the Mk incident, which he well knew would furnish Monk sonething to rib him
about

Ham woul d al nbst have parted with an armrather than have Monk know he had expressed fondness for
hi m

So Ham snarled and hurtled forward, flinging his sword cane spear fashion. The tip of the blade
was coated with a chemical, akin to the one in the nercy bullets, which would produce swift

sensel essness, once it were introduced into a wound, however small. But the sword cane mi ssed, due
to Ham s haste.

The Ni zam ti ghtened on the supermachine pistol. The gun let out its bullfiddl e noan. Ham went
down.

The superfirer continued to hoot, and Long Tom and Doc Savage went down in qui ck succession. They
moved only a little after they fell

IT was night, with the lights of the city a nagnificent spectacle fromthe skyscraper w ndows,
when Doc Savage and his aides revived

The squeal i ng of Habeas Corpus, a plaintive sound, was the first noise that Doc Savage heard. The
bronze man awakened first. After a while, the others were up

They hel d a somewhat gl oony di scussion, which consisted |argely of Mnk, Ham and Long Tom
advanci ng various theories, none of which exactly expl ai ned what had happened

"It was that fake Nizam " Long Tom conpl ai ned. "Just seeing himwent all over the real N zam
wonder what caused it."

"That," Ham said, "is just another black spot in the whole very dark nystery."

They tel ephoned the police, and | earned no trace had been found of Rama Tura or any of his nmen
Doc had the police put out a pick-up order for the N zans, real and fake

They sent out for papers, the late editions. The sheets were full of the nurders, with the usua
wi | d specul ations, and an occasional fiery editorial accusing the police departnent of
inefficiency—a stock procedure, incidentally, which had about gone out of style in New York City.
About that time, Doc Savage chanced to find, in his coat pocket, a business card which he had not
put there. It was enbossed with the royal enblem of Jondore, an affair of a tiger head and spears
entwi ned by a serpent. The card al so bore the sinple lettering

KADI R LI NGH

There were words printed on the back in a stilted but preci se hand whi ch m ght have been trained
to print the rather unusual letters which fornmed the Jondore al phabet. The nessage was to the point
PLEASE DROP YOUR | NTEREST IN TH'S AFFAIR. I T WLL SAVE MANY LI VES FOR YOU TO DO SO

KADI R LI NGH

Monk did sone very vehenent nuttering when he had perused the scroll. Then he | ooked at Doc
Savage.

"What about it?" he asked. "Do we drop it?"

Doc asked dryly, "Wuld you |like to?"

"Heck no," Mnk grinned. "l've been havin' the tine of ny life."

"There is sonmething behind all this," Doc Savage said. "Sonething large and terrible. W will go
on, get to the bottomof it."

"Swell," Mnk grunted. "That guy Rama Tura needs a good squashing, and |'min favor of our doing
it, even if the job takes us clear to Jondore."

"Even if it takes us to Jondore," Doc Savage agreed



Chapter Xl Il. THE LOOM NG TERROR

IT took themto Jondore

They arrived three weeks later—arrived in Benares, which is not in Jondore, or even very near it

but is in India, south of Nepal, an independent state sonewhat simlar in set-up to Jondore
politically. Benares is possibly the best hopping-off place for Jondore—Jondore not being anong the
nost accessible places in the world

In those three weeks there had been not hing whatever to show what nmi ght have happened to Ranma

Tura and his organi zation, or to the Nizam of Jondore, former richest man in the world, or to the
nmysteri ous man who had pretended to be the Nizam The Ranee, wi dow of the dead ruler of Jondore, had
al so dropped from si ght

Not that Doc Savage had not searched for them The bronze nan had expended nopney and influence in
an effort to get a trace of his quarry, and he had been given access to the police reports, which
were indicative of a thorough search officially, Rama Tura being wanted for a score of nurders, nore
or |ess.

Nor had any one uncovered a clue which had proved of value in solving the nystery of just what

was behind the entire grisly affair

Rama Tura and the rest had sinply dropped out of sight as conpletely as if Rana Tura had worked
sone of the ability at miracles which he seenmed and cl ai ned to possess, and had renpved every one
into the spirit world

Monk even commented to that effect

" Dope, " Ham snapped back at him "There is no such thing as a mug |ike Rama Tura perform ng
mracles.”

It was when they sought the usual clearance papers to enter Jondore that Doc Savage and his three

ai des encountered the first—and a very mnor exanple—ef the difficulties that |ay ahead. They were
refused adm ttance

The refusal was sinple, to the point, and sinply explained. The Kadir Lingh, N zam of Jondore

had notified the British Foreign Office and his own consul ar representative that Doc Savage was
under no circunstances to be adnitted to Jondore

There was the further sinple statement that Doc Savage and his aides would be officially executed

if caught in Jondore. The statenent indicated that the N zam consi dered Doc and his nmen public

enenm es of Jondore. The N zam came near enough to being an absol ute nonarch that he could order such
executions.

Doc Savage talked the matter over at length with the British officials, and, although the bronze
man had a certain anmobunt of drag, he having been of service to John Bull in an official way on other
occasi ons, he was advised to drop the matter and return to the United States

Doc read between the lines and concluded that the British considered Jondore the powder keg of

their Asiatic possessions, and feared the bronze man m ght be the spark which would ignite it

The British put agents to watching Doc and his men. The shadow ng was open, and Doc agreeably
invited the agents to acconpany hi m about, even to dine with him

That was how it happened that British agents were with Doc Savage when he purchased airpl ane
passage to the coast, and were with hi mwhen he and his three aides boarded a liner sailing directly
for the United States.

The agents were not al ong when the liner | owered Doc and his three aides over the side in a power
launch that night, some distance off the coast. Habeas stayed aboard, on his way to New York

It was not entirely by chance that Doc had picked this particular liner, because it happened that
the concern which owned it was one of the bronze man's w de commrerci al hol di ngs

So when the British radioed in mdocean, querying whether or not Doc Savage was aboard, they were
informed Doc and his men were on the passenger list. This was not, technically, a lie. Their nanes
had sinply not been erased fromthe |ist

JONDORE was, in effect, a great, fertile valley, which was accessible by air and by three

nmount ai n passes whi ch were sheer gorges through which narrow trails had been constructed

There was no railway, and no way by which an autonobile could enter Jondore, except by being

taken apart and packed in on the backs of yaks, donkeys, and the tough little Hi nal ayan ponies

The guards at one of the nmountain passes into Jondore failed to notice anything peculiar in the
fact that within a space of two days, four different donkey merchants were admtted

Donkey nerchants, itinerant peddlers, were quite comon, and al so wel cone, because they were

taxed heavily. Barefoot, rather ragged, these particular hucksters differed little fromthe average
run

The night after the adm ssion of the |last of these four specific nmerchants found all four of them
hunkered about the tiny blue flame of a fire in a small canyon. The nights were very cold in the
nmount ai ns surroundi ng Jondore

One of the hucksters began the conversation. He was a big fellowwith a hunp in his back and a

limp in his right leg. H's skin was al nbst black, his hair was short, jet-black, and so curly it was
like a mass of tiny coil springs



He wore a turban which was remarkably new and cl ean, and a robe which seened about to fall to
pieces in spite of many patches.

He spoke to a squat, broad, bal d-headed fell ow who had a yellow skin, teeth bl ackened from betel
chewi ng, and who wore enornous spectacles and rather untidy garnents.

"Did you have any trouble, Mnk?" he asked.

"No, Doc," replied Mnk. "Them Jondorean words you taught ne were enough to get me by."

Shaving all of the coarse, rusty hair from Mnk's apish frame had nade a startling difference in
hi s appear ance.

Doc said, "How about you, Han? And you, Long Ton®?"

Ham and Long Tom had both turned into fat H ndus, through the nmedi um of body pads, plastic
make-up, and body stain. The disguises were perfect enough that it was doubtful if they would have
recogni zed each ot her.

"What is our next nove," Ham wanted to know.

"W will work toward Dacal, capital city of Jondore," Doc said. "And we will see what we can pick
up on the way."

Just what Doc Savage neant by saying they would try to pick up information on the way becane
apparent the follow ng afternoon, when they entered a small village.

It was not unusual for merchants to travel together in Jondore, for the hillmen were chronic
bandits.

The town consisted of rows of stone huts facing a | ane of dust which nust have been a renarkabl e
mudhol e on the rare occasion when it rained.

There were skin yurts of hillnmen and herdsnen pitched around the outskirts, and the inevitable
conbi nation of tenple and nonastery was the nost pretentious structure in town.

THERE were several inns, and they sel ected one which seenmed to boast the least dirt and the
fewest snells, although it was a cl ose choice.

Ham the fastidious, did considerable grunmbling over the quaint and mal odorous custom of keepi ng
the animals in a yard under the inn w ndows.

"That is so the owners can | ook out occasionally and nake sure their ani mals have not been
stolen,” Doc told him

"A fine country!" Ham sniffed.

The inn food was too nuch for them They cooked their own over a small fire in the yard, bothered
by inquisitive donkeys and yaks. OQther travel ers were doing the sanme thing.

They kept their eyes open, and noted that many of the travelers were leaving imediately after
they had eaten. Doc Savage anbl ed over to one who was preparing to depart.

"Truly this place pleases not even a yak, O brother," he said in Jondorean. "Can it be that you
|l eave to find other and nore pl easant |odgings."

The travel er eyed Doc, and apparently saw nothing but a kinky-haired, hunp-backed Jondorean with
alinmp, a fell ow who | ooked quite harm ess.

"It is indeed a foolish |anmb which goes into the den of the lion, sees the lion and yet |ies down
there to sleep,” replied the traveler.

"What have you seen here?" Doc asked.

"The | anb m ght see the lion, and yet not know it was a lion, never having seen one before," said
the other. "Perhaps it is that you are new in Jondore."

He whacked his pony lustily and rode off.

Doc Savage went back to his aides.

"THERE i s sonething happening in this village," he informed them "Remain here, keep close to

your donkeys, and watch."

Doc Savage noved away, affecting the bow|egged, shuffling gait of one who had spent nuch of his
life astride ponies and donkeys. He had not gone far before he saw that there was indeed sonething
br ewi ng.

Armed nmen were the rule rather than the exception in Jondore, for it was a wild, untamed | and,

but nen abroad in the streets were nmuch too heavily wei ghted with weapons, and they frequently

wal ked in groups, muttering in |low, excited voices. Doc tried to get close to one of the groups and
was cursed and had sticks thrown at him

Merchants, especially those who carried their wares on donkeys, were not held in nuch esteemin
Jondore.

There is one spot where informati on can usually be picked up—the drinking places. Doc sought one
whi ch served, not only the strong-buttered tea popul ar through the Hi mal ayas, but al so a potent
beverage derived fromfernented mai ze.

By the sinple process of |oosening his purse strings, Doc becane a very popul ar fellow He
consunmed not hi ng but the strong-buttered tea hinself, and cheese, which no one considered in the

| east strange. An hour thus expended got him sone infornation.

The head men of the village and the army—each village in Jondore had its private-armed force—were
that night holding a nmeeting in the council house near the nobnastery.



"Whi spers say it has to do with the return of the Majii," some one stated, then shut up suddenly,
as if having let slip a matter that it was not healthy to discuss.

That was enough for Doc Savage, and as soon as he coul d manage w t hout exciting suspicion, he
left the drinking place and worked toward the nonastery. He haunted shadows when he got near the

pl ace.
The nonastery was a |large structure, by far the nost elaborate in town, which did not nake it
exactly a breathtaking bit of architecture, and the doorway was small, arched and near one end.

The patch of murk around the corner m ght have been made for eavesdroppi ng. Ensconced there, Doc
managed to overhear two nen in the entrance, probably guards, as they talked.

"It is truly a great thing for Jondore, this return of the Majii," one murnured.
"You speak words of truth and wisdom" the other agreed. "Yet there are sonme dogs who sit back
and yap, even after they have been shown a bone. They do not want to follow the Majii, master of

marvel s, ocean of w sdomthough he is."
"There are many of those dogs," agreed the first.

"Many, truly," said the second. "But the word of the Majii will prevail, even if those who
di ssent have to die, so that—=
There was a yell inside the nmeeting hall. A shot. Another.

A man popped out of the door. He was white, nattily attired in whipcord-I|aced breeches, riding
boots, a l|leather blazer and—+ncongruous touch—a beret of |eather which matched his jacket. He wore
two big revolvers, cowboy fashion, in |owslung holsters.

The two door guards, startled, let the white man whip past them Then they lifted their rifles.
The white man | ooked back over his shoulder, saw the rifles being raised, and drew both of his
revol vers. He stopped, spun, and both his guns went off.

The two guards col | apsed.

THE vill age had been quiet. But now it exploded. Armed men popped, how ing, from houses. A flood
of gesticul ating, screeching figures poured fromthe neeting hall.

Doc Savage mingled with them galloping along with themafter the madly fleeing white man. It was
a blood-thirsty nob, out to slaughter the fugitive.

The white man ran fleetly, keeping his guns in his hands. He was an uncanny marksman. Three
tinmes, enraged villagers tried to head himoff, and he used his weapons with effect. Then he cane to
a point where a throng of foes literally blocked the street.

H s guns nade a great deal of noise. H s foes nmade al nbst as nuch. But the odds were too great.
The white man backed, spun, tried to flee, but the aval anche of Jondoreans fromthe neeting hall
headed himoff. An instant l|ater, there was a trenendous ngl ée.

Doc Savage was in the thick of it, making a great pretense of trying to get the fugitive, but
actually putting hinmself in the way of the villagers as much as possible. Now he went into action,
using fists, knees, furiously.

Sei zing his chance, he got one of the small snoke bonbs out of his pocket, dropped it, and an
inky fog pronptly envel oped the fray. That did the trick.

Seconds | ater, Doc appeared on the edge of the battle. He was dragging the white nman, who was
badly battered. The fellow was thin, alnost fragile. Doc shoul dered him Then he ran.

Twi ce, they were shot at. One of the marksnen used a nodern rifle and m ssed; the other fired

wi th what nust have been a honenade nuzzle | oader charged with pebbles, bits of iron and whatever
el se was handy. The mi scell aneous nmissiles broke Doc's skin in four different places, but he was not
danaged seriously.

The white man did not speak. He was hol ding his head, and scarlet froma cut craw ed through his
fingers.

Ham Mnk and Long Tom nmet Doc, riding their donkeys. They had started toward the sound of the
fighting.

Doc put the white man on his feet, signaled his aides, and warned them not to speak. He did not
want their unfamiliarity with the Jondorean tongue to reveal they were not the itinerant nerchants
that they seened.

They persuaded the donkeys into a run and left the village.

THE white man spoke at |ast.
"Bally decent of you chaps,"” he said. "You jolly well took ny iron out of the fire."
Doc kept silent.

"Jove," murnured the white man. "I hope you speak English. My Jondorean is rotten. Wat about
it—savvy English?"
"Lizzle," Doc Savage said, giving the word "little" the mutilation of a Jondorean who knew only a

few words of that tongue.

The white man asked curiously, "Just why did you aid ne, old fell ow?"
Doc feigned a groping for the proper English words.

"Mebbeso noney," he managed finally.



The white man | aughed, as if not at all surprised

"You'll jolly well get paid for it," he informed them "Say, how would you like a bit of a job?"
Doc agai n paused before speaking

"No savvy," he said. "You tal k. Mebbeso savvy."

"l ama British secret agent," said the white man. "You savvy same?"

"Uh," Doc agreed

"I was sent in here to investigate this business of the Majii," announced the man they had
rescued. "You savvy Majii?"

" Ut

Doc said with great vehenmence

"What do you know about hi n®?"

"Vezzy lizzle." Doc paused as if groping for a very big word, his prize piece of the English

| anguage. "Vezzy mistiliffilulous."

"Very nysterious, is right," the other chuckled. "Is that all you know?"

"Uh!" Doc nodded

"l do not know a dratted bit nore than that nyself," said the white man. "I just got into
Jondore, and heard there was sonmething going on in that village nmeeting hall, and tried to get in to
eavesdrop a bit. They caught ne, the beggars."

"Job," Doc said. "No savvy."

"Ch, you want to know about the blooming job." The man was riding ahead of Doc on the donkey, and
he carefully adjusted his position. "I want to get to Dacal, capital city of Jondore. | amgoing to
have sonme very firmwords with the Nizam | shall bally well put a bee in his turban. I will rem nd
himwhat a fleet of British bonbing planes could do to his palace and to Dacal ."

"Uh," Doc said agreeably

"l want you to escort ne to Dacal," said the white man anxiously. "I need a bodyguard. | wll pay
handsonely. Do you want the job?"

Doc | et enough silence el apse to nake it seem he was thinking it over thoroughly.

"Uh," he agreed finally

They rode on, keeping to rocky ground, seeking the fastest traveling. For a tinme, they heard
pursuit behind them

The bayi ng of dogs, evidently on their trail, gave them sonme bad nmonents, until Doc Savage
dropped back and distributed conmmon pepper—the stuff was in their packs of nerchandi se—ever their
trail

After that, they lost pursuit

It was sone two hours before the white nan nade a renmark concerning Doc's three aides, who had
not said a word.

"They are very quiet," he remarked. "Can't the chaps tal k?"

"Tal k vezzy good-way | ose head,"” Doc rem nded

MORNI NG sun was soaking into the cracklike canyons of the nountains when they sighted Dacal
capital of Jondore. It was distant, a strange, unreal inmage in a gray, woolly m st

Dacal was a junble of tightly packed buil dings, many having colors so bright as to be perceptible
even fromthe nountain heights fromwhich they were viewing it.

The city lay in the center of a valley, and near it was an al nost eneral d-green | ake. The valley
itself was entrancing, even froma distance; sight of it alone was enough to cause themto stand
there for along time, silent and admring

Nor were they the first to be stricken speechless by this vale of Jondore. Songs had been witten
about it, and poens, based on the ecstasizing of travelers who had been so fortunate as to see the
rare spot

The white man whom Doc had rescued finally sighed

"They jolly well say the sharpest thorns grow on the prettiest flowers," he murnmured. "Let us be
toddling."

Hours later, as they rode through a | and that was a paradi se of beauty and | uxuriance, nunching
delicious fruits plucked fromtrees along the road, they heard hoof beats. A sizable squad of riders
came into view.

The horsermen were tall, lean, with a hungrily alert |ook

"Look kinda |ike they was out huntin' a square neal," nmuttered Mk, who was bringing up the
rear, far enough back that their "enployer" could not hear

The riders were soldiers, it developed, for their attire was uniform pluned turbans, |ong | oose
tunics of bright blue, and baggy trousers that were bunched into low felt boots

Each man wore short sword and pistol; rifles were holstered on the front part of each saddle
dangling down the fore quarters of the horses

Doc Savage studi ed them through an ancient tel escope such as donkey traders carried for
scrutinizing nmountain passes in search of bandits

"No wi se traveler enters a sandstorm when he may go around it," he murnured in Jondorean

Then he absently stuck the tel escope in the saddl e pocket



The white man they had rescued fromthe villagers squinted at Doc, as if trying to fathom what
the words nmeant. Then he peered at the soldiers, who were still too distant for close study with the
naked eye.

"M nd | ending ne your tel escope, chappie?" he suggested.

Doc gui ded his donkey close to the white man, extended the tel escope—and sonethi ng seened to go
wong. Doc's donkey gave a great junp, crashed into the other's nount.

Doc, apparently to keep fromfalling, flung out his arns and grasped the white man, and in an
instant, they had both crashed to the hard road.

Doc | ay where he had dropped, emitting grunts that sounded very pained.

The white man bounded up, grinmacing, and clutched his sleeve. The fabric of his shirt, the

| eather of his blazer, was cut. He shucked off the blazer, rolled up his sleeve and exam ned his
arm A trickle of scarlet was comng froma small cut.

"Your deuced knife!" he exploded. "It might have cut nme badly."

Doc Savage was funbling inside his volum nous garment, and unobserved by the other, nanaged to
free his knife of its sheath and thrust it through his robe. He stood up, contriving so that the
other would be certain it was the knife which had cut him

"Sorrow is a vast sea about me, out of which | shall never be able to swm" he said in

Jondor ean.

THE white man took the tel escope and studied the gaudily caparisoned band of horsenen.

"Sol di ers of Kadir Lingh, the Nizam" he said. "That is jolly fortunate for us."

Doc, registering alarm grunted, "Mebbeso bad," in the bad English he was affecting.

"No, no," the other said hastily. "They will not dare nolest ne, and | will see that they do not
touch you. We will hail them"

Doc and his three aides waited, playing their parts as rather-frightened traders in a wld
country where anything mght happen, and their "enployer" rode forward grandly and hail ed the
approachi ng squad of horsenen.

The meeting occurred sone di stance down the road, and Doc and his conpani ons could not hear what
was said. They could, however, see that the conversation seened to elate the white nman. He waved at
them then advanced, riding with the uniformed squad.

"Everything is jolly," he hailed them "One of these soldier chaps speaks English."

The horsenen surrounded them They were a grimvisaged gang. No one spoke.

The white man cracked out words—words in perfect Jondorean, which he had professed hinmself unable
to speak.

Wth hair-lifting speed, the soldiers whipped out their guns and covered Doc Savage, Mnk, Ham
and Long Tom

The white man said in English, "Doc Savage, you and your three nmen will surrender if you have the
| east idea of what is good for you."

Long Tom gul ped, "Well, for—doubl e-crossed!"

Monk gl ared at the white man and gritted, "The rat flea!"

Ham nurnured, "I fail to understand this at all!"

Doc Savage said nothing, nor was he showi ng any evidence of surprise.

Menaced by nunerous guns, they did the sensible thing and | et thensel ves be relieved of weapons,
and permtted their wists to be bound, after which preparations were made to | ead them by ropes
about their necks.

The white man rode over and | ooked down at them He had exchanged with one of the soldiers and
was riding a fine saddl e nount.

"He who is wise and patient knows that all trails have an ending," he said in a totally different
Voi ce.

The holl ow, deathlike quality of that voice he had used, the absolute absence of tonal

di fference, caused Monk and the others to give a trenendous start of surprise.

"Bl azes!" Mnk squawked. "Did you get that!"

Monk started forward, reckless of the guns which covered him trying to reach the white man, but
the latter spurred his nount and got clear.

Monk retreated disgustedly, and eyed Doc Savage.

"That hol |l ow voice!" he exploded. "That guy isn't a white man! He's Rama Tura, the |ug who nmde
those jewels in the séances!"

The white man | aughed at them

"l am Rama Tura," he agreed. "And possibly you will adnmit Rama Tura is sonething of an actor,
eh?"

DOC SAVAGE studied Rana Tura with no perceptible fear or anxiety.

"You are very clever, but we already knew that," he said slowy. "But one part of this affair was
not staged—your flight fromthose villagers in the nmeeting house."

Rama Tura scowl ed, swore in Jondorese, violently, abusively—not at Doc, but at the villagers who
had tried to kill him



"I was there to persuade themto accept the | eadership of the Majii," he grated. "The of fspring
of sw ne turned upon ne."

"1 wondered about that," Doc told him

Rama Tura smiled thinly. He certainly bore little resenblance to the corpse figure which he had
pretended to be in New York

"You truly saved ny life," he said. "For that, | owe you sonmething. Only, | do not pay debts."
"You owe us nore than you think," Doc Savage said

Rama Tura | ooked interested, but Doc did not el aborate

Chapter XIV. BLACK HOLE

IT was dark. Somewhere, it nust be light, because it was dayti me—the follow ng day. But it was

dark where Doc Savage and his three aides spent time—tinme that was beginning to drag

It was al so quite hideous where they were. The things on the floor nmade it that way. Not that the
things on the floor were nmenaci ng. They had no matches, but they had felt over them

They were bones, human, they knew by the skulls; on the floor also was a dust that was not

pl easant to think about, although Monk, undoubtedly to get Hanmis goat, had at one time gone into a
| engt hy nonol ogue about how long it took a human body to turn into dust in a dry place such as this
was.

The place was round, wi de enough that two of themcould barely span it by joining hands with
outstretched arms. The walls were of stone, but they might as well have been of glass, for they had
been polished to an incredible slickness

Somewher e above—too high for themto reach it by form ng a pyram d—was a door. Fortunately, they
had not been ki cked through, but had been permitted to slide down a rope

They had tal ked—and tal ked. Possibilities suggested that m ght explain what was behind the

machi nations of the Majii and his disciple, Rama Tura, had been nunerous, but based on no foundation
sufficiently solid to warrant them being regarded as fact

They had deci ded on one point

"I's Rama Tura a Jondorean or a European?" Mnk had pondered

"A part of each," Doc Savage had said. "A breed, in ny opinion."

Monk and Ham were quarreling to kill tine, Mnk berating Ham for using his robe to spread over

the dust as a pallet, and Ham denying wathfully that he had enpl oyed the honely chemist's garb
thusly. The squabble | acked its usual entertaining angles. It sounded forced

Long Tomsaid gloonmly, "They're gonna let us stay here until we croak!"

The garnents they wore were cheap, ragged, and had been given themby their captors. Their own
clothing, including Doc Savage's vest with its remarkabl e assortnment of gadgets, had been taken from
them They had, indeed, been stripped to the skin, and even give a bath—thrown into a horse trough
rat her.

Doc Savage had been listening. To their ears cane the erratic noises nade by a guard pacing
somewher e above and outside, and another sound, fainter, a murnuring intonation froma considerable
di stance, that was probably the noise of a tenple

There were chines fromtinme to tinme, and gongs, and once strains of the exotic nusic of the

Orient, all rather pleasant

There was a cl anki ng above, and the outer door opened, letting very weak |ight through big iron
bars. A brown face pressed to the bars, peering downward, and an armcane in with a burning brand—a
bit of wood with an end cut into shavings—fell downward, and its light illum nated the prisoners
The face withdrew and the door grated shut

"He does that about once every two hours," Mnk grunted

"All right," Doc said. "Now we go into action."

Monk nmade a surprise sound in the darkness. "So you got a schenme! But why wait this [ong?"

"It is now al nost dark," Doc told him "It is difficult to prowl during the daytinme. Last night

we were tired. The rest did us good."

"How you gonna get out?" Monk grunted

"Wth your aid," Doc told him

THEY spoke in very |low voices, for it was not beyond possibility that there m ght be a

m crophone, perhaps of supersensitive parabolic type, conceal ed above them Rama Tura was, they had
reason to believe, no stranger to nodern devices

To cover any sounds, such as a mcrophone mght pick up, if one were there, Ham and Long Tom now
began to sing. They rendered roistering chanteys of the sea, and there was nuch nore vol une than
nusi c.

Doc Savage and Monk faced each other in the center of the round cistern of a cell. They joined
hands firmy above their heads

Then, keeping a tight grip on each other's hands, they wal ked backward until each had gotten his
feet against the wall. Thus, their bodies formed a bridge fromone wall of the cistern cell to
anot her

It was no easy thing they were seeking to acconplish. Nor was it inpossible. They had their shoes



of f, and the walls of the prison, while glass snoboth, were entirely dry. They began to wal k up the
wal I, naintaining their hunan bridge.

They | ost out and fell back exactly eleven times in the next forty-five mnutes. Then they got up
to the opening. The next part was ticklish. Doc Savage felt with his feet, found the bars, and
hooked toes around them

"All right, Mnk," he said. "I'Il try to hold you if you say so."

“I'lIl take ny chances on dropping," Mnk nmuttered. "I've fell so danged often |'m w ecked,

anyhow. "

Down bel ow, Ham and Long Tom nmade noi se with their singing. They were, however, standing well
clear.

Doc rel axed tense back nuscles, their pressure bridge collapsed, and Monk went down to land with
a |loud thunmp and a tremendous grunt. Doc held the door bars with his toes. An instant |ater, he was
clinging to the bars.

The whol e performance, for all the trouble it had given them possibly could have been duplicated
by any acconplished team of circus or vaudeville acrobats.

Doc waited. Hi s watch, of course, had been taken. But he had cultivated a fair ability at judging
time, which was as effective as anything for the work at hand. Their guard m ght not wait the full
hour, anyhow, or he might wait nore.

Possi bly seven m nutes passed. Then the heavy bars on the outer door grated, and the panel -t was
of tinbers, iron strapped—epened and the guard did exactly what he had done before; the fellow put
his face to the bars to | ook down.

The guard stood there very still, except that his hands came | oose fromthe bars and dangl ed on
the ends of linp arms. It was doubtful if any one standing behind him and there was no one, would
have noted anything peculiar.

Doc, clinging to the bars with his feet, had the man by face and neck. The neck grip—ingers on
nerve centers—did the trick.

The man sensel ess, Doc went through his clothing. There was a very nodern padl ock, American made,
on the inner door of bars. The guard carried the key.

Some two seconds |ater, Doc Savage was outsi de.

It was dark in the passage, which was underground and bel ow the north wing of the castle of the

Ni zam the ruler of Jondore. The chanting which they had heard throughout the day was still going
on.

It was not an usual sound in Oiental cities, especially in the wilder interior. QOccasionally,
there were voices or the clatter of a bullock cart. One significant thing, however: they had heard
no | aughter on the streets.

The overpowered guard was a three-hundred-pound ball of blubber with a stunted knot of a face.

H s robe, not unlike an Arab burnoose, contained enough cloth to fashion a snall circus tent. Doc
relieved himof both robe and turban.

Doc tied an end of the robe around the nman's ankle, then grabbed the fellow by the wists and
dangl ed man and robe, rope fashion, into the circular cell.

"Monk, up," he called softly.

Shortly, Monk arrived, clanbering up the rope and the guard, grunting and groaning as if he were
about to die.

Doc then haul ed up prisoner and robe.

Monk stopped groani ng, exploded, "Hey! Ham and Long Tom figured on comin' up, too!"

"They are going to remain in the cell," Doc said quietly.

MONK swal | owed several tines, then gulped, "But | don't get this! W' ve all got a chance to get
out of the town!"

"W do not want to get out of the town," Doc told him "Not after the trouble we had getting
here."

Monk thought that over. "Then you—

"l amgoing to | ook around,"” Doc explained. "One person can do that much better than four. This
pal ace is probably the center of things. At least, if that Nizam can be gotten hold of, he can be
made to tal k—and clear up this whole nystery."

"Unmm" said Monk in a tone that was not too enthusiastic.

"Put on this fellow s robe and turban," Doc directed. "You will take his place as sentry. Your
skin is still dyed, and you are big enough to get by, providing it is not too dark."

Monk began thinking of objections. "But what if sone one cones along and | ooks down through the
bars into the cell? They'll see two m ssing—

"They will see the sensel ess guard, dressed in your robe. Hamand Long Tomwi Il see that he stays
sensel ess," Doc interposed. "A bundl e of spare underclothing can be arranged to | ook |ike another
sl eepi ng person. That conpletes the list of four, does it not?"

Monk said, "But | can't speak this cackle they call a |anguage."

"Just nod and grunt if you are spoken to," Doc suggested. "This guard is a surly fellow, if you
noticed. It will seemnatural."



Monk was trying to think of a further argument when Doc Savage |left him

Doc nmoved swiftly and, since he wore no shoes, silently. The absence of shoes woul d not draw
attention, since many Jondoreans went barefoot.

There were two guards, soldiers, at the end of the passage. They |ooked very alert, and there
seened no possi bl e chance of passing them because a |arge |lantern stood near them

Doc crept to the edge of the lantern light. He could see into the Iighted room beyond the guards.
It was circular, and there were plenty of columms supporting the roof. There was an open door.

Si | ence was pronounced as Doc waited.

"CQuards!" rapped a voice in Jondorean. "Over here a nmonent, quickly."

The voi ce sounded as if the speaker were beyond the open door, and it had an inperative rap of

authority.

The guards snapped their rifles across their chests and advanced toward the distant door on the
doubl e qui ck.

"Never mind!" clipped the authoritative voice. "It was only a shadow. "

The guards sal uted, turned and came back.

Doc Savage watched them closely. He was no |longer in the passage, but inside the large room
behind a pillar, well into the shadows.

The guards gave no sign of suspecting that it was a ventriloquial voice throwm by Doc Savage, and
no one in authority, as they had imagined, that they had heard.

They did, however, keep a closer watch than before, but after a few mnutes, relaxed, and Doc
managed to creep away.

The big roomhad two doors other than the first one Doc had seen; both being open, Doc eased
t hrough one, and through a walled channel of darkness. The passage ended, and he stepped into
anot her | arge room—and suddenly ducked back.

He had heard nmarching nmen. They cane into view a nonent |later, four abreast, noving with a
mlitary tread. Two bearers were in advance with resin-knot torches.

Rama Tura |l ed the procession.

Kadi r Lingh, N zam of Jondore, strode next.

THE parade—sone fifty armed nmen, not all of them soldiers—aere in the party. Those who were not
uni formed wore expensive robes and had the air of nen of inportance.

The parade crossed the chanber with the air of having some very definite place to go.

Doc Savage had quitted his prison cell for the very specific purpose of finding the Nizam and

| earni ng, by one neans or another, just what was behind that gentlenman's unusual behavior in New
York City. So Doc joined the parade—at a safe distance.

The group went directly to what was evidently the pal ace stables, where groons had horses

wai ting. Munted, the squad seened nmuch | arger, alnost a young arny. They rode away, and rode fairly
har d.

Doc Savage had heard of the claimsonetines nade that if a man and a horse engage in a wal ki ng
contest, the man can outlast the horse.

The bronze man was a physical marvel, thanks to training which had started in the cradle, and his
two hours of exercise taken every day. He had never engaged in public athletic contests, sinply
because it was best in view of the unusual career for which he was training that he should not get
any newspaper publicity that was avoi dabl e.

However, these horses were not wal king. They trotted, galloped, and ran sonme of the tinmne.
Moreover, they were fine nounts.

Three hours later, Doc was a mle behind. Had it been daylight, when the nounted nen woul d

undoubt edl y have travel ed faster, he might have been farther back.

Five hours later, he had | ost another half ml|e—er thought he had, until he cane upon the horses,
reins held by soldiers, npst unexpectedly.

Several mnutes nust have been | ost by the party in disnounting, because Doc could hear themin
the di stance, wal king. Cinbing, rather.

The horses had been left in a canyon, with walls of rock on two sides that, as far as the eye
could tell in the deceptive darkness, were vertical.

The rock was hard; it cut even Doc's bare feet, which were not tender. At tinmes, there seened to
be a path, but nore often progress was a matter of scranbling fromone crack to another.

The air was cold. Such dust as Doc's fingers touched was so frigid it felt like snow In the

di stance, and now Doc knew he was out of the canyon and mounting on up, could be seen the lights of
the capital.

They were not like the lights of an American or European city; there were no street |anps. Doc
gave all of his attention to the trail—+t was a trail—-and to the jagged peak above. Attention there
was necessary.

Jagged peak above—o! Its contour had changed abruptly, perhaps due to an altered vi ewpoint. Doc
paused to study it.

IT was like a black cube, a giant spotless dice, standing on the vast hunp of stone. It was



hardly on a peak, for there was higher ground back of it.

The bronze man's low, nmellow trilling note which nmeant always some nmorment of mental excitenent,
came, persisted briefly, then was gone.

He knew what this thing was. He had not seen it; so far as he knew, no pictures of it were in

exi stence, although at |east two nmen had been executed for trying to smuggle pictures out of
Jondore. But tongues cannot be censored, and travelers had told and witten of it.

The bl ock of stone—t was black, and no white man had ever gotten close enough to it to tell what
it was made of, although undoubtedly sonme stone foreign to the i nmedi ate regi on—was the tonb of the
Majii!

Tonb of the Majii—the fantastic master of miracles, nythology had it, who had lived innunerabl e

centuries ago, just how many centuries, nythol ogy was uncertain. The Majii! This was the English
spelling of a word that sounded simlar in Jondorese.
Dialects differed in Jondore, and the name was not Majii everywhere. In the north, it was Jagee,

and in the south, it was Genee, or Gni.

But no white nan had ever touched this tonb. It was one of the nysteries of the world. The cult
of the Mpjii, and nmuch of the Jondorean popul ati on worshi pped the Majii, had guarded it always from
defiling hands.

Doc Savage advanced, and the bl ock of black |oomed |arger. It was shiny, so marvel ously nmade that
it resenbl ed—+there was noonlight here—a great block of black gl ass.

The party the bronze man was following was entering the tonb by a snmall, al nbst round doorway.
Rama Tura and the Nizam were already inside. Indeed, the |ast of the squad was just filing in.
Doc darted forward, haunting shadows. Reaching the round aperture, which | ooked nodernistic, he
listened. No sound.

He entered—ef a fair certainty the first white man ever to cross that fantastic threshold.

Chapter XV. MAG C OF THE MAJI |

THE passage seened warner, and the snmoke of resin-knot torches was distinctly irritating to the
throat. Small sounds, exaggerated by the acoustics of the corridor, nmust be coughing of the nen
ahead.

There was an al nost geonetrical straightness to the passage, and at tinmes there were other
corridors |leading off, always at exact right angles.

Doc, however, kept on the trail of those ahead. It was not a long trail. He glided to an arched
doorway and peered through.

The room beyond was trenendous, sonehow rem ndful of the donme inside the capitol at Washington,
except that the interior was al nost starkly plain. The resin-knot torches, four of them did not
give nore than a fitful 1ight.

There were two things in the center of the room

The first was a gigantic affair which resenbled a vase. It had one enornous handl e—entirely too
big for even a score of nmen to enploy in lifting the object, even if they could reach it, which they
could not without scaffolding. Qut of the top of this came a steady blue flanme, evidently fed by
some kind of an oil reservoir.

The second obj ect was behind the first, a plain oblong perhaps four feet wide, the sanme in

hei ght, and ten feet |ong.

Bot h objects certainly |ooked as if they were nade of solid gold.

The crowd which had entered the tonb of the Majii now gathered around the rectangul ar bl ock of
yel l ow netal .

Rama Tur a—he had renpved the white shading fromhis skin and | ooked al nbst pure Jondor ean—st epped
forward, then |lifted what devel oped to be a lid on the box. The instant he had the lid up, he
bounced back and sank to his knees.

Every one else fell to their knees. They also put their foreheads on the floor repeatedly, then
lifted their eyes to stare at the long yel |l ow box.

Several fantastic things happened. First, a weird and not unpl easant odor cane into the room Doc
recogni zed it pronptly as the same aroma whi ch had al ways acconpani ed Rama Tura's apparent miracles
in New York City.

After the scent had been present some minutes, no one nmaking the slightest sound in the neantine,
Rama Tura began to nurnmur slowy and nonotonously. H's words were al nost a chant.

A mst arose fromthe hollow interior of the yellow block. It was an incredible yellow It

t hi ckened, arose in a long cloud. The fantastic aroma in the roomwas stronger.

Unexpectedly, a volley of gasps came fromthe kneeling spectators.

A figure was rising with uncanny slowness fromthe block interior. It was, to every outward
appearance, the figure of an enbal ned dead nan.

The unearthly apparition poised there a nmoment, then sank back and di sappeared.

Rama Tura got to his feet, walked to the tall urn fromthe top of which came the blue flame, and
gave it a brisk stroking with both hands. Results were instantaneous.

There was a flash of astounding brilliance, a crash as if the earth had come apart. The flash

bl i nded Doc nonentarily. Wen he coul d see agai n—excellent as was his enotional control —-he started



when he | ooked at the yell ow bl ock.

A figure was standing erect there. It bore sone resenblance to the enbal ned thing which had

ari sen before—t had on the same garnents.

The garnents consi sted of a cloak, shoulders to ankles, some cloth which seened partially woven
of gold; and there was also a turban and a mask, the latter a death-nask affair of gold I|eaf.

"I amthe Majii," said the apparition in Jondorean. "What is it that you wi sh here?"

TO say that the spectators, with the exception of Rama Tura, were tongue-tied was expressing it
mldly. Fully two mnutes el apsed and no one vouchsafed a word.
Rama Tura stepped forward finally.

"These are ones who doubted that you, O Majii, master of all that breathes and grows, all that is
fluid and all that is solid, could return to life," he said elaborately. "I brought them here that
they m ght see for thenselves."

"Horses that are led to water do not always drink," said the Majii in a runbling, inpressive

voi ce. Indeed, the voice was al nost thunder.

"No!" Rama Tura expl oded hastily. "These nmen are glad to be your servants, O Majii. But they

wanted to be sure it was you they served. You see, this world has gotten full of trickery, and
things are not always what they seem”

There was silence. Then came the thunder of the Majii.

"l have arisen fromthe tonb in which | have lain two score and ten centuries and nore," said the
great voice. "Do any of you doubt that."

No one apparently did, or if they did, neglected the noment to say so.

W thout |ooking the group over in a manner that was apparent, the Mjii boonmed, "I see anong you
the Ni zam present ruler of ny ancient honel and of Jondore. WII he step forward."

Kadi r Lingh, N zam of Jondore since the death of his half brother, shuffled out a few paces from
the group. He showed no great enthusiasm

"You are of ny blood," said the Myjii.

Kadir Lingh was in no hurry in replying.

"So it is said," he agreed finally.

"You are ny servant?" queried the huge voi ce.

Agai n Kadir Lingh hesitated.

"l am" he said.

"It is well," boomed the Majii. "As one who does what | decree, you will have riches and nore

power than ever a ruler before you, and everlasting life."

The Ni zam bowed and said, "I amglad."

But he did not sound gl ad.

"Fromny tonb, here, | have sent ny other self, ny mnd, out fromtine to tine to observe the

world, and ny mind cane back to ne very depressed,” said the Majii. "It is not well, the things

whi ch happen in this world, and least well of all is the manner in which the white nan oppresses the

brown. And now, lately, ny mnd has returned, telling me it is time that | arose and |led ny people
to the place they deserve."
At this point came a pause for the listeners to digest the words.

"To those who help nme, riches and power and life always," continued the Majii. "WII you all help
me. "

Every man in the strange tonb room nodded.

"It is well," runbled the Majii "You may go, all but the Nizam to whom!| wish to talk."

Al but Kadir Lingh filed out, plainly a bit anxious to get out of the awful presence. Rama Tura,
maker of jewels, was |last to go.

Kadir Lingh turned and made sure they were all gone. Then he stanped over in front of the Mjii
and spoke angry Engli sh.

"Thi s damed nunbo-j unbo has gone far enough!" he snapped. "You can't fool them always with your
fakery!"

DOC SAVAGE had retreated to a cross passage when the nmen left, and he had returned in time to
wi t ness and hear what was now happening in the huge-domed chanber.

The Majii's face was expressionl ess behind the gold | eaf. But he | aughed.
"You still insist that | have no powers not held by an ordinary man," he said.
Kadir Lingh resorted to Jondorean, saying, "I know who you are. | know you are not—=

"Speak English!" snapped the other. "Some fool m ght overhear us, and few in Jondore can speak
English."

Kadi r Lingh changed to English and said, "I have been aiding you in your deception, at least to
the extent that | hel ped you deceive Doc Savage in New York. In return for that, you prom sed to
give up this insane thing which you contenplate."

The Majii made no reply to that.

"I will give you funds that you may |ive the rest of your days in luxury," Kadir Lingh continued.
"That is the best way out."



The Majii runbled, "You fool! You are not the one to dictate to nme!"
"l have aided you that disgrace mght not cone upon the kingdom of Jondore!" Kadir Lingh shouted

angrily. "I will aid you no nore. That is final!"

Laughter came fromthe Majii. Geat, ribald, crashing |laughter it was, with a very perceptible
undertone of viciousness.

"You will do what | say," he thundered. "I have increased ny power in your land until now | am
even stronger than you. Only a few of your villages are still faithful, anong themthe one where ny

good servant Rama Tura so nearly met his end, only to have Doc Savage rescue him And that is
anot her thing. Doc Savage and his aides nust die!"

Kadir Lingh put out his jaw and said, "They will not!"

The Majii rocked on his heels and intoned, "You will have to obey ne!"

"No," Kadir Lingh said with finality. "I will broadcast to the world your identity, and the thing
you are trying to do, and what you have done."

Kadi r Lingh paused, scow ed darkly at the other, and suddenly seened to cone to a snap deci sion.
"Better than that," he barked, "I shall seize you and take you with ne and unmask you now. |

shall tell how you worked the whole incredible schenme!"

Kadir Lingh sprang forward as he spoke. He was attenpting to seize the other.

But the Majii must have been expecting something sinmilar, for he dodged the gropi ng hands, and
countered with a vicious kick to Kadir Lingh's mddle which sent the ruler of Jondore, gasping and
grimacing, to the floor.

Then the Majii whipped out a great, jeweled knife and descended upon the fallen potentate.

DOC SAVAGE pitched from his conceal mrent. He ran as he had run on few other occasions. But the
floor was slick, and the distance was great. He woul d never nake it before the Nizam was knifed by
the fiendish one in the golden robes and the weird gilt face.

Doc shouted. A crashing, inperative sound. It had to be.

The Majii glanced up, then gave a great |eap, not toward Doc, nor exactly away from him but
toward the yellow bl ock fromwhich he had come. He stood erect in the bl ock.

There was a flash, conpletely blinding. Sinultaneously, there was a crash as if a field gun had
gone off. It left Doc's eyes aching and his ears ringing.

And the Majii was nowhere to be seen. He had disappeared. Just how, it was inpossible to tell.
Kadi r Lingh, N zam of Jondore, sprang erect from where he had been knocked. But he seened too
dazed to say anything.

Doc Savage ran to the golden bl ock, and | ooked inside. Strong as was his self-control, he all but
recoiled, for there lay in the sarcophagus the sanme grisly enbal mred body which had earlier risen in
such uncanny fashi on.

There was a death mask of gold | eaf over the features, but the visage bore a marked |ikeness to
that of the Majii.

No l'iving body was this thing in the gilt container. That was sure.

Doc Savage drew from his robe a rock which he had brought along as a weapon, and used a sharp
edge of this to scrape the yellow bl ock. The huge urn of a thing gave |ight enough to observe the
truth about the bl ock.

It was not gold. It was lead, or a simlar substance, gilded.

Then a swarm of brown men came rushing into the place.

THE newconers were robed in scarlet, and the cut of their garb indicated they were nenbers of

sone cult, probably the attendants of the tonb.

They carried no firearnms, but they did wield knives, very thin-bladed things, literally
razor-edged thorns of steel. And there were scores of them

Kadi r Lingh, N zam of Jondore, cane close to Doc Savage

"Death is before us," he said. "Be it said that | shall die in conpany befitting a Nizam"

Doc said, "Take off your robe and try to whip it into the eyes of the first to arrive, blinding
them and giving you a chance."

An instant |later, the horde was upon them Strangely enough, the knives were not used, except as

a threat to drive theminto a corner, after which the bl ades were unexpectedly put away, and it
becanme a hand-to-hand affair. Such a nél ée was Doc Savage's specialty.

But specialty or not, there was a limt to the bronze nman's capabilities. Two score nen—his foes
nunbered that at |east—eould conceivably bring down an el ephant, or the nost vicious |ion, providing
they made the attenpt with reckless |l ack of fear, as these fellows did. Mreover, Doc did not have
any of the gadgets which he usually enployed with such effectiveness

They buried him like ants upon a drop of syrup, and he fought tirelessly, until he was |ayered
over with the bodies of the senseless, but for one that dropped, a dozen seenmed to appear—ADre nen
were running into the domed chanber fromthe passages. It was hopel ess

Doc did not exactly give up. They finally got himworn down to the point where they could hold
him by the aid of thongs which they had managed to | oop over his |inbs.

The room seened to be full of men, not only the tonmb attendants, but the party which Doc had



foll owed here. The latter nmust have heard the uproar and come back—-all but Rama Tura

One man—he seened to have higher rank than the others of the tonb guards—sidled to the big yellow
nmetal vase out of which the blue flame canme steadily.

He rubbed the vase, somewhat fearfully.

The flash and crash cane, and there was standing, as if by nmagic, the Majii in his yellow casket
"What is wanted of me?" booned the great voice of the Mjii.

"This prisoner," a man nmunbl ed. "What shall we do with hin®"

"Determne," conmanded the Majii, "just how many knives his body will hold."

They gat hered around the bronze man, crowdi ng sonewhat as if anxious to be first to use their

kni ves

"Place yourselves in line, all but those needed to hold the bronze man," conmanded the Majii.
"There is no honor in being first."

They forned a procession of sorts, all with sharp blades. Carrying knives seenmed to be in as nuch
fashion in Jondore as was carrying watches in Anerica

The first man cane to Doc's tightly held figure. The fellow took his time, studying the bronze
man.

"lI's there honor in being first to kill hin?" he queried

That particul ar question never did receive an answer. There was a loud clatter of running feet
and a man cane tearing wildly into the doned tonb.

This fellow was highly excited. He tried to go to his knees in front of the Majii, and because he
did not slacken his speed in tinme, toppled over and skated al ong on his nose, then tunbled on his
back.

The performance woul d have been | aughabl e, except that the messenger was undoubtedly bearing sone
terrible tidings

The messenger said sonething in Jondorean. His voice was |ow, guttural and furiously rapid

The Majii plainly did not |like the news. He gave the bearer of it a resounding kick in the ribs
then cane stanping over to Doc Savage

"What have you done to Rama Tura?" he gritted

"Made a nove," Doc Savage said, "to nake my own life worth while to you, and to put a value to
you upon the lives of ny three aides."

"Your friends!" the Majii snapped. "Orders have been given that they be executed!"

"l think," Doc Savage said, "that they can take care of thenselves."

Chapter XVI. THE Al DI NG LADY

MONK t hought the sane thing—+hat he, and Long Tom and Hamin the cistern of a cell which he was
guardi ng, could take care of thensel ves

They had been nmanaging it rather credibly, although it was true that there had only been one
tense nmoment, and that when sonme beetle-browed officer, evidently a captain of the guard or
sonet hi ng equi val ent, had stal ked up and gl ared down into the cell

He had, fortunately, been either too proud, or too ugly-tenpered to favor Monk with a word, for
whi ch Monk had been extraordinarily grateful

Confidence is a great elixir, especially to those who do not keep too close a guard against its
intoxicating qualities. And Monk had never been noted as the possessor of even the m nor subdui ngs
of an inferiority conplex

That got hima crack over the head. It happened at the end of the passage, when he was spinning
to march back in his regular pacing past the cell

He never did see, until sone five mnutes later, the thing which had hit him for the reason that
the bl ow came from behind, and was hard

The one who had struck Monk down was al nost shapel ess in an envel oping robe. The attacker now
glided down the passage, after securing the padl ock key from Monk’s prone form-+targely by the sense
of touch, for it was dark in the underground pl ace

Reaching the | ocked door, the assailant opened it, and sent a rope snaking down.

"For the |love of nmud!" exploded Long Tom when the rope hit him

"Well, don't stand there!" snapped Ham "CQbviously, the rope is for us to clinmb."

They cl anbered up, not having much difficulty with the job. So dark was the passage that they did
not know their rescuer was not Mnk, until the individual spoke

"Where are the two others?" asked the rescuer. "Doc Savage and the one called Mnk?"

Had they been hit with hammers, Ham and Long Tom woul d not have been a great deal nore surprised
"It's a woman! " Ham gasped

Long Tom going on the principle that it was best to nmobve and ask questions afterward, suddenly
seized the femnine figure. He dragged her toward the nearest |ight, which happened to be beyond the
corner where Monk had been struck down.

They saw Monk, and Ham | eaped to his side and started to feel his pulse. Mnk sat up, took his
wist out of Hams fingers, and felt tenderly of his cranium

"Sonething's wong with ny head," he nunbl ed, not yet revived enough to realize what had
occurred. "Sonmething is wong with ny head."



"You are finding out about it awfully late in life," Hamtold hi munkindly.
Long Tom had gotten the wonman into the light.

"Hey!" he expl oded. "Look who it is!"

Monk peered at his attacker.

"The Ranee," he gul ped.

THE Ranee's rather entrancing features showed nmarks of sonme weeks of worry, as well as the stanp
of genuine fear.

"Where is Doc Savage?" she asked.

"Search me," Monk told her. "He went prowing to see what he could find out."

"You see," Hamtold the woman dryly, "we are still trying to find out what this is all about."
"He—bPoc—was going to find Kadir Lingh and ask himplenty of questions," Long Tom contri but ed.

"If Doc Savage followed Kadir Lingh— The Ranee wrung her hands instead of finishing. "Then he is
at the tonb of the Majii. And no telling what will happen to himthere."

She tugged at their arnms, and because there seenmed nothing else to do, they followed her. They
did not entirely trust the wonman, for she had doubl e-crossed themin New York, but she seened

earnest enough now, and she had gotten themfromthe cistern of a cell, although they could have
done that thenselves at any tinmne.

"Hurry!" she urged. "Orders cane fromthe tonb of the Majii that you were to be executed

imedi ately. We nust get away before the executioners cone."

That put willingness in their legs, and they raced al ong the passage, keeping up with the woman.

They cane to the exit, and two unconscious uniformed nmen were lying there. The Ranee pointed at
t hem

"They did not suspect ne," she said. "I was able to knock them unconscious."

They went out into the darkness, and heard horses chanpi ng and noving about. The Ranee escorted
themdirectly to the nounts.

"They are fast," she said. "I intended to have you use themto escape from Jondore. But now we
will use themto hunt Doc Savage."

Monk, nounting his aninal, discovered a sizable pack on the back of the rather unconfortable
Jondor ean saddl e.

"What's this stuff?" he demanded. "G ub?"

"Partially," replied the Ranee. "In it, you will also find your bel ongings which were taken from
you when you were captured."”

"You think of everything, don't you," Mnk told her admringly.

They mounted and rode, rather slowy at first, taking back streets, then, once they had left the
capital city, nore swiftly, running their animals whenever the trails pernmitted.

"You know the way to this Majii's tonb?" Mnk denmanded.

"Very well," the Ranee replied.

Ham spurred up until he was beside the Ranee, and began to put questions to her.

"Just what is behind all of this?" he demanded. "W know it is pretty bad, sonething that is
liable to get a |ot of people killed. But beyond that, we're stunped."

"l cannot tell you," the Ranee said pronptly.

Ham s voi ce took on a sharpness. "But that does not nake sense!"

"I will explain," the Ranee told him "M explanation may not seemsufficient to you, but to nme
it is an anple reason.”

"Go ahead," Ham said with bad grace.

"l love Jondore," said the Ranee. "I do not want the country disgraced. | do not want-—well,
certain people also disgraced."

"That's no reason,” Ham said.

"The present N zam Kadir Lingh, and nyself believe we can settle this affair by ourselves, or we
have believed it, although | am becom ng doubtful," the Ranee continued, heedl ess of the
interruption. "W deceived you to keep you fromlearning the real truth which would disgrace
us—Jondore."

"As a reason, that is very thin," Hamtold her.

"l knew you would think that," she replied. "But if you knew the truth, you woul d understand."
There was a certain tenseness, plainly noticeable, in her voice.

Ham began, "But if you would tell us—

"I will talk no nore about it!" she snapped.

And she did not, although Hamdid his best to provoke her to speech as they rode through the

ni ght. She had not disclosed anything further when they canme into a region of rocky peaks and
canyons of rather frightening depths.

At |last the Ranee pointed to a square bl ock of stone atop a high ridge and said, "There is the
tonb of the Majii."

Monk squi nted upward. "Looks kind of spooky."

"It is probably the nost fantastic thing in the world," the Ranee replied.

"What do you nean?" Ham asked.



"l hope you will never know," the Ranee told him

THEY left their horses and clinbed, using every precaution toward silence, until at last the

bl ock of the tonmb towered above themto surprising height, at which point the Ranee stopped them
"There is one door into the place," she said. "Sonetinmes it is guarded, sonetinmes not. But there
are always nen inside, men who are descendants of men who have devoted their lives to attending the
tonb, to guarding it."

"The idea is to be careful,"” Mnk grunted.

"Exactly," she told them

They advanced with infinite care, and fifty feet fromthe circular entrance, discovered two
guards at the opening.

"Let me handle this," Ham breat hed.

Ham had brought with himto Jondore two of his sword canes, which were custom made for him
abroad. They had been in his pack which had ostensibly contained trade goods, and the Ranee had
returned themto him He carried one as he crept forward.

But, after covering several paces, he got another idea and cane back to secure the second sword
cane. They were his favorite weapons and he had brought both of them al ong.

He advanced again, but not too closely. Poising one cane in his arm he threwit, javelin

fashion. He followed it instantly with the second bl ade. He had carried these weapons in his hands
for years; he had practiced countless hours with them He could do some amazing things with them
Each | ook-out was inpaled in a leg. Each emitted a startled grunt, which was not extrenely | oud.
Each man bent over to see what had hit him And both fell over on their faces and apparently went to
sl eep.

Ham | i stened for sone nonments. The grunts had not attracted attention. Monk and the others
appeared beside him and they went in.

Their advance was w thout incident, and they reached the great-doned roomwhich held the gilt

bl ock and the big urn fromthe top of which played the steady blue flame. They | ooked the place
over, saw no one, and advanced.

The casket was cl osed, and so fine was the workmanship on it that their first hurried inspection
failed to discern the lid.

They went to the big urn, which was far nore spectacul ar.

"What' s this?" Mnk demanded.

"It is the lanp of the Majii," the Ranee breathed hoarsely. "Keep away fromit. The horrible
thing has burned for centuries. It was built by the Majii hinself."
Monk sni ffed.

"I'"m chem st enough to know an ordinary vegetable oil flame when | see it," he said. "That's sone
ki nd of local al cohol burning through a wck."

He scowl ed at the big urn.

"And |'mgonna find out what this thing is nmade of," he added. "Looks |ike gold."

He went over and rubbed the vase vigorously, scratched it with a finger nail.

He got results. There was a flash, an ear-splitting report.

Monk was a score of feet fromthe vase, running, when his eyes returned to nornal after the
flash. He peered about. The others had |ikew se retreated, thinking at first that the blast was sone
ki nd of a bonb.

Monk sniffed. The air was filling with an odor. It was not the snell of any burned expl osive, but
a totally different aroma.

The scent which had acconpani ed Rana Turn's jewel - meki ng séances!

THE Ranee cried out, "Flee fromthis place! That perfune always acconpani es the nagic of the
Majii!"

Doc Savage's three aides hesitated. They had conme this far, and did not wish to depart w thout

| ear ni ng sonet hi ng.

Then, abruptly, it was too late. Brown men, the tomb attendants and uniformed soldiers of the

Ni zam cane rushing into the vaulted room

They were arnmed, but it nmust have been sone superstitious belief on their part that to fire guns
woul d desecrate the tonb, for they attacked with their bare hands, a procedure that mi ght have been
their waterl oo, except that they greatly outnunmbered those they sought to capture.

As it was, Mnk, Ham and Long Tom cut | oose with their supermachi ne pistol s—they had been in the
group of things returned by the Ranee—and filled the chanber with thunder and netallic capsul es
contai ning the chem cal that produced sensel essness.

Men yelled out. The nercy bullets stung a little when they struck. The nmachi ne pistols npaned by

spurts, like angry animals. For a noment, the attackers were driven back, conpletely stopped.
Then there was another of the weird, frightening flash-bang conbi nati ons—and the, weird figure of
the Majii was suddenly standing in his gilt casket, which was now open.

The Majii was an inposing spectacle, especially as he leveled an armat Mnk and the others and

held it there. Silence fell for sone nonents.



Then cane the thunderous voice of the strange individual.

"You wi Il becone hel pl ess!" booned the Mjii.

What happened then was quite the npost astounding thing that ever occurred to Monk, Ham and Long
Tom

They becane hel pl ess!

Monk in particular fought vigorously to lift his arns, and getting no response, |ooked down at
themin a futile anger. He tried to get his nmachine pistol up, tried with all of his will power. The
arm nmoved all of an inch.

"Bl azes!" Monk expl oded.

Ham said in a strained voice, "This just couldn't happen!"

They felt no pain, no disconfort, except the cloying odor of the roomin their nostrils. They
could think clearly, could understand each other. But they could not make an of f ensi ve nove.

Behind them the Ranee choked, "I knew something horrible would happen if we came here. This is
the tomb of the Majii."
The fantastic figure with the thundering voice booned, "I amthe Majii!"

Then the horde of brown nmen was upon them

Chapter XVII. ALADDIN S CAVERN

MONK and his conpani ons were genuinely surprised when they were not killed instantly. But a shout
fromthe Majii saved them and they were bound securely.

After this, the soldiers were ordered to | eave the domed chanber, and they did so, |eaving only
the regular tonb attendants.

Those who renmi ned seened quite famliar with the place, and what woul d cone next, for they

gat hered up Monk, Ham Long Tom and the Ranee and carried themover to where the Majii stood.

The Majii was not a very distinct figure in the eerie blue light. He |l eveled an armat the Ranee.
"For what you have done tonight, you shall die," he boonmed. "You have been inportant to ne, and
you coul d have been inportant in the future, and profited thereby, but you have forfeited that

right."
The Ranee sai d not hing.
The Majii spoke in Jondorean, which Doc's three aides could not understand, and one of the tonb

attendants noved forward, sonewhat fearfully, and gave the vase of the blue |ight a gingerly rub.
There was the usual pronpt flash and crash.

This tinme, no unexpected figures appeared. Instead, the floor a few yards distant split open—a

sl ab seened to have fallen out of it. The blue flame showed steps | eadi ng downward. They were

wel | -worn steps.

The Majii |led the way, and they descended into as remarkable a series of roonms as Monk had ever
seen. It was not a cavern, in that it was probably part of the foundation for the big black bl ock
that was the tonb.

They first noticed that the rooms were of tremendous size. Then they perceived other things which
interested them nuch nore.

The chanbers were storeroonms. And they were filled al npst to capacity.

Monk peered in anazenent at the objects.

There were crated airplanes, dismantled, speedy fighting ships—the utnost in nodernity, every
one. There were guns—ight, dangerous field pieces. There were rifles, machine guns, bayonets, small
arms. And there were an incredible nunber of cases of ammunition.

"A regul ar arsenal," Mnk gul ped.

"You will not |look at these things," the Majii comuanded.

Monk was baffled, no little scared, when he now found hinsel f unable to exam ne the objects
stored in the stone roons. It was an inexplicable feeling. He had never obeyed a comrand so

conpl etely before.

They cane into a small chanber which was enpty, except for two prisoners. Mnk peered at these
two, and recogni zed them

Doc Savage and Kadir Lingh.

DOC SAVAGE, it was starkly evident, had gone through a process of torture. H's marvel ous body had
not been damaged seriously, but he had been beaten, his skin cut and salt rubbed into the wounds,
and he had been burned with irons, if the blisters were any indication.

Monk and the others were deposited roughly on the floor, after which the Majii swung over and
stood before Doc Savage.

"You will now help Rama Tural!" he grated.

Doc Savage said, "You know what | want first."

The Majii bowed slightly.

"You want the rel ease of your aides and the Ranee," he said. "It shall be done. You, yourself
will remain here, a hostage, for a period of one year."

Doc Savage said not hi ng.

"I will go and have Rama Tura brought to you," booned the Majii. "After you help him your



friends will be freed, and escorted to the border."

The Majii went out, and the tonb attendants acconpanied him closing a heavy iron door behind

t hem

Doc Savage was bound tightly. It was with difficulty that he managed to roll over and face Mnk
"Can you roll over here, Mnk," he demanded

Monk put forth a trenendous effort, and hardly stirred

"l can't, Doc," he groaned. "That guy put the jinx on nme, or sonething."

"How about the rest of you?" Doc demanded

The others were in the same predi canent as Mnk

Doc Savage now began the | aborious task of changing his position. It becane apparent that he was
al nost exhausted physically by the torture he had undergone. He took all of three minutes in noving
a dozen feet

But he could now | ook into Monk's eyes

"Monk!" he said sharply. "You are all right now"

He held Monk's small eyes for sone nonents, steadily. Then he repeated his words

Monk blinked. He managed to sit up

"Bl azes!" he expl oded. "You took the Jinx off!"

"You were hypnotized," Doc said. "Roll over here and we will see if we can untie each other."
Monk hurriedly conplied

"Hypnotized!" he gul ped. "Man, oh man! And | was really beginning to think that Majii was sone
kind of a mracle worker."

"He comes near being that," Doc said grimy. "He is a master of hypnotism"

Monk was working at the bindings

"But guys have tried to hypnotize me before and didn't have any luck," he nmuttered. "Hypnosis
won't work on anybody who don't want to be hypnotized."

"It was that aromm, that vapor in the air," Doc told him "You always caught it before Rama Tura

and the Majii performed their feats."
Monk said, "I don't see what that had to do with it."
"It is a drug in vapor form" Doc told him "It affects the brain |ike—well, you have seen truth

serumrender a man incapable of thinking up lies. This stuff renders the brain incapabl e of

resi sting hypnotic suggestion."

Monk' s stubby fingers were strong—he was able, when in form to acconplish the feat of circus
strong nen, the bending of silver half dollars in his hands. He was getting the ropes off Doc's
wrists now.

"Hypnotism " he growl ed. "That explains a |lot of things."

DOC SAVAGE shook of f the ropes, and began to work on his own ankles, while Mnk rolled to Long

Tom

"That jewel - maki ng business,"” Mnk demanded. "Was that hypnotisn?"

"It is awld story," Doc Savage said. "The Nizam here, Kadir Lingh, has told me nuch of it."

The bronze man spoke rapidly as he freed hinsel f

"The Majii is trying to stir Jondore into an uprising against the British," he said. "He has a
fanatical hatred of the British. To buy arns and ammunition, he took the wealth of the Nizam But he
dared not sell the jewels in open market, because it woul d have conme to the attention of the
British, so he recut them or ground off the previous cuttings, and sent his lieutenant, Rama Tura
abroad to di spose of them They chose the fake jewel-maki ng séances as the nethod."

Doc got up, began untying Kadir Lingh. Long Tomwas free, but unable to nobve, not yet having been
brought out of the Majii's hypnotic spell

"Rama Tura used the aronmatic vaporized drug,” Doc continued. "Wth it, he could hypnotize an

entire cromd. Rama Tura is also a skilled hypnotist. The ability is not uncommon in this part of the
Oient. Rama Tura's audiences sinply believed they saw anything they were told they were seeing. You
remenber the nmen who took pictures of the jewel-naking seances? They were killed because they had
taken pictures that woul d show Rama Tura as a trickster."

"But what about the two hospital doctors who were killed in New York?" Mnk denmanded

"Rama Tura got rid of every one who night have an idea of what was back of his actions," Doc
replied. "The two physicians, Rama Tura feared, mght have | earned sonething fromthe Ranee."

Every one was untied now.

Doc Savage aroused Long Tom Ham and the Ranee sinply by telling themthey were out from under

the spell.

The Ranee gasped, "But | do not understand how you can revive us!"

"You are still hypnotized," Doc told them "But this tine, you are under ny spell."

Ham added, for the Ranee's benefit, "Doc studied hypnotism hinself. He spent sone tine in India
doing it."

"Oh." She seened slightly dazed. "But in New York, in Ranma Tura's quarters, | saw a horrible

monster of a thing—

"A product of Rama Tura's hypnotic hold over you," Doc assured her. "That is one of the



possibilities of advanced hypnoti sm-aaki ng the subjects see things which actually do not exist."

Monk growled, "I'Il neke this Majii see things that do exist when | get hold of "im"

"You had best stay away fromhim" Doc advi sed.

"Huh?"

"You are still under the effects of that drug," Doc announced. "Mere contact with the Majii's

presence will put you back in his power."

"Whew! " Monk exploded. "This is a predicanment!"

They noved toward the door.

Ham t hought of somet hi ng.

"Doc," he said rapidly. "Wat was that stuff about you doing sonething for Rama Tura?"

Doc Savage did a rare thing; he alnpbst sniled.

"You recall when Rama Tura was playing the part of the white man, and ny donkey junped agai nst
his, and we both fell to the ground, and Rana Tura got up with a cut on his arm which he thought
had been made by ny knife?" Doc asked.

"Sure," said Ham

"The cut was really the mark of a hypo needle, the scratch of its sharp point," Doc expl ained.
"The needl e administered to Rama Tura a concoction which has caused himto becone blind. They have
failed to cure him | happened to be able to do so, knowi ng what is wong with him"

They reached the door.

"So you knew the white man was Rama Tura all the tine!" Ham nurnured.

"H s disguise was not quite perfect enough to get by," Doc said grimy. "And it was necessary to
do sonething to nmake those fellows want to keep us alive. Control of Rama Tura's eyesight did the
trick."

They opened the door.

PANDEMONI UM | et | oose. The two guards were alert, and the fact that Doc Savage yelled in a
perfect imtation of Ranm Tura's voice that seemed to cone frombehind them telling themnot to
fire, delayed themhardly at all.

Long Tom got a bullet through the shoul der. The noise of the shot really did nore danage than the
bullet itself, for it set off a bedl amof shouting all through the stone roons.

"Place is alive with "em"™ Mnk expl oded.

"We'll try to make it out!" Doc barked.

The two guards were unconsci ous now. Monk appropriated one of their guns, Long Tomthe other.
They raced for the steps that |ed upward to the great-vaulted room

"This place has been here a long tinme," Hamclipped, noting the depth to which the tread of feet
had worn the stone steps.

"There is a rather remarkabl e story behind this place," Doc told him "Tell you about it when we
have tine."

A squad of three tonb attendants appeared above, and there was a brief exchange of shots and a
charge, after which the four were groaning on the floor, wounded, but not fatally, and Doc Savage
was runni ng sonewhat unsteadily, due to a puncture in his left |leg, above the knee. He said nothing
of the wound, and the others did not notice in the excitenent.

They gained the final steps which led up into the vaulted room

Doc stopped. He pointed to an el aborate nechani sm above.

"The device which opens that crack in the floor," he said. "You will notice over here, under the
bl ock of a coffin, there is another device, by which the Majii nopved the enbal mred body and got up
through. The slab on which the body lies sinply drops down."

Monk expl oded, "We hardly got tine for details—

"Wait!" Doc rapped. "In behind somewhere, probably around that corner, nust be the apparatus
whi ch di scharges the vaporized drug into the doned chanber. W want that put out of conm ssion."
Monk began, "I don't see—*

"W will cone back here with soldiers faithful to Kadir Lingh," Doc said. "W want to raid the

pl ace without danger fromthat stuff."

The bronze man started forward. H s wounded | eg was giving hi mweakness and agony, and try though
he would not to showit, he weaved slightly.

"Doc!" Monk expl oded. "You've been shot."

Doc said, "That vapor apparatus nust be—

“I"1l get it," Mnk barked. "I know enough chemistry to recognize the thing when | see it."

Ham and Long Tomtook the two rifles and dashed up into the domed room

Monk ran in search of the device which dispensed the potent vapor that rendered the m nds of
victins susceptible to bulldozing by others—which was what it anounted to.

Doc Savage, the Ranee and Kadir Lingh awaited Monk's return. They could not have stood there nore
than seconds, but it seemed an age.

Then Monk cane gal | opi ng back.

"Found it!" he squeaked.

Doc began, "Did you—



"l sure did," Mnk grinned. "That thing won't work again for a long tine! But we gotta blow"
They "blew." Up the stairs, into the domed room which was, to their infinite relief, enpty, and
across that into the passage that led to the outer darkness. O perhaps it was dawn now.

They were shot at when they appeared in the round door.

HAM and Long Tom threw t henselves flat to return the fire, which was comng fromthree riflenen

in the boul ders outside, near the edge of the em nence upon which the black tonb stood. The
riflemen, vastly surprised, retreated to the trail and down it to what was evidently a nobre secure
entrenchment .

Doc and his party raced into the boul ders—and found thensel ves stuck there. No other trail,

expl ai ned Kadir Lingh, led down fromthe tomb. And the riflemen had bl ocked this one thoroughly.
They did the only thing left for themto do. They waited.

Back in the tonb, there was a guttural roaring. That would be the pursuit. Before long, it would
learn they had gotten out of the tonb, and woul d converge upon them

Doc crept to the trail lip, and down it, carrying in his hands two | arge stones. He had the idea
of dislodging the riflenen, but that proved futile, for there was an open stretch in front of them
on whi ch nmoonlight shone quite brilliantly.

Doc threw the stones, and drew | ead unpl easantly cl ose, then crept back to the others. He told
them how it stood.

Monk suggested, "Maybe | can get down the cliff. I'Il try it, anyhow, because it's our—

"Wait," Doc said abruptly. "Listen!"

They listened, and heard not hi ng—whi ch was the inportant point.

"That noi se inside!" Mnk barked. "It's stopped. Them guys are quiet."

Doc held brief silence, during which his trilling, snall and eerie in the noonlight, was audible.
"Monk!" he said sharply.

"Yeah," said Monk, who was preparing to try the cliff descent.

"That vaporizing drug, unless carefully adm nistered, will undoubtedly cause death," the bronze
man expl ained. "That is the way of nobst substances as strong as it nust be. If a quantity of it were
rel eased at once, it would probably kill all of those in the tonb."

"Unm" Mnk nuttered.

"What did you do when you found the containers of the stuff and the apparatus for putting small
amounts of it into the domed roon?" Doc asked.

"Way, " Monk said, "l just busted the jars and let the dope spill out on the floor."

"You undoubtedly killed themall," Doc said grimy.

"Uh-huh." Monk did not manage to sound very sorry. "You gotta admt it was kind of an accident,
t hough. "

Chapter XVII1. THE DEAD MAJI |

JUST what had happened inside the tomb was something they evinced no desire to |earn inmedi ately,
after Doc Savage explained that it would probably take hours for the vapor to drift out.

In the neantine, they sniped with the riflemen on the trail bel ow, and, although they coul d not
get down, neither could any foes cone up.

The sun cane up in a blaze of blood-red light that was rem ndful of the events of the night, and
frombitter cold, the air turned unpleasantly hot.

"W will go in now," Doc Savage announced. "At |east, we can snell the stuff if it is still
there."

Long Tom and Ham were left with the rifles to hold the trail. Doc, Mnk, Kadir Lingh, the Ranee,
entered the tomb of the Myjii.

And tonb it was, for it had been constructed for death, and it held nothing but death. Sone of
the Majii's men had al nost reached the outer air, for there were bodies along the passage, nunbers
of themin the vaulted room and the others below. Even Mnk, who really held sone bl oodthirsty

i deas where enem es such as these were concerned, was appal | ed sonewhat.

"Tough | had to have that accident," he munbl ed.

The Majii and Rama Tura had been together in life; so were they together in death, lying with no
nmore than the length of an arm between their bodies.

The Ranee got in front of the body of the Myjii.

"It is better that you do not know," she said wldly.

Doc Savage spoke to her gently.

"Kadir Lingh has already told ne," he said. "And ny men will not talk where it would be better if

they kept still. The world will know nothing of this, other than what it already knows."

The Ranee seenmed to think that over. Then she stood aside.

Monk stepped close to the Majii, bent and renpved the golden tint on the dead man's skin. It was
not gold leaf, but gilt grease paint, and it came off with sone rubbing.

Monk squinted at the visage of the Majii. He scratched his nubbin of a head.

"Huh!" he grunted. "This guy is the fake Nizamwho tried to put up a job on us in New York."
Kadir Lingh spoke up suddenly.



"It is the same man who tried to trap you in New York," he agreed. "But do not call himthe fake
Ni zam He was the real N zam of Jondore."

Monk had the expression of a man frying to swallow a pill too big for his throat.

"But you are the Nizam" he said.

Kadi r Lingh shook his head. "I was not as long as that man lived."

"Listen, fellow," Mnk told him "You're nmaking ne dizzy."

"That man," Kadir Lingh pointed at the dead Majii, "was ny half brother, the Ni zam of Jondore
whom t he world thought had died, but who did not die."

Monk's nmouth fell open. Wthout closing it, he said, "I begin to get it."

"My half brother hated the English, who really control Jondore, because we nust have their

perm ssi on before naking any inportant nove," said Kadir Lingh. "He wanted to revolt against the
English. But they watched him He needed noney to buy arns, and, although he was the richest man in
the world, he could do nothing, because the British made hi maccount for his wealth, know ng very
wel | what he wanted to do. So he hit on the very brilliant plan—=

"Of faking his death and stealing his own fortune and converting it for revolt noney," Mnk
finished. "I see it, all right."

Doc Savage noved away, |eaving Kadir Lingh and the Ranee expl aining that they had given in for a
time to the wishes of the dead man because of various reasons—he was the Ranee's husband, whom she
had thought for a tinme that she still |oved, and because the customof the Orient decrees that a
wi fe shall al ways subjugate herself to her husband.

Kadir Lingh had his reasons al so, and he had nade the mi stake of trusting his half brother's

word. In Doc Savage's New York headquarters, when Kadir Lingh had come upon his half brother a
prisoner in Doc's secret |aboratory room the half brother had prom sed to drop the whole thing if
Kadir Lingh would get himback to Jondore. He had not kept his word.

Al of that, Doc had heard before, fromthe lips of Kadir Lingh, while they were both prisoners

of the Majii. It was not pleasant |istening, and he cared for no second telling.

He coul d hear occasional shots as Ham and Long Tom held the trail.

Doc hurried down to the roons in which the arns were stored and broke open a box, stirring up
grayi sh dust on the floor in the process. The stuff settled on his bands, a grayish film

I't might have been an onen, that gray dust. That, and the sound of distant shots.

As onmens, they pointed to the next mnmystery which was to invol ve Doc Savage and hi s aides, an
adventure that was to take theminto one of the |east known and nost incredible sections of South
Anerica. Aregion in which war, nodern, bloody, had raged for years al nbost unknown to the world.
But that was a war between nations. The war whi ch Doc Savage was to wage was agai nst an unknown
horror, a fantastic thing which preyed upon both warring eneni es—and upon those whom Doc Savage
knew, his friends. And always was the work of this horror marked in a way that was unm stakabl e—apon
the bodies of the victins was always a gray dust.

Where that gray dust of death came from no one knew. What it was—that was a problemthat |ed Doc
Savage, in its solving, face to face with things such as he had never dreaned exi sted.

DOC SAVAGE carried a |ight machine gun and ammunition out to the edge of the trail, and they set
it up, fed the belt into the block, and let |oose a burst.

Resul ts were nuch nore than they had hoped for. The riflenen fl ed—whether fromfear, or because
their ammunition was | ow was uni nportant.

It becane evident that, with the aid of the arns fromthe tonb, they would be able to fight their
way to the capital city, where help fromreliable soldiers was certain.

Monk contenpl ated the black tonmb of the Majii before they started down the trail.

"Doc," he said. "You made a crack about there being a remarkable story behind this place. Wat is
it?"

"The theory canme from Kadir Lingh," Doc said.

"Yeah?" Monk | ooked interested. "Wat is it?"

"Renenber the story of Aladdin and the Lanp," Doc asked. "Al addin rubbed the |lanmp and a genie
appeared and opened a treasure cave."

Monk said, "But what's that— and thought of something and did not finish.

"This tomb of the Majii and its contents are centuries old," Doc remnminded. "Mich ol der than the
story of Aladdin and the Lanp. This ancient Majii, ruler of Jondore, is said to have been able to
rub that big lanp in the tonb and cause a treasure cave to open."

"Sure!" Mnk exploded. "It was hocus-pocus! That stuff in this tonb did | ook ol d+he mechanism |
mean. And the roons underneath might be called a cave."

"Kadir Lingh feels sure this is the real cave of Al addin," Doc said.

"We m ght have trouble proving it," Mnk said.

He scratched his nubbin head.

"Let the dang geni e have Al addin's cave!" he finished.

THE END






