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Chapter 1. THE SNARE

THERE is a theory anobng scientists that the ancestors of the Indians of North and South Anmerica
cane from Asia. This probably expl ai ned how "Saturday" Loo could don a bright-col ored bl anket
poncho, mingle with a crowd in Antofagasta, Chile, and pass hinself off as a native son of the
Andes.

Saturday Loo's poncho was not a disguise, exclusively. |t conceal ed an object which resenbled a
singl e-shot pistol, with a barrel |arge enough to accommodate shotgun cartridges. The poncho al so
hid a long rope, six pairs of handcuffs, a gas mask, and an assortment of tear-gas bonbs.

Safety first was a fetish with Saturday Loo. The shotgun-sized inplenment, which was a Very pistol
firing a slug that would burst into a snmoke puff high in the air, should set nmachinery in notion to
settl e the business at hand. But there was al ways the chance of a slipup. Hence the rope, handcuffs,
and tear gas to fall back upon.

Taking care not to bunp into any one, which mght call attention to what he carried under his
poncho, Saturday Loo worked forward.

At |l east two hundred thousand Chilean citizens were gathered on this hill outside Antofagasta.

The center of attention was a high speakers' rostrum of tenporary construction. Everybody was
pushing and el bowing to get closer to the rostrum although great |oudspeakers of a public-address
system were scattered everywhere, and should guarantee all hearing what was to be said.

"Puerco!" gritted a man who had been el bowed. "Pig! Wiy do you shove?"

"l want to see the bronze man at close range," said the one who had done the el bow ng,

unabashed.

That seened to be the thought every one had. They wanted to see the bronze nan.

Back of the speakers' rostrumtowered a structure which, once it was conpl eted, would undoubtedly
be the largest building in Antofagasta. It was possibly half finished. Its architecture was plain
and substantial. A great sign hanging over the freshly nortared bricks read:

EL HONOR DE DOC SAVAGE

In case there should be any one unable to read Spani sh, the | egend was el aborated below in

Engli sh:

TH' S FREE HOSPI TAL ERECTED | N HONOR OF DOC SAVAGE

The buil ding was being dedi cated. The crowd was here for the cerenony, and to see the bronze

man.

The bronze man was Doc Savage, that giant, nysterious worker of mracles about whomall Chile was
agog.

I'N make-up, the crowd ranged from austere grandees of Castilian descent, who had driven to the
cerenony in shiny Amrerican |inousines, to stocky brown Aymaran |ndians fromfar back in the Andes
nmount ai ns, who probably had cone to town driving a string of I|lamas. The resenbl ance of these latter
to Asiatics was startling.

Saturday Loo was an Asiatic, so he passed anpbng themwi thout drawi ng attention. To be exact,
Saturday Loo was a Tibetan.

As many as one fourth of the Tibetan men becone nonks or holy nmen, with a very strict code of
noral s. Saturday Loo had never been tenpted in that direction. A nore thorough rogue than he could
not be found between the Hi mal aya Mountains and the Gobi Desert.



Saturday Loo made directly for a cluster of poncho-clad nen who hardly seemed to share the

ent husi asm of the crowd about the bronze nan. These al so resenbl ed Aymaran | ndi ans, but were swart
Asi atics

"My children," Saturday Loo hailed themgrandly, "make |ess |ong the expressions on your faces
One woul d think you were going to your respective funerals."

"If there should be an error, our fate may be exactly that," nunbled a man

"Aye," agreed another. "I have beard that this bronze man, this Doc Savage, is very dangerous."
"They say those who npbl est the bronze man di sappear and are never heard fromagain," offered a
third

"He is indeed what Yankees call 'hell-on-wheels
"Look what he did here in Chile."

"Two hundred thousand peopl e have cone to catch a glinpse of him That proves he is a great man
and dangerous to nolest."

"The gun which makes the | oudest report does not always shoot the hardest," quoted Saturday Loo
"You are children scaring each other with ghost stories. Stop it! This great crowd only nakes our
work the easier."

The conversation was carried on in a Tibetan dial ect, which none of the surroundi ng Chil eans
understood. In addition, voices were kept |ow

Saturday Loo stared narrowy at his assistants. He could see that his words had not relieved them
a great deal. Several tinmes, the tobacco-colored nen rolled uneasy gl ances upward. They squirned
and tried not to let their chief see these overhead stares

The skyward gazing cane to Saturday Loo's attention, however. He understood what was really
maki ng hi s hel pers uneasy

"So that is it!" he snapped. H s voice, however, was a bit shrill

The Tibetans shifted their shoul ders under the ponchos, but said nothing

"You fear the blue nmeteor!" Saturday Loo accused

"Aye," one fellow nmunbl ed adm ssion. "W fear it."

"Suppose the blue neteor could not be controlled," said another, and shuddered visibly. "You al
know what woul d happen to us in that case."

In the general exchange of |ooks which followed this statenent, Saturday Loo joined. They were
hardened rogues, yet mention of the blue meteor had conjured up a stark terror within their souls
Wat ever the nysterious blue neteor was, these nen obviously feared it nore than they dreaded the
possibility of being, after death, sent back to earth in the formof rabbits, which, in sone

Ti betans, is their idea of going to hell

"We will draw away a safe distance," Saturday Loo said hoarsely. "Inside this blanket of a thing
which | amwearing is a signal gun. Wen the bronze nman appears, | amto discharge the weapon into
the sky."

"And the blue neteor will cone?" asked a nman

"Aye. And the blue neteor will cone."

They noved through the crowd. Not wishing to attract attention, they curbed a natural inclination
to el bow people out of their path, and only jostled gently
"How far is a safe distance?" asked one Ti betan

"A very great distance!" nuttered anot her

"Two hundred yards, in this case," said Saturday Loo

"But the blue nmeteor has been known to affect nmen for mles -
"Two hundred yards!" snapped Saturday Loo. "This time, it is not powerful."

AS the villainous Saturday Loo and his fellow miscreants worked out of the crowd and took up a
position in the shade of a rickety stand selling beer, fruit and enpanadas, or neat pies, there was
one person who watched themintently.

The observer was a young wonan; and in her gaze was fear, |oathing, and a grow ng horror

The young |l ady herself was in turn the focus of no little attention, for she was possibly the

nost exquisite thing in femninity that Antofagasta had seen recently.

Once sure the Tibetans would not see her, she squeezed rapidly through the cromd toward the
speaki ng rostrum Desperation was in her brown eyes, and she nibbl ed nervously at the inside of
entrancing Cupid |ips

She was taller than many of the Chileans, even the nmen, and she gazed anxi ously over heads toward
the rostrum

Chi | ean senoritas, those of pure Castilian descent, are noted for the coneliness of their

figures, but nmore than one envious eye followed the girl who was worki ng her way feverishly toward
t he speaki ng stand

The tall Venus had hair about the hue of rich nahogany, which was in nmarked contrast to the

tresses of the surrounding senoritas

She reached the Vicinity of the rostrum and gl anced anxi ously about. She was an Anerican herself
and apparently searching for Yankee faces. Seeing none, she accosted a Chil ean

"l nmust find Doc Savage," she gasped. "It's on a vitally inportant matter. Were can | |ocate

hi n?"

"



"No sabe el Ingles," replied the Chilean.

The young wonman shook her head and ni pped her lips in exasperation. She did not speak Spanish.
She supposed the fellow had told her that he did not understand English. She continued her search
for a Yankee - and found two of thema nmoment |ater.

They were such an incongruous pair that she stopped and stared.

ONE of the Yanks | ooked as if an i mmedi ate ancestor had been a three-hundred-pound gorilla. Hs
great, corded, red-bristled arns were nearly |long enough to permt himto walk on all fours without
st oopi ng.

He had an enornous nouth, a tuft of a nose, which apparently had been pounded by many fists, and
little eyes alnost lost in pits of gristle. H's ears were shapel ess, and one was perforated with a
hole the size of a lead pencil - an opening which could have been nmade by a bullet.

The hair on his nubbin of a head, as coarse as rusty shingle nails, and of about the same hue,
seened an extension of his shaggy eyebrows. This gave one the inpression of a skull with no room
provi ded for brains.

The girl looking on did not yet know it, but this apish giant was Andrew Bl odgett "Monk" Mayfair,
one of the world's greatest chem sts, forner lieutenant colonel in the U S. arny, and at present
one of a group of five men associated with Doc Savage in his worl dw de adventures.

The ant hropoi d-1ike Mnk carried a | arge box under an arm One end of this was fitted with a
screened ventilating hole. Fromthe box canme grunting sounds.

Monk was | eering at his conpanion.

The other was a perfectly dressed wasp of a man, by far the nost inpeccably clad personage in the
crowd of two hundred thousand or so. He had a prom nent nose, bright eyes, and the |large, nobile
mouth of a trained orator.

I'n both hands he gripped a slender, black cane. Wth this, he seened about to strike the human
ape before him

"You fuzzy accident!" he snarled. "You hairy mssing link!"

Some of the dapper gentleman's coll eagues in New York m ght have been shocked at his performance,
for he was Brigadi er General Theodore Marley Brooks, considered one of the npbst astute |awers
Harvard had ever turned out.

He was al so commonly called "Ham" and was one of Doc Savage's group of five nen.

Ham s cane, which was harnl ess enough to the eye, was actually a sword cane.

Ham was al so - he probably woul d have died rather than adnmit it - the best friend of the apish
Monk. He woul d have freely sacrificed his own life for Monk's well-being, should that be necessary.
Monk woul d al so do the sane for Ham

An observer woul d have sworn the pair were perpetually on the point of slaughtering each other.
"You bobbl e of nature!™ Ham continued vitriolically. "You overgrown, bob-tailed jungle denizen."
Monk | eered blissfully at Ham From the box under the apish chemi st's armcanme a series of piggy
grunts and shrilling squeals.

"You only brought that blasted pig along to get in ny hair," Ham grow ed.

"Where d'you get that stuff, you |oud-dressin' shyster?" Mnk grunted. "I'll take Habeas Corpus
wher ever | daggone -

Monk swal |l owed the rest. His pleasantly ugly face becanme sonmewhat blank. His little eyes
glistened in their pits of gristle.

A vi si on whom Monk woul d have taken oath was the prettiest girl in the world, had confronted

t hem

"CAN you gentlermen tell ne where Doc Savage may be found?" asked the young wonan.

Monk and Ham stared, tongue-tied. The girl's beauty had taken the wind fromtheir sails.

"Darn it!" the young woman sai d di sgustedly, apparently addressing herself. "I thought you | ooked
li ke men who could speak English. | guess you cannot."

Monk and Ham hastily ceased staring, and regi stered sonme enbarrassnent.

"l hope you will overlook the bad manners of ny hairy friend, here," Hamtold the beauty
politely. "Mk used to be the wild man in a circus, and he got the habit of |ooking at everybody as
if he wanted to eat them"

"He's a liar, miss,” Mink put in hastily. "He's got a wife and thirteen children. H's offspring
are all half-witted, like their father."

Instead of smiling at what Monk and Hamintended to he hunor that would break the ice, the young
| ady seened di stressed. Wien she spoke, there was brittle fear in her voice.

"If you know where | can find Doc Savage, please tell nme," she pleaded in a strained voice.

Monk and Ham sober ed.

"lI's your business with Doc inportant?" Ham asked sharply.

"Extremel y!"

The chem st and the | awyer exchanged gl ances. The girl sounded as if she were in earnest.

"Does Doc Savage know you?" Monk queri ed.

"Rae Stanley is ny name. My father is Professor El nont Stanley. M. Savage does not know ne, but
he has probably heard of ny father."

"What do you want to see Doc about?"



Attractive Rae Stanley shook her head. "That nust be strictly between Doc Savage and nysel f."

"“I'n inquiring about Doc, how did you happen to pick on us?" Mnk asked curiously.

"You were the first men | saw who | ooked as if they might be able to speak English," Rae

expl ai ned.

"Then you didn't know we're two of Doc's outfit?" The girl's brown eyes w dened. Her exquisite
features showed delight.

"This is a break!" she ejaculated. "I can give my warning to you, then go back to ny quarters. |
amin danger every mnute that | am away."

This caused Monk and Hamto register intense curiosity and bew | dernent.

"You're risking sonething to cone here and warn Doc?" Ham demanded.

"My life," said Rae Stanley.

"What do you want to warn Doc agai nst?"

The girl noistened her |ips and gl anced upward. There was a nervousness in her manner which
indicated that she would not have been surprised had some nenace been |urking above.

"The blue neteor!" she said rapidly. "I cane to warn - oh-h-h-there's Shrops!"

Her words changed into a scream which put teeth on edge. She cl apped both hands over her nouth,
as if to make a lid that woul d keep the sound back. Stark horror had come suddenly into her eyes.
She spun and fl ed.

"She saw sone guy nanmed Shrops behind us," Ham barked.

Both he and Monk turned to scrutinize the crowd.

Chapter 2. THE COCKNEY

W THI N range of Mnk's and Hanls eyes was a heterogeneous collection of humanity. Swart Andean

I ndi ans and Chol ag, or m xed bl oods, nmade up the bulk of the crowd, but there were also Chil eans as
whi t e- ski nned as Swedes. There were scores of Yankees, these for the nost part being engineers
connected with Chile's great nitrate industry.

One man caught the attention of Monk and Ham This fellow did not stand many feet distant, and he
was facing directly toward them

He was an apple of a man. H s body was a plunp apple equipped with arms and | egs, and his head
anot her ruddy apple. He wore a fawn-col ored | ap-over vest, striped trousers, and a gray derby. The
derby was hardly a headgear for tropical wear.

He seened rotund and ami able, except for his nouth, which was rem niscent of a bear trap.

He saw Monk and Ham centering their attention on him and pronptly spoke. He had a strong Cockney
accent.

"Wot ' appened?"

"That's what we want to know," Monk grunted.

"The girl acted 'arf barny," said the Cockney. "She nust o' seen sonethin' behind me to scare 'er
bad. "

The Cockney turned, lifted on tiptoe, and peered over the heads of the crowd. Then he settled
back on his feet and shook his head.

"H bloody well don't see nothin' corkscrewey."

"lI's your nane Shrops?" Ham asked the Cockney.

"Bliney, no!"

Speaki ng fromthe corner of his enornobus nouth, so that only Ham coul d hear, Mnk said: "Let's go
get that girl."

Ham gave the handl e of his cane a slight twist, an act which prepared the hidden sword for a

qui ck draw.

"O K. Cone on!"

The Cockney watched them as they shoved through the crowd. He even stood on tiptoe to keep them
in sight.

CGorillalike Mnk, glancing back, noted the Cockney's curiosity. He grow ed: "I wonder if he could
be Shrops?"

"What makes you wonder that?" Ham denmanded.

"Well, he's gawking -

" Anybody woul d gawk, after the way that girl acted!" Ham shoul dered lustily at poncho-cl ad

I ndians, and did not hesitate to whack an occasional son of the Andes with the sword cane. But he
was not neking nuch progress in the throng.

"Get behind ne!" Monk ordered. "Let a guy go through this crowd who knows how to do it."

Carrying the case containing his pet pig high over his head with one hand, and using the other to
nmove people out of the way as if they were stalks in a ripe grain field, Mnk plowed through the
assenbl age.

Ham kept cl ose at Monk's heels, craning his neck. Being taller than Mnk, Ham coul d peer over the
crowd. Brown- eyed, mmhogany-haired Rae Stanley should have been easy to | ocate. She was taller than
the Chil eans.

Her head, however, was not visible above the sea of mantiflas, flat straw hats, and col ored knit
caps.

"Blast it!" Hamgrunted. "She's ducked out of sight."



They veered to the right, and when the young wonan did not materialize, worked in a circle
Nowhere did they see the attractive bit of femninity who had cl ai med she had a warning for Doc
Savage

"Let's go back and talk to that Cockney," Mnk grow ed. "There was sonethin' suspicious about
that mug!"

Monk and Ham furrowed their way back to the spot where they had | eft the Cockney. Reaching the
vicinity, they halted to stare about disgustedly.

"He's skipped!" Monk grunted

"I"I'l bet he really was Shrops!" Ham said thoughtfully. A soft hissing cane fromthe public

addr ess | oud- speakers, which were nounted atop poles. The anplifiers had been swi tched on

Monk grasped Haml's el bow. "Have you forgotten that Doc sent you here to nake a speech?"

Ham obj ected. "But that girl has sonething inportant -

"W may be able to spot her fromthe rostrum"™ Mnk interrupted. "Cone on!"

The huge, hairy chemi st, and the slender, inmacul ate | awer worked toward the speakers

pl atform

A STI FF- BACKED, official -1ooking Chilean gentleman marched up and positioned hinself in front of
the bank of m crophones which fed the public-address system Wving his arnms in the ani mated fashion
to which Latins are addicted, he began to speak

"We still hope that this bronze wonder nman, who is the hero of all Chile, will appear at our
cerenpny, " he said in flowery Spanish. "As you all know, however, this heroic gentleman is not one
who likes to accept public acclaimin person. Therefore, he inforned ne he woul d not be present."
A profound silence settled over the crowd. The human sea seened to have frozen, with the
exception of one spot, where Monk and Ham were el bowi ng a path

"While we wait, hoping that he will come," continued the Chilean spellbinder, "I amgoing to give
you a few facts about this mghty personage to whom Chile owes nore than can ever be repaid."
Monk and Ham exchanged gl ances, and Monk grinned. "I wonder how nuch this speechnaker really

knows about Doc?"

The orator continued: "The bronze nman, Doc Savage, is an individual, the like of whomthe world

has never before seen. He is a superman, a col ossus of brawn and brain who has been trained
scientifically fromthe day of his birth to follow his present career."

The speaker paused to let that sink in, then went on: "Doc Savage, by a routine of daily

exerci se, pursued each day since chil dhood, has acquired an al nost fantastic ruscul ar devel opnent, a
physi cal strength beside which that of Samson would pal e

"In addition, it is said that no one ever studied as intensively or as wi dely as has Doc Savage
Thi s has equi pped himw th a know edge whi ch borders on the profound on every subject. Doc Savage is
a rare conbination of nmuscular strength and nental perfection

"Hmmm" Mnk grunted thoughtfully, juggling his pet pig's box. "Sone of this crowd may think

that bird is laying it on thick, but he's not. He isn't even exaggerating, and that's probably
sonet hing he don't suspect, hinself."

"This unusual training was to fit Doc Savage for a unique profession,” the speaker went on. "He
rights wongs and puni shes evildoers, traveling to the far corners of the earth to acconplish these
things. H's nost recent acconplishment was here in Chile, when he w ped out a gang of fiends who
were seeking to get control of the Chilean nitrate industry in order to supply ingredients for

expl osives to a European nation which contenpl ates war."

Monk and Ham nounted the rostrum steps, |ooking about in an endeavor to |ocate the Cockney and
pretty Rae Stanley

"Doc Savage refused remuneration for his services," continued the Chilean speaker. "But he
requested that a hospital be erected to offer free nmedical and surgical service to the poor of
Chile, and a trust fund established to insure its operation for many years. The hospital
construction has started, and we are here now to dedicate it. W hope Doc Savage w || appear
Ham st epped forward, indicated that he wished to address the crowd, and the Chilean orator

st epped back politely.

"1 have an unpleasant duty to perform" Hamsaid in clear, perfect Spanish. "You good people have
all heard that Doc Savage is one of those scarce individuals, a genuinely nodest man. |t enbarrasses
himto play the hero in public. For that reason, he will not appear on this platformto-day."

A di sappoi nted murmur arose fromthe crowd as they understood they were not to glinpse the fanobus
man of bronze

"Look, Ham " Monk snapped. "Over there by the hospital corner!”

MONK' S wor ds i npi nged agai nst the m crophones, and all of the two hundred thousand or so people
present nmust have heard the ejacul ation. Countless necks craned, eyes seeking the corner of the
hospital buil ding

Agirl, tall and exquisitely beautiful, with hair the hue of mmhogany, was struggling with

several swarthy, broad-faced nen

"It's Rae Stanley!" Ham barked

Monk was al ready |unbering across the speaking rostrum holding the box containing his pig over

his head with both hands. Ham | eaped after the hairy chem st. They hammered heel s down the rostrum



st eps.

Monk put his head down, hunched his shoulders, and hit the crowd Iike a torpedo. Hamtrod his
wake, fending off Chileans who resented being shoved, and showed it by lustily swi nging their
fists.

Hands suddenly seized Haml s ankl es and jerked. He went down.

An aval anche of noon-faced, stocky nmen piled up on the |awer.

"Hey, Monk!" Ham how ed.

Monk spun and saw what was happening. He |owered his pig case carefully, then | eaped into the
fight, emitting a bawing roar. Monk was ordinarily quiet, but his fights were how i ng bedl ans.
Monk' s hirsute hands clanped on the necks of two of Haml s assailants, and banged their heads
together. The pair becane magically linp, their arns and | egs hanging |ike strings.

Ham nanaged to sit up. His sword cane, whipping about, glinted like a sliver of solidified
sunlight. The steel |eaped at a brown man.

The man threw hinsel f nadly backward, but saw he was going to be too late. H s eyes protruded,
and a screamripped past his teeth. Mentally, he could feel that glittering steel blade already
fixed in his punping heart.

Ham turned t he bl ade aside, however. Doc Savage and his nen had a policy of never directly taking
human |ife.

The bl ade nerely opened a a snall gash in the squat man's shoul der. But a surprising thing
happened. His eyes closed slowy and his arns dropped to his sides. The man seened to go to sleep on
his feet. He fell heavily, blindly to the ground.

The tip of Hams sword cane was covered with a drug, a tiny quantity of which in a wound was
sufficient to produce instant unconsci ousness.

The dark attackers cursed viciously in their native tongue and rattled orders at each other. Mnk
and Ham spoke many | anguages, and coul d recogni ze ot hers.

"Ti betans!" Ham snapped.

Monk opened his nmouth to nake sone reply. There was a sharp report, not unlike a handcl ap. Mnk
closed his nmouth and a vacant expression canme into his eyes. H s |l egs hinged at the knees.

A Tibetan had struck himfrom behind with a heavy revol ver.

Ham staring at the fallen Monk, saw a gun clubbing for his own head. He tried to dodge, but too
late, and cart-wheels of colored fire spun in his eyeballs as the weapon | anded.

Ham sank in what seened |like a pleasantly warm sea of black ink.

The Ti betans gathered up Monk, Ham and their own unconsci ous conpani ons. They even took the case
hol ding the pi g, Habeas Corpus. Then they noved through the crowd. Their nenaci ng guns opened a
pat h.

AT the corner of the hospital building, the seizure of pretty Rae Stanley had been effected as

t horoughly as had the downfall of Mnk and Ham

The young wonen apparently had no weapon except her snall fists and the sharp toes of her
slippers, but she managed to draw several roars of pain fromher assailants before they overpowered
her.

Saturday Loo was in personal charge of the gang.

"You were warned to stay away fromhere," he told the girl angrily. "It is a foolish bird which
pecks the friendly cat."

"Tell your men to take their filthy hands off me," snapped the young wonman.

Saturday Loo favored her with a vicious smle, and accused her: "You cane here to warn Doc
Savage! "

Instead of replying, Rae Stanley kicked her captors on the shins. They nade gobbling sounds which
were Ti betan excl anations of pain.

"Cone!" Saturday Loo ordered. "Bring the she-tiger!"

Drawi ng the rope fromunder his gaudy poncho, Saturday Loo |ooped it over the girl's arnmns.

Fl ouri shing revolvers in a threatening nanner, the Tibetans nmade for the outskirts of the throng
with their prisoner.

It chanced that their course led themdirectly toward an Antofagasta policenman. The officer
confronted them

"Que hay?" he barked. "What is the matter?"

Saturday Loo did not attenpt to palaver. He did not even give the officer a chance to get out of
their path. Wth nmurderous intent, the Tibetan | eader |eveled his revol ver.

The Spani sh race is one quick to show enotion, but it was doubtful if a son of Castile ever
changed expression quicker than did that Chilean policeman. He was | ooking at death. H s eyes

gl azed, and his sagging jaw made his nmouth a round hol e.

"No, senor!" he screaned.

But Saturday Loo only |leered, and tightened his finger on the trigger.

Chapter 3. THE BRONZE MAN

SATURDAY Loo never did quite conprehend what happened next. He remenbered a weird trilling sound
which he first heard at that instant, however. He renenbered that to the last mnute of his life.
It was uncanny, that sound. It defied description, except that it m ght have been the song of



sone fantastic jungle bird, or the sound of a wind filtering anong the ice pinnacles of a polar
waste. Mst incredible of all, though, was the way the note seenmed to cone from everywhere, and yet
nowher e.

More than one Aymaran | ndi an onl ooker discussed what next occurred over his canp fire of yareta
when he returned to his Andean retreat.

A few i magi native souls maintained that a great condor dropped fromthe sky and hit the earth

with a terrific explosion, and that it magically becane the figure of a giant man of bronze. But the
Aymarans are a race addicted to concocting nmyths.

They were right about the coming of the mighty man of bronze, but he did not drop fromthe sky.

He cane fromthe crowd with a swiftness which al nost defied the eye.

The weird trilling which had sounded was part of Doc Savage, a small, unconscious thing which he
did in nmonents of stress. Sonetines the note came before a stroke of action, and often it meant that
he was puzzled. Always it signified the presence of the giant man of bronze.

Doc Savage's hands had tendons nearly as thick as an ordinary man's fingers. One of these hands

cl anped upon Saturday Loo's gun wist.

Pai n caused Saturday Loo to fire the revolver. Its ear- splitting roar was what |ed the Aynarans

to think an explosion had materialized the bronze man froma condor.

Sat urday Loo dropped the revol ver and clawed out his Very signal pistol. But he did not fire it.

He seened to renmenber the horror which it would sumon - the nysterious "blue neteor." He let the
signal gun fall, not wishing to bring the blue meteor while he was hinmsel f present.

Then Saturday Loo saw the bronze man's eyes. He tried to recoil, for there was sonething about

the orbs that nade his hair want to stand on end. The eyes bore a resenbl ance to pools of flake gold
being swirled by tiny, unending whirlw nds.

The other Tibetans | eaped to the aid of their chief. One struck down, with a pistol barrel, the

pol i ceman whose |ife Doc had saved. The others sprang at Doc.

What occurred now was sonet hing el se of which Aynmaran Indians tal ked around Andean canp fires.

They told of the fabul ous giant of bronze who overpowered with his bare hands al nost a dozen heavily
arned men. They di scussed how the great man of netal shifted here and there so swiftly that he could
hardly be seen, striking great blows with his fists.

Saturday Loo was anobng the first to go down.

PRETTY Rae Stanley nmanaged to twi st her arnms out of the poorly tied ropes which held them She

| anded an uppercut on a Tibetan's jaw. Her punch was potent.

The man staggered, hands pawing foolishly at the air.

Anot her brown man swung his gun nuzzle toward the young wonman. There was not the slightest doubt
but that he intended to shoot her.

Doc Savage's weird gol den eyes apparently kept track of everything. Even in the heated conbat, he
saw the Tibetan's intention to kill the girl. The bronze man veered over, and his fist, drifting out
with an eye-defying speed, seened to caress the chin of the Tibetan. There was a distinctly audible
crunch - and the man's jaw sl ewed around al nost under an ear. He dropped.

Doc grasped the girl's armand turned her away fromthe fight.

"CGet clear!" he said, and shoved her into the crowd.

The bronze man's voice was as anmazing as his appearance, a tone of vitality and controlled

power .

A cycl onic Nenesis, Doc descended upon such Tibetans as were still on their feet. Swarthy sons of
the Hi mal ayas dropped in succession until not one renumined erect.

Doc, towering head and shoul ders above the crowd, searched for the girl and | ocated her
mahogany-tressed head a hundred feet distant.

For the tine being, she was safe.

Doc Savage now waded into the crowd. He presented a striking figure as he made a path for

hi msel f.

The crowd thi ckened ahead of Doc. An excited milling started.

Doc swung sharply to the left. He reached one of the posts which supported one of the

| oud- speakers of the public-address system He clinbed to the top of this.

DOC Savage had seen the other group of Tibetans seize his tw nmen, Monk and Ham He had been

wat chi ng proceedi ngs from an upper wi ndow of the partially finished hospital when this excitenent
started.

Doc had been sincere in his intention not to show hinself at the hospital dedication, for it was
true that the one thing he disliked was playing the public hero. He had sent Hamto nmake apol ogi es.
Doc had come, to remain in the background, because he wanted to be present when the hospital
construction got its final inpetus. That hospital would save the lives of nany people in the course
of its existence, and such projects were close to Doc's heart.

Because the young wonan's captors had been handi est, Doc had enpl oyed his hand first against

t hem

Very little tine had el apsed. Monk and Ham coul d hardly yet have been carried away. Fromthe top

of the |oud- speaker support, Doc soon discovered them The Tibetans were carrying Mnk, Ham and
their own sensel ess conrades toward rows of parked cars.



The crowd was between Doc and the gang. To work through that pond of humanity woul d take tine,
even for Doc's prodigious strength.

Conductors of the public-address systemwere tel ephone wire. Probably originally intended for use
in the Andes, where storns are terrific and snowfall great, the wire was of a heavy gauge.

The metal strands woul d* hold Doc's weight. He glided outward over the throng.

Most tight-wire artists use long balancing poles. Only a few, highly expert, naintain equilibrium
by mani pul ating their arns. Doc Savage, however, used his arns hardly at all, which showed

remar kabl e skill.

The throng ceased its mlling. In a few seconds, alnost all eyes were upon the bronze gi ant who
nmoved so easily upon the wires overhead.

Doc reached the edge of the crowd. The distance to the ground was a drop which npbst nen woul d
have bal ked at taking. Doc took it easily, enornous |eg sinews absorbing the jar.

He ran for the parked cars, doubling |ow and traveling swiftly. He could hear the cursing of the
captors of Monk and Ham Doc understood their |anguage. The Ti betans were hunting a car which was
not | ocked.

Doc had a plan. He kept noving at trenendous speed, endeavoring to get ahead of his quarry. Car
thi eves operated in Antofagasta just as they did in Kansas City or Denver. The mgjority of these
parked cars were probably | ocked. The Tibetans woul d have trouble finding a conveyance.

Doc angled to the left and, due to his great speed, got ahead of the gang. Hs eyes roved and
soon found the type of car which he wanted one with an extrenmely large trunk on the rear. It was an
open phaeton - nost machines in these tropic | ands were of the open variety.

Doc made a nental note of the |license nunber. In case the car met destruction in the plan which
was contenpl ated, he intended to reinmburse the owner for its full value.

The bronze man went to the trunk. It was |ocked. He caught the fastener, tugged, and there was a
snappi ng sound as it broke.

The trunk held dried Il am hides, old ponchos, fishing tackle, and a tent. Doc lifted the stuff
and dunmped it in the handi est adjacent car. Then he ran around in front.

The phaeton was secured with a | ock which controlled not only the ignition, but the gear shift as
wel | .

Doc went to work upon it with a sem -flexible bit of steel hardly | arger than a needl e, which he
took froma seamin his vest. Doc was a wizard with |ocks, as with countl ess other things.

Wthin a few noments, he had the notor running.

He whi pped around to the rear of the car, inserted hinself in the trunk, lowered the Iid, and

wai t ed.

Chapter 4. THE BLUE GLARE

THE mutter of the car notor was the bait in the trap that Doc had set. He hoped the Ti betans

woul d be drawn by the sound.

It was not a vain hope, for soon running feet spatted the gun-baked ground. A jar and a squeak
fromthe springs indicated some one had | eaped upon the running board.

A voice barked in Tibetan: "Qur ancestors are smiling upon us! Here is a car ready and running!
Who anpng you can drive?"

"l can," said a voice.

"Then take the wheel, O Gfted One!" ordered the |eader. "Place the two prisoners in the rear
seat, and retain tight holds upon them Wat is in that box from which grunting sounds cone?"

"A pig, O Master."

"A pig! Truly the things white nen do are beyond understanding! But bring the pig along. It may
be of a great deal nore inportance than any of us think."

Anot her Tibetan nuttered: "A wi se man does not carry a nusk deer which he has shot in the

forbi dden forest."

"Aye," another agreed. "Wy take the two prisoners?"

"You talk too much, offspring of a wild donkey," grow ed their |eader. "The naster's orders were
that they were to be taken prisoners, but not slain. Hurry, fools! Load our wounded, also!"

This settled the argument.

In getting under way, the car seened to shake itself and spring into the air. It careened over
ruts, skidded onto the road, and took itself away am d a great roaring and rattling.

Rai sing the trunk lid slightly, Doc Savage got an idea of the route. The car seened to be headed
for a thinly settled hill district near the city.

Doc | owered the lid, satisfied. Back anobng the parked cars, he could have rescued his two nen. In
passing up that chance, he had been adhering to a deliberate plan.

Desiring to | earn what was behind the trouble, Doc was seeking to trick the Tibetans into taking
himwith them He wanted to get his hands on their chief. Me was curious to know what was back of
the trouble.

The headl ong rush of the car slackened after a time, and it pitched over bunps, boul ders gnashi ng
at the under side of the chassis.

Habeas Corpus, the pig, was squealing disgustedly in the car.

The phaeton turned several times. It seemed to be followng a narrow | ane. Then it stopped. The



engi ne becane silent. Habeas Corpus pronptly stopped squealing.

"It is said that the wisest fox has the deepest den," one of the Tibetans renmarked conpl acently.
"This retreat of ours is the equivalent of a deep den."

"True words," agreed the leader. "We will carry the two Yankees up to our retreat. | note that

our ancestors, who see all actions, have favored us with a trunk on the back of the car. Look init,
nmy sons. See if it does not hold sonething of which we nay fashion a sling, the nore easily to carry
our captives."

Doc Savage heard a man wal k around the car. Hands settled upon the trunk lid and lifted it.

THE Ti betan who opened the trunk was a squat fellow who, thanks to a Tibetan national custom of
consumng thirty to fifty cups of buttered tea a day, was extrenely fat. He did not |look |ike a man
who had received many great shocks. But he got one now.

Doc Savage's netallic hands fixed on the fellow, one set of fingers encircling his neck, the
others covering his mouth. The bronze digits sank in the Tibetan's soft flesh until they threatened
to become |lost to view.

The agony of that awful clutch conpletely paralyzed the Tibetan. Not only was he unable to cry

out, but his linbs trenbled as if palsied.

Retaining a grip on the fellow, Doc Savage slid out of the trunk. Unfortunately, he was

di scovered.

"The Devil Man of Bronze!" a Tibetan shrieked.

The other Tibetans, engaged in hauling Monk and Ham out of the car, whirled and stared. They

still wore their poncho disguises. Not needing their guns, they had hol stered them under the fl ow ng
ponchos. They clawed frantically for the weapons.

Long before the first gun could be drawn, however, Doc Savage flung his prisoner at the Tibetans.
The human projectile hit two men squarely and with terrific force. These men carried down a third as
they fell.

Only two nmen remained on their feet. Dancing away, they sought to draw their guns. They grossly
underestimated Doc's speed. Blinding blows fromgreat fists dropped themin feebly squirm ng heaps.
It had happened w th expl osi ve suddenness. Snapping fingers could hardly have kept pace with the

bl ows which rendered the men sensel ess.

Wth gusto, Doc gave further attention to the nen squirmng on the ground. He swooped upon each

in succession, fists driving short, terrific punches.

In each case, he struck just hard enough to produce ten or fifteen m nutes of unconsciousness,
sonet hing his vast know edge of surgery enabled himto do.

It was at surgery that Doc Savage was skilled above all things. The world's masters in that

prof essi on crossed oceans and continents to | ook on when the man of bronze gave |lls periodic
denonstrations of newy discovered technique.

When the last Tibetan was |inp-nuscled and sensel ess, Doc turned to the car. Mnk spraw ed half

out of the door, notionless, and Ham was behind him unnoving, draped across the pig's carrying
case.

Also lying in the car were the Ti betans who had been victins of Monk and Ham These had not
recovered consci ousness, and had been dunped carelessly on the floor- boards by their fell ows.

Doc haul ed Monk and Ham out. H's nostrils caught an odor which told himwhy the chem st and the

|l awyer were so linp. It was chloroformsnell, and the handkerchief by which the stuff had been
applied lay on the floorboards of the car.

Doc held Monk's furry wist, then Ham s fine-skinned one. In both he found a pul se. They shoul d
awaken, eventually, unharmed.

Doc studied Ills surroundings. The car had stopped in a bleak valley, the rocky slopes of which
slanted up steeply on either side. Scattered among the rocks were thorny desert shrubs. Nowhere was
there discernible as nuch as a bl ade of grass.

Perhaps three hundred yards distant, clinging high on the valley walls, was a small box of a

house. The roof was of bright-red tile. To one side of the structure, a stone pen held several

Il amas. These wool |y beasts, heads held high and facing the valley floor, were not unlike hunpl ess
canel s.

A narrow path angled to the house. There was no other habitation near.

This, then, nust have been the destination of the Tibetans.

Doc Savage strode toward the habitation.

THE bronze man did not follow the path, for that would invite lead fromany rifleman who m ght be
lurking in the house. Boul ders were plentiful on the slope. He kept behind them

Veering slightly, he approached the house fromthe side opposite the Ilama pen. He did not want

the | ong-necked sheeplike beasts to betray his presence by staring inquisitively.

W ndows of South American homes are usually fitted with stout iron bars, after the fashion of

jails in the United States. But this dwelling, being situated in a renpte regi on, was an exception.
The wi ndows were unbarred; noreover, they boasted no gl ass, being sinply square holes in the walls.
Doc whi pped silently across the nearest sill. He sank to all fours on the floor and crouched

there.

A two-hour ritual of exercise, which Doc Savage had taken daily since childhood, included not



only muscul ar devel opnent, but al so work with sound waves above and bel ow the frequencies audible to
a normal ear, which had equi pped himto hear sounds that escaped other ears.

Al so anong the exercising devices was an array of small vials containing various odors. By
identifying these, and concentrating intently on the act, the bronze nan had perfected his ol factory
senses to an abnornmal degree.

Just as a hunting dog can test a brush pile and tell whether there is gane inside, so did Doc's
superior senses informhimthat the house was enpty.

He went through the roons rapidly, searching. He found a nunber of things of interest. For
instance, there was a box holding a churn, lunmps of yak butter, and tea | eaves. This was equi pnent
for making the buttered tea to which Tibetans are addicted.

In a corner, suitcases were heaped. Al of these |ooked new. They were plastered with steanship

| abel s. These, according to custom were dated.

Doc noted the dates, thereby learning that the Tibetans had arrived fromtheir native land only a
few days before.

Doc found nothing pointing to the identity of the chief of the Tibetans, nor did he find anything
which clarified the nystery back of their actions.

Fai nt sounds - a weak shout and squealing noises - cane to Doc's ears. He vaul ted outdoors,

t hrough the w ndow.

It was Monk who had shouted. The honely cheni st had recovered fromthe stupefying chloroform and
had freed the pig. He was working over Ham Even as Doc watched, Ham got shakily to his feet.

The | awyer | ooked around, then stunbled to the car and funbled inside. Even at that distance, Doc
knew the barrister was seeking his sword cane. Ham was | ost w t hout the weapon.

Suddenly, Doc's eyes switched to the right. Far away on a nmountain top - two nmles at |east - he
had caught a novenent. The air was clear, and Doc's eyes were sharp. He distinguished a man. The
fell ow must have been watching the place.

From the distant nman's hand, a puff of snoke junped. A dot of blue fire clinbed into the sky. A
Very signal pistol had been fired.

Doc's weird trilling note cane into being. Vague, flaunting description, the eerie sound ran up
and down the nusical scale, then ebbed into nothingness. Doc stared steadily into the west.

The sky, in answer to that rocket signal it seemed, had taken on a weird, faint blue color. This
was not the blue of infinite stellar space, but nmore like the arc of an electric welding torch.
The fantastic radi ance grew steadily brighter. Doc Savage brought an armin front of his face,
for the glitter was becom ng blinding.

A whistling noise reached his ears. Very faint at first, it grew slowmy |ouder. Beyond a doubt,
the piping wail was acconpanying the steadily intensifying blue glare.

There was a devilish quality in the whistling note. It seemed to cut at the eardrunms with razor
sharpness. It actually caused Doc's head to ache.

DOMWN on the valley floor, Mink and Ham were facing the west. They had arns thrown across their
faces. It woul d have been easier to stare naked-eyed into the incandescent orb of the sun, than to
|l ook at this weird phenonenon.

Doc Savage lifted his voice in a call to Monk and Ham

i' Get under cover!"

They did not hear him due to the deafening whistle fromthe western heavens.

Doc picked up a weat her-rounded rock the size of a baseball and hurled it. The rock did not carry
all the distance, but it collided with boulders and started a small aval anche.

Monk and Ham heard the rattle of rock. They reacted as Doc thought they would. They | ooked up and
saw t he bronze man.

Doc gestured with an arm

Monk and Ham rapi dly nmounted the opposite side of the canyon.

The bronze man began to clinb his own side of the defile. He nounted with every ounce of speed
that he could nuster. At the same |inme, he kept behind the boul ders. H's | eaps were prodigious, and
very seldom did he show hinsel f.

Reaching the top of the hill, he continued his wild progress down the other side. He did not |ook
back, but gave all of his attention to where he was goi ng.

Finally, selecting a crevice between two house-sized boul ders, he dropped in. He waited there,
not i onl ess.

The whistling had grown infinitely |ouder. The horrible shriek of it was unlike anything Doc had
ever heard.

Thi s phantasm out of the western skies, whatever it was, seened to be coming down the vall ey,
just above the floor. Its noise nounted and nounted until its scream made awful agony in his

ear drums.

A few yards from Doc, a harm ess snake had been sunning itself on a rock. But now the reptile was
behavi ng strangely under the influence of the titanic whistle and the tremendous blue glare. It was
twisting, withing, biting itself repeatedly.

Then, like the snap of a whip, the uncanny blue transient fromthe sky was gone. It receded,
dimming its unearthly blue glitter and sucking away its weirdly ear-hurting whistle.



SPRI NG NG erect, Doc Savage sought to stare after the thing; but the blue glare defeated him He
could not tell what was making the glittering, azure luster.

Doc glided back over the hill. Twice, he stunbled and fell. Once, he found hinself veering off to
one side. This seenmed to worry the bronze giant, whose powers were usually dependabl e.

It was as if the whistling blue thing had done something to him had dulled his senses.

Once over the hill, he searched with his eyes for Monk and Ham The two were not in sight. He

went on and cane to the valley floor, where the car stood, with the unconscious Tibetans scattered
about. None of these had as yet awakened fromthe effects of Doc's fists, or the chem cal on Hams
sword cane.

"Monk!" Doc call ed.

There was no answer. The bronze man clinbed the opposite side of the valley. Freshly overturned
rocks showed himthe route Monk and Ham had taken in their flight.

"Haml " Doc's powerful voice rattled in echoes off the valley walls.

After the echoes there was only quiet, except for the ringing effect which persisted in tortured
eardrums, a result of the piercing noise of the blue visitant.

"Hey, you fellows!" Doc booned. "Wat's wong?"

Then Doc saw the pig, Habeas Corpus.

The pig had legs like a dog and ears so |large that they could nearly double for w ngs, and
ordinarily was quite comcal to |look at; but there was sonething hideously wong with it now.

Doc called softly, and the pig did not conme. It was the first tine Habeas had ever failed to
respond. The pig stood on rigid legs. Its eyes, ears, tail - nothing noved. Doc reached down to
touch the animal .

The pig pitched straight forward in flight. It ran blindly and with a weirdly erratic novenent.
Chancing to be headed for a rock, the small porker did not turn aside, but smashed at full speed
into the stone. Then it whirled and charged Doc, and when he stepped aside, went sensel essly on and
hit anot her boul der.

"Monk - Haml" Doc yelled |oudly.

He nmounted on up the valley slope, and called again for the chenmist and the | awer.

Then he heard it - the sound. There was sonething in it, sonme quality, that curdled the blood. It
was man-sound. Hut it was not articulated, interrupted, or otherw se possessed of syllables. It was
just a product of vocal cords.

Doc did not voice nanmes again, but advanced quietly.

He found Monk and Ham

They were horri bl e.

Doc Savage, mighty nman of bronze, had school ed hinself until few things really appalled himto a
poi nt beyond acceptance. But there had been a few instances when he had felt utter horror. One, |ong
ago, was when he | earned his own father had been nurdered.

He had that sanme awful sensation now.

Monk and Ram were nen without brains - not, however, that there had been a physical operation;

but the evidence of an entirely dormant nmentality was apparent the instant Doc saw t hem

They stood perfectly notionless, no nmuscle stirring, and when Doc spoke, they plunged away,
pitifully, like wild creatures in flight. Wen they crashed into rocks, they seened to feel no pain.
And at the sane tinme, they enmtted those hideous, unarticul ated sounds which Doc had first heard.
It was Ham who was the npbst unnerving to watch, possibly because of his intellectual appearance.
He smashed blindly, face-first, into a boul der, and dropped back, making | ow bl eating sounds. Pain
fromhis hurt - scarlet streans began to creep down his face and dangle off his lips and chin |ike
red yarns - seened to affect himnot in the least bit.

G bbering, he rushed madly at Doc. His arns were thrust straight out, but he tried to strike no

bl ow.

Doc caught him They struggled in his enbrace.

ALL of Doc's nen were experts at westling and jujutsu, the bronze nman having taught them And in
the teaching he had cone to know exactly how nmuch strength each of his five ai des possessed.

Ham now showed a far greater nuscul ar power than Doc knew was his nornal strength.

"Stop it!" Doc rapped.

If he conprehended, the weirdly afflicted | awer gave no heed. There was no intelligence to his
assault, however. H's blows were blind; he tried to bite like an animal, and emtted snarlings and
hi ssi ngs.

To Doc, who had seen the astute | awyer conprehend and expound the nost conpl ex | egal problens,

the effect was gruesone in the extrene.

Suddenly, Ham qui eted. There had been no reason for his attack; there was equally no reason for
its ending. He becanme still and nmute, and in his eyes was an absolute | ack of expression, while his
l'ips, crimson-streaked, hung slack and vacant.

"Haml " Doc said sharply.

The | awyer picked foolishly at his ears as if he had heard sound for the first time, and thought
it was sonething wong with that part of his head.

Doc touched him



Ham struck savagely at the spot which had been touched, and seened to show no pain fromthe
effects of his own bl ow, which broke skin and started scarlet droplets running.

Reachi ng out, Doc placed a finger tip gently against the |awer's eye. There was no autonatic
reaction of drooping lids, and after the contact between finger and eyeball, Ham nade a convul sive
gesture and mi ght have torn his own eye Qut, except that Doc gripped his arns and hel d them

i movabl e.

"Brain functioning suspended,” Doc said slowy.

Ham cackl ed gi ddy, unintelligible sounds.

Somet hi ng hi deous, sonething totally new on the face of the earth, had happened to Monk and Ham
with the passage of the scream ng blue visitor of the skies.

Doc went back to the car. k a fender tool box he found wire, towing rope and tire tape. Wth
these articles he managed to secure Ham Monk, and all of the Tibetans.

It was apparent, as one of the Tibetans sat up, that they al so were now nmen ungui ded by brains.
Doc conpl eted the binding with the pig, Habeas Corpus. He loaded all in the car. Dropping behind
the wheel, he sent the machine hurtling in the direction of Antofagasta,

The whistling blue luminary had caused the grisly affliction which gripped Doc's cargo. That was
certain. Doc hinself had escaped a |ike fate sinply because he had crossed over the hill and had
been farther fromthe weird thing than had the others. At no tine, while it was close, had its
unearthly blue glitter shone directly upon him

Doc drove fast and watched the road.

Chapter 5. TERROR S HAND

THE road nounted numerous hills. Fromthe tops of some of these it was possible to see the
far-off hospital. D stance nade the crowd there | ook |ike varicolored grains of sand.

The throng had not yet dispersed. A few persons had noticed the weird blue glare in the western
sky. Even above the munbling noise of the crowd, sonme had caught the shrill whistle, faint though
di stance made it, which acconpani ed the iridescent display.

"A meteor!" nuttered a man.

"But no!" said another. "Woever saw a neteor of that blue color."

"Si, si! It is strange for a neteor. The light of it blinds the eye, even at this distance."
"And did you hear the terrible sound it nade?"

One individual, a young woman, was showi ng no interest in these discussions. She was working her
way out of the crowd, casting nervous glances about. Her brown eyes were pools of fear.

Rae Stanley had deened it safer to remain in the crowd. Accordingly, she had seated herself on a
pile of lunber in the middle of the throng and waited.

She had seen her captors, whom Doc had over powered, regain their senses and flee fromthe
vicinity.

Rae Stanl ey, nearing the outskirts of the crowd, lifted on tiptoe to | ook about. For a noment, it
seened as if she would scream She turned to flee.

But she was too late. A nan stepped forward swiftly and grasped her arm

"Not "arf glad t' see me, are you?" he asked. Hi s manner was preoccupi ed, and he gl anced
frequently toward the hills where the blue glare had appeared.

"Shrops!" the girl gasped.

"H been watchin' you," Shrops told her harshly.

Rae Stanley gave hima stare of l|oathing, and said nothing. "Bloomin' well tried t' warn the
bronze bl oke, didn't you?" Shrops asked sarcastically. "You ran when you saw nme watchin' you talk to
that gorilla of a nmug and the one with the black cane."

"Yes, | did!'" the girl retorted defiantly. "I overheard you meking your plans last night."

'On d you get out of your roonP"

She did not answer.

Shrops eyed the distant hills as if puzzled, then scowed at the girl. "Don't you recoll ect what
H can do by way of payin' you back fer this little trick? Suppose | send a cable t' Tibet?"

At the words, the girl whitened visibly. Her lips tightened, and her eyes showed nore horror than
at any previous tinme.

"I -thought-of that," she said, each word seenming a torture.

"H oughta keep ny promise! But if you don't pull any nore foolishness, H nay let you off. Cone
on!"

The Cockney tapped a coat pocket meaningly. A bulge under the cloth hinted strongly at a gun.
The young woran, instead of conplying, glanced about as if seeking a policeman.

"H'Il blow your pretty '"ead off if you let out a beller!" Shrops warned. "Don't think H've got
any qual ns about shootin' a bloomn' woman, 'cause H ain't. You're comn' wth ne!"

The girl nade no nobve to obey. She seened entirely desperate, ready to risk getting shot rather
than acconpany the Cockney.

Shrops realized her state of mind. Inside his coat pocket, his gun cocked with a distinct click.
"Don't be alittle fool!" he gritted. "H 'll send that cable to Tibet, sure, after shootin' you!
Pl ay ny game and you'll cone out ahead."

The girl seenmed to be fighting a terrific battle with herself, debating whether to follow Shrops



or not. Her face showed | oathing for the Cockney, but al so apprehension of some awful vengeance
above the threat to shoot her, which he apparently had power to weak a vengeance obviously
connected with his repeated threat to send a cable to distant Tibet

"You-you - " the girl choked hoarsely.

But she acconpani ed the Cockney

THE Cockney and Rae Stanley turned up sone thirty mnutes later at a small roadside posada a few
mles fromthe city. The posada was a structure of nud and stone, uninviting to the eye. There was
no bar for dispensing drinkables within, and there had never been a shooting, stabbing, or |ike
affray on the prem ses. Qutwardly, this roadside tavern was quite decorous

Actual ly, the place was one of the nost notorious thief harbors in Chile. But crimnals tarrying
there conducted thenmsel ves with sedateness, and were accordingly free of police notice. The
proprietor charged sky-high rates and all owed no rowdyi sm

Several Tibetans, |oafing about the inn, stuck out their tongues as far as they would go the
instant they sighted Shrops

Shrops and Rae did not seemto consider this tongue- protrudi ng perfornmance anything unusual
These Ti betans came froma tribe near the Mngolian border, a region where the customary greeting is
the sticking out of the tongue

"Did some o' you tongue-hangin' blokes 'ave sonmethin' to do with that blue neteor appearin' ?"
Shrops denanded

"No, Master," one replied

Shrops seened greatly worried at this

"'Ere's 'opin' sonebody comes around that does know why it showed itself!" he grow ed. "The thing
wasn't to appear at all!"

Saturday Loo now stunbled fromthe posada. There was a purple snear as dark as an ink blot on his
jaw, where Doc's fist had | anded. From his manner he did not seem even yet, to have recovered fully
fromhis ill-favored battle with the bronze giant

O her Tibetans showed thensel ves. They were the fell ows who, with Saturday Loo, had attenpted to
seize the girl, and who had fallen victins of Doc Savage's mi ght

"You managed t' acconplish sonethin', anyway!" Shrops said sarcastically. "You got your bloomn
sel ves back out 'ere safely!"

He darkened with rage at the nmenory of how Doc Savage had vanqui shed Saturday Loo and nearly a
dozen ot her Tibetans.

"The oWy dog who has never seen a lion is prone to nmake the mistake of biting one," Saturday
Loo nurnured

"Is that a slamat me for sickin' you on the bronze bl oke?" Shrops snarled

"A thousand pardons, O Master," Saturday Loo nmunbl ed hastily. "I meant not to belittle you."
Shrops growl ed: "You' d better not get sassy. And if you 'ears why that blue neteor appeared, Hi
wants to know about it right off!"

"l hope the blue nmeteor has turned against you!" snapped Rae Stanley, entering the conversation
"H've "arf a mind to scrag you, ny beauty!" Shrops yelled at her, and yanked a revolver fromhis
pocket

The girl blanched, realizing she had pushed the Cockney a trifle too far. The fell ow was al nost

di straught over the blue gl ow which he had seen in the sky, and his tenper accordingly short

Sat urday Loo wheel ed and fled unashanedly.

"You pipe down, or you'll get it plenty!" Shrops snarled at the girl. "Walk to your bl oomn
room | wanta see how you got out!"
They made their way to a small, dark chanmber in the rear. The single small w ndow of this was

crisscrossed with metal bars. Shrops tested the bars and seemed surprised to find themfirm He
continued his search, and his attention canme finally to the door

"So you pulled the pins out of the hinges!" he grow ed.

i'Well, for that, H'Il just post a guard outside!"

SHROPS had hardly nade certain the girl was a prisoner and returned to the front room when a car
drove up. Springing fromthe machine, the newcormer raced to Shrops

"' Ave you got sone dope on why the bl ue neteor showed up?" Shrops demanded

"No, Master!" shouted the man. "I am he who was sent to destroy the plane of the bronze devil."
"Don't H know it?" Shrops said sarcastically. "If you can't explain why the blue neteor
appeared, what's ailin' you? Wat's 'appened?”

"I was alnost killed!" the Tibetan yelled

"Calm you bl oody swi ne!" Shrops snapped. "Did you destroy the plane?"

"I did," said the Tibetan. "But a very tall skeleton of a man chased ne. He woul d have caught ne,
except that | had waiting near-by the car which | stole last night."

"Bl i nme! But you destroyed the plane?"

"I did, O Master. It was a netal plane, but | punched holes in the fuel tanks so that gasoline
ran out. Then | applied a match. The nman-made bird was entirely consuned."

Shrops nmade a grow i ng noi se of satisfaction. "Wth 'is plane out of conm ssion, Doc Savage w ||
"ave to start 'onme by boat. The logical tub fer "imis the Chilean Senorita."



"The Chil ean Senorita?" the Tibetan asked, puzzled. "Wat boat is that, O Master?"

'The nanme, 'Chilean Senorita,' was painted on 'er bows an' stern only last night," Shrops

expl ai ned dryly.

"This dunb one still does not conprehend."

"H nean that the bloonmin' boat is the same one you cane to these shores on!"

"Ah! Now ny ignorance disappears. But do you think Doc Savage will now take passage on this newy
naned Chilean Senorita, O Master?"

"There ain't nothin' t' make the bronze bl oke suspicious,"” |eered Shrops. "It ain't unusual for
the crew of a steamer in the Pacific t' be Chinese or such. Anyway, the boat 'as got papers show n'
she's a coastwi se tub. She's a bloomn' fast scow That last, nmore'n anythin', will persuade this

Doc Savage t' take 'er."

It was perhaps ten minutes |ater when another Tibetan arrived at the roadsi de posada. He was
wi |l d-eyed with excitenment and breathing rapidly froma |long run.

"l bring bad news, O Master!" he gul ped.

"Wt ?" Shrops denanded. "lIs it about the blue neteor?"
"The bronze man!" exclainmed the excited Tibetan. "He concealed hinself in a trunk on the rear of
the car which carried the two prisoners. In the valley, he |leaped fromthe trunk - It shames nme to

admit it, but he overpowered those in the car w thout great |abor."

"Didn't you try t' 'elp?" Shrops grow ed.

"This one was but the | ookout stationed on a distant hill, O Master," the other explained. "I
coul d not reach the scene. But | did the next best thing - | sumoned the blue neteor."

"So that's why the bl oody thing showed itself!"

"The bl ue neteor took a course down the valley, but the bronze man's ancestors were watching over
him and he got far enough away to evade its power," said the Tibetan.

"Were's the bronze bl oke now?"

"The last | saw of his unworthy person, he had | oaded his two nmen and ny own countrynmen into the
car and headed toward town."

Shrops began to curse. He swore in Tibetan until he evidently used up all of the profane words of
that tongue that he knew, then |aunched into Linmehouse expletives.

"This bronze bloke is a bloomn' |ot worse custonmer than H thought," he snarled, when he could
speak with a trace of cal mess.

The Cockney gl owered for a tinme, thinking. Then, muttering to hinmself, he went outdoors and
called loudly for a car.

"H ' m gonna go see Doc Savage in person!" he growed. "H 've got a neat plan up ny sleeve."
Chapter 6. THE COCKNEY VI SI TOR

THE Taberna Frio, downtown Antofagasta hotel, which Doc Savage had nade his headquarters, was not
the nost pretentious structure in town. However, its walls were thick, its rooms cool, and the
chanbers boasted certain conforts nmuch to be desired in this blistering cline - nanely, running ice
wat er and el ectric fans.

An all ey gave access to a service entrance in the rear. Doc Savage, arriving with his cargo of
awfully afflicted men fromthe valley over which the blue horror had passed, drove the car up to
this back door. Carrying the tightly bound forms of Monk and Ham over his mghty shoul ders, Doc
mounted the stairs. He used the rear stairway, and it chanced that no one saw him

The bronze man shoved open the door of the suite of rooms occupied by hinmself and his men, and
stal ked inside with his pitiful burdens.

Two nmen occupying the living roomleaped to their feet and stared.

"Holy cow " gul ped one of the pair in a voice which resenbled the roaring of a disgruntled lion
inits den.

The speaker was tall, angular, and woul d weigh in the nei ghborhood of two hundred and fifty
pounds. Large as his frane was, however, it was sonewhat stunted by the size of his fists. The
fists, blocked, would nake cubes of bone and gristle |arger than many another's head.

He had a face which was very |ong, and which bore an expressi on of profound gloom He |ooked as
if he were contenplating attending a funeral.

The man with the fists and the gl oomwas "Renny" - Col onel John Renw ck, an engi neer whose work
was known on nmany continents, and a gentl eman whose boast was that he could knock the panel out of
any wooden door with either fist.

"What' s happened, Doc?" demanded the man besi de Renny.

This latter individual was not tall, and only fairly set up. Judging by his pallid conplexion,
his past |life had been spent where there was not enough sunlight. He had an astoundingly high

f orehead.

He was "Long Tonm - Major Thomas J. Roberts. He was far from being the weakling he appeared, and
his forte was electricity. A "w zard of the juice," men of his profession called him

Renny and Long Tom were two nore of the group of five who worked with Doc Savage.

Doc carried his burden into a bedroom

"My instrunents" he said sharply.

Renny and Long Tom both dived into an adjacent room and cane back hearing netal cases which held



Doc's hospitalization apparatus.

The equi pnent ranged from endoscopes for scrutinizing the lungs, to conpl ete skiagraphy apparatus
for surveying the various parts of the body by X ray.

Wth the instruments, Doc went to work upon Monk and Ham The bronze man was trying to ascertain
what manner of spell the dazzling sky transient had cast upon his aides.

"There is a car at the back door," Doc told Renny and Long Tom "You will find men in it, tied
securely. Bring themup, will you? And Monk's pig, too. But do not untie any of them"

Johnny and Long Tom went out, | ooking puzzled.

They were soon back, carrying the Tibetans. The puzzled | ook on their faces had given way to
expressions of horror.

It had dawned upon themthat these nmen had | ost the use of their brain cells.

ALL of the victinms were placed in the inner room Johnny and Long Tom stood by as Doc Savage went
to work. They nmintained silence, for they could see that Doc was battling with some profound
nmystery, sone cul minating horror.

Nei t her man asked what had happened to Monk and Ham and the rest, although curiosity was

consum ng them Doc was working now, and would tell themthe story in his own tine. They knew from
experience that the bronze man spoke only when he so desired.

Ti me dragged, sone fifteen minutes passing. Then Doc's weird trilling came into being. The

singul ar sound drifted up and down the range of nusical notes for perhaps a fourth part of a mnute,
then sank away as if the walls of the bedroom had absorbed it.

Renny and Long Tom shifted uneasily, aware that the trilling neant sonething nonentous.

"What is it, Doc?" Long Tom asked.

"The nerves and brain centers are in practically a state of suspended animation," Doc replied.
"They can't use their brains?" Long Tom ej acul at ed.

"Exactly. They are so nmuch living flesh and bone, with no power to think or guide their
novenents. "

"Have the brains been destroyed?" Renny demanded in hoarse horror.

Doc did not reply.

Long Tom cl enched his pale fists and his lips withed, but he could not frane whatever words he
was trying to say, so great was his enotion.

"They do not respond to restoratives or stimulants," Doc said at |ast.

The bronze man applied hypoderm c needles to the bound nen. After this, they becane quieter.

"Sl eepi ng opiates," Doc said, indicating the hypo needle. "Just living bodies!" Renny nuttered,
his long, puritanical face bew ldered. "But what caused it?"

Speaki ng rapidly, and using sentences with a descriptive power that woul d have been envied by a
novelist, Doc told the story. He began with the appearance of nervous, excited Rae Stanley at the
dedi cation cerenony, and finished with the coming of the fantastic, blue, screanmng nystery of the
skies in the valley outside the city.

"But what was the whistling thing that nmade the blue light - and ruined the brains of these nen?"
Renny asked.

"You have heard exactly what occurred,"” Doc replied.

"Sounds |i ke some kind of blue neteor,"” said Long Tom Renny went over and inspected the bound
men. He touched them Then he shuddered violently and retreated.

"Living dead nmen!" he nuttered.

The di scussion was interrupted by the thunp of excited feet in the hallway. The door of the
living room burst open.

The man who entered found it necessary to duck slightly in order to keep his head fromcolliding
with the top of the door frane. He was unnaturally tall, and so thin that he seened nerely a frane
of bones padded with a little gristle. Hi s coat resenbled a sack hangi ng over a form of broonsticks.
No tailor could have fashioned a respectably fitting garment on that bony physique.

This man was WIIliam Harper Littlejohn, former head of the natural science research departnent of
a fampbus university, and one of the greatest living authorities on archaeol ogy and geol ogy.
Dangling froma silver chain affixed to his | apel, was a nonocle. "Johnny" did not |ook |ike the
type who woul d condescend to wear a nonocle. Nor was he, for the glass was in reality a powerful
magni fier, an article which he needed in his profession.

Johnny was the fifth menber of Doc's group of five.

"Sonmebody burned your plane, Doc!" he barked.

DOC Savage's bronze countenance did not alter at this news, but the tiny whirlw nds, which seened
to stir continuously the flake-gold of his eyes, quickened a little in speed.

"How d it happen, Johnny?" he demanded.

"I was servicing the plane for flight back to New York," Johnny replied. "There is a shack at the
edge of the field where gasoline and tools are stored. | was in there, heard a roaring, |ooked out,
and saw the plane bl azing."

"It was an all-metal plane!" Renny thunped.

"l know. But the fellow nust have punched holes in the fuel tank."

"What fellow?" Doc questioned.



"The bird | saw running away," the gaunt Johnny expl ai ned, fingering his magnifying nonocle. "He
was a squat nonkey. | chased him but he had a car waiting, and got away."

Johnny now changed his position slightly, and one of the array of securely bound men cane into
his range of vision.

"For crying out loud!" he gasped. "What's going on here?" Wthout waiting for an answer, Johnny
| eaped into the other room He grasped the fornms of Monk and Ham as if to shake theminto sone
senbl ance of nornal cy.

He listened to the sounds they nade - horrible, rattling hows as vocal cords sinply fluttered
with the incone and outgo of breath. At times, these sounds resenbl ed the baying noi ses made by
bl oodhounds.

He studied the expressions of consummate vacancy on their countenances. He becane very pale.
"What happened to then?" he asked hoarsely.

"Their brains have stopped functioning conpletely,"” Doc told him

Johnny dragged his tongue over dry lips. He nopped a sudden sheen of perspiration fromhis

f or ehead.

"l never heard of such a thing," he nuttered.

"Nor has any one else," Doc replied. "lIt's nysterious. And, without exaggerating in the
slightest, it's the nost horrible thing we have ever been up against."

Johnny nodded slowy, stiffly. "It attacks the brain and not the body. Sonehow or other, that, to
me, makes it a lot worse. What caused it?"

Doc went back to to the initial appearance of Rae Stanley and told the story.

"The blue, whistling projectile which passed over the valley sinply rendered their brains

conpl etely dormant," he finished. "It did not nail me, because | managed to get over the hill and
farther away."

Johnny fingered his nonocle, then used it to indicate one of the Tibetans.

"The fell ow who burned our plane belonged to the sanme race as that man," he said.

"But why shoul d anybody destroy our plane?" Renny grunbled, knotting and unknotting his huge
fists.

"There are two | ogical reasons," Doc told him "Some one either wants us to stay here in Chile,
or desires us to take another nethod of transportation northward."

"A steaner is the |ogical second choice,” Renny hazarded.

Doc strode to the tel ephone, spoke briefly to the office of a travel agency, then replaced the
instrument on its stand.

"The next northbound boat with passenger accommpbdations available is a small, but fast tranp
steamer naned the Chilean Senorita," he explained. "Renny, you investigate the Chilean Senorita."
THE Cockney, Shrops, woul d have 'been astounded to hear this, for he had thought his plan to | ead
Doc to book passage on the Chilean Senorita to be quite clever, and beyond suspi ci on.

Renny departed to investigate the Chilean Senorita.

"Long Tom" Doc said, "here's a job for you."

"Shoot it," the electrical w zard replied.

"l want you to tel ephone the New York headquarters of the American Society of Physical
Scientists," Doc directed. "Better make the call fromthe |ocal phone conpany office. It's only a
few bl ocks away, and you can get quicker service by talking to the wire chiefs there."

"What am | to check up on?" Long Tom asked.

"Find out where Professor Elnont Stanley is at the present tinme," Doc directed. "Learn if there
is anything shady in Professor Stanley's record. Also | earn what you can about his daughter, Rae."
"Who is Professor Stanley?"

"An astrononer, one of the nobst skilled men in the world in telling the conposition of

pl anetoids. |'ve never net himpersonally, but have read his scientific works."

"You nean that he's a guy who nakes a business of telling what kind of stuff the stars are nade
out of ?"

"That is it."

"Where does he conme in on this?" Long Tom questi oned.

"It was his daughter, Rae Stanley, who accosted Monk and Ham "

Bot h Long Tom and Johnny | ooked greatly surprised at this.

"Did you know the girl by sight?" Long Tom questi oned.

Doc shook his head. "Never saw her before."

By way of answering the questions Doc drew a pair of small, powerful binoculars froma coat
pocket, indicated them then replaced them

No nore was needed to tell Long Tom and Johnny how he had | earned Rae's identity. Doc was an
expert lip reader. Watching the attractive girl when she accosted Monk and Ham Doc probably had
under st ood every word she had said.

"She told Monk and Ham that her father was Professor Stanley," Doc explai ned.

Looki ng vastly enlightened, Long Tomtook his departure, headed for the phone office to enploy a
| ong-di stance tel ephone to check on Professor Stanley.

Doc continued his exam nation of Monk and Ham He administered nore restoratives and concoctions



calculated to stinmulate nornal brain activity, but results were nil.

No known treatnent had the slightest effect on their nental condition.

THE phone jangl ed. Gaunt Johnny went to the instrument. "A man named John Mark Shrops to see
you, " he advi sed Doc.

Doc Savage was entirely notionless for several seconds; then he said:

"Shrops is the name of the man who frightened the girl away from Monk and Ham "

Johnny stared at his giant chief, and began: "How - "

"The girl cried out his name when she saw him" Doc expl ai ned.

"The guy has got nerve, coming here!"

"Tell themto send M. Shrops up," Doc said grimy.

John Mark Shrops arrived sone seconds |later. The Cockney's flashy clothing was i muacul ate, and
his face had never been ruddier. He showed |large, white teeth in an expansive snile.

"Not "arf bad o' you t' let me come hup," he said effusively. "Alot o' toffs as fanobus as you
woul dn't see a stranger."

Doc nodded politely, but did not offer to take the hand which Shrops extended. In order that the
gesture might not he construed as inpolite, however, he nade a pretense of wi ping chemcals off his

fingers
"What can | do for you?" he asked.
"A bloomn' lot, if you will," Shrops said. "H 've 'eard that you make a business o' settlin’

other people's troubles. 'Ave | been hearin' the truth?"

"Possibly," Doc admitted. "Are you in trouble?"

“In plenty o' it," muttered Shrops. "But it ain't ne alone. There's a |ot nore poor devils
sufferin'."

"Suppose you speak nore concretely," Doc requested.

"' Ave you ever 'eard of M-Gnei?" queried Shrops.

"Mo- Gnei ?" Doc repeated, as if he had not caught the nane.

"Mb-Onmei, the devil-faced one," Shrops el aborat ed.

"Never heard of him" Doc replied.

E's a bad un," nmuttered Shrops. "'E' s fixed thousands of poor devils, but the world ain't 'card
of it because 'e's been workin' 'is deviltry in Tibet. The world never 'ears nmuch o' what happens
over there. But the world is gonna 'ear of Mo-Gaei if 'e ain't stonped on."

"Just who is Md-Gaei ?" Doc queri ed.

"The bl oodiest crimnal that ever wal ked the earth, and you can take ny word for that," Shrops
said earnestly. " '"at ain't '"arf, either. "E's got the devil's own tool in is power. Nobody knows
hexactly what it is, but they call it the blue neteor."

Johnny, the bony archeol ogi st, fingered his magnifying nonocle absently.

Striding swiftly to the bedroom door, Doc opened it and waved an arm

"Does the blue neteor affect its victins in this fashion?" he asked in an expressionless tone.
Shrops cane to the door and | ooked in. He gave every indication of having received a deep shock.
H s hands cl enched, his jaw dropped, and air left his lungs in a horrified rush.

"Blime!" he gulped. "M-Gmei is "ere in Chile!"

"Does the blue nmeteor produce a condition of conplete brain inactivity such as this?" Doc
demanded.

Shrops nodded solemly. "You said it!"

"Exactly what is the nature of the affliction?"

"Nobody 'as any idea," Shrops nuttered.

"Do they ever recover?"

"Soneti mes, yes; sonetines, no. Depends on 'ow close they was t' the bleedin' blue neteor."

DOC Savage considered for a tine.

"You canme from Tibet to get me to conbat this M-Gaei ?" he queried sharply.

"You '"ave it right," Shrops agreed. "In a way, H'man enmi ssary o' the Tibetan governnment. The
right-'"and man o' the Dalai Lama, who rules the country, sent ne, and is payin' nmy expenses."
Doc's fl ake-gold eyes renmi ned unwaveringly upon Shrops. He was studying the Cockney, judging
him Qutwardly, the applelike fellow seemed a shallow, over-dressed dunce. The Cockney di al ect
enhanced this inpression.

But underneath, Doc discerned subtlety and cunni ng. He suspected this Cockney was one of the

cl everest rogues he had encountered in sone tinme. Doc was suspicious of the fellow, since nere sight
of himhad driven the girl to flight. Doc decided to drag the dead cat out in the open.

"Who is the girl, Rae Stanley?" he asked.

Shrops | ooked properly surprised, but came out with a glib explanation.

"She's a young | ady who cane from Tibet on 'er own 'ook to get your 'elp," he said.

This was hardly the reply Doc had expected. He asked:

"Why does she want mny hel p?"

"H 'aven't any idea."

"Why is Rae Stanley scared of you?" Doc persi sted.

Pronptly, Shrops expl ained: "She knows | cane from Ti bet, and she mi stakenly thinks M-Gaei sent



me to stop 'er.
Any one watching Doc's face woul d have thought he was believing every word. Actually, he was
coming to the realization that he was face to face with one of the snpothest custonmers he had ever
encount ered. The Cockney was so slick that Doc was not even sure the fellow was telling fal sehoods.
And Doc was an expert at spotting liars.

"Why does the Tibetan government not send a detachnent of soldiers to get this M-Gaei ?" Doc
questioned. "That is the manner in which they usually handl e such custonmers over there."

"No bl oke 'as ever seen Mb-Gmei's face," the Cockney replied. ""'E's like the Irishman's flea:

They can't put 'ands on 'im That's why we're wantin' your 'elp in Tibet."

Doc Savage nodded as if a situation such as this was an everyday occurrence, and not one worth
getting excited over.

"l prefer to think this matter over," he said. "If you will tell me where | may get in touch with
you

""Owlong dyou think it'll take to make up your mind? Shrops asked.

Doc gl anced at the wi ndow. The sun was |ow on the horizon; in twenty mnutes there would be

dar kness.

"You can depend on ny answer before midnight," he told the Cockney.

"That ain't 'arf bad, gov' nor," smiled Shrops. "H'Ill call for your answer at that hour."

The applelike little Cockney now placed his gray derby at a jaunty angle and departed.

The Taberna Frio was not equi pped with an el evator, so Shrops had to wal k down the stairs. Near
the bottom of the staircase, he gave hinmself a verbal pat on the back.

"As a schemer, H'maquite a bl oke!"™ he chuckl ed.

Chapter 7. THE DI SAPPEARANCE | N TI BET

DOC Savage gave John Mark Shrops sufficient tine to get well on his way downstairs. Then he

addr essed bony Johnny.

"You stay here and watch Monk and Ham and the others,"” he directed. "There does not seemto be a
thing that can be done for them W've got to find the exact cause of this devilish condition before
we can get a cure.”

Johnny nodded, juggling his nonocle.

Doc produced t he hypodermi c needl e which he had enployed to quiet the victins earlier.

"Use this, if they get violent. It's an opiate. And, above all, do not untie them They mnust be
kept tied, for they are nen without brains, to all intents and purposes."

Doc went to the wi ndow, eased through, and descended by using cracks in the wall for fingertip
purchase. These cracks were not large, nor were they plentiful, but they seened as serviceable as
| adder rungs to the remarkabl e bronze giant.

A single-story building was bel ow, and he ran across its roof. The structures were placed one
abutting another for a distance, then cane what anmpbunted to a narrow vacant |ot. The span to the
next roof was a prodigious |eap, yet the bronze man took it w thout unusual effort.

Never had the gigantic nuscles in Doc's great body functioned with greater efficiency.

At the end of the block, he dropped to the sidewal k. He went to the corner, but did not round

it.

From a pocket, Doc drew a netal tube which was but little larger than a darning needle. It was
fitted at one end with an eyepi ece. He drew the contrivance to a length of nearly two feet,

tel escope fashion, and projected it around the corner. He | ooked into the eyepiece.

The device was an ingenious periscope. Reflected in its mrrors and magnifying | enses, Doc could
see John Mark Shrops.

The Cockney was wal ki ng down the street, away fromthe Taberna Frio. So swiftly had Doc come from
the hotel roomthat Shrops had not had time to get out of sight.

Even as Doc watched, Shrops ducked into a recessed door. He waited there, bobbing his head out
frequently, turtle-w se. He was obviously watching the hotel to see whether he was being followed.
It had not occurred to himthat a shadow m ght now be ahead of him

Doc waited. Shrops seened in no hurry. He lighted a cigarette and flipped the match out into the
street.

To use the periscope continuously m ght draw notice, hence Doc enpl oyed the device only often
enough to keep tab on Shrops. The rest of the tine he | eaned casually against the wall, as if

| oafi ng.

There were few people on the streets. Such pedestrians as were in sight were poncho-swat hed

I ndi ans inspecting store display windows with the avidity of those who do not conme to town often.
The sun had al nost deposited itself behind the Pacific.

Feet cane cl appi ng down the opposite side of the street. It was Long Tomreturning fromhis visit
to the tel ephone office.

The el ectrical w zard woul d have passed w thout noting Doc's presence, except for the fact that
the bronze man's trilling note suddenly filtered through the twilight. A though not |oud, the sound
possessed a phenonenal carrying quality. It inpinged upon Long Tonm s ears.

Long Tom was cl ever enough not to betray excitement at the weird note. His eyes roved alertly
under his hat brim and he | ocated Doc. When he crossed the street it was done naturally, as if he



had contenpl ated that very thing all al ong.

The el ectrical nagician joined Doc.

"Professor Stanley went to Tibet to investigate a nysterious blue neteor," he said grinmy.

DOC nodded, as if he had expected information of this nature to result fromLong Tom s

| ong-di stance phone call to New York City.

"Prof essor Stanl ey had headed several expeditions sent to investigate neteors," Doc told Long
Tom "Studying the conposition of aerolites is his specialty."

"Professor Stanley has vanished in Tibet," Long Tom expl ai ned further.

"Vani shed! "

They were keeping their voices down, in order that the lurking Shrops m ght not hear them

Long Tom el aborated. "The society which sent Professor Stanley and his daughter to Ti bet has
ceased to hear fromthem"

"The daughter went al ong, eh?"

"Yes. She was official photographer on the expedition."

"What efforts have been nmade to | ocate thenP"

"The usual sort - consular investigations and the |like. And here's an unusual one, Doc: The
scientific society which sent Professor Stanley to Tibet wants you to hunt him"

Doc used his periscope to nake sure Shrops had not noved, but did not conment on Long Tom s | ast
st at ement .

"The society was preparing to call on you," the electrical expert continued. "Wen ny phone call
reached them they thought it quite a coincidence."

"Any detail ed dope on Stanley's di sappearance?”

"They took a caravan into the desert from Lhasa, the capital of Tibet. That was the | ast any one
heard of them"

"They had heard that the blue neteor had hit in the desert?"

"Yep. The society in New York told me a little about that meteor. They admitted, though, that the
information was largely runor. It seens that the blue meteor passed over parts of Tibet and struck
sonewhere several years ago. Fantastic stories cane out of Tibet about the neteor - tales of people
whose brains were dead after the thing went by."

"What happened to Monk and Ham proves the yarns are not so fantastic," Doc said grinmy.

"The superstitious natives clainmed the thing was a big blue devil conming to dwell on the earth,”
finished Long Tom

Doc enpl oyed his periscope again. He saw Shrops showi ng signs of noving on.

“I'll get nore details about this blue meteor story later,"” Doc said. "We're getting a line on
what happened to Monk and Ham It's sonething that has to do with the nysterious blue neteor."
"It's just about the npst weird thing | ever ran into," Long Tom nuttered.

"You go back to the hotel," Doc directed. "This bird Shrops is hiding in a door down the street,
but he's getting ready to nove on. Wien you pass him don't pay himparticular attention. W don't
want himto beconme al arned.”

Long Tom reluctant to | ose out on possible excitement, began: "Doc, | might be of sone help if |
went along with

"You can assist Johnny in his efforts to revive Monk and Ham" Doc replied. "One of you work on
Monk, the other on Ham | showed Johnny what resuscitation nethods to use. Two of you will be better
than one at that work."

"O K. ," Long Tom agreed, concern for Mnk and Ham overspreading his pallid face. "Listen, Doc:

do you think that Cockney had something to do with what's happened to Monk and Han?"

"Looks like it," Doc replied.

"Then why don't you grab hinP"

"He's the kind of a fellow who could not be nade to talk," Doc explained grimy. "If he knows a
cure for the effects of the blue nmeteor, he could not be scared into revealing it. Qur best bet is
to trail himand see what can be | earned."

"That's logic," Long Tomagreed. "Did Renny get back with a report on the Chilean Senorita?"

"Not before ny departure. You'd better beat it. There goes Shrops." Doc was |ooking into his

peri scopi c devi ce again.

Long Tom strode off.

SHROPS swung away fromthe vicinity at a rapid pace. Keeping to the shadows, he gl anced back
often, hunting for a possible pursuer. He used numerous ruses to | ose a shadow, taking short cuts
across lots, entering stores and | eaving by the rear door, and pausing frequently to watch.

H s behavi or woul d have nmade trailing by ordinary nethods an inpossibility. But Doc's nethods
were not prosaic. He took to rooftops for the nbst part, negotiating ascents of walls with the ease
of a great bronze cat, and taking tremendous | eaps between buildings in silent, batlike fashion.
Long Tom although his agility was a bit above the average, could not have nanaged the pace.

Knowi ng this, Doc had refused himon his offer of assistance.

Long Tonm s di sappoi nt ment nust have been great. Love of excitenment was one of the main bonds

whi ch held Long Tom and the other four to Doc Savage. They were nen who had reached the top in their
respective professions, and hence no | onger obtained a kick fromnore prosaic business |lives. The



zest of business conpetition was gone, for they no | onger had conpetition.

Possessed of a desire for excitenent, they found it aplenty in their association w th Doc

Savage.

ANTOFAGASTA, being a nodern town, had tel ephones. Pay booths were installed in hotels and all the
drinki ng pl aces.

Shrops entered a booth, took down a receiver, and called a nunber. In order to make sure that no

one was close enough to overhear what he was saying, he faced the glass door, speaking fromthe side

of his nouth.

An electric light spread brilliance in front of the booth. This permitted Doc, using his
peri scope device froma side window, to read |ips.
"Saturday Loo is the bloke H want t' speak wit'," Shrops said into the transmtter.

Evidently the straw boss of the Tibetans was not |ong reaching the other instrunent, and the
Cockney asked:

"What's 'appened since H left, if anythin'?"

The apple of a nan listened intently. Elation overspread his face in the formof a grin that
threatened to dislodge his cheeks.

"You say the bl oody big-fisted 'un nanmed Renny was investigatin' the Chilean Senorita, and your
boys 'ad the luck to capture "inP"

He seened to get a confirmation of this from Saturday Loo.

"Not "arf bad for us!" he chortled finally. ""old "im you tell your boys. |If Renny gets away,
H'I'l fix you so your ancestors won't know you, you son of a spavined yak. H'Ill be right down."
He started to hang up, but did not, and |istened to nore words com ng over the phone.

"What am H comin' down for? Wiy, t' give this Renny bloke a taste of the bloom n' blue neteor.

Maybe that'll persuade Doc Savage to lose no tinme goin' after this M-Gaei devil."
He kept the receiver to his ear for a nonent.
"Wiy, after we treat Renny, H 'Il take 'imto Doc Savage an' say H found 'i mwanderin' in the

hills or somewhere."

Hangi ng up, Shrops left the booth. He headed straight for the steaner, Chilean Senorita.

Doc trailed him

THE Chil ean Senorita was not |arge as ocean steamers go, but she had |lines of beauty and speed.

The craft was al nost a yacht in appearance, with black hull, white superstructure, and nuch brightly

pol i shed brasswork. The |ifeboats were capped wi th new | ooki ng covers, and a lazy curl of snoke
drifted steadily fromher rakish funnel. She was anchored just inside the breakwater.

Numer ous individuals of Asiatic extraction noved upon the Chilean Senorita's decks. This was not
strange on the face of it, for Asiatic |abor was common on ships plying the Pacific trade. It was
cheaper.

Dar kness had al nost fallen when John Mark Shrops reached the water front. He produced a
flashlight froma pocket, and blinked it several times. A small boat, manned by Ti betans, put off
fromthe Chilean Senorita and was rowed to where he stood.

Saturday Loo hinself occupied the stern sheets.

"So you cone fromthe posada in the country t' take personal charge o' things on the boat, eh?"
Shrops asked the noon-faced Ti betan. "You do show good sense about 'arf the tinme."

Saturday Loo accepted this as a conplinent, and said:

"Even the | owest and nobst stupid of nen have a brain which sonetines functions."

This seened to strike Shrops as inordinately comcal. He |aughed harshly, uproariously.

"H can tell you a lot of '"emwho 'aye brains that don't work any nore!" he whooped.

"Words of wisdom" Saturday Loo agreed. "Men who saw the blue neteor."

"Where's the bloomin' girl, Rae Stanley?"

"A canary is safest fromthe cat while in its cage," said Saturday Loo. "No doubt, in this case,
the bird greatly desires to be gotten by the cat. We left her at the posada, O Master. There Is a
strong guard."

"That's 'unky-dory," Shrops admtted. "Is the bl oody 'ooker ready to sail?"

"As ready as the bar-headed goose of ny native |land, which |Is always prepared to flee its nest."
The boat now pulled out to the Chilean Senorita, with Shrops hol ding the position of honor in the
st em sheets.

"Woul d you consider the cup of this lowy one's ear a fit receptacle in which to pour your

t hought s?" Saturday Loo queri ed.

"Meanin' you wanta know ny plans, eh?"

"Aye, Master."

"Sure, H'IIl tell you what ny scherme is. H 've just been to see this Doc Savage toff, an' H fed
"ima smooth line with just enough truth t' nake it sound right."

"l gather, O Master, that you told himhe was needed to smash M- Gaei ?" queried Saturday Loo.

"H sure did. An' bless your ancestors, you slant-eyed scut, 'e took it in like a bear lappin' up
'oney. H'mto go back an' get 'is final word around m dni ght."

"You think he will take the job of destroying the all-frightful M-Gaei?"

"Sure 'e will! Ain't "is |life work noppin' up on such bl okes as M- Gaei ?"



THE dory reached the | andi ng stage suspended beside the hull of the Chilean Senorita. John Mark
Shrops and Saturday Loo nounted to the deck.

Shrops, gl ancing around, chuckl ed.

"*Twas an 'appy idea of mine, buyin' this boat in China, an' puttin' nmy own crewon 'er!" he
declared with evil pride. "That way, the whole slew o' us could cone over without attractin' too
nmuch attention.”

"I f Doc Savage believes your story, O Master, and goes of his own accord to Tibet to seek

Mb- Gaei, the boat will be of no great use to us," said Saturday Loo.

"H won't grudge the noney it cost, in that case," grunted Shrops. "If 'e don't believe nme, the
Chil ean Senorita nmay cone in 'andy."

"It is indeed a wise squirrel who does not store all his nuts in one tree," Saturday Loo agreed.
"Nuts!" Shrops snorted, and burst out in rattling laughter. "H'Il|l bet Doc Savage i s wonderin' ow
'e's gonna fix up "is nutty friends!"

Saturday Loo folded his arnms in the fashion of the Oient, H's face was entirely expressionless.
"Did you not say, O Greatest One, that you were going to use the blue neteor upon the big-fisted
man named Renny?"

"Righto," Shrops agreed. "H 'mgonna fix '"imup an' send 'imback to Doc Savage. That'l| persuade
the bronze toff to light out after Mb-Gaei without delay." "And what of our fair flower?"
"You nean the Stanley girl? W'll 'old onto her a while. W may need 'er."

Sat urday Loo headed for a conpani onway ami dshi ps.

"Why did you bring the fair flower along in the first place?" he asked.

Shrops leered. "To 'ave 'er vanp the bronze nman, if necessary."

"It is said that wise nen are not affected by wonen."

This brought a laugh from Shrops. "Then there ain't no wise nen in this '"appy world."

Chapter 8. BLUE MADNESS

SEVERAL Ti betans gave John Mark Shrops and Saturday Loo their tribal formof greeting as the pair
went bel ow decks - they stuck out their tongues as far as these organs of taste would go.
Saturday Loo and Shrops found big-fisted Renny in a stateroom The chanber was an inside room

wi t hout portholes, and supplied with air piped fromthe big ventilators protruding fromthe decks.
A man could yell his |loudest in the cabin, and never be heard out on the harbor. Renny knew this.
He had tried it.

It calls for terrific effort to break the links of a handcuff chain which is fastened upon the
wrists of the one nmaking the fracturing attenpt

Renny knew this, also. He had attenpted it - and succeeded. The steel circlets had scraped skin
off his wists. Deep grooves had been cut in the pads of corded sinew |ndeed, the cuts were al nost
bone deep.

Crinmson was creeping fromthese cuts. Renny was |ying on his enornmous hands to hide the scarlet
dri ppage, and to conceal the fact that he had acconplished the alnost incredible feat of breaking
the shackl es.

Shrops eyed Renny. The engineer's size was ordinarily dwarfed by the proportions of his great
fists, but now he was reposing upon the hands. In the white electric Iight of the cabin, Renny

| ooked gi gantic.

"'E's sure a whoppin' big bloke!" Shrops nuttered.

"Yet he has but the stature of a youth when beside the bronze man whom he calls 'l eader,"'"

mur nur ed Sat urday Loo.

Shrops drank in Renny's bulk with his eyes for a tine, then wi ped an ooze of sweat off his

f or ehead.

""Ond you get 'inP" he asked Saturday Loo.

Renny took it on hinself to answer this.

"Your brown hyenas had sone blind luck!" he grow ed, and his voice was |ike the thunp and runble
of a distant earthquake.

Saturday Loo smirked. "It is as the big-fisted one says. Honorabl e ancestors poured nmuch | uck
upon the shoul ders of one of ny nmen. He canme upon this man of the fists in the twilight, as the
bi g-fisted one prow ed our decks. My man had an iron bar. He swung it well. The big-fisted one

awakened in this cabin, securely handcuffed."

Per haps Saturday Loo intended to roll Renny over to show the handcuffs. Possibly he intended to
give Renny a kick in the ribs by way of celebration. At any rate, he stepped forward.

Renny heaved up fromthe floor with blinding speed. One huge fist hurled out and nmet Saturday
Loo's head. Fist and head seened al nost of an equal size.

Sat urday Loo was knocked backward the entire width of the cabin. The shock of hitting the wall
expel l ed breath fromhis lungs, causing himto spout teeth, bits of pul ped tongue and lips, and a
spray of scarlet. He fell forward upon the floor.

In the future, Saturday Loo's ancestors would have to | ook closely and long to recogni ze him
"Blime!" squawked Shrops, and fl ed.

He chanced to be near the door, 'so he got out before Renny's great mauls of fists could reach
him Shrops did not even attenpt to draw a gun.



Several arned Tibetans were in the passage outside. The wily Saturday Loo had ordered their
presence, just in case there should he an energency.

"'"El p!" Shrops bellowed, and sought refuge anobng his henchnen.

Renny charged. H's nonster hands popped two nen over as if they had been dummies. He grasped an
arm whi ch was drawi ng a gun, tw sted, and the bone crunched.

The corridor chocked with a great wad of fighting humanity. Expletives arose fromthe fighting
cluster, profanity couched in p'al-skad, or |ow Tibetan.

It was Saturday Loo who brought the fray to a conclusion. He weaved out of the cabin,

hal f-blinded with pain. H s pawi ng hands encountered a cabinet holding a fire ax, for emergency use
in breaki ng down stateroom doors should the Chilean Senorita sink.

Sei zing the big ax, Saturday Loo sprang forward. He lifted the ax high and brought it down.

Wth a hideous bubbling sound, Renny coll apsed. Shrops and the Ti betans - such of themas were
conscious - picked thenselves up fromthe floor and felt for injuries. For a few seconds, the
passage crackled with p'al-skad profanity. Then they | ooked at the prone form of Renny, and began to
feel better.

"Dead!" chortled one nman.

"Bl essed be an ax!" said anot her.

They gat hered around, exchangi ng condol ences and reviving those who had been knocked sensel ess in
the fight. No one was seriously danaged, the man whose arm Renny had broken being the greatest
sufferer.

Shrops, standing aside and winkling his apple face in thought, seened to becone rather unhappy.
"Bad!" he muttered. "The worst that could 'ave 'appened!"

"No, O Master," Saturday Loo said through al nost ruined lips. "The big-fisted one could have
escaped. "

"That wouldn't 'ave been as bad," Shrops said gloomly. "This lowy one's brain nust be in a fog,
O Master, for | do not see howit could have been a | esser evil."

"You don't know Doc Savage's reputation, you 'arf crocked scut!" snarled Shrops, suddenly

becom ng enraged at Saturday Loo for wielding the ax. "Wiy didn't you use your 'ead? Doc Savage wil|
bust the bl oody world wide open to punish us for killin" '"is man, Renny. 'E's the kind of a bl oke
that can get us, too!"

Sat urday Loo squirnmed uneasily. Well did he remenber his own disastrous experience with Doc
Savage, when the bronze nman had rescued Rae Stanley at the hospital dedication cerenony.

A buttery-1ooking perspiration appeared on Saturday Loo's Asiatic countenance. He nopped at his
scarl et-runni ng nouth and nose.

"N kan!" he how ed suddenly. "Look!"

Shrops stared at Renny.

"Aory be!" he chortled. "The big-fisted bloke ain't dead!" Saturday Loo folded his arns piously.
"Sone kind ancestor, watching over nme, nust have turned the ax so that it struck flatw se."

They pounced upon Renny and tied himsecurely, using inch-thick hawser which they carried down
fromthe deck, and literally swathing himin the manila cable. Then they felt to see if his skull
was fractured. It was not.

"Go get the bloonmin' launch ready!" Shrops ordered. Tibetans stunbled out to conply with this
command. Like npost Asiatics, they showed a marked | ack of mechanical ability as they |owered the
| aunch. The task took them sone nonents.

The | aunch was | ong and sl ender, ornamented with brasswork, and equipped with a powerful engine.
Forward was a small covered cabin, the sides of which were fitted with long, |idded boxes which
served as seats and storage receptacles.

The | owering was acconplished with the aid of flashlights, for it was now quite dark.

The Tibetans returned bel ow decks. Saturday Loo was guardi ng Renny, but Shrops was not in sight.
"Where is the Master?"

"He has gone to the radio cabin," Saturday Loo replied.

WHATEVER Shrops was doing in the radi o cabin, the undertaking occupied himsone ten mnutes. He
rejoined his men in a great hurry.

"*Ury up, lads!" he barked. "Grab this big-fisted bloke an' clap '"imin the |launch!"

The Tibetans hastily conplied with the order. Four of them grunting and stunbling, carried Renny
out on deck.

"Tie "imon top!" Shrops directed.

Thi s was acconplished by the sinple process of |ashing Renny to the riding lights atop the cabin.
Wil e not extraordinarily solid, the bindings would neverthel ess keep Renny fromrolling off.
"Shut the gas off at the bleedin' fuel tank!" Shrops ordered. "An' hurry, you thunb-fingered
scuts!”

"The launch will run but little nore than half a mle upon the gas which is in the fuel lines and
the carburetor, O Master," rem nded Saturday Loo.

"Don't H know it?" Shrops growed. "'"Ump it, you poor blokes. Get a nove on!"

The launch engine was started. The valve at the fuel tank was cl osed.

A Tibetan headed the craft toward the open sea, threw the throttle w de, then sprang overboard.



The | aunch streaked ahead, bows lifted, propeller throw ng foam

The lights of the craft had been turned QL The little cabin, however, was dark.

I nside the gloony cabin, the Iid of the Iong box, which forned a seat, lifted swiftly.

Doc Savage arose fromthe recess.

Renny, | ashed to the roof, was conscious. He sat up feebly as Doc's corded fingers plucked the
ropes fromhis arnms and | egs.

"Holy cow " he runbled thickly. "I woke up tied onto this thing. How d you get here?"

"Fol | owed Shrops,"” Doc replied, stripping off the remainder of the ropes. "Swamout to the ship,
and as a consequence, did not get belowin time to help you out on your fight. You were down, and
they were bewailing your death. It was a sinple natter to hang around, keep out of sight, and stow
away in the launch."

Doc whi pped inside the instant he had Renny free. He clicked off the lights, then stopped the
engi ne.

From the not-so-distant Chilean Senorita, a Volley of p'al-skad profanity cane.

"They sound mad," Renny nuttered.

"And with reason," Doc replied. "They obviously sent the launch away fromthe ship so that it
would be in the path of their infernal blue neteor."

"Were they gonna expose me to that thing?" Renny gul ped.

"They were," Doc told him "Shrops summoned the thing in sonme nmanner, probably by radio."

Doc turned the |launch engine over, got it running, opened the valve at the fuel tank, which the
Ti betans had cl osed, and sent the craft knifing toward shore.

They covered | ess than a hundred feet before Renny enmitted a thunping cry.

"Holy cow " he gul ped. "The blue neteor!"

IT cane up awfully out of the east. It m ght have been a thing spawned by the Andean nountain
fastnesses. Only the faintest of ultramarine flushes nmarked its first appearance. But the balefire
brightened with appalling sw ftness, and there becane audible the tiniest of whistling noises, which
m ght have been the note of sone distant, harpy piper. The sibilant note |oudened.

Doc snapped switches. A searchlight sprang out on the |l aunch snout. This waved as Doc jockeyed
the rudder and picked up the breakwater, then the shore.

The water front ahead was a particularly bleak stretch. There were no | arge warehouses, and only
a few shacks.

Doc suddenly swerved the |aunch toward the Chilean Senorita.

"We can get to shore before that blue thing arrives!" Renny yell ed.

"But there's nowhere to conceal ourselves!" Doc told him

"It's dark! They couldn't find

Renny left the rest unsaid and clutched for the gunwal e, as the |aunch heeled far over in naking
a quarter turn. It was now driving in under the Chilean Senorita's bows.

Rifle nuzzles lipped flame at themfromthe steanmer decks. The slugs scooped splinters off the

| aunch, or made whupping noises in the water. They were not wanted in the vicinity.

Then the shooting slackened off. Men began to yell p'al-skad words, first with a vague

uneasi ness, then with a growng terror. Shriller and shriller became the shouts, until they were a
maddened bedl am

Around the Chilean Senorita, around the | aunch, the bl ackness of night took on a corpse-blue
tinge. This turned slowy to azure.

Renny | ooked at Doc.

"Holy cow " he gul ped, and his pet expression was a double thunp of horror.

Renny's enornous hands drifted up and nade |lids over his ears. The screaning whistle was
beginning to cut. There was sonething about it that nmade men want to open their nmouths and shri ek.
Up on the Chilean Senorita's deck, nmen were doing just that. They parted jaws to their utter

wi dest and drove shriek after shriek that ripped at vocal cords and threatened to tear the very
lining fromthroat passages.

They knew the full horror of what was coming, did these men. They coul d not have vented | ouder or
nore awful shrieks had fiendi sh ani mal s been consuning them by sl ow nout hful s.

Doc and Renny exchanged gl ances, for they could now see each other clearly in the unearthly blue
glitter.

"You figured the blue nmeteor would not conme close to the steanmer," Renny questi oned.

"That was reasonable to believe," Doc told him "They sent you away in the launch to make it
unnecessary for the thing to cone near while it was affecting you."

The cobalt horror of the skies seened to be headed directly for the Chilean Senorita'

OVERHEAD, against the rail of the boat, a nman appeared. The fellow was a Ti betan, and he backed
against the rail, facing the whistling blue meteor. The fellow s arns were rigid, trenbling, and he
crossed themin front of his eyes as if to fend off some nonster.

H s jaws were di stended wi de, contorted; no doubt he was scream ng, but no words cane down to Doc
and Renny in the |aunch.

Renny stared. There had cone into his eyes a weird, awful glitter, a glassy hardness. He nade
vague gestures with his huge hands, and showed his teeth in a snarling grinace which was sinister



and ani mal -1ike.

He opened his nmouth. His words - Doc | eaned close to catch themover the neteor crescendo - were
wi thout articulation. They were an unintelligible babbling.

The blue neteor's spell was gripping him

Doc Savage | eaped for the cabin. There was an uncertainty about his nmovenents which contrasted
greatly with his usual snmooth agility. Once, he all but fell. H's corded, supple hands seened all
t hunbs as he picked up the rope which had secured Renny.

Coming back with a weavi ng unsureness, Doc |ooped the stout henp over Renny's angul ar shoul ders,
and jerked it snug.

Renny did a strange thing. He struck hinself foolishly where the rope touched. He bent over,
teeth bared, as if to bite hinself. Uterly appalling was the thing which had happened to the

spl endi d physical specimen and great engineer.

H s brain seened no | onger to function.

Doc Savage kept at his tying. Tine after time, he encircled Renny with rope, for he had know edge
of the terrific strength which canme with the suspension of nental power. Mnk and Ham had been
unnatural ly powerful.

When Renny was bound, Doc Savage | ooped the rope about hinself. He began at his ankles and worked
up; then, using his hands, he nmanaged to tie his arnms down.

Perspiration shimrered in the unholy blue |lum nance. It soaked through his clothing. He kept his
eyes closed tightly, as if to cover the gruesone effects of the blue nmeteor which were nmirrored
there.

He finished the |ast knot and drew the rope end tight. He was tied now as securely as he could
manage, for he had used all of the rope. It might restrain his mghty nuscles after the blue neteor
acconplished its gruesone work, or it mght not. There was no way of forecasting what woul d happen.
Wth no possible escape fromthis unholy blue thing of the skies at hand, Doc had used his | ast
vestige of nental firmmess to tie Renny and hinself, that they mi ght be helpless to do harmto

t hensel ves when fully afflicted.

The meteor scream by now had grown so frightfully loud that ears registered no sound, only pain.
Renny fell over. He had succunbed; his brain had suspended its functioning.

The blue light was hurting Doc's eyes. The frightful irradiation seemed, in its power, to
penetrate through solids, to pierce the very bull of the Chilean Senorita as if it were not there,
or as if it were transparent gl ass.

Doc Savage cl osed his bronze eyes nore tightly than ever. His lips seened to weld, so firmy did
he press themtogether, and there was hardly a visible line to show where they net.

The bronze nman bowed his head.

As though a nonster bullwhip had been popped overhead, the blue neteor passed. The wind of its
going caused a violent flapping of the linp flag on the Chilean Senorita's stern.

The bronze man toppled slowy over. His gigantic nuscles were drawn so rigidly that the sound as
he crashed upon the | aunch floorboards was that of a great netal statue falling.

THE bl ue neteor, after it had passed, swept a whistling semcircle in the sky. Few |iving beings
|l ooked at it, and renmenbered the act in the hours imediately following. It was a path of awful ruin
that the blue neteor left behind as it streaked over Antofagasta.

Physical injury - torn bodies, broken legs, rent flesh - nen knew how to conbat. But the spell of
the blue nmeteor, being new, and affecting only the mnds of its victins, nystified those who sought
to help the afflicted.

The bl ue neteor swooped | ow over the Taberna Frio, then shrieked a glittering way on toward its
western lair.

It was certain that the nen in the Taberna Frio had fallen a victimto its inhunman power.

Chapter 9. THE AWAKENI NG

SOVEWHERE t enpl e gongs were bangi ng. Voi ces were chanting, singsonging four words over and over
unceasi ngly.

"Om mani padne hum "

Weird nusical instrunents wailed, torturing the eardruns with their dissonance, and the air
shuddered to the coughing roll of drums. Men shrieked, how ed |ike naddened creatures, but their
banshee outcries were subnerged beneath the nonotonous roll of voices chanting the four words which
never vari ed.

"Om mani padne huml Om mani padne hum "

It rose and fell, that interm nable nouthing; it became shriller as the voices making it grew
preponderantly tenor, and it turned deep as bass tones outnunbered.

The uncanny sounds throbbed through | ow nortared stone roons, seeming at tines to come with such
power as to stir heavy draperies and tapestries.

Somewhere in the roons a pig squeal ed, then made a rapid succession of grunting noises.

"Holy cow " said a hollow voice, which mght have been a disturbed lion in a deep den.

"Huh!" muttered another voice, surprisingly wee and childlike. "That sounded |ike our Habeas

Cor pus squeal ing."

Monk sat up slowy and inspected his own hairy hands. They seened to puzzle him for he flexed



the furry fingers, then felt of his short, bowed | egs, his barrel of a chest, and his honely
features. He acted as if he were checking up on his gorilla-like body. He saw that he was on a bed
Once nore, he inspected his apish frame

"It's all there," said a faint, sarcastic voice. "And it's uglier than ever."

Monk turned his head. Beside himwas another bed. On this, Ham sat

Both nen wore paj anas. Monk's garnent was bursting at the seans. Hanls was greatly oversize
purple-striped, and entirely unlovely.

Ham gl anced down at the awful rainent

"The paj amas prove it," he said thickly. "In my normal mind, |I'd never be caught in such horrors
I"'mcrazy!"

Monk negl ected this w de-open chance for a pointed crack about Ham being late in nmeking the

di scovery. The fact that he did so showed something momentous was in his thoughts

"Where are we?" he asked.

Ham peered at Monk hopefully. "Maybe I'mnot crazy after all! | just woke up, Mnk. | have no

i dea where | am"

"Sane here," Mnk said slowy. "The last thing | renenber, we were in that valley in South
Arerica, and sone devilish blue thing was com ng through the sky. W were running fromit, but we
couldn't get away."

Ham st ood up. He flexed his arms, stretched, and seened to be sound enough. He listened to the
chanting and gougi ng sounds

"What is that infernal racket?" he asked. "They're hollering sonething over and over."

"Sounds like 'Ch Monty pad ne home, "' Monk grunted

"Om mani padme huml " corrected Ham

"Huh!" expl oded Monk. "That's a Buddhist religious chant! You hear it in the Asiatic countries."
Two doors |led out of the room Both were closed

Suddenly there was a | oud expl osion of splintered wood! From one panel shattered pieces junped
away to permt a colossal, rust-colored knot of a human fist to project through

The door opened under another great blow, and big-fisted Renny appeared on the threshold

"Did you guys just wake up?" he asked, anger in his great voice

"Su-sure," Mnk replied wonderingly.

"So did I'!'" Renny thunped. "The last thing | renenber is being In a launch with Doc al ongside a
steamer nanmed the Chilean Senorita, and a whistling blue thing was com ng through the sky."

"The blue neteor of a thing is our last nmenory, too," said Ham

Renny hel d out his corded wists.

"Look," he runbl ed

"They seemall right," Mnk told him

"Sure they do," Renny agreed. "That's the strange thing about it. Just before | passed out from
the effects of the blue nmeteor, | broke a pair of handcuffs apart on ny wists. The steel cut deep
into ny arns."

"So what ?"

"So there's no trace of the gashes now," Renny booned

"They were so deep it would take nore than a nonth for themto heal. Take a close | ook, and you
can barely see the scars."

"We' ve been unconsci ous nore than a nonth?" Monk how ed unbelievingly.

FROM an adj acent room a voice called: "Listen, you guys, cone In here and tell us that we aren't
batty."

The three nen stunbled to the other room It held a slender, pale Long Tom and tall, bony
Johnny. Johnny had his nonocl e-nmagnifier In one hand. He nade vague gestures with it

"l just awakened," he began. "And darned if -

"Darned if you ain't concluded you' ve been asleep nore than a nonth," interrupted Mnk
Johnny | ooked somewhat stunned. "I was hoping | was wong."
"W nmust be nuts!" Mnk nuttered. "It ain't reasonable!"

Johnny drew out a watch. This was a costly timepiece, and in addition to the hour, mnute, and
second, it registered the day, the nonth, and the year

"Over a month is correct!" he said. "You fellows |Inspect each other closely, and you'll see
sonet hing el se, too."

The men conplied with this suggestion

"Holy cow " gul ped Renny. "We've all |ost sonme weight!"

Monk's eyes rolled In their little pits of gristle. "Hey, guys!" he said. "Don't you catch
anot her thing!" The others stared, unconprehending

Monk nmade an el aborate shivering gesture. "Kinda frosty."

"Right!" Hamrapped. "The air is very cold. W hadn't noticed it in our excitenent."

"And it was hot in South America," Mnk pointed out

"Was! " Ham choked. "You nean you think -

Not finishing the ejacul ation, Ham dashed to the handi est wi ndow.

"For the love of Mke!" he yelled. "We ain't in South Anerica any nore!"



The men jammed heads together to peer through the small aperture. The wi ndow itself was not
fitted with glass, but with a panel of oiled paper in a hinged frane. This was open for
ventilation.

Before them was a strange spectacle - a panorama altogether startling and weird, considering that
they had until a morment before thought thenselves to be In noderately civilized South Anerica.
The uproar - the gonging and shrieking - came froma structure some di stance away. This seened to
be a shrine of sorts, and around it a queue of fantastically masked nen were wi nding. They kept
going steadily, and their chanting was unendi ng.

"A |l amasery!" decl ared gaunt Johnny, who knew much of the races of the world, thanks to his work
in archaeol ogy. "They march like that and chant appeals to the departed spirits. Brothers, we're in
Ti bet!"

"In Tibet!" Mnk gul ped.

FOR sone minutes, the five nmen stood! there, staring at the |amas and their convol utions,
listening to the Interm nable, "Omn mani padne hum " and exchangi ng stunned | ooks.

The pig, Habeas Corpus, entered the room trotted up to Monk and sniffed a trouser cuff as if it
were sone strange ani nal .

"Habeas, you're in Tibet," Mnk said slowy.

Renny waved his great fists |like clubs and thundered: "I don't see how we got here! Tibet is a

pl at eau averagi ng around twel ve thousand feet above sea level. It's the highest country In the
world, and it's surrounded by the tallest known nountain ranges. It's a hard place to get Into."
"Is it hard to get out of?" Mnk nuttered.

"This beats nme!" Hamyelled, waving his arns in baffled disgust. He went Into the room where he
had awakened, and canme back bearing his sword cane. He flourished the weapon.

"How d | bring nmy sword cane here w thout know ng anything about it?" he asked. "The last | saw
of it, was in that crowd in Antofagasta, Chile, at the dedication of Doc's hospital. And say, what
about Doc?"

The men | ooked at each other uneasily. Their bronze chief had been in their thoughts, but they
had been slow to speak, hoping Doc would put in an appearance, bringing an explanation of this
fantastic nmystery.

"The last | saw of Doc was in that |aunch alongside the Chilean Senorita," runbled Renny. "He was
with me. He had the foresight to tie me, and tie hinself, before the blue nmeteor cane."

"Why was it necessary to do the tying?" Mnk asked.

"If you could have seen yourself after the blue neteor got you, you wouldn't ask that," Renny
told him "You cut up terribly."

"He does that without seeing neteors," Ham said sarcastically.

The situation rarely got so tense but that Ham sei zed every chance to stick verbal thorns Into
Monk.

"You weren't so neek, yourself,"” Renny told Ham

"Let's go hunt Doc!" snapped Long Tom

The somewhat unheal t hy-appearing electrical wizard led the way to a door covered by an el aborate
and gaudily colored curtain. They filed down a corridor.

Long Tom halted and said: "Say, | noticed stuff that |ooked |ike our baggage In our roons. D you
reckon our weapons are still with the junk?"

"Not a chance!" snorted big-fisted Renny. "W were obviously overpowered by the devils
controlling that blue neteor. They'd have taken our guns."

"W were overpowered over a nonth ago," Long Tomrem nded him "l'mgoing to | ook."

They retraced their steps. Wth eager fingers, they opened bags.

"Huh!" gul ped Monk. "They're here!"

From t he bags they drew weapons which were slightly larger than ordinary autonatics, but which
were infinitely nore intricate. These were guns of Doc's own invention - tiny nmachine guns with a
super-rapid rate of fire. In action, they sounded |like the noan of gigantic bull fiddles.

The weapons were charged with druns hol ding what big gane hunters termnercy bullets - slugs
produci ng unconsci ousness in |lieu of death, due to a potent drug, and shell-1like construction which
col | apsed agai nst | nstead of penetrating flesh.

The men slung the rapid-firers under their coats, and left the room They advanced down the hall,
openi ng doors to other roons.

They shoved through the fourth door and came to a startled halt.

"Holy cowl " expl oded Renny.

Entrancingly pretty Rae Stanley asked: "Wat is it, gentlenen? Wiat would you Iike?"

SHE stood in the center of the crudely furnished room and she was dressed nuch differently than
when they had | ast seen her.

She wore typical garb of a Tibetan woman. Her robe was |ong, high-collared, gaudily hued, with a
wi de sash of contrasting col or about her slender waist. Her feet were encased in brocaded Tibetan
boots - knee-length affairs with a slit in the back, and garter-like tyings three or four feet

| ong.

On her forehead was a band studded with what appeared to be gold nuggets, and she wore earrings



whi ch did not match, the one on the left being long and narrow, with a pendant string of turquoise.
For several seconds the five nmen said nothing. They alnbst held their breaths, for Rae Stanley's
beauty was made even nore exquisite by her unusual rainent.

"What do you want ?" she repeated sharply.

Monk swal | owed to | oosen his tongue.

"Where's Doc?"

The entrancingly pretty girl pointed to a door down the corridor.

"My fiance has that room" she said.

Monk' s bul gi ng chest seened all that kept his jaw fromfalling entirely off his face, so far down
did surprise make it sag.

"Your - what?" he gul ped.

"Doc Savage - ny future husband!" Rae Stanley retorted sharply. "Wat ails you, anyway? You | ook
as if you had just heard of our engagenent, instead of know ng about it for nmore than a nonth."
Monk swal | owed several tines, but it did not free his surprise-frozen tongue. Mnk was probably
as astounded as he had ever been. Awakening to find they had been unconscious for nore than a nonth
was a shock. Learning they had gone to sleep in South America, and awakened in nysterious and
forbi dden Tibet, on the other side of the world, was nore disquieting still.

The thundercl ap, though, was this word that big bronze Doc Savage had indulged In the
prelimnaries of taking hinmself a wife. It was unbelievabl e.

Never had there been provision for fem nine partnership in Doc's perilous career. Doc strictly
abstai ned from anything smacking of an affair of the heart. Some amazingly pretty and intelligent
young wonen, smitten by the bronze man's undeni abl e handsoneness, had openly sought to captivate
him but always with results strictly nil.

Doc had a good reason for this attitude. He could not allow a wonan to share the dangers which
accrued fromhis career of punishing evildoers in the far corners of the earth. H's enem es woul d
not hesitate to strike at himthrough a wife or sweetheart. So Doc was careful to fall for none of
the fem nine charmers.

At least, he had been careful!

Rae Stanl ey surveyed Doc's five astounded ai des. She seened puzzled at the unbelief and
stupefaction on their countenances.

"Centlenen," she queried, "are you ill?"

"l dunno what ails us," Mnk said thickly.

RENNY suddenly. lifted his two huge fists, eyed themintently, then spread themw de and banged
themtogether. They net with a loud report. It seemed a miracle that no hones were broken.

Rae Stanley raised her attractive brows. "What was the idea of that?"

"Just to wake nyself up in case | was dreaming,"” Renny said, entire sobriety on his |ong,
puritanical face.

Gaunt Johnny, funbling with his nonocle, stared at Rae Stanl ey.

"Doc proposed marriage to you?" he questioned solemmly. Rae winkled her petite nose. "How el se
coul d we becorme engaged? You don't think | popped the question, do YOU?"

Johnny said gloomly, "Doc nust have been caught In a long nap, too."

"Well, | like that!" Rae Stanley snapped.
Col oring unconfortably, Johnny said hastily: "I'msorry - | didn't nean - "
"What he nmeant was that we want to see Doc," interposed Ham

Rae Stanley glanced at Ham Her eyes twi nkled, and she hastily averted her face. Over her

shoul der drifted stifled |aughter.

It was Haml's turn to growred as he realized he was parading the corridor in the atrocious,
purple-striped pajamas. In his excitement over going to sleep in South America and awakening In the
center of Asia, he had forgotten his garb. Hamwas very touchy about his cl othing.

"It seens strange that you don't know where to |locate Doc's room" Rae Stanley said. "You've been
In there often enough. But |'ll show you. Wiy are you acting so strangely? Is it sone kind of a
game?"

The five men exchanged thoughtful boles. It was slender, frail-appearing Long Tom who voiced the
general thought

"l wonder," said the electrical w zard.

Rae Stanl ey noved down the corridor and rapped on a door.

"Yes," said Doc Savage's powerful, controlled voice.

Rae Stanl ey opened the door. She crossed rapidly to Doc. The giant bronze man stood! in the

m ddl e of the room an inpressive and inspiring figure In the pale |light which penetrated through
the small w ndow of oiled paper.

Rae Stanley went straight to Doc, lifted on tiptoe, and gave hima resoundi ng and anorous Ki ss.
"Your friends wanted me to show them your room darling," she said. "They are acting very
strangely. "

Weezi ng., the young woman ski pped outside. She drew the door shut behind her.

Doc's fl ake-gol d pools of eyes rested upon his five nen.

"Do me a favor," he requested.



"What kind of a favor?" Mnk queried in a tiny voice.

"Haul off and sock me one," Doc directed. "This nust be a dream and |I'mentirely ready to be
awakened. "

Chapter 10. SOVE UNREMEMBERED PROM SES

"SO it happened to you, too?" Renny asked Doc. "If you nean |apsing into unconsciousness in South
Anerica' and awakening here in Tibet," Doc said, "that is exactly what occurred."

For a few nmonents, nobody seened to have anything further to say. Their faculties were enpl oyed
intrying to delve into the past few weeks. None of them could renmenber a thing.

"W seemto cone out of it better than Doc, at that," Mnk said slyly. Mnk seldomlost his sense
of hunor.

"How d'you figure that?" Renny asked.

"Doc seens to have about collected hinself a wife in his sleep,” Mnk replied. "W didn't."

"You better not crow too soon,” Hamtold the homely chenist, gathering his gaudy pajama coat
tighter about his slender frane. "All of us may have coll ected sweethearts or even w ves"

"W may have seven or eight wives a piece," offered the bony Johnny. "A nman can have nore than
one wife over here."

Every one but Mnk | ooked very gloony at this possibility. Monk grinned widely at the idea of
several wives, however. The thought seermed to appeal to him

"I n case we have turned Brigham Youngs in our sleep," he snorted, "I only hope we picked as nifty
| ookers as Doc did."

"This is a terrible situation, brothers," Doc announced. Strangely enough, this statenment on
Doc's part caused every one to smile. Doc's announcenent that he considered the situation dire, in
the face of the recent kiss by such a dazzling beauty as Rae Stanley, was so foreign to the
reaction} another nman woul d have di splayed that it was comical. Doc was appall ed. Another woul d have
been el at ed.

"l notice you didn't duck when she planted that kiss," said the sharp-tongued Ham

"I got nmore of the sane thing a little earlier,” Doc said gloomly.

"Huh?"

"My awakeni ng cane about an hour ago," Doc explained. "Shortly after that, | went out in the
corridor to |l ook around. The girl collared ne there."

"How many times?" Ham asked.

"Ti mes what ?" Doc queri ed.

"Tinmes did she kiss you?"

"We don't discuss that," Doc said.

There was sonething so uncommon about the m ghty bronze man's pronounced sheepi shness of
expression that his five friends could not restrain their mrth. The weirdness of their situation,
the menmory of a nysterious nonster known as Mo-Gaei, and a devilish, whistling blue dig of the
skies, were all forgotten as they gave way to uproarious |aughter.

Doc Savage heard them through without cracking a smile. "Go ahead and get it out of your
systens,"” he said. "You can afford to cackle. You didn't, as far as we know, promi se to marry
anybody in your sleep."

SOBRI ETY cane finally.

"The bl ue neteor nust have nade us go around in a daze for weeks," big-fisted Renny said
thoughtfully. "Could it have had that effect, Doc?"

"The affliction caused by the blue neteor is sonething entirely newto ny experience," Doc
replied evasively. "It is hard to say exactly what m ght happen."

"Wonder what town we're in," said the skeleton-thin Johnny.

"We might go out and see," Doc decl ared.

The bronze man noved for the door, trailed by the others. "Wait!" Ham said hastily. "Let me get
out of these awful pajamas!"

He departed, and was back shortly, clad with neatness, even to a necktie which he was knotting.
"Al'l of our baggage and equi pnent seens to be here," he remarked. "sone of ny clothes are

crunpl ed and soiled, as if they had been worn. The paj amas and sone shirts are strange, though."
"Qur scientific equipnent is practically intact," Doc added. The apparatus to which Doc referred
consi sted of a conpact and extrenely conplete chem cal |aboratory belonging to Mnk, a set of

el ectrical devices and materials for nmaking al nost any known el ectrical contrivance that was the
property of Long Tom and to various nmechani sns and chemnical concoctions which the bronze man
himsel f al ways carri ed.

They stepped outside, into air that was filled with a biting cold. Their breath steanmed before
their eyes.

Bui | di ngs around them were of crude stones, set in nud. Roofs were flat, or nearly so, and seened
to consist of dried nmud upon poles and sticks, with a thin layer of flat stones to break the
violence of falling rain. '"Wiite and gray was the predom nating col or scheme. Wndow gl ass was
conspi cuously absent.

Streets were narrow, paved with dirt and ruts. Houses were a single story in height, with here
and there a building towering two stories. Big, fierce dogs prow ed by the dozens.



Several |ong, barrack-like structures stood near the center of the small settlenent.

"They | ook kinda |ike plane hangars," offered |long Tom the electrical expert.

"They're chanting halls, used by the |amas," Doc expl ai ned.

That the bronze man should identify the structures at a glance caused only a flicker of surprise
anong his five nen. They knew that Doc's fund of know edge was incal cul abl e, covering the renotest
ends of the earth. Practically all spare nmoments of his |ife Doc had spent in intensive study, in
order to acquire his fabulous lore.

They encountered a Tibetan in huge boots, gaudy gown, and trenendous fur headgear. He carried a
long-barreled flintlock rifle of ancient vintage.

Doc addressed the Tibetan. "Wat village is this, O know ng one?"

The Ti betan showed surprise at having a white man speak perfect rje-sa - the "respectful speech"
used by educated Ti betans. Too, sonme of his astoni shment was probably caused by the nature of the
questi on.

"It is the village of Tonyi," he replied.

"Where is that, Doc?" Long Tom asked.

"I'n the Konkaling sector in eastern Tibet."

The Tibetan was eying the five men curiously. He was a stalwart fellow, clear-eyed and polite

wi t hout being cringing.

"He | ooks kinda |ike Daniel Boone with that fur cap and squirrel rifle," Mnk grunted.

"l wonder what you look like to him" Ham said unkindly.

Doc now put another question to the Tibetan in rje-sa.

"Have you, O knowi ng one, ever heard aught of a sky visitor called the blue neteor?" he asked.

A marked change swept the Tibetan. Hs eyes protruded, his olive-brown face bl anched, and he
gripped his flintlock tightly. He opened and shut his nmouth, and seemed unable to speak.

"He's heard of the blue neteor," big-fisted Renny thunped.

Doc addressed one nore query to the Tibetan.

"O knowi ng one, can you tell ne aught of a man called M- Gnei?"

This had an even nore astounding effect on their source of information. He emtted a cracked yell
at mention of the name of Md-Omei. Then he spun and fled, terror-stricken.

MONK pronptly started after the retreating Tibetan. But Doc's bronze hand, coming to rest upon

hi s shoul der, stopped the homely chenmist as if he had run against a stone wall.

"I'"monly gonna grab that squirrel hunter and nmake 'im answer our questions,"” Mnk expl ai ned.
"Look!" Doc directed.

About them scores of gowned Ti betans had popped magically from|ow doorways. Al were heavily
armed, bearing weapons ranging fromswords and spears, to extrenmely nodern high-powered rifles. They
bent dark scow s upon Doc and his men, and stared questioningly at the running Tibetan whose yell
had drawn them

"Try to grab the fellow, and you would have a riot on your hands," Doc pointed out.

"Yeah - you're right," Mink adnmitted, eying the plainly hostile Tibetans. "Wat nmakes these
fellows so touchy?"

"They don't take to white nmen," Doc explained. "It was only a little over ten years ago that the
Ti betan Governnent invited the first white man to visit the capital, Lhasa. And a couple of years
later, they permtted a telegraph line to be strung to Lhasa fromlIndia."

The crowd ahead of themincreased, grew nore threatening.

"W had better go back," Doc advised. "There's no point in fighting these fellows just because
they don't like the | ooks of white nen."

The group of adventurers retreated for the house in which they had awakened after their |ong
siesta. The Tibetans made no gestures actually hostile, their hands evidently being stayed by the
huge size of Doc, Renny, and Mnk, and the determnmination of the other three.

"The blue nmeteor and Mb-Gaei are both known here," Mnk nuttered. "That's a cinch."

"Let's collar that Rae Stanley girl and see if she'll cough up the truth about this nmess!"
suggested Ham waving his sword cane for enphasis.
"We'll talk to her," Doc agreed. "But we'll not let on that we have just conme back to our senses.

You fellows didn't tell her you had just awakened, did you?"

"Nope, " said Ham "The hussy!"

"She's Doc's fiance," Mnk rem nded.

The faintest suggestion of a red tinge showed under the bronze hue of Doc's neck. The bronze
man's five aides stared at this faint flush in astoni shnent. They woul d hardly have been nore anazed
had the sun changed col or.

To their recollection, Doc had never before shown enbarrassment.

"We'll let on like we've been in our right minds all of the tine," Doc said. "If she's tricking
us, a knowall air will worry her."

Monk emitted a | ow grunt.

"l ook!" he ejaculated. "There she is in the door, waitin' for us!"

RAE Stanl ey eyed Doc and his five nen severely when they cane up. If she was acting, she was
doing a perfect job.



"You courted a riot, going out in Anmerican clothing!" she said, reproof in her pure voice. "Wy
did you do it? You knew better. Until today, you always wore Ti betan garb."

"We saw a fellow," Doc told her. "We were anxious to talk to him"

The young worman stiffened in the doorway. Her hand drifted up into the vicinity of her heart.
"Was it sone on connected with M- OGnei ?" she asked. "He got away," Doc explained. "W're not
certain about him"

"Ch," said Rae Stanley, and wal ked ahead of theminto the rather dark Ti betan residence.

Doc's five nen kept in the background. They intended to |et Doc carry on the conversation.

"Let us discuss your father,"” Doc told Rae Stanley. At this blunt statement, the girl stunbled.
Had Doc not reached out swiftly and caught her, she m ght have fallen. He could feel her trenble
under hi s hands.

"Ch!" she gasped. "You've found sone trace of hinP"

"No," Doc said. "But will you please repeat the whole story fromthe first."

"l have told you before!" the girl said swiftly.

"W may have overl ooked sone details. Let's nmake sure."

The attractive young wonan seened to consider, then nodded.

"We might have missed sonething, at that," she admtted. "Were shall | start?"

"Wth the beginning of the expedition in search of the blue neteor," Doc directed.

The other five nen exchanged gl ances and microscopi ¢ nods. Doc was acquitting hinself handsonely.
H s voice held perfect assurance, and he was using the few facts in his possession to give the

i npression that he knew a great deal nore.

Rae Stanley took a full breath and | aunched into her story.

"Not hi ng of inportance happened until we reached this village of Tonyi," she said. "W did not
know where the blue nmeteor had | anded, so we had traced the fantastic stories of its striking to
their strongest point which was here in Tonyi. The blue horror went directly over Tonyi, and the
whol e popul ation |ost the use of their brains for nonths. Even yet, sone of themare
irresponsible.”

The | ast sentence about mental irresponsibility noved all five of Doc's men to squirmuneasily.
They were wondering what they had done while under the bl ue neteor spell.

"Professor Stanley concluded the neteor struck near this village?" Doc queried.

"To the north," Rae Stanley replied. "It is a very wild region of desert and nountains, infested
by outlaw tribesnen. Father did not wish to take ne into danger, so he forced nme to remain here with
a mssionary and his wife. He took a caravan into the north to search for the meteor. That was the
last - | ever saw of him"

"You do not know his exact destination?" Doc asked.

"No. He was only going to hunt the neteor. He was wild to find it and exanmine it. He took an
enornmous quantity of scientific apparatus and chem cals al ong. He had heard enough to know this
met eor was unlike any other ever to hit the earth.”

"Where is the missionary and wife with whomyou were |eft?"

Rae Stanley hesitated the briefest instant. "They have returned to England. They were English

m ssionaries."

Doc did not change expression. "Go ahead," he directed. "Include the M-Gmei angle in your
story."

"Mo-Gnei is the strange chief of the outlaw tribesnmen in the regi on where father vanished," Rae
Stanl ey replied.

In the pause which followed, the interm nable chanting of the |anas assuned greater |oudness,
seenm ngly, and the squeak of an occasional portable prayer wheel was audi bl e.

"l tried to hunt for father," Rae Stanley continued, "but | was driven back by M-Gnei's
followers. So I hit on the idea of appealing to you for help. | learned fromthe newspapers in |ndia
that you were in South America, so | went to Antofagasta."

"Detail your nmeeting with Shrops," Doc requested. "And with Saturday Leo."

The young wonman, || she was surprised at Doc's order to repeat sonething he was supposed to have
heard previously, did not show any enotion.

"Shrops and Saturday Leo were Mo-Gaei's nen," she replied. "They were sent by M-Gmei to prevent
nmy reaching you."

Doc nodded. The small whirlw nds that perpetually stirred the flake gold of his eyes seened to
sl acken their pace. The bronze man's five aides, |ooking on, realized that Doc was debating the best
manner of drawi ng out the rest of the story.

Rae Stanl ey sol ved that problem by continuing speaking, "It was very fortunate that the blue
meteor had only a tenporary effect on you in Antofagasta," she said. "Had you not Kkilled Shrops and
Saturday Leo, they would certainly have slain you."

The tiny whirls in Doc's flaky eyes alnobst came to a stop at the information that he had slain
Shrops and Saturday Leo. It was against Doc's creed to take human life directly.

"l shall never be able to repay you for rescuing ne," said the entrancing young wonan. " Shrops
and Saturday Loo were holding me prisoner in that tavern on the outskirts of Antofagasta, where you
found me. And | owe you a lot for com ng over here to hunt father, too."



She hesitated, colored in a way that enhanced her beauty, and added:

"As | said, | cannot repay you - even if our marriage |lasts forever."

Doc took this without a flicker of enption. In fact, a narked change had settled upon the m ghty
bronze man. He was no | onger enbarrassed. He seenmed sure of hinself.

It was as if sonmething in the conversation had brought Doc to his old self, as if he had read the
girl's true mnd.

"Anyt hi ng about Mb-Gmei will help," he said.

THE girl spread her hands to indicate futility.

"l have told you all that | have been able to learn," she said. "I'msorry it is so precious
little. Mo-Gmei, as far as | can ascertain, has never been seen face to face, even by his outlaw
tribesmen.”

"How | ong has he held sway?"

"Not very long. In fact, he was unheard of at the time father vanished."

"He has a very potent weapon in the blue nmeteor," Doc said in a | ow voi ce.

Rae Stanl ey shuddered.

"As | told you, he is using it to extort nmoney from Tibetan villages," she said. "Wen a

settl ement refuses to pay a tremendous sum of noney, the blue nmeteor passes over, and all are
stripped of the use of their brains. And it is reported that he intends to extend his sway to cities
in nmore civilized sections of the world."

Doc did not informher that she had told himnothing of the grisly story - to his present nenory.
I nstead, his handsone bronze face renmined inpassive.

"I think we had better advance our nmarriage date," he said unexpectedly.

Rae Stanl ey | ooked startled. "But we were planning to wait until we found father!"

"We will have the cerenony this evening," Doc announced. This plainly shocked the young beauty.
She put her hands over her lips, took them away, and blushed as red as the proverbial beet.

"I"11 have to think that over!" she gasped.

Weel i ng, she fled the room The door banged | oudly behind her.

Chapter 11. SCHEMERS

DOC Savage's five aides stared at their bronze | eader in a stunned fashion.

"Holy cow Doc!" gul ped Renny. "Supposin' she had taken you up?"

"That wouldn't be such a calamty!" chuckled the honmely Mnk. "She's a pippin! |I believe she's
the prettiest girl | ever saw "

Doc's powerful voice interrupted what prom sed to be a wordy di scussion of his nmatrinonial
prospects.

"You fellows get into Tibetan garnents," he directed. "Fromwhat that girl said, there are
probably sone here that will fit us. She claimed we had been wearing them"

The nmen scattered, searching. Wthin a few nonents, they reassenbl ed.

"The duds are here, all right," Mnk nuttered. "Don them" Doc repeated. "Johnny, you speak the
best Ti betan, thanks to your experience as an archeologist. Or are you up on it?"

"l conducted an expedition into northern Tibet to bunt di nosaur eggs, once," Johnny said. "Sure.
| remenber the |anguage."

"Drift around over town," Doc directed. "Make inquiries about this blue nmeteor and about M- Gnei.
In other words, check up on the girl's story, and see what else you can learn."

"0.

"Another thing - look into that mssionary yarn. See if there ever was a m ssionary coupl e here,
wi th whom Rae Stanl ey stayed, and who returned to England."

"Righto," said Johnny.

"The rest of you fellows trail along and guard Johnny," Doc directed. "These Ti betans are not
savages or anything of the kind, but they do like to bait a foreigner, and that starts fights. Avoid
trouble if you can."

"The fact that we are in native garb will sinplify matters, "said Johnny.

The men hastily donned the Tibetan robes, high boots with great garters, and fur caps.

Ham was fortunate enough to have an outfit which fit him It was also flashier than the others..
He strutted proudly.

"Nifty, eh?" he asked Monk.

"Sure," Mnk said unkindly. "You look |ike a canary that fell into a paint bucket."

Ham frowned critically at Monk's habilinents, which were nany sites too snall.

"An ape in a sausage skin!" he snorted.

"Bl ess nme!" ejacul ated bony Johnny. "Were did Doc go?" The men glanced around in surprise.
Unnoticed in the bustle of dressing, Doc had left their mdst.

After the first astonishment, the five nen showed no great anxiety. The giant bronze nman often
departed in this ghostly fashion. Usually, he did it when going upon sone secret and all-inportant
m ssion of his own.

The horely Monk had an expression which fitted the situation.

"Doc's got a hen on," he said.

Monk gat hered up Habeas Corpus, the pet pig, tucked the |aughably ugly specinen of a porker under



an arm and trailed Johnny outside

The five of themranbled off, hunting an information mne in the person of a Tibetan |oafer

I NTENT brown eyes watched the party out of sight fromone of the snall wi ndows. Rae Stanley had
enployed a pin to jab a tiny hole in the oil ed-paper pane, and to this she kept an eye pressed

She exhibited an expression of relief when the crooked village street swall owed Doc's men

Wal king swiftly, she went to one room after another, peering behind curtains and into recesses. Wen
she had exam ne the |ast room she nibbled her lips uncertainly.

"Doc Savage!" she called at |ast. "Doc Savage!"

No reply came fromthe gl oony roons.

Rae nodded, as if satisfied that Doc was not in the house. She drew a small but businesslike

revol ver fromone anple sleeve of her Tibetan gown, examined it to make certain it was charged with
cartridges, then replaced it

She stepped outside. The air was appreciably colder than it had been | ess than an hour ago. This
was due to the fact that the sun had been speared by one of the high nountain peaks to the

west war d.

The | amas encircling the shrine were noving faster, probably to keep warm The shadows of Tibetan
twilight were fattening blackly in the cranped streets

Rae Stanley kept in the nmurk and went furtively. Not many wayfarers were abroad, but she took

great pains to avoid neeting even those. The hue of her garnments, being deep of color, blended with
the night rmuch nore effectively than would |ighter yellows and bl ues

Once, the young woman cl anped herself against the wall of a conpound and pernitted a file of

Ti betans to pass, weapons aclatter, so close that she coul d have touched t hem

Rae Stanley's stealthy way led to the outskirts of town. Here, hillnmen and desert nonads, who

were paying a visit to Tonyi for the tradi ng season, had pitched their yurts

The yurts, a type of structure which housed practically all Tibetans who were not vill age

dwel lers, were like inverted bows, varying froma dozen to twenty feet in diameter. They consisted
of a light wooden franework, which could be taken down in a hurry for transportation. Over this was
fastened | arge sheets of felt, or nundahs. Four-foot holes in the center of the dones pernmitted the
escape of snoke and fumes and provi ded ventil ation

The young worman approached one of the yurts and nmade a tapping signal on the nundah covering. A
moment | ater she repeated it - two short taps, a pause, then three single taps, w dely spaced

The flap of a door was lifted and a voice said: "C non in!"

Rae Stanl ey, bending | ow, entered

The place was not possessed of an inviting odor. A fire of |eyzak burned blue in the center of

the floor. Over this, a kettle of tea bubbled. Near by stood a churn and other ingredients for
maki ng the national drink of Tibet, buttered tea

Great yell ow and-brown spotted robes of Tibetan |eopard lay on the floor. Several dukor, or hil
partridges, hung fromthe roof, and bow s of yak mlk stood in a corner, near containers hol ding
raisins, dried apricots, and kernels of apricot stones

Rae Stanl ey peered at the nman who admitted her, squinting in the pal e-blue |ight

It was Saturday Loo

Anot her man arose from beside the teyzak fire. H s face was greasy, soot-sneared, and his Tibetan
garnents were devoi d of decoration and none too clean. H s appearance was that of a beggar

A cl ose observer m ght have recogni zed John Mark Shrops

"Did you tell the bronze bl oke we are dead?" Shrops demanded, anxiety in his whangi ng Cockney

t ones.

"I told him" Rae Stanley replied coldly. "I told himeverything, just as you directed."
"Then what 'as brought you 'ere?" Shrops snapped. "You're takin' a chance!"
"I want nore instructions,” said the girl. "I don't think Doc Savage believed a single one of the

string of fibs that |I told hi -

QUTSI DE the yurt, dogs set up a terrific barking

Saturday | oo sprang nervously for a rifle, then scuttled outside, the weapon cocked and ready in
hi s hands

Rae Stanl ey and Shrops waited, nervously silent. Perhaps two minutes |later, Saturday Loo
returned. The Asiatic shrugged

"It has been said that the Creator of the world and the things upon it, had an appetite and a
barki ng noi se |left over, so he made the dog," he said sheepishly. "Verily, that nust be true.
found naught. Perhaps the dogs were barking at a yak."

"Sure, that was it," Shrops said, as if reassuring hinself nore than the others. "Nobody in Tony
suspects that we ain't traders who brought in a |load of yak tails and fleece fromthe shaw - wool
goat for a Chi na-bound caravan."

"l don't think ny story fool ed Doc Savage," said Rae Stanl ey.

"Why?" Shrops denmanded

"He nade no nention of the fact that he had just awakened," Rae expl ained uneasily. "And he seens
to know a great deal about the situation. Several times, | wondered if he had actually been under
the influence of the blue nmeteor all the way from South America."



"'"E was!" Shrops granted. "Ain't no livin' nman proof against the blue neteor!"

"There's another thing," murnmured the young wonan. "Doc Savage suggested that the narriage be
perfornmed tonight."

Shrops snorted. "So what?"

"That shows he was playing with me. He knew very well that the engagenent story was not true. He
called ny bluff What am| going to do?"

"Marry 'im"' said Shrops.

"You cad!" gritted the girl.

Shrops chuckl ed heartily. "Don't go pretendin' you don't fancy the idea, me darlin'. H've been
wat chin' you nake sheep eyes in 'is direction while we was bringin" '"imfrom South Anerica, along
with 'is men. Go ahead an' nmarry 'ins. You' d be collectin' a bloomn' fanpbus 'usband, young | ady.
Rae bit her lips angrily.

"I won't do it!" she snapped. "Not under conditions like this!"

Shrops suddenly shed his mrth. He jutted his head forward. His face was evil in the blue gl ow
fromthe fire in the center of the yurt.

"Are you forgettin' what H can do if you don't play along with me?" he grow ed.

The girl paled. "You nean - "

"H mean that we're 'ere in Tibet now, an" H don't 'ave to send no cable to "ave the little job
done! "

Rae Stanl ey shuddered.

"All right," she said. "I'll go through with it. But you've got to keep your part of the
bargain."

"H will," Shrops grunted. "You just keep on tellin' that bronze bl oke that 'e's been conscious
an' doin' things all the tine. You can make 'ins believe it!"

"Very well," Rae Stanley agreed reluctantly. "But | wish this was over. Haven't you got sone clew

to Mb-Gnei's whereabouts?"

"Not yet," Shrops told her. "The bl oody swab is |ike a ghost. Nobody knows anything about 'ins.
But Hi've got Saturday Loo's men workin' an' snoopin' for information. Wien H gets any, H'Il give
it t' you, an' you can pass it along t' Doc Savage."

This termnated the interview Rae Stanley left the yurt with its stifling atnosphere and its two
evil tenants.

As she wal ked of f, a bedl am of dog barking arose to her right. The yipping uproar subsided

qui ckly, however.

Haunti ng shadows, the young worman retraced her way toward the stone house in which Doc Savage and
his men had awakened.

AT the precise nmoment that entrancingly pretty Rae Stanley quitted the yurt, Doc Savage's five
men were re-entering the stone dwelling. They gl anced about in search of their bronze chief.

"Doc isn't back yet," Renny runbl ed.

"If as Monk said, Doc has a hen on, | hope it hatches out sonething,
little enough information that we collected."

The unheal t hy-1 ooki ng el ectrical genius went to the roomin which he had awakened. From his

st acked baggage, he extracted a rather bulky case. Opening this, he brought to light a conpact and
remar kably powerful short-wave radio transmtter and receiver.

He set this up, clipped the receivers over his ears, and rattled the key.

"What're you tryin' to do?" Mnk asked.

"Shut up," Long Tom suggest ed.

For sone minutes, Long Tomalternately transmtted and received. A satisfied expression on his

pal lid countenance, he finally doffed the receivers.

"l got in touch with a newspaper radio station in Calcutta," he reported. "First, | asked himfor
dope on the appearance of the blue neteor in Antofagasta, Chile, nore than a nonth ago. He had it.
That meteor spread havoc in South America. Passing over the town, it made thousands of people
mentally sterile. And here is the surprising part none of the victins have recovered."

"That, brothers, is an inportant point," said Doc Savage's remarkable voice fromthe door.

The five nen spun in astoni shnment. None had heard Doc's return, just as they had not detected
sounds of his departure. The giant bronze nan had the ability to nmove about with ghostly silence.
"The fact that we have recovered and those in South Amrerica have not," Doc continued,
"strengthens a suspicion which had already occurred to ne."

"What ?" asked Long Tom

"Didn't the fact that we all regai ned consciousness at about the same time strike you as
strange?" Doc count ered.

“I'"Il tell a man!" runbled big-fisted Renny. "That was al nbst as strange as our long sleep. It
seens that those of us with the strongest physiques woul d have recovered first, such as you or Monk
or nyself."

"That's the point," Doc agreed. "All indications are that we were given a cure for the effects of
the blue neteor. Oherwise, it is highly unlikely that we woul d have revived at the sane tine."
Long Tom nodded. "I |earned sonething el se, too. That steaner, the Chilean Senorita, was found

Long Tomgrunted. "It's

"



abandoned near one of the nmouths of the Ganges river. The spot was about south of here. No trace was
found of the crew, and investigation disclosed that the recent purchasers of the boat had given
fictitious names."

"That probably indicates bow we came across the Pacific," Doc offered. "Shrops, Saturday Loo, and
Rae Stanl ey brought us over."

The five nen gaped at Doc.

"How d'you know the girl is in with those two thugs?" asked Renny.

"l just followed the young lady on a visit to Shrops and Saturday Loo," Doc advi sed them

WHEN the first surprise subsided, Renny straightened out his long, puritanical face and said, "So
that's where you were."

"Shrops is masquerading as a Tibetan, and he and Saturday Loo are occupying a yurt on the
outskirts of town," Doc explained. "I had a little trouble overhearing all that was said, because
all of the dogs that passed insisted on barking at ne."

Doc made a slight gesture, and the five nmen ringed in close. Doc dropped his voice to a w spy
note that only the five could hear.

"The girl will be back soon," the bronze man announced. "I canme on ahead - for she was goi ng
slowy, in order not to be seen.”

"Have you any idea what is behind all this?" Long Tom asked.

"Saturday Loo and Shrops seemto want ne to wi pe out this M-Gaei," Doc replied. "They are
forcing the girl to aid them They seemto have some hold over her. Wenever she becones rebellious,
Shrops threatens to do sonething, and the threat brings the girl to terns."

"Huli!" granted the honely Monk. "It's about time we persuaded that young lady to tal k!"

"That's exactly what we're going to do when she shows up,"” Doc replied. "Now, what dope did you
fellows pick up about M- Gnei?"

Ham t ook it upon hinself to answer this question. He punctuated his statements with jabs of his

i nnocent -1 ooki ng bl ack sword cane.

"W found a tal kative Tibetan very soon after you sent us out," he explained. "The fellow could
tell us little, except for one point that explains why the residents of this village are
particularly hostile to all white men they neet."

"What is that?" Doc asked sharply.

"They consider the blue neteor a curse sent by white nmen."

"Where did that belief originate?"

"Qur source of information didn't know. "

Doc consi dered. "What about the missionary with whom Rae Stanley said she stayed?"

"The mi ssionary part of her yarn was true," Hamreplied. The bronze man was silent. He seened to
be listening. "The girl should be arriving,"” he said thoughtfully. C apping thunderously on the
heel s of his words came the reports of four shots, fired rapidly. Then, a five-count later, two nore
banged. M xed with the pitching echoes of the gunfire was a long, piping wail of terror.

It was Rae Stanley's voice.

Chapter 12. THE PHANTOM MO GVEI

THE | ow stone room in which Doc Savage and his nen stood, was |lighted by a crude, chimeyless
copper lanp. During the first thunping uproar of shots, Doc extinguished the lanp with a wave of his
hand that stirred a breeze.

Ham and the others started a sinultaneous charge for the door.

"Wait!" Doc's powerful voice comranded.

"But the girl

"It may be a trick. Long Tom stand by your radio!"

Obediently, the electrical expert found his apparatus in the darkness, switched the circuit on,
and cl anped the receivers to his ears.

Doc Savage did not quit the house inmmediately. |nstead, he whipped to the chanber which held his
own equi prent. Using a flashlight which played a white, cordlike beam he extracted several devices
from boxes and bags, and stowed themw thin his garnents.

He did not depart by door or wi ndow. Leaping upward, he acconplished the extrenely difficult feat
of grasping a ceiling beamw th one band and clinging to it, while his corded, netallic fist drove a
series of terrific blows against the roof. Sun-baked nud and rocks were | oosened. Doc opened an
aperture | arge enough to pass his mighty frame. Enem es might be watching the doors.

diding lightly across the rooftop, Doc cane to the edge and dropped to the rutted dirt street.
From many parts of the village, excited hows canme. Men had been aroused by the shots. Being of a
fighting race not at all loath to join a fray for the pure love of a scrap, they popped into the
streets with weapons in hand.

From anong these sounds, Doc picked certain significant scufflings and | ow commands. He advanced,
maki ng no nore noi se than the darkness itself.

He di stinguished several nen. Al were Tibetans. They were fell ows whom Doc had never glinpsed
before; this he realized when he was very close to them

Shrops and Mo-Gaei were not anong them

Three of themheld Rae Stanley. Another had thrust a wad of felt, torn froma nundah, between the



young wonan's jaws, and was industriously tying it in place.

Besi de them stood a coffin-shaped wooden box. The lid of this was open, apparently to receive the
girl.

Rae kicked at them tried to strike themwi th her fists. An evil-faced Ti betan bounced around
with the girl's revolver. It was evidently this weapon which had been fired, for two of the nen were
nursing mnor bullet wounds.

"Kwi sheeay!" hissed the man with the gun. "Hurry up!"

Rae Stanl ey nanaged to spit out the gag by flailing her head.

"Hel p!" she screaned.

The shriek rang in Doc's ears, conveying genuine horror. It told himwhat he had been waiting to
ascertain - this was not play acting.

"Mao!" grated the Asiatic with the gun. "Cat!" He prepared to knock the young woman sensel ess.
Instead of bringing the gun against the girl's tenple, however, the Asiatic's armwas all but
jerked fromhis body as a corded bronze hand seized it. The gun flew away, clattering against a
stone house.

The man shrieked. The other Tibetans how ed and sprang into the fray. They dropped Rae Stanley to
have their hands free.

"Doc Savage!" the young wonman gasped.

She | eaped erect and closed with the nearest Tibetan, swi nging her fists and ki cking.

THE Ti betans had nerve, and they piled into the conbat with the greatest of confidence. Doc was
one man agai nst several .

"This will be sinple!" how ed a brown man.

Doc's fingers drifted out and seened barely to flick the fellow s cheek. An astounding thing
happened. Lids closed over the man's glittering eyes. H s jaw sagged. He seened to go to sleep on
his feet.

He fell over slowy, and crashed his full Iength on the ground.

An instant later, Doc's finger tips touched the skin of another Tibetan, and that individual also
gave an excellent imtation of going to sleep in the mdst of the fight.

A third noon-faced villain net an identical fate. Confidence seeped out of the yelling Tibetans,
and horrified surprise took its place. The manner in which their fell ows dropped at the bronze man's
mere touch, smacked of black nagic.

Only two of the gang were now on their feet. This pair sought to flee. But they might have been
sl uggi sh yak calves striving to escape a nountain | eopard. Doc was upon theminstantly.

One Ti betan coll apsed fromthe fantastic magic in Doc's touch.

A great bronze beam of an armgathered in the second runner. The fell ow screeched and struck, but
the blows only bruised his knuckles on the nmetallic man's nuscles. Hi s yelling became one |ong peal
of terror. He felt as if he were inprisoned in a nest of steel girders.

"Dang hsin!" he screaned. "Be careful! You will crush ny bones!"

"Ease the pressure with many words, rapidly spoken," Doc advised in the flowery native tongue.
"What kind of words?" wailed the prisoner.

"Words giving the name of your master and his where-abouts," Doc directed.

Pretty Rae Stanley cane close.

"That's it - make himtal k!" she gasped. "He's one of M-Gmei's nmen. He may be able to lead us to
Mo- Gnei ! "

The Tibetan apparently did not fancy the idea of telling tales on his sinister master, M-Onei.
He threw back his head and voi ced one of the npbst ear-splitting screans Doc had ever heard.

That sound covered the oncom ng of disaster. Through it, even Doc's super-sensitive ears failed
to detect the approach of a man.

Arifle barrel |evered downward in the darkness. It struck Doc's head, and the bronze gi ant
dropped his captive and sagged prone.

FULLY a dozen other Tibetans charged out of the night. They bristled with guns. Two of them
grasped the girl and held her tightly.

The fellow who had struck Doc raised his rifle for a second bl ow.

"Listen to his skull burst!" he grated, and struck.

Hs rifle barrel struck the hard ground, for Doc was magically not there when it fell. The barrel
broke free of the stock, with a crunching of rending mechani smand splintering wood.

The Ti betan noaned, probably nmore fromgrief over the mshap to his rifle than regret because Doc
had escaped. Rifles were scarce and costly in Tibet.

"Chung feng!" he bellowed. "Charge! Seize the bronze devil!"

That, however, proved an inpossible deed. Doc Savage, m ghty nman of bronze, had obviously been
but slightly stunned by the rifle blow He had drifted like a bat into the surroundi ng night.
"Pursue himnot," commanded the straw boss of the gang. "W have the fair flower, which is all we
were ordered to get."

Rae Stanl ey was now gagged, dunped in the coffin of a box, and the |lid fastened. Four nen

shoul dered the receptacle.

other men lifted the thugs who had succunbed to Doc's fantastic touch. Fromtheir grunted



opi nions of their conrades' ability, it was apparent that all belonged to the sane gang. The late
arrivals had been posted in the background.

"One would think you were worns in a chicken coop,"” grow ed the |eader.

"The bronze man has devil-magic in his hands," groaned the man whom Doc had started to question.
Indeed, this nman was the only one of the first party to seize the young woman who was now

consci ous.

"How di d he overcone you, O inefficient one?"

"l do not know," replied the other. "At his touch, ny conpanions went to sleep."

"Kwai hsie!" snapped the man in charge. "Hurry up! Let us renove ourselves fromthis accursed
spot!"

The party hurried off, bearing the coffin-box holding the girl, and carrying their unconscious
and injured fell ows.

A TIBETAN citizen thrust his head out of a door and yelled a p'al-skad equivalent of "Wat's
goi ng on here?"

H s answer was a shot. But the curious one held his ground. He carried a gun, a nonstrosity of a
thing with a hewed stock and a crude, octagonal -bored barrel. This weapon was acconpani ed by a
pitchfork-1ike supporting stick.

The Tibetan dispensed with the rest. Planting his weapon against the side of a door, he. struck a
match and applied it to a bit of tinder which protruded froma small breech hole - in the fashion of
anci ent cannons. There was tine enough between the application of the flane and the explosion to
pernmt taking an aim

The bl underbuss filled the street full of snmoke and deafeni ng noise. The bullet, a hand-hanmered
lump of lead, mssed its target at least fifty feet.

The nmen bearing the coffin-shaped box swore their best p'al-skad oaths.

"We are followers of Mb-Gnei!" how ed their chief.

At this, the felloww th the portable cannon whirled and fled, terrified. Mere nmention of the
name of Mbd-Gaei had been sufficient to puncture his balloon of courage. As he ran, he bellowed the
al arm

"Men of Mo-Gaei, the devil-faced one!" he broadcast. "They nunber a thousand! And the blue neteor
is comng!"

This last was stark exaggeration, induced by the fellow s fear of M-Onei.

Such was the awe in which the nysterious master of the blue nmeteor was held, that Tibetans

di sappeared fromthe streets. Crannies and doorways seened to absorb themin the fashion that
drought-ridden earth soaks up the first drops of rain.

The Mo- Gmei henchren advanced rapidly, meking for the edge of the settlenent.

"It is well," said the man in charge. "W shall leave the village without difficulty. Then we
wWill hurry with the fair flower to Mo-Gaei, master of masters, who wears the nmask of Bron, the
hal f-king of hell."

Bol ting about in the coffin-like box, Rae Stanley wondered why Doc was naking no attenpt to
rescue her. She did not believe the bronze man had been wounded. And after the terrific effort which
Doc had made at freeing her, it did not Seemreasonabl e that he woul d give up.

Suddenly, her heart |eaped.

To her ears cane a note like a gigantic bullfiddle. The sound - one short roar - was deafening.
Men screeched. Rae sustained minor bruises as her prison box was dropped fromthe bearers'

shoul ders.

Three Ti betans were down. They were not noving; but a close observer nmight have noted that their
breath was coming freely.

They were victinms of the mercy bullets with which Doc's men had charged their small, super-firing
machine pistols. It was these weapons which had made the bullfiddle roarings.

Monk canme chargi ng out of the night. Disdaining the use of his rapid-firer, he clutched with

hai ry hands for a foe.

"An ape!" baw ed the prospective victim He nanaged to evade Monk and fled, calling upon his
ancestors to forgive his numerous sins.

Monk veered |l eft and collared another man. He lifted the fell ow without apparent difficulty, and
sl anmed hi m anmong hi s conpani ons.

Renny, nonster fists sledging trenendous bl ows, bounded in fromthe side. Hamtrailed him his
sword cane unsheathed and meki ng sounds not unlike a plucked banjo string.

Johnny, an ani nated skel eton, and Long Tom his pale face a gray blur in the night, trailed into
the scrap. Their guns emitted deafening hoots, and nore Ti betans caved down.

The attack was too sudden, too violent, for the men of Mdo-OGaei. They retreated wildly.

MONK and the others followed the frightened Ti betans. The tiny machi ne guns continued to noan.
But, strangely enough, all of the shots seened to miss.

No nore Tibetans were dropping.

The unearthly roaring of the weapons, a sound totally newto the ears of the round-faced

Asi atics, brought great fear, however. They raced down a gloony alley of a street, intent on getting
away fromthe fearsome little guns.



After covering a hundred yards, their |eader awakened to the fact that they had slightly

out di stanced the pursuit.

"Lih ding!" he barked. "Halt! W dare not run away in this fashion. M-Gnei's band falls heavily
upon cowards!"

The others came to a stop. Now that the first surprise was over, they realized they feared

Mb- Grei nore than the amazing guns w el ded by Doc's aides. They unlinbered their own pistols and
rifles and opened fire.

Powder flane flushed the street a gory red. Sounds of the shots rolled over the town and cane
bounci ng back fromthe near-by hills in chains of echoes.

Doc's aides returned only scattering shots. None of the bullets hit human targets. The
rapid-firers did not blast out their appalling noise.

"They have exhausted the ammunition for their strange guns!" shouted a Tibetan. "Charge them
before they can rel oad!"

The stocky men rushed, firing recklessly. Resistance nelted away magically in front of them
"They flee!" how ed a noon-faced nman delightedly.

"They are dogs who | ose courage after one |oud bark!" screeched another.

It was noticeable, however, that the nen of M-Gaei refrained frompursuing Doc's five aides,
whose retreat was so surprising, considering their fierce attack.

The Tibetans ran to the coffinlike box. The ropes were still about it. One nman started to undo
these, intending to learn if their captive was still inside.

Shovi ng his conrade aside, another fellow grasped the end of the box and lifted. He grunted under
t he wei ght.

"It is heavy; hence the fair flower is still within," he stated.

The men shoul dered the coffin box, gathered up the victins of conflict - they nunbered quite a
few by now - and quitted the confines of Tonyi in great haste.

"TH'S one's small wisdomfails to fathomwhy our unworthy attackers fled so hastily," puzzled a
Ti betan when the | ast house was | eft behind.

"Cowar ds have white skins, occasionally," he was rem nded.

They nmounted a narrow, rutted road. The going here was difficult, and there was nuch conpl ai ni ng
about the wei ght of the unconscious nen.

"What manner of magi ¢ brought sensel essness at the bronze man's touch?" nuttered a man.

"That is truly a nystery," said another. "They seemonly to sleep, yet they cannot be awakened."
"Stuff thy nouths with nundah felt!" snapped the | eader. "Such an act would bring on silence,
which is much to be desired."

After this, there was a general conserving of breath for the clinb. They cane at last to a

thi cket of larch trees.

Here waited an arabas. Upon this cunbersone two-wheel ed cart, the coffin-shaped box was | ashed.
Cl anbering upon the wheels, which were nearly six feet high, the Tibetans piled their strangely
unconsci ous conrades atop the case.

The arabas was drawn by five horse - three at the wheel and two in tandem

A Tibetan | oaded the bl oused upper portion of his robe with small rocks, then nounted the arabas.
The vehicle set off at a great pace, the charioteer enploying his supply of rocks to keep his five
horses in fast notion.

Here in the open country, there was anple noonlight to disclose the trail.

The driver glanced frequently at his sleeping cohorts.

"Strange, this sleep which has gripped them" he nunbl ed.

Chapter 13. PROFESSOR STANLEY

DAYLI GHT saw the arabas and the caval cade of Tibetans far to the northward. They had been
traveling steadily. Traversing a nountain pass, they had encountered a snow flurry, for at this
great altitude, no nmonth was entirely free of a wintry touch. Wite flakes stuck to their clothing
and to the shaggy fur of the ponies pulling the arabas.

They were crossing a sai, a great stretch of sand and boul ders. Horsehair, which, with the first
appear ance of the norning sun, they had hung down over their eyes as a precauti on agai nst snow
bl i ndness, was still in place.

"My | egs have becone as dead yaks," groaned a man, who was having difficulty lifting one foot and
putting it ahead of the other.

They were all on the point of exhaustion, for there had been few halts for rest.

Due to their haste, and the necessity of untying and renoving wounded nen fromatop it, the
cof fi n-shaped box had not been opened. Nor had any of the strangel y-sl eepi ng men awakened.

The | eader now advanced and rapped on the box.

"Are you confortable, O fairest flower?" he denanded.

"Of course not!" replied a nuffled, angry voice fromw thin the box. "Let ne out!"

The Tibetan smiled and dropped back anong his nmen. The voice in the box he had recognized as Rae
Stanley's. He had, in fact, tapped on the box nunmerous tines during the night. He wanted to nake
sure their prisoner did not freeze to death, for it was very cold.

The little caravan reached the edge of the sai. Below, in a valley, was a small, ranshackle



vil | age.

In architecture this settlenent was not unlike the pueblos of certain Anerican Indian tribes. The
roofs, however, were of the sweeping Asiatic style.

It was evident the village had been | ong abandoned, and that the present tenants abided there
only tenporarily. Shaggy ponies were picketed near by, and riding yaks were to be seen.

Men cane fromthe decrepit pueblo and stuck out their tongues at the newconers by way of
extending a polite greeting. Mire substantial welcone appeared in the formof yak horn goblets full
of kum's. Having downed this beverage of fernmented mare's mlk, the late arrivals immediately felt
better.

"I's the all-wi se M-Onei present?" one asked.

"He is," was the reply. "And he will see the fair flower at once."

The coffin of a box was hurriedly unlashed fromthe two-wheel ed cart. The wounded thugs were

haul ed off, together with the nen who were strangely asl eep.

"What evil nmagic has befallen these slunbering sticks?" grow ed a Tibetan.

"That, O man-who-asks-questions, is a nystery."

The weirdly quiescent fellows were dragged away to their quarters. Anong the injured nen, broken
arms were the Worst hurts.

"Cone!" grunted a man. "Mb-OGaei awaits you."

The casketli ke box was carried toward the door of this village which was so rem ndful of one
many-roomed house.

A particularly cold blast of morning wind came squealing across the sai and down into the

canyon.
"Bl essed be Mb-Gnei for selecting this abandoned Village of the Mad Ones for our tenporary
headquarters," nuttered a man. "I have no liking for the cold of these high places."

THEY bore the box down a narrow passage. One Ti betan, going ahead, lighted the way with a flam ng

bundl e of tushkin, or mountain sage. There were no w ndows here in the depths of the dead town, and
the way was inky.

The air snelled of the inevitable buttered tea, fermenting barley beer, and of nen badly in need
of a bath. An aroma of incense becane noticeable and grew stronger, until it entirely overcane the
| ess pl easant scents.

The caval cade descended crude stairs, and wheeled into a roomwhich was very large and |ighted by
two guttering copper |anps.

The chanber had been hewn fromsolid stone. There were no wi ndows or other doors. No rugs padded
the floor; no tapestries blanketed the walls.

The incense odor was al nost overpoweringly strong here in this bare room

"Lower the box, offspring of silly partridges!" rattled a shrill, quarrel sone voice.

No one had appeared. The piping voice was very |loud, however. It penetrated to all corners of the
room

The men | owered the coffin-shaped case.

"I's the fair flower in that box?" asked the strident voice.

"Yes, all-wise M-Gnei."

"CGoats!" shrilled the weird voice. "Address nme as M-Gnei, The Devil-faced, Master of the Blue
Met eor, and Future Master of Al Mankind!"

"It is the fair flower in the box, O M-Gnei, The Devil-faced, Master of the Blue Meteor, and
Master of Al Mankind to be," the Tibetan repeated obediently.

The di sagreeabl e voice rang out in laughter. Sonehow, it sounded as if a guinea hen were
cackling. Its owner was unseen.

"That has a sweet sound, ny sons," M-Gmei said when his mirth subsided. "I will be master of all
that lives, and | will share richly with you who have cast your lot with ne."

The Tibetans licked lips, and | ooked greedy and pl eased at this.

"Enpt y- headed ones!" shrieked the voice, suddenly changing fromdelight to squawking rage. "Do
not stand there! Tell nme, did you find any trace of those offspring of fishing worns, Shrops and
Sat urday Loo?"

"No trace, O Master."

An irate screeching filled the room It was not a guinea hen sound this tinme, but nore of the
racket which m ght be expected froma shrew sh parrot.

"l should give you to the blue neteor!" it squawked. "Such dotards are of no use to one who will
soon be naster of all the world!"

The Tibetans blanched at this. Evidently Mb-OGmei was in the habit of carrying out such threats.
They fell to their knees. Each man protruded his tongue as far as he possibly could.

Al t hough ludi crous to an unknow ng onl ooker, such an exhibition was the nost abject form of
humlity to these tribesnen.

"W searched industriously, O Future Master of Mankind," whined a frightened villain. "But of
Shrops and Saturday Loo, we could find no trace at all."

"They are in Tonyi," asserted Mb-OGmei. "The fact that the girl was in town proves Shrops and
Saturday Loo were al so present. They brought her."



"They are conceal ing thensel ves cleverly, then, O Master."

"I will dispatch nore intelligent men to search for them" declared M-Gnei. "Now dullards, open
the box which holds the fair flower."

The Ti betans pounced upon the coffin case. Wile untying the bindings, one man dared to | ook
upwar d.

Mo- Gaei crouched on a bedli ke platformwhich was suspended fromthe ceiling by four chains.

The pl atform was obvi ously of nmobdern bull et-proof steel. Above it was a square opening through
whi ch M- Gaei no doubt clanbered to reach his hangi ng perch.

The ceiling aerie was a sinple device, but it guarded against attack by knife or rifle.

O the master fiend hinmself, only a hideous purple nmask was visible. The mask had a red clot of a
nose, villainous yellow eyes, and two great upturned horns. It was intended to represent the yak
denon, an ogre Tibetans consi der anmong the worst.

"Here is the fair flower, O Master!" A Ti betan opened the box.

Had surprise possessed the power to kill, every disciple of Mb-Gaei in the chanber woul d have

dr opped dead.

| NSTEAD of Rae Stanley, the mighty frane of Doc Savage raised fromthe coffin container. Hs
bronze hand | ashed out, the finger tips brushing the jow of the man who had opened the box. The
fellow col | apsed.

A second Tibetan, chancing to have in his hand the sharp dao with which he had cut the bindings
of the box, hurtled forward. He struck fiercely.

It seened to the noon-faced fiend that nothing could prevent the steel thorn of his dao from
finding the bronze man's heart. He had knifed other men, and he had whetted his blade to a razor
edge on his boots of yak hide. Experience and a sharp knife, he felt sure, would finish the bronze
gi ant.

He even started a yell of triunph. "Ni kani! Look! Watch himdie - "

The bl ade gashed thin air. In a manner that seemed beyond human ability, the bronze man had noved
asi de.

The yell still punping fromhis throat, the knifeman fell across the coffin of a box. But, as he
went down, Doc's fingers stroked his exposed skin. The w elder of the dao did not arise fromhis
spraw ed posture across the case, but lay perfectly notionless. A rather windy snore fluttered his
lips.

The first man to fall also seened asl eep.

Bot h nen had succunbed i nstantaneously to the magic in Doc's touch.

Consternation gripped the other Tibetans. They fell backward, paw ng for weapons. Two bolted
unashanedly for the door.

Over head, Md-Omei cackled |ike a guinea hen being forced to watch a hawk gobble up its chicks.
Doc scooped up the knife which had mssed its mark in his heart. H s gold-flake eyes drove a

gl ance upward, but Md-Gaei had prudently drawn all parts of his person fromview Doc threw the
knife at a copper lanp, and the | anp hopped end over end and exti ngui shed.

Stripping the bulky fur cap off the second unconscious man, Doc flung it at the other |anp. That,
t oo, went out.

A nmonster of blackness seened to swallow the room Silence fell.

The Tibetans, with their guns drawn, were waiting for some sound from Doc. No doubt they were
wondering, as well, how Doc had nanaged to take the girl's place in the box.

In the excitenent in Tonyi, of course, they had not noted the change in weight.

Not knowi ng of the tiny, portable radio transnmitter which the bronze man carried, and with which
he had directed his nmen to stage the attack in Tonyi, the Tibetans had reason to be puzzl ed.
Eventually, it would dawn upon themthat the assault had been nade to draw them away fromthe
casketli ke box, so that the substitution of Doc for Rae Stanley m ght be acconplished without
det ecti on.

For a long tine, probably, they woul d ponder bow the voice of Rae Stanley - or a voice
sufficiently like it to fool them- had spoken to themfromthe box.

The nmystery would be clarified, however, to those who | earned that Doc Savage, through
unremtting practice, had developed an ability to imtate any voice, including even the thriller
fem ni ne tones.

DOC Savage, positioning hinself silently under the banging, bullet-proof steel bed of M-CGnei,
crouched | ow and | eaped upward. Hs arms were extended hi gh above his head. He hoped to reach
Mo- Gaei ' s bower .

The di stance was too great. Dropping back to the floor, Doc nade no sound. He heard M- Gnei
stirring. The master of villainy seemed to be clanbering up through the hole in the ceiling.

Doc pushed a hand inside his clothing and brought out an object of nmetal, approximately the size
of a pigeon egg. He wapped an armaround his head in such a manner that his ears were covered. He
flipped the netallic egg across the room

The entire earth seened to jar apart, so terrific was the report which foll owed. The object had
exploded in md-air, and its blast, while doing no danage to walls or ceiling, alnobst ruptured
eardruns. The flash of the blast was blinding, as well



Doc renoved his armfromhis ears. H's eardruns were singing. The Tibetans, with no protection
over their aural organs, woul d be deaf to ordinary sound for some seconds.

Sei zi ng upon the coffin box, Doc upended it under Mb-Gnei's platform He nounted the case, then
used his flashlight briefly to | ocate the hanging bed of steel. He | eaped, caught the contraption,
and swung atop it. The deafened Ti betans did not hear him

Mb- Gnei, however, had long since retreated through the ceiling hole.

Doc followed after him He found hinself on a level floor. H's flash beam waving like a
white-hot wire, picked up nortared stone walls and a door. Doc whi pped through the aperture.
Ahead, he caught a scuttling sound. He spiked his flash beamat the noise. Ugly flame |icked at
him and he doused his tight and weaved aside barely in tinme to let |ead whistle past.

The bronze man went forward. He tw sted through another | ow door.

The feet ahead were running. Qoviously, it was Mo-Gmei in flight. Then came a grinding of rusty
metal s and a thunp, noises which indicated a door was cl osing.

An instant |later, Doc encountered the panel. It was solid, ponderous, and fastened on the
opposite side. He rammed it with a Hercul ean shoul der. The cunbersonme door only squeaked.

From his finger tips, Doc stripped tiny bronze caps. These were thinble-like, and so cleverly
constructed that only closest scrutiny would reveal their presence.

The thinbles held tiny hypoderm c needl es containing a drug which induced instant

unconsci ousness. These devices held the secret of Doc's nagic touch.

Wth his finger tips freed of the caps, Doc drew another of the pigeon eggs of netal. He wedged
this in a cranny in the coarse tinbers of the door, released the time-trigger, and | eaped back,
hands covering his ears.

There was a flash, an ear-splitting roar! Parts of the ceiling cane down. The door was turned
into a cloud of flying beans and massive cedar pl anks.

Doc waded through the subsiding stormof weckage and glided down the black corridor beyond.
Stairs led himdownward. He |listened as he descended. There was silence. He went on nore
rapidly.

The passage zi gzagged right, then left, and dropped in a twenty-foot flight of stairs. Once nore,
Doc halted to listen.

There canme a shriek, hideous with terror. It was followed by a slip-slap-slup of a sound. This
termnated in a | ouder thunp.

Doc ran forward, his flashlight gorging the gloony subterranean corridor with light. He passed
nunerous cl osed doors.

"Hel p!'" cried a feeble voice frombehind one of these doors.

The word was in English.

Doc went on. Mdre stairs dropped away steeply. He scooted his flash beam down these.

A man sprawl ed at the bottom of the steep stone staircase. He was folded in the m ddl e,

j ackkni fed backward in a fashion that neant a broken spine.

A repul sive mask of Bron, the yak denon, |ay beside the awfully hinged body.

Doc descended swiftly, using his flash. Long before he reached the sprawl ed figure, he saw steam
curling fromthe mouth and nostrils, fromdistended eyeballs, and from various o0ozing strings of
crinson where skin had been broken in the fall. It was very cold, even in these depths, and the
steamwas fornmed sinply because the body was npoi st and warm

The man was dead, killed in the fall down the stairs.

Doc turned himover to get a look at the face. The features were altogether unlovely, being round
and cheese yellow, with black pencil dots for eyes and a tiny puncture for a nouth.

The dead man's jaw sagged as Doc turned himover, and the small nouth canme open to its greatest
extent. Doc cast his light within. He sank to a knee and exam ned the interior of the lifeless one's
nmout h.

Then, arising, he went back to the door at the top of the stairs - the door from behind which a
voice had called in English for help.

The panel was secured on the outside by a stout bar. Shoul dering the bar back, Doc prepared to
open the door, but del ayed the noverment while he called out a question.

"Who is in there?" he demanded.

"Stanl ey," quavered the voice. "Professor Elnont Stanley."

Chapter 14. THE STANLEY STORY

DOC Savage planted his flashlight upon Professor Elnont Stanley.

Stanl ey hardly | ooked like the | eading world authority on the conposition of planetoids and the
scientist who went to the ends of the globe to investigate neteors.

H s frane had never been robust, probably, and now it was virtually fleshless. Hs skin was a
sickly hue, as if it mght have been washed with a pale solution of nicotine. H's eyes were sunken
far back in their sockets, as if the supporting substance had | eaked away from behi nd them

Not a hair grew on his head. He had no trace of beard, eyebrows, or cranial hirsuteness. The
effect was that of a big yellow skull.

Doc Savage had seen Professor Stanley's picture in a scientific journal nore than two years
before. This was the same man, but Doc was barely able to recognize the fact.



Stanl ey had apparently undergone great suffering.

The wreck of a nman cl asped his hands together in hysterical delight as he stared at Doc.

"Take me out of here!" he screaned weakly. "Save ne!"

"Calm" Doc advised quietly. "Can you nove about ?"

"Alittle," Stanley munbled. "The devils have fed ne well. It's only the accursed bl ue neteor
that has sapped ny strength."

"Come on!" Doc directed.

Prof essor Stanl ey seened anxious to explain just what horror he had been undergoi ng.

"They' ve been using me as a subject for experinments,” he wailed. "They expose me to the blue
meteor, then try out different cures on nme."

"Then they have a cure?" Doc asked.

"Yes. Otherwise | would be a stark, raving nmaniac."

They noved into the corridor.

"When were you seized?" Doc asked.

"Shortly after nmy caravan left Tonyi," replied the wasted scientist. "That nust have been nonths
ago, maybe years.

| have lost all track of tinme. My confinenent has been hideous."

"What is the blue nmeteor?" Doc persisted, after listening. Professor Stanley shook his head. "It
seens incredible, but I do not know. It is some horrible, glittering thing, and it produces an
absol ute suspension of brain activity."

"What about the cure for its effects?"

"l do not know what that is, either. They gave it to me when | was - under the spell of their
hi deous blue thing."

Doc led the way toward the stairs, at the foot of which lay the body of the man with the broken
back.

"l was pursuing M-Gaei," he said. "Have you ever seen his face?"

Prof essor Stanl ey shuddered. "N-never. And few of his men have seen it, | understand."”

Doc reached the head of the staircase and trickled his light down to the body.

"lIs that the mask Md-Gaei wears?" he asked.

"Yes!" yelled Stanley. "Is he dead?"

"Broken back," Doc replied.

"Mo-Gaei - dead!" Stanley munbl ed. "The world has been rid of an incredible nonster."
"That is not M-Owei," Doc advised.
"Not - "

"Mo- Grei had a voice," explained Doc. "That fellow down there is a nute - his tongue was cut out
sone tinme in the past."

WORKI NG rapi dly, Doc began opening rickety doors and whi pping his flashlight around the roons
beyond.

"The dead man was probably M-Gnei's bodyguard,"” he decided. "Being a nmute, and possibly unable
to wite, he could not spread tales of his master's doings."

Prof essor Stanley offered hoarsely, "M-Gmei had a shrill, parrot voice. Perhaps this tonguel ess
man coul d speak of - "

"Not a chance," Doc retorted. "M-Gnaei gave his bodyguard the mask sonewhere al ong this passage,
and ducked into a door. The guard went ahead. Being unaccustonmed to the mask, he stunbled and fell
going down the stairs."

"Listen!" Stanley gulped. "The devil's nmen are coming!" The gl oony passage was starting to throb
with running feet, to echo with distorted yells. At the far end, a gray flush of |ight appeared and
danced. It was a torch of tushkin.

Doc extinguished his own light. He was a trifle slow To the acconpani ment of coughi ng thunder, a
bul | et snapped down the rocky corridor.

"We'll have to neglect M-Gnei for the nonment," he advised Stanley.

"I"'mafraid we'll never g-get out of here, as it is," the wasted scientist quavered.

They descended the stairs and came to the broken-backed body of the nute man.

Doc scooped up the nmask of the yak demon. Then he carried the corpse itself into the handi est
roomand placed it in a renmbte nook where it was unlikely to be discovered.

The pursuers were much cl oser now.

"Quiet!" Doc warned, and set out down the passage.

Prof essor Stanley seenmed too feeble to travel silently, for his feet made faint scuffings. Doc
lifted the scientist bodily and carried him juggling the yak mask under his free arm

Stanley felt |ike an arnm oad of bones.

At the first opportunity, Doc mounted. He turned to the left. H's going was w thout noise, and
the pursuers soon lost the trail. They spread |ike hounds, baying to each other in voices that
rattled through the underground passages.

Ahead of Doc, daylight appeared. It cane through a ragged hole in the ceiling. Wnd whistled in
t he opening, and a sugary stream of snow poured down.

Doc | owered Stanley. Then he | eaped, caught the rimof the hole with his hands, and | ooked



out si de.

Roof t ops were around him Hol es gaped where nore than one roof had fallen in. Snow was drifted
behi nd parapets.

Doc dropped back. He grasped Stanley and tossed himup until the thin scientist's hands cl anped
the roof edge, and the fellow could wiggle outside.

"Catch," Doc directed, and flung up the purple yak mask. Doc foll owed. He guided Stanley across
the roofs, leaping fromspot to spot to avoid the snow.

"Why bring the mask?" Stanley quavered.

Doc did not answer; instead, he selected a spot behind a chi mey where snow was drifted

wai st - deep.

"I"'magoing to |l eave you in hiding and do sone reconnoitering," he told the gaunt expert on
meteors. "Stay exactly where | place you, understand?"

"lI's that necessary? Way can | not go -

"Getting out of this place is not going to be a sinple natter," Doc advi sed. "The sides of the

val l ey are wi thout cover, and these fellows have nodern rifles. You stick here while | |00k
around. "
"Very well," the cadaverous man nmuttered unwllingly.

Lifting Stanl ey, Doc skidded himfeet-first into the snowdrift back of the chimmey. Then, using
his Ti betan gown, which he renpved, Doc fanned the snowdrift snooth.

No casual eye could detect evidence that it had been disturbed.

Keeping low, and noving with furtive speed, Doc crossed the snow spotted rooftops.

IN surmising that the slopes of the valley were being watched by Tibetans with nodern rifles, Doc
had been correct. The guards were on all sides. The shouts of their conrades within the pueblo-like
structure had alarmed them Every man was alert.

The wat chnen overl ooki ng the pens hol di ng yaks and shaggy ponies, were especially surveillant.
"Coul d the bronze one but reach the ponies, he might conceivably escape,” said a rifleman.

"Your words cone fromthe well of deep wi sdom" agreed another. "W will watch closely."

A hi gh-pitched, querul ous voice cane frombehind them "It would seemthe sons of Md-Gaei were

wi se nen," it said.

The riflemen whirled and found thensel ves confronted by an unlovely purple mask of Bron, the yak
denon. They could distinguish little of the personage wearing the nmask, because he was peering
around a door janb.

They recogni zed the squawki ng voi ce as belonging to M-Gaei.

The wat chnen instantly sank. to their knees, protruding their tongues as they did so.

"Thy will, O M-Gnei, Master of the Blue Meteor, and Future Master of All Manki nd?" one

mut t er ed.

"Keep a sharp | ookout," ordered the unpl easant tones back of the mask. "The bronze man has seized
upon Professor Stanley, and will attenpt to rescue him They nmay cone this way. In that case, | wll
call out -

A guard sprang to his feet.

"Li k-di eng!" he shrieked. "Look out! This man is not Mbo-Gaei!"

He di scharged his rifle at the hideous nask of the yak denon. Only the fact that the nask
wrenched back with lightening speed kept the bullet fromlodging init.

Doc Savage - it was he who had been imtating Mb-Gaei - wenched off the nmask and discarded it.

He retreated swiftly.

Doc's idea had been to lead the guards to think Mo-Gaei was in the vicinity, then to call out for
assi stance, causing themto desert their posts |ong enough to permt an escape. That they had seen
through his trickery had profoundly surprised Doc. Hs voice imtation of M-Gwmi had been as
perfect as he could, with all of his consumate skill, make it. The guards had not been able to see
enough of his person to discern that M-Gaei was not behind the mask.

Yet the ruse had been fathomned.

Doc bounded out on the roof. He intended to get Professor Stanley. But he had hardly faced the
snowdri ft where he had | eft the gaunt scientist when he came to an abrupt halt.

Stanley was now in the grip of half a dozen noon-faced Ti betans. They were hauling himto a roof
openi ng.

Doc started toward them A stormof rifle and revolver |ead drove himdown fiat on the rooftop,
seeki ng shel ter.

PROFESSOR Stanley, it was nortally certain, had di sobeyed Doc's adnonition to remain hidden in

the snowdrift. O herw se, he would hardly have been di scovered.

Doc was sure that no Tibetan had seen him conceal Stanley. He had kept a cl ose watch agai nst such
a possibility.

On all fours, Doc worked away fromthe vicinity. Men swarnmed upon the roof. A nonent later, a
group discovered the bronze man. Rifles set up a clapping uproar, and bullets kicked up snow, gouged
rocks and dried nud, and nade scream ng, ricocheting whines.

Two slugs actually opened rips across the back of the robe Doc wore, although he was half buried
in the snow which spotted the rooftop. He hastily scranbled to the nearest hole in the roof and



dr opped t hrough.

Red flane plunged at himfroma doorway. He had all but fallen into the arns of a party of

Ti bet ans.

Anot her door was a bl ack rectangl e across the gloony room Doc, noving with a speed that kept
rifle sights fromfinding him ducked through.

Three tines, in the next five mnutes, he was shot at. The pursuit becanme hotter and hotter.
Spreading in a great semicircle, the man hunters worked toward him

Getting Professor Stanley out of the pueblo-like village was an inpossibility now. The place was
swarmng with the satellites of Md-Gaei. There nust be at |east two hundred of them

Doc halted, discovering a snmall door to one side. He entered the room

Thirty seconds later, he was out again. Mwving with great caution, so as not to be seen, he left
the vicinity.

He had covered perhaps two hundred feet when a | oud report sounded behind him There canme a
second one. Tibetans yelled, discharged their rifles, and rushed the spot.

They were net by a deafening bang frominside the roomin which Doc had tarried. It sounded |ike
a shot. The roundfaced nen began punping bullets into the chanber.

They kept up the shooting for fully two mnutes. Loud reports answered themfromw thin the room
Then a man stared at a bit of reddish, scorched paper which had fl own out of the roomand | anded at
his feet.

"N kan!" he shrieked. "Look! It is paper off a firecracker!" The men dashed into the room They
found remants of many expl oded firecrackers, and others with long-time fuses still fizzing.

"A lowy donkey has a | earned brain conpared to the sand which fills our own heads!" wailed a
man. "We have been tricked!"

They scattered to hunt Doc Savage.

They did not find him Al had been interested in the uproar which had resulted when the nen
fired upon the exploding firecrackers, and no eyes had kept watch on the valley sides.

By the time the search started, Doc was over the hill and whipping across the sandy rag'. The
bronze giant ran with a distance-eating stride.

Al t hough he had been carried from Tonyi in the box, he had, thanks to an excellent sense of
direction and a small wist conpass, a good idea of where the village lay. He set a course for it.
He had been fortunate to escape fromthe pueblo-like village Infested by Mb-Gaei's thugs. To
rescue Professor Stanley at this tinme was beyond even the fabulous abilities of Doc Savage.

Doc was a veteran of many canpaigns, and well did he know that retreat under certain
circunstances is desirable. He had, noreover, certain highly inportant ideas which he wanted to work
out.

Chapter 15. RAE CONFESSES

TIBETAN citizens of the town of Tonyi were consumng their midday neal when Doc Savage appeared
in the settlement. The neals were very alike for rich and poor, consisting of yak steaks, or
possi bly a yak roast, bowl s of warmyak mlk, cheese made fromyak mlk, and tea in which plenty of
yak butter had been added. The |lowy yak provided al nost everything.

Doc went directly to the house in which he had awakened from the nysterious period of

sensel essness.

Maki ng no noi se, he visited several roons. None of his five men were in evidence. Doc heard a
stir in the corridor and stepped out.

"Ch!" gasped pretty Rae Stanley.

She stared at Doc, and radi ance overspread her attractive features.

"I'"'mso glad you're back," she said. "I was worried. You took such a chance in substituting
yourself for ne in the box."

"Where are Monk and the others?" Doc asked.

"Searching for Shrops and Saturday Loo," Rae explained. "Shrops and Saturday Loo were not in the
yurt when | guided your men there |ast night. That spoiled our hopes of seizing them"

Doc nodded. "Have you decided to give up that engagenent story?"

The young worman col ored and showed enbarrassnent.

"Shrops and Saturday Loo nmade me deceive you," she replied. "They have ny father a prisoner, and
they threatened to kill himunless | did as they wi shed."

Doc did not tell her that he had come upon her father, Dot as a prisoner of Shrops and Saturday
Loo, but as a tenant in a barred roomin M-Gei's tenporary headquarters.

"Their purpose was to trick me into w ping out M-Gaei, eh?" Doc asked.

Rae Stanl ey nodded. "Shrops and Saturday Loo were once partners of M-Gaei. They doubl e-crossed
him taking part of the blue neteor, as well as a cure for its effects."”

"Intended to use it to do sonme pillaging on their own initiative, eh?" Doc surm sed.

"Exactly. They want M-Gnei out of the way. They're afraid of himthenselves, and in addition, do
not know his actual identity. So they hit on the bright idea of getting you to polish off M- Gnei
for them They went to South America for that purpose. They forced ne to go along to aid them"
To this, Doc said nothing. Hi s flake-gold eyes rested steadily upon the young wonan. She shifted
uneasi | y.



"Whet her you believe it or not, | intended to tell you the whole truth the instant you captured

Mb- Gnei , " she said earnestly. "OF course, | was not such a fool but that | knew Shrops and Saturday
Loo would try to kill you when you had Mb-Gaei out of the way."
Doc still made no reply.

"Don't you believe me?" wailed the girl.

"The part of your first story about your father going into the desert by caravan and | eaving you
here with a nmissionary

"Was true!" insisted Rae Stanley. "I swear it was true."

"What do you know of this blue nmeteor - of its actual conposition?" Doc questioned

"Nothing at ail! Absolutely nothing. Shrops and Saturday Loo kept it fromnme."

Loud voices cane froman outer room Feet thunped and scuffed the hard earth floor

MONK cane in, his big-eared pet pig, Habeas Corpus, under an arm

"Well, well,"” the honmely chemi st grinned, "I hope | didn't bust into no private talk between
fiance and fiancee."

"The engagenent is off!" snapped Rae Stanley. Then she | ooked at Doc, and her neck becane faintly
pi nk.

"Great!" Monk said gallantly. "That gives the rest of us a chance, except for Ham here, who is
handi capped by his wife and thirteen halfwit children."

The sartorially perfect |lawer, trailing Monk into the room scow ed darkly and fingered his
sword cane.

Wienever a race for a young wonan's favor was in prospect, Mnk invariably told the

wi fe-and-thirteen-hal fwits story. Wiile this preposterous yarn was not generally believed, a girl
was inclined to doubt Ham after hearing it

"One of these days |'mgonna shave you and see if there's really a man under that hair!" Hamtold
the furry Monk.

Renny entered, huge fists dangling |ike buckets of reddish concrete, on the ends of his arns.
Long Tom even pal er by daylight, and the bony Johnny fol | owed.

"What about Shrops and Saturday Loo?" Doc demanded. "W | ooked into every yurt around town,"
replied gaunt Johnny. "They've skipped."

W thout the slightest hesitation. Doc began issuing orders. Long Tomwas to assenble his

el ectrical devices; Mnk was to concoct grenades filled with a gas which woul d produce

unconsci ousness, but not death

Renny was instructed to negotiate for the purchase of two yurts, and sufficient extra felt
mundahs for bed coverings; Johnny was to buy yaks, and Ham col | ect food

Money for all this cane fromone of Doc's bags. Mracul ously, the funds had not been di sturbed
"Saturday Loo and Shrops didn't want to handi cap us," Doc deci ded

"What's the idea of the outfitting?" asked Monk. "We're going after M-GOmei, as well as Shrops
and Saturday Loo."

"You have a line on M-Gnei's whereabouts?" Doc's only reply to this was a brief nod. His five
men, al though they would have liked mightily to hear their bronze chief's story, did not press
questions. They knew very well that it would be of no use

Rae Stanl ey, however, was not so well acquainted with Doc's ways.

"You haven't told us your own story," she reni nded Doc

The nmetal lic giant seemed not to have heard

"Did you learn anything of ny father?" Rae persisted. Doc m ght have been afflicted with a sudden
deaf ness. He busied hinself assenbling his own scientific equipnent.

Rae Stanl ey stanped a foot angrily. "Say, what - "

Monk caught her arm "Sh-h-h!" He guided her outside, then explained. "You're wasting your

breat h!"

The girl winkled her attractive brow "Hut what got into hinP Wiy woul dn't he answer ny
questions? |Is he mffed because | tried to fool himw th that engagenent fib?"

"Nothing like that," the honely chem st told her

"Then what ails hin®"

The beauty was evidently not accustonmed to having nmen ignore her queries

"It's just Doc's way," Mnk explained. "In some ways, the big fellow is beyond understanding. But
what he does always turns out right. You can depend on that."

"That's not a clear explanation.”

Monk nentally threw up his hands. "All right, all right,"” he chuckled. "I can't explain why Doc
does things. He's too deep for ne."
"He's wonderful, isn't he," the young wonan sai d perversely.

"You said it!" Mnk grinned. "Me and these other four pal ookas have been around Doc for years
Yet there ain't a day passes but that we're amazed at sonething he acconplishes.”

"\Were does be get his marvel ous ability?" Rae Stanley asked wonderingly.

"He takes two hours of terrific exercise every day," Mnk told her. "Exercises that devel op al
his senses."

The mahogany-haired girl considered this. "He nust study a lot, too."



"Sure," Monk a greed. "But he does sonething el se even nore renarkable. He di sappears conpletely
for long periods, and not even the other four or nyself know where he goes."

"Di sappear s?"

"For weeks, or even nonths. And always he conmes back with some great scientific discovery. All we
know is that he goes to his 'Fortress of Solitude,' where he studies and carries on scientific
experiments w thout possibility of an interruption.”

"l can understand how such a renmarkable man woul d suit hinself about answering questions," said

Rae Stanl ey.

Her tone, however, said she understood nothing of the sort, and that she was still piqued at
Doc.

"Want to help nme m x chem cal s?' Mnk asked.

"Sure."

Mich to the dapper Ham s disgust, Mnk and Rae proceeded to get along excellently. Ham hated to
see his honely sparring mate make a hit with anything fem nine.

Grunbling, Hamranbl ed off to purchase food.

"We'll nmeet near the yurt fornerly occupi ed by Shrops and Saturday Loo," Doc advised. "Load the
food and other stuff on the yaks Johnny will purchase. Leave the pig, Mnk. Too cold in the
mountains. Hire a Tibetan villager to take care of him"

DOC S nen had a manner of noving swiftly when on the trail of gentlemen such as M- Gaei, Shrops
or Saturday Loo. An hour had not yet el apsed when they gathered near the yurt which Rae Stanley had
visited the night before.

Monk had | ocated a custodian for Habeas Corpus.

"That's it," said Rae, indicating the yurt.

Doc eyed the young woman | evelly.

"You," he said, "are not acconpanying us."

"And you," retorted the girl, "are m staken! |I'm going along!"

Doc gl anced at the homely Monk. On occasions in the past, the bronze man's aides had noted a
weird quality about Doc's flake-gold eyes - a strange ability to convey orders with their glance.
Just now, Doc's gaze suggested that Mnk return the young lady to town, whether or not such was her
wi sh.

Monk took Rae's arm "Doc's right," he said. "It's too dangerous for you."

Ham gesturing with his sword cane, interrupted.

"Hey, Doc," he rapped. "Have you checked up on the attitude of the people in this village? For
sone reason, they're particularly down on white people. We had to pay a dozen prices for food, yaks
and two yurts. Otherwi se, we woul dn't have gotten them It m ght be dangerous to | eave the young
woman anong them "

Wthout a word, Doc wheel ed and strode into the town of Tonyi.

Ten minutes |ater, he was back.

"You're right, Ham" he said. "These people have an actual mania against whites. W will take the
young | ady al ong."

"Thank you," said Rae Stanl ey.

She gave Monk a cold | ook, and smled ravishingly upon Hamas a reward for his intercession. She
wal ked of f on Hams arm

Monk, glowering after the couple, asked Doc, "Say - what has riled these vill agers agai nst

whi t es?"

Getting no answer to this, Mnk | ooked around. Doc had either not heard the query, or had ignored
it. The bronze man was over beside the yurt.

In Doc's hand was a tank device, to which was attached that which resenbled a snall spray nozzle.
There was a punp for forcing conpressed air into the tank. Doc was operating this punp.

He pointed the nozzle at the earth and turned a valve. Wth a hissing, an alnost colorl ess spray
poured out. Doc fanned this back and forth over the earth in front of the yurt entrance.

I'n magi cal fashion, grayish footprints sprang out. It |ooked as if sonme one had stepped in

whi t ewash, then wal ked out of the yurt.

"Holy cow " booned Renny. "What's that?"

Conducting theminto the yurt Doc pointed out, near the inside of the floor, a filmof liquid the
color of water, but as sticky as nol asses.

He turned his sprayer on the colorless stuff. Instantly there was forned, by the union of
chemicals in the spray and in the sticky material, a gray precipitate.

"l placed this chemical mxture inside the yurt door last night, after Rae Stanley departed," Doc
expl ai ned.

Rae Stanl ey, seem ng somewhat dazed by the manner in which the giant bronze man pulled figurative
rabbits out of hats, gasped, "Wy, this enables us to follow Shrops and Saturday Loo!"

"Let's go," said Ham "It |ooks |like they beaded straight away fromtown."

AS Ham had pointed out, the grayish tracks left by Shrops and Saturday Loo bee-lined away from
Tonyi .

Doc followed themsw ftly, the others trailing with the yaks and the supplies. Only occasionally



did Doc find it necessary to use his chenical device, for his eyes, trained by scientific exercise
fromhis cradl e days, possessed an ability to read sign beyond that of other nen.

At times, villagers had crossed the trail, however, and on such occasions the sprayi ng apparatus
was essential .

Approximately a mile fromthe settlenment, it was evident that a sizable force of men had joi ned
with Shrops and Saturday Loo.

"Their gang," Mnk surm sed, reading the now easily distinguishabl e evidence of the neeting.
"They all lit out to the north. Wnder what they're up to? They've got yaks and ponies."

Ham who was riding a yak beside pretty Rae Stanley, hooted his ungainly steed up and suggested,
"My idea is that Shrops and Saturday Loo, know ng Doc was onto their game, or suspecting that he
m ght get onto it, decided to try sone pot-shooting at Mb-Gmei on their own hook."

"Nobody asked for your idea," grow ed Monk, who was not pleased by the manner in which the dressy
| awyer was nonopolizing the young wonman's attenti ons.

"I think he is right," said Rae, fixing Monk with a frosty eye.

"0. K.," Mnk groaned. "Let's trail after 'em Maybe they'll clean up on each other and save us a
lot of trouble."”

Chapter 16. THE TRI CK

SUNSET found Mnk still groaning. Now, however, his laments had to do with yaks in general, and
their riding qualities in particular.

"I've traveled in lots of ways," be how ed, "but this takes the cake by a long stretch. Such a
gait!"

Monk evidently nmeant the peculiar manner in which a yak in notion seenms to trot with its front

l egs and anble with the rear |egs.

The fact that attractive Rae Stanley had shown a marked preference for Ham's conpany through the
entire afternoon, did not tend to soothe Mnk's tenper.

Rae now gl anced about .

H gh nountains jutted up about them These were absolutely bare of vegetation, and an uninviting
browni sh-red in hue, not unlike the peaks of Arizona.

"That's strange," she remarked. "Or naybe it's not strange, either."

"What are you tal ki ng about?" Ham asked her.

"My father listened to all the |egends he could dig up concerning the blue nmeteor," the young
woman replied. "The general consensus seenmed to be that the nmeteor struck in nountains such as

t hese. "

"We've been going steadily northward," Ham agreed. "I wouldn't he surprised if we were in the
regi on where the infernal thing hit."

Ham m ght have been surprised, however, had he known that they were now in the vicinity of the
puebl o-1ike village to which Doc Savage had been carried in the coffin-shaped box.

Doc had told no one of the existence of the Village of the Mad Ones. In fact, he had spoken no
word concerning his encounter with Mb-Gaei, or with Professor Elnont Stanley. They were still on the
trail of Shrops and Saturday Loo.

The sticky chenmical, of course, had Iong since worn off the shoes of those they followed. But it
was a sinple natter for Doc to follow a trail such as was being nade by Shrops and his party.
Doc Savage was ranging ahead of the others, picking out the trail.

They were not heading directly for the Village of the Mad Ones, but circling around it.

Doc appeared suddenly in the tw light. He approached Mnk.

"How about playing bait in a little trap?" he asked, his voice so | ow that none of the others
heard it.

"Huh?" Monk grunt ed.

"It's dangerous, Doc said frankly.

"Count on ne!" Mnk grinned. "Wat d' you want nme to do?"

"Just drop behind the party," Doc told him "And don't take chances. By that, | nmean don't do
anyt hing reckl ess.”

"You know me," Monk chuckl ed.

"Sure," Doc told himdryly. "That's why |I'mwarning you not to get reckless."

Doc now noved forward until he cane al ongsi de Long Torn, the electrical w zard.

"Can you keep tuned in steadily on your portable radio receiver?" Doc queri ed.

"Easily," Long Tomreplied.

By way of denonstration, he renmoved his bulky fur cap - they were all wearing Tibetan garb, which
was best fitted to these high altitudes - and donned a radio headset. The outfit was conpact, and he
was able to draw his fur cap on over it.

Long Tom swi tched on the receiving side of the portable outfit.

"Al'l set," he advised Doc.

Doc Savage nodded. He visited other menbers of the party, but the words which be addressed to
themhad only to do with their confort.

A few mnutes later, the bronze man went on ahead, and the oncom ng ni ght swal | owed him

"RIDIN this yak is like sittin' on a hunp of hair!" Mnk conpl ai ned.



Monk was referring to the manner in which yaks walk with beads held low, making it seemto the
rider that his steed has no head.

"G ddap!" grunted Monk, and booted his yak in the ribs.

The yak pronptly canme to a conpl ete stop.

Monk had known the ani mal would do this, having | earned sonething of yak tenperanment during the
afternoon ride. The creatures bal ked when tired or angry.

The rest of the caravan drew ahead, nounting a small hill. There was a sly delight on Mnk's
pl easantly ugly features. Doc had said there would be danger, and when the bronze man nenti oned
danger, be usually nmeant extreme peril. Mnk, however, was unworried. This was the sort of thing he

thrived upon.

He was quite happy, although not possessed of the slightest idea of what was due to happen.
Getting off his yak, he made a show of trying to get it in notion. Arope was tied to aring in
the animal's nose. Monk pulled on this. The yak's nose stretched, rubberlike, a surprising

di st ance.

"1"11 wal k," Mnk grow ed, and threw down the rope.

The remmi nder of the caval cade had topped the bill and becone |lost to sight. Mnk strode after
them Looking around within a few seconds, however, he saw his bal ky yak follow ng closely after
him

"The life of adventure!" he conpl ai ned, and went back to have another try at riding the Tibetan
version of a charger.

He snapped to an abrupt halt. Two squat, tobacco-colored nen had appeared, one on either side of
the trail. They held efficient automatic rifles, and these were trained on Mnk.

"Silence is a food on which men thrive - under certain conditions," one murnured softly.

Monk under st ood t he | ong-w nded command for silence, and the gentle tones did not fool him He
el evated his furry hands.

The stocky fell ows stepped close and renoved Monk's weapons in a cautious manner, as if be were
sone ferocious beast which they were afraid of prodding into activity.

Monk recogni zed them They were sonme of the swart gentry who had seized hinself and Hamin South
Arerica, weeks before.

"Shrops's gang!" he grunted.

"Silence, big nonkey!" ordered a rifleman.

"Shrops left you two behind to watch the trail, huh?" Mnk rum nated.

One of the rifles cocked with a distinct click.

Monk hastily subsided, renenbering Doc's adnonition to avoid reckl essness. Doc, of course, had
foreseen this, had guessed exactly what woul d happen.

One of the dark men smirked.

"W tal ked the situation over, out there anong the rocks," he said. "W have decided to take you
to the all-w se Shrops."

"He'll be the all-to-pieces Shrops, if | ever get ny hands on 'iml" Mnk proni sed.

Inwardly, the hirsute chenist was el ated. He understood now how Doc had foreseen this. Doc's
sharp gaze had detected these guards |eft behind by Shrops, and the bronze man had overheard their
decision to take any prisoners, they mght catch, to Shrops, alive.

"It is to be regretted that we could not capture nore than one of you," said one of the two
captors. "You see, to secure your release, Doc Savage will have to elimnate the nost-aw ul

Mo- Gnei . "

"Doc will wing your necks!" Mnk grow ed.

"To cook a chicken, it is first necessary to catch it," chuckled the Asiatic. "Ni chu ba! Be off!
Wal k ahead of us."

Monk conplied with the conmand, naking an effort to Seem worried.

Doc, he realized, was sonewhere out there in the darkness. The bronze man woul d fol | ow Monk and
his captors to Shrops and Saturday Loo.

Monk coul d hear Renny's deep voice runbling beyond the hilltop as he noved off the trait.

Di stance nade the cavernous tones unintelligible.

RENNY was saying, "It looks like things are starting to happen at last."

Attractive Rae Stanley, who had failed to notice anything peculiar in recent devel opnents, turned
her head.

"What do you nean?" she asked.

Long Tom the electrical nmgician, held up a hand in the nurk.

"Quiet, please," he requested.

For sone nonents, he listened intently to what was com ng over the portable radio.

"Shrop's nmen have sei zed Monk," he announced. "Doc is trailing them believing he will be led to
Shrops. "

"Ch!" gasped Rae Stanl ey.

The young worman was astounded that so nmuch had taken place al nost under her nose, without
catching her notice.

"Was Monk hurt?" Ham denanded.



The anxiety in the carefully dressed |lawer's voice was in nmarked contrast to the tone which he
used to address Monk when they were face to face.

"Monk is O K ," Long Tomreplied.

"But how are you learning all of that?" Rae Stanley asked.

"Doc has a portable radio transmtter and receiver with him" the pallid electrical expert told
her.

"But | didn't notice it!"

"Did you notice this one?" Long Tom asked, and threw open his robe. Secured to a webbing belt
whi ch encircled his chest were three conpact, flat cases.

"No - | hadn't noticed!" said Rae, surprised.

"Transmitter, receiver and current supply,"” Long Tomtold her, indicating each of the dimnutive
containers in succession. Doc's outfit is like this. They're not efficient over any great distance,
but they serve us to keep in contact with each other."

"What're we to do?" Renny booned.

"Doc says |eave the trail and head due west," Long Tom announced. "That's the direction Mnk's
captors are taking."

The party hastily followed this suggestion.

Ni ght had descended in its entirety, and a brilliant noon and di anond-fl eck stars had all eviated
the murk somewhat. It was not going to be a bad night for traveling.

The group noved slowy, letting the sure-footed yaks pick their way.

"l hope poor Mink makes it all right!" Ham groaned.

MONK, at the noment, was hardly as worried as Ham over his prospects. He was keeping up a
conversation which seened ranbling and i nane, but which was actually calculated to draw norsel s of
information fromhis unwel come hosts.

"You fellows are pretty smart," he said flatteringly. "I'Il bet sonme of you nanaged to get
yoursel ves hired by Professor Elnont Stanley when he nade up his caravan to go in search of the blue
met eor. "

Monk, who did not know that Doc had | ocated Professor Stanley, was trying to learn the

wher eabout s of the neteor expert.

"We have never seen Professor Stanley," replied one of the brown nmen in answer to Mnk's query.
"Huh?" Monk ej acul at ed.

"At no time have we seen him"

"But | thought you guys had hima prisoner?"

Both of the honely chem st's captors | aughed harshly.

"All wise men know that dangers which exist only in thought are as terrible as those which exist
inreality," one of the pair explained | ong-w ndedly. "W fooled the girl."

"You nean Shrops lied to her about having her dad?"

"Thy smal|l brain has grasped the truth, hairy one." Mnk ignored this insult while he considered
what he had | earned.

"I's Mo-CGnei hol ding Professor Stanley?' the chem st demanded.

The Tibetans did not answer inmediately.

"We know not," they replied at last. "But there are runors of a hairless white man of great

| earni ng who has surrendered his brain to the blue neteor."

"That would be Stanley!" Mnk shuddered. "You say the blue neteor has got hin? Do you nean that
Mb- Gmei has been usin' Stanley as a subject for experinents?"

"The information you 'wish is not in our brains," answered the other.

"You don't know, eh? For the love of nud! Wren't you nmenbers of Md-Gaei's gang before you sided
in with Shrops and Saturday Loo?"

"M>-Omei's men know not their master, nor do they know much of his novenents, or affairs.”

"Did you guys have much trouble makin' off with a piece of the blue neteor?"

"W were clever," said the Tibetan proudly. "W escaped with the blue neteor and with the cure
for its effects, before we were discovered."

Monk nade his voice el aborately casual. The pair were tal king nuch nore freely than he had
expected. He had visions of |earning exactly what the hi deous blue neteor was.

"Is it heavy to carry, this blue neteor?" he asked.

"Men do not carry it," retorted the dark man. "It is haul ed upon yaks, except at tines, when it -
"Would thou like to | ose thy tongue, fool ?" snarled the other captor. "This hairy one is sucking
information fromyou as a yak calf draws sustenance fromits nother."

Monk | earned no nore.

THEY wor ked down into a deep canyon and crossed a rapidly-running stream A peculiar point about
the rivulet was the fact that anchor ice had formed on the bottom although the water itself was
moving too fast to freeze.

Wadi ng the streamwas a slippery process. They clinbed on upward.

Monk kept his ears attuned in an effort to catch sone sound which woul d indicate Doc Savage was
trailing them He heard absolutely nothing. Contrarily enough, this did not worry Monk. He knew



Doc's ability. Indeed, had he heard any sound, he would have reflected that Doc nust be slipping.
"Lih ding!" rapped a voice. "Halt!"

Monk' s captors cane to a stop.

"Woul d thou shake down the nountains with thy voice?" grow ed one of the pair. "Not so |oud!"
Men materialized out of the darkness. Sone of these Monk recoll ected having seen in Antofagasta,
Chile. others were strangers. But obviously all were Shrops's nen.

"W have a hairy norsel for the all-wise Shrops," said one of Monk'8 captors, giving the furry
chem st a prod with arifle barrel.

"Let us hope it soothes his tenper,"” muttered a sentry.

"I's he not at peace with hinsel f?"

"He is in a great rage."

"\Why 2"
"Saturday Leo has di sappeared.”
Monk, listening to this with great interest, put in, "Saturday Loo probably went over to

Mo- Gaei ' s side.”

A nmoon-faced thug pronptly kicked Monk in the mddle. The kick, thanks probably to |long practice
at booting yaks, was hard and painful.

Monk | ost his tenper. Wth a backslap of a huge, hirsute paw, he knocked the kicker head over
heel s.

A man lunged in, swinging arifle. Wth a bewildering speed, Mk grasped the weapon, twi sted it
fromthe man, and dropped the former owner with a swing of the barrel.

To Monk's ears canme a low sound. It was a note which seenmed strangely to fit the bl eak, towering
nmount ai n surroundings with their bitter cold and snow and i ce.

I't might have been sone chill wind fromthe fastnesses of the Hi nalayas, that sound. It was a | ow
trilling which drifted lazily up and down the nusical scale, then slowmy sank into conplete

not hi ngness.

Monk recognized it as the sound of Doc Savage. He stopped struggling. The trilling meant Doc was
warning himnot to get hinself killed.

"What was that?" asked a Tibetan in a quavering voice. "Awind, Ofool," grunted a conrade.

"Cone! Let us take this hairy one to the all-w se Shrops."

Chapter 17. BLUE TERROR

A YURT, strikingly like an inverted gray bow a dozen feet in dianeter, had been erected in the
lee of a cluster of housesized boul ders. The chill w nd whooped and npaned. It seized the nundah
covering of the Kurt and cl apped it agai nst the wooden skeleton. It nade the fire of teyzak burn
nore briskly - nore bluely than it should have.

The Cockney, Jolin Mark Shrops, crouched over the fire. He was not there for confort exclusively.
He was warm ng belts of machine gun amunition. k this intense cold, the fulmnate in the detonators
sonetimes froze, causing a cartridge to misfire. Three nmachine guns |ay where the heat woul d bl ow
upon them in order that the grease in the mechani smwould not becone too stiff.

Shrops | ooked up and scowl ed when Monk was shoved into the Kurt.

"Blister nme!" he exclained sourly. "So you've joined ny 'appy famly."

"T bl azes with you!" Mnk grow ed.

Soberly, Shrops listened to his two henchrmen tell, not without nuch braggi ng, how t hey had
captured Monk. The pair made their feat sound |ike a tremendous acconplishnent.

"Hum ph!" snorted Shrops when they had fini shed.

"But are you not pleased, 0 Master?" one of the two asked anxiously.

"Get outa 'ere!" Shrops snarled, then translated the comman into profane p'al-skad.

The brown men retreated out into the cold, mnus the praise they had expected for their work in
appr ehendi ng Monk.

"You don't seem happy to see ne," Mnk said dryly.

"Shut up!" gritted Shrops, and whi pped a gun out of his clothing.

For a noment, Monk had visions of receiving a bullet. But Shrops reconsidered, and restored his
weapon to its hidden hol ster.

A rather brittle silence foll owed. Occasionally the wind popped the nundah agai nst the yurt

frame. The fire snmoked and snelled up the habitation.

A Tibetan squirned into the yurt.

' The scout which you sent to exanmine the Village of the Mad Ones has returned," he reported.
"Send 'imin, you barny goat!" rapped Shrops. In his ill tenper, the Cockney spoke English. The
Ti betan only | ooked puzzl ed, not conprehendi ng the words.

"Usher himto nmy presence, 0 one w thout sense," Shrops said, lapsing into the |anguage of the
country.

A scrawny, yellow sh fellow entered. Considering the chill of these heights, he wore astoundingly
few clothes. He was breathing loudly and heavily froma |ong run.

"The Village of the Mad Ones is deserted," he reported. "But there are signs which show Mb-Gnei's
men were there only to-day. Cooking stones were still warmwhen | felt of them"

"Gone to 'is other 'angout!" snapped Shrops. The nmessenger took his departure, after |ooking



longingly at the teyzak fire.

"What is this Village of the Mad Ones?" asked Monk, who had |istened curiously.

"It's a town where everybody went barny," Shrops grow ed.

"They went nmad because the blue meteor had buried itself somewhere near?" Mnk persisted.
"What d'you think, you "airy ape?" Shrops grunted. "Now, keep still! H've got me worries, Hi
"ave.
"You're afraid Saturday Loo has gone over to M-Gaei, huh?" Mnk asked.

The resoundi ng Li nehouse profanity which this elicited from Shrops told the honely chem st that
his guess had been correct. The Cockney was fearful that his partner had doubl e-crossed him

TI ME dragged. Twi ce, Shrops went to the Kurt door and bell owed a question.

""As any word cone fromthe other scout - the one H sent to M-Gaei's second 'angout?"

In each case the answer was a negative, and the Cockney scow ed, nuttered, and stanped about the
Kurt.

Monk wat ched the fellow. Several times he saw Shrops feel of a certain pocket. Once, the Cockney
drew fromthe pocket what seened to be a netal cylinder with a screwon cap. Watever the materi al
in that cylinder, it was evidently inportant.

Monk fell to wondering when Doc would go into action. The bronze nman, he believed, was |urking
sonewhere near. Possibly Doc was biding his tine, in order to gather nore in formati on before
closing with Shrops.

The Cockney, it appeared, had scouts out seeking to |ocate Mo-Gaei.

Monk' s thoughts were interrupted. A shout mingled with the whooping w nd.

A Tibetan dived into the Kurt, breathless, perspiration steamnming on his tobacco-col ored
features.

"Saturday Loo has turned traitor!" he how ed.

Shrops had shown a command of profanity before, but it was nothing to the repertoire which he
exhibited now. The air crackled, jarred and sang. Finally, he cal med down.

"The yellow scut!" he gritted. "H should 'ave known 'e'd fail in a pinch."

The messenger shifted feet uneasily and panted.

"There was sonet hing strange about what | saw, 0 Master," he said.

"What cha nmean?" Shrops grow ed.

"Saturday Loo did not go in fear and trenbling," reported the scout.

At this speech, a blank | ook overspread Shrops's applelike features. He sank down on a rolled

sl eepi ng nuni dah, and his jaw sagged. Steam poured out of his open nouth for a tine, then be
swal | owed.

"Blime!" he gul ped. "Twas Saturday Loo who first cane to ne an' invited ne t' join M-Gaei."

"It was the sane in ny case, 0 Master," said the scout, who evidently understood English. "It was
Saturday Loo who recruited nmuch of M-Gmei's force of men."

Shrops's eyes roved and finally came to rest upon Mink. In his perturbation, the Cockney seened
to forget that Monk was a prisoner.

"D you know what it |ooks |ike?" he asked hoarsely.

"No," said Mnk. "What?"

"It looks like Saturday Loo is My-Gnei," Shrops munbl ed.

AFTER this statenent, the Cockney took several stanping turns around the Kurt, expressing an

opi nion of Saturday Loo and all of his ancestors back to the | egendary nonkey, abode of the
chen-re-si or Conpassionate Spirit, which mated with a she-devil to produce the first Tibetan,
according to the local belief.

"Saturday Loo is Mb-OGmei!" he yelled angrily. "What a blind "arfwit H've been! The clever devil
fell in wt' my suggestion to steal part 0' the blue neteor an' sonme 0' the cur"

Shrops paused to feel of the pocket which Monk had noted hi mexploring earlier.

"We are in danger here, O Master," rem nded the scout, "The |location of our canp is now known to
our enemes.”

"Righto," Shrops agreed. "An' we'll blame well nove. Tell the bloody nen t' break canp."

The scout went out. Then, as if he had been struck a great blow, he came flying back inside.
"The blue nmeteor!" he bel |l owed.

Monk shed his | ethargy. Heedl ess of the fact that he was a prisoner and that any sudden nove

m ght draw a bullet, he plunged outside. H's gaze roved, then fixed on the northern sky.

what he saw mi ght have been a blue sunrise, had it been in the east. It was faint now, the nost
lucent of zaffer flushes, but the col or was becomi ng nore pronounced. Soon the boul ders began to
cast pronounced shadows in the unearthly | um nance.

Monk's ears picked up a faint squeal, a whistling note such as had characterized the blue
transient in South America.

Shrops had not conme out of the yurt. Wondering about that, Mnk wheel ed and peered inside.

The Cockney was on all fours above a cluster of boxes over which a nundah had been reposing. The
boxes had bl ack insulating panels, dials, knobs, and sw tches.

Wth a frenzied haste, Shrops manipul ated the controls on the nmechani sm

Leaping to his feet, the Cockney dived out of the felt tent of a shelter. He glanced to the



north, fromwhence the blue gl ow was approachi ng. Then he peered fixedly into the west. It was
apparent that he expected sonething to cone out of the west.

Not hi ng appear ed.

"Blimre!" he wailed. "Blinmme!"

H s apple of a face bl anched. He kneaded his hands together in an agony of suspense.

Still nothing came out of the west.

The blue in the northern sky changed froma haze to a glare, and this becane a glitter which
ached the eyes.

"Blimre!" croaked Shrops. "Saturday Loo 'as taken mny part 0' the blue nmeteor. It should be
comn', but it aint!"

Brown nen were yelling in excitenent, and shielding their eyes agai nst the scream ng blue terror
in the north.

They ran toward Shrops. "The cure, master!" they cried.

Shrops sl apped his |eft hand agai nst the pocket which he had touched so often.

"H ain't got enough t' go around!" he barked. "The main supply 0' the stuff was wit' our part O
the blue neteor. An' Saturday Loo nust've nade off wit' that!"

"Di vide what you have!" barked a swarthy man.

Shrops dived a hand into his clothing and brought out a revol ver.

"Back, you bloomn' dogs!" he grated. "Hi 've only got enough t' fix one man up!"

The Tibetans mlled in front of him Some were belligerent, casting |longing eyes at their
weapons. Two or three fell on their knees and stuck their tongues out in attitudes of neek

suppl i cation.

Monk, taking advantage of the tension, sidled toward Shrops.

Shrops saw him

"Blarst you!" the Cockney yelled. He jutted his gun at Monk and pulled the trigger.

The bul l et, however, clinbed off in the direction of the oncom ng blue nmeteor, its sound a feeble
squeak in the face of the overpowering scream which the blue nystery was making.

A rock, small and jagged, had collided with Shrops's wist, and knocked the gun asi de. Agony nade
Shrops drop his weapon. He |ooked in the direction fromwhich the flung stone had cone.

A gi ant of bronze was approaching, seemng to nove with the terrific speed of |ight.

Shrops whirled, yelling in fear, and ran.

Monk had ducked at the prospect of receiving a bullet, although the act woul d never have saved
him had Doc not thrown the rock. Down on all fours, he tried to rear up and pursue the Cockney. But
smal |, rounded stones under himrolled and del ayed him

Doc whi pped past .

Terror had |l ent speed and cunning to Shrops's flight. Several yaks were near by. Shrops sprang
upon one of these.

The yak is ordinarily not a speedy aninmal, but this one was scared. It bounded away fromthe
vicinity with an agility which no horse could have equalled on such precarious, rocky footing.
Doc pitched in pursuit. Mnk also followed, but was soon |eft far behind.

The blue glare in the north became nore painful to the eye, and its shriek racked the ears.

For sone seventy yards, Doc barely held his own with Shrops and the cow i ke steed, for the going
was especially treacherous. Then he gained rapidly. Wthout slackening his pace, he scooped up a
rock and flung it.

There was no sound as it hit Shrops - the thunp was as nothing conpared to the banshee squawl of
the blue neteor. Shrops, his breath jarred out, toppled off the yak.

An instant |later Doc was upon him A short mauling stroke of a bronze fist reduced the Cockney to
sensel essness. Doc di pped a hand into Shrops's pocket.

He brought out the netal cylinder with a screw on top.

STRAI GHTENI NG, Doc sprinted back toward Monk. Possibly he intended to adm nister sone of the
antidote for the blue nmeteor's evil spell to Monk.

Per haps, al so, he hoped to be of sone assistance to his other four aides and Rae Stanley. The
latter, following Doc's radio directions, had kept close to Monk's captors, and were now | urking
near the Kurt.

Doc could see Rae Stanley in the shelter of a boul der where, until the azure glitter had cone out
of the north, there had been darkness. The young wonman had both hands pressed over her eyes to shut
out the awful |ight.

The bronze man stunbl ed, alnost fell. Recovering his bal ance, he went on nore sluggishly. H's
metal lic features bore frozen determnation.

Again, he tripped. H's usual agility seened to have vani shed. The weird power of the blue neteor
was descendi ng upon his brain.

It cane to Doc with certainty that he could not reach his friends in tine. Long before he could
even gain Mnk's side, he would be down, overcone by the power of the nmeteor. And even shoul d he
acconpl i sh the inpossible and join them there was, by Shrops's attestation, only enough of the
antidote in the netal cylinder to save one nan.

However, not until he went down a third tine and could not arise, and unintelligible runbling



sounds cane fromhis great |ungs when he tried to nmake words, did he open the netal tube. He had
wai ted nearly overlong. His fingers, possessed of a strange ainl essness, could hardly renove the
cap.

The instant the cap was free of the cylinder, a fantastic blue aurora appeared at the nouth, a

gl ow brighter even than the hell-blue in the northern heavens. The flare | eaped upward like flane
pl ayed there a nmonent, then vani shed

Doc Savage seened to |lose all vestige of his remaining mght and vitality. He sank as if stricken
between the eyes with a sl edge swung by a brawny arm

He was on a steep slope at the nonent - the region where the pursuit of Shrops and the yak had
been so difficult. He collapsed, and there was no | evel spot to prevent his huge frame from
rolling

Over and over, he tunbl ed downward. Boul ders were | oosened, and bounced agai nst other boul ders
and all the rocks joined in a dancing procession down the declivity. Dust clinmbed up fromthe
turnmoil, and snow mingled with it in a gray swirl as drifts were disturbed. The giant bronze body of
Doc Savage was |ost to sight

There grew a great |andslide which traveled for thousands of yards down the nountainside before
it piled stone, shale, clay, sand and snowin the valley to a depth, in spots, of a hundred feet
But | ong before the aval anche ceased noving, the blue nmeteor betook itself overhead with a
whi pl i ke snap and was gone into the night sky

Chapter 18. THE DEVIL'S NEST

MEN poured over the nountaintop fromthe left. They were Mb-Gaei's followers, and they had been
far to one side, so that they m ght escape the hideous effects of the blue neteor

Despite the fact that none of them had been under the uncanny sky visitor, however, several

i ndividual s of weaker Constitution stunbled erratically and seened a little insane. They had not
avoi ded the spell entirely.

In the | ead bounded an apparition in brilliant yellow robes and a purple nask of Bron, the yak
denon.

Mb- Gnei hinmsel f! He cried out in squawking tones |ike those of a nmagpie

"The bronze man! Find the bronze man! Kill himinstantly"

A thug evidently took this to mean that all of the group overcome by the blue nmeteor were to be
slain. He plucked a |long sword, sprang to the side of Rae Stanley and lifted the bl ade

The young worman stood perfectly notionless in the nmoonlight. Her eyes were wi de and gl assy

Al though the sword bl ade was suspended before her eyes and nurder rode the face of the brown fiend
wi el di ng the weapon, she gave no sign that she conprehended peril.

Her brain had ceased functioning

The swordsman gathered his nuscles for the stroke that would end her life.

There was a rap of a sound like that of a brittle stick breaking, only |ouder. The swordsman gave
a small junp, and fell flat on his back, and spots on opposite sides of his skull began to turn red
and noist, and to steamin the intense cold

M- Grei waved the automatic pistol with which he had killed his foll ower.

"Keep the prisoners alive for the tine being," he ordered; and his unearthly, cackling voice was
even stranger than usual

At the shot, every one had halted. They stood and stared at the dead nman, at M-Gmei, at the gir
and the others whose brains had suspended functioning

"Find the bronze devil!" M-Gaei cackl ed again. Round-faced nen scattered hastily to conply with
the order. They stood on the nountainside and peered downward, where boul ders still gnashed together
like great teeth. They strove to pierce the boiling fog of dust and snow.

"No one could live in that," they nuttered

But they did not take Doc Savage's dem se for granted. G ngerly, naking a human chain by hol di ng
hands, they descended the treacherous slope. They used powerful flashlights for illum nation.

Over the settling debris in the valley, they scranbled. They peered into cracks and tried to

| ever boul ders asi de

"It would be the work of an arny to nove all of this," they decided

So they went up to Mo-Gaei and reported. "The bronze devil, who has the lives of a cat, is
assuredly dead," they said

"Il he is not dead, each of you will have a chance to try life without his head," M- Gnei
promised in his high, irrational gobble

The men shivered, but stood their ground

"W will not |ose our heads," they declared. "For the bronze man nmet his end in that |andslide."
"Good!" gibbered Mo-Gaei. "Tie all of these prisoners and bring themalong."

"Why not end their |ives now?"

"Because, 0 nmen of small wits, the bronze devil may still live. In such case, we will buy him off
with the lives of these others."

"But the bronze one is dead."

"It will do no harmto hold these friends of his. They are without their brains."

"And what about Shrops?"



A horrible cackle of mirth came from behind the purple yak nask.

"l have a special hell to which | wish to consign Shrops,"” said Mb-Gaei. "Cone. Let us return to
our castle."”

TWO hours later, the nen of Mb-Omei filed into their chief stronghold bearing Rae Stanley, Doc
Savage's five men, Shrops, and Shrops's Ti betan aides.

The party nmade a great, evil cloud of humanity, which swarmed up one of the nunerous nountain
peaks of the region.

Atop the peak stood Mo-Gnei's aerie. The place was not unlike a castle mnus noat and

dr awbri dge.

Wal Is were of brown rock, nud-nortared, and wi ndows were al nbpst nonexi stent. The place towered
fully three stories, and judging fromthe amount of debris below the walls, there nust be numerous
subt erranean chanbers. Roofs were of hardened nud.

Much of the south side of the peak on which the great structure stood, had slid away into a

val l ey below in sonme past |andslide, |leaving a great sweep of |oose rock and exposed cl ay.

Mb- Gnei st ood beside the gate and watched the pitiful Captives carried in. Toward the end he flew
into a rage, wailing, "Were is their baggage?"

"We left it, O Mb-Onei, The Devil-faced, Master of the Blue Meteor, and Future Master of All

Manki nd. Their |uggage was too nuch of a burden to carry."

"Return and get it, O nman-who-nade-the-m stake-of-thinking-for-hinself. And take with you a force
of men to search that |andslide thoroughly for the body of Doc Savage."

"It is cold and not pleasant -

"Silence! Go!"

The moon-faced man nodded, but not cheerfully. He glanced at the sky. It was very cold tonight,
and noreover, indications were that a buran, one of the violent windstorns of central Asia, m ght
stri ke before dawn. He knew better, though, than to argue with M- CGnei.

Gat hering a squad of assistants, he shuffled off in the chill noonlight.

Mb- Gmei supervi sed the placing of the prisoners, following as they were carried down gl oony
passages and through cavernous roons that snelled of buttered tea and, farther on, of incense. The
floors were of stone, and did not show great wear.

The entire structure had been built a long time, obviously, yet did not seemto have been nuch

t enant ed.

The captives were dunped in a |large, wi ndow ess room the door of which was crossed by a great
bar .

"Quard themclosely," M-Gnei directed frombehind his purple nmask. Then be anbled off, yellow
robes swi shing, cackling denoniacal mrth.

SILENCE fell within the confines of the ancient building. Cccasionally |ow, guttural words of

p' al -skad were spoken.

Several tinmes, neaningless bawing. sounds rattled through the subterranean runways and cavernous
roons. These noi ses were human, yet without any quality of saneness.

The sounds were made by the victins of the blue neteor, and the Ti betans exchanged uneasy gl ances
after bearing them Calloused though they were, and fanmliar with the effects of the scream ng bl ue
thing, nevertheless the noises got under their thick hides.

Two hours ticked into eternity.

The men sent to get the baggage returned. They had made a quick trip, for it was cold, and

runni ng and keepi ng warm was easi er than |oafing and freezing. Anyway, they were excited.
"Mo-Gnaei!" they shrieked. "Bad news, 0 Master!"

Mo-Gaei, still in yellow robes and purple Bron nask, Cane shuffling out of a passage. He m ght
have been an evil animal exiting fromits burrow

"What ?" he cackl ed.

"The baggage was gone."

Mo- Gaei was ominously silent.

"Master, we |looked in all places, but nowhere was there trace of what you sent us for," insisted
one of the party uneasily.

Mb- Gmei continued to say nothing. Back of the yell owi sh eyes of the Bron mask, the orbs of the
man glittered. The yellow pupils of the mask were evidently col ored glass, through which vision was
possi bl e. The upturned horns, great things that appeared |like a set of needl e-poi nted handl ebars,
added to the villainous aspect of the masquerade.

"What else did you find?" he denmanded.

H s men squirned. "There is naught, except that we could not find the baggage. It had vani shed."
The tone in which these words were spoken, however, reveal ed that they were not the truth. The
men were not good liars. Mp-Gaei had spotted their uncertainty with the first speech.

"The truth!" he ripped.

"It seems that we will |ose our heads, O Master," a man wailed. "The bronze man still |ives! W
found a path where be had | eaped clear of the landslide, and had stunbl ed through snow "

"Did you not try to follow?" M-Gmei demanded om nously.

"We did. But the bronze man becane stronger as be went on, and soon we lost the trail. It nust



have been be who carried off the baggage."

Mb- Gmei | aunched into a cackling tirade which noved his followers to recoil in horror.

"l shall boil each of you in yak tallow, and crack open your skulls that the ravens may feast!"
he snarled. "I shall - "

Abruptly, he fell silent, apparently Considering.

i Your punishnment can wait," he said. "It may be that you can escape your just fate, if you do ny
bi dding well."

Every man went to his knees and stuck out his tongue to indicate his abject obeisance.

Chapter 19. THE METEOR THAT FAI LED

MO GNEI gestured to his henchmen, urging themerect.

"Go," he commanded. "Bind all of the prisoners nost solidly, and bring themto the |large central
room- to ny personal quarters."

The men scuttled off, falling over each other in their haste to obey. Visions of death, which
they had held a noment ago, had faded, had even turned to dreans of a rosy future, the chief
attraction in which would be nuch wealth extracted fromrich Anerican cities. This would be done by
threats of sending the blue neteor over, or by actually sending it, then entering and robbing the
hel pl ess t owns.

Mo- Gmrei hinmsel f marched to a portion of the vast structure which was nore pretentiously furnished
than the outer roons. A man occupied this. He was not a Tibetan, but of sone other Oriental strain,
with a mingling of Caucasian bl ood.

"You will send the blue nmeteor up," commanded Mo-Gaei. "Cover all of the surrounding country.
That bronze devil, Doc Savage, is at large, and we nust elimnate him"

Mb- Gmei ' s manner as he addressed this man was slightly nore courteous.

The man departed hurriedly, naking his way to the roof of the mountaintop stronghold. The roof
was flat, and of no inconsiderable size. At one end was a snall shed.

when the door of the shed was opened, a pale blue glare cane out. It was very dark where

moonl i ght did not penetrate, and the glare was not pronounced enough to permt a view of what the
shed hel d.

Cl anki ng sounds issued fromthe structure, noises which indicated wenches were being used.

Soon the man scanpered out of the shed. He carried a small portable radio transmtter, to which
was fitted a conplicated-|ooking device. He carried this down fromthe roof and through the outer
door of the ancient building. He had |left the shed doors open.

Then he turned dials and swi tches on his apparatus.

Up on the roof, a whistle started. It was low at first, but becane |ouder after the fashion of a
siren.

The man turned another dial. Wth a scream sonmething left the rooftop - an object of a pale blue
color. This receded rapidly.

when it was alnpst a nmile away, the expert operated still another dial.

A great blue blaze covered all the sky. The blue nmeteor was abroad!

Mani pul ating dials, the man sent the blue nmeteor scooting back and forth across the sky, skinm ng
close to the nmountai ntops and even di pping into such valleys as were clearly defined in the

nmoonl i ght .

It seened like a living hunter, did that hideous blue thing of the skies, as it sought for Doc
Savage.

MO- GVNEI saw the blue neteor off. Then he betook hinself to the innernost recess of his castlelike
headquarters. At his order, half a dozen men trailed him

The caval cade turned into a room Doubtless the men with M-Gnei had been present in the chanber
before, but so great was the Oriental splendor of the place that they stopped to stare, a bit

br eat hl ess.

Ri ch rugs overlay the crude stone floor. Costly tapestries covered every exposed inch of wall.
The nunber and plunpness of the pillows scattered about nmade the place resenble a novie director's
idea of a hareminterior.

The nost striking feature, however, was a square opening in the floor. A low wall surrounded
this.

Bl ue light cane fromthe opening, a plune of it so brilliant as to cause the eyes to pain.
Arrayed near the shaft nmouth, from which poured the azure glitter, were tightly bound figures.
Monk and Ham were cl ose together, and Rae Stanley was next to them Long Tom cane next; then
Johnny, nore skeleton-like than usual in the unearthly blue glow of the meteor, and big-fisted
Renny.

John Mark Shrops occupi ed a position of honor well to one side.

Expressi onl ess faces and bl ank eyes showed that none of the captives knew what was goi ng on.

Mb- Grei strode over and peered into the shaft. The blue light on his purple devil mask nade a
revol ti ng conbi nati on.

"l see many bodies," he cackled. "W are they? Not, | hope, any that | would have enjoyed

di sposi ng of ?"

"Only the men who hel ped Shrops,"” replied one of M-Gnei's cohorts.



Mb- Gnei backed fromthe evil opening.

"These shall be awake to enjoy thenselves," he said, his parrotlike voice unusually raucous. He
indi cated the bound and nental ly inactive prisoners. "Bring me the cure-cylinders, that | may make
them normal . "

A man scanpered out, and cane back with an arm oad of the screwcapped netal tubes. Seizing one of
these, Mo-Gmei held it close to the head of big-fisted Renny and backed the cap off.

There was a blinding blue flash; a plunme of flane seened to play about the top of the tube, then
vani shed.

The bl ankness slowy faded from Renny's eyes. The expression on his long, puritanical face becane
sane. He stared at the hideous apparition in the mask of Bron, the yak denon. He noted particularly
the 1ong, upturning, needl e-pointed horns.

"Holy cow " he nuttered.

Mo- Gvei went rapidly to the other prisoners, opening a cylinder close to the head of each. Al
regai ned their senses.

He had just revived Shrops when an interruption canme. A man dashed in.

"Die li lai!" he cried. "Cone here! Sonething is wong!"

"Wong with what, 0 stupid one?"

"The bl ue nmeteor behaves not as it shoul d!"

"Watch these prisoners!" M-Gaei ordered, and ran out, yellow robes fluttering, using both hands
to hold his purple mask on. The hands were purple-gl oved.

THE man with the radi o apparatus was perspiring and working over his dials and knobs.

"Look!" he said, and pointed at the distant sky.

The blue neteor was still emitting its piercing whistle and crawing back and forth in the sky.
But, as Mod-Gaei watched, the meteor darted to one side.

"1 did not do that," nmuttered the man at the controls. "There nust be sonething wong with the
radi o control apparatus."”

"Let me see," snarled Mb-Gmei. "I do not see how anything could go awry. | perfected this
apparatus nyself. It is fool proof."

He swooped upon the boxes containing the wireless transmtter and the attendant devices necessary
for remote control by radio.

The distant blue meteor whipped off its course again. This tine it did not return to its route.
It cane directly toward the nountaintop stronghol d.

"The control transmitter is perfect!" M-QGaei shrieked.

"Then what- "

"The bronze devil!" walled Mo-Gwei. "He is using a transmitter of his own upon it. He has
listened to our own sending signals, gotten their wavel ength, and adjusted his apparatus
accordingly."

A wild scene now ensued. Repeatedly, M-Gaei sought to steer the blue neteor away fromthe
mountain. Twi ce he al nbst succeeded, only to have the squealing sky terror head straight for him
once nore.

"The bronze man's transnitter is the stronger!" he squawked.

Wth frenzied fingers, Mo-Gaei felt in his yellow robe for one of the metal cylinders. He found
only one specinen in his possession.

Hol di ng the canister in his hands, he watched the blue neteor cone toward him

Behi nd Mb- Gaei, noon-faced nmen dashed nadly about. It seened that few of themcarried the

cylinders which held the cure for the blue meteor's spell. A nad scranbl e ensued as they sought to
get them
Only a few succeeded. For, with a deafening wall, the blue nmeteor screeched overhead.

As it went over, Md-Gaei opened his canister, holding it close to his face. The plumi ng bl ue

bl aze and the glitter of the azure sky-travel er interm ngled.

Mb- Grei swayed, but nanaged to keep his feet. Going on, the blue neteor hit the slope of an

adj acent nountain. There was a great burst of blue fragnents. Like sparks, they poured down the
nmountain slope. And |ike bits of blue-hot netal, they gl owed even after they stopped rolling.

Mb- Gnei stared about anxiously.

He was not surprised at what he saw - a Hercul ean bronze man conming up the nmountain side with

great | eaps.

"Di h-gun!" M-Gaei shrilled. "Qur eneny!"

WHEELI NG, Mo-Gaei dived into the huge old building. He called out loudly to his nen.

"The roof! W& can shoot the bronze man fromthe roof!" He scranbled up ranshackl e stone stairs,
trailed by such of his fo!!lowers as had nanaged to get possession of the netal cylinders before the
bl ue neteor passed over head.

From the rooftop, they opened fire.

Men firing downward are prone to overshoot, and Doc Savage heard the first bullets nake

rat-squeak sounds in the noonlight over his head.

Doc doubl ed asi de, seeking the shelter of rocks. He had gotten closer to the building than he had
expected before being fired upon. The walls of the castlelike structure were perhaps a hundred yards



di stant.

He di pped a hand inside his clothing and brought out a globular netal object two inches in
diameter. He flipped this a few feet ahead.

A trenmendous quantity of black snoke poured fromthe netal globe. The chill night wind swept it
upward toward the hilltop fortress.

Doc had been careful to choose for his assault the side fromwhich the wind blew

The gi ant bronze man arose under cover of the black pall and glided forward. Bullets were
searching for him but few of themcanme close - especially after he swerved far to the right and
approached the high stone walls fromthe side.

Doc's garnments were torn. In nunerous places his bronze skin was broken. In fact, he was nore
battered than he had been for a long tinme. It had been no sinple task to escape fromthe | andslide
whi ch he had started.

Just why he had keel ed over when opening the cure-cylinder, it had taken himsone tinme to figure
out. He had concluded it was because he had been inexperienced in use of the cure. The stuff, of
course, was highly potent.

Doc wore a | eather vest which had been in his luggage. This was fitted with i nnunerabl e pockets.
From one of these, he drew a tiny gas bonb. He | obbed it atop the roof.

No mask was necessary with this type of gas. The stuff, although it produced sudden

unconsci ousness, becane ineffective after mixing with the air for somewhat |ess than a mnute. when
using it, Doc had nerely to hold his breath until the gas did its work and dissolved in the air.
From anot her of the vest pockets Doc drew a silken cord, to one end of which was affixed a
grappling iron. He sprung the grapple open.

Reaching the walls, he flung the hook upward. It caught sonewhere and hel d. He nounted the silken
line as agilely as a spider clinbs its web.

only two rifles were firing fromthe roof, now The other gunnen nust have succunbed to the gas
bonb.

Wthout hesitating, Doc swung over the roof edge. He cane face to face with one of M-Gmei's

nen.

The swarthy fellow whipped his rifle around, shrieking at the top of his voice as he did so, and
pul led the trigger.

Doc toppl ed backward of f the rooftop.

"l HAVE done it!" howed the rifleman. "My bullet brought death to the bronze one!"

The squat man junped up and down several times to celebrate his feat, then scuttled forward to
see if he could discern the crunpled body of the bronze man through the snoke and ni ght nurk. He got
down on all fours and peered over the roof edge.

H's eyes all but fell out. H's nouth popped wide open to let out a yell of horror. The how

ended, as if his head had been | opped off bel ow the vocal cords, when m ghty bronze hands cl anped
hi s neck.

Ret ai ning his clutch on the nan, Doc Savage regai ned the roof. He had been clinging to the silk
cord, after being forced to dive off the roof to evade the rifleman's bullet. It had been a narrow
escape.

Doc belted his prize alongside the tenple with the edge of a hand. The fell ow gave one trenendous
ki ck, then becane |inp. Doc dropped him

From across the roof a gun coughed | ead.

Doc, twi sting down, weaving to one side, then the other, drew his flashlight. He scooted the beam
across the roof. The |um nance picked up Mb-Gmei's purple Bron mask and yel |l ow robe.

Mb- Grei had fired with an automatic, but he had a stubby submachi ne gun under the crook of an
arm Changing to this, he hosed bullets across the roof.

Long before the fellow made the shift fromautomatic to submachi ne gun, however, Doc had doused
his light and drifted to the left.

A square building reared there. He wenched the doors open, thinking perhaps that a stairway |ed
downward fromthe interior.

A weak blue glow met him He squirted his flashlight beami nside.

Reveal ed was the secret of the blue neteor.

The thing was a tiny nonoplane, too small to carry a man. To this was fitted a |arge, tubular
device. The contraption, secured beneath the fusel age, was fitted with hinges. No doubt it opened
wi de, actuated by nechanismwi thin, when in the air.

Openi ng, the cover exposed the substance which conposed the blue nmeteor itself. A faint glow even
penetrated the Container itself.

Doc took time to glance closely at the netal which conposed this cylinder. He decided it was
principally of lead, a netal nost resistant to strange ray phenonena.

The engi ne exhaust, after leading into a tank which snmoothed out the pressure, was di scharged
through a sinple whistle. That, then, accounted for the weird sound.

The pl ane was obviously radio-controlled. That in itself was not renarkable, radio control

devi ces having been in use for nearly twenty years.

There were other things of interest: for instance, a parachute which could be opened by a radio



impul se, lowering the craft safely where there was no | anding field.

Doc, however, did not have tine to nake a | engthy exam nation.

Mb- Grei began peppering the little hangar structure with his nachine gun.

Doc studied the guttering powder flame, getting Md-Gaei's |ocation. Then he drew a snall netal
container fromhis capacious |eather vest and flung it.

The thing burst softly near M-Onei's feet.

Chapter 20. THE BLUE PIT

DOC Savage shoul dered the hangar doors nore widely Open. He bent over the radio-controlled plane.
After only a short glance, his vast mechani cal know edge told himhow the thing operated. He threw a
switch and twisted two wi res together.

The engine started automatically, and the exhaust, pouring through the whistles, nade an
ear-splitting din.

Doc drew back. The whistles, of course, had been installed nmerely to heighten the eerie effect.
He played his flashlight on the wheels before the thing began to nove. Stooping swiftly, he

di sengaged a weed fragnent fromthe air valve. The weed was a South American variety.

This, then, was the stolen "blue neteor" which Shrops had carried across the Pacific and back
again in the Chilean Senorita. M-Gmei had recovered it.

Apparently, there were no nore of the devices.

The nonopl ane scooted out of the hangar and nounted fromthe roof. It was so tiny as to be hardly
di stinguishable in the fitful nmoonlight - the snmoke had now bl own away from the nountaintop
fortress.

Mo- Grei had st opped shooting. Apparently be feared Doc was up to some fiendish trick with the

bl ue et eor.

Doc wat ched the bluish blur that narked the position of the nonoplane. The plane dived for a

di stant nountai n-side, struck, and showered azure sparks down the steep sl ope.

Certain the thing was destroyed, Doc glided across the roof.

Mb- Grei had gone bel ow.

Doc reached the spot where the Bron-masked fiend had stood, and swept the packed mud with his
flashlight. The netal container which he had flung at Mb-Gmei had contained a sticky liquid,
sonmething |like the stuff which he had planted at the entrance of Shrops's yurt, but of a nore
grayi sh col or.

Mb- Grei had wal ked through the fluid.

Again, the pockets of Doc's vest yielded a tiny device. This resenbled a nagic lantern, nade to
fit the palmof the hand. Doc switched it on. Apparently, nothing happened. Certainly no visible
i ght appear ed.

He turned the lantern on the roof. M-Gaei's tracks instantly sprang out. They glowed |ike pale
green flane.

Doc followed the trail.

Hi s lantern device was a projector of ultra-violet light rays of a wave-Ilength outside the
spectrumvisible to the human eye. The material M-OGami was tracking was a substance which
fluoresced, or glowed, when exposed to ultraviolet rays. This was not an unusual property, being
possessed al so by such common substances as vaseline and aspirin.

Doc made great speed, for the trail could hardly have been easier to follow. It was nmarked ahead
in green fire.

He cane to the vast room which was tapestried and floored with |uxurious rugs - the roomin the
center of which gaped the open shaft with its blinding hal o of blue glare.

Doc's first view of that shaft naw was not pleasant.

Mb- Grei stood at the shaft Ilip.

H gh above his head, ready to fling into the shinmmering azure depths, M-Gmi held a bound man -
John Mark Shrops.

Nowhere el se on the rug-padded floor were there signs of the other captives.

Blue flickered fromthe shaft maw |i ke froma dragon nouth.

DOC Savage carried no gun. He had two reasons for not doing so: In the first place, he never took
human life directly, no matter how great the provocation. Secondly, Doc considered the possession of
a firearmbad psychology. A man with a gun in his pocket would come to depend upon the weapon,
instead of upon his wits. Relieved of the gun, he would be accordingly hel pl ess.

Hence, when Doc found M-Gaei hol ding Shrops over the pit, there was no gun at hand with which to
drive lead at the fiend in the Bron mask and yel |l ow robe.

Doc tossed a hand forward in a throwi ng notion. A snall pigeon egg of netal left his fingers and
sail ed toward M- Cnei.

The object burst with a terrific report inthe air in front of M-Gaei. The bl ast was deaf ening,
and flash blinding, for this was one of the little noise-and-glare bormbs which Doc had used on his
visit to the Village of the Mad Ones.

The concussi on knocked Mo-Gaei and his burden back fromthe shaft lip. Both fell to the stone
floor. So great was the wind of the explosion that rugs were scooped asi de, exposing the stones of
the floor.



Doc hurtled forward. The blast of the little bonb shoul d have tenporarily blinded and deaf ened

Mo- Giei .

But the nask nust have saved Mb-Gaei. The yellow eye glass in it had probably kept the glare away
to a degree. M>-Gmei twisted to his feet, clawi ng his submachine gun froma sling beneath his robe.
H s hand found the firing lever. The rapid-firer nmuzzle spouted flanme, noise, bullets. The breech
spewed snoking cartridge cases which rained about the foot of the yellow robe.

The slugs gouged nmud off the ceiling. Mb-Gaei had started firing without aimng. As a fireman
directs a hose stream the Bron nonster swayed the | ead torrent toward Doc Savage.

The bronze giant, knowing very well his own ability, realized he could not get to Md-Gaei before
the bullet streamfound him He swerved and doubled | ow. This put him behind the upraised stone wall
around the shaft |ip.

Mb- Gaei cackl ed shrilly and danced over to get Doc in view He was a trifle slow. Doc got to a

si de door and dived through.

Doc fell over a not-too-yielding formon the floor.

"Holy cow " grunted Renny's voice.

The bronze man scooped the big-fisted engineer up and noved himto one side of the door.

Faint blue light cane in fromthe other room It disclosed nore bound figures.

Rae Stanl ey, Mnk, Ham Johnny, Long Tom - all were there.

"The guards ran out," Renny runbled. "W managed to flop in here. Shrops tried to go the other
direction. M-Gaei met "im"

Doc untied his five nen.

"All of you but Mnk scatter,” he directed. "Go over this place and clean up such of the outfit

as are still on their feet. Mnk, you'll stick here and help take care of M-Onei."

DOC passed gas bonbs to his nmen, and they darted away. Md-Gaei was still behind the shaft-nouth
parapet in the other room Fromthis shelter he drove occasional bullets. He seened afraid to flee,
doubt | ess believing Doc had a gun.

Pretty Rae Stanley crouched behind Doc.

Monk peered into the other room- then drew back as | ead popped about the door.

"What' 1l we do?" he asked.

"Let himmake the first nove," Doc suggest ed.

Silence fell. It was a deadly quiet. It seened to get on Monk's nerves; he broke it with
conversati on.

"What kind of a joint is this, anyway?" he asked. "Surely M-Gaei didn't build it."

"It's a nonastery erected above the spot where the blue neteor buried itself, nmany years ago,"

Doc expl ai ned.

Monk nodded in the pale blue light reflected fromthe other room Doc's vast know edge of
architecture had undoubtedly inforned himof the nature of the building.

"Probably | amas noted the effect of the buried nmeteor, thought it was an evil spirit, and erected
this structure to conbat it," Doc continued. "Then, after many of themwere driven insane, they
concluded the evil spirit was too strong, and quitted the place. That's only a surm se on ny part,
however . "

"Sounds reasonable," Mnk replied.

Mb- Gaei''s gun howl ed, and its |lead battered rock fragnents off the edge of the door.

"So the blue nmeteor is at the bottomof that shalt," Mnk grunted.

"Cbviously. It struck just below the tip of the nountain and penetrated deeply. This devil-

Mb- Gmei - dug down to it. He is a clever scientist. He evolved a reactionary agent which nullifies
the effects of the blue nmeteor. That is the stuff in the nmetal cylinders."

From di stant parts of the stronghold loud yells were drifting. The nature of these how s

indicated that Doc's men were overpowering such of Mb-Gaei's followers as had not been trapped by
the bl ue meteor.

"what is that blue meteor?" Mnk asked.

"A highly radi oactive substance,” Doc told him "To answer nore specifically will require a

| engthy examination in a well-equipped | aboratory. My general information | got from observation."
"You mean it's sonmethin' |ike radiun®"

"On that order," Doc agreed. He listened intently for any nove from Mb-Gmei. "Scientists do not
know t oo nmuch about atomic em ssions and ultra-ray phenonena, there being much doubt, for instance,
about the source of so-called cosmc rays. It is possible certain stellar bodies give off such rays,
just as the sun enmits light visible to the eye."

"When the blue nmeteor went over, it was a case of nmeteor stroke instead of sunstroke, huh?" Monk
grunt ed.

"Broadly speaking, it was like that," Doc agreed. "Even radiumhas a terrible effect on the

brain, as all medical men know, if brought in too close proximty. This blue nmeteor undoubtedly gave
of f emanations of much greater violence."

Doc paused to listen. M-Gaei seened to be noving about - at |east, scuffing sounds canme from

behi nd the shaft escarpnent.

"THE emanations fromthe blue neteor sinply shocked the human nerve systeminto a state of



paral ysis," Doc conti nued.

"Any idea what the antidote is?" Mnk queried.

"Some substance distilled fromthe blue nmeteor," Doc surmised. "It was in a vapor form |t nerely
acted as an antidote, a counter-irritant which kept the nerves functioning despite the shock of the
bl ue nmeteor emanations."

The scuffling sounds behind the shaft wall were becom ng | ouder.

"What a hi deous weapon that blue neteor was!" choked Rae Stanl ey.

Her face was white; her voice was shrill.

"In the wong hands, it was," Mnk agreed. "But it's just about out of the w ong hands, now. "
The girl stared tensely at Doc.

"My father!" she choked. "I have seen no sign of hinm"

Doc's weird gol d-fl ake eyes renmined fixed on the other room and he did not answer.

"My father - haven't you any idea where he is?" Rae Stanley repeated.

Doc said gently, "Keep a grip on your nerve, Rae."

Her eyes began to noisten. "You nean - "

"That |'mafraid the news about your father will not be what you had hoped for," Doc told her.
Chapter 21. THE FANCI EST LI AR

THE scuffling behind the shaft wall in the other room abruptly becane understandabl e. Curses

expl oded. Grunts puffed.

Two nmen heaved up behind the parapet. M-Gaei and Shrops! They were | ocked in ferocious enbrace.
I'n sone fashion, Shrops had nanaged to free his hands. He had his arns banded around the sinister
apparition in the yell ow robe and purple mask of the yak denon.

"Now s our chance!" Monk yell ed.

But Doc was already on his feet and whipping into the large room

M- Gaei | ooked around and saw the bronze giant. The sight naddened him He pitched about in an
effort to free hinmself. He got clear.

The Bron nmask hanpered his vision, and he stepped back alnmost to the Iip of the pit. Even then he
woul d not have fallen in, however. But Shrops, howing in rage, dived forward.

The Cockney's shove propelled M-Gaei over the wall and into the pit.

Mb- Gaei clutched nadly. His hands nanaged to tangle in Shrops's hair, and he jerked the Cockney
along as he fell.

Both nmen shrieked as they sank into the glittering blue depths. The shrieks seemed to sink into
the depths of the earth. Sonehow, the receding wails were rem ndful of the dying whistle of the blue
net eors themsel ves.

The sounds ended w th meani ngful abruptness.

Raci ng forward, Doc peered into the pit, shielding his eyes fromthe glare. He stared for only a
momrent. Then he drew away and waved Monk and Rae Stanley back.

"There's no need of looking," he said. "lIt's a sight you m ght remenber too long."

Monk grunted, "You nean

"The shaft must be two hundred feet deep,” Doc replied. "They were killed by the fall."

Rae Stanl ey suddenly covered her face with her hands and choked, "My father - hunt him -

An arm across her shoul ders, Doc gui ded her outside.

Ham appear ed.

"We've got just about everybody," reported the dapper |awyer.

Doc signalled him and Ham took over the handling of Rae Stanley. He guided her to an adjacent
chanber .

Bi g-fisted Renny dashed up. His arns were | aden with nunerous of the netal cure-cylinders.
"Lookit!" he runmbled. "There's enough of these things to return normalcy to those poor devils who
were overcome by the blue neteor in South America.”

"We'll ship themover as quickly as possible,"” Doc told him

Long Tom and Johnny turned up, satisfaction on their faces.

"We've got the whole outfit, Doc," the electrical w zard grunted.

"Locked in the strongest roomin the place," added gaunt Johnny.

Monk squinted at the mouth of the shaft with its topping plume of blue light, then eyed Doc.

"Who was Mo-Gnei ?" he asked. "Or did you get a look at his face."

"H's face is visible at the bottomof the shaft,"” Doc said, after a pause. "The purple nmask cane
off in the fall."

"I's he sonebody we know?"

Doc was very slow in answering.

"This is one of the fewtimes | have really hated to reveal the identity of a villain," he said
at last. "In fact, we're not going to disclose it to the world."

The others seened astounded. "why not?"

"This man was undoubtedly robbed of his nental bal ance by the blue neteor," Doc explained. "As
far as his right mnd was concerned, he has probably been dead for many nonths. His body |lived, and
init the distorted shred of nentality which the blue neteor had left him"

Monk gul ped, seenming too surprised to speak. He had conprehended the identity of M-Gaei, from



Doc' s words.

"The man was not responsible for his hideous plan to nmake hinself master of civilization," Doc
continued. "It was the product of an irrational brain, that idea. There is little doubt but that it
woul d have succeeded had his own nen, Shrops and Saturday Loo, not doubl e-crossed him"

"When did you get a line on his identity, Doc?" Mnk demanded.

"In the Village of the Mad Ones," Doc replied slowy. "I was nmasquerading as Mb-Gaei, and told a
guard that the bronze man was hol ding the man who was actually McGaei. Wien the guard instantly
real i zed Mb-Gaei could not be a prisoner and be addressing himat the sanme tinme, he gave an alarm
That told nme the truth.”

"And when Rae Stanley asked you about her father," said Mnk, "you didn't tell her."

"I did not tell her that Professor Stanley was M-Gaei," Doc said grimy.

"BROTHERS, " the bronze man continued, "we're going to keep Rae Stanley from | earning her father
was Md-Gaei. She's a swell girl, and Stanley was not nentally responsible. The blue neteor got him
undoubtedl y. "

Doc went over to the shaft and glanced into its blue depths. He coul d see Professor Stanl ey,

still wearing the yellow robe of Mb-Gaei.

Near by lay Saturday Loo, who had turned traitor to Shrops. No doubt M-Gaei had cast himto his
death. There were other victins of M-OGaei's poor, deranged m nd down there.

Doc drew back. He plucked a nmetal egg of a bonb fromhis vest and tossed it into the shaft. Then
he herded his nmen swiftly outside.

There was a whooping roar. The stone floor shuddered; |unps of nud junped off the walls; the
celling groaned. The floor all about the shaft caved in, and the azure |ight shut off, indicating
that the pit had closed itself tightly.

"It will never be opened again," Doc said grimy. "W'Ill have the Ti betan governnent see to
that."

A sober file of men, Doc and his aides noved toward the room which held Ham and Rae Stanl ey.
"Professor Stanley - was M-Gaei," Mnk nunbl ed. "That explains why the Tibetan natives hated
white nen. A runor got out that M-OGmei was white, probably."

Doc replied nothing. The flake-gold of the bronze nan's eyes seened | ess aninated than usual, as
if at rest.

The men wal ked t hrough the anci ent nonastery and canme near the room which hel d Ham and Rae

St anl ey.

Monk hel d up a hand.

"Let ne handle this," he nuttered. "I'mthe fanciest liar in the gang."

They entered the room

Rae Stanl ey | ooked up tearfully. "My father -

"Perished several nonths ago," Mnk told her.

THE END



