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Chapter 1. THE Pl NHEADS

ON THE fifteenth of the nonth, Bruno Hen did the thing which was actually his first step toward

di saster -- a disaster that was to affect not only hinself, but many others as well.

Bruno Hen sold his furs on this date.

Most of the pelts were nuskrats, cunningly stolen fromthe trap lines of Bruno Hen's nei ghbors,

the chief |oser being big, honest, sloww tted Carl MacBride. The thefts were slyly executed, for
Bruno Hen was as foxy a half-breed as the North M chi gan woods hel d.

Ox-like Carl MacBride never suspected.

Not that Carl MacBride |iked Bruno Hen. One day big MacBride had cone upon Bruno Hen killing a
chicken for dinner. The breed had been choking the chicken to death and taking great glee in
prolonging the fow's death agonies. After that, Carl MacBride held a suspicion that no nore cruel a
breed than Bruno Hen ranged North M chigan.

The fur market was strong the day Bruno Hen sold. His pelts brought nore than he had expected. So
he decided to cel ebrate.

Thi s decision was his second step toward disaster.

The Atlas Congress of Whnders was showi ng at Trapper Lake that day. The Atlas did not anmobunt to
much as a circus, being financially very much down at the heel. But it was the best Trapper Lake
of fered. So, by way of celebrating, Bruno Hen went to the circus.

That was his third step in the direction of disaster. The fourth pace, taken all unknow ngly, was
when he stopped in front of the freak side show

"Ladi es and gentlenen!" baw ed the side show barker. "W have here a stupendous, narvel ous,
awesone, dunbfoundi ng sight! W have here the three nost ammzing beings ever to cone from darkest
Africa! Look them over, good people. Try to nake yourselves realize that these nonstrosities are
actual |y human. They are called the pinhead nmen. They are canni bal savages from darkest Africal"
The Atlas Congress of Winders was not above faking an occasional wild man or a cannibal, but it
chanced that these pinheads were the genuine articles. They had been brought from Africa by a nore
af fluent circus, which had then gone bankrupt.

Bruno Hen noved close to the platformto stare at the three pinheads. He had never seen such

hi deous humans.

The pinheads were squat, the tallest reaching barely to Bruno Hen's topnost vest button. They

were nearly as broad as tall, and they were as black as human skin could practically be. They m ght
have been oversi ze nobnkeys, shaven bare of hair, dyed black, and given a high polish.

The contour of their heads was especially haunting. Instead of being rounded in the fashion

consi dered nornal, the skulls sloped upward to a sharp point. The pin-pointed heads were al so very
small in proportion to the rest of their gnarled black bodies.

The pinheads had a trait of casting darting, aninmal-like |ooks about them At tines they junped

up and down, after the fashion of chinpanzees. They emitted caterwauling noises -- apparently their



way of conversing with each other.

Trapper Lake citizens, |ooking on, probably thought this behavior was part of the circus act.

They were m st aken.

The poor pinheads were beings al nost devoid of nentality.

BRUNO HEN | ooked at the pinheads and grinned fromear to ear. The idea of human bei ngs so

handi capped by nature tickled him He |aughed out |oud.

That laugh was his fifth step toward di saster.

The pinheads stared at Bruno Hen, their attention drawn by the |augh. Bruno Hen's smle was
derisive, but the pinheads did not have the intelligence to realize that. They thought the grin
friendly. They smled back, junped up and down, and beat their chests with nubbins of fists. Back in
the African bush, that was the way one showed heart-to-heart friendship.

Bruno Hen thundered another | augh. It was the sane kind of a laugh Carl MacBride had heard when

he had conme upon the breed slowy throttling a chicken to satisfy a lust for cruelty.

The utter cruelty of that |oud |augh caused the barker to end his spiel abruptly and stare at
Bruno Hen. The barker ran his eyes up and down the breed's person.

In Bruno Hen he saw a bul ky | out constructed on the lines of a brown bol ogna. Bruno Hen's

clothing was frayed, greasy. It never had fitted properly. He wore hi gh deerskin noccasins,
obviously made by hinself. He wore a dazzling green hat and a blinding-yellow necktie, both new
The barker was a pleasant-natured soul. He did not like Bruno Hen's laugh; it sent wintry chills
along his spine. He decided to bullyrag Bruno Hen to persuade himto nove on.

The barker sprang to one of the three pinheads, and made an el aborate pretense of listening to

the unintel ligible cackle the fell ow was nmaki ng.

"Crowd right up, folks!" he yelled. "An amazing thing has happened! These pinhead cannibals from
darkest Africa claimthey have just recognized a nenber of their tribe who was | ost years ago!"
The barker |eveled an armat Bruno Hen. "The pinheads claimthis man as their brother

tri besman. "

The crowd roared its |aughter.

The pi nheads hopped about, clucked and gobbl ed. They were just happy. But it |looked as if they
were agreeing with the barker. Actually, they couldn't understand a word he said.

Bruno Hen glowered. His fists nade big knobs at his side.

A grinning pinhead | eveled an arm at the breed and spouted gi bberi sh.

The barker yelled, "The gentleman from Africa declares that any one can tell this man is his
brother by | ooking at that green hat and yell ow necktie."

At this point, to the barker's relief, Bruno Hen stanped off. He yanked his green hat over his
eyes and | oosened his yellow necktie, as if it were too tight

Bruno Hen's swarthy neck was purple and he was muttering under his breath. It was a tribute to

his stupidity that he thought the pinheads had said what the barker declared they had. Accordingly,
he was very angry with the pinheads.

Farther down the midway was the strong-nman show. A fellow with renarkabl e nuscles stood on the
platform

"We have one of the strongest nen in the world!" the barker was clainmng raucously. "Only ten
cents, a dime, a tenth part of a dollar, to see himperform | mght even say this man is the
strongest in the world. The only other man who might be his equal is Doc Savage. But, unfortunately,
this Hercul ean gentl eman and Doc Savage have never matched strength. We do not know who is actually
the stronger."

Bruno Hen scow ed bl ackly.

"You may never see Doc Savage, folks!" yelled the barker, "So step in and see one of the

strongest men in the world!"

Bruno Hen tried to remenber who Doc Savage was. He seemed to have heard the nane before.

Soon the breed cane to a show featuring a nental nmarvel, a fellow who clained to be able to

answer any question asked of himwi thout consulting a reference book. The nental nmarvel was supposed
to know all things -- or so the barker was saying.

"The only living man who may possibly be a greater nmental marvel than this individual, is Doc
Savage! " extolled the barker.

Bruno Hen scratched his head, trying to renmenber.

"Doc Savage you nmamy never neet, ny good people," the barker how ed. "So pay a dinme and see the
mental marvel who is alnobst his equal!"”

Abruptly, Bruno Hen remenbered who Doc Savage was. He was an al nost | egendary figure, a man of
mystery, who was reputed to be a superman in strength and nmental ability. Doc Savage resided in New
York. He traveled to the ends of the earth, punishing wongdoers and hel ping others out of trouble.
In Trapper Lake stores, Bruno Hen had heard traveling sal esnen tell of Doc Savage's fabul ous

feats.

Little dreaming that Doc Savage -- to whom anmzing feats were conmmonpl ace events -- was to play

an inmportant part in the future of Trapper Lake, Bruno Hen wal ked on. He did not give a hoot about
the future of Trapper Lake, anyway.

WANDERI NG OVER t he circus grounds, Bruno Hen soon found hinself back anpbng the tents and wagons



whi ch the perfornmers used for living quarters.
He cane to a stop; his porcine eyes glittered. He put a wide, fatuous grin on his face.
Conming toward hi mwas a young woman with the nost striking hair Bruno Hen could recall having

seen -- hair the exact shade of steel. The young worman had it drawn |ike a tight steel skullcap,
with steellike knobs over her ears.
She wore boots, |aced breeches, and a brilliant red jacket. The garnents set off a shapely figure

to great advantage. A shiny netal revolver was belted about her wai st,

Bruno Hen was nothing if not bold. He prepared to accost the young wonan.

The girl evidently knew the ways of such |outs. She veered off and avoi ded him

Not daunted, Bruno Hen foll owed her. He stopped, however, when he saw t he young wonman pick up a
chair and calmy clinb into a cage with several ferocious-looking naned beasts. These greeted her
with ugly roars.

The steel-haired girl was a lion tamer.

St andi ng back, marveling that the lions did not devour her instantly, Bruno Hen watched the cage
as it was hauled into the Big Top.

Inside the Big Top, the ringmaster was bellowing, "And now we are going to present that
extravagant, unparalleled exhibition of human nerve!" He paused to get the proper drama. "Jean
Morris, and her troop of blood-thirsty, untaned |ions!"

Bruno Hen | oitered about in hopes of getting another glinpse of the young woman with the anazi ng
steel hair. But she did not appear. He concluded she nust have | eft by another exit.

He got to thinking of the pinheads again, and his rage arose. He stal ked off the circus grounds,
bought sonme groceries in Trapper Lake and bet ook hinself homne.

Bruno Hen had no idea that he had laid alnpost the full foundation for future disaster.

BRUNO HEN S cabin was located not far fromthe shore of |ake Superior. The structure was a

pat chwork of 1ogs, cheap slab lunber and tar paper. It had one room An open fireplace served for
both warnth and cooki ng. There was a w ndow, and plenty of cracks for ventilation.

Except for big, slowwtted Carl MacBride, who lived half a mle down the |ake shore, there were
no near nei ghbors, There was no tel ephone, and Bruno Hen took no newspaper.

Hence, when the Atlas Congress of Wwnders went bankrupt in Trapper Lake after counting the
proceeds of its |last performance, Bruno Hen did not |learn of the fact i nmediately.

The day following his experience at the circus, he expertly robbed a gill net set by Carl
MacBride. He took only such fish as he wished to eat; but instead of |eaving the others in the net,
he renpved them and tossed them asi de. He was not doing the fish a kindness, for he knocked each
finny specinmen in the head before discarding it. There was a peculiar twist to Bruno Hen's brain
whi ch nmade himdelight in cruelty.

The pretty circus lion tamer haunted his thoughts somewhat. Menory of her steel-hued hair
especially stuck with him

The next few days Bruno spent in overhauling his canoe, replacing a staved rib or tws, and

appl ying a coat of varnish. The fishing season was near. Wth the com ng of summer, he usually
travel ed south to a district nore inhabited, where he offered his services as a guide.

It was a week to the day after his visit to the circus when Bruno Hen took his next step toward
di saster.

He was getting a | ate supper when he heard a noise. He was frying fish. Over the sputter of
grease, he thought he heard a | ow noan.

Wth a quick gesture, he put out the light. Being of an evil nature hinself, Bruno al ways
expected the worst fromothers. H's eyes becane accustoned to the nurk. Although there was no noon,
the sky was cl oudl ess and the stars furnished fitful |um nance.

The breed eyed the wi ndow. The pane needed washi ng, but he could discern an object outside. H's
hair all but stood on end.

One frenzied | eap took Bruno Hen across the cabin to his rifle. He snatched it down, then dashed
out si de.

The thing at the w ndow had been a hideous apparition, yet vaguely famliar. A cold dew stood on
the breed's skin as he squinted into the night.

"HelI!" he swore.

The odi ous specter at the wi ndow had been one of the pinhead canni bal s.

ALL THREE of the grotesque little black fellows huddl ed near the wi ndow. They trenbled after the
manner of frightened ani mal s.

Bruno Hen, seeing that they were very scared of him felt nore bold.

"What d' you want?" he denmanded.

The answer was a hooting, clucking congloneration of sounds. Bruno Hen coul d understand no word
of it. He could not tell that the unfortunate pinheads, stranded when the circus went broke, were
slowy starving. Unable to speak English, and |acking the intelligence to convey their needs by
maki ng signs, the pinheads were in a predi canent.

Bruno Hen scowl ed at them thinking of the nortification they had caused himat the circus.

"Cet outa here!" he snarl ed.

The pinheads only waved their arnms nore vehenently and cackl ed | ouder. They were desperate for



food. One kneel ed, seeking to grasp Bruno Hen's knees in supplication.

Bruno Hen ki cked the pinhead, sending the unfortunate fellow spraw ing away.

Apparently pl eased by the sound of his foot on human flesh, the breed | aunched another kick. He
struck with his rifle barrel, with his fists.

The pi nheads, weakened by |ack of food, could evade only a few of the bl ows. Maul ed and bl eedi ng,
they finally managed to drag thensel ves away.

“I'll do worse next tine you show up!" Bruno Hen baw ed after them

The pinheads di sappeared in the tinber to the southward. The breed stood in the starlight until
he coul d no | onger hear sounds of their footsteps. Then, chuckling, he entered his cabin.

It was possibly ten mnutes later that he heard faint but terrible human screans.

These cane fromthe direction the pinheads had taken. They lasted only a nonment, and ended with
unpl easant abrupt ness.

"Probably two of 'emeatin' the third one," Bruno Hen snorted.

The breed did not know, but he had just taken his final step toward disaster.

Chapter 2. TERROR

MONTHS PASSED.

Bruno Hen went sout hward during the fishing season. Pickings as a guide, nuch to his disgust,
proved slender. Only two short engagenents did he obtain in sone ten weeks. Finally, there was a
third job. This one pronmised to pay well.

Bruno Hen, however, nade the mi stake of trying to lift a fat wallet which his tenporary enpl oyer
carried in a hip pocket. Upon being discovered, he narrowy mssed getting shot. To evade jail, he
was forced to flee back to the tinber fastnesses out of which he had cone.

If stolid Carl MacBride was surprised at Bruno Hen's premature return, he said nothing about it.
MacBride's fish traps had yielded a nore abundant catch during the past weeks, but he had failed to
attach the true significance to this.

If Carl MacBride was not surprised at Bruno Hen's early return, he was surprised when the breed
paid hima visit a few nights later.

Soret hi ng was wrong. MacBride could see that as be admtted the breed to his cabin. Bruno Hen's
eyes rolled. He perspired freely, although the night was cool.

There was a noticeable bulge in one of his coat pockets.

"Did you hear anything a few m nutes ago?" the breed asked bluntly.

Carl MacBride shook his head. He never used a word where a gesture would do. He had heard only

t he usual night sounds -- insects and nocturnal birds.

Bruno Hen's next question was nore surprising. "Wat happens when a nman goes crazy?"

MacBride did not |augh. "Search ne. He has funny ideas, | guess."

"He sees things, huh?"

"l reckon."

The visitor wiped his forehead with his palm then swabbed the pal mon his corduroy pants.
Abruptly, he thrust a hand in his bul ging coat pocket.

He brought out an enornous roll of greenbacks.

"You're the only honest man | know, MacBride," he said. "Want you to do nme a favor."

Carl MacBride was a great nountain of a man, reddened by nmany winds, and with eyes as blue as
Lake Superior itself. He eyed the noney placidly.

"Sure, I'll do you a favor," he runbled. "But | ain't takin' pay for it."

Bruno Hen pl aced the noney on a table.

"Take it," he directed. "If anything happens to ne, use this kale to hire the best detective in
the world."

Carl MacBride batted his | ake-blue eyes.

"I want the detective to investigate whatever happens to nme," Bruno Hen went on. "I want the best
damm detective there is anywhere! Plenty of noney here to pay his bill."

MacBri de eyed the currency. There were nany thousands of dollars in the bank roil. He knew it

must be Bruno Hen's life savings.

"What's got into you?" MacBride runbled. "This whole talk don't nake sense."

Bruno Hen swal | owed uneasily, squirmng. A flush darkened his swarthy skin. He seermed on the

poi nt of answering.

"Maybe it don't anpunt to nothin', after all," he nunbled. "But if sonethin' happens to ne --
hire the detective."

“I'll do that," MacBride agreed.

Bruno Hen took his departure, ignoring the slow questions which Carl MacBride asked. The breed
carried a flashlight, and kept this blazing steadily as he made his way through the tinber. He
washed the beam about continuously, seeming to be in deathly fear of sone habitant of the darkness.
From t he door of his cabin, big Carl MacBride watched the retreating breed. He shook his
ponderous head slowy.

"Sonethin' is sure wong with that guy," he grunted. He fingered the roll of noney thoughtfully.
"Bruno Hen kinda acts |ike he'd seen the devil."

Wth that |ast statenent, Carl MacBride cane far nearer the truth than he dreaned.



HAVI NG REACHED hi s shack, Bruno Hen | ocked hinself in. He tore up parts of the floor and spiked
the rough plank across the windows. Loading his rifle, he placed it on the table al ongside a fresh
box of cartridges. He charged both barrels of his shotgun, and arranged a little mound of shells.
Loadi ng his revolver, he belted it on.

He did not sleep at all that night; he scarcely sat down. Around and around the hut he paced
nervously, stopping frequently to peer outside through the cracks.

There was a brilliant noon. In the surrounding tinber there were no stirrlngs except for the

undul ating of tree boughs before a gentle breeze. Qut of the far distance cane sonetines the
squaw i ng uproar of fighting Iynxes; a lonely wolf how ed mournfully. The odor of pine came with the
breeze.

This peace of the woodl and night seened to soothe Bruno Hen not at all.

Strangely, the breed did not |eave his cabin at all the followi ng day. Literally hundreds of
tinmes, he peered outside as if in deadly expectation. It was apparent that he had seen sonmething --
probably on the night before he visited Carl MacBride -- which had frightened him The nore he

t hought of what he had seen, the nore terrified he seemed to becone.

Toward noon, he slept a little. He did not sleep that night. The foll ow ng day, Carl MacBride
cane over.

"Wonder ed how you was comn'," MacBride said. Bruno Hen peered out at his nei ghbor through his
barred wi ndow. He did not invite MacBride in. In fact, he said nothing.

MacBride, big and slow noving, anbled around the shack. He noted that the place had been turned
into a fortress.

"Afraid of sonmebody?" he asked.

The breed scowl ed. "You git! Tend to your own business."

Not taken back, MacBride grinned pleasantly. "I've got your noney, if you want it back."
"Keep that noney. If sonethin' happens to ne, you hire the best detective in the world, like |
told you."

"l been readin' in a nmgazine about a feller that makes a business of helpin' other people out of
trouble," MacBride offered. "Maybe he'd do."

"What's his nane?"

"Doc Savage."

Bruno Hen recalled the flattering references which he had heard the circus side show barkers nake
to Doc Savage. A muscul ar Hercules and a nental nmarvel, they had ternmed Doc Savage.

"He'll do," grow ed the breed.

"0. K ," said MacBride. "But listen, Bruno, what's ailin'" you?"

"Nothin'," snarled the breed. "You go 'way."

"You nmust be nuts," opined Carl MacBride, and took his departure.

By way of paying the good-natured giant back for that last crack, Bruno Hen left his cabin during
the afternoon and raided one of MacBride's fish traps. He selected several choice walleyes, and
turned the rest of the catch | oose. The breed was thoughtful as he slunk back toward his cabin.
"l ought to have told MacBride about what | seen prowin' around here the other night," he said
slowy. "Hell! He would think | was crazy."

Reaching his shack, he fastened hinself in securely. Exercise seened to have lulled his fears
sonmewhat .

He |ay down and sl ept.

The night was well along when Bruno Hen opened his eyes. He lay in a sort of drawn rigidity,
listening to what had aroused him

It was a strange wind, which seened to be blowi ng outside. This cane in puffs, regularly spaced.
The breed shivered fromhead to foot. The gusty sounds were too peculiar to be made by a natural
wi nd.

Usi ng extreme care to make no noise, Bruno got up. He gripped his rifle in one hand, his shotgun
in the other. He crept to one of the tinbered wi ndows and crammed an eye to the crack.

What he saw caused himto shriek out in awful horror.

Junpi ng back, he lifted his rifle. It was high-powered, intended for baggi ng noose. He fired. The
sl ug sl apped through the planks as if they had been paper. Again the breed fired. He punped jacketed
|l ead through the wall until the magazine was enpty.

Pl ugging in fresh cartridges, he continued his wild firing.

"It's worse'n it was before," he npaned, referring to the horror outside.

Over the whacking of the rifle and the breed' s noani ng there sounded a trenendous rendi ng and
tearing. The breed stared upward in ghastly terror.

Parts of the roof of his shack were being torn off. Stout boards split apart or snapped off.
Rafters buckl ed under sone cataclysmc force.

Still firing madly, Bruno retreated to the other side of the cabin.

Wth a final squaw ing of withdrawn nails, and a cracking of wood, a section of the roof cane
of f. Somet hi ng extended through the aperture.

The breed em tted one squawl i ng shriek after another. He dashed fromend to end of the cabin. He
was |ike a trapped rabbit.



The breed's neighbor, Carl McBride, unlike many big nen, was a light sleeper. He heard the

yel ling and shooting com ng fromBruno Hen's cabin. Leaping up, he yanked on his pacs, grasped a
rifle and ran for the uproar.

Long before he reached the breed' s cabin, MacBride heard Bruno Hen's shrieking die. Its

term nation was a piercing, bleating sound, rem ndful of a nouse which had been stepped upon.
Arriving at the shack, MacBride found an amazing sight. The structure itself was little nore than
a great shapel ess wad of tinber and pl anks.

Striking matches for light, he circled the spot. H s gaze |lighted upon a tinber as thick as his
leg, and he whistled softly in amazenent; for something snapped off that tinber as if it were a
mat ch stick.

MacBride stood still, straining his ears. There was an occasional creak fromthe settling ruin of
the cabin. Fromout on the | ake he thought he heard faint splashing. This was very distant.

No ot her sound came. The bedl am at the cabin had been so awesone that the night birds, aninals,
and i nsects had been frightened into conplete silence.

MacBri de now dug into the cabin weckage. He found a gory wad of a thing. He had to examne it
for some seconds before he would believe it was the earthly remains of Bruno Hen.

Bruno Hen had been crushed to death in ghastly fashion! Carl MacBride nade a slow circle of the
cabin and the vicinity, searching. Then he headed for his own cabin, running.

"This is a job for that Doc Savage!" he nuttered,

Chapter 3. PLANE ACQUAI NTANCE

MODERN PASSENGER pl anes are renmarkably efficient creations. Not only are they capabl e of great
speed, but the cabins are soundproofed until it is possible to conduct a conversation in ordinary
tones. Pretty hostesses serve coffee and sandw ches.

Big Carl MacBride occupied a seat in one of these passenger ships, as it rushed toward New York.
He tried to | ook nonchal ant. He bal anced a cup of coffee clunsily on one calloused pal mand held a
tiny sandw ch between thunmb and forefinger of his other hand. Between nibbles and sips, he eyed the
surroundi ng cl ouds.

This was his first tine in the air. Frominpressions gained in a life spent on the ground, he had
supposed clouds were fairly solid things; but he was discovering they were really of a very wi spy
nature, with hardly nore body than wi dely diffused cigarette snoke.

A fellow traveler interrupted the bul ky woodsman's thoughts.

"l see you like to read back issues of magazines," the fell ow renarked.

Cart MacBride turned his head. He saw a tall man with a freckl ed nose, reddish hair and a reddi sh
nmustache. The latter was an artistically waxed creation. The man was attired in a quiet business
suit, and | ooked prosperous.

The fell ow had been perusing a newspaper. This was fol ded carel essly, and an advertisenent was
uppernost. It was a strange sort of an ad. It consisted sinply of large black type in the center of
a white space:

BEWARE! THE MONSTERS ARE COM NG

Thi s somewhat unusual advertisenment was not in line with Carl MacBride's gaze, however. He failed
to see it.

The bi g woodsman had al ways associ ated freckles with friendly individuals. He smled, and said:

"Sure -- if the nagazine ain't too old, | enjoy it just as nmuch as a late one."

"l notice you were readi ng about Doc Savage," said the freckled man.

"Yep. "

"My name is Caldwell," the fellow traveler introduced hinself. "Quite an interesting chap, this
Doc Savage."

"Do you know hi n?" Carl MacBride asked eagerly.

"Ch, no, although I'd rather like to. |I've read of his acconplishments. | guess al nbst every one
has heard of him"

"Yep. He's quite a detective, | reckon."

"Detective!" |laughed Caldwell. "Doc Savage is not a detective."

Carl MacBride's jaw fell. He was shocked. The article in the magazi ne was all he knew of Doc

Savage. He had judged Doc Savage to be a detective, for the story was one telling how Doc and a
group of five assistants had ferreted out a gang of villains seeking to seize the nitrate industry
of the South American country of Chile.

Bel i eving Doc Savage to be a detective, MacBride was now on his way to ask himto investigate the
death of Bruno Hen.

"Not a detective!l" he gul ped.

"Not exactly," smled Caldwell. "He is nore in the nature of what you would call a

troubl e-buster. He goes to the far corners of the earth, netes out justice to evildoers, and hel ps
those in trouble."

Carl MacBride breathed a little bit easier. Doc Savage might be interested in Bruno Hen's death,
after all.

"What do you know about Doc Savage?" MacBride asked. "This nmagazine story didn't tell very

much. "



"No one seens to know a great deal about Doc Savage," replied Caldwell. "It is general know edge
however, that he is a man who has been trained fromthe cradle for his present purpose in life. The
training was done scientifically by his father, who is now dead. As a result, Doc Savage is al nost a
superman, both in physical capabilities and in nentality."

"How do you nean -- physical capabilities and nmentality?" Carl MacBride asked vaguely, befuddl ed
by the -- to him-- high-sounding phraseol ogy.

"They say that Doc Savage has devel oped his nuscles until he is the strongest nman ever to live,"
Cai dwei | explained. "He has al so studied intensively in every branch of science. He has becone a
mental marvel. In other words, he knows about everything."

The pl ane di pped sharply

Cal dwel | | ooked over the side. "W're nearing New York City."

Carl MacBride showed little interest in New York City, although he had never seen that inpressive
metropolis before. "Wat el se do you know about Doc Savage?" he asked eagerly.

"Well, not nuch nore," Caldwell rejoined am ably. "Doc Savage has five men who help him Each one
of these is a world-fanpbus expert in some line. One, according to what |'ve heard, is a chem st
another a lawyer, and a third is an electrical expert of ability. O the other twd, one is an
engi neer and the other a geol ogist."

"Sounds |ike sone crew" ejacul ated the big woodsman

Cal dwel | eyed Carl MacBride. "You seemrather interested in Doc Savage?"

"I am" MacBride grinned. "I'mon nmy way to see him" Caldwell |ooked properly inpressed at this
his brows rising in astoni shnent

"l magi ne!" be ejaculated. "Say, that is the nost interesting thing I've beard in a long tine."
Carl MacBride expanded before the flattering tones. He wanted to tal k about the strange dem se of
Bruno Hen, anyway. He proceeded to do so.

He told the story in detail. Drawi ng a newspaper fromhis pocket, he exhibited it

"l cut that fromthe Trapper Lake Clarion, as you can see by the nane at the top of the sheet,"
he expl ai ned

Cal dwel | read the clipping

"It says here that a peculiar tornado di pped down and denolished Bruno Hen's cabin, killing the
breed," he renarked

"That newspaper feller done sone tall guessin'," MicBride said confidentially. "My cabin ain't
very far away fromthe breed' s place. There weren't no daggone tornado. |'d have heard it. Anyway

the sky was as clear as crystal."

Cal dwel | returned the clipping. "And You are going to New York to get Doc Savage to

i nvestigate?"

"That's right. Bruno Hen gave nme the noney to do it. It's only fair that | should live up to the
promise | nmade him"

"Quite true," Caldwell agreed; then broke off to watch a young woman who cane down the aisle from
t he washroom

Carl MacBride also eyed the girl. She was a striking vision. She had hair the exact hue of steel
Her traveling costune, while neat, was somewhat worn. MacBride's contact with pretty girls had been
largely fromtheir pictured faces in nagazines. This young woman was as entranci ng as any photo he
coul d recall having seen

The girl passed the two men without a glance. Her eyes were a steel color that about matched her
hair. She took a seat forward.

A battered traveling bag reposed on the floor beside the girl's seat. Carl MacBride possessed
eyesi ght an Indian woul d have envied. He read the witing on the tag appended to the young woman's
bag:

JEAN MORRI S THE WORLD' S PREM ER WOVAN LI ON TAMER THE ATLAS CONGRESS OF WONDERS

"Atlas Congress of Wonders" had a line drawn through it. Inmmediately bel ow the circus nane was
witten: "New York Gity."

Carl MacBride scratched his head. He renenbered that the Atlas Congress of Winders was the circus
whi ch had gone broke in Trapper Lake nmany nonths before

MacBri de recall ed one particular norsel of gossip. There had been three pinhead savages with the
stranded circus. These had wandered off and nysteriously di sappeared

"There's the New York airport,"” said Caldwell, interrupting the woodsman's thoughts

IN THE excitenent of disenbarking, Carl MacBride lost track of his friendly traveling

acquai ntance, Cal dwel|.

Had he been able to watch Cal dwell, he woul d have received a surprise. Caldwell scuttled around

to the deserted side of the field operations office. H dden there, he opened a | arge bag which was
his only luggage. He unearthed two | arge, blue automatics, and slung themin bol sters under his
arnmpits. Next came a hand grenade of the small, fluted type used in the world war. He pocketed

t hi s.

The bag yielded a banjo. The round body and the neckpi ece of the nusical instrunent were in
separate sections which clanped together. The banjo actually held an ingenious, silenced gun, which
could be fired sinply by plucking one of the banjo strings



One who knew how coul d ai mthis unusual weapon w th accuracy, without seeming to do so.

Working rapidly, Caldwell cormbed out his waxed nustache. He applied a chemical to it' and sneared
nore of the same conpound in his hair. Mistache and hair turned bl ack. He drew a ragged coat from
the bag and donned it. He sagged his shoul ders as he wal ked.

A stooped nusician with a stringy black nustache and bl ack hair got in one of several cabs

wai ting near by.

New York is a city harboring many curious people. The taxi driver thought little of it when his
face querul ously commanded himto wait a few m nutes before starting.

Not until Carl MacBride had clanbered into a cab and rolled in the direction of the business
district, did Caldwell permt his nmachine to nove. |ssuing terse orders, he contrived to follow the
hul ki ng woodsnman without calling his driver's attention to what he was doi ng.

Wien they had traveled twenty or thirty blocks, Caldwell becane sure of their destination. It was
Doc Savage's office. He ordered his conveyance to halt while he entered a tel ephone booth |ocated in
a tobacco shop. He got a nunber.

Caldwel | and the party he was calling recogni zed each other's voices. They exchanged no nanes.
"Exactly what we were afraid of is happening, boss," Caldwell informed the other. "This lunk of a
backwoodser is on his way to see Doc Savage."

"You sure?" asked the voice at the other end of the wire. "He don't want to go to a | ot of

troubl e taking care of him unless it's necessary."

"It's necessary, all right, boss," said Caldwell. "I punped the guy while we were on the plane.
He never suspected a thing. Cane right out and told ne the whole story."

"He told you he was on his way to get Doc Savage to investigate what happened to Bruno Hen?"
"That's exactly what he told nme."

The voice at the other end swore violently. "W've got to stop himbefore he gets to Doc

Savage. "

"l1've got a grenade, ny gat, and that silenced pistol-and-banjo contraption. |'ll be able to stop
him at Doc Savage's office."

"Not hing as reckless as that!" ordered the other. "Can you keep MacBride in sight and nail him
sonewhere en route?"

"He's headed straight for New York on the main road. Guess | can overhaul him"

"Do that. Get himon the road somewhere." Caldwell, his deadly banjo tucked under an arm dashed
to his cab.

"Whoop it up, buddy!" be ordered the driver. "If you get ne downtown fast enough, there's an
extra twenty init for you."

"Get the twenty ready,"” retorted the driver, and they were off.

Chapter 4. THE KILLER

CARL MACBRI DE had never before visited a city of any consequence. So he stared with great
interest as they approached the cluster of towering skyscrapers. The trenmendous size of the
structures caused a feeling of awe.

One building in particular reared like a great thorn of gray masonry and shining netal above the
spi ked tops of the other cloud-piercers. Not only was it anmong the tallest, but its sinple,
nmodernistic lines made it far the nost inpressive.

Carl MacBride nmade a nmental note that, before he left New York City, he would go to the top of
the towering, nodernistic structure to have a | ook at the town.

It had not occurred to the big woodsman that he might have difficulty in |ocating Doc Savage. Up
in his woods country, one had nerely to walk into town and inquire for an individual and some one
woul d be able to point himout. Every one knew everybody el se.

It occurred to Carl MacBride that he had better ask where Doc Savage resided.

"How do you find anybody in this town, partner?" he asked the taxi driver.

"Look in the phone hook is one way," was the reply.

"Maybe you know the feller | want to find -- his nane is Doc Savage."

The taxi driver turned to eye his fare, and al nost ran off the pavenent. He straightened his
machi ne out, then pointed ahead to the skyscraper which Carl MacBride had adnmired.

"Everybody knows that guy. He hangs out on the eighty-sixth floor of that building."

The fact that the driver knew the whereabouts of Doc Savage's headquarters did not inpress earl
MacBride as nmuch as it should have. In New York, the average individual knows only his business
acquai ntances and i nmedi ate friends.

"You got an appointment to see Doc Savage?" asked the driver, taking advantage of the obvious

am ability of his fare to ask questions.

"No. Do | need one?"

It had not occurred to the |unbering woodsnman that an appoi ntment m ght be necessary. In the
backwoods, a business appointnment was a rarity. There was tinme for everything.

"l don't know Doc Savage personally,” the taxi driver said. "lI've seen hima tine or two. He's a
bi g shot, so you'd better get an appointnent."
"How Il | go about doing that?"

"Phone him"



"Stop off somewhere," Carl MacBride conmanded. "CGuess |'Il call him"

The cab pulled up in a filling station which displayed a public tel ephone booth sign.

A NEWBBOY loitering at the filling station in hopes of meking a sale, ran out.

"Read the | atest nystery advertisenment about the coming of the nonsters!"” he shouted.

Curious, Carl MacBride bought a paper. The "nystery" ad was in black type in a square, white
space. It read:

WARNI NG WATCH QUT FOR THE MONSTERS!

"What's this nmean?" the woodsnan asked.

"Nobody knows," replied the newsboy. "Newspapers all over the country been gettin' them
advertisenents in the nail, along with noney to pay for their insertion. It may be a novie stunt --
to get people talkin' about some picture that'll come out soon."

Carl MacBride frowned and tucked the paper in a pocket. He entered the booth and thunbed through
the directory until he found Doc Savage's nane.

The tel ephone was a dial type. He was unfam liar with the dial device, and had sone trouble with
it. Eventually, however, he got his nunber.

The voice which cane to his ears was one so profoundly inpressive that he knew instinctively that
the speaker nust be Doc Savage. The tones were deep, vibrant with controlled power. MacBride had
never before heard a tel ephone receiver reproduce with such distinctness.

"l want an appoi ntnent with you, M. Savage," said the woodsman. "It's something m ghty
important. My nane is MacBri de.

"You do not need an appointnent," Doc informed him "Feel perfectly free to see ne at any tine."
MacBride reflected that the driver had given himsone bum advi ce.

“I'll be right up," he said.

"lI's your business sonething you would care to discuss over the tel ephone?" Doc Savage asked.
MacBri de was so inpressed by the remarkabl e voice that he did not answer for a nonent.

"I'"d rather tell you in person," he said finally.

"Very well."

The tel ephone conversation term nated.

MacBride went to his cab. The machi ne noved toward the towering skyscraper which was Doc Savage's
headquarters.

Big Carl MacBride did not knowit, but this chance pause to tel ephone was instrumental in

prolonging his life. Caldwell had passed w thout observing the big woodsman in the filling station
phone booth. Even now, the nurderous Cal dwell was huggi ng his death-dealing banjo, and cursing.
"“I've lost the big lunk somewhere," he gritted. "Well, hell! I'Il have to catch himat Doc

Savage's office, after all."

CARL MACBRI DE was even nore inpressed by the big skyscraper which housed Doc Savage's office,
when he alighted before it. Head back, nouth open, MacBride peered upward When he entered the | obby,
the magni ficence of the ornate place made himfeel nouselike.

Hi s anazenent at sight of the great building accounted for the big nan's failure to note a fellow
with black hair and bl ack nustache who carried a banjo and lurked in a corner of the |obby. MacBride
lunmbered into an el evator.

"Doc Savage's office," he said.

He was pronptly rushed to the eighty-sixth floor. He found a door which bore, in very small
bronze letters, the nane:

CLARK SAVAGE, JR

There was a button, but few persons had doorbells where Carl MacBride came from He rapped the
door with his knuckles in the good ol d-fashi oned way.

The door opened.

The unusual voice over the tel ephone had partially prepared Carl MacBride for the sight of an
unusual personage when he confronted Doc Savage. Even then, the bronze man was so far beyond
expectations that MacBride gaped in amazenent.

Doc Savage had evidently opened the door by sone nechani cal nmeans. He stood, not near the panel,
but some feet fromit -- in the mddle of a great office. This was fitted with a costly inlaid
tabl e, an enornous safe, and a number of confortable chairs.

That the bronze nman possessed anmzing physical strength was evident fromthe enornous tendons

whi ch bundl ed his neck and cabl ed his hands. He was a giant; but his proportions were symetrical,
and standing in the massively furnished office, he seemed little larger than an ordinary man.

The mighty bronze man's eyes held Carl MacBride's attention. They were strangely inpressive,
those eyes. They had the appearance of tiny pools of flake gold which eddied and whirl ed
continuously.

The bronze of Doc Savage's hair was sonmewhat darker than the bronze of his skin. He was attired
in quiet business garb.

"Doc Savage?" asked Carl MacBride, although he knew he was confronting the man he sought.

"Right," confirmed the remarkabl e man of bronze. Carl MacBride took a step into the office.

An el evator door down the corridor opened. A nman popped out He had a bl ack nustache, dark hair,
and carried a banjo. He raised the banjo to the level of his eyes and gave one of the strings a



forcible pluck.

There was a chunging sound -- it mght have been a man emtting one harsh cough. A tongue of
flame | eaped from an al nost indistinguishable round hole in the side of the banjo.

Carl MacBride opened his mouth wide, and a crinmson flood canme out. Hi s knees buckled. Hi s hands
clanped to the back of his neck, where a bullet from Caldwell's deadly silenced gun had cl ubbed a
hol e.

He sl ammed face down upon the floor. MacBride felt no pain fromthe inpact, for he was dead.
Chapter 5. THE CLI PPI NG

CALDWELL, THE killer, was in a position where he could view Doc Savage's office. He saw the giant
bronze man, got a nobst unnerving |l ook at the weird gol den eyes. He realized that Doc, having

wi tnessed the killing, was a nenace.

Cal dwel | darted his banjo weapon m Doc Savage's direction and plucked the trigger-string. The
conceal ed gun |ipped powder flame and sl ugs.

Cal dwel | 's eyes threatened to junp fromtheir sockets. A weird thing had happened to his bullet.
It had disintegrated in a grayish lead puff in nmid-air, sone feet inside the door.

He fired the hidden gun until it was enpty. He wenched out his two automati cs and squeezed the
weapons at the office door. They convul sed thunderously, and spouted enpty cartridges.

To all of the bullets the sane fantastic thing happened. They splashed into innunerable fragnents
in md-air or becane shapel ess bl obs which fell back to the floor.

Cal dwel | spun and fled. He dived into an elevator, nenaced the attendant with his gun and forced
an instant descent.

As the cage sank, Caldwell heard a fragnent of weird sound. The note was not |oud, yet it
penetrated to the descending el evator with remarkable clarity. It seened wi thout definite source; it
m ght have been a product of the novenent of the very air itself past the sinking cage. It was not a
whistle, nor did it seemquite the emanati on of vocal chords. A nellow trilling which defied
description, the sound trickled up and down the nusical scale.

Cal dwel |, unable to define the note, dismssed it as a freakish trick played by his own ears.

He was wrong. The strange, undul ati ng note was the sound of Doc Savage. It was the snall

unconsci ous thing which the bronze man did in nonents of stress -- when thinking, or surprised, or
contenpl ati ng some unusual procedure.

AN ONLOOKER, knowi ng Doc Savage, and cogni zant of the mighty bronze man's abilities, would have
expected pursuit of Caldwell. At Doc Savage's disposal here on the eighty-sixth floor, was a

hi gh-speed el evator capabl e of dropping the bronze man to the | obby | evel before Caldwell could
arrive.

Doc did not pursue the slayer. Instead, he noved into a room adjoining the office. The walls of
this chanber were banked wi th book shel ves. Massive cases | aden with ponderous tones stood thickly
on the floor. It was Doc Savage's library, and it held one of the npst conplete collections of
scientific works in existence.

The bronze man seened to be nmoving w thout hurry, but his speed was surprising.

Beyond the |ibrary was another vast room This held glittering arrays of bottled chem cals, banks
of test tubes, retorts and filtering devices. Electric furnaces and costly metal working tools
occupi ed the floor space.

In the center of the great workshop-laboratory Doc Savage halted. He stood before a panel ed
cabinet. A mcrophone dangled in front of this. Inset in the cabinet was a square panel that
resenbl ed frosted gl ass.

Doc spoke into the microphone. "Did you see what just happened in the outer office?"

From a | oud-speaker, the grilled throat of which was al nbst unnoticeable on the side of the
cabinet, the reply came. It was couched in a tiny, alnost babylike voice.

"We did," said the small voice. "Hamand nme both sawit. And we're off."

Doc Savage reached over and flicked a switch. Upon the panel of frosted glass a picture appeared.
It depicted cold concrete floors, wails, and an array of parked autonobiles. There was a door in
this pictured room Two nmen were just diving through it, nmaking a wild departure fromthe place.
Doc switched of f the tel evisor-phone with which he had conmunicated with those two nen. He
returned to the outer office. Here al so, but concealed cleverly in the wails, was another

tel evi sor-phone. This one had transmtted an i mage of what had occurred in the office to the two nmen
to whom Doc had spoken.

Doc Savage and his five nen were accustoned to keep each other in view with these devices
whenever convenient. Thus they coul d wi tness danger which nmight threaten each other.

They had nmany enem es.

In approaching the lifeless body of Carl MacBride, Doc circled widely to avoid the agency which
had caused Caldwell's bullets to nmushroom so nysteriously in md-air.

It was nothing nore nysterious than an upright sheet of clear bullet-proof glass.

Due to the fact that he had many enemies, it was Doc's customto first greet strangers from
behind this unnoticeabl e shield.

THE G ANT nman of bronze closed his office door to avoid the notice of passers-by in the corridor.
Then he exam ned the body of the unfortunate Carl MacBride.



The first thing Doc brought to light was that the enornous roll of bills which Bruno Hen had
given the big woodsman. He. riffled through the nmoney. In the act of doing this, his nostrils
quivered slightly. He lifted the bundle of currency and gave it an ol factory test.

Doc Savage had a daily exercise routine of two hours which he had taken unfailingly from

chil dhood. The exercises were scientifically designed to devel op his every sense

touch, hearing, sight, the sense of snell, and taste. H s faculties were far beyond those of an
ordi nary nman.

Doc identified the odor easily, faint though it was. The scent of nusk!

Continui ng his exam nation, he brought out a newspaper clipping -- the one Carl MacBride had
shown his plane acquai ntance, Caldwell. After noting that it was froma Trapper Lake, M chigan,
paper, Doc read it:

TRAPPER LAKE MAN VI CTI M OF WEI RD TORNADO

Bruno Hen, trapper and fisherman residing near the | ake shore five mles north of Trapper Lake,
met death last night in what authorities have decided was a freak cyclone. Hen was found crushed to
death in his denolished cabin by Carl MacBride, a neighbor.

MacBride, it is reported, heard sounds fromthe direction of Bruno Hen's cabin. Rushing to the
spot, he found his neighbor dead in the weckage of his hone.

MacBri de reported that he saw no evidences of a tornado, and that it was a nmoonlight night.

The coroner and the sheriff, however, point out that a tornado is the only explanation for the
denol i shed condition in which the cabin was found.

The tornado apparently di pped suddenly upon the exact spot where the cabin stood. After

anni hilating the building, the twister tore up brush and smashed down small trees over a narrow path
to the | ake's edge. The stormevidently progressed out over Lake Superior wi thout doing nore
danage.

Bruno Hen, it will be renenbered, a few nobnths ago sold the |largest collection of nuskrat pelts
trapped in this vicinity in a long tine.

AFTER HE fi ni shed readi ng, Doc Savage's fantastic trilling sound cane into being. So low as to be
scarcely audible, it existed for three or four seconds, then ebbed away.

Bruno Hen had sold nuskrat pelts. The scent on the roll of bills was nusk, such as woul d be put
there by the paw ng of hands whi ch had ski nned nuskrats.

Doc Savage carried the bills into the |aboratory and used a finger-printing outfit upon them He
di scovered a few of Carl MacBride's prints upon the bills, but the preponderance of handling had
been by another set of fingers.

Havi ng found nusk odor on bills which Carl MacBride had hardly touched, and which were thick with
the other finger prints, Doc felt there was a |ikelihood that the noney had originally been the
property of Bruno Hen.

The gi ant bronze man returned to his search of the body. The dated stub of an airways ticket
showed that Carl MacBride had come to New York by plane; that day.

DOC BROUGHT out the newspaper which Carl MacBride had purchased in the filling station. McBride
was a | aborious reader, and in perusing the strange adverti sement regarding the giants, had traced
the words with a finger nail. The indentations were plainly discernible:

WARNI NG WATCH OUT FOR THE MONSTERS!

Doc Savage studied this with no little interest. Then he went to the library, and cane back
bearing a tray. This contai ned newspaper clippings.

One, froma Detroit paper, read:

BEWARE! THE MONSTERS BRI NG DEATH AND DESTRUCTI ON!

Anot her, from a Chicago paper, stated:

TERROR! THAT |'S WHAT THE MONSTERS BRI NG

There were numerous others, all in like vein. In no ease were the adverti sements signed. They
cane from newspapers in Ceveland, St. Louis -- every city of consequence in the country.

Doc Savage sorted over these thoughtfully. H's fingers, sensitive and possessed of a dazzling
speed, for all their superhuman strength, turned to the clipping concerning the weird death of Bruno
Hen.

The giant man of bronze made it his business to keep tab on all strange circunstances. Thus did
he sonetines see danger before it struck.

He had collected these "nonster" clippings because their very nature was sinister. Doc had
newspaper connections.

Through them he had | earned that no one actually knew what was behind the "nonster"
advertisenents. It was no notion picture press agent's buil d-up.

The ads sinply canme in the nmail, with noney to pay for their insertion. And in each case, the ads
had been nuiled from Trapper Lake, M chigan.

Chapter 6. MYSTERY MANSE

IT WAS nore than an hour |ater when the tel ephone buzzer whined and Doc Savage picked up the
instrument.

The tiny childlike voice which had spoken to himfromthe tel evisor-phone in the |aboratory cane
over the wire.



"At the junction of H Il Road and the Hudson Turnpi ke, in New Jersey," said the snall tones.

"Be right out"' Doc replied, and hung up.

The bronze man took his private high-speed el evator to the skyscraper basement. This lift was the
product of his inventive genius, and operated at hair-lifting speed.

Stepping fromthe el evator, Doc entered his basement garage. This was the chanber with the array
of parked cars which had appeared on the scanning Screen of the televisorphone.

For his inmedi ate purpose Doc chose a |ong, sonberly colored roadster. This machine, as he
wheeled it up to the street, showed by its acceleration that the hood housed a powerful engine.
Wendi ng through traffic, it attracted no attention, due to its quiet hue.

Not so the bronze man. Scarcely a glance rested upon himthat did not beconme a stare, so striking
was the picture he presented.

The roadster swept over George Washington bridge, which connects Manhattan |sland with New
Jersey. Wen traffic thinned, the nachine increased speed. It traveled just within the bounds of
safety.

Several tines, traffic policenen sprang into startled life as the car npaned past; but they

subsi ded upon observing the occupant. The greenest rookie knew there was an inperative order out to
extend to this man of bronze. every possible co-operation.

H 1l Road ran east and west, and the Hudson Turnpi ke was a north and south thoroughfare. The two
intersected in a nest of filling stations and hot-dog stands.

Doc Savage pulled into a gasoline station at the intersection and ordered fuel.

A few yards distant, a crowd of excited children surrounded a nman whose appearance was nothing if
not startling. He came near bearing nore resenblance to an ape than to a man. H's furry hands
dangl ed on beans of arns well below his knees. He had a little nubbin of a head. H s hair grew back
fromhis eyebrows. The huge siman fellow s face was |ikeable, although entirely honely.

This pleasantly ugly personage was anusing the kids by calmy fol ding pennies between a hairy
thumb and forefinger. The feat of strength he performed w thout great exertion.

The gorilla of a man hardly glanced in Doc's direction. He ceased performing for the anusenment of

the children and entered a | arge sedan which stood near by. He drove westward along Hi ||l Road.
Doc Savage, having paid for his tank of fuel, also rolled westward along Hi Il Road. He topped the
first hill. In the valley beyond, the gorillalike man had stopped his car.

Doc cane to a halt alongside the siman one. "Were's Ham Mnk?" he queri ed.

Monk grinned, showing a trenmendous array of large white teeth. H s head seened to di sappear
entirely behind the grin; certainly, there did not seemto be roomfor nmuch intelligence in his
head.

Hi s | ooks belied the truth, however. He was Lieutenant Col onel Andrew Bl odgett Mayfair, whose
ability as an industrial chem st had brought himworldwi de fane and a fortune in noney.

MONK WAS one of a group of five who had associated thensel ves with Doc Savage. These five nen
were all capable of commandi ng high nonetary returns, had they chosen to exercise the professions at
which they were skilled. But they |oved adventure. Possessing anple wealth, they had thrown in with
Doc Savage in his career of punishing evildoers in the far corners of the earth.

Monk pointed down Hill Road. "W trailed the killer to a kind of a funny-lookin' country estate.
Ham s watchin' the place. W better go on afoot."

Doc switched off the roadster notor. So silently had it operated at idling speed that cessation
of nmovenent of the amreter needle was all that showed the cylinders had ceased firing.

The two nen strode along H ||l Road, |eaving the cars drawn into weeds beside the hi ghway.

"We had the televisor fromyour office to the basenent garage turned on while we were working on
a car," Mnk said. "W thought you m ght want us or sonething. It was lucky we did. W saw the
killing, and got a good | ook at the guy who did it. W caught sight of himas he left the

bui | di ng. "

Doc nodded. "I figured you would have the tel evisor-phone turned on."

Monk was puzzled. He scratched his knob of a head and eyed the giant bronze man curiously.
"Wonder why that guy.was killed," he offered.

"To shut his nmouth, obviously," Doc Savage replied. "The killer may have been a hired sl ayer.
That's why | allowed himto escape -- so you fellows could trail himto the man who hired him if
any. "

Monk nodded as he waddl ed along. His legs were so bowed that his gait was grotesque; he seened
nmonentarily on the verge of taking to all fours.

"Any idea what's behind it?"

"Renenber the nysterious advertisenments which have been appearing in newspapers recently?" Doc
queri ed.

"You nmean that 'Beware the Mnsters!' stuff?"

"That's it. Those ads were mailed to newspapers all over the country. They were postnmarked, every
one of them as being mailed from Trapper Lake, M chigan."

MONK SQUI NTED hi s snall eyes. He had known of the "nonster" advertisements, but had not been
aware that they had been nmiled from Trapper Lake. Doc, he realized, had unearthed this fact in the
course of his usual checking on things which 'night be of sinister nature.



"Why' d the nurdered man want to see you, Doc?"

"Possi bly concerning the nysterious death of a trapper naned Bruno Hen, near Trapper Lake," Doc
replied. "He had a clipping concerning the Bruno Hen death in his pocket."

"What about Bruno Hen's deat h?"

"' He perished, according to the report of the local officers, in a nysterious tornado which
struck on a noonlight night, and did nothing but denolish Bruno Hen's shack and tear a path to the
near by | ake."

"Queer tornado!" Monk grunted.

"A nei ghbor clained there was no tornado. H's nane was Carl MacBride -- the man who was killed at
our office door."

"Huh! |If not a tornado, what did he claimit was?"

"The clipping didn't say."

Monk squinted ahead. His small eyes in repose were nearly invisible so deeply were they sunk in
their pits of gristle.

H 1l Road at this point was sel domtravel ed, due probably to the fact that its nacadam surface
was unconfortably roughened by the weather. Untended brush nade a wall on either side.

"That shyster |awyer, Ham should be waiting al ong here sonmewhere,"” Mnk declared, his small

voi ce pitched even | ower than usual.

The gentl eman to whom Monk referred in such undignified terns pronptly stepped out of the brush.
He was Brigadi er General Theodore Marl ey Brooks, one of the npbst astute | awers ever to be graduated
from Harvard.

"You honely missing |ink!" Ham whi spered irately at Mnk. "One of these days |'mgoing to skin
you and nake a red fur rug!"

Ham was sl ender, slimwaisted, quick-noving. H s clothing was absol ute sartorial perfection. He
was a tailor's dream

In his right hand Hamcarried a bl ack cane. Hamwas rarely seen without this.

The unl ovely Monk turned an innocent | ook on the enraged Ham

"Always threatenin' nme!" he conplained in |ow tones. "Wat's on your m nd now?"

Ham shook his cane in the air and turned purple. He was not, however, naking undue noise with his
dramati cs.

"You left that infernal pig behind and had himfoll ow ne around!"

Monk seemed gri eved.

"Habeas Corpus nust be takin' a fancy to you," he groaned. "I never thought that pig would stoop
so low as to associate with a shyster |awer."

At this point, Habeas Corpus wal ked out of the brush. A nore astounding-|ooking specimen of the
pig famly than Habeas would be difficult to find. The pig was under-sized, razor-backed. He had the
l egs of a dog and ears so large as to resenbl e w ngs.

Habeas eyed the dapper Ham emitted a friendly grunt and anbl ed toward the | awer. Ham | aunched a
spiteful toe at the pig. In dodging this, Habeas displayed an agility as surprising as his

appear ance.

Habeas was Monk's pet. The honely chemi st had trained the pig until the porker seemed to possess
a near-human intelligence.

Doc, |owvoiced, interrupted what anmobunted to a perpetual quarrel. "Were's the killer, HanP" he
asked.

"He went into a funny-Iooking place over the hill." Doc noted the appellation, "funny-I|ooking."
Bot h Monk and Ham had used it.

"What do you nean -- funny-I|ooking?"

Ham |ike nmany orators, had a habit of naking gestures when he spoke. He gestured now, although
his words were whispered.

"We're in the country," he said. "There's no reason for anybody having a high wall around his
place. But there's one around this joint. It's at least forty feet high."

"Forty!"

"Every inch of that." Mnk entered the conversation with his small voice. "I ask you, Doc -- what
does any one want with a forty-foot wall out here in the country?"

"l wal ked around the place," Ham said, scowing at Habeas Corpus. "There's only one entrance.
That's secured by the strongest steel gate | have ever seen."

Doc Savage did not comment on the sonewhat startling revel ations. He went forward.

Monk and Hamtrailed him They exchanged throat-cutting | ooks. Actually, either of themwould
have sacrificed his life for the safety of the other, should necessity for such an act materialize.
The pig, flopping big ears at Mink's heels, grunted contentedly.

"Put on the muffler, Habeas," Monk directed.

Obediently, the pig fell silent.

Chapter 7. THE ELECTRI FI ED NET

AS DCOC and his two aids topped the hill, the nysterious wall cane into view.

"Sone joint, eh?" Ham suggest ed.

The wall was so high as to conceal whatever lay behind it. A sonmber barrier of gray, it was



al t oget her forbi ddi ng.

"Concrete," Ham offered softly.

They left the road. The brush was high: it grew thickly. They eased through the |leafy maze with
little sound, and canme to the gate in the wall -- the only gap, according to Monk and Ham

This gate was notable for its size, being fully fifteen feet Wde and equally as high.

Monk breathed, "Look at the size of the bars."

Monk possessed furry wists alnost twice as thick as those of an ordinary man. The gate bars were
of a dianmeter about equal to his wists. The gigantic gate was supported by a multiple array of
ponderous hinges. Apparently, it opened and cl osed through the nedi um of machinery.

"They woul dn't need bars a fraction of that size to hold el ephants,” Ham said. He ran a finger

t houghtfully up and down the glistening black |ength of his cane.

Doc Savage listened for a tine, but detected no sound. He noved along the wall, eyes ranging its
towering height. Wen he had circled the place conpletely, he had proven Monk and Hanml s declaration
that there was only one entrance.

The wall did not enclose nuch of an area.

Doc Savage withdrew with his two nen to a point renote fromthe gate of giant bars.

Fromwi thin his clothing the bronze nman produced a col | apsi bl e netal grapple hook. To the shank
of this was secured a long silk cord. He sprung the book open, then tossed it upward expertly. The
grappl e fastened itself somewhere on the opposite side of the wall.

Doc nounted the thin cord with an anazi ng ease and speed.

Nearing the crest, he slackened his pace. From a pocket cane a tiny periscopic device. This
instrument he had put to frequent use in the past. Its barrel was little larger than a match; the

average eye would fail to detect its projecting above the wall. Its tiny |lenses were finely ground;
its functioning was al nost equal to that of a larger instrunent.

Doc jutted the periscope above the wail, not show ng hinself.

What he saw brought forth the weird trilling note which was characteristic of the bronze nan.

He swung atop the wall. Crouching there, he gestured to Monk and Ham directing themto ascend

the cord.

Monk grasped the thin thread. The hairy chenmi st had bent copper pennies quite easily for the
amusenment of the children. Great as was his strength, however, he could barely cope with the task of
mounting the silk thread -- a feat which Doc had acconplished with ease. Monk was perspiring
prodigiously fromthe effort when he reached the top.

Monk had buttoned the pig, Habeas Corpus, inside his coat.

Ham struggl ed valiantly to nmount the silk line. But his nost Hercul ean efforts got himless than
ten feet fromthe ground. H's hands becanme sweated and he slipped back.

Doc made gestures indicating that the | awer should tie the cord under his arns. This done, Doc
haul ed hi m upward.

The three nmen surveyed the encl osure.

"For the |love of mud!" Mnk gul ped. "Wat kind of place is this, anyway?"

STRETCHED OVER the wal | ed area was a huge, crisscrossed net of copper cables. The cables were
nearly three inches in thickness. Their mesh nmeasured nearly a yard.

"l don't 'understand this!" Ham nmuttered. The |lawyer had retained a grip on his cane as he was
haul ed up: Now he gave the cane handle a twist, and withdrew a | ong, slender blade of steel.

Ham s i nnocent -1 ooki ng bl ack stick was a sword cane.

"Notice that the cables are insulated fromeach other," Doc said.

These insulators were substantial affairs of a brown dielectric conposition.

"The cables are built to carry a high-voltage electric current," Mnk deci ded.

"Don't touch them" Doc warned. "They may be charged."

"What gets ne, is the solidness of the construction,” Ham nused.

From the gigantic net, they dropped their attention to what |ay bel ow.

Beneath the net stood a house of native stone. It was vast; undoubtedly old. Its state of repair
was good. It was two stories in height, the roof top ainbst reaching the thick cables.

"1'"1l bet that place has fifty or sixty roons," Mnk muttered, and hel d Habeas by an ear to keep
himaway fromthe insul ated copper hawsers.

Unt ended shrubbery surrounded the house. It was carel essly crushed down at sone points. Nowhere
was there sign of life.

"We make swel| targets up here," Hamsaid griny.

The grappl e had hooked on the wall lip. Dangling it by the silk cord, which was not a conductor
of electricity, Doc used the hook to short-circuit two of the crisscrossing cables.

There was a crackle and a bl ue-hot spark. The big net was electrified!

"Enough of a current to kill a man, if you ask nme!" Monk grunted.

"You fellows keep an eye on the place," Doc suggested. Mnk and Ham nodded. Fromtheir clothing
t hey drew weapons whi ch resenbl ed slightly oversize automatic pistols. They were fitted with drum
magazi nes, and the mechani sm | ooked sonewhat intricate.

These were superfiring machine guns perfected by Doc. Their rate of fire was so rapid that their
roar was |ike the hoarse song of a gigantic bass fiddle. In addition, the slugs which they



di scharged di d not produce fatal wounds, being "nercy bullets" charged with a drug which brought
only unconsci ousness.

Doc Savage cal cul ated briefly, then sprang outward upon the spreadi ng copper net. He went forward
in a series of agile |eaps, maintaining perfect bal ance.

H s position was dangerous. Should he touch two of the nmetal hawsers sinultaneously, death by

el ectrocution woul d be al nost certain. He was safe as long as he poised on only one conductor at a
tinme, just as a bird can perch, unharmed, on a high tension power |ine.

Soon he was over the house roof. The net mesh was anply large to permit himto drop through. He
did so, executing the nove with a batlike quietness. The roof shingles were very ol d.

The bronze man listened for a time. H's ears, attuned to the keenness of a wild animal's,
detected vague stirrings. There was al so an odor -- a beasty odor.

Doc worked down the steep slope of the roof. From eaves to ground was an appal ling drop. He took
it with the casual ease of a great, tawny cat. Leaves fluttered slightly as he landed in the
shrubbery.

Doc's two nen still crouched on the wall, alert. Mnk shook his snall head, indicating he had
seen no danger astir.

The shrubbery, unclipped for nmonths, was over Doc's head at points.

Fromthe wall crest, Mnk how ed, '"Look --

Arifle sounded froma wi ndow of the house.

To his renmarkabl e vision, devel oped and kept sharp by scientific nethods, Doc owed his life. He
saw the rifle barrel even before Mnk perceived it and started his yell of warning.

Doc saw the face behind the gun -- the visage of the man who had killed Carl MacBri de.

A split second before the gun discharged, Doc veered left.. The bullet chopped shrilly at the
space he had vacated. Seem ng not to slacken his pace at a", the bronze nman gained a sheltering
corner of the house.

FROM THE top of the wall cane an abrupt, al nost deafening npan. Monk and Ham had put their

super machi ne pistols in action.

The rifleman ducked fromview so quickly, that he was unhit.

Monk and Ham hastily nade the grappling hook fast and slid down the silk cord. They used care not
to touch the charged copper cables. Mnk had his pet pig under an arm

Ham cane up, sword cane unsheathed. Mnk |unbered on his heels. The pig, Habeas, trailing Mnk,
was as excited as the sinmian chemst.

"We'd better get inside," Doc said crisply. " That fellow may try to use his rifle from another
wi ndow. "

The bronze man reached a wi ndow and gave the sash a rap with his palm Gdass fell with a brittle
clanging. Doc crawl ed in through the opening.

Ham and Monk kept at his heels. The honely chenm st grabbed Habeas by an ear and hoi sted him

i nsi de.

The roomin which they found thensel ves was | arge, apparently a snoking room The chairs were
uphol stered in leather; the furniture was nassive, dark. A thick |ayer of dust reposed over
everything. Cgarette stubs were scattered about with great carel essness for the well-being of the
furniture.

Not for a long tinme had the place received a cl eaning.

Doc yanked open a door. It gave into a hallway. This, too, needed cl eaning.

The men went down the hallway, making no attenpt at silence, except when pausing to use their
ears. But no sound did they hear; nor did they see any one.

They came to the roomfromwhich the rifle had been fired. An enpty, high-powered cartridge shell
lay on the floor. It reeked of burned powder.

The rifleman had fled.

A scuffling sound led the trio toward the upstairs regions. They nounted stairs which were
carpeted. Fromthe carpet nap their feet knocked up little puffs of dust. It had been | ong

uncl eaned. At the top they found a corridor lined with many doors. Passages branched off fromit.
"You'd think this place was a hotel," Mnk breat hed.

To their left a door opened. The bright netal snout of a pistol poked out.

A deternmined feninine voice said, "Don't nove!"

Chapter 8. THE EX- LI ON- TAMER

THE YOUNG worman was tall. A plain traveling frock set off the enticing curves of her form al nost
as effectively as would have an eveni ng dress.

Her hair was her really striking feature. Young women with attractive figures were fairly common.
Not so hair such as this. It was the shade of steel. And the young wonan's eyes were as netallic as
her hair.

Doc acted while her conmand still echoed. His hand drifted with blinding speed to Hanml's sword
cane. Surprise had sl ackened the dapper |awyer's clutch on the weapon. Doc swept it from his hand
and flung it, hilt first.

The hilt hit the girl's gun hand. She squeal ed and dropped her gun, then sought to recover it.
Lungi ng, Doc scooped up the gun before she got it. His fingers banded the young wonan's wi st,



not tightly enough to inflict pain, but with a firmess which prevented her flight.

The girl threw back her head and shrieked. There was splintering terror in her voice.

"I'l'l doit!" she wailed. "I'"Il do it!"

That she was genuinely frightened, Doc could tell by her trenbling. Her firmnuscles quivered
under his clutch.

"Where's the fell ow who shot at us?" he denanded. The girl |ooked surprised. Her struggling
ceased. "Wiat -- what -- " She seened bewildered. "You nean -- you're not one of then®"

"Who are you?" Doc asked her.

The girl stared distrustfully. She seenmed a bit nore at ease when Doc rel eased her wists.

"My name is Jean Mrris," she expl ai ned.

The name neant nothing to Doc. This was the first tine he had heard it

"I"'ma circus lion-tamer by profession," Jean Mrris elaborated. "My last job was with the Atlas
Congress of Whnders. It went broke in M chigan."

"Not at Trapper Lake?" Doc asked sharply.

"How di d you know?"

"Do you know a man nanmed Carl MacBride?" Doc queried, instead of answering her.

The girl's burni shed-steel head shook a negative. "No."

Monk now addr essed Habeas Corpus. "Go hunt 'em Ha. beas. Hunt 'emup!”

The pig trotted off.

The girl stared after the pig, surprised at the unlovely porker's pronpt obedi ence.

"l got '"imtrained until he's better'n a bl oodhound,"” Mnk grinned.

Doc entered the room from which the young woman had accosted them |t was a bedroom bl eakly
furni shed. The mattress was missing fromthe bed; there were no curtains at the wi ndows. Long disuse
was appar ent everywhere.

Doc crossed to a windowy in need of washing. Looking out, he found he could keep an eye on the
gate.

Monk stationed hinmself in the door, apparently waiting for the return of his pig, Habeas Corpus.
"How di d you get here?" Doc asked the young woman.

Her eyes snapped. "In answer to an ad in a circus trade journal -- an ad offering a job to any
one who coul d speak the | anguage of the pinhead tribe of African natives."

"You speak it?"

"I do -- alittle. There were three pinheads with the Atlas Congress of Wonders. They were
pitiful little fellows. They used to follow me around |ike three black dogs. | |learned to speak sone
of their |anguage."

Doc Savage's features indicated neither belief nor disbelief. He asked, "Wen did you cone to New
Yor k?"

"To-day, by plane. | had been directed by telegram" She thrust her fingers into a tiny pocket in
her frock and brought out a folded yell ow paper. "Here it is" -- handing it to Doc.

Doc accepted the wire, and read the contents.

J MORRI'S CARE OF GUIDE' S HOTEL TRAPPER LAKE M CHI GAN

JOB YOURS STOP CATCH PLANE | MVEDI ATELY FOR NEW YORK AND COME TO My HOMVE ON HI LL ROAD NORTH OF
CTY GRI SWOLD ROCK

"Does Griswold Rock own this place?" asked Doc.

"Ataxi driver told me he did," the girl replied.

Monk had been listening for the return of Habeas. Now he glanced at the girl.

"That name -- Giswld Rock -- sounds kinda familiar," he said.

"Griswld Rock is president and chi ef stockholder of a small railroad which serves northern

M chigan," Doc said. "He is well known."

"There are several men here," said the girl. "I don't think | saw Giswold Rock, though."

"You said there were three pinheads with the Atlas Congress of Whnders," Doc rem nded the young
worman. "Wat becane of then?"

"They di sappeared. They wandered into the country, and that was the |ast heard of them"

"How | ong ago?"

"Al nost a year."

"Then the circus did not go broke recently?"

"Ch, no, it went on the rocks nonths ago. | have been working in Trapper Lake as a waitress."
Wth a sl ow gesture, Doc Savage indicated the high wall and the nysterious net of copper
hawsers.

"Have you any idea about the neaning of all this?"

"No," the girl shuddered, "the place gives ne the jitters."

" SOMETHI NG MUST' VE happened to Habeas Corpus," Mnk groaned.

"You three stay here," Doc directed. Then he was gone down the stairway into the | ower regions of
the house.

Reaching the library, he glanced about. The furnishings, while old-fashioned, were not cheap.
Condition here, as el sewhere in the house, indicated nonths of cleaning neglected.

The library was enpty of life.



Doc crossed to a ponderous desk which' was sonething of an antique. Letters littered the top of
it. More letters, obviously containing advertising matter, had been flung upon the floor.

Doc ran through the epistles. All were addressed to the sane individual: "Giswld Rock."

Doc read several missives. They pertained to routine operation of the railroad with which

Giswol d Rock was associ at ed.

One thing was evident fromthe text of the missives. Giswld Rock had been operating the

railroad fromseclusion. It seened that he had not visited the offices during recent nonths, but had
handl ed all business by letter, tel ephone and tel egraph. Just why this somewhat peculiar condition
shoul d exi st, the comunications gave no hint,

Doc left the library and continued his hunt.

Monk' s pet pig should have returned | ong ago. The fact that Habeas had not appeared was om nous.
Doc Savage examined a kitchen, a dining room and a large pantry without finding any one. He did,
however, note an enornous food supply. This indicated sone trenendous eaters were around.

Doc dropped to all fours and pressed an ear to the floor. The wood brought faint noises from
sonewhere in the house. But they were too vague to be | ocated.

d ancing froma wi ndow, Doc noted ruts which seenmed to be auto truck tracks, swinging fromthe
great barred gate and term nating agai nst one wing of the house. This particular w ng was

wi ndowl ess, little nore than a great wooden box.

The peculiarity of the construction was interesting.

Doc Savage worked in that direction. His intention was to investigate the box of a room

A door barred his progress. He tested it with his shoulder. Judging fromits solidity, the panel
must be arnored on the other side with sheet steel.

There was no peering through the keyhole. It was covered on the opposite side by a sw nging
shield. This refused to nove when Doc probed it with a slender nmetal instrument which he extracted
froma pocket case.

Doc worked at the lock with his netal probe. He threw the tunblers, but the door still resisted.
I't nust be barred on the inside.
Doc nmoved to a window, lifted it, poked his head out and surveyed the surroundi ngs. He was under

no del usions. Death was aprowl sonmewhere in this fantastic place, for all of the quietness in the
air.

Doc saw no one. He cl anbered outside and, circling, he exam ned the wing of the house which was
like a great box. At the end he found ponderous doors, closed tightly. Nowhere was there a crack to
permit inspection of whatever was inside.

Doc tried his giant nuscles against the panels. The wood only groaned.

The sun was | ow. The huge copper net overhead made a barred shadow pattern on the concrete walls,
and on the sides and roof of the house.

I nsi de the house, Habeas Corpus began squealing terribly.

Chapter 9. THE MAN OF FAT

DOC SAVAGED di ved around the corner of the boxlike wing of the house and reached the open w ndow
t hrough whi ch he had cone a few minutes before. He pitched hinself quickly inside.

The pig was squeal ing somewhere in the basenment regions. Doc plunged through roons, hunting the
entrance to the cellar.

On the stairway which | ed down fromthe upper floors, Mnk and Ham created racket. They were
descending. Evidently they had left the girl behind; the sound of her feet was not mngling with
theirs.

"Stay with the girl!" Doc yelled at them

Monk and Ham canme to a stop on the stairs. From behind them canme a sudden awful sound. A board
snapped with a tremendous noi se. Planks broke, splintered. Nails pulled out of wood with shrieks
I'i ke dying things.

The bedl am drowned the squeal i ng of Habeas Corpus. Mnk and Ham wheel ed back up the stairs,
reached the top and pitched down the hall. Aghast, they skidded to a halt.

A fantastic thing was happening to the hall floor. It was heaving upward, forced by sone
unearthly power from beneath. Stringers were crashing apart, planks rending and tearing.

Beyond the point where the floor was upheaving they could see the steel-haired girl. Then the
buckling of the floor blocked their view.

The hallway was dimy |lighted. Dust was arising. These two factors joined to prevent Monk and Ham
from ascertai ning the cause of the fantastic destruction.

The Thing was smashing up fromthe boxlike part of the house which Doc Savage had sought to
investigate.

Doc Savage j oi ned Monk and Ham

"It's something alive -- a nonster!" Mnk gul ped. "Hear it breathin' ?"

The breath sounds were |ike great, w ndy rushes. Doc produced a flashlight. It traced a beamlike
a whitehot thread. This spiked out at the boiling dust clouds, but could not penetrate deeply enough
to show anyt hi ng.

Behind them in the | ower regions, Habeas Corpus squeal ed nonot onously.

Then the steel-haired girl cried out in an awful fear. Monk and Ham held their tiny superfiring



pistols. They did not dare use themblindly, for fear of hitting the girl. The slugs were not
lethal, but one in an eye could do danage.

The cl ouds of dust, swirling in the glittering crystal rods of the flash beam suddenly convul sed
more violently. Weckage, splinters and small planks flew toward them

"Back!" Doc rapped. "It's coming for us!"

MONK AND Ham found their arns grasped by Doc's powerful hands. They were all but carried down the
stairs. They had noved none too quickly. The nonster seened to be trying to get to them

It was evidently baffled by the dust, and by the strength of the tinbers which conposed the old
house. It seemed to turnback.

The steel-haired girl, who had been briefly silent, began to shriek again. But her yelling
suddenly decreased in loudness. It was as if she had been dropped, still screamng, into a bottle,
and the bottle corked.

"The thing yanked her down into the |ower story," Doc said grimy.

Monk wi ped sweat off his siman features.

"I'"ve seen a lot of unearthly things in ny tinme!" he gulped. "But this takes the cake."

In the basenent, Habeas Corpus still squeal ed.

"1''mgonna see what ails that pig!" Mnk rapped, and plunged off.

Doc |unged toward a wi ndow. Before he reached it, a loud throbbing roar arose. This came fromthe
boxlike room It lifted to a great syncopation of power.

"A truck!" Hamyell ed.

There was a cl anking of machinery; the great door in the end of the house swing open.

A motor van |unbered out. The thing was |ong, the great closed box of a body rolling on a
four-wheel truck at the rear. This body was of steel, and access was had by two doors at the rear.
These were cl osed.

The van driver was the man with the dyed bl ack hair and nustache -- he who had killed Carl

MacBri de.

Ham fl i pped up his machine pistol. It baw ed, ejector spraying enpty cartridges. But the bullets
only turned into chemical -and-1ead snears on the wi ndows of the van driver's cab.

"Bul | et - proof gl ass," Ham grow ed di sgustedly.

Doc Savage plucked the little superfirer fromHam s clutch. The bronze man's fingers worked on
the weapon, flipping the nmagazi ne drum of f.

In the cartridge intake chute, Doc inserted several special shells which he extracted froma
pocket

The great van had evidently run over a buried trip device in the driveway. The gate of thick
steel bars was opening.

Doc lifted the gun; his ability as a marksman was as acconplished as his other capacities. Then
the gun blasted fire. On the sides of the van appeared tiny, grayish puffs, as if snowballs had
broken. Not hi ng el se happened.

The van rolled through the great gate and was gone.

"Blast it!" yelled Ham

HAM REMEMBERED t hat ejaculation for a long tine, due to what imediately foll owed. For the floor
seened to sink several inches under their feet, then junp. The walls rocked. A terrific explosion
all but shattered their eardruns.

W eckage cane spouting down the stairway which led to the second story. Walls cracked open |ike
over-ripe fruit. The sides of the house split, to |let out spurts of snoke and fl ane.

The roof over the boxlike roomwhich had held the van spit in the nmiddle and fol ded outward |ike
a double lid.

Snoke, flame and debris, propelled by the blast, spurted up through the coarse net of copper

cabl es.

Doc and Ham were catapulted the length of the roomin which they stood.

Their eardruns, strained by the first concussion of the explosion, registered the crash, thunp
and bang of weckage falling back to earth.

Doc Savage gl anced through the shattered rectangle of a wi ndow The explosion had practically
anni hilated the nysterious wing of the house which had harbored the big van.

Overhead, boards and lath had fallen back upon the coarse net of copper. Dust fromthe expl osion
whirled in a great pall.

"The girl!" Ham gul ped. "She couldn't have |lived through that explosion!"

The dust cloud, settling and rolling aside, partially dispersed. Flanmes appeared -- fire sweeping
the wreckage of the house wing. Scattered tongues becane scarlet bundles. They |icked at the wood,
flared up and spread.

"The expl osion scattered an incendiary conpound,"” Doc rapped out.

The bronze giant and the slender |awer flung out through the window and ran toward the fire.
Waves of heat assailed them searing as they drew closer. Extinguishing such a blaze was beyond al |
possibility.

They circled the inferno, eyes searching. They discerned several things of interest, the chief
item being the ambunt of broken glass in and about the w eckage.



Countl ess test tubes and bottles seened to have been smashed. Here and there | ay pieces of shiny,
intricate apparatus, all battered beyond recognition.

"There was a | aboratory of some kind here," Ham hazarded.

Nei t her man nentioned the main fact that there was no sign of the girl. Nor did they voice a hope
both held that the girl had been carried away in the van.

Monk had not put in his appearance. He had been absent since before the blast, when he had
started searching for Habeas Corpus.

"We gotta get himout," Ham wail ed.

There was genuine concern in Ham's voice -- a marked change fromthe sarcasmw th which he
addressed Monk when they were face to face.

THE TWO nen reentered the house. They found, beyond a door which opened off the kitchen, a
stairway |l eading to the cellar region. A loud, thunmping noise drew themto the right.

The basenent was filled with smoke. The funes were blinding, irritating to the |lungs. Sounds of

the fire came to their ears, an increasing roar. Mngling with this was a shrill whine -- an

el ectric generator.

Then they sighted Monk. The ungainly chem st was pitching hinself against a door -- a panel which
did not bulge in the slightest under his weight.

There was a small, square opening in the door, apparently for ventilation purposes. Through this

cane the nournful squeal of Habeas Corpus. Too, the generator whine emanated from here.

"l don't seemto be able to do a thing toward bustin' this down," Mnk groaned.

Doc dabbed his flash beam through the hole in the door. Inside, Habeas pranced about. It was a

| arge, bare concrete chanber. It held a huge notor-generator set, obviously enployed to charge the
overhead net of copper cables with electricity.

Doc gave the head of the flash a twist. This caused the beamto widen, and illunminate the entire
room nore effectively.

"l'ma son-of-a-gun!" Mnk expl oded.

A man lay on his back in the mddle of the floor, glassy eyes fixed on the ceiling. He reposed
near the big notor-generator.

The man was short, very fat; his fat |ooked soft. His hands lay on the floor in lunps, like a
sem -nmel ted formati on of butter. He was reposing face up, and his jow s hung down in buttery bags
agai nst his ears.

H s business suit, while expensive, was winkled. Hs shirt was soiled. He wore no necktie. The
man did not nove, or even shut his wide-open eyes.

Doc thrust a hand in the door opening, and explored on the other side. "It's sheeted with steel,"
he expl ai ned.

The bronze man now exami ned the lock. It was of the key type, with the | ock mechani smon the
other side. Picking it would be slow work.

Two snall bottles appeared in Doc's fingers. Using a match stick, he poked a pinch of powder from
one of the bottles into the keyhole. He followed this with a bit of compound fromthe second
bottle.

"Back!" he said sharply.

They retreated.

There was a brilliant flash and a whooping roar! Splinters and torn steel geysered from around
the door |ock. Chem cal reaction of the two compounds whi ch Doc had used, had caused the expl osion.
Doc shoved the door open. Squealing delightedly, Habeas Corpus bounded for Monk.

The man on the floor was stirring. He groaned; his eyes closed, then opened again. He acted like
one who had been asl eep, and was awakened by the expl osion.

Doc grasped the fat man's arm it was very soft, as if he had clutched a partially deflated inner
t ube.

Picking the fat man up bodily, Doc carried himout of the room

"Better get out of here," he called over his shoulder. "That fire is spreading fast."

Monk scooped up Habeas Corpus, and said, "I wonder how the pig got in there?"

Wt hout replying, Doc Savage carried the fat man up the stairway and outdoors, Mnk and Ham
follow ng him

They ran toward the gate, which still gaped open. Wth his sword cane, Ham pointed at the net of
electrified cabl es above. Then he indicated the high, forbidding walls.

"If you ask me, this whole place is nothing but a gigantic cage!" he decl ared.

"What | was thinking, too," Mnk runbled. "I wish | could get ny hands on this Giswld Rock, who
owns the place. 1'd find out what it's all about."

The man Doc was carrying squirned feebly.

"l am Gi swold Rock," he said.

Chapter 10. THE PRI SONER

THE BRONZE man and his two aids digested this surprising information as they ran through the
gate.

Doc | owered the fat man. Then he left the spot, running. He vouchsafed no information as to where
he was bound.



"l wonder what Doc's up to now?" Monk nuttered. "He put some special kind of bullets in ny gun

and shot at the departing truck," Hamoffered. "I don't know what the idea was. But he may be
wor ki ng on that angle."
Doc Savage topped the hill, descended into the valley beyond, and reached the roadster. He had

run a quarter of a mle at a speed a chanpion sprinter woul d have consi dered renarkable, yet his
breat hing was hardly hurri ed.

Built into the roadster was a radi ophone transmtter and receiver. Doc switched this on.
"Renny!" he call ed.

Qut of the radi o | oud-speaker came a roaring voice which mght have been owned by a disturbed
l'ion.

"On deck, Doc!"

"Where are you, Renny?"

"I'n your office. Just drifted in."

"Long Tom and Johnny there?"

"Sure. Right beside ne."

The men naned were the other three nenbers of Doc's group. The bronze nan issued rapid orders to
the men.

"I want to locate a |large van-bodied truck," he said. "It's painted red."

"There's only about a thousand red vans in New York," said the |lion-voiced "Renny."

"Use the planes," Doc directed. "Fly over Hll Road, and over the Hudson Turnpi ke. Look for red
vans, |arge ones. Wen you find them size themup with ultra-violet light and fl uoroscopic
spect acl es.”

"l get you," said Renny.

Doc switched off the apparatus and returned to the spot where he had | eft Monk and Ham

Great clouds of snoke were clinbing above the high concrete wall. Doc found the pleasantly ugly
chem st and the sword-cane-carrying | awer eying plump Giswld Rock.

The fat man was holding his head. Fromtine to tinme, his fingers explored in his hair.

"Has he tal ked?" Doc asked, indicating Giswld Rock.

Ham shook hi s head.

"They made nme drink sonmething," Giswld Rock nmuttered. "That was right after they saw you

fellows on the wall. |I no nore than drank the stuff, then | passed out."
"Where were you when that happened?”
"Upstairs."

Monk nodded, as if a point had been clarified. "They carried you down to the basenment, and Habeas
Corpus followed. That explains how Habeas got |ocked up with you."

"I don't remenber what happened," Giswld Rock nunbl ed.

Monk waved a hand at the concrete-wall ed enclosure, from which snoke poured as froma titanic

chi mey.

"lIs that your place?" he asked.

The fat man nodded gloomily. "Yep. But it isn't like it used to be. They nade me build the

wal | ."

"Made you?" Ham asked.

"Exactly," said Giswld Rock. "I've been held a prisoner for alnbst a year. To preserve ny life,
| had to do what | was told."

"Who were your captors?"

"Pere Teston was the head of the gang."

"Pere Teston?"

"He's a former enployee of ny railroad," explained the fat man. "He worked in a M chigan division
point. He was di scharged because he failed to show nuch interest in his work."

GRI SWOLD ROCK poked a soft armangrily at concrete wall and the gate of netal bars.

"They made ne transact all my business by letter or tel egraph, and sonetinmes by tel ephone. One of
stood at ny side with a gun," he grated.

"You don't know the purpose of the wall and the electrified net of copper cables?" Doc asked.
"No. They made ne buy notor-generators to electrify the net. | don't know why."

"Ever see any kind of a nonster around?"

"Monster!" nuttered Gi swold Rock. He shuddered. "Maybe that explains the sounds | occasionally
heard. "

"What sort of noises?"

"It's hard to describe them Pere Teston kept nme in a wi ndow ess roomin the basenent, but
sonmetimes | could hear things wal king about. Huge things!"

"Ever hear anything about advertisenents in newspapers?"

G i swl d Rock nodded vehenently. "Yes -- | did. They were inserting ads in every paper in the
country. | don't know what kind -- or why."

"Was Pere Teston a slender man with freckl es and a nustache?" Doc asked.

The plunp railroad magnate shook his head violently.

"No. Pere Teston is a shriveled runt. The skin on his face is white, dead-looking. Once you see



him you'll never forget his skin"'

The fire had progressed rapidly. A house wall collapsed, slapping a great cloud of sparks above
the concrete enclosure. In the distance a fire engi ne nobaned. Sorme one had evidently tel ephoned an
alarmto the nearest suburban station.

Doc Savage went to the gate. Fromthe recesses of his clothing cane an unbreakabl e tube. The
powder this contained, he sprinkled upon the gate bars. Finger prints becane visible.

Doc Savage nmade no effort to photograph them He nmerely studied them fixing the whorls indelibly
in his mnd. Months could el apse before the bronze man glinpsed |ike prints, yet he would still
recall their configuration, to such retentiveness had he attuned his nenory.

Upon one particular set of prints, Doc bestowed a great deal of attention. Then he joined the

ot hers.

Giswld Rock was saying, "I amnot a brave man. They kept ne terrified."

"Didn't you make an effort to escape?" Mnk queri ed.

The fat man nodded. "Oh, yes -- several tines. But | do not seemto be very ingenious. MW
attenpts always failed. Only yesterday, | nanaged to get as far as the gate. |'d have gotten away,
too, | believe, but the nmechanical fastener defied ne. | could not discover how it operated,

al though | funbled all over the gate."

Doc Savage reached out abruptly and grasped Giswold Rock's fat wist. He turned the hands palm

up so as to inspect the finger tips. H s experienced eye appraised the whorls and rings.

"You |l eft your finger prints on the gate," he said dryly.

Giswld Rock raised his eyebrows in surprise.

"l just found the prints,"” Doc explained "W'd better clear out of here now Hear that fire

appar at us?"

Griswl d Rock was eying Doc. He emtted a | oud ejacul ation.

"l know who you are!" he exclained. "You re Doc Savage, the fell ow who has becone so fanobus as a
troubl e- buster."

Doc waved the party in the direction of the car. Doc entered his roadster. Mnk, Ham and

Giswl d Rock and the pig got in the other car.

Wth its siren noaning, the fire engi ne approached on Hlt Road.

Doc's party took the opposite direction. They got away without being seen, thereby avoiding the
necessity of answering the questions of curious firenen.

NOR WAS t he presence of Doc Savage ever connected with the nysterious walled nmansi on which the
fire fighters found afl ame. Never afterward in public did Doc nention the place. He told no one,
outside of his five aids and the others i medi ately concerned, of what had occurred at the fantastic
spot. He did not tell that he had discovered the enclosure to be a prison for the retention of sone
speci es of fantastic nonster.

The nonster angle, however, was unearthed by an aggressive newspaper reporter who turned up on

the scene. This news hawk possessed an inmgi nation. He was enpl oyed by a tabloid which was not
averse to coloring its news with a little invention.

This journalist of wit, after studying the high concrete enclosure with its over-flung net of
copper cables, played havoc with the speed laws in getting to the nearest tel ephone. The next
edition of his paper appeared with trenmendous bl ack headl i nes.

LAIR OF MONSTERS FOUND! MYSTERY MANSE GOES UP | N FLANES.

The story bel ow was vague as to detail, but it made interesting reading. It stated that the
property was owned by a railroad man named Giswol d Rock, and added further that Giswld Rock had
not been in evidence at his New York club during recent nonths.

It suggested that the police conduct a search for Giswld Rock; and, clinmaxing the yarn, was a
suggestion that the nmysterious "nonster" advertisements, which had been appearing in newspapers

t hroughout the United States, were connected with the unusual establishment which had been found in
flames.

It happened that this tabloid newspaper was noted for the scatter-brained quality of the reports

it published, and as a consequence, its deductions were not taken seriously.

Sonme of the nore sedate netropolitan journals dispatched reporters to the fire, and these |ater
turned in stories which were carried on inside pages in small type.

To the very fact that the tabloid newspaper first connected the nystery mansion with the

"nonster" advertisements, could be attributed the small anount of real notice which the affair
recei ved. Nobody took the tabloid seriously.

Since the newspapers never connected the walled estate of Giswld Rock with the hideous nenace

of the nonsters which was soon to cast its grisly spell over the cities of the United States, they
remai ned blissfully unaware that, in turning up their noses at the flanboyant tabloid, they had
passed up what mght easily have been the front-page story of all tine.

Furthernore, the tabloid itself failed to profit as nuch as it might have, for its reporter

| acked the detective ability to follow up the possibilities which his imagination had suggested; or
maybe the reporter did not believe what he wote. He mght nerely have come uncannily near the truth
in conjuring an interesting yarn out of his fertile brain.

At any rate, no one connected Doc Savage with the fire, least of all the fire fighters who



arrived too late to witness the bronze's nan departure. Wiile they were playing the first streans
fromtheir chem cal extinguishers on the blaze, Doc Savage rolled along the deserted road perhaps
two miles distant.

Chapter 11. THE ULTRA-VI OLET TRAIL

DOC SAVAGE switched on the radio tel ephone. There cane i medi ately fromthe | oud-speaker the
sound of static and, intermngling with these cracklings, a many-throated drone.

The droning, sent fromother transmtters, was the sound of plane notors.

"You fellows sighted anything?" Doc asked.

Qut of the |oud-speaker canme a well-nodul ated, cultured voice. This belonged to "Johnny," who was
known to his | earned associates as WIliam Harper Littlejohn. He had once been the head of the
natural science research departnment of a fanmpus university.

"No," said Johnny. "Not a sign of themyet."

Doc lifted his gaze. Flying |low and to the southward, he could see a pl ane.

"Rol | your bus, Johnny," he suggested.

The distant ship spun over slowy in the sky.

"0. K ," Doc said. "lI've got you spotted."

The bronze man halted his roadster. Monk was driving the other machine. The pig, Habeas Corpus,
was perched on his lap. He drew to a stop al ongside Doc's car. The three nen and the pig piled out.
For the benefit of Giswold Rock, and for his nen, who had not heard the entire story, Doc Savage
gave a brief synopsis of all that had occurred. Wiile doing this, he spoke close to the m crophone
which fed the radio tel ephone transmitter, so that his nen in the distant plane would get the story
clearly.

Monk showed particular interest in the newspaper clipping concerning the death of the half-breed
woodsman, Bruno Hen.

"Tornado -- nothing!" he snorted. "I'Il bet it was the nonsters -- whatever they are -- that

wr ecked the cabin."

Giswol d Rock shuddered violently. "The nore | think of ny last nonths, the nore terrible they
becone," he mpbaned. "My captors forced me to sign so rmuch stuff that they wouldn't let ne read!"
Doc Savage studied Giswold Rock. The plunp fellow certainly had not taken nmuch exercise
recently. He was carrying sone of the flabbiest fat the bronze man had ever seen.

"The Tinberland is the name of your railroad, isn't it?" Doc asked.

Giswld Rock's fat jow s went through a convul sion which was evidently a nod. "That is right."
"And you direct the destinies of the railroad absol utel y?"

"Yes. | amnot only president, but I also own nuch of the stock -- that is, providing | didn't
sign it away with some of those papers they nmade nme put ny John Henry on w thout reading."

"I's the town of Trapper Lake on the Tinberland Line?"

"We have a station there. Not a very profitable one."

THE SOUND of the plane becane audible in the sky to the east; a nonent |ater the ship appeared.
The craft was of a type as yet rarely seen in the air lanes. Its shape bore faint resenblance to the
popul ar autogyro. Actually, it was a true gyro, another product of Doc fabul ous inventive skill. In
maki ng a take-off, the ship was capable of rising vertically.

The ship becanme stationary less than fifty feet above their heads. The door of the cl osed cockpit
opened; a hand appear ed.

It was an enornous hand -- fully a quart of bone and gristle encased in a skin which resenbl ed
rhi noceros hide. The owner of the big hand thrust his head out. He had a | ong, horselike face which
bore an expression of utter gl oom

Wth his other hand, he threw a | ever which turned the nmotor exhaust into a muffler. The engine
assunmed a surprising quietness.

"W ain't having any luck yet," he called. H's voice resenbled the roaring of a disturbed |ion.
This was Renny -- Col onel John Renwi ck. The engi neering profession used his nanme in terns of

hi ghest respect. Hi s engineering feats had given hima world-w de reputation and earned hima
fortune.

Renny permitted hinself only one formof anusenent. Wen the opportunity offered, he liked to
denonstrate his ability to knock the panel out of the strongest wooden door with one bl ow of his
enornous fists.

"Long Tomis further west," Renny advised. "Guess you saw Johnny's bus."

He swung the gyro in the direction of the strange walled enclosure with its grille of copper
cables. Fromthis, great quantities of snoke still poured.

Renny circled the fire for a tinme. Then he returned, and hovered "is craft in the air over Doc's
head.

The big-fisted engineer had an ejacul ati on which he used at every opportunity. He enployed it

now.

"Holy cow " he boonmed. "That's the dangedest-I|ookin' place!"

Then he clinbed his plane, and followed H Il Road into the distance.

Giswol d Rock had been an interested observer. He now addressed Doc.

"l believe the tales |'ve heard of you were to the effect that you have five associates. Was that



fellow with the enornous hands one of then®?"

Doc nodded. "He's one of the greatest of engineers, when he chooses to work at it."

From t he | oud-speaker in Doc's roadster cane the words which he had been awaiting

"Here's the van, Doc," said a shrill voice

GRI SWOLD ROCK started violent!y. Evidently the ram fications of Doc's conmuni cation system were
beyond hi s conprehension

"Who was that?" he gul ped

Instead of replying, Doc started the roadster engine. The giant bronze man had a habit, sonewhat

di sconcerting to those who did not know himwell, of seem ng not to hear questions which he did not
wi sh to answer.

Had he chosen, he could have taken tine to explain that the voice belonged to Major Thonas J
Roberts, an electrical wi zard whose contributions to that science were anong the greatest ever
made

The public knew little of "Long Tonmi' Roberts' work, for the reason that his discoveries were

I argely beyond the understanding of the average layman. Wthin fifty or sixty years, textbooks would
no doubt state that Major Thonmas J. Roberts had done inportant pioneering and di scovery work al ong
many |ines.

"Wiere is the van, Long Ton?" Doc asked

"It's going north on Hudson Turnpike."

"We'l| see if we can overhaul it," Doc said grimy

Giswld Rock grimaced and becane quite pale. "Can't you -- can't you |l et ne out sonewhere?"

Doc and the others eyed Giswld Rock curiously. Mst men, when frightened, put up a front of
exaggerated bravado to hide their fears. Not so this fat man. He was terrified, and not backward
about asserting the fact

“I"'man awful coward!" he wailed. "I'mespecially scared of these devils."

"Do you want them puni shed?" Mnk demanded

"COf course | do! But | don't care about going after them nyself."

Ham eyed his sword cane thoughtfully. Apparently he was wondering how a man with such a marked

| ack of physical courage had nanaged to becone manager and nmjor owner of a railroad. Big business
men, with whom Ham had conme in contact, had al ways been go-getters with plenty of courage

"You go with us," Doc told Giswld Rock. "We'll keep you out of danger."

Oten in the past, Mnk and Ham had seen the remarkabl e voice of the bronze man work mracl es
Never had it secured a nore profound effect than now. Giswold Rock seened to draw courage fromthe
power ful tones

"l feel as safe with you as anywhere," he said, and got into the roadster

THE CAR hurtled forward in a fashion which caused Giswld Rock to utter a terrified choking

sound and grasp the door. However, as he observed the expertness with which Doc gui ded the machine
his trepidation subsided. Wthin a mle, he was resting easily on the cushions, although seventies
wer e dancing on the speedoneter

"Still got the man in sight?" Doc asked into the radi o mke

"I'mcruising above it," came Long Toni s radioed reply

"Sure it's the right machine?"

"Positive. The fluoroscopic glasses show the presence of the chemical m xture you al ways use

Doc. "

Giswol d Rock winkled his plunp brow at these words. "You put something on that van to identify
it?"

"Shot bullets |laden with a chemical concoction at it," Doc replied. "They splashed the chemicals
on the sides and roof of the van."

The fat man waved his pursy hands. "For the life of me, | cannot conprehend how that could help
you. "

"To the naked eye the chemical m xture presents nothing extraordinary. In fact, it's hardly
noticeable. But the stuff has the property of fluorescing, or glow ng, when exposed to ultra-violet
light. Odinary vaseline, for instance, has a simlar property. This stuff glows with a different

color -- a hue peculiar to itself."
"But you speak of fluoroscopic eyegl asses."
"The glowing marks are very snmall. Since it is now daylight, special eyepieces are needed to nake

the glow visible."

There cane an interruption, a sound |ike netal knocking rapidly on wood. It emanated fromthe
radi o | oud- speaker

"Doc!" Long Toms voice rapped excitedly fromthe instrunent. "They've got a nachine gun --
The rapping grew | ouder, drowning out the electrical wi zard's tones. Then, with an om nous
abruptness, the racket ceased conpletely.

"That clatter sounded |ike a machine gun!" Giswold Rock wail ed

Doc Savage said nothing. He put weight on the gas accel erator. Larger and | arger speedoneter
figures craw ed past the dial marker

For a tine, Giswld Rock failed to note the new pace at which they were traveling. Then



chancing to | ook at the speedoneter, he turned very white.

Chapter 12. THE TUNNEL

LONG TOM Roberts had studied the red van intently through binocul ars, before droppi ng down cl ose
to it. He had searched particularly for possible |oopholes, but had seen none.

Too late, he |l earned they had been covered by clever covers caps disguised as the heads of rivets
that held the van body together.

A procession of |ead slugs, gnashing angrily at his left wing, was his first warning of disaster.
The | eaden stream made a quick march for the cockpit.

It was the hammer of these slugs which Doc Savage had heard over the radio.

Long Tomwas not flying a gyro, but another of Doc Savage's ships -- a rather nondescript-Iooking
bi pl ane. Doc used this type of craft when not wishing to attract attention by being seen in his
di stinctivel y-desi gned speed ship, or the gyro.

The crate heaved over on a wing tip as Long Tomtrod the rudder and cornered the stick. It got
away fromthe hungry | ead.

He jerked a lever in the cockpit. On the cowl, hatches rolled back; a disappearing nachi ne gun
junmped into view. This was synchronized to fire through the prop.

Qut of the van top, nore bullets clinbed. Every third or fourth slug seenmed to be a tracer. The
metallic threads waved |ike a deadly, w ndbl own gray procession of raindrops.

Long Tom s gun fired from Bowden controls on the stick. He ringed the van in his sight; his hand
cl anped the Bowden trip. The gun on the cowl shook its iron back, and snoked.

Li ke cobweb spun by an invisible spider, Long Tom's tracers ran down through the | ate afternoon
sunlight to the van. Against the steel van body, however, they only made splotches of chemical fire,
or spattered into shapel ess bl obs.

Long Tomfelt his ship jar under him The stick waggled in his hand as bullets | ashed at the
control services. He jockeyed the stick nadly to evade the fire.

Hi s pl ane had never been intended for conbat It handl ed sluggi shly. A procession of slugs beat
agai nst the engine. Their sound was |ike rapid hamer bl ows.

The engi ne st opped.

Long Tom booted the ship into a flat glide, then | ooked overside. What he saw nade himgrind his
teeth.

The only field suitable for a | anding was one near the road. To plant the plane anywhere el se
woul d nean an al nost certain crackup, for all around were trees, rocks and abrupt hills.

Long Tom sl owed the plane by fish-tailing. He three-pointed perfectly on the clearing. Wiile the
ship was still rolling, he dived out and ran for the nearest bush.

He had hardly taken a dozen | eaps when a nachine gun stuttered behind him He saw hazy tracer
lines near his head. Dust gushed on a hillside in front of him A dozen feet to the left he saw a
shal l ow ditch. Long Tomdived into it.

The machine gun stilled its noisy chatter.

"Take the guy alive if you can!" shouted a man.

Take himalive they did. The ditch was not deep enough to pernmt Long Tomto crawl away. It
chanced that he was at the nmoment unarmed.

Four nmen ran Up. They were unsavory fellows, nen who had followed the path of crime so |ong that
it was reflected in their voices and actions.

"Lanp the guy!" snorted one of the quartet. "He |ooks |ike a case for the hospital!"

This statenment about Long Tom was caused by the el ectrical w zard' s unhealthy appearance. Long
Tom was sl ender and only fairly set up. He was very pale, as if no sunlight had reached himfor a
long tinme. H s appearance, however, was deceptive. Few nmen were healthier than he.

The four men pointed machine guns at Long Tom These weapons were an airplane type, firing
full-sized cartridges. Recoil was taken care of by an el aborate bracing device, which each man wore
harnessed about his mniddle.

Long Tom arose fromthe ditch. He was searched.

"Who are you?" asked one of the gang.

The el ectrical w zard ignored the query. A man |lunged forward and gave hima painful kick.

"Maybe that'll give you a voice!" the fellow grow ed.

The last word was still rattling his vocal cords when Long Tonis fist collided with the point of
his jaw. The bl ow had the sound of a |oud handcl ap. The nan's eyes rolled, showi ng the whites. He
sagged to hands and knees and began shaki ng his head fish.

"l ought to snuff your wick!" one of the other nen snarled, and jutted his rapid-firer at Long
Tom

"Keep your shirt on!" growl ed a red-necked thug. "W'Ill drag himalong. The boss may want to
juice himfor information. The punk had sone reason for taggin' us with the sky lizzie."

"I"'min favor of giving hima |lead pasting, Hack," grunbled the blood-thirsty one.

"Dunmy up!" said Hack. "The big shot may not want himrubbed."

They pl aced stout handcuffs on Long Toms wists and his ankles. Then hurried himover to the big
red van.

A man stood beside the machine, dancing about in his inpatience. He was tall and waspi sh, and had



freckl es and dark hair and a nustache.

Doc's story, comng to Long Tomover the radio, had included a description of this man. The
fellow was the nurderer of Carl MacBride, the electrical w zard realized.

"Way didn't you smear hin?" he yelled, indicating Long Tom

"W thought the big greezer might want to put the screws on him Caldwell," said the
florid-necked Hack.
Cal dwel | -- he had evidently not troubled to give Carl MacBride a fake nane on the plane --

consi dered this.

"No good! Too risky. Croak "im"

The men lifted submachine guns. For an instant Long Tom stared death in the face.

"Wait!" Caldwell rapped. "We'll plant "imin the truck. That's better."

The van cab was commodi ous. |t accommopdated Long Tom and the four men who had seized him

Cal dwel | cl anbered into the rear.

The engine started; the van swung into notion. It traveled swiftly, taking tremendous runs at the
hills.

THE ELECTRI CAL wi zard |istened. The nonster, whatever it was, which had broken through the fl oor
of Griswold Rock's house, nmust be in the rear of the van. He hoped to ascertain, fromsome sound,
what the thing m ght be.

He heard nothing in the nature of a clew

Hunched down in the seat, Long Tom surveyed the heavens. Twi ce, he saw planes. They were too
distant for himto tell whether they were Doc's ships.

The setting of the sun canme about abruptly, due to the rising of a bank of clouds in the west

si mul taneous with the descent of the blazing orb.

"l don't think we're doin' the brainy thing!" said one of the men in the cab.

"Nobody asked you!" grow ed Hack.

"Maybe not. But | don't get the idea of finishin' off the thing in the truck. After all the
troubl e we've gone to!"

"Sh-h-h!" hissed Hack. "It m ght hear you. This one ain't workin' so good. You know that. So the
boss has decided to get rid of it. We'll bring up others for the big push on New York. Dam it!
We' Il have to get another headquarters.”

"l hope that explosion got the bronze guy!" grow ed anot her

"Dummy up!" said Hack, scowing at Long Tom "This guy's got his ears unpinned."

"0. K, 0. K," the other nmuttered. "Wat are we gonna do after we get rid of our |oad?"

"Light out for the Trapper Lake country," replied rednecked Hack.

Ni ght cl anped down bl ackly. Long Tom kept accurate check on their progress, and their

wher eabouts. They followed the State highway for a tinme, then turned off. He could see the hi ghway
mar ker s.

Long Tom nade no attenpt at a break. His captors kept eyes upon himall the tine they were on the
ferry. Hands remained in gun-bul ged pockets. H's slightest nmove woul d have nmeant sudden death.
The van rolled on -- for hours, it seemed. The terrain becane hilly. At al nost every brook they
st opped and added water to the radiator.

At last, the van halted. There was a stirring in the rear. Long Tom peered through t he wi ndow.

Cal dwel | appeared fromthe after regions of the van. Ahead of himhe propelled the steel-haired
girl, Jean Morris.

Her wists were handcuffed at her sides; adhesive tape crisscrossed her lips. She could only
glare rage with her netallic eyes and nmake angry noi ses through her nostrils.

The pair were illumnated faintly by the backgl ow of the van's headlights.

Cal dwel | stared at Long Tom He spat disgustedly. "Don't let this guy get away!" he warned. "He's
probably been listening to you guys talk, and knows plenty."

"W ain't been talkin'," lied the red-necked Hack. Long Tom kept his pale face expressionless. In
his listening, he had garnered one really inportant norsel of information. This gang seened to have
a headquarters in the vicinity of Trapper Lake, M chigan.

"How do we dish it out to hinP" asked Hack,

"Just tie himin the van cab," said Caldwell. "Two of you birds come along with ne. The other two
are enough to do the job."

"Sure," said Hack. "I know the spot. | was raised in this country. The place is right ahead.

It'I'l work swell."

"It'd better,"” Caldwell said grimy.

The van roll ed ahead, leaving Caldwell, the steel-haired girl, and the two thugs behind. The

ponder ous vehicl e covered perhaps two hundred yards, then angled into a disused side road.

The headl i ghts picked out a tunnel-like hole which slanted down into the side of a hill. Sone

time in the past, an attenpt at mning had been made here. The tunnel was rather large -- big enough

for the van to be driven in.

The munbl e of the engine becane terrific thunder as the van entered the bore.

For the first tine, Long Tomdetected the vibration of sonething of great size noving in the van
rear. The nonster was apparently disturbed by the roar of the engine.



"l hope the thing don't try to get out!" Hack nuttered.

"The van will hold it," grunted the other.

Long Tomtested the handcuff |inks uneasily. He was stronger than nine out of ten

run-of -the-street nmen. Hi s nuscles, however, were unequal to snapping the stout steel |inks.
"Gettin' uneasy, eh?" jeered Hack

The fellow drew anot her set of handcuffs from his pocket He grasped Long Tom s | eg.

The el ectrical wi zard kicked and pitched about violently. The driver cursed. H's attention was
di stracted; the van crashed into the tunnel wall and stopped.

Bot h nen seized Long Tom C ubbing himwi th pistols, straining, grunting, they managed to |ink
his ankl e manacl es to the steering-post

"Let's go!" snapped Hack.

They piled out of the cab.

Long Tom heard scrapi ng sounds, then saw the reddish flicker of nmachete. He | eaned out. Al though
his feet were secured, he could see the two nen. They were applying a match to a fuse which led into
a large steel tool |ocker slung under the van body.

The fuse hissed, and spat sparks. The two nen whirled and ran.

THE VAN notor had killed itself when the machine collided with the tunnel side, and inside the
tunnel there was conparative silence, except for the noise of the running nen. Sonehow, to Long Tom
it was as if the receding steps were in actuality the departure of his own |ife-ghost.

He wrenched nadly, fighting the handcuff links. The steel circiets scraped skin off his wists
and ankl es, cut flesh, and rasped tendons. And they held him

Back in the van interior, the nonster stirred uneasily. On the faint chance that he m ght arouse
the thing and cause it to break free, and in sone manner acconplish the saving of hinmself, Long Tom
began to yell.

"Bust out!" he shrilled. "They're trying to kill us!"

There was a violent stir, a terrific inmpact inside the van; then great bl ows.

The thing realized sonething sinister was under way. Either it had understood Long Tom or had
sensed the danger.

Long Tom peered out of the cab, stretching as far as the handcuff links would pernmit. The
sparking fire had craw ed along the fuse until it was lost to view inside the box.

The nmonster's struggl es caused the van body to rock slightly on the springs.

Long Tom wi dened his mouth to yell again. The shout, however, never cane. |nstead, he sealed his
lips and |istened.

He had caught a sound, a sound so weird as to defy description. A fantastic trilling note -- it
m ght have been the plaintive cry of sonme exotic feathered thing lost in the unbrageous depths of
the anci ent m ne.

It was the sound of Doc Savage.

"Doc!" Long Tom yel | ed.

The gi ant man of bronze came plungi ng down the declivitous mne tunnel, flashlight in hand. He
moved the beam occasionally to avoid larger |unps of rock which had fallen fromthe roof of the
abandoned di ggi ngs.

The bronze man wenched at the underslung tool |ocker into which the fuse ran. It was of steel,
heavily constructed like the rest of the van. OQpening it was work for a key, or for a steel-cutting
torch.

Inside the van the nonster struggled futilely.

Doc Savage | eaped to the rear. A huge padl ock secured the doors, too strong to break! He whipped
to the cab and grasped the stout handcuff chain which |inked Long Tomto the steering col um.
Long Tom had battled that chain futilely. Hi s best efforts had not even elongated the |links. The
chain parted under Doc's fingers as if it were cheap, soldered watch |inkage.

Long Tom was yanked out of the cab and borne toward the tunnel nmouth at a dizzy speed.

Doc Savage's flashlight funneled white, and in the incandescence, stony outthrusts of the tunnel
wal | s cast weird, squirm ng shadows.

Here and there lay |unps of coal which had disintegrated fromlong exposure to the air. G ayish
shale floored the tunnel, this still bearing depressions |left upon the renoval of tramway ties.
Through these, the van tracks rutted deeply.

Long Tom gnawed his lips. He was hol ding his breath, unaware of doing so. Wuld the expl osion
come before they got out?

It did not. Doc Savage dived through the entrance, and veered to the right. In his haste he nmade
sone noi se. Rocks rolled; bushes whipped.

Drawn by these sounds, froma spot at |east a hundred yards distant, a powerful hand-searchlight
protruded a white tongue. Doc and Long Tom were enbedded in the glare. Frombehind the light, angry
yell's vol | eyed.

"Hell -- it's the bronze guy!" Hack how ed.

Two gun nuzzles, lipping flane, becane |like wi nking red eyes above the white-hot nmouth of the
hand searchlight. The bullets passed Doc and Long Tom so closely that the ugly sound was not the
conventional zing, but nore |like the snap of glass rods.



From the tunnel nouth cane a great, whooping roar. The big hole spat shale, dust, and | unps of
old coal.

I't might have been the nouth of a gigantic cannon.

Chapter 13. THE M CH GAN CLEW

THE CONCUSSI ON of the explosive within the tunnel caused the earth to quake until Doc all but

I ost his balance, despite his tremendous agility.

Rubbl e was bl own fromthe nouth of the tunnel with sufficient force to carry nmany yards; the
stuff blasted in the direction of Hack and his conpani ons.

As the hail of debris struck, the pair stopped shooting. Either a rock broke their light, or they
switched it off, for its glitter vanished.

Doc Savage, with Long Tom s nmanacl ed frame across his trenendous shoul ders, pitched through the
night. The hill into which the tunnel penetrated was steep. There was danger of the explosion
sliding its top down upon them

The cataclysmic force of the detonation seened to |ift the entire hilltop. Geat cracks split and
gaped open. Trees upset. Rocks and soil spurted upward, as expl osi on-gas escaped through the rents.
The hilltop settled, causing great gushes of dust. The tunnel nouth closed conpletely. The
reverberations of the blast whooped and thunped, |ike unseen giants fighting each other, until they
weakened away into nothi ngness.

The nonster within the van, whatever mght be its nature, certainly had perished in that blast,
buried under hundreds of tons of stone, shale and earth.

A nore effective tonmb woul d be hard to conceive.

Doc Savage | owered Long Tom By way of proof that the bronze man's earlier feat of snapping the
handcuff b.links was no freak. the |inkage securing Long Toms wists and ankl es now parted easily
under Doc's great corded hands.

"How d you get here, Doc?" Long Tom denanded.

"Renny picked me up in the gyro," Doc explained. "Using the ultra-violet |ight, we managed to

|l ocate the van. W followed the thing, and lost sight of it when it went into the tunnel. | dropped
down by parachute to see what had happened."

"The steel-haired girl was taken off the van a few hundred yards back," Long Tom of f er ed.

Wth the ghostly abruptness as of a bronze specter, Doc Savage vani shed into the night. He nade
directly for the spot fromwhich the shots had been fired.

DUST ROLLED in choking waves. The cl oud banks that had made the sunset so abrupt had gorged the
sky with their sooty mass. Dust and cl ouds, conbined, made the night very dark.

Far overhead, Doc coul d hear faint hissing noises. They m ght have been nade by the wind.

Actual ly, they were the sound of the silent nmotors which propelled Renny's gyro and the | arger speed
pl ane i n which Johnny and the others rode. Johnny had | anded and pi cked up Monk, Ham and fat

Gi swol d Rock.

Gri swol d Rock had not been enthusiastic about taking to the air, having adnmitted a fear of

ai rpl anes.

Doc Savage, using his fabulously sensitive ears and nostrils, ascertained that the gunmen had
fled. He increased his speed. The fleeing pair had taken to the disused road which approached the
m ne nout h.

Doc, catching faint sounds of their flight, ran faster. H's quarry had turned off the road into a
very level field. Doc caught a faint tang of gasoline.

Qut of his pocket came a small boxlike device. It was a radio transnmitter-receiver, designed for
an ultra degree in portability. He clicked the switches.

"Renny! Johnny!" he call ed.

"I"mon," Renny's thunping tones replied

"Me, too," added Johnny's nore schol astic voi ce.

"Toss out flares," Doc conmanded. "I think these fellows have a plane waiting down here. There's
a snell of gasoline in the air."

That this deduction was correct was quickly verified. A plane notor whooped into life out on the
level field.

H gh overhead, al nost against the black flanks of the clouds, a |ight appeared. Rivaling the sun
in brightness, it bathed the earth in glittering white, causing every grass blade to stand out. It
was the flare which Doc had ordered. It sank slowmy, lowered by a small parachute. Its intensity
seenmed to increase as it eased down in the sky.

Doc caught sight of the plane. It was a | owwi ng cabin job, and it | ooked fast.

Cal dwel | hinself was inside the glass enclosed cockpit, handling the controls.

G VING H S engine no tine to warmup, Caldwell fed the cylinders gas. The | oww nged ship picked
up its tail and scudded across the field.

In the cal ciumdare, Doc Savage discerned a fem nine face janmed to the cabin wi ndows. The

steel -haired Jean Morris apparently was still a prisoner.

The pl ane vaulted off.

Above, Renny's gyro and Johnny's speed ship cane spiraling down to attack.

Doc, directing the affair by radio, conmanded, "Watch it, you fellows! The girl is in their



pl ane. "

Hi s warning was hardly necessary, however. Caldwell's plane clinbed with astonishing speed. To
the west, clouds hung very |low. The craft made for these. As it banked, Doc caught a glinpse of the
license nunerals in the flare glitter. He nade note of the number, fixing the figures in his
retentive nenory.

It dived into the vapor bank and was lost to sight before it could be overhaul ed.

"Holy cow " canme Renny's disgusted ejaculation fromthe gyro. "W haven't got a chance of
trailing them through these clouds."

Renny's gyro and Johnny's faster bus swung in great circles, searching. Johnny even clinbed the
ship above the clouds, where there was nmoonlight. No trace did they discern of Caldwell's aerial
conveyance.

It had nade an escape.

Johnny tossed out another flare, banked down and | eveled off. There was sone bouncing to his

| andi ng, but considering the |anding speed of his ship, it was expert.

Long Tom had joi ned Doc. He watched Johnny get out of the plane.

"Johnny sure | ooks |ike the advance agent for a famne," the electrical w zard renarked.

Thi s described Johnny's appearance accurately. He was extrenely tail, and thinner than it seened
possible for any man to be. Dangling by a ribbon fromhis left |apel was a nonocle -- actually a
power ful magnifier.

Giswol d Rock scranbl ed out of the plane after the gaunt Johnny. Rock's fatty face was white as
dough, and was dripping perspiration. H's hands trenbl ed.

"l hate airplanes!" he wailed. "They al ways scare ne."

So that only Doc could hear, Long Tomrenarked, "Everything seens to scare that guy!"

Renny now dropped his gyro lightly upon the field. Alighting, he fanned a huge fist in the
general direction of the sky.

"Holy cowl" he runbled. "How re we going to trail 'enP"

"l can help out," Long Tom said shortly. "I overheard themtal king. They've got a hangout
sonewhere near Trapper Lake, M chigan. They were going to head for that spot."

Giswl d Rock held up plunp, soft hands in a gesture of incredulity.

"Surely you're not going to follow them" he ejaculated. "Don't you see that they are too
dangerous to nonkey with?"

Bi g-fisted Renny answered this. "Cracking down on guys like themis what we do for a living."
GRI SWOLD ROCK shuddered, and all of his fat jounced and shook.

"I"'ma coward!" he wailed. "Don't count on ne. | wish | could go to South Anerica or sone place
until this is all over."

Doc Savage began outlining his intended course of action.

"Renny," he addressed the big-fisted engineer, "your know edge of engineering includes dope on
excavating nmethods. You probably know where machinery and nmen can be gotten in a hurry."

Renny nodded and | ooked gl oony. The gl oony expression was deceptive. The nore sonber Renny | ooked
the nmore he was probably enjoying hinself.

"You will start excavation on the closed mine tunnel," Doc told him "Dig in and see what the
nonster was."

"0. K ," Renny said.

Doc Savage now addressed Ham whose specialty was |aw. "You go over the records and recent |egal
papers of M. Rock's Tinberland Line railway. See if you can unearth anything of value. M. Rock
will want to know what kind of papers he has been forced to sign recently, anyway."

Fat Griswol d Rock suddenly shook his fist violently at the sky where the plane of their enem es
had lost itself. Color came into his flabby cheeks.

"You don't need to look for the chief villain!" he yelled. "It's that chemi st, Pere Teston."

For the briefest nmonent it seemed that Doc Savage's weird trilling note was audible. Hs five men
showed marked interest, for the sound indicated that the big bronze man had just heard sonething
whi ch he considered inportant.

"Chemist!" Doc repeated. "You neglected to state that he was a chem st."

"Did I ?" Giswold Rock clucked regretfully. "I was excited. | suppose | left out that detail.
It's not inmportant, anyway. He was a hal f-baked chem st."
"Hal f - baked!"

"l mean he had crackpot ideas. He was a nut on scientific farmng. He was al ways goi ng around

tal ki ng about increasing the efficiency of farmanimals. He got so goofy about the idea that he was
worthless to ny railroad as an enpl oyee, so we fired him"

"Along just what lines did he hope to increase the efficiency of farm ani mal s?" Doc asked

poi ntedly.

"l don't know. " The fat man shrugged. "I didn't pay nuch attention to that. He was just another
enpl oyee. Now, though, | wish |I'd kept ny eye on him"

Doc asked several other questions. These nerely devel oped the fact that Giswold Rock had no nore
information of inportance to divulge.

"l don't want to go to Mchigan with you!" said the fat man.



"We have no intention of forcing you into danger," Doc told him "You can remain here in New

York, if you prefer.”

"The rest of us are going to Mchigan?" Long Tom demanded.

"We are,"” Doc told him

Chapt er 14. NORTHWARD

THE REMAI NDER of the night, and part of the follow ng day, was filled with fast, if unexciting,
novemnent .

Bi g-fisted Renny, calling on engineering acquai ntances and contractors, assenbled steam shovels,

a fleet of dunmp trucks, and workmen. He began operations on the caved-in mne, scooping his way in
to ascertain the nature of the nonster which Caldwell's gang had buri ed.

"This job is apt to take sone little tinme," he reported. Ham the |legal expert, set to work on

the papers of the Tinberland Line, Giswld Rock's railroad. A though the little railway operated in
M chigan, its main offices were in New York.

"l noved the headquarters down here," Giswold Rock explained. "I never did |Iike northern

M chigan. It gets too cold for ne up there in the winter."

In his first few hours of searching, Ham unearthed several noteworthy norsels of information.

First, Giswld Rock had signed nunerous checks under duress. They were | arge checks -- they total ed
nearly a quarter of a million dollars. Furthernore, it was evident that Pere Teston had been the
recipient of all of these sums. At |east, his nane was on the face of the checks, and on the back in
endor senent .

Fat Giswold Rock did not seemgreatly concerned over the huge inroad on his finances. Apparently
he coul d stand nonetary | oss, but any threat of danger to his person drove himfrantic.

"l got out of it lucky!" he said, and fingered his own fat bul ges |ovingly.

Another interesting detail turned up by Hamwas the fact that the Tinberland Line had recently
bought trenendous quantities of food. This stuff Tanged from sone hundreds of sacks of flour,. to
several carloads of dressed beef. There were literally carloads of groceries.

"The purchase orders for that junk nust have been anong the papers | was forced to sign!"

Giswl d Rock declared. "This is the first time |I've seen them But they have ny signature, all
right."

Ham traced down these food supplies. He |l earned the naterial had been transferred to a barge in
Lake Superior, near Trapper Lake. No one seened to know what had happened after that. The barge had
sinply gone away late in the night, and had come back enpty.

"Ch, gracious!" ejaculated Giswld Rock. "They've bought enough food for an army! Wat can it
mean?"

"It means that this is sonmething gigantic and carefully planned,"” Ham deci ded.

Al of Giswld Rock's bul ges shook as he shudder ed.

"l have an awful feeling," he npaned. "It is that some gigantic, awful nenace is hangi ng over us.
I tell you these devils nust contenplate sonmething horrible. I've a notion to go to Europe until
it's over."

"Suit yoursel f!" snapped Ham somewhat disgusted by the fat man's manifestations of profound
cowardi ce. "But before you sail, give me legal authorization to go through the records of your
railroad up in Mchigan. | want to do some nore checking there."

"Very well," Giswld Rock agreed.

He signed an authorization which Ham drew up.

It was well past noon before Doc Savage took off in his |argest speed plane for Mchigan. Wth

hi m went Ham Monk, Johnny and Long Tom Each man carried such nechani cal devices and supplies as he
bel i eved he m ght need.

They | eft Renny behind, superintending the excavating of the buried nonster.

"“I'mgoing to Europe, or somewhere," said fat Giswl d Rock, as he saw them off.

THE SPEED pl ane Doc was using for the Mchigan trip, in addition to being his largest, was his
newest. It was a gigantic thing, built to the bronze man's personally drawn specifications -- a ship
whi ch had created a small furor in the aeronautical world. It was nearly a hundred mles an hour
faster than anything approaching it in size.

The fast craft was volleying over the Trapper Lake region of northern M chigan when sunset

appr oached.

Doc was handling the controls. He had not slept the previous night nor that norning. Moreover,

the giant bronze man had that norning taken the two-hour routine of exercises which he never

negl ect ed.

The exercises consisted of nuscul ar exertions, perfornmed so strenuously that they spread a sheen

of perspiration over his great frame. A series of sound waves above and bel ow those audible to a
normal ear, he had enployed to attune his hearing. He tested an assortnent of odors, this sharpening
his ol factory organs.

He read pages of Braille printing -- the witing of the blind which is a system of upraised dots
on paper -- to nake his sense of touch nore acute.
There were scores of other angles to his routine, all intended to devel op mental and physi cal

perfection. All of the exercises were scientific in nature, calculated to obtain the npbst pronounced



results.

Despite the exercises, intensive activity, and |l ack of sleep, Doc Savage showed no signs of
fatigue. H's conpanions did not regard this as unusual. They had beconme accustonmed to Doc's
phenonenal powers.

The pig, Habeas Corpus, reposed On a Coat in the aisle. The air was cooler in these northern
regions. Ham carefully attired in tailored outdoor garb, felt the chill and glanced about in search
of his topcoat.

He saw Habeas. Hi s eyes popped. H s neck becane purple.

"OnwwW " be shrieked. He made a pass at the pig with his cane.

Habeas sought shelter under Monk's seat. Hamtried to reach him but was fended off by Mnk's

hai ry hands. Ham pronptly belted Mk over the head with his sword cane.

"You fuzzy baboon!" he gritted. "You put that pig up to eating a hole in ny coat! He never chewed
on things before!"

Monk | ooked at the overcoat on which Habeas had tried his teeth. It was a straw col ored garnent,
the latest in weave and cut. Mnk lifted a scornful lip.

"if you'd wear clothes like other men wear, it wouldn't have happened!" he snorted. "Habeas
must' ve thought that funny-lookin' thing was a new kind of fodder!"

Ham's swing with his sword cane nmissed as the plane heel ed over on a wingtip, and he had to grab
a seat to maintain his balance. Doc was circling Trapper Lake.

TRAPPER LAKE was consi dered sonething of a netropolis in this renote woods region. It boasted a
popul ati on of nearly seven hundred. The largest building in town was the hotel, the Guide's House.
The sign on the Guide's House stood up as the npbst prom nent object in town.

The fact that nmany of the buildings were constructed of |ogs gave the town an aspect sonewhat out
of place in this nodern age.

The Tinberl and Line railway depot was a squatty red structure.

No | evel ground suitable for a plane | anding was discernible near town.

"We'll go on and | and on the | ake near Carl MacBride's cabin," Doc offered. "W'Il be on the spot
then, ready to | ook things over, when daylight cones."

Bony Johnny | ooked surprised. "How we going to find the cabin?"

"That shouldn't be hard," Doc told him "The newspaper clipping gave its location in a general
way. "

Fromtheir altitude, the shore of Lake Superior was visible to the northward. Red lines, slanted
across the lake by the setting sun, seenmed to squirmwi th the undul ati ons of the waves.

The fewnmles to the | ake shore they covered in short order. Renny, peering over the side,
slanted a quart of pointing knuckl es.

"There it is," he runbled.

He had di scovered the weck of Bruno Hen's cabin. Brush and tinber resenbled a nbss growth around
t he denolished structure. The fragnents of the shack itself were not unlike a bunch of crushed and
br oken nat ches.

Doc' s pl ane was an anphi bi an, capable of alighting on water or |and. The under-carriage wheel s

di sappeared into wells.

The bronze man dropped the big ship expertly on the |ake, then taxied inshore.

He did not beach the craft. Instead, he pressed a |lever and a |light grappling anchor was | owered
mechani cal ly. This caught and held on the bottom Collapsible boats came out of a |ocker and were
pl anted on the water. They paddl ed ashore.

A late-calling meadowl ark nade sound; a jaybird scolded themangrily. Along the |ake, |eaping
fish made splashes. It was a peaceful scene.

They wal ked to the ruin of Bruno Hen's cabin.

HAM LEANI NG on his sword cane, studied the weckage in the pale gray |light which was all that
remai ned of the day. The ruin had been yanked apart by curious individuals. These persons had
tracked down whatever sign the surroundings m ght have held. In addition, there had been a heavy
rain since the disaster.

"We'll wait for daylight to hunt dews," Doc decided. They pitched their tents on a bit of high
ground near the w eckage. Wile the others did the actual erecting of the shelters, Doc paddl ed out
to the plane and made use of a powerful radio set which it held.

"Wonder what Doc's doi ng?" Long Tom pondered, battening down a tent stake with a dead branch.

The question was answered when Doc rejoined them "Caldwell's plane actually flewto this
vicinity," Doc announced. "Checking with the airports between here and New York di scl osed one which
saw the ship during the night. The plane circled, but the pilot was evidently afraid to | and. He
went on."

"How d they conme to notice it?" gaunt Johnny asked curiously.

"There was an alarmout for a ship carrying the |icense nunerals which that one bore."

The men showed surprise. They had not known that Doc had spread an alarmfor Caldwell's ship.
"The |icense nunber should show who owned the craft,"” Johnny excl ai med.

"It was stolen a nonth ago froma comercial air transport conpany in southern M chigan," Doc
replied. "A checkup revealed that."



"Anot her crinme to be charged agai nst Caldwell, or Pere Teston, or whoever is behind this," Johnny
sai d thoughtfully.

Conpl et e darkness arrived. This night, |ike the previous one in New York, was cloudy.

"Kinda feels like a storm"” Mnk remarked. The honely chem st was engaged in playfully upsetting
Habeas Corpus with a toe. The pig seenmed to like this

Wil e they were cooking supper, cottontail rabbits occasionally ventured into the zone of
firelight, only to flee as sone one noved or spoke. OaM s hooted nmournfully. Insects clattered high
notes, and bul |l frogs whooped in bass

It was a peaceful scene. They settled for the night in pneumatic sleeping bags. All were tired

t hey soon dropped off to sleep

Chapter 15. N GHT TERROR

THUNDER WAS chuckling softly in the di stance when Monk awakened, Doc's hand upon his shoul der
There was no |ightning. Mnk squirned, peered into the inky void, and gul ped. "Hey, what the --
"Quiet!" Doc cautioned. "I think something's going to happen.'

Monk bounced out of his bag, much to the disgust of Habeas, who had been asleep on the foot

The pig grunted a fewtinmes in discontent, then with strange abruptness it becane silent

Monk fished out a match and thunbed it alight. He hid the tiny flane in his cupped palm so that
only a spear of light escaped and fell upon the pig

Habeas was sniffing like a pointer. Coarse bristles along his back were on end. Mnk |istened
and could hear nothing. But the pig had detected the presence of sonething

"Habeas has remarkably keen senses,"” Doc said softly. "The nearest of the things nust be at |east
amle away fromus."

"What things?"

"Just a mnute," Doc said, "I'Il let you listen." The bronze giant went to the other nmen and
awakened them Al noved to one side, a few yards clear of the canp

A strange-| ooking bit of apparatus stood here. Doc had evidently erected this after the others
had gone to sleep. Long Tom the electrical w zard, recognized it instantly.

"A supersensitive |listening device!" he said

The el ectrical expert did not trouble to explain further that the thing utilized sensitive

par abol i ¢ pi ckup mcrophones and 'anplifiers of great power, simlar to those enployed in radio
sets. He presuned that the others knew this

Doc Savage flicked a switch which connected the | oudspeaker to the anplifier output. The
sensitivity of the listening device was at once apparent. An ow hooted in the distance, and the
sound poured out of the |oud-speaker in a great bawl . Habeas Corpus grunted. That, too, was
magni fied a thousand fold

Suddenly there cane fromthe | oud-speaker noises foreign to the other night sounds. These were
watery notes, a great splashing and gurgling. Then cane trenendous hissing noises, as of a nonster
breath expel |l ed

Doc switched off the |istener

"Huh?" Monk gul ped. "That sounds |ike sonething wadi ng al ong the edge of the |ake."

"There's another of the things in the opposite direction," Doc advised. "As far as | can tell
there are only the two of them They're approaching slomy."

After a brief interval, the bronze man switched on the listening device again. This tinme, the
spl ashi ng sounds were | ouder, and it was evident that they came fromboth up and down the | ake
shore

"Do you reckon they're huntin' us?" Mnk asked uneasily. "W'll wait," Doc said. "W won't use
this listening device any nore, either. The things may hear the anplified sounds."

The men waited, listening so hard that they could al most hear the gurgle of blood in their own
vei ns

NO LI STENI NG devi ce was needed now. The noi sy wadi ng was becom ng | ouder as the fantastic waders
of the night approached

"l hope they neet each other and fight it out," Long Tom said uneasily. "They sound as big as

el ephants. "

This proved a futile hope. The gigantic things prowing along the | ake shore apparently net. One
of thementted sound, a roar which termnated in a hacking and sputtering

"For the love of Mke!" Mnk breathed. "First tinme | ever heard a sound |ike that."

There canme a loud clank. It was like a tin can being kicked, only infinitely |louder. It was

foll omwed by another. Metal crunpled noisily; rivets shrieked; brace wires parted with | oud

dongi ngs

"Qur plane!"™ Monk grow ed. "They're tearing it up!"

He started forward.

"Wait!" Doc adnoni shed sharply. "Those things may be dangerous."

A trenmendous spl ashing was acconpanying the ruining of the plane. This came nearer, as if the
nonsters were pushing the plane to the beach

"Ain't we gonna do sonething about this?" Long Tom asked indi gnantly.

"l planted a canera in the treetops, upon first hearing them" Doc explained. "The things are



al nost in position nowto have their pictures taken."

From the ground beside the electrical |istening device Doc picked a netallic-I|ooking object,
slightly smaller than a baseball. He threw this in the direction of the beach.

The thing detonated with a flash that stabbed at their eyeballs like hot flame. It was powerful
flashlight powder which would expose the plate of the camera. He had been able to plant the canera
with shutter open, thanks to the nurk of the night.

At the flash, both nonsters canme crashing through underbrush and tinber toward the canp.

"They nmust have | ocated our place by the canp fire earlier in the night," Ham breathed grinmy.
"Scatter!" Doc ordered. "These things show signs of in telligence. They're dangerous."

Stealthily, the nen parted..

Doc Savage renmi ned where he was, except that he noved a few feet to one side, stooped, and
opened a bag. This was part of their equiprnent, all of which they had fortunately renmoved fromthe
pl ane.

Qut of the bag Doc took two metallic containers, each of perhaps a quart capacity. Bal ancing one
of these in either hand, he waited. They were great tear-gas bonbs.

He del ayed throwi ng until convinced one of the nobnsters was within fifty feet. Then he hurled

both gas bonbs. They | anded, bursting with | oud whups.

Then Doc dodged wildly. Something canme at him-- something thrown. \Wether by accident, or due to
the fact that the nonsters had heard some slight sound which Doc had made, the object was thrown
accurately.

It hit Doc. It was such a bl ow as he had never before fell. He was propelled backward, crashed
into a tree, bounced fromit to a snaller sapllng, and dropped. He lay perfectly still after he
fell.

THE THROWN t hi ng had not struck Doc Savage squarely, however. A shift, executed alnbst as he felt
the thrown object, had put himpartially in the clear. He had an opportunity to tense his great
nmuscl es to absorb the shock.

He lay in the soft weeds and dead | eaves for only a nonment, then reared up. The nonster was
charging him

Doc glided to the side, one hand exploring the blackness for saplings and trees, to avoid
collision. Wth his other hand he felt for his flashlight. He found it -- a shapel ess mass of
battered nmetal and squashed glass. It had cone into contact with a tree and was usel ess.

The nonster m ssed Doc and pl oughed on through the brush, travelling blindly. Its coughing,

hacki ng, sputtering and other hideous sounds indicated the effects of the tear gas.

It veered toward the |ake, its conpanion followi ng. Wth a great splashing, they fled into the
night. They traveled with amazi ng speed, for their sounds were soon |lost to the unaided ear.

Doc started toward the beach, desirous of getting to his canmera. The plate should tell themthe
nature of the nonsters. But he encountered the tear gas. The night breeze, which was very light, had
not yet pushed the stuff out on the I ake.

Rat her than trouble to dig a gas nask out of his duffle, Doc decided to wait until the breeze

di spersed the vapor. That shoul d not take many m nutes.

H s men came back to the canp

"Have any of you got ideas about what the nonsters were?" Doc asked them

None had. It seened nobody had a flashlight in his possession during the affair. This explained
why no |ight had been shown.

Doc dug a flashlight fromtheir |uggage and swi vel ed the beam about. He was searching for the
thing that had been thrown at him It took only a few mnutes to ferret out the object.
"Whew-ww " Monk breathed. "Did one of themthrow that?"

That was a rock as large as a water bucket.

Doc spattered the flash beam about.

"Look here!" yelled the bony Johnny. "Tracks the things nade!"

The prints were roughly rectangular in shape, and outlined plainly in the soft earth.

"They' re bigger than any man coul d make!" Monk nuttered.

This was no exaggeration, the prints nmeasuring nmuch | onger than Mnk's feet, which were not

smal | .

The amazing thing, however, was that the prints were without definite shape.

Doc Savage, exam ning them noticed that the earth was pressed perfectly snooth where the wei ght
of the nonsters had borne down. There was no mark of hair or scales, nor were indentations of claws
di sti ngui shabl e.

"The prints don't give us much of an idea," Doc said. "Fortunately. we have the canera.

They spent several mnutes inspecting the undergrowth, noting how saplings were crushed down, and
even small trees bent aside and their linbs torn off.

"Those babies were really strong," Mnk nuttered.

The gas had di spersed by now.

"We shoul d have a good flashlight photo of the things," Doc declared, and led the way toward the
beach.

Once on the sandy strand, he stopped. He played his flashlight beam For a nonment, the fantastic



trilling note which was part of this remarkabl e nman of bronze becane audible. It seenmed to have a
slightly disgusted quality.

"What is it, Doc?" Mnk asked.

"The nonsters smashed into the tree that held the canera," Doc advised. "Mreover, they seemto
have been | ucky enough to wal k on the camera, There's hardly enough of it left to stuff a pipe."
Chapter 16. THE SU Cl DE SLAYI NG

THE STORM on the horizon threatened with hollow thunder for the rest of the night, but did not
materialize. Morning sun brought silence to the owls -- they had not resuned their hooting for
nearly an hour after the visit of the nonsters. Meadow arks, bobolinks, and thrushes greeted the
dawn. The rays of the sun turned into glistening jewels the dew which dappled the | eaves and grass.
Doc and his nen inspected the plane. It lay in shallow water, close inshore. One wi ng was askew,
al most ripped off. The stout nmetal fuselage was dented, crushed. Propellers were bent.

"They sure wecked the bus!" Mnk expl oded.

Doc Savage went over the ship, seeking dews. But if there had been signs of any, the | ake water
had renoved them

He studied the size of the holes which had been beaten in the fusel age. They were nearly | arge
enough to permt a man to craw inside. The thin alloy netal had parted under the inpact of great
blows as if it had been paper.

"The things have an al nost fantastic strength," Doc comented.

He gave his attention to the tracks which were i nbedded in the beach sand and in the softer

wood| and | oam

"The prints seemto have been made with a substance as unyielding as steel,” he declared. "A

fl esh-and- bl ood foot woul d show sone change in configuration."

He went over the scene thoroughly. Deep in the tangled brush beyond the canp, whence had charged
the nmonster which had flung the rock, Doc found a clew. It proved that their visitants of the night
had not been netal robots of titanic proportions.

The clew was a crinmson fluid. The red stuff was spilled over |eaves, and across the grass for a
short distance.

The nonster had apparently snagged itself on a |inb.

Doc Savage spent half the norning going over the vicinity. Satisfied at |ast that he was going to
unearth nothing, he scrutinized the remains of Bruno Hen's cabin. He spent an hour at that job, but
found not hi ng of val ue.

They visited Carl MacBride's cabin, and Doc went through MacBride's bel ongings. The inspection
reveal ed that Carl MacBride had no near relatives.

"That's a relief." muttered honely Mnk, who had entertained visions of the unpleasant task of
inform ng sone one close to Carl MacBride that the man was dead. Such jobs usually fell upon Mnk.
Doc and his party went back to their canp-site, packed their equipnent in tunp-line rigs, and set
out to walk the five mles to Trapper Lake.

THEY COVERED hal f of the five mles, and canme upon a grassy gl ade surrounded by a dense grow h of
conifers. The group were crossing this when Doc flung hinself face downward.

"Drop!" he rapped.

The others had only tine to sag their jaws in astoni shnent before a short, shrill whistle knifed
at their eardruns.

Every man flattened; they knew that sound. It neant the passage of a high-powered rifle bullet.
The grass was al nost knee-high. Prone in it, the nen could not be seen at a distance of nore than
fifty feet.

"Spread out, brothers," Doc directed. "He's liable to try randomshots into the grass."

"How d you |l ocate him Doc?" Mnk call ed.

Not getting an answer, Mnk angled over to find Doc, with the intention of putting the question
again. But the bronze nman was not to be found.

Doc, at the nonent, was scores of yards away, He traveled swiftly, alnost against the ground.
Anot her bullet nmade a | oud buzzing sound through the grass.

Doc's discovery of the rifleman had been no accident. For the previous mile of their progress,
the bronze man had noticed a marked | ack of bird life. To his trained eye, this indicated sone one
was novi ng ahead of them and had frightened the feathered creatures away. Accordingly, he kept his
eyes open.

He had sighted the bushwhacker's rifle as the fellow ai ned.

The rifleman had a plain white handkerchief tied over his face.

Doc gained the edge of the clearing. Not until he was well into the conifers did he arise. A

m ghty Nenesis of bronze, he circled to flank the attacker.

He was unsuccessful. The rifle wielder, suspecting his shots had m ssed, had fled. He could be
heard plunging through the brush.

Doc Savage, heading across to intercept the man, found his path barred by a great thicket of
branbl es. Large trees grew out of the thorny maze. Their branches al nost interlocked in spots.
Scarcel y sl ackening his running pace, the bronze man hurtled upward in a great |leap. H's hands
clanmped a low |linb, and the momentum of his leap carried himover. Wth an acrobatic agility he



| anded atop the linb, nmintaining a perfect bal ance.

He renmined there so briefly, however, as to seemnot to pause at all. He swng up and out,
caught another |inb, and repeated the process until he stood among the top-nost branches.

He glided out on a bough and sprang into space. An onl ooker, not know ng the trenmendous quality
of the bronze man's nuscles, would have felt he was committing suicide. Doc's hands found the branch
of another tree. He went on through the aerial |anes.

H s progress involved Hercul ean exertion, but he was probably traveling as swiftly as the fleeing
rifleman.

Beyond the branbl es, Doc dropped to the earth. He was on his quarry's trail. H s path | ead

t hrough tangl ed brush, through thickets of stunted evergreen.

They descended a sharp slope. A sluggish stream appeared, w de and shallow. At one point, a |log
had fallen across the water. The bushwhacker's trail led directly to the |og.

Doc Savage reached the | og and stopped.

The water beneath the log was only a few inches deep, and it overlay pleasant-1ooking sand. This
sand was riled, disturbed.

At one point, great bubbles were rising and bursting.

QUI CKSAND!  AND t he bubbl es arising mght nmean sonme one had fallen in. O it might nmean that Doc's
quarry had dropped a rock into the treacherous sand, in an effort to pull a trick.

Doc's eyes ranged the log. It was covered with a green noss. This was undi sturbed. The
bushwhacker had not

wal ked across; and nowhere was the quicksand stream narrow enough to | eap.

Doc gazed around. There were no linmbs to which the fugitive mght have sprung to hide his

tracks.

The opposite bank of the streamwas a wall of brush and small trees, and beyond lay thick timber.
To gain refuge, the bushwhacker would have had to take wi ng.

The fellow was in the quicksand. No doubt of it! From Doc's clothing came the silken cord and
grappl i ng hook which he so frequently found of use. He doubled the cord twi ce, and took a | oop
around the | og.

Monk and the others cane up. They were scratched; their clothing was torn. Hamls i muacul ate garb
hung in tatters. They had evidently had a tough time with the brier thicket.

"Hey, Doc!" Long Tomyelled in horror. "You ain't gonna go into that stuff, J hope!"

Doc did not reply. He knotted the ends of the silk cords around a wist and tied them securely,
all owi ng just enough line to prevent his arm sinking bel ow the surface.

The gi ant bronze man dropped into the quicksand. As he had expected, the stuff was very | oose and
liquid. This accounted for the quick di sappearance of the bushwhacker.

Doc churned about. He had no trouble sinking in the stuff. The difficulties would cone when he
sought to extricate hinself.

H's feet soon found a yielding form He worked at this, and got it clanped between his knees.
Then cane the | aborious job of hoisting himself. It was a terrific task, even for Doc's matchl ess
strength. Very slowy his rising was hardly perceptible to the eye -- he lifted hinself and his
prize.

Great tendons, which were nornally part of the symmetrical nold of his arms, stood out in
trenendous fashion. Hi s arms m ght have been corded with steel bars. Perspiration rivulets wiggled
down his bronze skin, and m xed with water which covered the qui cksand.

The sand nade unl ovely bubbling noises. Doc's men waited on the bank above. Mnk had to be
restrai ned fromwadi ng out into the quicksand, with the idea that he m ght be of sone assistance.
At last, Doc lifted the bushwhacker free of the quicksand. He carried the fellow out and laid him
on the bank. The man's handkerchi ef mask was gone now.

It was Caldwell, the slayer of Carl MacBride. A knife hilt stood out fromhis chest.

IN A dazed fashion, the gaunt Johnny funbled with his nonocle magnifier.

"The knife -- this fellow was nurdered!" he gasped. "lIs he the same man who fired upon us?"

"The sanme," Doc replied. "Weren't there any other tracks around?"

Instead of replying, Doc stood erect and ran across the | og which spanned the quicksand. He
entered the thick bushes on the opposite bank. There he found the explanation of the knife in

Cal dwel | ' s heart.

Tracks! There was the print of a large foot encased in pac-type shoes. The naker of the print had
stood for some tine.

Doc followed the pac trail of Caldwell's killer. It was a short procedure. A hundred yards to the
right, the quicksand brook joined a | arger stream The nurderer had entered a canoe.

Doc worked up the stream then down. He studied the fish, for the water was clear, trying to
ascertain in which direction the finny denizens had been frightened to cover by the passage of the
canoe. It was not this, but the absence of turtles fromlogs, that gave himhis clew. The killer
had. gone downstream

Doc set out in that direction. A |low pop-pop-pop cane from ahead -- an outboard notor.

Ten minutes later Doc gave it up. He could not hope to overhaul a canoe fitted with an outboard.
He rejoined his nen. They had the contents of Caldwell's pockets spread out on the grass. These



consi sted of a penknife, cartridges for arifle, a case of cigarettes, and a sheet of yell ow paper
whi ch had evidently been torn froma grocery w apper.

Three words were witten on the paper:

THE DEATH M LL

"What in blazes do you reckon that neans?" Mnk denmanded.

They left the body of Caldwell where it lay. As a death shroud, Mnk and Ham contributed what the
brier thicket had left of their coats.

It did not take themlong to reach Trapper Lake.

"Not such a hot-lookin' town," Mnk decided.

Changi ng the subject inpolitely, Ham pondered al oud, "But why was Cal dwel | nurdered?"

"Probably because we knew his identity," Doc replied.

"But he was masked when he shot at us."

"We saw his face when he killed Carl MacBride in New York," Doc remninded. "That nmade hima
liability to his gang. He was a definite individual for whomwe could hunt."

"Wonder if Pere Teston killed hi," pale Long Tomnuttered thoughtfully.

Doc did not reply.

They worked their way through the business section of Trapper Lake. This was spread along a
single street.

Doc entered a general store. In slightly over a mnute, he was outside again.

"You fellows wait here," he directed.

Ham waved his sword cane. "But what --

He withheld the rest. Doc Savage had already vaulted a wooden fence and set out across |ots.

In the general store, Doc had asked about a spot called The Death MIIl. This place, it seened,
was an old grist mll on the outskirts of town. The om nous place had been deserted for years, it
seened, ever since the former owner had been caught in the grinding stone and crushed to death.
Hence the nane -- The Death MII.

Doc sighted the dil api dated structure. M schievous boys had knocked planks off the walls; the
roof had shed shingles, as if it had the mange.

Doc took to roadside brush as he drew near. He circled the m Il warily, for he could hear sounds
fromw thin -- nervous pacing.

A man canme to the ranshackl e door and stood | ooking out. It was fat Giswld Rock, who had vowed
he was on his way to Europe when Doc had | ast seen him

Chapter 17. RENNY's MYSTERY M SSI ON

DOC SAVAGE bobbed into view.

For a fat man, Giswold Rock noved suddenly. He junped at least a foot in the air. He | eaped
backward, and his head, due to his own clunsiness, banged the ancient door janmb. He sank to his
knees, half stunned.

He began to trenble. The trenbling was an interesting phenonenon, for it nmade all of his fatty
bul ges seemto be tilled with kicking frogs. It was alnobst a minute before he controlled hinself.
"I'mso g-g-glad you' ve cone," he stuttered.

Doc's bronze features exhibited no change of expression. "Your t-t-telegrams-said you'd be here

ab-bout this t-time," continued Giswild Rock, still stuttering.
"Tel egram "
"The one you sent me in New York. | got it just as | was ready to | eave for Europe."

"l sent you no telegram”

Giswol d Rock had gotten to his feet At the words, his knees buckled as if the tendons had been
cut. In his distress, his fingers seemed to wiggle separately, like fat living strings.

"The t-telegramt-told me to cone here and wwait," he wailed. "It was s-signed with your nane.
Do you think it was a t-trap to rn-nurder me?"

Instead of answering, Doc Savage roved his gaze over the surroundings. The weeds were very tall,
the brush rank; vines entwined to nake a | abyrinth. Sonewhat scrawny-l|ooking wal nut trees thrust
above the whole. It was a macabre place, suggesting rattling chains and ghostly cries.

"There are no tenanted dwel | ings near by," Doc reni nded.

Giswld Rock tied his hands into a fatty |unp. "They decoyed ne here. Maybe they planned to
seize me again. Wrse still, they m ght have intended to kill nme."

Doc Savage entered the abandoned mill and noved through its noldy roons. He even exam ned the
cracked, |ong-disused grinding stones in which the former operator had met his death.

Dust was thick. That made it sinple -- for the bronze man's trained eyes -- to ascertain that no
one but Giswold Rock had visited the place recently.

"Where is the tel egram which you received?" Doc asked.

"I took a roomin the Quide's Hotel," explained Giswld Rock. "I left the wire there."

"Let's go have a look at it."

The backwoods nature of Trapper Lake was evident as they made their way through the streets.
Wyoden pl anks were evidently cheaper than concrete, and nost of the sidewal ks were conposed of this
material .

The residents were robust, friendly souls. Al though Doc



Savage and Giswold Rock were strangers, they received

pl easant greetings

The Cuide's Hotel, in addition to being the largest building in town, was the newest. It was
entirely of frame construction

The two nen went directly to a roomon the second floor. Giswld Rock opened his suitcase

"Ch, ny!" he wailed. "It's gone! Sonebody's taken the telegram"

Doc Savage left the room and descended the stairs. He found the hotel proprietor

"Have you noticed any one prowling around within the |last few hours?" he asked

"Wthin the last two hours," amended Giswol d Rock, who had followed Doc. "I just arrived here
two hours ago. | came nost of the distance from New York by plane."

The Guide's Hotel proprietor was a grizzled man with hunor in his eyes

"' Sides you two," he declared, "only one stranger has been in this here building today."

"What did that one | ook |ike?" Doc asked

"He was kinda tall, mddlin" thin, and had one of themthere novie nustaches. Just looking at it
made nme kinda want to reach out and jerk it off."

"Did the fell ow have freckl es?"

"Yes siree. Cone to think of it, he did."

"Cal dwel | ," said Doc

"It's his description," Giswld Rock agreed. "Pere Teston is a w zened fellow, and no one woul d
ever forget his weird, dead-looking face. So it wasn't Pere Teston."

Doc nade no comment on this. "They were afraid the tel egram woul d be evi dence agai nst them"
Giswl d Rock continued after a brief interval. "Caldwell came and got it. | tell you I'mworried
They're after ne and they're clever."

"Caldwell will not bother you," Doc advised. Giswold Rock | ooked surprised; "But he is one of
the gang."

"He is also dead." Wth a few terse words, Doc described the dem se of Cal dwell

"Cal dwel | was stuck with a thrown knife as he reached the log," Doc finished. "He toppled to the
qui cksand. The nurderer escaped. There was no clewto his identity."

"What about the killer's tracks?"

"They were made by extrenely | arge pacs. The size indicated the killer was wearing themover his
shoes. "

"That sounds |ike Pere Teston!" Giswold Rock ejacul ated. He shuddered. "That shriveled fiend has
smal | feet."

Doc's four nmen arrived at the hotel. It was decided to nmake the hostelry their Trapper Lake
headquarters

Doc Savage inquired for a long distance tel ephone connection with New York City, and |earned
there were no phone wires out of town

Doc set up his radio apparatus. Working through a station on Long Island, which transposed his
words fromthe ether to land-line, he got in contact with Renny.

"How s the excavating going forward?" he asked. "Better than expected," Renny reported. "Doubl ed
the working crew this norning. | located a hydraulicking outfit such as they use for gold mning in
the west, and we're using powerful streans of water to wash the hill away."

"Did you check up on the finger prints found on the gate of Giswld Rock's estate?"

MONK AND Ham exchanged gl ances which, for once, were surprised instead of nutually insulting

| ooks. Here was an angl e upon which they had not known Doc was wor ki ng

"l checked the prints," Renny reported. "The classifications were broadcast to | eadi ng police
departnments. "

Renny paused at the other end to give an order to sone one, probably an associate in the
excavati ng work.

"Here's a strange thing about the finger prints, Doc," he continued. "They were all of men who
have escaped fromprisons within the last few nonths."

"All fromone particular prison?" Doc asked

"No. Several different States. One bunch got out of the Jefferson Gty pen, in Mssouri. Another
broke out of the Okl ahoma hoosegow at MAl ester. Al got outside aid in escaping.”

"This may be significant," Doc renarked

"Here's sonething el se that may be, too," Renny reported. "The police have a record on Cal dwel | .
His picture is in the rogue's gallery. He has served two prison terns."

"For what crimnmes?"

"He's a crook who nmakes a specialty of getting other crimnals out of jail. He was caught doing
this a couple of times. That's how he happened to go to the hoosegow. "

"Anyt hi ng el se?" Doc asked

"Nope. "
The radio and | and-1ine consultation ended with that Doc Savage turned to his friends. They eyed
himexpectantly. It was Doc's customto assign his associates work which fell in their respective
I'i nes.

"Monk," Doc said, "you'll fix up chemi cal bonbs. Make them strong enough to knock out an el ephant



Use a gas which produces unconsci ousness, rather than fatality."

Monk nodded. The job was up his alley.

Doc assigned work to Ham-- the | awyer was to delve further into the records of the Tinberland
Line railroad, man effort to see what he could find.

"If you wish, you can assist Hamin this matter," Doc told Giswld Rock.

The plunmp man trenbl ed violently, but nodded.

"Very well," he groaned. "It seens | had best help you fellows, greatly as | amfrightened. |

wi Il never feel at ease until this devil, Pere Teston, is brought to justice."

Johnny, the bony geol ogi st, whose | earning naturally included an understandi ng of earthquakes and
t he sei snographic nmethod used to study them was to plant sensitive listening devices in the earth.
Long Tom the electrical wizard, was to assist in this.

"The idea is to trace the direction which the footsteps of these prow ing nonsters take," Doc
expl ai ned.

The remai nder of the afternoon was spent in follow ng Doc Savage's suggestions.

The horely Monk possessed a remarkably conpact portable chem cal |aboratory which he al ways took
upon expeditions of this sort. Long Tom the electrical wi zard, |ikew se carried an assortnent of
devi ces. The two experts utilized their equiprment to carry out Doc's suggestions.

Doc Savage spent sone time working with devices which he hinself had brought. During this
interval, he secluded hinself in a roomof the Guide' s Hotel.

Wien the bronze nan appeared, sone tinme later, he was placing in a pocket objects which resenbl ed
ordinary .410 gauge shotgun shells.

Ham and Giswold Rock returned to the hotel near nightfall.

"l talked to conductors on sone of the Tinberland Line passenger trains," Ham reported. "They
gave nme sone interesting dope. It seens that they have noted some very tough-1ooking passengers on
their trains during recent nonths. These fellows are obviously crimnals. Al of themgot off at
Trapper Lake."

Ham paused; he could not resist an urge for dramatics. "These tough-1ooking fell ows were al ways
in the conpany of a certain man!"

"Don't beat around the bush!" grow ed Mink, who was listening. "Wo was the guy?"

"Cal dwel | 1"

Giswold Rock wung his fat hands in fright. "I cannot understand this. Caldwell has been
extricating crimnals fromprisons and bringing themto this vicinity. Wy?"

That was the mystery.

It was deepened sonewhat by informati on which Doc Savage secured by radio, later in the day. A
fresh crop of "Beware the Monsters!" advertisements had appeared in newspapers all over the country.
These had been numiled from Trapper Lake.

Doc consulted the Trapper Lake postmaster. The latter was reluctant to speak at first, but Doc
produced credentials signed by the highest of government officials. The postmaster turned into a
fountain of infornation.

Yes, he had noted a man mailing many letters to newspapers all over the United States. Yes, he
coul d describe the man.

He described Cal dwel | .

Monk, having conpl eted his chem cal bonbs, did some prow ing about town. The honely chem st was
an excel lent m xer. Wen he returned to the Guide's Hotel he had some information.

"Cal dwel | seenms to have pulled one of his jail deliveries right here in Trapper Lake," he

decl ared. "The local cal aboose was broken into about a year ago. A fellow called Nubby Bronson was
taken out. The nman suspected of engineering the jail delivery answers the description of Caldwell."
"Who was Nubby Bronson?" Doc asked.

"A local bad man," Mnk explained. "The fell ow had served several short prison ternms for petty
crimes.”

"Was he in for a serious offense when the jail delivery took place?"

"That's the strange part. He was serving thirty days for stealing traps. The jailer said he
seenmed satisfied with his lot. They were surprised when the break took place."

Doc Savage considered this for a tine.

"The inference is that Nubby Bronson did not want to get out of jail bad enough to hire his own
delivery?" he queried at |ast.

"That's the idea," Mnk agreed.

Giswol d Rock gestured astoni shnment with his fat hands. "But why should Caldwell break into jail
to free a man who did not particularly want to escape?"

If Doc knew the answer to that question, he gave no indication of the fact. He maintained

si | ence.

THE GQUIDE S Hotel, they discovered, set an excellent table. Strangely enough, it was the thinnest
man in the party -- skeletonlike Johnny -- who was the heavi est consuner of food.

"l wonder where the stuff he eats goes to," pondered honely Monk when Johnny, having eaten

prodi gi ously, arose fromthe table |looking, if anything, thinner than before.

Ham scowl ed at the pleasantly ugly chem st. "One doesn't have to wonder where your grub goes to.



It's converted into hair."

Later, Doc enployed his radio transmitter to obtain a connection with New York City. He sought to
| ocat e Renny.

"M. Renwick |left New York by plane about an hour ago," reported one of the big-fisted engineer's
associ at es.

"Left the city!"

"That is correct."

"\Why 2"

"The excavators uncovered sone object late this afternoon,” the man in New York expl ai ned

"What was it?"

"No one but M. Renw ck knows. It was he who found the thing. He ordered all work to cease, and
finished the digging personally. He wapped his discovery in canvas and carried it away. | believe
he took it with himin his plane."

"I'n which direction did he head?"

"There was sonet hing said about northern Mchigan, | believe."

Doc Savage broke the connection

"Renny found sonething inportant,” he infornmed the others. "He is rushing it up here by plane."
"Then we shoul d hear from himbefore norning," Mnk decl ared

Chapter 18. THE TERROR THAT SWAM

ALTHOUGH THERE were no | ong di stance tel ephone lines, Trapper Lake itself boasted a | ocal phone
service. Roons in the CGuide's Hotel were fitted with instruments

It was slightly past mdnight when the bell in Doc's roomsnarled. The bronze man scooped up the
receiver
"They' ve attacked Renny!" yelled a shrill voice

"Who is this?" Doc countered

The voi ce was one he had never heard before. The words sounded as if sawed out by a high-pitched
violin string

"Renny is fighting a mob in a patch of woods about a mle north of town," continued the shril

voi ce

"Who are you?"

"Renny says he nust have been unlucky. He | anded right anmong the gang. |'mcalling fromthe edge
of town."

"Are you going to identify yourself or not?" Doc denanded grimy

“I live in a cabin close to where Renny's having his fight," said the informant excitedly. "He
gave nme fifty dollars to come and call you."

Doc Savage started to ask questions. A click denoted the receiver had been deposited on the hook
at the other end

"Ham -- watch Giswold Rock," Doc ordered

The fat railroad man had retired to his room but he now appeared in the door

"That is very kind of you," he said earnestly. "I would be terrified if one of you gentlenmen was
not near by for protection."

"Long Tom -- Johnny," Doc asked. "Have you got your seisnograph devices all set?"

"Sure."

Honely Monk had been listening. A slow grin overspread his features as he saw that he was to
acconpany Doc

"Get your chem cal bonbs," Doc directed. "Better |eave the pig."

Down the street, Doc and Monk found Trapper Lake asleep. Street lanps -- they were electric bul bs
whi ch dangl ed fromwi res spanning the thoroughfares -- had been extinguished | ong ago. A light
burned in the depot of the Tinberland Line railroad

The town had only one cab. Finding it at this hour was out of the question. Doc and Monk headed
north, running. Mnk, considering his short, bowed | egs, was capabl e of surprising speed

They were nearing the edge of town when sounds of shot cane rapping to their ears

"Rifles'." Mnk ejaculated. "The fight!"

A bullfiddl e of a nmpan suddenly drowned the other gun noises

"It's Renny!" Monk how ed. "That noi se was nade by one of our nachine pistols!"

A MOMENT | ater, Monk found hinself running alone. The honely cheni st had thought he was running
fast, but Doc had |l eft himbehind so suddenly that it seemed to Monk that he had turned around and
travel ed backward.

Until this nonent, Doc had been skeptical of the phone call. It was the sort of thing by which a
trap woul d be sprung. But hearing the noan of the supernachine gun had alarmed himnore than a
little. The weapons were not public property. Doc manufactured them hinself; the only ones in
exi stence were those in possession of his nmen

For sone distance, Doc followed the rutty roadway. This sl oped downward and becane nore rugged
the wil derness on either side nore inpenetrable

More rifle shots sounded, and the superfirer blared hoarsely. The sounds canme fromthe |eft

Doc veered over. He was forced to go slowy, for the darkness was intense



He coul d hear Monk come thunping up. The horely chenist was trying for speed rather than

qui etness. Hi s approach was anything but silent.

From far down the road -- froma point which Monk had passed -- a whistle shrilled. It was a

bl aring whistle of the sort used by policenen. Doc Savage jerked to a halt and |istened.

"Monk!" he yelled. "Duck under cover somewhere. Stay quiet."

The bronze man's great voice reached the honely chenmi st and halted him Mst conveni ent shelter
was the ditch beside the road. Monk flopped into it.

He listened. There was only the fluttering of |eaves as they were noved by the night breeze. Mnk
jamred an ear to the ground. Borne by the earth cane thuddi ng noi ses which might have been gigantic
f oot st eps.

The thunpi ngs approached. Then there was |oud breathlng -- tremendous breathing, such as they had
heard the night before on the | ake shore.

Doc's powerful voice crashed, "The gas bombs, Mnk!"

Monk cl awed at a pocket and brought out a gas nmask of very conpact construction -- nerely a nose
clip and a nouthpiece. Fromthe latter, a tube led to a breath-purifier which was not as |arge as
Monk' s hand.

Doc, Monk knew, would be donning a similar nmask. The gorillalike chem st stood erect, preparatory
to hurling his gas bonb. But he never threwit.

A rasping, nmetallic voice thundered out. In volune, it was gigantic.

"They've got gas!" it said. "Don't take chances. Beat it! Get Giswold Rock!"

The metallic nature of the huge voice indicated it was issuing froma | oud-speaker. And it was
the voi ce of the rednecked thug, Hack.

Obeying the order, the nonster wheel ed and charged off in the direction of town. It was foll owed
by another, then a third, and a fourth. Monk's hair all but stood on end as he listened to the

t hunder of Gargantuan foot st eps.

But he was not too unnerved to whip out his flashlight and spray it after the nonsters. The

t hi ngs were beyond thick brush. He saw nothing to give a clewto their nature.

Over where Doc Savage was positioned there sounded a sharp report, and powder flane spurted. Doc
was shooti ng.

Runni ng, Monk joined Doc. He found the bronze man with an ordinary 4l 0-gauge shotgun-Iike pistol.
As Monk arrived, Doc again fired at the sound of the fleeing nonsters.

The bi g bronze man was charging the weapon with the special cartridges which he had manufactured
during the afternoon.

Doc Savage fired his over-size pistol twi ce nore fromwhere he stood. Then he ran to the road and
sent nmore of his special bullets down it.

"It was a trick to decoy us out of town," he said grimy. "They've gotten one of our machine
guns, sonehow."

"D you reckon they got the weapon off Renny?" Mnk asked uneasily.

Doc did not answer this, for it was not the bronze man's i habit to hazard guesses. He headed in
the direction of town, running swiftly, Mnk |unbering al ong behind.

They had covered scarcely a hundred yards when sudden, scalding white |ight washed over them The
beam cane from some di stance down the road.

Doc sl ammed agai nst Monk. Together, they spun into the ditch.

Machi ne-gun | ead npaned and ripped along the road. The vol |l eying netal scooped clods and ki cked
dust into the ditch. The m ngled buzz of ricocheting slugs was |like the droning of oversized bees.
"This must be the guy who gave the command with the |oud-speaker," Mnk hazarded.

The horely chem st was tugging to get his superfiring machine pistol fromits holster.

"l was afraid this | ead-sprayer wouidn't stop the big babies," he growed. "I'msure gonna use it
on this cookie, though."

He reared up on his knees. H's gun how ed, and the light pronptly went out.

"Got him" Mnk exclainmed, his usually small voice boisterous and gl eeful. He ran toward the
machi ne gunner.

But he had not gotten the fellow That slight error would have cost himhis life, had Doc not

sei zed his |l eg and yanked hi m down. As Mdnk sprawl ed prone, a fresh storm of machine-gun slugs swept
the road.

"Didn't you notice how steady the light was?" Doc inquired. "The fellowlaid it on sonething."

Wi | e the nachi ne-gun slugs were gnashing at the opposite side of the road, Doc Savage lifted for
a quick | ook. He could not detect the nuzzle flanme of the weapon.

"The gun nust have a flane-digester on the nuzzle," he said. "Qtherw se, we could spot it."

The bronze man quitted the roadside ditch. Wrking to the right, he reached a mass of vegetation.
He worked through this with a quietness little short of uncanny. In developing his ability to nove
silently, Doc Savage had studied the ways of the masters of stealth-the hunting carnivora of the
jungl es.

He listened, hoping to.locate his foe.

But it was another sound which caught his attention. Shrieks! Excited cries! Shots, the crashing
of tinmber and the squall of a fire siren! The uproar came fromthe direction of Trapper Lake.



The nonsters had fallen upon the town.

Chapter 19. THE MONSTERS RAI D

THE MACHI NE gunner nenaci ng Doc Savage coul d be heard running. He was making in the direction of
Trapper Lake.

Doc plunged in pursuit.

The fleeing gunner turned off the road. There cane a squeak of autonpbile springs, the netallic
clank of a slanmm ng door. An engi ne nbaned and headlights cane on' The car dived into the road and
scoot ed away.

Doc Savage sprinted. Gven a break, he m ght have overhaul ed the machine before it gathered too
much speed. But the driver suddenly sprayed nachi ne-gun bullets over his back trail, on the random
chance that he might score a hit In addition, Mnk started shooting fromdown the road.

To avoi d being caught in the cross fire, Doc Savage was forced to retreat. The car's headlights
were |lost in the w ndings of the road.

Monk cane | unbering up.

"Blast it!" he growed. "If there had been sonme kind of a target to shoot at, |'d have bagged
him"

Falling silent, the honely chemi st listened to the uproar from Trapper Lake. Wonen were screani ng
now. Pistols whacked; shotguns made cannonli ke bangi ngs. Men how ed and cursed. Wod splintered, and
large things upset with jangling noises.

Doc and Monk headed toward town.

After a time, they were conscious that, fromthe sky, beginning in the infinite distance and

growi ng | ouder, had cone a drone.

"A plane!" Mnk ejaculated. "That'll be Rennyk!" Doc Savage drew his flashlight and pointed it at
the plane sound. His thunb tapped the button, and the lens spouted |ong and short bursts of light --
the tel egraphi c code.

A flashlight eye blinked answer fromthe plane.

"I't's Renny!" Monk grunted. "He seens to be flying the gyro..

Wth his light, Doc directed Renny to land on the road. "We'll tackle this nmess in Trapper Lake
fromthe air," he advised Monk.

The windm || ship spun down and hovered overhead. Hood | anps under the wi ngs spread a gl are which
illumnated the road. Then it |anded.

Renny thrust his sonber features into view He cut the exhaust into the nmuffler cans, and the

not or becane silent enough to permt conversation.

"CGot any flares?" Doc cabled to him "Nope," Renny runbled. "I unloaded all extra equipnent;; to
lighten this crate so it'd fly faster."

Doc and Monk piled into the gyro cabin. The ship, while not large, would Iift Doc and his five
men. Doc took the controls.

"You just got in?" he denanded, as he guided the gyro into the air. "Just got here," Renny

agr eed.
"Was a supermachine gun stolen fromyou in New York?" Doc asked.
"Yeah -- how d you guess it?" Renny booned, surprise in his great voice. "I left the thing in the

car while | was supervising the excavating. Sone one lifted it."

"They were watching you!" Mnk ejacul ated. "Woever stole the gun probably cane on by plane."
"What did the digging in New York yield?" Doc asked. "The dangedest thing!" Renny runmbled. "I'lI
show it to you now "

THE Bl G FI STED engi neer tw sted and dropped an enornous hand to a canvas-swat hed package reposing
on the floorboards in the rear of the cabin of the plane. He began Unwapping it.

"Huh!" Monk nmuttered. "The darn thing, whatever it is, is alnpbst as big as a suitcase.!"

"Cet ready to have your hair stand on end," Renny booned.

He flung back the last thickness of canvas.

Monk stared. His snall eyes all but junped fromtheir gristle-walled pits. H's oversize nouth
opened as nmuch as was possi bl e.

"Whe-ew " he excl ai ned.

Up until that noment, Renny had possessed the biggest hand Monk had ever seen. Renny's paws were
t renendous.

Yet, conpared to this nonster hand whi ch had been swathed in canvas, Renny's was as the hand of a
baby al ongside that of a man. It was natural in shape, but unearthly in its hugeness.

Renny himsel f whistled in awe as he once nore | ooked at it.

"Holy cow " he booned. "The guy who owned that nust have wei ghed a ton."

The bronze countenance of Doc Savage exhi bited no nmarked change as he inspected the titanic
relic. It was as if he had expected sonething of the sort.

"Is this the only part of the nobnster you uncovered?" he asked.

"No," Renny said. "The rest of the body was there -- the fragnents of it, that is. The thing was
instantly killed in the explosion."

"For the love of nud!" Mnk's tiny voice was w splike. "So this hand bel onged to the baby who
reared up through the floor of Giswold Rock's house."



Doc Savage dropped the gyro down toward Trapper Lake. Their discussion, and Renny's exhibition of
the col ossal hand, had taken only a nonent

At two or three points in Trapper Lake houses were bun}ing. These scattered flickering red |ight
over the rest of the town. The crinson-swathed scene was starkly fantastic.

The giants -- they were nonster men -- had already raided the Guide's Hotel.

They were now retreating, skulking anmong the houses. They were |ike hideous men in a toy town.
"Holy cow " Renny booned. "Any one of 'em would nmake two ordinary nen!"

"' The big babies are wearin' arnor!" Monk breat hed.

Monk had hardly spoken when they were witness to a potent denonstration of the effectiveness of
the shiny steel plates which banded the giants' chests, heads, and legs -- even their feet.

A Trapper Lake citizen |eaped out of his cabin. He held a rifle. Taking deliberate aim he

fired.

The bullet nmerely tilted a hel met over on the ear of a giant. This particular giant was a big
black fellow H s head, judging fromthe shape of his helnet, came to a conelike point, instead of
bei ng rounded.

"Renenber the three pinhead savages fromthe circus?" Mnk yelled. "That nust be one of them"
After adjusting his helnmet, the pinhead gi ant charged the woodsman who had fired.

The rifleman ducked into his cabin, ran through it, popped out of the front door and scuttled
into the conceal nent of high weed.

The pinhead thought the rifle wielder was still in the cabin. The bl ack nonster | owered his head
and |lunbered inside. A few nonments |ater, he apparently becanme tired of noving about the interior.
A wal | burst open and his tremendous shoul ders and head appeared. He wenched his arns free. He
tore thin clapboard siding boards out bodily and threw them away. Finally he extricated hinmself from
the ruined house.

"They're trenendously strong, even for their size," Mnk breathed. "Dunb, too, or he wouldn't
waste his strength bustin' out through a wall like that.'t

The pinhead foll owed his fellow giants out of town.

DOC SAVAGE tool ed the gyro after the nonster nen. He kept fairly high and switched on the
brilliant Landing |lights. These illumnated the giants.

The nonsters were running down the road which led to the | ake shore.

Doc Savage advanced the gyro accelerator. The ship did not have a conventional propeller. Its
speed was regul ated by the inclination of rudderlike vanes affixed to the tips of the rotating

wi ngs. Advancing the accelerator set these vanes to digging into the air at a greater angle.

Doc had di scovered that the giants were following a car. The top of the nachine bore a cluster of
four |arge | oudspeakers.

"That's the guy who tried for us with the machi ne gun!"' Mok decl ar ed.

Doc sent the windm Il plane toward the fleeing car. They Wre close to it when a man stuck his
head out of the rear door.

It was Giswold Rock. The fat man flailed about with his pudgy fists; he drove fierce bl ows back
into the car at a target which could not be seen. He nmade inploring gestures with his arns, as if
pl eading for help, then was yanked back out of sight into the car.

A man swung out, clinging to the running board of the autonobile. He held an aircraft-type

machi ne gun harnessed to a belt about his waist. Wth one hand he el evated the weapon. Its nuzzle
flaned red fire.

The bullet stream-- a reddish thread of tracer -- missed the gyro by fully a hundred feet, then
sought the target in wild sweeps. The bouncing car was not a foundation conductive to nmarksmanshi p.
"I"1l fix that cookie!" Mnk gritted, and | eaned out with his superfirer.

Monk' s gun hooted, and the nan on the car sagged. Monk was a renarkabl e shot when he could see
his target. Mercy bullets fromhis rapid-firer had stricken the gunner with instant

unconsci ousness.

Hands inside the car caught the sensel ess man, however, and haul ed hi minside.

"Now, if | can pot the driver through the top of the nmachine!" Mnk chortl ed.

He never had a chance to try this. Doc suddenly whipped the gyro away fromthe spot.

"Hey!" Monk yelled. "W may be able to bag --

Doc nmerely pointed at the fuel gauge.

"I made it here non-stop from New York!" Renny groaned. "Fuel is about gone."

"We'd best get far enough away that the giants won't see us when we make a | anding," Doc

of fered.

The engi ne died, fuel gone, as the bronze man was bringing the ship down sone miles to the north.
He had picked a spot near the | ake shore.

"What a break!" Mnk groaned.

Chapter 20. THE W NGED PERI L

DOC SAVAGE had sel ected an energency | andi ng spot near the | ake shore for a specific purpose. He
dug binocul ars out of the cockpit duffle pocket, then quitted the windm |l plane.

He ran for the beach. Here, as along nost of this wilderness shore, there was tinber. Doc sought
a large tree. He did not use his flashlight, but felt about ill the black night with his hands.



Fi nding a towering pine, he nounted. Monk and Renny, puzzled, clanbered up after him

The nonsters, fromthe direction they had taken, should have reached the | ake shore perhaps two
mles away to the westward. Doc focused his binoculars in that direction.

"What's the idea?" Renny asked.

Doc passed the binoculars to him "Take a | ook."

Renny did so. In the jet night he could not see the giants. But he did discern tiny spots which
glowed with all un earthly purple |unnance.

"Say, what's them|ight patches?" he demanded.

"A chem cal conpound akin to phosphorus,” Doc explained. "The stuff begins to glow after it is
exposed to the air half an hour or so."

Monk, astride a linb below, emtted a knowi ng snow. "The dope was in the shotgun slugs you

pl ugged at the giants!"

"It was," Doc admtted.

The bronze man fell to watching the |um nous spots which marked the position of the nonsters. The
gl owi ng patches noved out into the | ake and becane stationary.

The great |oud-speaker voice of Hack, thundering out, carried over the two mles with surprising
vol une.

"Bring the speed boats!" Hack call ed.

A norment later, in answer to the red-necked man's behest, narine engines sputtered into life.
Boats had been waiting out in the take. They sped for the shore.

"Three of them " Monk decided, after counting the craft. The giants went aboard the speed boats,
and the craft headed out into the |ake.

The gl owing spots on the giants seened to grow | arger, although the nonsters were being carried
awnay.

"They're trying to rub the shiny stuff off," Renny thunped. '"Their efforts just spread the
dope. "

Doc Savage got careful bearings on the direction taken by the |aunch.

Di stance finally swall owed the gl owing snears on the giants.

DOC AND his two nmen noved down the | ake shore to the point where the boats had been boarded. They
found the car with the | oud-speaker equi pment. It was parked near the shore, deserted.

Later, Doc traced the |icense nunber of the vehicle. The nachi ne had been purchased in Detroit a
few weeks before by a man giving his name as Pere Teston, but who answered the description of the
slain Cal dwel | .

On its side the car bore the advertising of a political party which was now canpai gning. It

devel oped that the car had no connection with the political organization, however.

"They put the sign on it so the |oud-speaker wouldn't attract suspicion," decided big-fisted

Renny.
The men returned to Trapper Lake.
The town was m an uproar. Wonen still screanmed, sobbed and had hysterics. Men gal |l oped about,

wi | d-eyed, their persons bristling with weapons. Al npst every one was barefooted, having been routed
out of bed. A nunber of old fashioned mal e ni ght gowns were to be seen.

The house into which the pinhead nonster had craw ed was a weck. A nunber of fences had been
torn down; gardens were tranpled. The door of the Guide's Hotel had been denolished. Shapel ess
tracks of the big, arnored feet were thick.

"One of the infernal giants just butted the door down and clinbed in," reported the dapper Ham

He indicated the hotel door with his sword cane. "I nade a pass at the brute. Then retreat |ooked
good, so | junped fromthe handi est w ndow. "

"They came after Giswld Rock!" declared Long Tom Doc and his nmen scattered, and devoted

thensel ves to attending to the injured.

The giants had seized four Trapper Lake nmen in the course of their raid. Using only their

| evi at han hands, they had crushed every vestige of life fromthese victins. The bones of the
unfortunates had been broken, linmbs wenched fromtheir bodies, their skulls crushed.

"l saw one of the men get killed!" wailed a Trapper Lake citizen. "A giant just picked himup,
took his head in both hands, and mashed it |ike you and me woul d bust an egg."

HAVI NG STAYED awake the rest of the night, Trapper Lake |ooked around in the norning and saw
sonething like fifty newspaper nmen. Wiile there were no |ong distance tel ephone Iines out of town,
tel egraph wires paralleled the Tinberland Line railroad, and wires had conveyed news to the outside
world of the visit of the giants.

The press took fire. Alnpbst half the passengers on the next train were newspaper reporters, and
the other half newspaper cameranen.

More correspondents canme by plane. A blinp flew up fromDetroit, carrying the reporters and
caneranmen of a tabl oi d newspaper.

It dawned on newspapers in every large city in the United States that here was the expl anation of
the strange "Beware the Monsters!" advertisenments which they had been publi shing.

A tri-notored speed plane cane in with the sound caneras of a news-reel concern. Two enterprising
journalists brought their own radio stations and operators.



Bef ore noon, Trapper Lake stood on the front pages of every newspaper in the country mtwo-inch
bl ack type, or larger. Pictures were tel ephoned. Maps were drawn with X marking the spot where
Trapper Lake stood.

Some enterprising city editors, unable to get pictures, had their artists draw gi ants.
Exaggerated stories were flying around, so the artists drew their giants tossing houses around.
The giants grew in size with every repetition of the tale. Trapper Lake had its share of tall
story tellers, and these fellows outdid thensel ves. The gi ants becane bi gger and bi gger.

Word got out that Doc Savage was on the scene. A wild rush to interview the bronze nan ensued. A
New York newspaper wired its reporter, prom sing hima year's vacation in Europe, all expenses paid,
if he could get a first-person story from Doc.

The reporter hunted like a wild man, but failed to earn the year in Europe.

Doc Savage, being possessed of a hearty di sapproval of seeing his nane in public print, had
withdrawn to the seclusion of a clearing some nmles fromtown. Here he and his nen discussed and
consulted with each other.

They had done sone sl euthing before the newspaper |ocust swarm had arrived.

"l checked on the finger prints of the giant's hand which Renny dug up,"” Long Tom sai d.

He nopped perspiration off his pale brow "You renenber that bird, Nubby Bronson, who was taken
fromthe Trapper Lake jail?"

"Sure," Monk grunted.

"The finger prints of that big hand and Nubby Bronson's prints were the sane in design."

"Well, I'"'ma son-of-a-gun!" cried bony Johnny. "They grabbed Nubby Bronson out of jail and nade
himinto a giant!"

Ham his sword cane tucked under an arm canme up. He had been working with the portable radio.
"l've broadcast a description of those giants, as you directed," he told Doc. "They answer the
description of the crimnals whom Cal dwel|l got out of jails all over the country."

"We know now why Cal dwel | was collecting them" said Mnk. "He was gathering themfor Pere Teston
to make into giants."

Wth that, Mnk scratched the wi nglike ears of his pig, Habeas Corpus.

The dapper Ham scow ed at the pleasantly ugly chem st and his equally honely pet.

"The pattern nmust have been mislaid the day you two were made!" he snorted.

Monk sighed, as if he had stood about as many jibes as he coul d bear.

The pi g, Habeas Corpus, was looking intently at Ham as if he resented the dapper |awer's words.
The pi g opened his nouth.

The thing which happened then always drove Haminto a screami ng rage. The pig seened to speak

di stinct words:

"I"'mgettin' dang tired of the stuff this funny-faced | awer calls hunor."

Ham purpl ed very indignantly. He gripped his sword cane.

"Dramatics!" sneered the voice fromthe pig. "Ain't he a funny-lookin' snipe in themrags?"

Ham was particularly touchy on the subject of his clothing. He still wore the garb which had been
ruined in the branble thicket, although it was far fromhis liking. He slashed suddenly with his
sword cane.

Monk dodged wildly to get clear.

Monk had | earned ventril oquismsolely for the purpose of having Habeas Corpus express scat hing
opi ni ons of Ham The business of the tal king pig, although ridiculous to watch, invariably filled
Ham wi t h rage.

The conversation reverted to the giants.

"But for what purpose did Pere Teston nake the big fellows?" Renny pondered.

THE WORLD got the answer to that question that afternoon. To the mayors of four great cities, the
mai | brought letters. The cities were Detroit, Ceveland, New York, arid Chicago. The letters bore
Trapper Lake postmarks.

They had been nmiled during the visit of the giants! The four mayors had read the newspapers, so
t hey knew what had happened in Trapper Lake. They could not fail to knowit -- the news was in
scareheads all over the front pages..

The four mayors opened the letters with curiosity. Al four got the shock of their lives.

The Detroit mayor received his mssive first. It read:

YOUR HONOR:

Have you read the "nonster" advertisenents in the newspapers recently? Those were part of ny

canpai gn. Possibly you have read of the episode at Trapper Lake last night. If not, | advise you to
do so.

M/ giants visited Trapper Lake for a reason other than the seizure of Giswold Rock, although the
latter was necessary. | wanted the world --particularly Detroit, C eveland, New York, Chicago -- to

realize the power of ny giants.

You will consult with | eading bankers of your city, advising themto assenble five mllion
dollars. The sumis to be in small, unmarked bills.

To-norrow you will receive a letter of instruction about getting the noney into ny hands. That
letter has been posted.



If my ternms are not conplied with, nmy giants will visit your city. They will not be in a pl easant
nood.

They will kill people, and weak incal cul able damage. One giant will be designated to hunt you
out personally.
You may think machine guns and gas will be effective against ny giants. Do not be fool ed. They

wear bullet-proof arnor, and they have speci al gas nasks.

I trust you will not nmake the m stake of thinking this is a crank's letter.

PERE TESTON.

After reading that, the Detroit mayor tilted back in his chair and had a good | augh.

Then he sent out for the |ate newspapers and reread the Trapper Lake story. Wen he finished, he
was not |aughing. The story had nade detailed reference to the crushed condition of the Trapper Lake
victins. The nayor called several |eading bank presidents and showed themthe letter.

"What is the police force for?" asked the bankers.

So the mayor called the police chief, and the chief, in turn, had his nen oil their machine guns
and break out fresh gas bonbs. Radio squad cars were set to prowing roads around the city. Police
boats covered the | ake front.

In devel and, New York, and Chicago, the reaction was about the sane, except that in New York
City, naval destroyers quietly took up positions around Manhattan |sland. They knew Doc Savage's
reputation in New York, knew his nanme had been in the past associated with the conbating of perils
before which police departnments were hel pless. |f Doc Savage was involved in the matter of the
giants, the thing was no | aughing affair.

Newspapers ate up this newest devel opnent. sheets that had red ink ran it in their biggest

headl i nes. Here was the newspaper story of the year.

Pere Teston was investigated, and the facts unearthed added to the general excitenent.

It was found that Pere Teston was a man who had dabbl ed in chem cal experinents since chil dhood.
But he had not nade chemistry his profession -- it had been a hobby.

Pere Teston, railroad men who had known hi mreveal ed, had for years maintained that it was

possi bl e to devel op conpounds to increase the size of living beings. The friends had | aughed; they
t hought this was just another crazy idea.

That day, several of Pere Teston's former acquai ntances collected |arge sums of noney for telling
their story to the newspapernen. Pere Teston, these nmen decl ared, had tal ked nmuch of devel oping
gi ant cows, who would give great quantities of mlk. He had spoken of huge draft horses, which would
be a boon to the farner.

No one could recall his having spoken of an arny of giant nen to terrorize the world.

"Probably he thought of that later," said one man who had known Pere Teston.

"When did he disappear?" asked a reporter.

"A year or two ago, maybe," was the reply. The truth was that no one seened to be just Certain
when Pere Teston had dropped from sight.

Before nightfall, alnost five hundred nore planes were enroute for Trapper Lake, bearing
correspondents and phot ogr aphers.

BEFORE NI GHTFALL, too, Doc Savage and his men took off on a prow of their own. Doc entertained
an idea.

"Everything points to these giants having their headquarters sonewhere in the |ake," he pointed
out. "Their food supplies, brought in on the Tinberland Line, were transferred to barges on the

| ake. "

"But where can their hangout be?" pondered big-fisted Renny.

"We got a line on their retreat last night," Doc said. " The gyro fuel tanks were filled to the
sl osh-over point with fuel srmuggled out of Trapper Lake. They headed out into the | ake.

Hal f an hour's flying put themover an island. It was covered with brush and rock, and certainly
harbored no giants. Doc continued onward.

The previous night had been cloudy, extrenely dark. This one prom sed to be gloriously noonlit.
They fl ew hi gh, dropping down when they sighted islands.

An hour passed; another. The fuel was holding out well. The gyro, thanks to its hovering ability,
enabl ed themto scrutinize closely such islands as they vi ewed.

A hal f dozen specks of rock and soil they sighted w thout discerning a sign of the giants.

Anot her and sonewhat |arger island appeared.

Ham eyed his watch. "Ten o'clock and all's well," he stated.
He was wrong. Up fromthe isle ahead a pl ane cane boring.
When it was still sone three hundred yards away, machine-gun nmuzzles flaned like tiny red eyes

fromits com. Tracer bullets, clinbing past Doc's gyro, m ght have been red sparks.

The attacking ship was a | owwi ng bus, very fast. "That's the crate in which Caldwell and his
gang hopped from New York."' Long Tom yel | ed.

Doc clinbed the gyro, jockeying to one side, then the other, avoiding the machine-gun slugs. As
the attacking ship slid past, Doc heaved the gyro over on its side and flicked the |anding-1Iight
sw tch.

The illum nation disclosed a face in the control cockpit of the other plane. It was the



steel-haired girl -- the ex-lion tanmer, Jean Morris.

Chapter 21. THE SW MM NG G ANTS

LIKE A thing frightened by the glare of the landing lights, the other plane scudded away. It
banked and canme back. Again the cow -nounted rapid-firers opened red eyes.

Doc Savage hung the gyro notionless in the night sky and watched the thread of tracer bullets
warily, prepared to naneuver the gyro clear if it cane too close.

The sight of the steel-haired girl in the other plane had kept Doc fromdriving bullets into the
engi ne of the eneny ship while the pilot was blinded by the floodlight.

"The hussy," Mnk conpl ai ned. "Who'd have thought this of her?"

"You were nmking calf eyes at her in New York," Ham snort ed.

Monk grinned sheepishly. "I'd probably do it again, too. She's a | ooker."

The tracer bullets drew too near. Doc dropped the gyro strai ght down. The nove was so abrupt that
the men grabbed at their chairs.

Tracers ran strings of phosphorus fire through the space they had vacat ed.

"What are we gonna do about this?" Mnk pondered.

Doc sank the gyro rapidly. The other ship followed themdown in a tight spiral. Doc flattened
some fifty feet above the | ake surface. Advancing the accel erator, he streaked al ong above the

| ake.

It looked as if he had generously hel ped hinself to suicide, for the other plane swooped down

upon their tail, its two cow guns |ipping flane.

The | ake surface was fairly calm and the small geysers knocked up by the bullets were visible
ahead of Doc's windmll. The tracers, as they ricocheted, seened to be sparks bouncing fromthe
wat er .

Doc waltzed the gyro right, then left. The other ship, attenpting to follow these maneuvers with
its sight rings, nerely succeeded in firing wide of the target.

Renny used his enornous hands to nop perspiration off his forehead. He knew t he danger they were
in. Even Doc's consummate skill could not avoid the pursuing bullets for |ong.

Abruptly, for no visible reason, the plane behind gave up the attack. It wobbled off to one side,
careening in the sky.

The pilot seemed to control his craft with the greatest difficulty. Trying to fishtail to reduce
speed, the ship nearly went into a spin. Then it sought to |and.

"Bet the gal don't know what happened to hen" Mnk how ed gl eefully.

I F THE steel-haired girl was nystified, she was not the only one. The dapper Ham was al so

puzzl ed.

"What did happen?"

Monk sl apped his bulging chest with a furry fist' "Gve nme credit for that."

"l didn't see you do anything," Ham sneered.

"Doc turned the stuff |oose, of course," Mnk admitted. "But | nmixed it before we took the air.
it's gas. The stuff is in a tank in the back of the bus. Doc sinply pulled a valve cord and rel eased
sone of it. In the nmoonlight, our steel-haired lady friend didn't notice it."

Ham gl anced at the other ship. "You can have the credit!"

"Huh?"

"The gas doesn't seemto have worked!"

To their astonishment, they saw that the other craft had strai ghtened out and was clinbing into
the air.

"The gl ass encl osed cabin of the crate!" Doc said. "Just enough of the gas got in to. cause
tenporary di zziness.'t

The bronze man hurled the gyro toward the other ship.

H's metallic features were expressionless. He reached a corded hand back into the cabin.

"Your rapid-firer," he requested of Long Tom

The sl ender, unheal thy-1oo0king electrical w zard passed over his conpact little supermachine

pi stol.

"Every third slug in the ammb drumis a tracer," he vouchsaf ed.

The other ship, instead of turning back to give battle, was flying a straight course not far
above the water.

"G vin' her head a chance to clear!" Renny booned. Conversation was possible inside the gyro
because of the unusual efficiency of the silencer on the engine. The rotating wi ngs had al so been
designed to create a mini mrum of w nd-whistle.

Doc Savage drove after the other ship. It was flying slowy; he overhauled it rapidly.

"This is gonna be sinple, after all," Mnk said optimstically.

The fight had drifted through the sky until they were now hardly nore than a mle fromthe island
which they had intended to investigate.

The isle seened to be nothing nore than an expanse of rock, spotted here and there with stunted,
wi nd-twi sted trees. There were nany |large boulders on it.

Doc Savage opened the cabin window. Air rushed in, together with the loud hiss of the silenced
nmotor. He aimed with his machine pistol.



But before he could fire, atiny rip appeared in the fuselage of the other plane. This had
apparently been nade by a knife or an ax.

The muzzl e of a machine gun poked through the opening, its snout slavering flame. The shooting
was nore accurate than previously.

Clattering, gnashing, |ead chopped at the underside of the gyro. Long rips opened in the

fusel age.

Monk' s pi g, Habeas, squealed in alarm

Doc juggled the controls with a dazzling speed to get away fromthe deadly | eaden hail eating at
the fusel age. He succeeded; then the | ead storm found them agai n.

This time, the slugs snapped in the region of the gas tank. They chattered with an appalling

noi se.

Agai n Doc maneuvered cl ear.

"Holy cow " Renny thundered. "That |ast burst opened the fuel tank!"

An instant |later, colorless gasoline washed over the floorboards. It reeked in the cabin.

The other pilot had been nore fortunate than he knew. The fuel tank of the gyro was coated
thickly with a fire-proofing and extingui shing conpound -- it was practically inpossible for it to
be fired by incendiary bullets. A burst nmust have struck, opening a |leak through the spongy
protective coating.

A stark grimess had settled on the faces of Doc's nen. The sky brawl had progressed to a point
where chivalry had somewhat |ost its appeal.

The gyro flung in al ongside the eneny ship. They nade a di scovery which was nothing if not
interesting.

"Hey!" Monk how ed. "The girl ain't flying that bus!"

THE STEEL-HAI RED G RL was | ashed in one of the bucket seats in the pilot's cockpit. They could
see that now, because she was pitching about madly, and apparently was on the point of freeing
hersel .

"I knew she was all right," Mnk chortl ed.

The actual pilot of the other plane was a squat fellowin a tan blazer. Due to the shadows inside
the plane, they could not tell much about him

"He ducked out of sight and flew blind whenever he was close to us!" Mnk decided, his usually
smal | voice a great yell. "That's why we couldn't see him"

The other pilot discovered that the girl had | oosened her bindings. He flung hinself toward her.
Usi ng the machi ne gun, he clubbed at the girl.

The young wonman threw herself from under the descendi ng weapon, then clutched its fluted barrel
wi th both hands.

Pitching about in the fight that foll owed, one or the other disturbed the controls. The pl ane
reeled over on a wing tip, nmotor baw ing.

The squat pilot saw his danger. He released the steel' haired girl. WIldly, he battled the
controls. But there was insufficient tinme.

The girl took one | ook at the water, then covered her head with her hands to break the force of
the crash.

A wing tip knifed the water first. The wing crunpled. The plane hit the water and junped end over
end. The other wing left the fuselage as if sliced off by an invisible razor. The battered hul k
wal | oned a few yards and cane to a stop. It began to sink.

DOC SAVAGE drove the gyro toward the weck. The windm || plane could land with equal facility on
earth or water. Doc, however, did not intend to | and. He hovered over the w ecked and sinking pl ane,
the water some ten feet below. He turned the controls over to big-fisted Renny.

"See what you can do about that gasoline |leak!" he directed. Then, head-first, he pitched

over board.

Doc struck the water cleanly, with a mni mumof splash. H's powerful frame curved expertly an
instant after the nonment of inpact, and the result was a perfect shallow dive. He seened scarcely to
wet his back.

Doc stroked to the weck. A hole gaped in the fusel age, He grasped the edge of this, hauled
himsel f up and gl anced into the cabin

The body of the pilot was being tunbl ed about by the water that poured into the cabin. There was
a crease nearly three inches deep across the top of his skull, where he had smashed agai nst a
strut.

A few feet fromthe dead flier, the steel-haired girl paddled feebly. She was dazed, but seened
ot herwi se not seriously damaged.

DOC SAVAGE reached into the sinking plane and hauled the girl out. He was none too soon, for the
stricken craft, weighted by its engine, sank. The whirl drew Doc and his burden beneath the surface.
powerful stroking on the bronze man's part brought them up again.

Bubbl es the size of water buckets arose fromthe sinking plane and, bursting, nade pl opping

noi ses.

Doc gl anced upward, then around. The gyro was on the | ake surface! It had settled there during
the nmonmentary space when the bronze man was under water.



"You'll sink!" Doc shouted warningly. "Those bullets all but tore the bottomout of the

fusel age! "

"The gas is gone -- |eaked out!" Renny booned. "W couldn't plug that hole. It was in an

i naccessi bl e position.”

The men in the gyro were bringing out collapsible canvas boats. They tossed these into the water
then flung articles of equiprment into the little shells

The gyro settled, rocking a little. Doc's nen voiced no nore words; the business of transferring
their paraphernalia to the boats was too 'urgent

Monk noved Habeas Corpus fromthe stricken plane

They conpleted the shift with only fragments of seconds to spare, and cl anbered hastily into the
fol ding boats, barely escaping fromunder the great wings of the gyro as it went down.

Doc Savage paddled to the nearest folding boat. He lifted the steel-haired girl in; then, carefu
not to upset the shell, clanbered aboard hinself

The steel-haired girl, recovered now, stared at Doc in the noonlight. She spoke, and her voice
was calmfor all of the ripping excitenent of the last few mnutes

"They tied ne in the cockpit," she said. "They wanted you to think I was your attacker."

"We guessed that," Mnk put in, anxious to get the favor of the entrancing young wonman

Doc seened about to ask the steel-haired girl questions, but withheld them He |eveled an arm
"Qur trouble seens to be just starting!"

The pig, Habeas, reared up fromhis position near Mnk's feet. He | ooked toward the island. H's
tremendous ears shot straight in the air. He emtted a procession of staccato, excited grunts. Then
he ducked bel ow the gunwal es of the boat, as if to shut out the sight

In the direction of the island, three gigantic human heads projected above the |ake surface. Huge
bl ack arnms appeared and di sappeared in neasured swi nm ng stroke

"They're coming after us!" the girl shrilled.

CLIPPED TO the |ight nmetal frame of the collapsible boats were tel escoping oars. The nmen hastily
freed these and began to paddl e

"One consol ation," said bony Johnny, "is that those freaks can't swmas fast as we can row. "
They paddl ed briskly. Al six were nen of nore than average nuscul ar devel opnent: The
steel-haired girl, insisting on welding a paddl e, exhibited strength somewhat beyond the ordinary.
The sw mmi ng pi nhead gi ants dropped farther back

"They're not wearing their arnor," Hamremarked. "If they come close, we'll see how bullets
affect 'em"

Wthout interrupting his paddling, Doc addressed the steel- haired girl

"me gang wanted you to teach themthe pinhead | anguage so they could i ssue commands to those
three black fellows, didn't they?"

She nodded. "Yes. They nade me repeat numerous commands until they understood how to issue them

I found

out why they were so anxious to be able to give themorders. It seenms that the bl acks hated Bruno
Hen. He had done them sone injury. One night they escaped and nmurdered him They woul dn't have done
this, had their chief ordered themnot to do so."

"Why was the giant nmurdered in the New York m ne tunnel ?" Doc questioned. "Or did you hear of
it?"

"l heard," said the girl. "That particular giant had been stubborn about taking orders from Pere
Teston. They were afraid of him"

"Pere Teston!" Doc asked sharply

"He is the chief," the girl explained. "I did not see him But his nane was nenti oned nunerous
tinmes."

"What about Gi swold Rock?"

"He's on the island sonewhere. | didn't see him"

Monk put in, "What | fail to understand is why they seized Giswold Rock the second tinme?"

"l don't know why they grabbed him" the girl replied

"Do you know any of their plans?" Doc asked

"Only that Pere Teston intends to send his giants against Detroit to-norrow night."

To their ears cane the mutter of a notor boat. It was a fast craft; it appeared a nonent |ater
scuddi ng around the end of the island. It veered to One side in order to keep clear of any bullets
they m ght launch, and circled to get ahead of them

"Holy cow " Renny groaned. "That thing is making sixty an hour, at |east."

The notor boat was soon ahead. A tripod, nounted on its bow cow ing, supported a nachi ne gun

This went into action, sending a ribbon of |ead across the | ake surface

Doc's nen tried returning the fire with their small supermachi ne pistols. The range of the other
weapon, however, was too great. They were driven to back water, their own bullets falling short
The sw mmi ng pi nheads speedily overhaul ed t hem

Chapter 22. THE AWFUL | SLE

RENNY, W TH hi s huge, rocklike hands, was the nost skilled narksman of the party, excepting only
Doc. He lifted his supernmachine gun and fired. The bullets traced a foany line across the water, a



line that sought and found one of the sw nmm ng pi nheads.

The gi ant made a great gobbling sound of anger and dived beneath the surface. He came up sone
yards nearer.

From the speed boat canme a trenmendous voice -- words | aunched by a | oud-speaker of the

hi gh- powered type sonetines nmounted on the under side of airplanes used ill delivering advertising
tal ks fromthe sky.

I't was the voice of red-necked Hack.

"Everybody come out here and hel p!" Hack cal | ed.

Answering the summons, nore giants appeared on the island. They night have been hi deous genii,
conjured by the rubbing of a magic lanp, for they sprang up fromwhat had seermed a bl eak,

boul der-strewn hunp of rock. Am d a great splashing, they swamto aid the three black, gigantic
pi nhe ads.

"It's only a question of tine till they nail us!" Renny said glumy.

The speed boat darted toward their little collapsible shells, and its machine gun tossed sal vos
of sound over the |lake surface. The bullets were carefully ained. They herded Doc and his party
toward the sw nm ng nonsters.

Long Tom on his knees in one of the little shells, opened a light netal case. In this were
racked objects which resenbl ed netal cannisters holding novie film These were ammp druns for the
super machi ne pistols.

"Sone of these are explosive bullets,"” the electrical w zard announced.

The others had known this. Doc carried all types of cartridges -- mercy slugs, tracers,
incendiary bullets, armor piercers, and expl osives.

Renny clipped a drum of explosive ammo into his weapon. He ainmed carefully, after latching his
gun into single-fire position, and fired once.

There was a flash, a loud report, and the gi ant who was Renny's target baw ed |oudly. The

expl osive slug had opened a gaping pit in his shoul der.

Hack's coarse voi ce cane fromthe | oud-speaker on the speed boat. "Don't kill the bronze nman, or
any of those with him" it commanded.

Then the florid-necked Hack repeated the command in the hooting, gobbling dialect of the

pi nheads.

Doc's nen swapped gl ances in the noonlight. Their features held blank surprise.

"Didja hear that?" Mnk exclained. "Apparently they don't want to kill us."

"It may be a trick to get us to surrender!" the girl said wldly.

Doc Savage sel ected a container of equipnent and opened it. He renpved several of the conpact
devi ces called "lungs" by divers. These consisted of clips to close the nostrils, and nouthpi eces --
the latter with attached hoses which led to chenmical breath purifiers.

Doc and the others donned these lungs. The bronze nman hinsel f showed the steel-haired girl how
the contrivance functioned.

The pig, Habeas Corpus, watched these preparations with a beady-eyed intentness. H s near-human
intelligence was exhibited when he began squealing plaintively.

"Blast it!" Mnk groaned. "W're gonna have to let 'imtake care of hinself."

"Can he sw n?" Ham asked.

The dapper | awyer sounded anxi ous. Considering the desire he had expressed on i nnunerabl e

occasi ons to slaughter Habeas, his present concern was surprising.

"He's a swell swi mrer," Monk grunted.

The horely chenmist lifted Habeas by the scruff of the neck and pointed at the island.

"We'll nmeet you there, buddy," he said optimstically.

The pi g plunged overboard and began swi nmmng for the rocky protuberance.

Doc and the others slid into the water. Each carried a ease of equipnment, these serving as

wei ghts. They sank beneath the surface.

Doc switched on his flashlight when he touched the | ake bottom The flash was waterproof. The
others gathered about the light. As soon as they were together, they linked hands in a |living chain.
Doc switched off the light. He did not want the giants, sw nm ng above, to spot the glow.

They noved al ong the | ake bottom toward the island.

DOC SAVAGE wore upon his right wist a small, highly accurate watch. This was nade entirely of
non-nmagnetic nmetal; and slung on a jewel ed bearing between the crystal and the hands, was a conpass
needl e. This was |um nous; and since the watch case was waterproof, it could be used under water.
The water pressure was not especially disagreeable, the depth being scarcely nore than twenty
feet. Moonlight nmade a faint silvery haze overhead. Waves suffused this with undul ating shadows. On
the bottom where they wal ked: it was very dark.

That water transmts sound nore effectively than the air was denonstrated by the distinctness

wi th which they could hear the slopping noises the swinmng giants were neking.

Di stinct also was the throb of the speed boat's notor. This latter sound drew cl oser.
Unexpectedly there came a terrific concussion. Invisible fingers seemed to raminto the ears of
Doc and his aids and press against the drums until the agony was intolerable. Their bodies felt the
shock, a distinct inmpact fromhead to foot.



Doc Savage knew what had happened. Their enemnmies had expl osives in the speed boat. They were
dropping the stuff into the | ake.

The first explosion, terrifying as were its effects, had occurred sone distance away. O her
detonati ons, occurring nearer, would bring crushing death.

Doc Savage dropped the case of apparatus which he was using for weight, and stroked to the
surface. H's five men and the girl followed.

"Tough," he said grimy when they were all afloat. "But to stay down there woul d have been

sui cide."

MOUTHI NG TREMENDOUS sounds, the giants converged upon their quarry. The manner of the nonsters
was ferocious. They seened possessed of a killer lust.

The huge | oud-speaker on the speed boat blasted netallic words.

"Do not harmthem" Hack thundered. "We'Ill hold "emuntil we hear fromthe chief."

Low voi ced, Doc addressed his five aids and the girl.

"Take it easy. W haven't a chance. They really nean that stuff about not harming us."

A norment | ater, one of the swimmng giants reached Doc Savage. The nonster chanced to be one of

t he pi nheads.

Doc Savage, who towered in stature when beside ordinary nortals, was dwarfed by the grotesque
proportions of the pinhead. A nonster hand cl anped upon Doc's arm Desirous of ascertaining what
strength the giants possessed, Doc struggl ed.

The result was astounding. For all of his fabul ous nmuscular ability, he m ght have been a child
opposing a mature man. Not w shing to anger the pinhead nonstrosity unnecessarily, Doc permtted
himsel f to be towed shoreward.

The girl, Mnk, Ham and the others were captured in |like fashion and dragged toward the island.
Habeas Corpus had circled wide of the giants in swimmng toward the island. A tiny funnel of
wake, barely distinguishable in the noonlight, marked his position. He reached shore and di sappeared
anmong the rocks, much to Monk's relief.

THE STONY isle, when they reached it, furnished a surprise. Its height had been deceptive in the
nmoonlight, as had its formation. Viewed from above, it had seened covered w th boul ders.

The | argest of these huge rocks thrust up fromthe water near shore.

Cl oser inspection devel oped that the protuberances were, in many cases, canouflaged buil di ngs.

In landing, the prisoners were towed close enough to these to observe details of their
construction. Metal girders Conposed the framework. Over these were stretched stout-woven wires, the
netting of which formed foundations for a canvas covering, cleverly painted and veined to resenble
stone. The structures were unexpectedly |arge.

Each held a plane. These craft were large, tri-notored anphi bi ans.

A light was turned on in one hangar, pernmitting a man to resume work tuning a plane notor. This
job nust have been interrupted by the approach of Doc's gyro. Thanks to the light, and the fact that
the cabin door of one of the planes was open, Doc's party got a glinpse of the ship's interior.
W cker seats, usually a fitting of a plane's cabin, were m ssing.

"Seats taken out,"” Mnk nuttered.

"Holy cow " Renny runbl ed. "These planes are equipped to carry the giants!"

Monk surveyed their gigantic captors, as if calculating the weight of the fellows. He nodded his
bull et of a head as if satisfied.

"Yep," he said, small-voiced. "They're too big for the seats, so the seats were ripped out of the
crates.”

"Shut up, big hairy," grow ed the ruddy-necked Hack, getting out of the speed boat which bore the
machi ne gun and the | oud- speakers.

"1 been wondering how you was gonna nove your big partners around,"” Mnk told himamably..

"“Shut up, | said,” Hack gritted.

Long Tom surveyed their captors -- those who were of nornal size.
"Sone of these are the birds who grabbed me near New York," he offered. "You know -- in that
van. "

Hack yanked an autonatic froman arnpit holster. He waved it neaningly to enforce his command for
si |l ence.

Four nmen of normal size appeared. These fell ows were tough-Iooking custoners, swaggering and

bel | i gerent.

Doc Savage, studying them said nothing; but he glanced at Renny.

The big-fisted engi neer nodded.

The nod informed Doc that all of their captors -- the thugs of nornal size, as well as the giants
-- were convicts taken fromthe prisons of the United States by the ill-starred Cal dwel | .

Doc and the others were dragged inland. There was another captive on the island. They di scovered
this a nonent later.

This prisoner, Doc and the others did not glinpse fully. Hack and another thug went ahead and
removed this nysterious captive fromunder what seened to be a great, flat-topped rock.

Bl ack shadows | ay anpbng the great boulders. The pair noving the nystery captive kept in these,

ei ther by chance or through design, which accounted for Doc's not being able to identify the bound



form which they bore.

"It's Griswold Rock!" guessed big-fisted Renny. Doc, the girl and the five nen were dragged
toward the spot fromwhich the other prisoner had been taken.

What had seened to be a huge flat rock proved to be a cshed. It was of no inconsiderable size.
This roofed and conceal ed a deep pit. The depression nmight have been a grave, except that it was
consi derably | arger.

Doc and the others were searched to nmake sure they carried no weapons. The steel-haired girl's
frock, being wet fromher imrersion in the | ake, clung to her shapely figure in such fashion as to
make it obvious that she carried no weapons.

Al of themwere forced to slide down a rope into the shed-covered pit. The depth was

surpri sing.

They explored the stone floor and walls of the prison. The rock was snmooth, offering not the
slightest fingerhold. There was no fitting of any kind in the well-Ilike pit.

"Holy cow " Renny groaned. "W're sunk!"

"YOU SAID it, Big-fists," growl ed Hack's voice fromthe top. Renny glared upward. It was very
dark in the depths, and little lighter above, thanks to the shed.

"0. K, 0. K," Renny grunbled. "But your big scheme ain't gonna work, fellah. The people in
those cities, Detroit, for instance, ain't gonna kick in with such huge suns of noney."

"So you think," jeered the man above. "Listen, guy, them'Beware the Mnsters!' newspaper
advertisenents had the public stirred up and curious. They furnished just the foundati on we want ed.
They showed the public that this giant business ain't no two-bit schene!"

"I'f you think they'Il lay down and give up their noney, you're crazy!" Renny shot back at him
"They may not, at first," agreed Hack om nously. "But to-norrow night, we're gonna haul a |oad of
the big boys down to Detroit. They'll wear arnor that's proof against anything less than artillery,
and they' |l wear gas nmasks. Wiat they will do to Detroit will be plenty. The other towns will Kkick
in after that."

"Planes will bonb the giants!"

"Ch, yeah? Not when the giants carry off the mayor and sone others for hostages."

"What do the giants stand to nake out of the whole thing?" Renny asked curiously. "Wat good wll
noney do then®? They're just nonstrosities. They can't enjoy thenselves. They can't even talk
coherently."

"After this is all over, they'Il be returned to normal size," Hack retorted triunphantly.

'Can Pere Teston nmake themlittle agai n?"

"You said it, Big-fists!"

Doc Savage now entered the conversation, inquiring, "Are the giants taking part in this devilish
scheme because they are under the inpression they can be returned to normal size?"

"They don't think -- they know " Hack grow ed. Hack now gave orders for two giants to station
thenmsel ves near by and watch the covered pit.

"Have any of the giants been returned to normal size?" Doc Savage cal | ed.

"It can be done all right!" yelled Hack. "Pere Teston did it w th nonkeys and gui nea pigs. He
even did it with a cow."

"But has he returned a man to normal size?" Doc persi sted.

"Hel |, not" Hack snarled. "There ain't been no need of it yet."

"Are you sure that the animals, once reduced in size, enjoyed a normal span of |ife?" Doc

quest i oned.

"What d'you nean, bronze guy?"

"l nmean that the shrinkage in size probably brought on al nbst i medi ate death," Doc said

quietly.
This seened to be sonewhat of a shock to the man above. There was silence. He swore softly.
"Hell, you're just tryin' to worry 'eml You know they're listenin'."

Hack now wit hdr ew.

"Was that a bluff, Doc?" Renny asked. "Can't they be returned to nornal size?"

Doc Savage vouchsafed no reply. Instead, he nade a silent round of the pit, assenbling his five
nen.

Chapt er 23. ESCAPE AND CAPTURE

DOC' S AIDS were puzzled at first, not realizing his purpose in gathering themtogether. Then they
conprehended; and w thout Doc issuing orders, they went into action.

Renny braced his head and arns agai nst the stone side of the pit. Wth an agility befitting his
api sh build, Mnk bounded upon Renny's shoul ders and bal anced there. Johnny topped Mnk. Soon they
had formed a human pyramid, reaching alnost to the top of the pit.

Up this living | adder Doc Savage cl anbered. Upright on the shoulders of Long Tom who was the
lightest, he could reach the rim He peered out.

I'n the noonlight beyond the canoufl aged shed he distinguished the two guardian giants. One was to
the north. The other stood at the south. Al around the shed, the rocky isle was smboth. Chances of
crossing this without being observed seened nil.

Over toward the other side of the island there was tal k and | aughter -- sone of the mirth being



expressed in' thunderous how ing noises. This was evidently the only type of laughter permtted to
the afflicted giants' vocal cords. Doc's dire prediction that they could not be returned to norna
size apparently had not been taken seriously.

Maki ng no noi se, Doc Savage cl anbered over the pit rim It was then that he caught a faint stir

in the darkness inside the shed. He poised, listening, thinking perhaps that it 'night be Hack. But
it was not

The pig, Habeas Corpus, nosed agai nst Doc, nmking another faint stir as he did so. The honely
shote had managed to reach the shed w thout being seen by the giants

Doc grasped the pig. Through the nedium of signs and a gentle shove, he nmade the intelligent

porker understand that he was to run away fromthe shed

The pig gall oped off

The giants saw him So unusual was the appearance of the pig that their attention was gri pped

The running porker held their attention only a nonment ]but that was | ong enough for Doc to nove
unobserved, fromthe shed to the sheltering maze of boul ders

A bronze phantom who bl ended with the tawny hue of the rocks and nelted entirely into the

shadows, Doc Savage nade directly for the edge of the island. The huge canobufl aged hangars jutted up
darkly. He waded past them on out into the |ake

Scarcely a splash marked his entrance into the water. He filled his capacious lungs with air and

subner ged
Doc was capabl e of swi nmmng a trenendous di stance under water. He had acquired the ability to do
this in the manner that he learned all things -- by studying the nmethods of the masters. The fine

poi nts of underwater work he had picked up fromthe skilled divers of the South Seas

Coming to the surface at long intervals, projecting only his nostrils to replenish his air

supply, Doc stroked into the |ake

He reached the point where his aids, the steel-haired girl, and hinself had been forced to drop
the containers of equi prent which they had enployed to hold thensel ves on the | ake bottom

The bronze man had made careful note of the location of the spot at the tine of their capture by
the giants. He had done this unobtrusively, and it had passed wi thout being observed

DOC SAVAGE chanced lifting his eyes above the surface. By aligning several of the |arger boul ders
on the island, he |located the spot where the equi prent |ay.

So accurate were his calculations that he found the cases on his third dive

H s sensitive hands explored a container. He was fanmiliar with the boxes, having constructed them
hinmsel f. This was not the case he wanted. He searched over the bl ack depths of the | ake bed until he
found others. Not until he had identified the fourth container by touch, did he seemsatisfied
Wth the rather heavy box cradled under an arm he stroked for the surface

The return to the isle, swi nmmng under water for the npst part, was by no neans easy, the weight
of the case being a tremendous handi cap

Real i zing there m ght be watchmen near the hangars, Doc left the water at the opposite side of

the island. He did not waste tinme resting, once ashore. The effort of the return swm great as it
had been, had tapped only slightly his fabul ous reservoir of vitality.

Carrying the metal case of equipnment which he had retrieved fromthe | ake, he crept inland

Toward the other end of the island, there was still noisy talk and coarse | aughter. Doc Savage
approached the spot. To no phantomin the stories of nythol ogy was ever attributed greater stealth
The mirth sounds were emanating froma |arge, canoufl aged shack which was evidently a bunk house
After ascertaining the nature of this structure, Doc did not approach too closely. He did not w sh
to risk discovery

He began a foot-by-foot search of the island

Near the boat house he found a hidden building of sone size. This seened to be a | aboratory.

Shel ves of rough, tenporary construction held a surprising array of chemicals

Doc exam ned the conpounds, noting particularly their nature. For light in view ng the container

| abel s, he enpl oyed matches froma box which he found near a Bunsen burner. He kept the tiny flame
carefully cupped in his pal ns.

He found books on chemical treatises. The flyleaves of these bore the scrawl ed nane of Pere
Teston. There were al so notebooks in the same handwriting.

The not ebooks contai ned data on experinments at increasing aninal growth. The cases described were
apparently Pere Teston's earlier efforts. There was data on the abnormal growth of a cow. Pere
Teston seened to consider this of great inmportance. He had witten:

"It will be noted that the nllk-producing capacity of the bovine kept pace with the expansion in
bone and tissue. This neans that my process of size increase will result in the creation of nore
efficient farmanimals

"Particularly do | hope to be able to center the effects of my conpound to certain organs of the
animal in further experinments. This woul d achieve, for instance, cattle w th enormous m | k- produci ng
capacities."

There were nore notes of this nature. One set had to do with the growi ng of an enornous draft

hor se

In these earlier experinents, dating back several years, Pere Teston had apparently entertained



no idea of creating giant men to be used in terrorizing cities

Doc found no data covering work over the |last few nonths

DOC SAVAGE |l eft the | aboratory and continued his search of the island. He entered severa

buildings, only to | eave at once. They were store roons, holding i mense quantities of food for the
gi ants' sustenance

Near the south end of the island Doc Savage cane upon a snall, shedlike structure of netal and
canouf | age- daubed canvas

Crossl egged before this, so huge and ugly as to give the appearance of a grotesque, orienta

idol, sat one of the giants. He seenmed to be on guard. The fellow held a | arge pipe

The gi ant poured tobacco into the over-sized bowl. H's big, clunsy fingers had trouble with

mat ches. Several broke; the night breeze bl ew others out

The giant was fully occupied with his snmoking difficulties. Doc Savage circled and drifted

wai thli ke, toward the shed. In negotiating one narrow stretch of rock, he was conpletely exposed to
the gaze of the colossus. Crossing this, Doc chose an instant when the giant was carefully striking
a match

Unseen, the bronze man reached the shed

The nmetal sides of this were open, the canvas cover having been roiled up for ventilation. This
sheat hing could be lowered if necessary, naking the shed seemfromthe air -- or froma distance of
a few yards on the island -- nothing nore interesting than an angul ar rock

Doc Savage eased inside, curious to | earn what the giant was guarding

That mystery was soon clarified

A man reposed on the rocky shed floor. Darkness was conplete where he lay, so black as to seem
solidified. Doc Savage found the fellow only by touch, and through use of his sensitive ol factory
organs.

Doc's bronze fingers explored, their skilled touch conveying inpressions of alnobst visua

clarity. He got the height of the prisoner, his probable weight. He found stout handcuffs on wists
and ankl es.

The man lay perfectly notionless; none of his nuscles stirred. Yet he was definitely alive

Doc applied pressure on certain nerve centers, testing the reaction of nuscles to pain. Doc's

know edge of drugs, their effects and their synptons, was profound. He canme to the conclusion that
the captor's |linbs were under the influence of injections of some |ocal anesthetic -- some substance
in the nature of the novocai ne which dentists use

Doc Savage exami ned the man's ankles again. The chain of the manacles encircled the stee

framewor k of the canoufl aged shed. Doc tested the links. They were very strong

The bronze man began renoving his shirt, it being his intention to wap the cloth around the
manacles to muffle the inevitable snap as he broke them

Then the giant guard, probably with the idea of getting out of the wind to Iight his big pipe
entered the shed

Doc Savage was under no del usions. The match flane was certain to reveal his presence. He left

the strange captive and crept out silently on the opposite side

For several minutes he loitered near by. But the giant showed no sign of |eaving the shed

DOC SAVAGE continued his search. He found nore huts. All were cleverly constructed to escape
detection fromthe air. At last he |ocated one of which he seened to have been seeking

This structure was obviously the headquarters. It held maps. These were marked with red lines to
indicate the intended curse of attack upon Detroit and other cities. There was also a large safe in
the place

Here, when he was upon the island, the naster mnd of the giants obviously nmade his

headquarters

Doc Savage still carried the case of equi pment which he had rescued fromthe | ake. Opening it, he
removed certain small boxes and coils of wire. He concealed a tiny disc of a device overhead, where
it was unlikely to be observed. The insulated wires leading fromthis were so thin as to be
unnoticeable to the eye. Doc carried these down a netal girder to a boxlike container of his

appar atus, which he buried under the dry sand fl oor

This done, Doc left the hut

At the other end of the island stood the log structure in which the giants were quartered. Doc
approached it cautiously.

At a conceal ed point only a few yards fromthis bunk house he planted nore of his apparatus

hiding it in such a fashion that it was practically certain to escape detection

Then he returned to the pit where his conpani ons were inprisoned. The pig, Habeas Corpus, was not

in sight

Doc studied the giant guards intently. Then the bronze man's throat nuscles tensed in a peculiar
fashion. Fromthe boul der some di stance away canme a voice -- a voice resenbling that of the florid
Hack

"Cone over here a minute, you two big guys!" it directed. The giants hesitated. They gl anced at

the shed. "Hurry up!" rapped the voice fromthe rocks. The giants were sure it was Hack's voice
They lunbered toward the sound. They had not taken a dozen steps when the voice canme again



"Never mnd," it said, "I thought | heard a speed boat out on the lake. But it was just a frog
croaking."

The giants returned to their position. Not overly-bright fellows, neither realized they had been
tricked

Doc Savage was an excellent ventriloquist and a master of voice imtation. Throw ng tones which
were very like those of Hack, he had decoyed the giants, getting their attention

Wi le the giants had | ooked away, Doc had crossed to the roofed-over pit. Here he found Habeas
inside the shed. He tucked the pig under his armand dropped into the pit

Doc's five men all but held their breaths, waiting for their bronze chief to explain what he had
been doi ng. No expl anation, however, was forthconi ng

Two or three tines, the nmen inmagi ned they heard faint whisperings. These they dism ssed as being
gentl e sounds nmade by grams of sand swept into the pit by the night breeze

They failed to realize that Doc had drawn the steel-haired girl aside or that he was speaking to
her in a wi sp of a whisper.

Chapter 24. MASTER OF THE G ANTS

HACK, THE the thug with the neck which seened perpetually flushed, appeared at the top of the pit
hal f an hour later. He was excited; his electric hand lantern blazed |ight dowward with an angry
suddenness

"What's been goin' on here?" he rapped

Doc Savage did not | ook upward. Hi s manner was tranquil. He ignored Hack's question
"You, big bronze guy -- | asked you a question," Hack grated

"Yeah?"said honely Monk

"Don't get funny. I'mtalkin' to your boss. Wat's been goin' on here?"

Doc Savage seened to consider, as if debating what coul d possibly be meant by the inquiry.
"We've been talking," he replied. "And we're getting a bit hungry, too. Suppose you produce sone
food. "

"I"I'l produce sone trouble,” Hack prom sed harshly. "The big fell ows say they heard ny voice
around here a while ago. | wasn't here. Wat did they hear?"

"Can the giants tal k?" Doc asked. "Fromthe sounds they have nade in the past, | presuned their
vocal cords were affected by the size-increasing process."

"They can't talk, but they can wite out their words. Wat've you birds been up to?"

Doc gl anced at his fellow prisoners and asked, "Wat have we?"

"Search me." Renny popped his huge fists together, and the inpact made a rocky sound

"You're givin' nme a run-around!" Hack rasped. Then Hack di scovered Habeas Corpus. The sight of
the pig brought a cry of angry surprise. He | eaned over to see better, with the result that he
nearly fell into the pit

"Where' d that peewee edition of a hog cone fron?" he demanded, when he had recovered his

bal ance

Monk hel d Habeas up. He spread the shote's enornous ears, and asked, "D you see these ears?"
Hack only snarl ed

Monk, homely face serious, explained, "Habeas is a very special kind of a pig. You'd be surprised
at what he can do. He uses his ears for wings. He can fly like a bat. He flew down here."

Hack made a choki ng sound of wath.

"Habeas can talk, too," Mnk added. "Listen."

He held the pig higher. Wrds seened to come fromthe freakish porker's nouth

"Say, Hack, when do we eat?" asked the voice. Hack nmaintained a dunbfounded silence for a | ong
mn ute. Then the expl anati on dawned on him

"A ventriloquist!" he barked. Laughing heartily, he extinguished his light. "That explains the
voi ce they heard."

In a loud tone, Hack yelled for four additional giants. These arrived, their heavy footfalls
plainly audible to the prisoners in the pit. After ordering the newconers to assist in guarding the
captives, Hack took his departure

"Fat chance we've got of getting away, now," Re nny groaned

Monk noved close to Doc, and asked, "Did | do right -- havin' the pig talk to hin®"

"You coul d not have done better," Doc replied

THE HOURS which followed seened interm nably |1 ong. Monk prowl ed around the pit walls like a caged
gorilla. Habeas grunted at his heels

"The sun nust've forgotten to come up,"” Mnk conpl ai ned. Later, the honmely chem st was surprised
to find Doc sleeping in the center of the pit. Reassured by the cal mess with which the bronze man
was taking their incarceration, Mk also tried to slunber. Failing even to keep his eyes shut
however, he gave it up

He started a whispered consultation with the others by asking, "I wonder what Doc found while he
was out si de?"

"Why don't you ask hinP" inquired the steel-haired girl.

"No use."

"Way not ?"



"Doc's ways are kinda strange to those who don't know him" Monk explained. "If he don't want to
give information, he won't."

"But you haven't asked hi mwhat he found," Jean Moirris retorted.

"The five of us know Doc as well as anybody knows him W can tell when he's got things to say,
and when he hasn't. Wen he kept silent after returning, that was the tip-off. Right now, he's not
tal ki ng. "

"Hunph!" sniffed Jean Morris.

To kill time, Monk managed to pry several small fragments of rock fromthe pit bottom He pegged
these up at the giants.

The nonsters retaliated by showering down great handfuls of fine sand. The choki ng cl oud produced
great disconfort.

"Let them al one,"” advised Doc, who had been awakened by the sand. 'They have the upper hand

now. "

Jean Morris decided to try her hand at persuading Doc to talKk.

"What did you find outside?" she asked. "And what did you do?"

"That will be cleared up when the tine cones,"” Doc answered.

And this was all the information the steel-haired girl received, although she put several nore
questions to the bronze man.

Di sgusted, she flounced to the other side of the pit and tried to get sone sl eep.

Dawn cane after what seened an age. It gorged the top of the pit with reddish Iight. The depths
remai ned gl oony.

Doc Savage approached Jean Morris where she sat apart fromthe others, and said sonething which
the rest did not catch.

The young worman was apparently piqued by Doc's refusal to answer her questions. Her voice was
waspi sh.

"l remenber every word you told nme last night," she said, "but you might informnme of what you
found outside."

"Not so |oud," Doc adnoni shed, and |eft her.

The bronze man's ai ds exchanged surprised glances. This was their first hint that Doc and the
steel -haired girl had held a consul tation.

"W heard whispers right after Doc got back," Mnk said thoughtfully. "He was talking to her
then."

The five nen eyed Doc. Curiosity was consunming them and their expressions showed it.

"Listen, Doc," Mnk said hopefully, "what's the idea of keepin' us in the dark?"

"Psychol ogy," Doc replied.

" Huh?"
"If you fellows were told how our trouble here will work out -- if it goes according to ny
expectations -- your hopes would rise. You mght get the idea you were al nbst out of the nmess."

"And woul d that make us mad!" Monk snort ed.

"On the contrary, it would nake you highly elated.”

"Spill it, Doc! After a night in this hole we need a pick-up."

"If the schenme goes wong, you're going to be very disappointed,"” Doc renonstrated casually. "You
will feel much worse than you would if you had known nothing of it. To save you that let-down is the
reason | did not tell you."

"Well, we're all stirred up now," Mnk grinned. Doc studied them He apparently concl uded the
purpose of his keeping silent had been def eated.
"All right, 1'"lIl tell you," he said.

But he never did.

PLANE NO SE cane through the norning air. It started with a faint drone, |like that of a nosquito,
and | oudened with surprising rapidity. It stopped the discussion and gripped their attention.
"Sounds like a fast bus," Renny offered, and eyed his huge fists in the dusk of the pit bottom
The pl ane swooped overhead, so low that its propeller blast fluttered the canvas shed covering.
Fine sand was blown into the pit.

"It must be a friend of theirs,"” Mnk grunted. "I don't hear any sounds of excitenent."

"It's the boss!" came Hack's excited yell from sonewhere on the island.

Once nore, the plane crashed its exhaust stacks past overhead. Then, with noisy backfiring, it

| anded. Mdtor boat engines sputtered and how ed. They were evidently towing the plane into a
canouf | aged hangar .

The giants on guard at the pit made coughing and gobbling sounds at each other. Delight was

di stingui shabl e in the uncouth noi ses.

"They seemglad to see the big shot," said Long Tom "And no wonder," Ham snapped. "He's the guy
who knows how to return themto nornal size. If sonething would happen to him they'd be in a fine
pickle."

The arrival of the plane had conpletely occupied the attention of Doc's five men, so the bronze
man was given no opportunity to explain his plans for their escape.

Amid many glad cries fromthe giants, men approached the pit. Hack's raucous tones becane



audi bl e. He was explaining things to his chief.

"We've got the whole Savage gang," be said. "They're in the pit. We disarmed them They're

hel pl ess. "

"Then why in hell didn't you rub themout at once?" The master villain spoke these |ast words,
there was no doubt of it. Utter arrogance crackled in the voice. The tones were hollowy froglike.
"Pere Teston!" Monk breathed.

"It doesn't sound like a natural voice!" gasped Jean Morris.

"Too hollow," Monk agreed.

Doc Savage spoke. "The master mind seens to be speaking into a tube to disguise his voice. Using
a gas pipe, or perhaps a cardboard nailing tube."

Hack's harsh tone said, "W kept 'emalive, boss, thinkin' you might want to talk to "em"

"They can tell me nothing of inportance," snarled the master of the giants.

"They m ght know how Detroit is fixin' to receive us," Hack whined. He sounded servile,
ingratiating. This was A a marked change from his usual overbearing manner.

The master villain |aughed harshly into the tube which he was using to disguise his voice.

"It makes no difference what Detroit does!"

Hack wailed, "But if they use airplanes and bonbs on --

"We're not attacking Detroit to-night," retorted the ruler of the giants. "Instead, we'll give
M | waukee a surprise."
"M I waukee -- instead of Detroit?" Hack gul ped.

"HACK, MY friend, you are very dunb at tinmes," said the cavernous voice. You do not think that
the few giants we have here, even with their arnor, would stand any chance in attacking a city
prepared to receive them"

"They're mghty big -- "

"Size is not of suprenme inportance these days, nmy friend. It is brains which count. Bonbs and
nmodern machi ne guns woul d make short work of our giants."

"Then what are we gonna do?" Hack groaned.

"Do not sound so disappointed," chuckled the hollow tones. "My plan is based on psychol ogy. |1
you had read the newspapers to-day, you woul d understand. The size of our giants has been
exaggerated. Qur earlier newspaper advertisenents hel ped."

"l don't get you."

"The i magi nati ve Anerican public actually thinks we have nonster nmen a hundred feet high. W wll
make our little foray upon M| waukee, first bonbing the Iight plant so that the city will be in
darkness. The giants will smash wi ndows, and catch a few people and break their necks. In the
darkness few will see the big fellows. After that, rumor will have the giants infinitely larger than
they are."

Hack seemed to be digesting his chief's words. "You think we can scare themtowns into coughing
up five mllion apiece?"

"We can certainly try," chuckled the hollow voi ce.

"But if he don't --

"Then there are many other crines our giants can commt, ny friend. As you know, the conpound

whi ch nade themlarge al so nade themvery bard to kill. Wunds which will overconme an ordi nary man
will not even faze these fellows."

"You're right, at that," Hack agreed.

Chapter 25. DEATH MAGN FI ED

NOTH NG WAS sai d for some nonments. The giants nade hootings and cluckings of a happy nature. The
big fellows apparently had not relished attacking a city ready to receive them The assault on

M | waukee was nore appealing.

In the pit there was stark silence. Renny perspired, and bl ocked and unbl ocked hi s enornous
fists. Mnk, honely face grim absently scratched Habeas Corpus behind the ears. The steel -haired
girl was rigid, pale. The giant mail of bronze al one was devoi d of enotion.

They all knew that death crouched outside the pit

Hack asked his chief, "But howre we gonna get the giants down to M| waukee?"

"The planes," he was remi nded. "I have marked the position of lighting plants. W will bonmb them
Then we will land on the lake front. Fromthere, the giants can work into the heart of MIwaukee. In
the darkness, that will not be difficult"

"Swel | idea," Hack agreed.

"Di spose of the prisoners,” snapped the naster of the giants.

"How?" Hack asked.

"Use a machi ne gun. Then have the giants fill the pit with rocks."

Hack loudly directed a human nonster to bring hima rapid-firer. This was done. There were
clickings, as a fully | oaded ammo drum was j acked into the mechani sm Hack appeared on the pit rim
He was going to do the whol esal e nurdering hinself. Steel-haired Jean Morris npaned and covered
her eyes with her hands. Monk nade an animal snarling noise, and crouched as if to leap up at the
killer.

Doc Savage rested his strange, flake-gold eyes on Hack. "I left this pit for a tine |ast night,"



he said. "You can't kid ne!" Hack sneered. "You're lyin'!" "The giants heard your voice fromthe
rocks," Doc rem nded him "The voice was thrown by ventriloquism as you guessed, but its purpose
was to cause themto | ook away, so that they would not observe ny return.”

This startled Hack. He blinked. The master of the giants had heard the words. Hi s Voice rattled
fromthe holl ow tube he was using for a disguise.

"What's this, Hack?" "He's kidding us," Hack growl ed. "I was never nore serious," Doc assured
them "ne giants heard a voice all right," Hack advised his chief. Then the scarl et-necked thug
glared down into the pit. "Wat'd you do when you was outside, bronze guy?"

"When you learn that, it will be too late to help yourself," Doc informed hi mwithout

expr essi on.

"What ya nmean?"

"Di saster will have overtaken you."

The steel-haired girl suddenly renoved her hands from her eyes.

"l know what Doc Savage did!" she screaned. "It's sonmething that will destroy all of you. Take ne
out of here, turn me loose and |'Il tell you what it is!"

"You hussy!" Renny thundered, and reached hands for the girl.

"GET BACK, you hig-fisted hooligan!" Hack gritted fromthe pit top.

The command was hardly necessary. Renny had al ready dropped his arns. It had been his intention
to clap a palmover the girl's lips and shut off her words. But it was now too |ate.

The hol |l ow voi ce of the |eader of the giants joined the discussion. The naster villain, however,
did not show hinself.

"Take the girl out," he comanded. "We'|ll hear what she has to say. W can't run any risks."
"You've got to turn nme loose in return for what | have to tell you," Jean Mirris wailed. "You' ve
got to promise that!"

"It's a prom se," boonmed the czar of the giants.

A rope dangl ed down into the pit |like a bronze snake. Hack menaced Doc and his men with the

machi ne gun, keeping themaway fromthe henp strand. The girl knotted the rope under her arnms and
was haul ed up.

Doc Savage wat ched her as she reached the top of the pit Wien the girl saw the naster-sinister of
the giants, she started violently and her hands made a fluttering gesture. "Ch -- it's -- " she
began.

"Shut up!" warned the man's sepul chral voi ce.

The girl obediently controlled her surprise. Then she said, "Wat |'ve got to tell youis in
confidence. Have you a place where we can talk in private?"

There was a pause, while the | eader of the giants considered. "I've got a shack | use for
headquarters. That'll do," he said.

He and the girl noved away, and their footsteps were soon lost to the ear.

There was sonet hing bordering on agony in the | ooks which Doc's five men exchanged. The perfidity
of the young worman had been a bitter shock.

"l thought there was nore to her than that!" Mnk groaned, "After all we've done for her! |magine
her givin' us the doubl e-cross!"

"We haven't done so nmuch for her," Renny retorted gloomly. "She couldn't be nmuch worse off than
she was down here in the pit"

Long Tom sonewhat nore pallid than usual, asked Doc curiously, "Did you really tell her what
preparati ons you have made?"

"I talked to her last night," Doc replied.

Monk groaned and sat down on the pit floor.

Conparative silence fell over the men. The six giants remained on guard at the pit. Hack was al so
present, his machine gun ready in his hand.

The m nutes seened rmuch | onger than usual. Wen voices suddenly reached them no nore than five
m nutes had el apsed, although it seemed infinitely |onger.

The steel-haired girl and the master of the giants were speaking. The voi ces obviously came from
a nmechani cal | oud-speaker, for they were nmetallic, although not |oud. The | eader of the giants was
not disguising his tones now -- and they had a fam liar ring!

Doc's nen registered astoni shment. There was sonet hing about the voice of the nmaster mind that
tickled their nenories. Mnk opened his cavernous nmouth, as if to speak the nane the voi ce brought
to mind.

But the inport of the words which they overheard caused himto keep silent.

APPARENTLY THE conversation was occurring in the headquarters shack, although the |oud-speakers
were relaying it fromthe opposite end of the island.

"What did Doc Savage do | ast night?" the master of the giants asked.

"He arranged for the giants to |learn sonething," Jean Mrris retorted.

"Learn what ?"

"The truth about a point on which you had deceived them"

"You're not tal king sense!"

"Ch, yes, | aml Savage arranged for the giants to |learn that they cannot be returned to nornal



size."

"Hell! How d he find that out?"

"He went through your |aboratory. He |learned the nmethod by which the size of these nmen had been
increased. He has a vast know edge of chemistry, and realized instantly that you had been lying to
the giants. They cannot be returned to normal size and remain alive for any length of tinme."

The master of the giants swore violently, bitterly.

"It's a good thing | talked to you, Sister," he snarled finally. "Il them big boys found out they
can't be reduced, they'd turn on nme. How was it arranged for '"emto find out the truth?"

Fromthe pit bottom Doc Savage and his aids were watching Hack. The thug's features had becone
sl ack, astounded, as he listened to the words relayed by the | oud-speaker. These words were not | oud
enough to reach back to the hut where the girl was being questioned.

The giants on guard had fallen silent. Theirs was a grim' om nous quiet. They had heard every
word that had been said.

The wi dest of grins suddenly overspread Mnk's honely face. He turned to Doc. "How d you do it?"
"There's a sensitive mcrophone planted in the headquarters shack," Doc explained. "It is
connected to ny portable radi ophone transmitter. There's a receiver and a | oudspeaker hidden near
the bunk house occupied by the giants, It's that |oud-speaker. you're listening to now. "

"You conceal ed the apparatus |ast night!" Mnk grunted.

"Right."

In his delight Mk bounced up and down, ape fashion.

"l see it!" he howed. "me girl didn't double-cross us She decoyed the master mind to his

headquarters and got 'imto spill the truth!"

QUTSI DE THE pit things began to happen. The gi ants nmade hoarse, violent sounds of rage. It had
dawned on themthat they were dooned to spend their natural lives as the nonstrosities which they
now were.

Hack backed fromthe pit rimwth his nachine gun. He nust have decided to take sides with the
giants. Possibly their nearness and their rage influenced this decision.

"The bi g shot has been lyin' to us," he yelled. "Wat're we gonna do about it?"

H s answer was a thunder of gigantic footsteps as the nonsters charged for the headquarters
shack.

"Wait!" Hack yelled, and ran after them "M machine gun may come in handy."

From ot her sections of the island how s of the giants arose. Al though none of these unearthly
sounds were words, their portent was clear. The giants had turned upon their master.

"Make a pyranmid," Doc directed.

Hi s nen whi pped into novenent. Renny took up a crouching position against the pit walls, and Mnk
sprang atop his shoul ders, then the others nmounted. As he had done the night before, Doc Savage
clanbered up this living pyramid to the pit rimand haul ed hinsel f outside.

The nonster nmen were converging on the headquarters shack. Sone of them had picked up boul ders

al rost as |large as washtubs to use as mssiles, and these seemed as |ight as pebbles in their hands.
One huge fell ow wenched the covering off a canoufl aged shack and tore out a section of iron
framework as if it were of thin lath construction. Waving this, he charged with the others.
From t he headquarters a nachine gun clattered.. The naster of the giants was using it, and his

sl ugs pommel ed one of the oncom ng nonsters.

The big fell ow shook under the inpact, but kept comng. The vitality of the Gargantuan man-thing
was astounding. Not until the slugs battered his head al nost out of shape did he sink, sprawing.
Doc Savage gl anced about. Near by lay the rope with which the girl had been hauled fromthe pit.
The bronze man scooped this up and tossed the end down to his conmp anions. They clinbed in.
Wthin sone thirty seconds all five stood at his side, Mnk carrying the excited Habeas by a

| eg.

Chapter 26. PERE TESTON S END

DOC SAVAGE and his nen nade no nove to join the fray. They nerely |ooked on. In a fashion, this
climax was rem ni scent of others which they had witnessed Their policy was never to take human life
directly, no matter how great the provocation, but their enem es had a surprisingly regular

habit of coming to an untinmely end as a result of their own machinations. And their foes were
meeting such a fate now.

The master of the giants was a sly devil. He had evidently taken precauti ons agai nst the
possibility that his big fellow mght turn upon him He had plenty of weapons handy. Another giant
col l apsed before the withering storm of nachi ne-gun | ead.

Hack opened up with his rapid-firer. In doing so he nade a fatal m stake, for he neglected to
shelter himself suffi ciently.

Hack's late chief returned the fire. Hack suddenly dropped his nachi ne gun. He stood very
straight and stiff and turned slowy, while a crinson flood began seeping fromhis body, as if it
were sieved with many holes. Hs final collapse was abrupt, and narked the conpl ete departure of
life.

"Let's get out of range," Doc directed. "Over to the end of the island will do."

They worked across the rocky surface of the isle, pausing frequently to watch the progress of the



fight. They saw that the steel-haired girl had escaped fromthe headquarters shack, and was
retreating furtively. Her course took her toward the same headl and for which Doc and his nmen were
maki ng.

The master of the giants -- he was far frombeing their master now -- had not noticed her
departure. He was too busy dealing with his erstwhile nonster followers.

"CGot your eye on the girl?" Doc demanded of his men. "Sure," Mnk grunted. "The way she's going,
she'll join us at the end of the island."

"Keep her with you," Doc directed. Then the bronze man dropped back.

Monk al so halted. He stared anxiously after Doc, then called. "Hey, what

Ham grasped the honely chemist's arm "You're holding up our stroll, you mssing link. Cone

on.".

They sprinted toward the farthernmost end of the island.

DOUBLED LOW anong the rocks, at times noving on all fours, Doc Savage nade hinself as

i nconspi cuous as possible. He watched the giants closely, in order to avoid com ng too near them
Doc was making for the shack where he had found the strangely i mobile prisoner -- the poor
unfortunate who was under the effect of the drug.

The bronze man coul d now see the shack anmong the boul ders. He circled warily, apparently
oblivious to the fighting off to his right.

The nonster man guarding the hut had not quitted his post. The big fell ow was bounci ng about in

i mpati ence and meki ng rage sounds.

The gi ant paced away uncertainly, as if to join the fight. Comng to a pause, he |unbered around
and glared at the hut. He gi bbered nore wath.

It was obvious that the stupid fell ow considered the hel pl ess man inside responsible for the

unpl easant things which had befallen him Emtting a roar, the nonster charged the shack. He crashed
in the covering with his fist and began tearing the framework apart

Doc Savage p;itched fromcover. Swooping as he ran, he scooped up two flinty, elongated pebbles,
each nearly the size of a man's fist. He held one of these in either hand; they were his only
weapons.

The nonster was on the point of forcing entry to the hut. Doc yelled. The nan-nonstrosity

wheel ed, attention attracted. He perceived that Doc was going to attack. He hurriedly scranbl ed out
of the hole he had opened in the hut wall.

Doc did not pause in his rush. It seenmed that he intended to cone to grips with the huge fell ow.
The nonster opened enornous hands, spread his arns to receive the bronze nan.

G ant anong ordi nary nmen though Doc was, he seenmed di m nutive al ongside his huge foe.

What occurred next surprised the nonster. Doc fol ded down, al nbst against the ground. The
monster's hands clutched enpty air.

There cane two | oud cracki ng noi ses. The nan-thing squawl ed in agony. Wth the stones gripped in
his fists, Doc had struck each of the fellow s kneecaps a hard bl ow.

The bronze man sprang clear. He dropped his rocks and shovel ed up handfuls of the fine sand
under f oot .

The man-gi ant had grasped his kneecaps and was walling like a small boy who had fallen down.

Doc rushed hi m agai n.

The nonster straightened, bellowing, to neet him

Doc flung his fine sand into the big one's eyes.

The gritty particles blinded the nonster. It weaved In aimess circles, howing, sw nging random
bl ows that encountered nothing.

Doc Savage darted into the hut. He scopped up the drugged nan who |lay there and bore himout.
Carrying the unfortunate, Doc ran to join his conpanions.

THE FI GHT between the giants and their late chief was rapidly approaching its gory end.

The master of the giants, keeping under cover, had not shown hinmself to Doc and the others. They
had not, as yet, identified the fellow by sight.

The chief villain now began hur?ling small nmetal cannisters out of his retreat. These burst with
slightly nore noise than bad eggs, and spewed a | enpbn-col ored vapor. This fog spread rapidly. It
swat hed the giants in a citrous mantle. The nonsters began to scream and stagger in agony.

Renny and the others, nearing the opposite side of the island, could see the affair.

"Poi son gas!" Renny runbl ed.

There was a breeze across the isle. This swept such of the gas as fell short directly toward the
monster men. Two of themturned to flee, but were too |ate. The |enon-hued cl oud descended upon
t hem

"Whe-ew! " breathed Renny. "nme breeze is a lucky break for us."

Not until much later did Renny realize that it was foresight against just such a contingency

whi ch had noved Doc to direct themtoward the side of the island where the wind woul d sweep the gas
away before it could reach his conpanions.

It becane apparent that all of the attacking party -- giants and normal nen alike -- were certain
to be smtten by the poison vapor.

The men of ordinary size dropped alnost instantly after encountering the fumes. The giants, with



their infinitely greater vitality, survived sone nonments after the stuff swept over them

A strange vengeance befell the naster of the giants. The fellow had, no doubt, seized the three

bl ack pi nhead savages against their will, and by feeding themhis sinister concoction by force, had
turned theminto giants

It was this seizure of the pinheads, indirectly, which had put Doc Savage on the fantastic trail

for the pinheads had escaped fromthe island to weak vengeance upon the man who had m streated them
-- Bruno Hen. The beating Bruno Hen had administered to the little black fellows, when they cane

pl eading for food, had | ater been the cause of his own death

And it was the three nonster black pinheads who now wought justice upon the czar of the giants
They, alone, did not swerve when the poison gas bit them Probably they did not know what the stuff
was, did not realize they were dooned, for all of their great size

The three of themfell upon the headquarters shack. There was reenacted nuch the same drama which
must have narked the demi se of Bruno Hen. The nonster pinheads beat at the sides of the shack. They
flung thensel ves headl ong and crashed in its walls

Di sappearing inside, they sought the nman who had nade themthe hideous things they were. An awfu
screeching arose as their enornpus hands found their quarry.

They haul ed the lifeless body fromthe shattered shack and tossed it away as if it were an

uncl ean thing. The body fell at sonme distance, and the pinheads started after it, as if to weak
further vengeance. But the gas was having its effect

They began to claw at their chests. They pawed at their great nouths. They sank to their knees
After swaying there for a nmoment they toppled over, one at a tine

These three bl ack nonsters were the last of all the giants to die

DOC SAVAGE joi ned his five nmen. Over one shoulder he carried the figure of the man he had

rescued

The steel-haired girl had joined the group. They all stared at Doc's burden. They noted the

wi zened, extrenely pallid countenance of it

The homely Monk scratched in the reddish bristles which furred the nape of his neck

"This fell ow answers the description of Pere Teston," he nuttered

"No doubt we will find be is Pere Teston," Doc replied

It was sone fifteen minutes before Doc's surm se was ver?ified. There was still danger fromthe

gas cloud which covered the other end of the island. Wiile waiting for the wind to sweep it out over
the | ake, Doc Savage swamto the spot where they had dropped their equi prent

He dived until he found the box he desired. He brought it ashore. The contai ner held nedica
supplies, restoratives, stinmulants

Usi ng these, Doc revived Pere Teston. Before |long the nman coul d speak coherently.

"You are Pere Teston?" Doc questioned

The wi zened man nodded. "They have been holding ne here for nonths -- a prisoner."
"\Npy 2"
"My chemical conpound!" Pere Teston wailed. "I only intended to devel op super farm ani mals. But

they used it on nen. They kept me here, nmade nme mix the stuff."

Doc gestured toward the other side of the island. "How did the master of the giants first find
out about your conpound?”

Pere Teston grimaced and shuddered. "I went to him hoping he woul d supply noney to finance ny
experinments."

Doc strai ghtened. He noistened a finger and held it up to judge the strength of the breeze

"The gas has been swept away by now, " he decided. "W could go over and take a |l ook at the fellow
who was behind all this."

Monk and the others ran ahead, anxious to be first to view the features of the master villain.

The steel-haired girl lingered behind. She kept her eyes on Doc. "You have guessed who he is?"
Doc Savage nodded. "Wen the giants made their raid on Trapper Lake, it was clear who he was. The
fellow wanted to get away to supervise personally the raid of his nonster nen. So he had his giants
cone and get him"

Monk reached the spot where the czar of the giants lay. His loud ejacul ation as he glinpsed the
lifeless features carried distinctly.

"Griswld Rock!" he squawked. "G iswold Rock was the guy behind all this!"

THE GROUP, which had gone to the body of Giswld Rock, came back. Their return was slow, for
they angled right and left, inspecting the gigantic hulks of the men-nmonsters and the bodies of the
t hugs of normal size

"The gang is all done for," Mnk told Doc, when he had reached the bronze man

Monk' s words, in a sense, nmarked the end of the nenace of the nonsters

It also signified the beginning of what, to the rest of the world, becane a profound nystery. Doc
and his men never told of the isle or of what had happened there

Steel -haired Jean Morris, given her chance by a notion-picture conpany, on Doc's reconmrendati on
becane within a few nonths a star of sone nagnitude. She never told of the isle, either. It was
sonet hi ng she wanted to forget

Nor did Pere Teston talk. He followed a suggestion which Doc Savage nade. Questioning him Doc



| earned that Pere Teston was actually a man of great nmental ability. The bronze man placed a
consi derabl e sum of noney at Pere Teston's disposal for use in nmaking scientific experinments. But
Pere Teston's future work had nothing to do with increasing the size of nen or aninals.

"I"I'l never touch that stuff again," Pere Teston decl ared.

Pere Teston's gratitude to Doc Savage was profound. Many tinmes he expressed his feelings.
"Anything | can do to repay you," he said earnestly. "Anything."

"Forget it," Doc advised. "Your paynment will be your useful scientific work in the future."

Doc and his nen buried the giants there on the island. They broke up the canoufl aged shacks and
di sposed of themin the |ake. The | aboratory, with its bottles of chemi cal conpounds, they al so cast
into the water.

One bottle alone did Doc Savage sal vage. This held the growth conpound which Pere Teston had
devel oped. Later, Doc tested the stuff.

If the size of donestic aninmals could be increased to the benefit of farners, he intended to
place this elixir in the proper hands. He nmade, however, a surprising discovery

living things, after their size was increased, lived, as a rule, less than two years. Froma
practical standpoint, Pere Teston's concoction was relatively val uel ess.

And in the nmeantinme, the world was wonderi ng what had happened to the nonsters who had rai ded
Trapper Lake.

THE END



