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Chapter |. TERROR STRI KES

"THE MONSTER' cane without warning. It came as Indian | egend had said it would cone, in the night
and while a stormraged. It brought terror and horror to peaceful Arcadia Valley. It transformed an
Al askan paradise into a panic-stricken, fear-blanched hell.

Arcadi a Vall ey had been chosen as the site for one of the governnent’s settlenment projects. The
land was fertile, water was plentiful. Cabins sprang up swiftly as nodern pioneers saw realization
of | ong-cherished hopes alnmost within their grasp.

John Al den was one of the government engineers. Hi s cabin was at the upper end of the |ong

val l ey, his closest neighbor two niles away.

And it was there The Monster first appeared!

Rai n hammered on the tin roof of the cabin. Thunder cracked in the near-by nountains. John Al den
tossed on his cot.

Then canme the scream

John Al den jerked bolt upright. The shrill echo of that screamrang in his ears.

Then it canme again. It was high, sharp, not the screamof a man in pain, but the screamof a nan
whose nerves have given away.

The scream ended on a high note. It was cut off short, alnost as if a giant hand had crunched
about the throat from which the sound cane.

Cold chills swept the engineer’s long, |anky body. And then his straining ears caught another
sound, a sound such as he had never heard before. It cane |like the splashing of boots in thick nud.
But it was nore than that. It was as if sone giant man or beast was taking huge steps, and not
with two feet or four, but with nany.

Sormehow, John Al den found he had left the cot; his fear-nunbed hands sought the rifle that hung
over the door. He levered a shell into the barrel. A nmoment nore and he had dashed fromthe cabin.

COLD rain whipped into Alden’s face. Drenched and shivering in pajamas, the tall engineer
crouched, all senses alert.

Those screans coul d have come fromonly one man. "Buck" Dixon, his partner, nmust be in peril. And
Di xon was a former soldier, knew how to take care of hinself.

Buck Di xon had gone down into the valley to call on sone new arrivals. He nust be hurt, possibly
dead—

John Al den strained his ears. The queer sounds he had heard vani shed. Rain and thunder broke the
still ness.

He found hinself recalling the stories the Indians had told himof The Monster, the | egend of a
dread, foul beast that lived in the nountains.

And it was then Al den received another indication of the horror that was to cone.

There was an odor in the air, an unclean, alnost overpowering odor. It was sickening. It seened
l'i ke the scent of some animal.

And the Indians had said such an odor was al ways present when The Monster appeared!

John Al den’s tongue suddenly felt thick. The odor had a peculiar, cloying sweetness that hung in
the air despite the rain. It penetrated the brain, made himfeel alnost |ight-headed.

And it had another result as well: Wiile his entire body shrank with distaste, although the odor
was repelling, yet it had a queer fascination, an al nost hypnotic pull.



Wiile his mind cried out for himto turn and run, John Al den found that his nuscles were not

obeyi ng. Instead, foot by foot, he was noving ahead into the darkness, where the scent becane nore
power f ul .

John Al den had never been called a coward. But he was afraid then.

He knew that another force, stronger than his own, had taken possession of his body. That force
was draggi ng hi mresistlessly onward.

He opened his own nouth to scream No sound cane fromhis lips. H's vocal cords apparently were
paral yzed. The dread odor grew stronger and stronger.

JOHN ALDEN broke into a run. A choking, bubbling sound came from cl ose ahead, seened to break the
uncanny, hypnotic spell.

The sound cane again, but John Al den was no |onger afraid. There was nothing supernatural about
that sound. It came from human |ips.

The trail made a sudden tw st. A dark object, spraw ed doglike, |ooned ahead. The queer, bubbling
sounds cane fromit.

The sprawled figure tried to rise as John Alden cane in view Shrill words burst fromit:

"I sawit! | sawit! It was a big nobnster, a huge, creeping shape with many legs. |t al nbst got
me. Then it went away. It junped over the trees."

John Al den grabbed the figure by the shoul ders, shook violently. "Buck! Buck! Snap out of it!"

O all things that happened that night, what occurred next was strangest to John Al den.

Buck Di xon suddenly scranbled to his feet. His face underwent an anmzing transfornation. The fear
and panic left it. It set in its usual hard, self-reliant |ines.

"What are you doing out here with that gun in your hands?" Buck Di xon runmbled. Only faint
enmbarrassment was in his voice. He grabbed John Al den by an arm propelled himtoward the cabin.
"Cone on, we'd better get under cover before you take your death of cold."

John Al den gasped. He sniffed the air, hesitated. H's eyes held an unbelieving, baffled | ook.
That strange, overpowering odor had vani shed. The air was cl ean and pure.

JOHN ALDEN and Buck Di xon did not tell the Arcadian col onists what had happened. In fact, John

Al den had difficulty in making his stocky partner admt the next day that anything out of the way
had occurred.

Qut side, the sun was shining. The events of the night did seeminprobable to John Al den, too. But
he renenbered the queer sounds he had heard.

A harried | ook came to Buck Dixon's face when the tall engineer told of those sounds. Hi s hands
trenbl ed.

"It was huge, with enornmous legs. Aterrible snell cane fromit. It came right toward ne. |
thought | was a goner. Then it |eaped over the trees," he whispered.

"There shoul d be tracks," John Al den said.

John Al den was right. They found tracks!

The tracks were curious. Both Di xon and Al den were woodsnen. They knew how to read signs. But
they could not identify the marks they found.

Back-tracking, they found the first marks near the nountains, three nmles away. The tracks cane
alnost in a straight line toward the cabin. They were wi dely spaced, sonetinmes as nmuch as fifty
yards apart.

And they were the marks of an eight-1egged beast!

The marks di sappeared just before the line of trees that surrounded John Al den’s |land. They did
not reappear on the opposite side.

A frown creased Buck D xon’s square face. He shivered, despite the heat.

"I think we’'re up against sonething too big for us, sonething | don't want to go up against. |I'm
scared," he said at last. "But there’s a man |’ ve heard of who could figure out the answers for us.
I think we'd better go to him"

"And who is that?"

"Doc Savage," said Buck Dixon, and there was awe in his voice.

Doc Savage! The bronze giant, who, with his five aides, had becone world fanmous, whose nane was
as well known in the far regions of China and the jungles of Africa, as in the skyscraper district
of New York.

There were stories of Doc Savage's al nost incredible strength; of his amazing scientific

di scoveri es and dangerous exploits. Doc Savage had dedicated his life to aiding those faced by
dangers with which they could not cope. H s nane brought fear to those who sought to prey upon the
unsuspecting. H's name was praised by thousands he had saved.

John Al den paused. A dozen pictures flashed to his mnd; his nenory recalled a score of stories
he had read.

Yes, John Al den conceded, Doc Savage could solve this problem But the engineer thought of other
things as well.

He t hought of the scores of colonists who now called Arcadia Valley their hone. To send for Doc
Savage woul d be to spread word that there was sonething to be feared.



John Al den was not as old as Buck Dixon. He had the confidence of youth. He did not like to adm't
he was facing a problemhe couldn’'t solve hinself.

He made a mi stake then.

"Let’s wait until we have nore to go on," he said. "After all, this may be sonething we can

handl e. | suggest we round up a few of the Indians, talk to them They are superstitious, | know.
But they nay be able to tell us sonething that will help."

Buck Di xon made no reply. He nerely raised a hand and poi nted. John Al den | ooked.

Tiny dots were noving on the far side of the valley. They were taking a trail that would | ead
them far from Arcadi a.

The | ndi ans were | eaving.

THE MONSTER di d not cone again that night. John Al den and Buck Di xon stood watch. Neither got
much sl eep.

But the follow ng night, the horror struck.

It began to rain shortly after dusk. The sky clouded over as the sun set.

John Al den stood guard first. At mdnight, Buck Dixon relieved him The husky man nmade no attenpt
to hide his nervousness. It was thundering again. A prenonition of evil gripped John Al den as he
went to the cabin.

For a noment he considered returning, staying with Buck Di xon until daylight. Then he changed his
m nd. He would have a cup of coffee first. He went to sleep with the cup in his hand.

Buck Di xon crouched in an open space, keeping his rifle under his slicker. He felt as he had when
he’d first done sentry duty in the trenches.

The strange odor was his first warning. One nonent the air was pure, the next, and his nostrils
twitched with the fearsone, foul scent.

Buck Di xon m ght have saved hinmself. Had he run at once, he might have stood a faint chance.

But the burly veteran did have nerve. He hesitated. And alnobst instantly the peculiar snell
becane strong. It sent his brain racing.

He was able to screamonce, tried to get his rifle out fromunder his slicker. H's feet noved,
his arnms did not. The rifle dropped fromhis hands. He started to run toward the head of the valley.
Then The Mnster came into view.

It was huge. It towered as tall as a two-story building. And it was racing toward Buck D xon on

I ong, spidery |egs.

A huge spider! That was what the Indians had said The Mnster was—a huge, bl oodthirsty spider.
Its speed was amazing! |t came across the nesa as fast as a racing car coul d nove. Buck Dixon's
mnd told himto stop, to fall flat.

He could not. He rushed on toward the fate that awaited him

The Monster was al nost upon him It slowed. Two enornous, pincerlike projections came fromits
nmout h, reached down for Buck Dixon.

Buck Di xon opened his nouth to scream again. No sound cane forth.

Chapter 11. THE MONSTER KI LLS

JOHN ALDEN canme awake with his rifle in his hands. He had the inpression that he was reliving a
ni ght mare, that he was hearing again Buck Dixon's screans of two nights before.

Then he caught a faint whiff of the cloying, sickly sweet odor. He knew it was no ni ghtmare.

A hysterical |augh canme fromhim Frantically he rushed outside.

He saw The Monster just as it grabbed Buck Di xon!

Later, John Alden tried to picture just what did occur. It was all over in less than five
seconds. But at the time it seemed horribly slow, as if he were w tnessing sone fiendish scene in
sl ow noti on.

The Monster had conme practically to a stop. Two weird twisted | egs on the front of its |oathsone
body bent down, two pincers reached out, wapped thensel ves about Buck Di xon's body.

The burly veteran was whisked into the air as if he were wei ghtl ess. Then the nonster paused for
an instant, apparently savoring the feast ahead of it. Buck Dixon’s arms and | egs beat futilely. He
was tw sted about, disappeared into The Mnster’s maw.

The rifle came to John Alden’s shoulder. Calmy, he punped bullet after bullet at the hideous
nonstrosity.

The crash of the rifle was echoed by dull, vicious smacks as the bullets reached their mark.
Slowy, deliberately, the spiderous shape turned, ran toward John Al den. The foul odor freshened.
Then it was that panic seized the |anky engineer. He jammed fresh cartridges into the rifle. He
pulled the trigger as fast as he could lever bullets into the barrel.

The bullets had no effect!

The rifle dropped from John Al den’s hands, even as Buck Di xon had dropped his weapon.

The Monster towered al nost above him Once nore the cruel pincers reached out.

The pincers waved in the air. They waved al nost nockingly. The |oathsonme beast turned. Its |egs
spurted across the ground.

It headed directly for the ridge of trees. As John Al den stood frozen, the huge spider |eaped



into the air, vanished over the trees.
John Al den fai nt ed!

I T was dawn when John Al den recovered consci ousness. The rain had stopped. H s head was cl ear,
his brain alert. Al sign of the hideous odor had di sappeared. But close to him not a dozen feet
away, were the huge tracks of The Mnster.

The | anky engi neer scranbled up. And now he wi shed he had listened nore closely to the story of
The Monster.

The I ndian who had told himthe | egends had gone into nuch detail. John Al den had | aughed, had
paid little attention. He was not |aughing now, he was trying hard to recall what he had heard.
"For many years ny people shunned this valley," the Indian had said. "Perhaps they should yet."
He had been an Indian educated in the States. John Al den had thought it strange at the tine that
a wel | -educated man coul d believe | egends that nust be based on superstition. That no | onger seened
strange, either.

A nonster lived in the nmountains. It was a huge spider that |ived on human bei ngs, the Indian had
related. Wien it had eaten its fill it would disappear, often for years. Then it would return.
The Indian who had told the | egend had spoken seriously of mammoths and ot her huge creatures that
once had roanmed the earth. He had suggested the spider mght be a relic of some such forgotten

speci es.

John Al den was no authority, but he recognized that there mght be a germof truth in that

t heory.

There was |little chance that Buck Di xon was still alive. In fact, John Alden did not believe that
he was.

The | anky engi neer was quite methodical. He went back to the cabin and changed into dry clothes.
He got his rifle, oiled it, then filled his pockets with bullets.

Then he set out to follow the tracks. Once nore they led directly toward the ridge of trees,

vani shed just at the edge. John Al den | ooked up, estimated the height that junp nmust have been.
And then he saw it—a small object, clinging to the side of a tree, a tree against which The
Monster nust have rubbed.

John Al den did not want to believe the evidence of his eyes. But something was there.

As the | anky engineer clinbed the tree, canme closer to the object hanging there, a faint odor
becane apparent. It was dim scarcely discernible. It was the odor that always acconpani ed The
Monst er .

The obj ect hanging to the side of the tree | ooked alnpst like a cane. It was practically the sane
thi ckness, but not as long. It had snagged against a big linb. But it was not a cane, and it was not
of wood.

John Al den forced hinself to take hold of it. It felt repulsive, sliny. There were tiny pores
along the side fromwhich a thin, oily liquid oozed.

It was a giant hair! And the bodies of sone spiders are covered with fine hair.

Al den scranbl ed down to the ground. He started to throw the hair away, then changed his mnd. A
shrewd expression cane to his eyes. Clutching his rifle tighter than before, he ran on through the
ridge of trees.

No tracks were there. John Alden did not appear discouraged. He nade wi de circles, scouting for
sign. It was a mile fromthe ridge of trees before the next tracks came into view.

The tracks were i nmbedded far down in the ground, showing the force with which The Mnster had

| anded. The engi neer broke into a trot, eyes on the ground.

A dark puddl e appeared cl ose beside the tracks. Hope died in John Al den.

The puddl e was bl ood. And fifty feet farther on, he found what was |eft of Buck Dixon.

Buck Di xon’s body was horribly nutilated. It had been torn open and ripped fromend to end. Only
the face was untouched.

John Al den wi shed he had not seen that face. Never had he seen such agonizing |ines of suffering
etched on hunman features. It was al nbst beyond description. It made himquite ill.

He went for a shovel, buried what renai ned of Buck Di xon. He took care to nuss up the earth, to
hide all trace of blood.

John Al den knew sonet hing of anatony. And as he’'d buried the torn remains of Buck Dixon, he'd
real i zed sonething had been m ssing. That thought had recall ed another detail of the Indian |egend.
The Indian had said the spider was searching for just one thing—that when it found that, it would
| eave the valley in peace forever.

It was searching for the heart of a bronze-haired nan.

It had been the heart that was mi ssing from Buck Di xon’s body. Buck Di xon had not been

bronze- haired.

But Doc Savage was!

John Al den | aughed, al nost hysterically. He would take the giant hair he had found, would rouse
Doc Savage’'s interest.

Hurriedly, John Alden ran to pack.



Chapter 111. PER L PURSUES

JOHN ALDEN told no one where he was going, or why. That did not arouse comment fromthe

col oni sts. The engi neer had made frequent trips to the United States and to Washi ngton since the
homest ead project had started. Nor did the absence of Buck Di xon cause nore than idle gossip. Buck
Di xon had slipped away before on hunting trips.

There was sone tal k about big tracks being seen in the upper end of Arcadia Valley. A ngjority
merely shrugged when told about them Ohers put them down to a hoax. The Indians had not been too
pl eased when the settlers cane.

Before any real inspection could be made of those tracks there was another heavy rain.
Practically all sign of The Monster was washed away.

Arcadia Valley was still in ignorance of the horror and terror in store for it.

John Al den wanted to make all speed possible. But he did not want to bring suspicion by undue
haste. He waited until he reached Juneau before he hired a pl ane.

When he | anded at Portland, he rushed at once to a hotel. He needed a night’'s rest. He did not
notice the big man who had been | ounging around the airport.

This man questioned the pilot who had flown John Alden from Juneau. H s questions were casual .
The pilot never knew the part he played in what was to come, but he did | ook curiously after his
departing visitor.

There was a reason for that. The big man | ooked |ike a prospector. He was sun- and w nd-burned
until his skin was dark. He had huge shoulders, and was as solidly built as a westler. One ear was
caul i fl owered. He had yellow hair that was al nost bronze.

But it was his feet that nade hi moutstanding. They were out of proportion to his body. They were
downright gigantic! They dwarfed the rest of his body, and he was by no means small. Yet he noved
easily and with unexpected swi ftness.

He made his way to a tel ephone and called a | ong-di stance nunber. Wen he got an answer, he said:
"This is Barge Deeter, chief. | got a report to nmake."

He spoke swiftly, sone of the tine arguing. Then he hung up.

When John Al den took a plane for San Francisco in the norning, "Barge" Deeter’'s huge feet were
tucked only two seats behind him

But John Alden didn't notice this. Hi s conscience was bothering him He had intended to nerely
arouse Doc Savage's interest, to let the bronze man fall a victimof The Mnster and save Arcadia
val | ey.

Now he knew he couldn’t do that. He would have to tell Doc Savage the entire story, let him

deci de whether he woul d take a chance on neeting the huge spider.

Doc Savage had faced many perils, as John Al den knew, but he didn't think the bronze nan had ever
faced an eneny as | oathsonme as that spider, an eneny agai nst whom bull ets were harm ess, and who
could | eap over trees and di sappear w thout a trace.

The engi neer stared unseeingly fromthe w ndows of the plane. He was faced with a desperate

probl em

He had to take sonme action to save the settlers of Arcadia valley, but he couldn't let an
innocent man face terrible peril w thout warning. But Doc Savage had to cone, he had to save those
colonists. No one else could do it.

AT San Francisco, Alden tried to tel ephone Doc Savage’s office in New York. There was no answer.
John Al den’s face becane ol d and haggard. He did not see the big man with gigantic feet watching
himas he left the tel ephone booth.

A newsboy thrust a paper into Alden's hands. He paid for it automatically. A sleeper plane for
the East taxied up to the runway. Grabbing his bag, he darted for it.

Behind him huge feet covered ground with amazing speed as Barge Deeter trailed after him

John Al den heard the sound of those feet. H s face was white and shaken as he | ooked around. For
an instant, the sound rem nded himof the plop The Monster’'s feet made in the nud.

He was still shaking as he took his seat in the plane. He raised the newspaper to cover his
confusion. Headlines | eaped out at him

CHI CAGO MEDI CS

TO HEAR TALK BY

CLARK SAVAGE, JR

John Al den’s heart pounded. Swiftly he read the story beneath:

Chi cago, July 12—DP)—Cl ark Savage, Jr., the fanous scientist and adventurer, has consented to
address a neeting of the Chicago Medical Association here to-norrow afternoon, it was | earned

t o- day.

Savage, one of the |eading nedical nen of the world, although he is not an active, practicing
physi ci an, has promi sed to speak on the subject of "The Landul ar Theory of Super-Gowth."

Leadi ng nmedi cal men here to-day said they hoped to persuade Savage to reveal details of sone of
his latest experinents, which are alleged to have surpassed anything yet attenpted.

The Medi cal Association was fortunate in obtaining Savage as a speaker, as he and his nen have
just returned, it was |learned, fromone of their trips of adventure.



Savage, it will be recalled, is nore or less a man of nystery since he has never been persuaded

to give a press interview on any of his amazing adventures. But it is known that he has won the
gratitude of many nations, including that of the United States, for his exploits. He is a man

conpl etely devoid of fear, who brings to his work not only an amazing scientific know edge, but also
physi cal prowess that is said to have no equal.

Friends have explained that this is due to a rigid training regine that keeps himin perfect
condition. Since childhood he is understood—

John Al den’s eyes gleaned. He was smling as he | ooked up. Doc Savage was the man to conbat The
Monster. And he would be in Chicago to-norrow. Even the address of his hotel was given.

THE steady stare of eyes attracted the engineer’s attention. He turned his head suddenly. Behind
him and across the aisle, was the man he had seen running after himat the airport. The big man
with gigantic feet.

The big man’s eyes dropped as John Al den turned, but the engineer’s hands shook with a queer,
unexpl ai nabl e fear. He glanced down at the paper again, and received a shock.

The itemwas snall. Metropolitan editors had been fooled too often to take chances. They gave
this story only a small box, intimating to the reader that he was not to take it too seriously.
But John Al den took it seriously. He forgot all about the man with the big feet across the aisle.
The itemread:

NEW MONSTER SEEN

THI'S ONE | N ALASKA

Here's another "nonster"” story for those who |ike themthis time from Al aska. Each year sea
serpents and other fantastic reptiles are reported—dsually being seen near sonme tourist resort that
needs busi ness.

To-day, our yarn cones from Arcadia Valley, the governnent honestead project in Alaska. During a
storm | ast night, two sober (?) colonists assert and aver they saw a huge shape swoopi ng toward them
in the darkness. They hid in a group of trees and swear the "nonster" |eaped entirely over the
trees. To-day, of course, they insist they found the usual "gigantic footprints" that are al ways
found. The only change fromthe usual run of nonster stories was that the col onists said they
smelled a terrible odor, but that it soon di sappeared.

Barge Deeter watched John Alden's face with particular attention. Then he borrowed a newspaper
froma fell ow passenger and read it carefully.

John Al den noticed the nove. He recalled that this man with big feet had been at the airport in
Portl and. He had been standi ng near the tel ephone booth in San Franci sco.

I't mght be coincidence, but it didn't look like it. The engineer let his eyes drift over the

ot her casually. There was a suspicious bul ge under the big man's coat.

When the plane |anded at Salt Lake City, John Alden acted quickly. He was the first out and the
first to get his baggage. There was to be a short wait before the Chicago plane was ready.

He darted into the waiting room noved toward the washroom then slipped through a snmall door at
the rear of the building. Running swiftly, he circled until he could | ook into a w ndow.

The man with the big feet was inside, |ooking around anxiously. H's heavy eyebrows were drawn
down in a frown. He noved to the washroom |ooked in, then cane out with a slightly baffled | ook on
hi s face.

It was early in the norning, but a sleepy newsboy dropped froma truck and cane across the field.
He was hol ding the papers so the headline could be read. The headline said:

MONSTER SEI ZES TWO | N ALASKA!

John Al den's face went quite white. He found it difficult to get his breath. H's eyes darted
about frantically. Light flashed on a small sign advising passengers that here they coul d send
tel egrans.

The engi neer stunbled into the room wote out his message with fingers that could hardly hold a
penci | :

FLI NT JONES

ARCADI A PROJECT

ARCADI A VALLEY ALASKA

AM ON WAY TO GET DOC SAVAGE STOP SURE HE CAN Al D US STOP DO NOT DESPAI R

JOHN ALDEN

He found anot her piece of paper and wote rapidly. Then he tal ked persuasively to the tel egraph
operator. His lips were set in a thin, hard grin as he heard the call for the Chicago pl ane.

A majority of the passengers had copies of the newspaper and were reading the story of The
Monster with deep interest. There were sone exclamations of disbelief, but others were arguing that
such a beast was quite probable.

The tal k stopped suddenly as John Al den got on the plane. Nostrils tw tched. Several of the
passengers | ooked faintly sick.

A flush canme to John Alden's features. He caught it also. Faint, but still strong enough in the
close quarters of the cabin, he could snmell the odor that always came from The Monster.

And it came fromhim fromhis hands where they had touched the giant hair that had been



conceal ed in his bag.

AS notors roared, Barge Deeter junped into the cabin. H's face cleared as he saw John Al den

there. He noved forward, dropped into his seat, just as the plane pivoted slowy, notors now
thundering as it nmoved for the take-off.

Bar ge Deeter caught the odor as he was abreast of John Al den. For a nonent the big man stood
quite still. Then he shrieked. H's shriek came even above the thunderous noise of the notors.

He turned, junped back toward the door in the cabin. His features were fear-stricken. A startled
st ewar dess caught his armand pulled himback as he tried to thrust open the cabin door. The pl ane
al ready was | eaving the ground.

IT was sone minutes before the stewardess could quiet the excitenent. The co-pilot cane back and
asked Barge Deeter if he had been drinking. Qther passengers shrank back in their seats, nore than
hal f frightened.

"I + just thought at the last minute of sonethin’ | forgot to do," Barge Deeter explained |anely.
John Al den was expecting it when Barge Deeter cane forward a nonment |ater and dropped into the
seat beside him

"Y-you' ve seen it? You' ve been close to it?" Barge Deeter whispered. H s eyes were w de and
round, he wet his lips feverishly.

John Al den nodded.

"I+ got the odor, | recognized it at once," Barge Deeter gasped.

The engi neer | ooked at himkeenly. "Wat do you know about it?" he demanded.

"I + just came fromup there," the big man said. "I+ saw it once nyself. | knew you came from
there, too. | found that out in Portland. All the time we been traveling, | been trying to make up
my mind whether to ask you about it. | didn't want to scare you if you didn't know But now—

"l see." John Alden sighed with relief. The other’s story was |ogical. That woul d explain why he
had shown interest but had not spoken.

The big man shook his head. "I—+ thought it was going to kill ne. | was prospecting up in them
nmount ai ns back of Arcadia when | sawit. |'mscared yet."

A hunted | ook canme into the big man’s eyes, he swal | owed hard.

"It got two last night,"” John Alden said bitterly. He gestured with the paper he had in his hand.
The details were few, but they were explicit.

Four Arcadia Valley nen had been on their way hone. The Monster had suddenly appeared. Two of the
men had been seized. The others escaped. So far, no trace had been found of the men who had been
caught .

"I"'mgoing to get the governnent to work," the big man said solemly.

"And 1’ m going to get Doc Savage!" Sudden enthusiasmwas in John Alden's voice. "This is a case
for him No one else can handle it."

The big man | ooked at himthoughtfully. "Yeah, maybe. But that Savage guy don’t go on w | d-goose
chases. He may figure this is just a newspaper story. The government won’t. They got to protect
those col onists."

"Doc Savage will believe nme," John Alden said. "I|’'ve got proof."

"Proof?" The other was skeptical.

"l found a hair from The Monster’s body," the engi neer said.

Barge Deeter’'s nmouth forned a big "O"

Little was said fromthere on to Chicago. Each man seenmed intent on his thoughts.

As the plane circled for a | anding, John Al den |ooked out with interest. Another plane was
dropping to the airport. It was a big, speedy ship of unusual type.

John Alden didn't know it, but Doc Savage had just arrived to address the Chi cago Medi cal

Associ ation. Nor did John Al den know that he was never to talk to Doc Savage, was never to tell him
of the horror he had seen in Arcadia Valley.

But the engineer did see the bronze man. Doc Savage was standi ng beside his ship as the transport
pl ane | anded. John Al den dropped to the ground, started to run toward him

A heavy, pungent odor, foul and sickly sweet, suddenly filled the air. It seened to center about
John Al den.

The engi neer threw one hand to his throat. His tongue protruded as his eyes receded in his head.
He tried to speak. He could not. It was as if the odor had stricken hi mdunb.

He took one step; two, before he crunpled. He was dead when the closest bystander reached his

si de.

Chapter |V. DOC TAKES CHARGE

BARGE DEETER was right behind Al den. The tan seened to have left the self-styled prospector’s
face. He appeared pale. A crowd gathered quickly.

"Get a doctor!" sone one shout ed.

An attendant heard the cry. A score of doctors were on hand to greet Doc Savage. The attendant
ignored them He headed directly for the bronze man.



Doc Savage was already striding toward the group. It wasn't until he cane close to other men that
his i mmense size becane apparent. Wien he was away fromthemthe symetry of his devel opnent, the
perfect proportion of his build, made himseem of no nore than ordinary height

Doc was a giant of bronze. Hi s corded nuscles nmeshed under his skin in a manner which nmade their
trenmendous size scarcely noticeable, except for the tendons on his hands, which were |ike cables
But the nost conpelling thing about the bronze man was his eyes. They were strange eyes, like
pool s of flake gold, hypnotically conpelling in their power. They were stirred continuously, as if a
wind were blowing within them Bronze hair, only a shade darker than his skin, fitted close to his
head

The crowd parted as Doc strode to John Al den’s body. Doc |eaned over. He didn't use a

stethoscope. His sensitive fingers could telegraph to his brain signs of life that even a
stethoscope would miss. He ran his hands quickly over the body. Then he turned John Al den over

Two physicians, nenbers of the wel com ng group, nade an exami nation. One was using a stethoscope
Nei t her seemed to find anything that gave himinfornmation

Doc Savage straightened slowy. Then there cane an eerie, trilling sound. It welled up and
pervaded the air, tuneful, yet tuneless. It was sonething Doc did, alnpbst unconsciously, when he
encountered a probl em of great inportance, or when he was surprised

Doc’s nostrils dilated. There was still the presence of that repul sive sweetness in the air. It
was slightly I ess than when the plane first stopped. But it was strongest about the body of John
Al den

BARGE DEETER stood at the edge of the crowd. He had stopped dabbing at his nose. The crowd was so
thick that Deeter couldn’'t have gotten to Doc if he'd wanted to. Anyway, he didn't try

Deet er | ooked behind him Airport attendants were going about their work. Two attendants were
haul i ng baggage and airmail fromthe belly of the transport. They | ooked around them sniffed into
the baggage conpartment. An odor |ike that which hung about the body of John Al den was there

One attendant coughed. But he didn't say anything. He trundled a truck toward the admi nistration
bui | di ng. Barge Deeter followed, his big feet shuffling along silently. He | ooked back once or

twi ce, but Doc Savage had not noved. That seenmed to satisfy Deeter. There was sonething like a smrk
on his face

Al the bags were lined up at the door of the building. Barge Deeter worked fast. He handed the
porter a stub and a ten-dollar bill. The porter was apparently so surprised he did not notice that
the big man picked up two bags. One of thembore the initials "J. A" which certainly did not stand
for Barge Deeter

Barge lost no tine. He wal ked toward G cero Avenue with his deceptively swift gait. He | ooked
behind hima couple of times. The first tine there was a pl eased expression on his face. The second
tine the expression was entirely different. Barge Deeter began to run

An odd, barking roar welled up behind him A beast cane toward himrapidly, one that would have
given an anthropol ogi st a year of study. And still he woul d have been baffled

The face was not unpleasant, if you go in for gorillas. To Barge Deeter, it |ooked |ike the worst
traits of an ape, a chinpanzee, a gorilla and a baboon, all wapped up in one furry body. The thing
barked in apparent anger and raced al ong behi nd him

Perspiration broke out on Barge Deeter’s face. He al nbst dropped his bags. But not quite. He tore
along, a wild look of fear in his eyes

But the what-is-it could run faster than he. Barge Deeter breathed a huge sigh of relief then

The thing went right past himw thout so nuch as a gl ance. Barge Deeter slowed down to a wal k.

That was a mistake. Wth a squealing grunt, the oddest-I|ooking piece of porcine neat he had ever
seen tore between his | egs, headed for the ape. Barge went flat on his back

He thought he was really going crazy then. There seened to be a third nmenber of this strange
parade. A dapper, foppish-1ooking man, dressed up to the last mnute of sartorial elegance, tore out
of the adm nistration building door. He was waving a sword in his hands and screanm ng about a side
of bacon

"1"11 cut that carnsarned pig of yours into pork chops!" he yelled. "You better keep hi maway

from Chem stry, you ape!"”

"You touch a bristle on Habeas Corpus’s back, you shyster, and I'Il take you apart, brief by
brief!" a high, childish voice yelled frombehind the fashion plate

BARGE DEETER rolled over and | ooked. Then he got up and began to run again. The newest arriva

| ooked al nost exactly like the ape. Only bigger. A tremendous array of large white teeth showed in a
mouth that alnost split his head in two.

The head itself seenmed to disappear entirely behind the mouth. The small eyes were nearly

invisible in deep pits of gristle. The man waddl ed rather than wal ked. He appeared nonentarily on
the verge of taking to all fours

The apelike man in reality was Lieutenant Col onel Andrew Bl odgett Myfair, whose ability as an
industrial chem st had put himvery nuch at tops in the world of science. H s friends called him
"Monk. "



The foppi sh-1o00king figure who preceded himwas Brigadi er General Theodore Marl ey Brooks, better
known as "Ham" one of the nost astute |awers ever to be graduated from Harvard.

Monk and Ham were two of Doc Savage’'s npbst trusted aids. They seened eternally on the point of
nmortal conbat with each other. They had even adopted pets that added fuel to the conflict.

Now Monk reached out arms that al nbst touched the ground, dived for the | awer.

"Stick a pin in Habeas, will you!" he shouted. "Make himthink Chem stry did it just to start
sonet hi ng! Why, you ingrown process server, |'||l—=

Ham danced around, jabbing a sword, which really was the core of a dandified cane he carried. He
appeared just about to nick the apelike Mnk. But Mnk wasn't |ooking at him

"Habeas!" he yelled. "Daggonit it, get away fromthose car tracks!"

Ham stopping his dancing | ooked toward the street. In the chase across the traffic of Ccero
Avenue, the pig, Habeas Corpus, had stunbled directly in the path of a street car. Chemstry, the

ape, turned to see if the pig was still chasing him Then the nonkey did a strange thing.
Chattering in excitement, he raced back, scooped up the pig in his furry arns and | eaped fromthe
tracks just as the street car runbled by. He lunbered back, still carrying the porker, chattering to

it like a nother.
Monk sighed. "Okay," he said. "That danged ape does have sone uses. Let’'s go find Doc."
Barge Deeter drifted from sight.

THERE was an excited group mlling around the bronze man. Some of the men were physici ans whose
nanmes were known all over the world. One of themtugged at his distinguished-1ooking goatee and
shook his head.

"Most extraordinary," he muttered. "There is no apparent cause of death. It m ght be an ordinary
heart attack, but—=-

He | ooked again at some of his colleagues. Their glances, too, showed bafflenent. The contorted
expression of fear and horror on the dead face of John Al den did not back up a theory of a nere
heart attack.

The physician with the goatee had exam ned the body as closely as had Doc Savage. But Doc Savage
did not seembaffled. He | ooked up as Monk and Ham approached.

"An autopsy should be perforned," he clipped. "My two aides will stay with the body until after
the meeting of the Merical Association.”

A squeal i ng grunt cane suddenly fromthe ground near John Al den’s body. Habeas Corpus stood

there, his long, saillike ears erect. The pig stared at the body, nose quivering. Then he squeal ed
again, and fled. Monk raced after him He had to carry his pet all the way back. There was sonething
about the body that Habeas did not like at all.

Chemistry’s reaction was just the opposite. He appeared fascinated. He |unbered over, sniffed
avidly. He tried to pick the body up in his arns.

Ham pul | ed the ape away.

Wien an anbul ance cane, Ham gave the driver the address of a snall, private hospital near the

Uni versity of Chicago canpus. It was an exclusive hospital, devoted largely to research cases. Doc
was a nenber of the board of directors.

The anbul ance roared fromthe field, down Cicero Avenue, turned east on Garfield Boul evard. Two
taxicabs left the field directly behind the anbul ance.

Monk and Ham were paying no attention to traffic. They sat in the back of the anbul ance with the
corpse. Habeas Corpus had kicked up such a fuss they had let himride in front with the driver. But
Chenistry stayed cl ose beside the body, apparently fascinated by it.

"If he doesn't quit nooning over that corpse, |'mgoin to throw himout," Mnk grow ed. "He

gives me the jitters."

Ham snorted. "At |east Chem stry knows enough to realize there's sonething screwy sone place," he
gi bed. "Too bad you don't belong to the sane simian tribe."

Monk started to answer that one. But his gaze wandered to the back w ndow of the anmbul ance. He
stiffened.

"Troubl e comi ng," he said.

Ham fol | oned his gaze. There wasn’'t anything peculiar about the two cabs behind them But there
was a queer intensity of the faces of the men in them Doc’s aids had seen that kind of intensity on
the faces before. Usually just before shooting started.

HAM noti ced that the anbul ance was pulling up to a red light.

The two taxicabs split. One rolled up on the right of the anbul ance. The other stopped on the

left side. A revolver shot split the air.

Monk how ed; he always did when fighting started. Then the hairy chem st | eaped out of the

anmbul ance. As he noved, he whi pped a queer-1| ooki ng weapon froma specially constructed shoul der

hol ster.

It resenbl ed an oversize automatic pistol, fitted with an intricate drum nmagazi ne, perfected by

Doc. The rate of fire was so rapid that the roar was |ike the hoarse song of a gigantic bass fiddle.
The slugs it fired did not kill. They were "mercy" bullets, charged with a drug which brought only



qui ck unconsci ousness.

Monk hit the street running. Men were piling fromboth cabs. The chem st sprayed nercy bullets
fromhis machi ne-pistol. Hamtook the other side, cut |oose with another machi ne-pistol. Hard-faced
men whi pped around, blazed away wi th heavy automatics.

The mercy bullets seened to have no effect on the gangsters.

"Aimfor their heads!" Ham shouted. "They've got bullet-proof clothing on!"

Monk raised his gun nuzzle higher. But the men were piling into the anbul ance. Suddenly the

anmbul ance shot ahead into a snarl of traffic. It got across the street, whi pped down the boul evard.
Monk and Ham stood startl ed.

A low, guttural noise came fromnearby. Mnk’'s big nouth dropped open.

"Junpi ng Jehoshaphat!" he squeal ed.

The noi se canme from Chemstry. In the confusion, the anthropoid had clinbed out the back of the
anbul ance. In his arnms he held John Alden’s body. The open door of one of the taxicabs offered a
haven. So Chemi stry had cl anbered into that.

A big cop was lunbering across the street. A lot of questions seened in the offing. Ham junped

behi nd the wheel of the cab. Mnk piled in the rear with Chem stry.

Ham j anmed down the accel erator, shot down the boul evard.

The cop yell ed and conmandeered the nearest car. But he couldn’'t keep up with the taxi. He soon
lost it.

"Well, we've still got the body," Ham said evenly.

"Yeah," Monk squeal ed. "But they' ve got ny pig. W' ve gotta get those guys!"

Ham made it known the gangsters were welconme to the pig as far as he was concerned. Then he kept
his mind on his driving. He had to concentrate to shut out Mnk’s opinion of all |awers in general,
and Brigadi er General Theodore Marley Brooks in particular.

THE canpus of the University of Chicago spraw s around the spacious Mdway in a dozen or nore
groups of vine-covered buildings. On the outskirts of the canpus, near the Cottage Grove side, was a
buil ding set apart fromthe rest. It was surrounded by large trees. It had an air of |eisure and
confort.

Ham wheel ed the borrowed cab into the darkened driveway. Apparently, they were expected. Doc
woul d have call ed, anyway, to make arrangenments. A very pretty, red-haired nurse net themat the
door.

Monk i medi ately forgot his quarrel with Ham He bowed sweepingly and grinned in a way he fondly
hoped woul d wi n approval. The nurse | ooked only at Ham Mnk gl owered.

Two attendants came fromthe door with a stretcher. They took charge of John Al den’s body. Monk
stood back, hol ding the door open for the nurse.

"We want this anthropoid psychoanal yzed," Ham said calmy, nodding toward Monk. "It probably is
not safe to have himat large."

Monk’s scowl grew darker. "Wy, you shyster, you're a nenace to everything in or out of a
courtroom ™ he shrilled.

"See," Ham said, "he has delusions all the tine."

Monk didn't | ook very dangerous. The nurse smiled and went on ahead. Probably she was accustoned
to peculiar cases in the hospital for research. In the corridor, she met another nurse. This one was
evidently a supervisor.

"M . Savage phoned," she said. "He wants the body left in the receiving roomuntil he arrives.
I"mgoing in there now "

Ham t urned around.

"Where has Chemistry gone— he started.

A piercing screaminterrupted him The scream canme fromthe receiving room Mnk and Ham pl unged
toward the door, raced into the room

The supervisor lay on the floor. Otherw se the roomwas enpty!

Monk grabbed a washcloth froma basin in the wall. Cold water quickly revived the nurse.

"T-that nonkey," she mpaned. "I saw himright in front of ne. Then everything went black."

Monk and Ham rushed outside. They could hear an autonobil e speeding away. The body of John Al den
was gone. And so was Chemistry.

Chapter V. SEEI NG DOUBLE

"THAT danged ape of yours has gone too far this tinme!" Mnk how ed.

Ham st opped and listened. "Don’t be an idiot!" he snapped. "Chenistry can't drive a car. Even you
know t hat much."

"He coul d have haul ed the body to the gangsters’ car," Mnk countered.

Ham | eft the driveway, began to poke about in the bushes. "No," he insisted. "If Chemi stry did
steal the body, we'll find himaround here somewhere."

Monk tranped through shrubbery on the other side of the drive. A sudden yell of surprise cane
fromHam There was a frantic threshing in the bushes. Mk started to race toward the | awer. But
Ham indignant, net himin the mddle of the driveway.



He hel d Habeas Corpus by his two | arge ears.

"He was going to bite ne!" Ham shouted. "1'Il cut himinto pork chops right now "

"Put himdown, you tailor’s dummy!" Monk roared. "Hi s being here proves it was the gangsters who
got the body. The same ones that stole the anmbul ance. Habeas was in the anbul ance."

"It's time we notified Doc— Ham began. He broke off. A tiny light had flashed on within an

opal escent ring on his finger.

The | awyer whi pped a snall earphone fromthe breast pocket of his coat. It was so snmall that it
fitted inside the ear like a plug. The wire that ran fromit was as fine as a silken thread. It
connect ed conpact pocket batteries with a mniature short-wave set.

"Monk! Ham " came Doc’s clear voice. "The police have reports of a |arge nonkey riding on top of
a speedi ng anbul ance. What has happened?”

Ham gul ped. He hardly cared to give the report he had to nake. But he fished out a tiny

m crophone, spoke swiftly.

"Get in the taxicab, drive west through Washi ngton Park," Doc clipped. "Turn north on Wabash. You
shoul d overtake the anmbulance. | will keep in touch."

Monk | eaped to the wheel of the cab, it whooned down the driveway into the street. The ride
through the w nding roadways of Washi ngton Park made Hamis hair stand on end. They plunged into
Wabash Avenue at a sixty-nmile clip, headed north.

"The anbul ance is now on Cal unet Avenue, going north," canme Doc’s voice in the tiny earphone.
They are apparently—wait— There was an interruption. "Pedestrians report that the ape is no | onger
riding on top of the machine. He is driving it."

Monk had his own earphone set in operation by then.

"Sonething’s wong, radically wong!" he how ed. He poured all the power into the notor that the
cab could nuster.

The anbul ance | oomed ahead. Mnk bore down on it like a streak. "Get ready to junp over and stop
it!" he roared.

But it wasn’'t necessary for Hamto act. The anbul ance suddenly swerved to the right, crashed into
an electric-light pole. Ham and Monk were out of the taxi in a single |eap. The dimform of

Chemi stry was slunped over the wheel. Ham gasped.

Chemistry’'s wists were tied tightly to the steering wheel. He had no alternative but to sit in
the driver’'s seat. The gangsters had ducked out, left the ape alone in the careening anbul ance.

HAM unti ed the ropes that bound the nmonkey. Chemistry reeled to his feet groggily. Sirens

screaned, two radio cars pulled up, cops pouring fromthem

"Who was driving that anmbul ance?" a red-faced sergeant bell owed.

"Apparently that was," Mnk said dryly, pointing to Chem stry.

The cop’s face got redder, he swelled with rage.

Ham br oke the tension.

"Wait!" the | awer snapped. "Doc’s calling." The red light in his opal escent ring had flashed.

"Doc Savage wants us to come to the hotel right away, and bring the papers.”

"CGee." The cop | ooked crestfallen. "I didn't know you were Doc Savage’'s nmen. W got standing
orders to coOperate with you any tine."

"Let's go!" rapped Monk inpatiently.

"Chemi stry!" Ham cal |l ed. He | ooked around, and groaned in disgust. Chemistry had di sappeared

agai n.

Odinarily, they would have stayed to search for the ape. But Doc’s voi ce had sounded urgent.

They figured they could pick up Chemistry later. They junped into the taxi, sped across town,
stopping only to buy the newspapers Doc had asked for. Hamread them al oud to Monk. It was

i mredi atel y apparent why Doc had said to get them

City editors are pretty hard-boil ed about freak-of-nature stories. They have been fool ed too
often. They had been hard-boiled at first about The Monster of Al aska. They weren't any nore. There
was a note of awe in the news col ums:

"MONSTER' | N ALASKA

KILLS U. S. OFFI Cl AL!

Fai rbanks, Al aska—{Special)—Stories of a weird nonster, perhaps of prehistoric origin, appeared
verified to-day in the killing of Flint Jones, governnent supervisor at Arcadia Valley. The body of
Jones, horribly mangl ed, was found near his cabin. Beside the body were huge footprints of a type
that defied classification.

Nei ghbors of Jones said they believed they heard a scream about m dnight, but were not sure
because it was storming. Later, sonme asserted they snelled a strange odor at about the sane tine.
Two ot her discoveries have the authorities baffled. One was a telegramfound in what was |eft of
Jones’s clothing. It was fromone of the government engi neers who have been at Arcadia, John Al den,
and was sent from Salt Lake City, Utah. It said Alden was on his way to see Doc Savage, the fanous
scientist and adventurer.

The other discovery was the nangl ed body of an engi neer named Buck Di xon. Dogs discovered his

body, terribly torn, in a crude grave. At first it was believed Al den m ght have nurdered Di xon, who



was his partner. Credence is now given to the theory that The Monster also killed D xon.
"Goshami ghty!" Mnk said. "I'Il bet that’'s what Doc wants us for. We're going to fight The
Monster. "

NOT so many bl ocks away, another voice, as childlike as Mnk’'s, also was speaking. In fact, the
voi ce sounded exactly |ike Mnk's. The speaker had been practicing for sone hours to get just that
ef fect. He appeared an exact counterpart of the hairy chem st.

"1 wonder what that Doc Savage has found out," he shrilled.

Beside him a wasp-wai sted fashion plate | eaned over a tiny radio. Even a cl ose acquai ntance

woul d have taken himfor Ham He spoke in the cultured tones used by the dapper |awer.

"Don't let it worry you," he said. "The boss is smart. He even figured Doc would be talking to
them by radio. That's why he had us ready."

The two went into the corridor. Doc, they knew, had taken a large suite two floors above. They
were in a big, fashionable hotel overlooking Lake M chigan. They wal ked up, instead of taking the
el evator. When they got on Doc’s floor, the one who | ooked |ike Mnk began to yell shrilly.

"Why, you skinny imtation of a | aw book, when | get that pig back, I'"'mgoing to |l et himuse your
war drobe for a sty!"

"Shut up, you missing link!" snapped Hami s double. "Woever’s got himhas had hi m past one neal
tine already. I'Il bet they’ve got indigestion."

The imtation was perfect. "Mnk" turned the knob of Doc’s door w thout hesitation. He did just
as Monk woul d have done.

A faint, sweet, cloying odor came to their nostrils as they entered the room It wasn't strong,
just persistent. It seened to cone froma slender, oblong box on a table. Doc was standing by a
wi ndow. He turned as the two men cane in.

The fake Monk yelled excitedly. He pulled one hand froma pocket, hurled the contents of that
hand directly at Doc. A thin, white powder covered the bronze man's face.

Doc seened to jerk erect. His flake gold eyes whirled peculiarly. He took a slow step forward.
Then he fell. He went down on his face.

"Hanm' | aughed triunphantly. He grabbed the oblong box fromthe table and raced toward the door
where his conpanion stood waiting. They flicked off the Iight and opened the door.

The real Monk and Ham arrived at that nonent.

MONK' S hand was al ready on the doorknob when the door was snatched open. He was |unbering forward
at the tine, and plunged on into the room He collided with noving bodies.

The hairy chem st was far fromsloww tted. He knew instantly that something was wong. He yelled
loud and lustily and swng with both fists. The nore noi se Monk made, the better he could fight.
Ham s sword cane cane out. He | eaped into the darkened room jabbing carefully, afraid he night
nick Monk, as the end of the sword was tipped with a sl eep-produci ng drug.

He tripped over struggling feet, went to the floor. The sword cane dropped from his hand. Ham
muttered to hinmself. Fighting in the dark was not his idea of fun. He wi ggled back, |eaped up and
flicked on the lights.

The | ook of amazenment on Monk’s face at that instant was sonething Ham | ong renmenbered. Mnk was
so surprised he forgot to fight. For it looked to himas if he was fighting hinself.

The fake Monk grabbed for his pocket again. A second time white powder flared out. It caught the
hairy chemi st squarely in the face. He dropped as if he had been shot.

Ham had tangled with his own counterpart. And the counterfeit |lawer was putting up a good scrap.
Ham woul d have won, but a hand cane around his face from behind. Wite powder was held over his
nose. He, too, went down.

The masqueraders did not hesitate. They were breathing heavily, eyes frightened. They had not
bargai ned on a general battle. The fake Ham hol di ng the obl ong box carefully, the nen raced away.
Doc rose calmy fromthe floor.

He had not been unconscious at any tinme. He had detected the falsity of his visitors, had popped
an oxygen tablet in his mouth, expecting themto use gas. They hadn’t used the ordinary type of gas,
but the powder was merely another form But, peculiarly, he had let the battle go on.

Now Doc gave Monk and Ham a whiff of oxygen froma tiny tube. They regai ned consci ousness al npbst
instantly. Monk struggled to his feet, his tiny eyes red with rage.

"Where are they? Let me at ‘eml" he bel |l owned.

Doc shook his head.

"But why?" Mnk wailed plaintively.

Habeas Corpus, who had followed Monk and Haminto the room squeal ed suddenly. He had approached
a closet door. Now he turned, raced frantically fromthat door, the bristles on his back quivering.
Doc opened the closet door, took out a package. It appeared identical with the one seized by the
i nvaders.

"I think this is what frightens Habeas," he explained. "It has the sane odor about it that was
about the man at the airport. Also, this is what our visitors were after."

"But what— stammered Ham



"As you may have guessed," the bronze nman went on, "John Alden was the man killed at the airport.

He was on his way to see us, conming fromArcadia Valley, where a nonster has been reported. He
evidently feared he mght be killed, so he wote me a letter fromSalt Lake Cty, telling me what he
knew. He al so sent this package."

Ham s face lightened. "So you |let those nmen have a dummy package, to fool theminto believing

they had what they' d been sent for."

"They were nerely dupes, and probably did not even know what they were after,"” Doc said. "Wen

the one who sent themfinds they have failed, he may conme hinself, and we may |learn what this is all
about . "

Monk nodded sagely.

"But what is in the package, Doc?"

"A hair, evidently from The Monster," said the bronze man quietly.

Ham s breath came in sharply. "Ch, boy!" he said happily. "Let’s hope it draws nore visitors. |

want to know why any one here should want that hair."

Chapter VI. A TRAP

HAM woul d have been surprised to know just how soon his wish for visitors was to be gratified. As
Doc expl ained the contents of John Alden's letter, tw sets of visitors appeared in the | obby bel ow
The first visitor was alone. He was renmarkable particularly for the amazing size of his feet.
Barge Deeter timdly asked the clerk if Doc was registered at the hotel. The clerk nodded. He had
been instructed to adnmt any visitors who might call.

Barge Deeter seened exceptionally nervous. He had the air of one who feels he is being watched.
Then the other visitors arrived. They cane even before the clerk could call Doc’s room There
were three of them They were hard-eyed, typical gangsters.

"Doc Savage here?" snarled the |eader.

Barge Deeter whirled at the voice. Hs sun-tanned skin seened to pale. He ducked | ow and began to
run.

A startled shout cane fromthe gang-1leader. He pulled out a gun. Hi s conpanions did the sane.
They took out after Barge Deeter. The man with the big feet was dancing behind huge pillars in the
| obby, desperately seeking cover.

The clerk grabbed a phone, got Doc’s room He stuttered a description of what was happeni ng.

The sound that came to the clerk made himthink he hadn’'t gotten his connection. It was a weird,
trilling sound, that didn’t seemto come fromthe phone at all.

Guests were scurrying in all directions in the | obby. Barge Deeter was using sone of them as
shields. So far, he had managed to keep fromgiving the gunmen a fair shot.

The clerk expected Doc to appear fromthe el evators. H s eyes suddenly tried to pop fromhis
head.

Wth Monk and Ham at his heels, the bronze man dived in through the front door. He made directly
for the gangsters.

The clerk never did know how Doc did it, but the explanation was absurdly sinple. He had expected
the el evators to be watched, had thrown a long, silken cord out his hotel wi ndow. The cord had
furni shed speedy transportation to the street.

The gangl eader was the first of the visitors to spot the bronze man. "Damm," he shouted, "that
devil is here already!"

Guests dropped to the floor. The gangl eader squeezed the trigger of his gun as rapidly as he
could. Doc drifted across the marble floor as if he didn't notice the shots. H's flake gold eyes
whirled strangely.

"l got him Doc!" a hard voice said frombehind the gangster.

The gangl eader spun. He either didn't know Doc’s ability at ventriloquism or he had forgotten
it. The turn was fatal. Doc was upon him one hand floated out, snapped against the back of the
other’s head, paralyzed nerve centers there. The gunman went down.

Doc whirled toward the clerk, signaled. The clerk nodded. The lights went out.

Monk was behind a pillar, alnpst on top of a second gunnman. He |unged forward, huge fist

swi ngi ng. The nman turned end over end. Ham had circled the third killer, grinning as he jabbed with
hi s sl eep-inducing sword cane. The sword cane struck its nark.

Wien the lights snapped back on a minute later, the three gangsters had di sappeared. So had nost
of the guests. But cowering back in one corner, was Barge Deeter.

"D-did they get away?" Deeter asked.

"They won’t bother you any nore," Doc said. He didn't explain that the three thugs were bound and
tied in another room They woul d be unconsci ous for several hours. Wen they recovered, they would
be on their way to a private hospital in Upstate New York, known as Doc’'s "Crinme College." There
they woul d undergo a delicate brain operation. They would forget their crimnal tendencies, return
to the world as normal men.

"You wi sh to see ne?" Doc asked cal my.

Bar ge Deeter gul ped. Events had noved alnpbst too swiftly for him "Y-your room" he whi spered.
"I-1"11 talk then."



And the man with big feet did talk. He babbled a story of seeing The Monster in Al aska. He said
he had been afraid to come forward after John Al den had been kill ed.

He said he overheard the address of the canpus hospital and had gone there. Wen the gangsters
stole the body, he had followed. He quit follow ng the anmbul ance when the gang had taken the body
out in a dark part of Calunet Avenue.

"And what was your interest?" Hamput in quietly.

"There's sonething strange, sonething queer," Barge Deeter shrilled. "Wy should John Al den be
killed here? How was he killed?"

Doc said nothing. Monk shifted slightly. "If the body hadn’t been stolen, we woul d have at | east
found out how he was killed," he said.

"There was that odor at the airport that | snelled when | saw The Mnster once in Al aska." Deeter

shuddered. "It was the same thing. | can’t understand it."

"As if," Hamfilled in, "The Monster had reached clear to Chicago to claima victim"

Barge Deeter nodded. "Exactly. For that reason | knew the body was inportant. | knew if Doc
Savage could exanmine it, he mght learn sonething vital that mght help those still in Al aska."

"I think that is probably correct," the bronze nan said.
"And so— pronpted Monk.

"I know where the body was taken," Barge Deeter said sinply.
"W will go there," Doc decided.

MONK pl aced t he obl ong package in his pocket before he left the room Doc had said it was
inmportant, that it might bring visitors. The chemi st did not intend that it be |ost.

A girl started to enter the hotel just as the four nen left it. Only Monk appeared to notice her.
Monk al ways noticed girls, particularly if they were pretty.

She was bl onde, and not |arge. But she had curves in the right places, and features that woul d
have sold extra copies of any magazi ne. She seened interested in the four nen.

Monk soon forgot her. Barge Deeter was |eading themover a stretch of wasteland that bordered the
| ake, and the going was rough. It was a weed-tangled section. In the center of it there was a
ramshackl e frame building. The group stunbled over the uneven ground in the dark.

"There's one |ight on," Ham whi spered. "See? There's a guy sitting at a table."

Ham turned to see what Doc’s reaction was. Doc was gone. Barge Deeter, in the |ead, did not

noti ce.

Cautiously, the group crept to the house, peered into the Iighted room Neither Mnk nor Ham had
ever seen the nman sitting at the table. Barge Deeter said he had never seen himeither. Mnk tried
the door. It was not |ocked. The roomin which they had seen the light was just to the right of the
hal l way. A faint, scraping sound cane from behind the door.

Silently, the hairy chemi st turned the knob, opened the door a crack and peered in. He grunted.
The room was vacant.

But about hal fway across the roomwas a huge mirror. It was canted so that anyone | ooking through
the wi ndow woul d think he was seeing a man sitting in the room Actually, the man was in a room
farther to the right.

The man was still sitting at the table. H's back was toward them Inch at a time, Mnk eased the
door open, crept in. Ham foll owed.

The man at the table whirled suddenly. He had a submachine gun in his hands.

A yell came from Barge Deeter. "Wait, Slingshot!" he half screamed. "W got to get the other guy
in yet!"

A how canme from Monk. The neaning of Deeter’s words was quite plain. Barge Deeter had |led them
into a trap!

Barge Deeter had just noticed Doc Savage's absence. A queer expression was on his face. He held a
gun in his hand.

Then Barge screaned again, and the gun dropped fromhis hand. The man in the other room had noved
forward now, his features could be seen clearly.

It was Doc Savage!

In the roomwi th the bronze man was a bound figure. It was that of "Slingshot," the gunman Barge
had expected to find waiting. Doc had suspected a trap, had slipped on ahead to investigate.

"You gave yourself away several times, Deeter," the bronze man said quietly. "The attack on you
was too obviously a fake to gain our confidence. And you said you heard the hospital address at the
airport. You had | eft before the hospital was mentioned."

Bar ge Deeter gul ped.

"l permitted you to |lead us here in the hope we would find some answer to the problemthat
confronts us. Now talk."

Doc’s hypnotic eyes stared hard at the nman. Barge Deeter bobbed his head, swallowed hard. He knew
he woul d be forced to talk if he continued to | ook into Doc’s eyes.

A strangl ed yell cane fromhim He junped back, pressed a button at the side of the door.

The floor went out fromunder Doc and his aids. And as the floor dropped open, a strange sight
cane into view



There was a cenent roombelow, like a tank. It was brilliantly lighted. And around the walls,
peering through peepholes that could be closed, were a dozen thugs. Al had guns ready.

Barge Deeter had laid his trap well.

Br-r-r-r-r-r-r!

The submachi ne gun in Doc’s hands spoke even as he was falling. It blasted out the lights, threw
the tank roomin darkness.

Ham and Monk | anded with nercy pistols in their hands.

The floor closed to above them while the cellar rang with the blast of many guns.

But Doc was not there. He had sprung upward, even as he had | anded, had caught hol d of one edge
of the floor, drawn hinself up. The next noment and he had reached Barge Deeter. H s powerful arns
shot out.

Deeter was big, and he knew how to fight. But he had no chance. He went |inp, alnpst at once.
Swiftly, Doc bound him dragged himinto another room rolled himinto a closet.

Then he dived back to the scene of battle. Mnk and Ham had to be saved.

MONK and Ham were having a busy time of it. They knew they were in a tough spot. Their

bul | et proof underwear had saved them from bei ng shot, but they faced another peril now.

Water was creeping up in the tank room

The death trap was a clever one. The hidden gunnen had hoped to mow down their victins, while
wel | conceal ed. But even if that had failed, they had a second trick—and that was the water.

By closing the slots through which they had fired, they nade the room waterproof. Any one caught
init would drown.

Laughter was com ng fromthe conceal ed killers. That |aughter stopped suddenly.

A bronze thunderbolt hit them from behind. Doc had found the passageway that | ed to where they
wer e.

Howl s of pain cane fromthe darkness. Gunnen dropped, woodenlike, as iron fists crashed into
their jaws, and steel fingers gripped their necks. They did not dare to fire, for fear of hitting
each ot her.

And they could not locate their opponents. Doc noved like a silent waith, and a relentless one.
Man after man went down.

The few remaining on their feet tried to run. Sone got away. Cthers ran into Doc.

Sil ence cane suddenly. The bronze man flicked on a small torchlight, shut off the Lake M chi gan
wat er that was pouring into the tank room

And just in tine. Monk and Ham were floating on the surface of the water, near the floor.

Monk’s face wore a | ook of childlike confidence as Doc opened the floor so they could escape. "I
knew you’ d get us out," he said.

"The darned nonkey actually seened to enjoy it!" snorted Ham

Doc said nothing. He led the way to the closet where he had placed Barge Deeter.

The bronze man threw open the door. A weird, tuneless trilling sound cane.
Barge Deeter wasn’t there! But sone one el se was.
Bound and gagged, just as Doc had |left Deeter, was a girl. She was petite and beautiful. It was

the girl Mnk had noticed as they left the hotel.

Chapter VII. CHEM STRY PLAYS GUI DE

THE girl’'s eyes were closed. Doc took the gag from her nouth, while Mnk runbled forward and
rubbed her wrists. The hairy chem st grunted when he noticed how easily the ropes canme | oose from
around her hands.

A frightened | ook came to the girl’'s face as her eyes opened. "What are you doin’ here?" Monk
pi ped angrily.

The girl gulped. "I +"ma reporter,"” she said.

"Yeah?" Monk was frankly skeptical.

"How di d you cone to be here?" Doc asked, not unkindly.

The girl swal |l owed hard.

"My—ny editor assigned me to work on Chicago angles of the Al askan nonster case," she said.

"There seened a definite connection to us between the nonster and the killing of John Al den."
"Hunph!" Monk snorted.

The girl ignored him She focused her attention on Doc and Ham "I heard that Barge Deeter cane
on the sane plane with Alden," she said with dignity. "I knew of him he's supposed to have been

connected with gangs here, so | went to look for him"

"Pl ayi ng around with gangsters," Mnk conpl ai ned.

"I followed a tip, and found Deeter just as he cane out of the hotel with you three," the girl
went on. "l recognized M. Savage, and thought | might get a better story if | trailed along."
"What is your name?" Doc asked quietly.

"Barbara Hughes. | work for the Blade."

"But that still doesn’t explain how you happen to be tied up here," Mnk put in. He enphasized
the word "tied."



A flush crept over the girl’'s features. "I+ cane in while you were all fighting," Barbara Hughes

continued. "I—+ found Barge Deeter tied up in the closet. | still didn't know he m ght be connected
with any of what was going on. | thought he had been taken prisoner by sone of those you were
fighting."

Doc sai d not hi ng.

"l took the gag fromhis nmouth, and he promsed to tell me the whole story if | would rel ease
him |+ did"

"You sure did," Mnk conplained.

"He hit ne. He knocked nme unconscious,” the girl said with sone spirit.

Monk started to reply. He didn’t. There was a sudden diversion.

HABEAS CORPUS al so had trailed al ong behind Doc and his aids. He had slipped into the house when
the girl entered. Now he raced to the front door, squeal ed |oudly.

Monk | ooked up curiously. Sonetines, Mnk thought Habeas could alnost talk. It was plain to him
now what the pig wanted. He went over, opened the door.

Chemi stry bounded in. The ape appeared badly battered, his fur was torn, but he seened well

pl eased with hinself.

"Just the ape!" Mnk snorted.

"*Just the ape’ nothing!" Hamyelled. "Remenber where we saw that ape last? He was trailing John
Al den’s body. If he shows up here, it nust nmean that body is near."

Chemi stry clawed at Hanlis coat. He was maki ng a pl eadi ng, whining sound.

"Cone on!" Ham shouted happily. "I"Il bet he’'s trying to tell us where that body is."

"We will follow himand see," Doc decided.

Bar bara Hughes | ooked on anazed. Apparently Doc and his aides forgot her. They didn't |ook her
way. She hesitated, then went al ong.

G hers were interested in Doc, too. Hs roomat the hotel was the center of much activity.
Peopl e were still investigating reports of the runmpus in the |obby, when shooting started on the
fourteenth floor. A hotel detective had seen a man slip into Doc’s room He'd tried to nab him
Shots had conme from a dozen points. The hotel detective was killed alnobst instantly. Then the
radi o police went into action. The hotel floor then becane a battlefield.

When the shooting was over, three gangsters had been killed, one policeman was dead and several
ot hers were wounded. The rest of the gang fled.

But Doc’s room had been thoroughly searched. Papers and clothing were thrown all over the floor.
Doc didn't know this. Wth Ham and Monk, and Barbara Hughes trailing in the rear, he was

foll ow ng Chem stry.

The hairy ape took a direct course across the rough ground, trotted along as if he had been born
in the section. He led themwest to a block on Drexel Boul evard that had once been an excl usive part
of Hyde Park. This block had changed; it was filled nostly with cheap boardi ng houses.

Only one old mansion remai ned of past glory. It was set well back in a huge expanse of |awn and
shrubbery. Chemistry turned in at the gate w thout hesitation.

Doc Savage slid past him reached the porch of the mansion silently. Mnk, Hamand the girl were
cl ose behind him Mnk nudged Ham and pointed toward the ape. The ape’s nostrils were quivering, he
was junping up and down in excitenent.

Bar bar a Hughes exami ned a brass nane plate on the door post. She uttered an excl amation of
surprise.

"Soung Percill!" she cried. "He’'s a queer one. An anthropol ogi st of sone sort. He goes in for
prehistoric ani mals. Lectures about them"

Monk and Ham exchanged sharp gl ances. Doc reached for the bell.

THE door opened. It opened even before Doc’s fingers had touched the buzzer. A slant-eyed
Oriental stood before them A look of welcone faded fromthe Oriental’s face; his expression changed
to one of surprise. Apparently he had been expecting a guest.

But just as apparently he hadn’t been expecting Doc Savage.

"W would like to see M. Percill,"” Doc said calmy.

The Oriental’s eyes becane expressionless. He tucked his fingertips into his coat sleeves and
bowed. He chanted sonething in singsong Chinese. It mght have been a greeting. Then he spoke in
Engl i sh.

"Step light in, please." He backed up, bobbing up and down as if actuated by strings. He backed
the entire length of a huge reception room

"Gentl emans here, Master Soung," he hissed sibilantly.

A man appeared suddenly. He did not seemto walk into the room he appeared just to materiali ze.
He noved across the floor with a snooth, gliding notion. Brilliant eyes stared from behind a
forehead so high it gave the inpression that he was grow ng bald. But he was not.

The eyes were black and inscrutable. The face had a queer, sallow pal eness.

"You are fromthe police, no doubt," he said. It was nore of a statement than a question. His
voice, also, was snooth and soft, with just a hint of sone unusual accent.



"No," Doc said quietly. "W are not the police. My name is Savage. Did you want the police?"
Soung Percill |eaned forward slightly. Hs thin eyebrows arched.

"Ah. | should have recogni zed you, M. Savage. Only the light is so dim"

There did not seemto be quite the right anount of surprise in his voice.

"Yes," he continued, "I was expecting the police, but I amnore than glad you are here. And |
think | know what brought you."

Doc’s flake gold eyes stirred restlessly. "W cane to inspect the body," he said, without
expressi on.

Soung Percill bowed. "As | expected,” he said. "My man, Sing Lee, found it on the lawn | ess than
hal f an hour ago. | wanted the police to investigate."

Doc said nothing. His flake gold eyes were taking in every detail of the roomthey had entered.
Books and nanuscripts were everywhere. But it was on newspaper clippings on the table that Doc’s
gaze seened to center. There were dozens of them

Al were about The Monster in Al aska.

Habeas Corpus squeal ed suddenly. He turned, tried to run fromthe room alnost upsetting Ham The
dapper | awyer waved his hands frantically to catch his bal ance.

"That bl asted pig!" he barked.

Soung Percill turned, his face as inpassive as always. "Perhaps he does not |ike the odor that
seens to be associated with the body," he said. Then he noticed Doc’s attention on the cli ppings.
For the first tine his face showed ani nation.

"That is why | amglad you are here, M. Savage," he said. "I wanted to talk to you about that
case."

"And your reaction?" Doc asked.

"l believe it quite possible," Soung Percill said with conviction.

He spoke swiftly, and at |ength. Mnk stirred uneasily. Soung Percill was an educated nman. That

was apparent. But the hair on the back of his neck was rising. There seened no danger, but still—
The hairy chem st thought of the package suddenly, the package that had been sent to Doc. He
rammed a hand in his pocket. The package was still there.

Soung Percill ended his discourse. Doc replied gravely.

"Now | will take you to the body," Percill said. "If it is that of John Alden, as | believe, and
is connected with the Al askan nonster, we may |earn—

"You'll learn nothing!" a voice said harshly.

BARBARA HUGHES gave a scream There was a crash of glass and a rush of feet. Men appeared at the
wi ndows, and at every door.

Doc | eaped to one side. Monk and Ham yanked out their machine-pistols. The bullfiddle roar of the
superfirers crashed out. The attackers did not pause.

"Bul | et proof vests again!" how ed Monk.

Doc suddenly noved. He left his feet, dived straight through an open wi ndow. Mnk grinned. \Wen
odds were heavy, Doc sonetines thought it best to get away, knowi ng he could rescue his nmen |ater.
Barge Deeter knew that, too. Barge was waiting outside the wi ndow. A dozen nmen were waiting with
him Had Doc been pernmitted to land on his feet, the end m ght have been different.

But bl ackj acks swung while he was still in the air, caught himover the back of the head. O her
men grabbed his flying feet. He was brought down nmuch as a football player is tackled. Barge Deeter
led the charge in junping on him

Monk and Ham were finding the odds too great, also. Men had seized them from behi nd, knocked the
machi ne pistols fromtheir hands. Chemstry fell before an onslaught of four big hoodl uns. Habeas
Cor pus was ki cked asi de.

Despite the nen on him Doc struggled up. H's arms swept out. Attackers reel ed back.

Barge Deeter |ooked in the window He saw men with guns held at the back of Mnk’s and Hanmis
heads. He saw Soung Percill, crouched in a corner, hands high.

"Surrender, Doc Savage, or we'll kill your nen!" Barge Deeter bell owed.

Doc stopped fighting. There was nothing el se to do. Even then, he m ght have escaped hinsel f. But
bul l ets woul d get Monk and Ham Their heads were not protected.

Barge Deeter chuckled mrthlessly. Monk and Hamwere tied with heavy cords. Barge didn't think
that woul d be enough for Doc. Steel-riveted bands were jamred around his body. They were forced into
place until they fitted |ike hoops on a barrel.

Soung Percill was being bound, also. H s face had agai n becone inpassive.

Only Barbara Hughes was not nol ested. Barge Deeter threw one arm around her shoul ders. "I’ m sone
guy, huh?" he chuckl ed.

"What a story!" the girl breathed. "If | could only print it!"

Barge’s chuckl e grew deeper. "Wait a while yet, baby," he advised. "You ain’t seen nothing."

Bar bara Hughes pal ed. "You nean that—=

Barge | ooked at her, laughed loudly. "Sure, baby. You know what | nean."

Chapter VIII. DEATH CHAMBER



A FUNERAL was under way. Two of them evidently, since there were two hearses.

Byst anders did not know who was to be buried, but they did notice vaguely that there were nore
nmourners than usual. At |east a dozen cars trailed behind the hearses. Al the occupants were nen.
But there was one girl along. She was in the front hearse, but not in a casket. She sat between

two caskets. She was blond, and beautiful, although now her features appeared strained.

There were two caskets in the rear hearse, also. Doc and Soung Percill occupied those in the

front car. Monk and Ham rode behind them Janmmed in with them were Habeas and Chemi stry.

The lids of the coffins had been renmoved. But Monk and Ham coul d not talk. They were too firmy
gagged. Nor could they nove.

So they continued sonme experinents in thought transference and tel epathy they had begun back in

New York. The results were pretty good. Ham al nost choked on his gag at the insults Monk was hurling
at him Cccasionally the hairy chem st strained at his bonds, as if he wanted to get in at |east one
nmore good punch.

Then Ham made his mind a blank. Mnk woul d have said that wasn’t too hard. It served to infuriate

t he dapper |awer nore than ever.

Ham reali zed they were in a tough spot. Horseplay kept himfromthinking of it. Barge Deeter
undoubtedly had trailed themfromthe ol d house, had gotten reénforcenents and attacked. The attack
had been too successful.

Ham was wondering what was in store for them Barge Deeter undoubtedly had sonething unpl easant

in mnd. But he was puzzled as to what connection Deeter might have with the Al askan nonster.

Possi bly he didn't have any. But he certainly had wanted the hair that cane from The Monster. He had
taken that from Monk at once.

Ham r el axed. There was no use worrying about it. Doc would figure a way out.

AND t he bronze man was busy. The funeral procession was rolling out toward the city line in the
direction of suburban Melrose Park.

Doc stared in concentration at the roof of the hearse. It was highly polished, it served the
bronze man as a mirror. He could see that Soung Percill was noving stealthily.

Doc was wiggling, too. Not perceptibly. He expanded and contracted nuscles slightly. It was sort
of like an eel wiggling.

H's flesh rippled and slid the iron hoops down a fraction of an inch at a tinme.

But Soung Percill did not have so much of an obstacle to overcone. Apparently he had a razor
bl ade hidden in the lining of his coat. He found it and slashed his bonds.
Cautiously, Percill renoved the gag that was in his nmouth. He raised hinself, inch at a tinme, and

| eaned over toward Doc.

"I"l'l help in a mnute," he whispered.

Percill did not speak loud. But his voice had a thin, carrying quality. A guard sitting at the
foot of the coffin heard him

The thug whirl ed, yanked out his gun.

Soung Percill could not help Doc then. He screaned, dived toward the back of the hearse. The girl
was in his way. He thrust her out and back, junped to the ground, just as the thug fired.
Brakes went on. The thug piled out the rear of the hearse, his gun still flam ng.

Doc pulled hinself up. The attenpt to escape was right in his line of vision.
There weren’t any houses in this part of the city except a bit of wastel and where gangsters |iked
to leave their victins.

Soung Percill streaked across a weed-grown narsh, pulling the girl with him He stunbled once,

got up again.

Then a submachi ne gun spoke. Soung Percill reared erect, then dropped and tried to craw . Barge
Deeter got down fromthe driver’'s seat of the first hearse, drew his gun and fired once.

Soung Percill lay still.

A gangster grabbed Barbara Hughes, pulled her back toward the hearse. "I thought yuh was in on

this!" he snarl ed.

"Percill pulled me with him" the girl gasped.

Barge Deeter was snmiling thinly. He looked in the rear of the hearse. Then he yelled in
amazenent .

"The bronze guy’s gone!" he shout ed.

MEN poured fromthe "mourners’" cars, dozens of men, heavily arned. Spotlights went on in every
car, made the scene as |ight as day.

Fog appeared suddenly, a thick, heavy fog. It seemed to cone first fromthe hearse in which Doc
had been prisoner, but no one noticed that. The fog spread too rapidly.

In the space of seconds it had conpletely covered the procession of cars. The searchlights were
usel ess. Men bunped into each other, swearing. Guns barked, only to stop as the gangsters realized
they m ght shoot each other.

The fog did not last long. It hung in the air only for a few seconds, then it lifted. A shout

came up fromone of the gunmen.



"Barge's got him"

A big man grunted. Under one arm he held a huge, bronze figure. Steel bands encased the victim
until he could hardly nove.

Wthout a word, the big man carried his victimback to the hearse, dunped the other into a
cof fin.

"What a guy!" one of the gunmen nmuttered. "All by yourself, too!"

"Yeah," Deeter’s voice bragged. "He ain't so nmuch."

The gunman | ooked into the coffin. The figure there wore Doc Savage's cl othes—but not Doc’s
shoes. The gunnman did not notice the huge, oversize feet of the man encased in the steel bands.
The procession got under way again. "Deeter" drove slowy. It was not difficult to make the thug
besi de hi m suggest the proper turns.

Doc had wanted to rescue Monk and Ham But he knew the artificial fog he had created woul d not

| ast | ong enough, so he had done the next best thing: He had traded places with Barge Deeter.
"Seens | onger than usual," he said in Deeter’s voice.

"Yeah," the thug said. "W¢'re driving slow. There she is now, though. Wn't be long."

A narrow road |l ed to what | ooked like an ancient incinerator plant. It had been once.

The thug was garrul ous. Slight suggestions from Doc brought out the story.

Once an incinerator for disposal of stockyard refuse, gangsters had purchased it to use as a
crematory. It was just on the city line. They even had a pernmit. It nade an ideal place for

di sposi ng of bodi es.

Doc pulled the hearse up in front of the crematory. He said nothing and stepped fromthe hearse,
wal ked with Deeter’s quick, shuffling stride toward the second hearse.

There was an observation roomon the second floor of the crematory. A man was peering through a
smal | window. Hi s eyes flickered suddenly; he pressed a sw tch.

Li ght fl ooded the scene below. The nman started. He junped to a m crophone.

"Look at Deeter’s feet, you fools!" he shouted. "You ve been tricked. That's Doc Savage, not
Deeter!™"

THE voi ce thundered through | oudspeakers. Gunmen were frozen with surprise. Then they went into
action.

But Doc Savage had not hesitated. He had gone into action first.

A dozen nen, heavily arnmed, were about the hearse containing Monk and Ham Ohers would be there
in a second. It was inpossible to rescue themfor the nonent.

The bronze man turned and ran. And as he ran, fog flared out behind him Doc broke tiny capsul es
in one hand. A chemical came fromthose capsules. Misture in the air struck the chenmical, created
the fog effect.

The bronze man fitted queer goggles over his eyes. Wth themon, he could see plainly in the fog.
A huge car was at the side of the building, a |ong open car of expensive nmake. Doc raced to its
side, |looked in. The car was | ocked. For a nmoment the bronze man was beside it. Then he turned.
He raced directly into the crematory.

The artificial fog lifted just as he noved through the door. The man in the observatory above him
saw him Orders roared through | oud-speakers. Dozens of nmen rushed into the building.

Doc dived down steps, reached what |ooked like a huge boiler room

It was only seconds later that his pursuers arrived. They found Doc curiously exam ning the
control gadgets.

"Get him he's trying to put it out of order!" Barge Deeter’s voice howl ed. As soon as he was
freed, the big man had run up. He was still peeling make-up off his face, nake-up Doc had hastily
appl i ed.

The gunnmen | eaped forward. Doc waited calmy. He made no effort to escape. Resistance woul d have
been usel ess.

Barge Deeter’s eyes gl eaned. "Cot you, Savage!" he gl oated.

"Afairly conplete place," Doc said quietly.

Deeter sneered. "It’'s nore than conplete—t’'s hell!" he snarled. "The tenperature inside is four
t housand degrees. You just get on this belt and ride through double doors. If we didn't have those
doubl e doors the heat in here’d be enough to fry us, too. There's an eight-foot air space between
them doors. "

Doc appeared only mildly interested. More nen were bringing in Ham and Monk. Behind t hem

squeal i ng and struggling, were Habeas and Chemistry.

Monk’s face fell when he saw Doc. He had hoped the bronze nan had escaped.

BARGE DEETER gave a crisp order. Men pushed Doc and his aids forward. They found their eyes
pressed agai nst peephol es.

"Just on the chance you jamed this thing, |’mgoing to use another body first," Deeter rasped.
"Besides, | want you to watch; | want you to know the hell that waits you."

Gangsters grinned. One brought the body of John Alden. Swiftly the body was fastened on the
endl ess belt that ran inside the furnace.



The roaring heat of the crematory fires sounded dully. Machinery began to runble, the belt began
to nmove. The outer door opened automatically. John Al den’s body slid fromsight.

The peephol es gave onto a hollow tube that ran into the chanmber of fire.

Slowly, John Alden’s body came into view. As the outside door closed, the second door opened.

Fl ames | eaped out. John Al den’s body dropped into those flames. It disintegrated in the heat.

"At least," Hamsaid, "it's quick."

Barge Deeter gave a quick signal. Four nen seized Doc, carried himtoward the noving belt.

Doc Savage said nothing. His face was grim Behind himthere was a choked cry. Barbara Hughes had
descended to the furnace room

"It.—it's too awful," she sobbed. "I—+ knew this place was here, but |—=

"Shut up, baby!" Barge Deeter rapped.

Monk struggled at his bonds. He'd hoped to the | ast that Doc had sone trick, sone way of

escapi ng. The destruction of John Al den’s body had destroyed that hope.

"Doc! Doc!" he shrilled. "Don't let themdo it! They can't do it!"

Ham also, was fighting futilely; streans of perspiration bathed his face.

Doc | ooked at them He said not hing.

Then he was tied to the asbestos belt. Again the machinery began to nmove. Slowy, Doc di sappeared
into the outer door.

Monk’ s face was pressed close to a peephole. Until the last, he would not give up. The outer door
closed. Then Monk sobbed al oud. H's huge shoul ders sagged. He twisted his face away. It was |ined
wi th agony.

"I SAWhim Ham" he choked. "Saw his body drop into the fire. Nothing is left but ashes."
Hamtried to speak, but could not. He had seen, also. Hs |ips worked strangely. He was afraid to
trust hinmself to words as Monk was tied to the asbestos belt.

"Good- by, you missing link," he managed at last. And turned his head away.

Barge Deeter kept his eye at a peephole. He grunted with satisfaction as Mnk dropped into the
fire. Hamwas next. He went without a word, face fearless. Chenmistry put up a good fight, but a
usel ess one. Habeas was tied into his arns. Together, they made the ride.

"A conplete job," Barge nuttered. "Now we got nothin' to worry about. Let's go."

Bar bara Hughes was crying. But as Barge Deeter |ooked at her, she made an effort to stop her
tears. She tried to smile.

"You're going now?" she asked. "Then take ne with you."

"I ain't goin to do nothin' else, baby," Barge Deeter said.

They left the room Behind them the fire raged on unchecked.

Barge Deeter was jubilant as he got into one of the touring cars. "I never thought the big bronze
bum woul d be such a push-over," he chuckl ed.

The gunman with himgrinned slightly. "He was no pushover," he said flatly. "He just ran up

agai nst sonmeone with nore brains than he had."

Barge preened hinsel f, reached down and flicked a speck of dust off one of his huge, oversize
shoes. Others might kid himabout the size of those feet, but secretly Barge was rather proud of
t hem

"l did do rather good," he said nodestly.

Hi s conpani on snorted. "You, hell! You got |icked once to-night. Lucky we cane al ong and hel ped
or you might have been outsnarted a second tinme."

Barge Deeter’s expression didn't change. He brought his right fist over in a looping right. The
man’ s jaw cracked, he slid down in the seat of the car, unconscious. Calnmy, Deeter tossed himout.
Bar bara Hughes’'s features were still strained and white. "l—you— she started.

"Get in here with nme, baby," Barge Deeter smirked. "No one can't say | got no brains."

The girl slipped into the car. She nanaged another smile. "You re awfully smart," she said. "And
you're really going to take me with you?"

Deeter started the car, sent it roaring down the road. "Sure, baby, don’'t you worry about that."
Hi s smirk becane a wide grin.

The girl snuggled down into the seat. "I—+ do wish you hadn’t killed Soung Percill," she said.
"I =+ rather liked him"

Barge Deeter scowled. "You ain't goin’ to |like nobody but ne," he said firmy.

"But—but that was so useless," the girl argued. "I can understand why you wanted to kill Doc
Savage. He mi ght have interfered with your plans, but Percill—=
"Was just an Eurasian," Deeter said. "I didn't like him"

He wheeled the car into a small airport. It was a private field, not equipped with night lights,
but he seened to be expected. Other nen drove up.

A big transport plane was near a hangar, nmotors idling. Men piled out of cars and went toward the
pl ane wi thout a word.

Barge Deeter was happy. Doc Savage was dead. The big boss was going to be pleased. H s reward
woul d probably be a big one.

He chuckl ed. The girl |ooked at himinquiringly.



"l was just thinking, baby, how smart the boss really is," he explained. "If anybody had any idea
what he was doin’, how big a thing he's behind— He chuckl ed again

The girl frowned. "I really should call my paper. If | don’t, nmy editor will be anxious, perhaps
have the police and Federal men |ooking for ne."
Barge's jaw dropped. "l1'd forgotten that," he grunbled. "But 1'lIl do the calling."

"Then just tell himl ' mafter a big story, and—and that this is thirty fromne."
"Thirty?" Barge scow ed suspiciously.

"My own nunber," Barbara explained. "If you didn't say that, he m ght not believe you."
Barge shuffled off, grinning. He was still grinning when the big plane took off five mnutes
later.

"You're goin' to see things, baby, things that will nmake you think you' re dream ng. But you won't
be. They're real."

The girl's face whitened slightly. "You—you nmean The Monster?"

"l mean The Monster," Barge affirmed. "Too bad it couldn’t have killed Savage, but he sure knows
what hell felt like."

Chapter | X. BACK FROM HELL

BARGE DEETER had spoken truly when he had called the crematory furnace a hell. It was. Nothing
human could withstand the terrific heat generated in the blast pit

Doc did not go into the pit. He had had a few nonents alone in the furnace room before the
gangsters arrived. In those nmoments he had made his plans, had acted

He lay quietly as the outer door opened and he went through into the eight-foot tunnel between
that and the door to the inferno. The tunnel was narrow, and the tenperature seared the |lungs. But
it was bearable

Doc’ s shoes seenmed to go on toward the second door. That door opened. A formslid slowy along
dropped into the pit. The door to the blast room cl osed

But Doc was free, inside the eight-foot tunnel between the two doors

Freeing himself fromthe ropes had been easy. Razorlike false finger nails had capped his own
when he had pernitted hinself to be seized in the furnace room Those razors had severed the ropes
around his wists. He had nmerely used his exceptionally linber and facile feet to slip out of his
shoes

The angle fromthe peephol e was such that Barge Deeter could not see the top of Doc’s body when
the feet came into view Doc slipped fromhis clothes, drew hinself back, letting the clothes follow
the shoes on toward the fire

Waste rags he had stored inside the furnace door padded those clothes, nade it appear they
covered a body. Just as the second door opened, he rmade a snall cloud of snoke

That snoke di med the vision of the watchers only a little, but it was enough

Even Monk, well as he knew Doc and his tricks, had been willing to swear the bronze nman had gone
into the fiery pit

Doc tined his actions to the instant. He knew Barge Deeter woul d | ook away, woul d seize anot her

of his nmen. He dived down the narrow tunnel way, directly toward the second door

The tunnelway was of tin. The razor-sharp false finger nails slashed down through one side of it
like a can opener. Alnost instantly he cut away a small section, rolled through. He was still
between the two walls of the furnace, but he was no longer in sight of those at the peephol es
Monk’ s body canme al ong on the asbestos belt. The second door opened to receive him Again there
was a faint cloud of snoke. Doc’s hands reached out, cut the ropes about Mnk’'s feet, guided them
t hrough the opening he had nmade in the tunnel

But through the peephole it appeared that Monk went directly into the open door, directly into
the open fire there. That was an optical illusion

The trick Doc used was an old one. He had arranged two mirrors in such manner as to make it

appear Monk went one way, when, in reality, he went another. The mirrors had cone fromthe conpact
kit he carried around his wai st

"My gosh!" Monk breathed. "I really thought | was a goner." Rivers of perspiration poured from
hi s body.

Doc had no tine to answer. Hamis formwas coming al ong the asbestos belt

Ham opened his eyes cautiously, saw Monk and Doc. He sighed. "Dying was easy," he said faintly.
Habeas Corpus and Chenmistry cane through the slot in the side of the tunnel. Fur was singed on
the ape, and Habeas was close to being the roast pig Ham had often threatened to nake him

But they were alive. Doc again had rescued his friends

The crematory had been built fromthe old incinerator. Mrtar between the bricks was | oose and
chal ky. Doc handed his aides narrow pi eces of steel fromhis kit. They went to work on the nortar

I'N Al aska, The Monster had claimed another victim Barge Deeter and a pl ane | oaded with gunnen
were headed North. Mre hell was soon to break in Arcadia Valley

Doc and his nen did not know why Barge Deeter was so interested in The Mnster. They did not know
why he had gone to such desperate | engths to regain the hair John Al den had nuiled, and to destroy



John Al den’ s body.

And they did not know why The Monster was w eaking such terrible havoc.

But of one thing they were sure: And that was that the horrible nenace that hung over Arcadia
Valley was still there, that it was up to themto solve the nystery, to try and save the |ives of
the col oni sts.

And now they had one thing on their side. Barge Deeter believed them dead. The big-footed killer
did not know they were still on the trail.

DAWN was just breaking when Doc and his aides finally made their way through the side of the
furnace.

Chemistry ronped around for a nonent, put his arms |ovingly about Monk. The hairy chem st roared,
westled free.

"If you don’t keep that ape off me," he howed, "I—+'II tear himlinb fromlinb!"

Habeas Corpus shi ed away, rubbed agai nst Ham The dapper |awer exploded. "And I'Il put this pig
back in the furnace and really enjoy roast pork," he shouted.

Habeas and Chenistry darted for the open air. They wandered down the drive to the highway.

Monk and Ham were busy rubbing oil on their scorched skin as Doc searched the crematory. The
observation roomwas enpty. Nothing had been | eft behind except sone old clothes. Doc donned those.
He needed them

Then he turned to a tel ephone. He nade two calls. The first was to the Chicago police.

"I"1l say | do know sonething about sone strange radio static!" roared the sergeant at the other
end of the line. "We got a blast sone tine ago that al nbst put our radio cars out of business. It
was right on our wave | ength. Wiy? Do you know sonet hing about it?"

"I may be able to aid you later," Doc said snoothly. "Did you discover the cause?"

"I think we did!'" the sergeant barked. "W put our directional finders at work, and found the
static came froma car that drove to a private airport. The men in the car took off in a plane,
headi ng north."

"Thank you," said Doc. Wiirls showed in his eyes. He had attached a static-naking cylinder to the
ignition wires of the car that had been outside the crematory. The results had been as he had

expect ed.

He knew now t hat Barge Deeter was heading toward Al aska.

Then he nade a second call. He had sone difficulty before he reached the city editor of the
Bl ade. The editor had gone home and was sl eeping. Doc asked him just one question.

A strange, trilling sound came as he received his answer.

Monk and Ham grunbl ed. Wal king was not their idea of fun. But no cars had been | eft behind. They
had started to hike back toward the city.

A short distance ahead of them however, they canme across a truck in front of a road stand. Doc
handed the stand owner a ten dollar bill and clinbed in behind the wheel of the truck and drove
toward the city.

DOC and his aides left the truck at a busy corner in the city. Then they took a cab, and Doc gave
an address. Ham | ooked puzzl ed. He | ooked nore puzzlied a few minutes |later. The cab turned on the
street where Soung Percill had lived.

Percill’s mansion was gone. Plenty of police and firenen were about. The house had been burned to

t he ground.

Doc stopped and asked questions.

"Arson," grunted one of the firemen. "W found a body in there, also. The body had a bullet wound
init. Looks |ike sonmebody killed Percill, then set the house on fire to hide the crinme, but it
didn't work.

Ham whi stled. Doc’s flake gol d eyes narrowed.

"Qur friends are thorough, at any rate," Mnk said.

VWhat had happened seened clear. The gangsters had brought Percill’s body back, then burned the
house. They hadn't expected to hide the fact that Percill had been nurdered. But they preferred that
to having anyone find his body near the crematory.

An investigation mght have been nade then that would have reveal ed the fact that Doc and his nen
had been killed. As it was, everyone was accustoned to the bronze man di sappearing for |ong periods
of time. If he and his men vani shed al one, nothing woul d be thought of it.

"At least they don't know we're still alive," Hamsaid with satisfaction.

HAM was in error there. As the cab turned on toward their hotel, a man cane from one of the

room ng houses nearby. He | ooked as if he had been seeing ghosts. He got into a snall roadster and
trailed the cab.

Doc and his nen left the cab at their hotel. The man in the roadster saw themplainly. He |icked
dry lips, then stepped down hard on the accelerator. He went to a night club.

The ni ght club appeared deserted. It was |long after hours. But the man knocked on a rear door,
gave a signal. The door opened.



Wthout wasting tinme, the man ran down a flight of steps. He entered a roomthat the patrons of
the night club had never seen. It was a radio room An operator was |ounging back in a chair,
readi ng a copy of The Shadow.

"Quick! Get Barge Deeter! Doc Savage is still alive!" gasped the messenger.

The operator gal vanized into action. He grabbed a set of headphones, reached for a key.

Ml es away, an operator in a plane received the news. His face paled as he interpreted the
nmessage.

Frantically he scranbl ed back, gave Barge Deeter the paper covered with sprawl ed words. Deeter’s
big feet were propped out confortably in front of him Barbara Hughes sat cl ose by.

The big feet cane down with a bang.

"It—+t ain't possible!" Deeter gasped. "Nobody could ‘a got out of that furnace!"

"He did," the operator said |aconically.

Deeter pulled hinmself up with sudden decision. He issued crisp orders. The operator grinned.

The man who had trailed Doc, grinned also as the orders came over. He went to a tel ephone,

rel ayed the nessage to soneone at the other end of the wre.

Then he went to the street. An extra was bei ng hawked by the newsboys. It was all about another
killing by The Monster in Arcadia.

"You' Il have another extra to sell before long, that really will sell papers,” the man said under
hi s breath.

Chapter X. ARCADI A VALLEY

DOC and his nen did not know of the mnmysterious nmessage. Monk and Ham al ready seenmed to have
forgotten their close escape fromdeath. They were ribbing each other as usual when they arrived at
the airport where Doc had |left his plane.

"I"d just as soon that bunch of npbnkeys thought we were goners, anyhow, " Monk runbl ed. "They

won’'t be expecting us then."

"Monkeys ought to know that apes are hard to kill," Ham said sarcastically.

"Doc, tell this shyster to lay off ne," Monk wailed. "All he does is just—

"l don't fall for the wwong girl, anyhow," Ham put in quickly.

The hairy chemst’'s face fell. "Doggonit," he nmoaned. "I'd alnost forgotten her. She sure |led us
into something. But | didn't fall for the dizzy blonde. For once | guessed right. | knew she was a
crook. "

Doc began watching the skies. He gave a snall sound of satisfaction. A speedy scout plane
suddenl y di ved down from hi gh overhead, notor scream ng, and cane to a perfect |anding.

A thin man with pallid, unhealthy-appearing conpl exion, stepped fromthe plane. He was not very
tall, and seemed a physical weakling. That appearances were deceitful, those who had cone in contact
with Major Thomas J. Roberts knew to their sorrow.

Cal l ed "Long Toni' by his friends, he was a wizard with electricity. He was another of the bronze
man’ s ai des. Long Tom yanked parcels fromthe cockpit of the scout plane. "Think | got everything
you asked for, Doc, even though time was short,"” he said.

The bronze man nade a swift inspection. "All here," he said briefly.

Monk and Ham | ooked at each other in faint surprise. Some of the objects Long Tom had brought
were fam liar, but others they had never seen. And, too, they wondered how Doc had gotten in touch
with Long Tom But if he didn't say, they weren't going to ask.

A reporter and cameraman cane running up as Doc and his men | oaded the stuff Long Tom had brought
into the big transport plane. Unobtrusively, the bronze nan vani shed. Mnk and Ham al so sl i pped

i nside the ship.

"Where's Doc Savage? |s he going to Arcadi a?" the reporter demanded.

Long Tom | ooked dunb. "Who? Where?" he asked stupidly.

Motors of the big transport plane roared into life. The reporter sputtered futilely. No one
noticed the touring car that raced suddenly across the field.

"l got to be goin’ now " Long Tomsaid. He junped into the plane. The photographer lifted his
canera for a sw ft shot.

Br-r-r-r-r-r!

THE caneraman gave a faint gasp. H's camera dropped fromhis hand as he crunpled to the earth.
The reporter had heard submachi ne guns talk before. He did not hesitate. He dived to his face.
The gun had not been ainmed at the reporter or caneraman. |t had been aimed at the plane. It had
been the caneraman’s msfortune to get in the way. Lead hamrered up toward the notors of the ship.
Those motors, four of them how ed |oudly. The plane spun, headed directly toward the oncom ng
touring car.

The men in the car ducked, the driver swerved, but the Tommy gun roared again, bullets glancing
harm essly off the metal of the wi ngs.

There was a faint thud. A snall object, like a tin can, spun fromthe front of the plane, |anded
directly in the touring car. A cloud of gas arose as the can | anded. The driver let go the wheel,
clawed frantically at his nose and eyes. Then the car overturned, spilling gangsters on the field.



Sorme did not arise again

There was a police car near the field. Cops got out of it, guns in their hands, and advanced
toward the crooks

The big transport plane lifted easily, circled once nore, then headed north

"Evidently our foes know that we were not cremated," Doc said quietly

"Sone of themsure know it now, at, any rate," Hamsaid dryly. He was watching the scene on the
landing field. The gunnmen, still blinded by the gas bonb hurled at them by Doc, were trying to rise
and fight.

Pol i ce guns barked briefly. The gangsters went down.

Al Doc’s nmen were experienced pilots. They alternated at the controls, pushing the giant plane
along rapidly. Already they feared they m ght have been del ayed too nuch, that nore of the Arcadia
col oni sts m ght have fallen victimto The Mnster

"What can it all be about? Could there really be such a beast?" Long Tom asked wonderingly.

"If we only had that hair, maybe we could tell sonething about it," Mnk grunbl ed

"You were going to guard it," Hamrem nded naliciously. "If you could only keep things—

He broke off, appeared startled. Chem stry, |ooking quite proud of hinmself, had waddl ed forward,
pl aced one hand in Mink’s coat pocket. He brought out the obl ong package—the package that had
contained the giant hair.

"Wwhat! H how?" gul ped Monk

Ham | aughed del i ghtedly. "Chem stry did it!" he shouted. "He got it!"

Monk turned blankly to Long Tom "T-that wasn't there. Barge Deeter took it. That ape’s playing
tricks!"

"No, " Ham sai d nodestly. "I merely taught himto pick pockets. | know what happened. He I|iked
that thing; he swiped it back fromBarge, probably hid it in the furnace room Wen we got out of
that oven, he put it back in your pocket."

Long Tom opened t he package, examined the hair with deep interest. "Truly, it nust have cone from
a beast of gigantic stature,” the electrical w zard nused

Monk | unbered forward, relieved Doc at the controls

The bronze man gave his low, trilling sound when he saw the hair. He issued instructions crisply.
Ham and Long Tom opened several of the packages Long Tom had brought from Doc’s offices in New York
In the rear of the plane was a snall |aboratory. It was conpact, and as near conplete as space
pernmitted. Doc vanished into this, taking the hair with him

Ham nodded with satisfaction. "Now we’ ||l have sonmething to work on," he predicted

A sharp cry cane from Monk. The plane lurched as it nade a sharp turn. The notors roared with
suddenly increased power.

Long Tom dived to a wi ndow, |ooked out. One | ook was sufficient

Four small, speedy planes were diving toward them At the sanme nonent the four notors of Doc’s
big transport ship stopped as conpletely as if the switches had been turned off

MONK' S cry attracted Doc’s attention. The bronze man appeared fromthe | aboratory, took in the
situation at a glance. Wth snooth speed he darted to the front of the plane, dropped into the
co-pilot’'s seat.

"They’ ve got an electric ray, one that has paral yzed the nagnetos in our notors," Long Tom
nuttered

Doc nodded, his bronze face inpassive. A worried | ook was on Mnk’s honely features. Even Ham had
| ost sonme of his usual apl onb.

Their plight was desperate. Mnk had pushed the controls forward, had thrown the plane into a
slight glide. Behind them the pursuing ships were overhauling themrapidly.

For a noment the conbat planes were holding their fire. Hard-faced pilots were sneering, fingers
ready on the triggers of their nmachine guns, ready to blast their hel pl ess prey

Doc took the controls. The hairy chem st surrendered themw llingly. He was an expert pilot, but
here was a job he knew only Doc could handle

Even if they could dodge their pursuers, a landing with dead stick would be inpossible. Trees and
rocky crags were beneath them The plane would be shattered into a thousand pieces

"Tighten your belts! Hold on!" Doc’s voice was not raised, but his aides obeyed instantly. The
worried | ook vani shed from Monk’s face, to be replaced by a childlike air of confidence

Behind them the pilot in the | eading pursuit ship raised his arm Four fingers tightened on the
triggers of four machine guns. A rain of |ead poured toward the hel pl ess transport plane

In the same instant, Doc Savage | eaned forward, pressed two small buttons

And then an anmzing thi ng happened

There was a crash, as if froma terrific explosion. The transport plane dived sharply, then
literally shot alnpbst straight up into the air. It traveled at an incredi ble speed

Bullets aimed at it from behind passed harm essly through the spot the plane had occupied a
nmonment before.

Bl am

A second expl osion canme. Doc’s plane smashed up through a thick |ayer of clouds, came out in the



sunli ght thousands of feet above the pursuit ships.

Monk gasped. He had been sl ammed back hard against the back of his seat. The wind had been
knocked from him

"What the— he nuttered.

"Merely two powerful rockets, built in the tail of the plane," Doc explained quietly.

The hairy chem st gul ped, and nodded. Doc, he knew, had experinmented w th rocket ships.

The rockets had shot the plane far out of range of its pursuers, had saved Doc and his nen from
what had seened certain doom

There was a sudden roar. The four big notors went back into action, brought the big ship back
under control.

"We are now out of range of the electrical equipnment which tenporarily disabled our motors,"” Doc
said sinply.

"This is screwier and screwi er," Mnk conplained. "If that Mnster is on the level, why are so
many efforts being made to keep us fromgetting to Arcadia?"

BEHI ND, and far below them were four nen who m ght have answered Mnk’s question had they

wi shed. But they were far too startled to think of anything except the strange sight they had just
Wi t nessed.

The pilot in the |l ead ship wagged the wings of his plane, turned north. He was follow ng the
course that Doc’s ship had taken, but he had no expectation of overtaking it.

He shrugged, reached out and touched a snull radio key, tapped out a nessage. He sent in code,

and in a strange | anguage.

Mles to the north, a man with huge, oversize feet read that nmessage, handed it to his compani on.
"T-they failed!" he said hoarsely.

The other’s expression becane nal evol ent, his eyes sparkled dangerously. "I suppose | should have
expected it," he said. H's voice was queer, alnost |isping.

"What are we going to do, boss?" Barge Deeter frankly showed the worry he felt.

A thin, mrthless grin crossed the other’'s face. "Two things. First, Barge, send the nen we

sel ected to the colony. They know what to do there. Send that other messenger to the Indians. They
will lay the groundwork. And then—

"What then, boss?"

"The Monster has been searching for a bronze-haired man, Barge," said the others.

"It can’t fail!" Barge exulted. "You're right. The Mnster has been searching for the heart of a
bronze-haired man—and that fits Doc Savage. Not even that bronze fiend can cope with The Mnster."

BARGE DEETER mi ght not have felt quite so sure, had he been watching the bronze man just then.
Doc Savage was studying a test tube, a peculiar expression in his eyes. In that test tube had
been placed fine residue fromthe hair of The Monster. OQther chenicals had been added with it.
The bronze man nodded, and worked swiftly. He made a conmpound of a strange powder. This conmpound
he coated on several snall objects, approximately as big around as pencils. But they were not solid,
as are pencils; they were very porous.

The pl ane nosed down. Doc |eft the |aboratory.

"We're at Arcadia," Ham announced. The bronze man nodded.

Bel ow them was the fertile valley that the nodern pioneers called hone. The day was bright, the
weat her fine.

But for a honestead project, the fields beneath them presented a strange appearance. They shoul d
have been filled with working nen and teans. Children shoul d have been playing around the cabins.
Just the opposite was true. The fields were deserted. No one was outside the cabins. Only the
fact that snoke rose from chi meys showed that the valley was still inhabited.

The Monster had laid the cold hand of fear on the very heart of the col ony. Few noved about even
in daytime. Not even brave men coul d be persuaded to | eave their hones at night.

Monk’s face was beam ng. There shoul d be fighting ahead.

"But | still don't think there is such a thing," Mnk told Long Tom "It's just sonme trick. Now
that we’'re here, everything will be all right. I'd like to meet that Mnster nyself."

It was just as well that Monk could not ook into the future, that he did not know just how soon
his wish was to be granted—and what the result was to be.

Chapter XI. A COLONY OF FEAR

SOUND of the roaring plane brought a few heads out of cabin doors. Then the plane swept down, and
its markings were identified. The result was amazing.

Peopl e seenmed to pour fromall sides. There were wonen with fear-lined faces. Children clung to
their hands, tried to hide behind their skirts. Men, with stern features and shaki ng hands, sone
carrying guns, rushed forward.

As Doc eased the plane to a landing on a broad neadow, their shouts cane even above the
shattering burst of the engines.

"Doc Savage! Doc Savage! The bronze man is here! W are safe! Safe!"



Doc rarely showed enotion. But he showed it now Conpassion was in his flake gold eyes.

A tall, bearded nman, whose white hair hung alnpst to his shoul ders, grabbed Doc by the hand,
wung it hard. He seened to find it difficult to speak.

"W are glad, sir, glad you are here," he said at |last. "W know you can save us, and can save
what we are working for."

"We are here to try," Doc said quietly.

Monk and Ham noved the plane to a shelter of several |arge trees, where they could anchor it
firmy. Doc, acconpanied by the man with the white hair, made a short inspection of the col ony.
"My name is Dwight, sir, Herb Dwmight," the old nman said. "W were happy here until this—this
Monster came. W want to stay here, we love it here."

Doc’ s eyes m ssed nothing. Mddern cabins had been erected. The farm nmachinery was of the best
kind, and the soil was fertile. Were crops had been planted, those crops were coning up rapidly.
Some of the colonists were fromcities. Others had come fromfarns where the soil had worn out.
The experienced ones had hel ped those not so experienced.

It was easy to see what a happy spot Arcadia Valley nust have been before the terror of The
Monster wi ped | aughter fromthe hearts of its inhabitants.

Dusk was falling, clouds were appearing in the sky, as Dwight | ed Doc toward his hone for supper.

FROM a fringe of trees, half a mle fromthe nain colony, three nen crept forward. |In appearance,
they were col onists. They al so wore overalls and flannel shirts.

But they were not colonists. And their errand was a gri mone.

However, despite whatever their errand was, fear was forgotten by the people for a nonent.

Habeas Corpus and Chemi stry had nade an i mrediate hit! The pig and ape were surrounded by curious
children al nost as soon as they cane fromthe plane, and nmade friends at once.

One small boy even got on Habeas Corpus’s back, while the pig squealed and ran in nock fright.

For the first tine in days, the children | aughed naturally. Even their parents |ooked anused.
Cheni stry brought | aughter when he cornered an inquisitive youth, held himsolemly with one arm
while with his other fist he pretended to pluck lice fromthe boy’'s head.

"Looks like you're making a hit, Mnk," Ham said naliciously.

"Yeah, well, at last they're not riding nme," piped the hairy chenist.

The bronze man’s aides had a dozen invitations for dinner, but they joined Doc at Dwi ght’'s cabin.
Ms. Dwight, small and notherly, brought pleased grunts from Monk as she heaped the table with fried
chi cken, hot biscuits, mashed potatoes and gravy.

"We all know, now that you boys are here, we will have nothing nore to worry about,"” Ms. Dw ght
said with conviction.

"Doc’ Il take care of it okay," said Mnk, and filled his plate for the third time.

"If he doesn't do it fast, you'll eat everybody out of house and home," grinned Ham

Rain pattered faintly on the roof, then ceased. Ms. Dwi ght shuddered. Involuntarily, she turned
pal e; her voice sank to a whisper.

"A storm And The Monster always cones when it storms."

Herb Dwight’'s eyes flickered uneasily toward the windows. His tall frane seemed bent and aged,
suddenl y.

"Already sone of the nore timd have left," he said. "I do not blame themwuch. W all will |eave
if this Monster is not trapped and killed. Only the fact that we knew you were coning kept as many
of us here as there are.”

Doc nodded. "This Monster, | believe, is referred to in an Indian |l egend. It seens strange,
however, that its power woul d be great enough to reach Chicago."
"You nean—

"John Al den was killed in Chicago,"” Doc rem nded. "H s body was not nutilated, but otherw se the
synptonms outwardly were as if he had been killed by The Monster. The same odor was about his body.
He lost his voice as others have said they did when they saw the strange beast."

Herb Dwi ght | ooked at Doc strangely. "I gather, M. Savage, that you may doubt there is such a
nonster, may believe our people have nerely imagi ned they saw sonething."

"No," said Doc. "I do not doubt the stories of the colonists. They have reported just what they
saw. "

"What Doc neans, | think," Long Tom explained, "is that there may be a human agency as well as an

oversi ze, giant beast to contend with."

Ms. Dwi ght shuddered. "To think that humans m ght be connected with such a foul thing, that they
mght aid it in catching other nen so it mght feed on bodies!"

Monk frowned. "Now that's all over," he said reassuringly. "There's goin’ to be no nore screanin’
from now on—

He broke off, his face changing expression with startling suddenness. Every person at the table
went rigid.

H gh and shrill, cane a long, unearthly wail.

MONK and Ham noved fast. Long Tomwas far fromslow They barely had their chairs pushed back



before Doc was outside.

Herb Dwi ght sat as one frozen for a long instant. The fast di sappearance of his guests snapped
himout of it. Courage returned to his lined face.

He, also, |leaped fromhis chair, raced for the door. He grabbed a |l ong-barreled rifle as he ran.
The wail sounded even |ouder outside. It did not stop, did not rise or fall. It kept on, steady,
hi gh- pi t ched.

The sound cane fromthe direction of Doc’s big transport plane.

And then the |loud, unearthly wail stopped. It shut off in md-beat, and the silence that foll owed
seened queer and sinister.

Herb Dwi ght was al nost behind Long Tom The white-haired col onist heard a sudden shout of
surprise come fromthe |anky el ectrical genius.

Long Tom put on nore speed. He noved away as if Herb Dwi ght had been standing still.

In the sanme instant, two other shapes flashed by. One was running low to the ground, nmaking queer
grunting sounds. The other was half erect, and nade no sound at all. Red eyes gleanmed in a hairy
face.

Habeas Corpus and Chemistry were not going to be left behind. If there was to be action, they
wanted to be in on it, too.

The night was pitch dark. It had stopped raining for the nmonent, but stormclouds hid the stars.
It was inpossible to see three feet ahead.

Monk and Ham noved forward rapidly, Mnk |unbering, Hamrunning with the snmoboth grace of a
fencer.

Alow, trilling sound came to their ears. Neither Mnk nor Ham hesitated. They dived face
downwar d on the ground.

Bl am

Bl am

Lead tore over their heads. Quns flashed fromthe direction of the plane.
Only Doc’s warning had saved the dapper |awyer and hairy chemi st.

MONK and Ham separated without a word. They noved forward in short bursts, crawing rapidly, then
dropping flat. The guns continued to bark.

Doc Savage circled. He noved like a waith in the darkness. A snall object was in his hand. It
was one of his tiny gas bonbs, a gas that brought quick unconsci ousness, but not death.

Slowly he eased forward.

Ham was saying bitter things to hinself. The ground was nuddy, his inmracul ate attire was being
rui ned.

From the sound of the shots, there could be only two nen. Doc could take care of them

And Ham knew that it was no nonster they were stal king, nor had the weird wail been froma human
throat. The wail had nerely been a siren, which sounded when any one approached the plane and passed
through a ray of invisible light. It was one of the usual precautions they took to safeguard the
pl ane.

The sudden stopping of that siren was sonething el se. Ham thought he knew what that meant, al so,
t hought he knew what they woul d find when they reached the plane.

The | awyer saw a |l unbering figure, shortly ahead of him creeping forward cautiously. A grim
smle came to his |lips.

Slowly he drew hinself up, |eaped forward.

DOC, close to the plane, hurled the snall gas bonb. It hit a wing of the ship, nade a faint crash
as gl ass broke.

A hoarse shout came. "Beat it! That bronze guy has thrown a bonb!"

There were sounds of running feet. Doc sprinted after them He could overtake themeasily, could
probably gain sone information fromone of the two attackers.

Then he halted. A strangled shout had cone fromnear by. It was Hamis voice. It was a call for
aid. Following it came a tremendous thrashing, and nmore gurgling cries.

Doc did not hesitate. Ahead of himwere two nen who mght hold the key to the secret he sought,
but behind hi mone of his men was in trouble.

Instantly he whirled, sped toward the scene of the fight. Squealing sounds were comi ng now.
Monk’ s bel | ow coul d be heard as he al so raced toward the scene.

Doc drew a snall flashlight, flicked it on. He stopped.

On the ground, rolling over and over, was Ham H s eyes were al nost popping fromhis head, his
hands were beating the air futilely.

Astride him one hairy armcrooked about the dapper |awer’s throat, was Chemistry. The ape’'s
smal|l red eyes were blinking, his teeth were show ng viciously. N pping at the ape’s heels was
Habeas Cor pus.

MONK panted up, took in the scene with one quick |ook. H's nmouth opened, he alnpbst strangled with
| aught er.



"Chemi stry!" said Doc quietly.

The ape started, his grip relaxed. Al nobst sheepishly he | oosed his hold, anbled over to Mnk.
"l -+ saw sonething creeping forward," gasped Ham "I junped on it—and it was that."

"And what did you expect Chemistry to do?" Monk how ed. "Naturally he fought back."

"And neanwhile, the nmen at the plane have nade their escape," Doc Savage said quietly.

Monk sobered instantly. Doc never criticized, but Hamknew it was his fault the nen had gotten
away. Doc had returned to aid him

"l don’'t think all of themdid," Long Tomput in with quiet satisfaction.

Long Tomwas right. One had not escaped. Hi s body |ay beside the door to the plane. One hand was
bur ned.

"The siren sounded a warning," Long Tom explained to Herb Dwmi ght. "But this man cane on. The

pl ane was wired, not with enough juice to kill under ordinary circunstances, but only to give a
severe shock. To-night, the ground was wet. Which would conplete a circuit. | thought something |ike
this had happened when the siren stopped. This man was killed as he tried to enter the plane. That
nmeant the circuit was shorted.”

"But —but who is he?" Dwi ght gasped. "I never saw him before."

Long Tom shook his head. He had never seen the nan before either. He was dressed |ike one of the
colonists, but evidently he wasn't one of them

Doc entered the plane. He returned al nost at once, his face expressionless as usual, but his

ai des knew somnet hi ng was wrong.

"Barge Deeter is a very persistent man," Doc said quietly. "The hair that cane from The Mnster
has been stol en. Nothing el se was taken."

Chapter X I. AN I NDI AN RAID

NOT all the col onists had been al arned by the sound of the siren. Amle up the valley a girl and
a boy were absorbed only in each other.

For them fear had lifted with the arrival of Doc and his nen. For the first time in days, they
felt free.

They wal ked al ong, al nbst unaware of the rain that fell. A burden had been lifted fromthemthe
burden of fear. Arcadia had becone a paradi se again.

"I"ve got a plot of land picked out," the boy explained eagerly. "W can get it all right, and
then we can get married next week. Wn't that be fine?"

The girl’s hand tightened in his.

Thunder roared, back in the nountains. A jagged streak of lightning flashed across the sky.

And then The Monster appeared!

The odor cane first, that penetrating, sickly sweet snell. The two youngsters halted,
terror-stricken.

Its long I egs noving slowy, alnobst creeping, the huge, |oathsone bul k of The Monster noved into
view. It stopped short at the sight of the panic-frozen girl and boy.

Then the girl screanmed. A long, frenzied scream of horror.

Half a mle away, Doc Savage heard that scream H's flake gold eyes blazed w th unaccust omed
feeling. He launched hinself forward with blinding speed.

The boy and girl did not know that help was on its way. It would not have aided themif they had
known.

Pi cking up speed with every stride, The Mnster raced toward them

A thin yell cane fromthe boy' s tight lips, broke the spell that held him He shoved the girl
face down in the nud.

Then he turned and ran—+an directly toward The Monster!

DOC found the girl, still lying in the nud. She was sobbing. She tried to talk, but could not.
The bronze man surveyed the scene rapidly. Lightning flashed. Far in the distance was a small
dot, a dot that appeared to vanish.

The odor of The Monster was still in the air, but it was disappearing rapidly. The girl lifted
her head. She recogni zed Doc.

"You didn't save him" she cried. "W were to be so happy! Now he is gone! Gone!"

The bronze man lifted her to her feet, his lips tightening slightly, but he did not speak. It
woul d do no good to tell her that he had asked Herb Dwight to notify all the colonists that he
wanted themto remain indoors until he and his aides could investigate. Evidently this girl and her
sweet heart had not been given the nessage.

Monk, Ham and Long Tom rushed up, breathing heavily. They had been with Doc when they had heard
the girl’s scream but the bronze man had far outdi stanced them

Doc turned to Long Tom "Take her to her hone," he said quietly.

Gently, Long Tomtook the girl’s arm Still sobbing, she was |ed away.
Ham s face was serious. "It—t struck again, Doc?" he asked.
The bronze man inclined his head slightly. "It woul d appear so," he said soberly. He drew a

flashlight, turned it on the ground. Footprints of the boy were easy to follow. They were



wi de- spaced, but waveri ng.

The footprints did not go far. The boy had not had far to run to neet his fate.

And his body—er what was |eft of his body—was not rmuch farther along the trail.

Monk grew rather white around the eyes. Hamset his jaw as tightly as he could, and tried not to
| ook.

Doc nmoved about cautiously, taking care not to destroy any nmarks on the ground. Then he knelt
besi de the body, exam ned it carefully.

It seened inpossible that any animal could weak such havoc. But the evidence was there. And the
foul odor, just like that which had been on the hair, still clung faintly to the body.

The tracks showed clearly how the giant beast had skidded to a stop, snatched up its hel pl ess
victim only to drop hima few nonents |ater.

Ham was | ooki ng at the boy’s head. He recall ed sonething about the | egend he had heard. "Hhis
hair was bl ack, Doc," he said jerkily. "N-now if he' d been bronze-haired, naybe The Monster woul dn’t
cone again.

For the boy’'s heart was gone.

A SMALL man, hidden a hundred yards away, didn’t hear Hamis words, but he was thinking the sanme
t hi ng.

The man wore only a breechcloth. H s copper-colored skin was oiled, and dabbed with paint. Hs
face had been nade hi deous by |ong streaks about the eyes and nouth.

He turned quickly, wiggled through the grass as silently as a snake. Wien he reached a snall
grove of trees he rose to his feet and started to run.

Over one shoul der was a | ong bow. He had arrows about his m ddle.

The Indians of Arcadia Valley had shed civilization, had returned to the days of their forebears.
Now t hey were planning a raid such as never had been staged before.

Quite a different, but just as formidable, a foe was watching Doc and his nmen froma small hill,
not far fromwhere the boy' s body |ay.

He was one of the nen who had made the attack at the plane. He did not see the Indian slip away.
Hi s attention was centered on Doc and his aides.

The man had not run far after escaping the gas bonmb Doc had hurled. He had remai ned hi dden, and
had trailed al ong when the bronze man and his aides started up the valley.

As Doc started to trace the tracks of The Monster, the man grinned. He ducked off the hill, down
to a spot where he was well conceal ed.

There was a pack on his back. A snmall mcrophone dangl ed around his neck. He waited until the
thunder died for a nmoment, then spoke into the m crophone.

Not far away, the running Indian also had dropped into a snall valley. Two score of warriors

wai ted himthere.

"It is tinme," the small Indian said. "The one we were told was comng is now here."

"The bronze-haired one, he is where he can be seized?" asked one of the waiting group.

The messenger grunted. In silence, the others lifted their bows. Al had guns, but not with them
For the job they wanted to do, arrows woul d serve their purpose best.

In single file, alnobst invisible in the darkness, and nmaking no sound, they left the place where
t hey had been conceal ed.

"IT seenms incredible,” said Ham There was awe in the | awer’s voice.

"Anyt hi ng seens incredible to you outta a courtroom" said Monk. The hairy chem st had regai ned
sone of his usual spirits. But secretly, he also was anmzed.

Foot st eps of the giant beast had di sappeared. Doc al one did not seem surprised. The bronze nman
retraced their steps, appeared chiefly interested in the individual footprints made by The Monster.
Rai n was washi ng away sone of the detail, but the clear-cut prints nmade by the huge feet were

pl ai n enough to nake out the faint markings of tiny hair along the sides.

Monk’s smal | eyes blinked. He dropped behind, his huge fists clenched. There was no reason for
those footprints to sinply stop.

He bent over, trying to find sone clue to the nystery. There was a solid thunp. Mnk did nore
than bend over. He went on down, |anding on his face in the nud.

Ham and Doc did not notice his absence. The | awyer was al so ranging wide of the trail.

Then sonething collided with the back of his head. It did not strike squarely. Ham had just
moved. He caught only a glancing blow But it staggered him The flashlight wavered in his hand. The
beam of the |ight caught a small object in its path. The object was stuck in the nud, still

qui veri ng.

Ham gul ped, incredulously. It was an arrow. But the end was not sharp. It was dull and had a
heavy weight on it. The | awer opened his mouth to yell to Doc.

Two arrows struck himat the same tinme. One caught himon a tenple, the other at the base of the
jaw. The arrows had been fired fromclose at hand, and were noving swiftly.

Ham j oi ned Monk on his face in the nud.



DOC was closer to Ham H s superkeen ears caught the sound of the arrows as they struck the
lawyer’s head. Instantly, his flashlight went out

And then all hell seenmed to break |oose. The air was filled with a very stormof arrows—and nmade
hi deous with sound. Two score of |ndians, scream ng war whoops, charged fromall directions

The man with the portable radio heard the whoops. He turned pale, started to run down the trai
over which Doc and his aides had come. He ran squarely into a | ean, sickly appearing man

Long Tom had left the girl at her cabin, was on his way to rejoin Doc. He didn't know who had run
into him but he didn't stop to ask questions

The electrical wizard didn’t look like a fighter. That is what his opponent thought. For that
reason, the other didn't even try to draw a gun, he swng a hard fist. He brought the fist up from
t he ground

Had it | anded, Long Tom woul d have been out of the fight. It didn't. Long Tomstruck first. He
buried one fist in the other’s belly, brought the second over in a | ooping swi ng that caught the man
on the jaw. The man went down

Long Tom | eaped over him raced down the trail

A human vol cano seened in action ahead of him Men were erupting fromall sides, only to pick
thensel ves up, dive back into the fray.

Doc coul d have escaped ordinary opponents with ease. The Indians were different. They were
experts at anbush. They closed in on him sonme sw nging clubs

The battle with the bronze devil becanme a new | egend

Doc’s hands were flicking out with incredible speed. Man after nan toppl ed over

Long Tom hurled hinself into the fray recklessly. That was a m stake. He was engul fed, went down
al nost at once. A club caught himover the top of the head while he was still yards from Doc
Brilliant light flooded the scene suddenly. Doc had tossed a small flare high into the air. By
its light he could see the prone bodies of his three aides, knew they were not seriously hurt
Forty against one are heavy odds. Doc had devices with himwhich could have equal i zed t hose odds
But he did not use them He went down, seemi ngly because a human wave had swarned over him

The shouting Indians did not know that he had permtted hinmself to be taken prisoner

H s aides didn't know that, either. Mnk was the first to recover

The hairy chem st shook Ham angrily. Hamroused, got to his feet. They found Long Tom wi t hout
difficulty.

But Doc was gone

"And it was Indians," said Ham for once ungranmmati cal

"What are we waiting for?" rasped Long Tom "We're going to need help."

The aides started to run. They headed toward the cabins of the Arcadia col onists. Fear gave them
speed

Thunder roared. The rain cane down with redoubled fury

Chapter X Il. A SACRIFICE | S TAKEN

AT about that time, a strange neeting was going on at Herb Dwi ght's home. Nearly every

abl e-bodi ed man in the col ony was crowded into the snall roons.

A tall man with hawk-nose and piercing eyes was taking the | ead. "Even-Swap" Crowel was one of
the newconers to the colony. He had won his nickname by always wanting to trade, to "swap-even."
Usual |y those who traded with himfound they had not cone out even

"The Monster’s struck again,” he proclained |loudly. "The fanmous Doc Savage was al nost on the
spot, so to say, and what did he do? He did nothing!"

There was a murrmur of agreement fromthe packed roomns.

"But we oughtta give hima fair chance," Herb Dwight put in anxiously. "He has just arrived; he
hasn’t had an opportunity even to investigate yet."

"l say let's get out!" Even-Swap bellowed loudly. "Let’'s get out while at |east sone of us are
still alive."

The murnmur of approval grew | ouder, then died down.

Herb Dwi ght’s shoul ders set, he glared about defiantly. "I’mgoin’ to stay. |I’mnot goin’ to |ose
everything |’ ve got here—a chance for a real hone, a confortable living."

Even- Swap Crowel snorted disgustedly. "I've got sone |and down in Arizona. Ain't worth nmuch, but
it would be worth nore to yuh there, than this will up here, with you dead. |I'I|l swap even."

Herb Dwi ght | ooked at himwi th eyes that suddenly narrowed. "Seens to ne |’'ve heard you try to
trade others around here for their land,” he said coldly. "There wouldn’t be any particul ar reason
for you wantin’ us all to get out, would there?"

Even- Swap | aughed harshly, his hawk-nose quivering. "Hell, no, I"'monly trying to save your
stubborn old life—=

Monk and Ham burst into the room Long Tom cl ose behind t hem

"The | ndians got Doc!" Mnk bell owed. "Get your guns, we’ ve got to rescue him"

There was a nonent of startled silence. Even-Swap | ooked triunphant. "See—your fanpbus Doc Savage
can’t even handl e a bunch of scrawny Indians," he sneered

Monk’ s bi g shoul ders hunched, his squat head jutted forward. Snall noises cane from himas he



stepped forward. He threw up one huge fist. It caught Even-Swap under the chin. The other al npst
turned a backward somersaul t.

"1 thought you guys were nmen!" Monk snapped. "Did we cone up here to try and save a bunch of
babi es?"

Argurment broke out. A fewa very fewwere in favor of hel ping hunt for Doc. The others were
frightened. Monk did the arguing. Ham and Long Tom slipped outside. No one saw them | eave.

"I'f we knew it was only Indians," one colonist said hesitantly.

"It is Indians, | tell you!" Mnk roared. "Your ancestors fought |ndians. Are you—

Bl am

Bl am

Lead tore through the roof over their heads. Loud war whoops cane from outside. They sounded as
if comng fromtw dozen throats, and fromall sides.

"Wwhy, the |Indians have attacked us!" Herb Dw ght breathed incredul ously.

The others said nothing. They reached for nearby guns.

Fighting the terrible nmenace of The Monster was one thing; fighting Indians was sonething el se.
They weren't afraid of Indians.

One or two thought it strange that the war whoops stopped when they got outside, but that, they
reasoned, m ght be because the Indians were playing cagy. They raced al ong behi nd Monk without
question. A few nonents |later, Ham and Long Tom joi ned the rear of the procession.

A broad grin was on Hanmis face. He chuckled with silent mrth.

"First time | ever knew | could be such a good Indian," he said to Long Tom

THE | ndi ans who had seized Doc did not waste words. Wth the bronze man tied so tightly that he
could hardly nove a nuscle, they had set off at a fast pace.

They left the low hills, with scattered woods, and cane to a broad neadow. The | eader grunted.
Doc was dropped to the ground.

Four stakes were driven into the soft earth. They were driven so deeply it would have taken an
exceptionally powerful man to have pulled up even one of them

Doc was thrown flat on his back. Ropes were fastened to each wist and each ankle. One end of the
ropes were tied to the stakes.

The bronze man was spread-eagl ed on the ground, helpless.

Doc made no nove. He did not show that he was even conscious. H's breathing was slow, unhurried.
The | eader grunted a signal. Silent as shadows, the Indians slipped into the background. A few
cast anxious glances toward the mountains to the north. It was fromthere The Mnster cane.

Anot her man was wat ching those nmountains. He was the man with the portable radi o, who had been
knocked out by Long Tom He had recovered just in time to see the Indians carry Doc away.

A sly grin was on his face as he foll owed.

When he saw Doc tied helplessly on the ground, his grin grewto an evil smrk. A deadly automatic
was in his fist.

As the Indians retreated, he advanced. But despite the fact that Doc was bound, apparently
unconsci ous and unable to nove, he advanced cautiously.

Doc’ s eyes cane open. Hs ear was close to the ground. He heard the other’s approach.

The bronze nman nade no nove. Nor did he yell out.

The man with the gun came cl ose—so close that he could not mss. He raised the gun.

"No use taking chances,” he nuttered. "This way we'll be sure." He squeezed the trigger.

Bl am

The man with the gun went over on his back. H's shot went up in the air.

A smal | object had appeared in Doc’s hand. It was shaped somewhat |ike a knife. In fact, it did
have a sharp blade. But in the center of the knife was a small hole. It was an ingeniously contrived
pi stol.

The bronze man secured the weapon concealed in his sleeve when he heard the gunnman approach. As
the other had raised his weapon, Doc had fired.

The bullet was not solid. It was of the nmercy type that Doc had perfected. But it hit with a
solid blow, and when it caught the other in the face, it had knocked himto his back. The

qui ck-wor ki ng anaest heti c made hi m unconsci ous instantly.

The Indians heard the shot. They had not gone far. One drew a knife, rushed forward.

"The Monster wants the heart of a |live bronze-haired man, not a dead one!" he shrieked.

The gunman had no chance. He was sensel ess. Sonet hi ng happened Doc had not counted on. The

kni fe-gun carried only one shot, it was usel ess.

Still shrieking, the Indian plunged the blade of his hunting knife into the heart of the hel pless
gunman. The next nmorent he ripped the scalp fromthe other’s head.

Thunder roared. The Indian yelled, dropped the scalp and ran.

A smal| object had appeared in the north. In the space of seconds it becanme rmuch | arger. The
Monster was charging directly toward Doc!

THE sound of the shot and the Indian war whoop gave Doc’s aides and the col onists the clue they



needed. They were not far away.

Monk, Ham and Long Tom shouted orders. They all had been arny officers. Under their direction,
the colonists spread out in a thin skirmsh line. They advanced on the doubl e, weapons ready.

A majority of the colonists carried rifles, a few were arnmed only with pistols.

Doc’s nen carried strange weapons. |n appearance they were somewhat |ike sawed-off shotguns. But
there were big, circular cylinders for bullets, and at the front end of the barrels were |arge
di sks.

The weapons were really rapid-firing el ephant guns, shooting slugs |arge enough to stop a
charging rhino, and with force enough to penetrate chilled steel. The disk at the end of the barrel
was a recoil check, so that a man could fire without being knocked to the ground.

Adapt ed by Doc, they were probably the npst deadly weapons ever conceived. Using expl osive

bul l ets, they could have stopped a charging tank.

They were part of the equi pnent Long Tom had brought from New York at Doc’s instructions, and
wer e designed for cases just like this.

The col onists were yelling shrilly. They still thought they were hunting only for Indians.
And then they saw The Monster!
It was still half a mle off, but it was comng with the trenendous speed of a racing car. Its

eight long legs were eating up the distance. A lightning flash made every feature of its | oathsone
appear ance plain.

The col oni sts m ght have stopped, m ght have turned and run. Mst of themwanted to. But then
came the first whiff of the foul, sickly sweet odor of The Monster.

And in the sane instant, Mink lifted his rapid-firer gun, kept the trigger down.

B-r-r-r-r-r-r-r-r!

The blast was |like that of a dozen cannons firing at once. The very roar sent renewed courage

t hrough the colonists. Their guns cane up. A hail of |ead rained toward The Monster.

But it was still out of range. It did not pause, did not hesitate.

And directly in front of it was Doc Savage!

THE | ndi ans woul d have been surprised, then, if they could have seen the bronze man. He was no

| onger tied. The rope |oops were off his wists and ankles, had been renpbved from hi s neck.

H s marvel ous physical devel opment was the answer to that. Every nuscle in his body was exercised
and trained far nore than the ordinary man’s.

Miuscl es had rippled in his wists; the rope had been forced back up; his fingers had doubl ed back
with the open bl ade of the knife-gun, had severed the bonds.

But Doc did not nove. He lay quietly, seem ngly even expectantly.

There was a small object on his chest. That object was trained directly on The Mnster. Had any
one who witnessed the scene been wearing black gl asses, they woul d have been amazed. For then they
woul d have seen that |ight was coming fromthat object. The light was trained on The Mnster.
Monk, Ham and Long Tom did not know that, nor did they know that Doc was free, that he could nove
at any instant.

Sormet hing like a npan cane from Ham he tried to put on even nore speed. Mk darted to one side.
He was yelling shrilly.

For the first time, The Monster seened to be aware that there were many nen in front of it,
instead of just one victim |t slowed.

Ham rai sed his gun. And the foul odor suddenly was dense in the air. Frantically, Hamtried to
tighten his grip on the trigger. Hs nuscles refused to obey; his tongue was tight in his nouth.
Slowy, the big gun fell to the ground.

The Monster came on with a slow, stalking gait that was even nore om nous than its rushing speed
of an instant before.

On all sides guns were dropping fromnen' s hands. Al nobst as one, the col onists stopped, frozen.
The terrible scent had done its work.

Ham reali zed his senses were reeling, felt a quick, alnost irresistible inpulse to run directly
toward The Monster. He knew he had to do somet hi ng—anything, otherwi se all was |ost.

Monk’ s gun had slipped fromhis big fists. He, too, felt the pull, the hypnotic attraction of The
Monster, felt he nmust run toward it. But he, too, knew that he had to do somet hi ng.

Wth a desperate jerk, Ham grabbed a queer-shaped pistol fromhis belt. Hs arns were | eaden; his
nmuscl es were trying not to obey the inpulse of his brain. The |lawer’s brain was well-trained.
Slowy the pistol went up; the nuzzle pointed directly at the sky. He pulled the trigger.

Ham fighting with every ounce of will power, directed his short legs to run. They noved, slowy
at first; then with nore speed. They ran not toward The Mnster, but to one side.

There was a sudden burst of light, a trenendous flare that bathed the plain in its glow The gun
Ham had fired had been a Very pistol; it had discharged the big light that troops used in the war
for night fighting, made the scene as |ight as day.

And then an anazi ng thing happened.

The Monster was al nost upon Doc. It seermed it would seize himin the next instant.

It didn"t. It turned, flashed into action with a speed that seened inpossible. It took one



trenendous | eap, al nost vani shed fromthe range of light. It |eaped agai n—

MONK, head down, was running for all he was worth. He had fought his way clear fromthe spot

where the odor of The Monster was strongest. He had only one idea in mnd: he wanted to divert the
attention of The Monster, lure it fromthe spot where Doc |ay.

He succeeded. He was directly in its path. The huge beast, its bulk rearing as high as a
two-story building, did not seemto pause, but its pincers went out.

Then Monk screanmed. He had not intended to, he didn’t want to. The shriek was torn fromhis |ips
in spite of hinself.

The Monster swooped himup. It | eaped again. The next second, and it was gone.

Doc Savage was on his feet and running. He, alone, had not been affected by the foul odor, the
queer, hypnotic snmell that came fromthe huge beast.

Ham was frankly crying. Long Tomi s features were strained. Doc had been saved, but Mnk was gone.
Ham real i zed, now that Doc had not been hel pless, that for sonme reason of his own, he had been
lying quietly and silently. And know ng the bronze man’s amazi ng physical prowess, the |awer knew
that Doc probably could have escaped wi thout aid.

But the light evidently had frightened The Monster.

Now Monk was gone.

And still the rain canme down steadily.

Chapter XIV. BEAUTY | N DI STRESS

THE col oni sts were funbling around, |ike nen comng out fromunder ether. The wind and rain were
clearing the air. The odor of The Mnster was vanishing. As it vanished, the nmen’s senses returned.
And with the ability to think cane blind, panic-stricken fear. They did not pause to pick up

their guns. They did not stop to ask questions. The colonists turned and ran—+an |ike nen possessed
by denons.

Doc’s face was grave. Fromhis nose he took two small objects, about as big around as pencils,

but not as long, and nmade of porous naterial.

The obj ects were antidotes he had prepared in the plane’s laboratory to conbat the strange

effects of The Monster’s odor. He had given simlar objects to his aides. In the excitement they had
forgotten to use them had been affected by the odor, had been unable to use the powerful guns they
carried.

Ham controlled hinself with an effort. He had fought with Monk, had quarreled with him

continually. But there was real affection between the two.

"The ol d ape," he said softly, and tried to keep his voice steady. "He thought he was giving his
life to save you, Doc."

The bronze man nodded. His flake gold eyes were sober. "The | east we can do is keep faith with

him and conquer The Monster," he said quietly.

Sonmething in his voice brought Long Tomis head up sharply. He, too, was shaken, but he tried to
hide it. "You |l earned sonething, Doc?" he asked hopefully.

"l do not know for sure. | think so," the bronze man said.

A suspicion was forming in Hamis mnd, also, but it didn't nake sense. It |ooked as though a gang
of nmen might be wanting to buy up the land in the valley, possibly through Even-Swap Crowel, and
were trying to take advantage of the terror created by The Mnster.

But there could be no valid reason for that. Governnent geol ogists had reported no oil

formati ons, nor had any trace of valuable mnerals ever been found in the valley. The |land was good
only for farmng; it was valuable only to men |ike the col onists.

Besi des, who would want to live in the valley, with The Monster still running | oose?

DOC and his nen searched until daylight. They found no trace of Mnk. Evidently he had not been
killed at once.

Footprints of The Monster vani shed abruptly a short distance fromthe spot where Monk had been
sei zed. Search as they would, they could find no sign to show where it had | anded agai n.

But as witnesses had testified the giant beast was capable of junping great distances, this was
not so surprising. It might have turned in any direction and the footprints escaped detection.

At dawn they returned to the big plane. Ham and Long Tom were dej ected. Doc went at once to the
pl ane’ s | aboratory.

Opening his shirt, the bronze nman renoved the small, oblong object that had been suspended there.
It was a novel camera. Fromit he took a long roll of film developed it rapidly.

The canmera was one of Doc’s devising. Attached to it was a light of great strength, but it threw
black light, not white. The filmused was of the type to take photographs under infra-ray beans.
Wil e Doc had been lying quietly, apparently waiting to be seized, he had in reality been taking
pictures of The Monster. The infra-ray |ights had not been noticed by the giant beast.

Swiftly, he examned the film H s low, trilling sound cane suddenly.

Long Tom and Ham rushed to his side. "Find sonething, Doc?" Ham asked hopefully.

"Sonet hing very strange," the bronze man said. "This filmshows The Monster as it approached ne.



The detail is perfect. It also shows the action as the beast whirled to go after Mpnk."
He set up a snall novie projector. "There is one other thing it shows. That is what | want you to
watch for. It is a clue of the highest inportance.”

THE col oni sts were not waiting for further investigation by Doc. Every hone was the scene of
great activity. Men were |oading their possessions into old cars and i nto wagons. Wrnen and children
stood by, silent and spiritless.

The col oni sts were going. They were abandoni ng their homes and the high hopes they had felt. The
fear of The Monster had conquered thought of all el se.

A few were hesitant. Herb Dwi ght was one of these. But even his resolution had been shaken. And a
nunber of men were circulating anong the colonists, relating again and again the long |ist of
victins slain by The Monster, and telling of the inpossibility of conbating it.

Even- Swap Crowel was one of these. But now, Even-Swap was naking no effort to trade land in
Arizona for land the col onists were abandoni ng.

He had his furniture and goods packed in a car surprisingly better than those used by the average
colonist. He, also, was ready to | eave.

Even- Swap saw Doc and his aids return to their plane. The hawk-nosed nan signal ed sharply, and
one of those who had been urging the colonists to lose no tine in |leaving, slipped to his side.
Even- Swap gave crisp orders. The other, a burly, thick-chested man with the broken nose of an
ex-prizefighter, nodded. He crept close to the plane.

The pug was hiding near by when Doc spoke to Long Tom and Ham H's face changed col or abruptly.
He turned and ran. \Wen he found Even-Swap, he talked swiftly.

Even- Swap’s face also altered; it becane suffused with rage.

"I don't like todo it, it ain"t my nob!" he raged. "But we've got to act! W can’t have things
spoi | ed now "

He ran to his car, grabbed a tank that had a | ong hose attached. The tank was heavy, but he
carried it without difficulty, running as rapidly as possible toward the plane.

The col onists did not notice. There was too nmuch confusion in the hurried exodus.

As he neared the plane, Even-Swap turned a snall valve on the tank. A trenendous sheet of flane
broke fromthe end of the hose.

Breat hi ng heavily, Even-Swap turned that flane on the plane. It conpletely envel oped the big ship
infire.

DOC had just started to showthe filmin the novie projector. The sudden heat fromthe
flame-thrower was tremendous. Metal wi ng struts nelted, gasoline tanks expl oded.

"Bl azes!" shouted Ham It was nore than just an exclamation. It was a literal statement of fact.
The entire plane was abl aze.

Chemi stry and Habeas Corpus had been left in the plane when Doc and his aides nade their night
trip. Now the pig was squealing in fright; the big ape was hoppi ng about madly, his fur snoking.
Doc did not waste tine. He ripped open a small door in the | aboratory, brought out what appeared
to be thin, transparent sheets.

Ham and Long Tom knew what they were. They grabbed them Chem stry and Habeas Corpus were covered
first. Then they slipped into two suits of the transparent material. Invented by Doc | ong before,
they were fire suits, capable of w thstanding extreme heat.

But the heat fromthe flane-thrower was as strong as the blast of an acetyl ene bl ow torch. Even
in the suits, the skin turned red, hair curled. Life could not |ong be sustained.

Doc did not hesitate. He grabbed a snall netal ball, opened two tiny jets. There was a quick,

hi ssing sound. Wat | ooked |ike a giant soap bubble began to form Doc and his nmen were inside the
bubbl e.

The bronze man manipul ated the tiny jets again, and the bi g bubble expanded nore. It becane a
mass of foam pressed the fire back. Calmy, Doc stepped forward, the others at his heels.

The big bubble rolled along before him forcing the flanme back. Wthout hurry, they wal ked ri ght
through the fuselage. Only the nmetal skeleton of the plane remained, and part of that had nelted.

EVEN- SWAP' S nout h dropped open. He thought he was seeing things. He had believed it inpossible

for anyone to escape the fiery hell he had created.

Desperately he swung the hose of the flane-thrower so that the three nen were directly inits

path. The fire stopped when it hit the bubble, stopped as if it had run into a blank wall. The three
men did not stop, they came directly toward him

Even- Swap’ s nerve broke. He dropped the flamethrower and fl ed.

Doc turned off the jets. The big bubble collapsed. It had been nade by qui ck expansi on of gas
conpressed into the nmetal ball, the walls of the bubble being of a fire-quenching foamperfected to
a degree even higher than the foamused for fighting oil blazes.

Ham threw of f his fire suit. He pulled out his mercy pistol, started to fire. Doc knocked the

pi stol aside.

"The filmis destroyed. This man may be the only clue we have left," Doc explained swiftly.



EVEN- SWAP had started to run toward the colony. The flames fromthe burning plane had attracted
the attention of the colonists, however, and they were running toward the scene. Crowel saw he woul d
be trapped.

He turned, dashed toward the distant mountains. Doc raced in pursuit. Behind himtrail ed Ham and
Long Tom w th Chenistry and Habeas bringing up the rear.

The bronze man coul d have overtaken Even-Swap at any tine. He made no attenpt to do so. |nstead,
he | oafed along. And he took care to keep conceal ed as nmuch as possi bl e.

Even- Swap cast desperate gl ances behind. Then he decided he had thrown off pursuit. But he did
not pause. He nerely altered his course. He headed directly for the nountains in the north.

The trail led upward swiftly. It wound along for a time beside a mountain stream Then Crowel

pl unged off the beaten path, started to clinb through thick trees.

Doc’s flake gold eyes glinted. There seenmed no doubt but that Even-Swap was headi ng for a hiding
pl ace, probably where others of his gang were conceal ed. He mi ght even be going toward the spot
where The Monster hid.

Then cane the scream It was a wonman's scream high and piercing.

Even- Swap heard it, but he did not stop. Rather, he redoubled his speed. Doc did stop. He turned
in the direction fromwhich the scream had cone.

Bar bara Hughes appeared far to the right. She broke into a small clearing. Her clothes were torn
fromrunning through trees. Her eyes were wide and staring. Fear was on her features.

Cl ose behind her canme several nmen. The girl was running rapidly, but it was clear she could not
escape. Her pursuers were gaining with every | eap.

Doc hesitated, but only for an instant. If he went to the girl’s rescue, Even-Swap woul d escape.
He m ght | ose the only chance he had of solving the nystery of The Monster. But if he didn't go to
the girl's aid, there was no telling what m ght happen to her.

The bronze man whirled; he ran toward the girl.

Bar bara Hughes saw him For a nmonent her face lighted with hope. Then it changed.

"Run, get away!" she shout ed.

One of her pursuers was al nost up to her, he reached out one hand and grabbed. Her dress ripped
at the shoul der. She turned, raked the other’s face with her finger nails. The man bell owed with
pai n, and turned her | oose.

The girl’s cry had warned the others. They saw Doc. Instantly, their tactics changed. They paid
no nore attention to the girl. They dropped, and pulled out guns.

"Save yoursel f, Doc Savage!" the girl cried.

The bronze nman did not hesitate. Lead rained about him Sone of the shots struck him

He was wearing his bullet-proof underwear. The bullets nmerely bounced off harm essly. As he ran,
Doc pulled a thin cape fromhis pocket, and put it over his head. That woul d protect hi m against
bei ng shot in the head.

FAR down the nountainside, Ham and Long Tom heard the sound of the shots, realized that Doc mnust
have encountered opposition. They increased their speed.

But fast as they went, they could not keep up with Chem stry. The | ong-arned ape was very nuch at
home in the big trees. He swng along at a flashing clip. And he had no difficulty in follow ng
Doc’s trail.

Chenistry was attached to Ham He had a great adoration for Mnk, and had foll owed the hairy
chem st around for hours. But he had even nore respect for Doc. Probably because as an ani mal he
coul d sense the attitude of humans, he knew that Doc was the |eader, that all his men turned to him
And Chemi stry had been in many fights. He knew the sound of gunfire and what it neant.

As Doc neared the first of the gunmen, the man | eaped up in terror, tried to run. He couldn't
understand why his bullets had had no effect.

One of Doc’s arnms floated out. H s hand seened scarcely to touch the other’s neck, but the man
went down, the nerve at the base of his brain paral yzed.

There were four other attackers. They were bunched. They were typical gangsters, hard of eye and
accustonmed to rough-and-tunbl e fights.

Doc plowed into themw thout pause. He was met by a stormof swinging fists. Gun butts were in
some of those fists. Others held bl ackj acks.

The bronze man’s head appeared to fade back as the blows came toward him Gun butts and

bl ackj acks struck only enpty air.

H s two big hands caught the necks of the closest gangsters. He swung their heads together with
force enough to bring quick unconsci ousness.

The other two sought to run. Once nore Doc’s hands flicked out, pressed the nerves at the base of
their skulls. They joined their companions in untroubl ed sl unber.

The fight had been a brief one. But Even-Swap had di sappeared. So had the girl.

Doc’s |lips cane together slightly. The girl had shouted a warning. She had indicated clearly that
this time, at |least, she was friendly. But she had not stayed to help or explain.

There canme a crash of breaking tree |linbs, and sounds of a scuffle. Doc raced toward the sound.



The girl had tried to run away, but she had not gotten far. She had been spotted from above.

Chemi stry, |ooking absurdly |ike Mnk, had one | ong arm about her neck, his furry paw over her
mouth. Wth the other arm he had caught her just above the el bows, was hol ding her so she coul d not
nove.

Now he was | unbering forward, carrying his struggling burden awkwardly. He | ooked very pl eased

wi th hinsel f.

"That will do, Chemistry," Doc said quietly. "You did very well."

Chemi stry beanmed under the praise. He set the girl to her feet. She was gasping, and her face
flushed with anger.

"Li eut enant Col onel Mayfair, | never thought you would treat a girl so roughly— she began. Then
she turned, saw that Chem stry, not Mnk, had been the one who had seized her. Her flush becane
scarl et.

"However, | think Chemistry did just right,"” Doc said calmy. "You have a great nany things which
you m ght explain, which would help. Are you ready to tal k?"

The flush left the girl’s face, it became white. Fear returned to her eyes.

"l +— Sobs shook her small frame. "I+ mafraid," she said. "B-but, I'Il talk."

Chapter XV. THE G RL’S STORY

"I 4+ REALLY am a newspaper wonan, and | was trapped, just as you were, although they tried to
make it look as if | were in with them" the girl said.

"1 know, " Doc nodded.

The girl started. "B-but how could you know?"

"Your city editor repeated to ne the nessage you sent through Deeter," Doc said quietly. "You
said it was ‘thirty,’ which in newspaper parlance neant the end for you."

"l shoul d have known you woul d understand, but | didn't see how you coul d ever escape fromthat
horrible crematory. It—+t was terrible, and | was hel pless. | was watched every mnute. | couldn't
call for aid."

"Tell me what happened," Doc sai d.

The girl spoke swiftly. She had hoped to escape from Deeter and call help for Doc and his men.
Barge had prevented that. He had taken her with him

"I knew that if | stood any chance of getting away alive, and of helping others later, | had to
play along," she said, and blushed. "I—+ made Barge think | had fallen for him and that | really
wanted to go along on his account.

"Actually, | was hoping | could | earn what The Monster was, could learn sonme way to save those
poor people in Arcadia."

"Yes?" Doc pronpted.

"W went to a hide-out farther up here in the nountains,"” she explained. "But Barge didn't really
trust me. | was blindfolded. | only could learn a few things."

"And those things?"

The girl's face paled, she started to trenble again. "Something big, something tremendously big,
is afoot, M. Savage," she breathed. "I do not know just what the full extent is, but | do know it
is far beyond anything | ever inmagined before.

"There is a huge canyon, partly concealed by big trees, partly hidden in the formof a natural
cave. Hundreds, possibly thousands of men are there. | did not see them but | could hear them Day
and night there is the nurmur of voices."

Doc | ooked thoughtful.

"l heard other things, too," the girl continued. "I heard the sound of many planes, com ng and
going. Always there seened sonme activity. The sound of those planes could not be heard in Arcadia.
I"msure, because of the nountain in between. And |"-she hesitated, seened to shrink—= | snelled
sonet hi ng, something fearful. Something that seened to snmell just |ike the newspaper accounts of The
Monster that has been killing Arcadia col onists."

The bronze man nodded. He had expected that. For a nonent he | ooked at the girl without speaking,

hi s hypnotic eyes appeared to drill into her brain.

"And the leader of all this, did you nmeet hin?" he asked softly.

The girl shuddered. "I—+ don’t know. Perhaps. Sonetimes while | was blindfolded, | could sense
soneone near nme, staring and staring. | had the feeling that it was soneone | knew. But | didn't see
hi m

"Barge kept urging me to marry him He said that would prove | had really come there because of
him and that then he would take off the blindfold, and that | could learn all there was to know.
But = She shivered violently.

"And then you escaped," Doc pronpted.

The girl started. "Only an hour ago. How stupid of me to forget that—that Hune hel ped nme," she
said excitedly. "Hune was one of the guards. He—he fell for ne. | persuaded himto free nme. He was
afraid to stay, so he cane along when | ran. | know he nust be hiding sone place close."

Doc’s flake gold eyes I|ighted.

"He can tell you all you want to know," the girl said.



DOC S rescue of the girl had not gone unnoticed. Barge Deeter had di scovered Barbara Hughes’s
escape al nost at once. As a small group went in inmmediate pursuit, he organized a |arge party and
foll owed. He could not afford to have the girl free now.

Big feet planted firmy, he watched through binocul ars as Doc overcane the men who had caught up
with the girl.

H's face set in crafty lines. He spoke softly to the score of men with him They fanned out,
drifted through the trees, surrounding the spot where Doc and the girl stood talking.

Barge Deeter took a small object fromone pocket. He had held a simlar object in his hand when
John Al den died at the Chicago airport. But none had seen it. And none were destined to see it now.
Deeter grinned mrthlessly as he slipped forward. Doc Savage had escaped nmany traps. He woul d not
be able to escape this.

Despite his big feet, Deeter noved silently. He was hidden close by as Doc and the girl started

| ooking for the guard who had befriended her.

But not having heard their conversation, he did not know what they were | ooking for. He waited,
wat ching themclosely. He noted with satisfaction that Doc had renpved the transparent hel net he had
worn when chargi ng the gunnen.

Doc Savage had exceptionally keen ears. But even he did not hear Barge Deeter’s approach.

Probably that was because a nountain creek ran not far away, drowni ng what noise the big man nade.
Had Chemi stry been present, he might have detected Barge's presence. But Chem stry had gone back
to | ead Ham and Long Tomto the scene.

The ape had been very proud of hinself, and when Doc no |onger noticed him he felt he had to
find an audi ence that woul d.

Nor did Chemistry detect the fact that he was being followed. Two nen were slipping down the
nmount ai nsi de behind him Barge Deeter had laid his trap well.

THE guard, Hune, was hiding not far fromwhere the girl and Doc had been standing. He had been
afraid to appear, fearing Doc would mstake himfor one of the gunnen. And he had seen what happened
to those who opposed the bronze man.

Hi s face was sheepi sh as he nade his presence known.

"You have befriended M ss Hughes," Doc said quietly. "For that | will have you taken care of in a
befitting manner."

The bronze man did not explain that what he meant was that he woul d have the man sent to his
hospital in Upstate New York, where a delicate brain operation would renove his nenory of cring,
return himto the world as a good citizen.

"I amparticularly interested in what you can tell me about The Monster," Doc added.

Eyes shifted in the man’s weak face. He | ooked about nervously, wet his I|ips.

"Ckay, boss," he said.

Barge Deeter lifted hinself slightly in the bushes where he was hiding. He raised his hand

cont ai ni ng the queer-shaped obj ect.

It was al nost at that instant, that Chemi stry rejoined Ham and Long Tom The | awer and the

el ectrician had found rough going, were not neking as good tine as they had expected.

Chemistry bounded forward, trying to tal k. He nade queer sounds. For a nonent he had the
spotlight—but only for a nonent.

Habeas Corpus, ranging on ahead, squealed in sudden fury. The | ean porker darted ahead.

Two nmen had appeared on the trail before him They were the nen sent by Barge Deeter.

Ham and Long Tom caught sight of themin the sane instant. The dapper |awyer had been getting
rather tired of wal king; the prospect of action galvanized himinto sudden speed. H s sword cane
flashed in his hand.

Long Tom gave a yell of triunmph. He, also, bounded ahead.

The men stopped, as if surprised. Then they turned and ran. They ran at an angle. They were

| eading Doc’s aides far fromthe spot where the bronze nan wait ed.

Ham and Long Tom did not know that, nor did they know what was happening to Doc.

DOC S fl ake gold eyes were riveted on the shifty face of the guard. The man opened his nmouth to
speak.

Then it happened.

The narrow gl ade was suddenly filled with the foul, sickly sweet snell that always indicated The
Monst er was near.

The guard’s nmouth opened. One hand grasped his throat. He seened to be trying to speak, but could
not. He fell forward on his face.

The girl screamed. Her face becanme ashen. Then her vocal cords seenmed affected, also. The scream
cut off sharply.

Doc whirled, turned in the direction which the guard had been facing. He took a step that way.
Then he, too, threw one hand to his throat. H's tongue protruded fromhis nouth. Hs |ips worked
wi t hout neking a sound.



The big man of bronze took two nore steps. He seened to be forcing hinself to go on where any
ot her woul d have dropped.

Slowy his knees folded. He went down on his face.

Barge Deeter rushed fromthe bushes. The girl stood as if paralyzed. Fromall sides, other nen
cane into view Barbara Hughes was trapped.

"And the mighty Doc Savage falls at last," Barge Deeter jeered. "At that, it was too easy for
him and The Monster will not be pleased. But—

"But what?" pronpted one of his nen.

"But we'll take Doc along with us anyway," Barge Deeter grinned. "Even if he is dead, The Monster
may |like to have the heart of a bronze-haired man."

Barge ordered his nen into action. Doc was wapped in a blanket, thrown over a burro that had
been brought al ong.

Chapter XVI. TRAPPED

"JIMNY, but those fellows can run!" Long Tom panted. Ham puffed in agreenent.

The fellows certainly could run. But Long Tom and Ham were no nmean sprinters thensel ves. They
gained slowy. Chem stry swing al ong overhead, plainly irked that the others could not nove as fast
as he could. Habeas Corpus was having difficulties. He squeal ed angrily as he scranbl ed over rocks
and t hrough under brush.

"We'll catch up with those guys," Long Tom breathed. "Muybe we can squeeze a little of all this
nystery out of them"

There cane a sound as if a giant bull whip had been snapped. Cra-a-ack!

"Wwhat was that?" Ham spl uttered.

They found out as they energed on the edge of a deep, rock-strewn gully. The gully was at least a

hundred feet deep and nearly as wi de. A slender, bark-stripped tree was still waving in the air. Ham
went back a few yards and exami ned the under brush.
"A catapult!" he yelled. "They shot thenselves over that gully. They’'ll be way ahead of us now "

The catapult had been so constructed that it destroyed itself after it had been used.

"Let's go after them " Long Tom shouted. He started inching down the side of the gully. It was
preci pi tous and rocky.

Cheni stry began junping up and down and meki ng weird sounds. He seened to have other ideas on the
subject. H s nostrils were quivering and he kept |ooking upw nd, which happened to be the direction
to the clearing where Doc had been attacked.

Long Tom got half a dozen feet down the side of the gully, but the ape rushed after him pulled
hi m back.

"Let me go, you nitwit," Long Tom protested.

"Wait," Hamsaid. "Chemistry was with Doc. He's been right before on this trip. Maybe we’'d better
follow him"

CHEM STRY |l ed themto the clearing where he had | eft Doc. There were signs of a struggle. The

body of the guard who had befriended Barbara Hughes |lay at one side of the clearing.

Habeas Corpus squeal ed, tried to run. Ham stopped him There was a faint odor still in the air,
the odor they had first snelled in Chicago, the sanme snell that acconpani ed The Mnster.

"He's been killed just |ike John Alden was," Ham said. "Gosh, | wonder if they got Doc?"

Long Tom nuttered a nonconm tal answer and began pawi ng through a small canvas bag he carried. He
pul l ed out a queer pair of glasses. The | enses were about the size of small cans of condensed milk.
They were black. Long Tom put themon and began to go over the ground in slow scrutiny.

"Doc was in a fight," he reported. "He didn't |eave on his feet."

Long Tom was using the special fluoroscopic glasses devel oped by Doc Savage. It was a prearranged
met hod of followi ng each other if they got separated. Doc’s shoes were covered with a fluorescent
chemi cal which was invisible to the naked eye. But with the queer black glasses, his footprints
woul d glow |l i ke a neon sign.

"No trace. They got himall right," Long Tomsaid slowy.

Ham was al ready noving. The trail was easy to follow. The burro that had carried Doc Savage’s

body Il eft hoofprints in the ground. Long Tom foll owed behind. He still wore the queer gl asses.

Ham nmuttered to hinself as he strode along. The story of The Monster’s hunger for the heart of a
bronze-haired man kept running through his mind. Hamdidn't |like to think about The Mnster. He
remenbered how it had sei zed Monk.

"l wish Johnny were here," the | awer said suddenly.

"And Renny, too," grunbled Long Tom

"Johnny," really WIliam Harper Littlejohn, another of Doc’'s aides, had few peers as a geol ogi st.
"Renny," big, two-fisted Colonel John Renw ck, was the engineer of Doc’s group. But Renny and Johnny
were far away, in distant China, working on a commercial enterprise of vast inportance.

It had occurred to Hamthat Johnny, if he were along, mght be able to solve the secret of what
was so valuable in this unsettled region. And Long Tom bel i eved Renny’s vast fighting ability m ght
be of great aid.



Ham with his interrogating legal mnd, kept trying to figure what goal could be behind the
forces that were dealing death. The answer eluded him He expected they would find out eventually,
however .

It was to be unpleasantly sooner than he antici pated.

"I"ve lost the trail," Hamcried suddenly. The trail had run onto a stratum of rock. The burrow
didn’t |eave hoofprints in that.

Long Tom expl oded with an exul tant shout.

"Doc got away fromthem sonehow! " he bellowed. "I've picked up Doc’s tracks!"

Footprints from Doc Savage’s shoes gl owed under the fluoroscopic |enses. Long Tom and Ham

qui ckened their pace. Long Tomtook the | ead. The aides knew that if Doc were free again, they could
expect action that would be favorable.

"We're gettin' closer," Long Tomexulted. "Doc seens to be takin' his time. The prints are
getting fresher."

The trail went through a rocky gorge. It was narrow, and foothol ds were treacherous. Halfway

t hrough the gorge, the aides heard a harsh | augh from above them Ham | ooked up.

"Run!" he yelled. "It's an aval anche!"

IT wasn’t an aval anche. But it was about as effective. Huge boul ders bounded down the side of the
gorge. Hamdidn't see who had | aughed up there. He just saw tons of rocks descending. Fast sprinting
got themout fromunder the rocks and earth that crashed down. But the trail behind them was

conpl etely bl ocked.

"There's only one way to go now," Ham observed.

"Doc’ s ahead, anyway," Long Tom pointed out. "That’'s the way we want to go."

Long Tomi s reasoning was sound. But the results were not quite what he expected themto be. He
turned a sharp corner in the gorge. Wth the glasses on, he couldn’t see anything except the
fluorescent footprints of Doc’s shoes. But Ham saw several other things.

The first thing he noticed were Doc’s shoes. The bronze man wasn’t in theml But a grinning thug

was!

Ham pl unged forward, whipped out his sword cane. The grinning thug in Doc’s shoes went to sleep
when the anaesthetic-tipped point of the sword touched his neck.

That didn’t do Ham any good. A dozen hands seized him Another dozen grabbed for Long Tom

Ham darted his cane in and out. Then he dropped it and showed he could do equally well with his
fists. Long Tomwas giving a swell exhibition of how an unheal t hy-1|ooking man i s not supposed to
act .

Four nen twice his size went down with anazed | ooks on their faces. But superior nunbers finally
snot hered him Ham was smacked from behind with a club. Chemistry blundered into a wire noose before
he had a chance to get going. Habeas, squealing and biting, was seized in a bl anket.

LONG TOM and Ham were tightly bound.

"Look at that," Ham groaned. "They fool ed us with Doc’s own shoes."

Bronze hair showed faintly fromone end of the blanket roll on the burro’ s back. Well-shaped,
bare feet protruded fromthe other side. Barge Deeter stood there, grinning.

"I s—+s he dead?" Ham coul d not hel p aski ng.

Deeter grinned wider. It was not a pleasant grin.

"He died too easy," he gloated. "I thought he was tough. And you guys are just dunb."

Barge Deeter’'s chest seened to swell. Probably he had never been quite as proud of hinself as he
was right then.

"We heard of themtrick shoes of his," he sneered. "We knew we could grab you if you followed. So
now we got what’'s left of your gang."

Ham wi nced at "what is left of your gang." The Mnster had gotten Mnk. The gang had killed Doc.
Ham shuddered. He didn't care nuch what happened to hinself now.

Bar bara Hughes was dragged into view. Her face was tear-stained. "I +'msorry," she said, as she
saw Hami's stricken features. "I+ tried to warn Doc, but he cane to ny aid."

Ham nodded. The | awyer did not ask needl ess questions. He had never suspected the girl. Only Mnk
had been wong about her. But then, Mnk al ways was w ong about girls.

Barge Deeter took peculiar-looking chains and collars froma saddl ebag on the burro. He put the
collars on Long Tom Ham and Chem stry. The collars were chai ned together. They were shoved al ong,
single file, like African slaves being herded through a Congo jungle.

Habeas was chained to Hamis ankle. Ordinarily, that woul d have annoyed the dapper |awyer. But
right now, he even felt synpathy for the pig.

Barge | ed the way. They went down a steep trail. The trail turned. And involuntary gasps cane
from Long Tom and Ham

They were at the entrance to a huge canyon. Big trees screened the top. A protruding lip of a
huge cliff extended far out over nmuch of the canyon, maeking it invisible fromabove.

And under that cliff was a veritable city. The forest of spruce and pines on the other side hid
it fromal nost any angl e.



IT was nore than a city. It was a Baghdad in Alaska. Oriental signs floated in the breeze. There
were bazaars on the edge of the hard-packed earthen street. Men of all nationalities, all colors,
moved about the place.

They seened to have only one thing in comon: The stanp of crimnality was witten on every face.
Here, deep in the Al askan wilds, but conparatively only a fewmles fromArcadia Valley, was a
gathering, a massing of crimnals such as none of the col onists had i magi ned.

Hamis mind clicked suddenly. No word of this vast city had ever seeped out. It seem ngly had been
a secret also, even fromthe Indians. That could nean only one thing:

This nmust be the home of The Monster!

Sonme parts of the |l egend of The Monster had been vague. On one thing particularly no one had been
able to gain information fromthe Indians. That was as to where its den was supposed to be.

The Indians had indicated nmerely that it was taboo, sacred ground. Mich as Yell owstone Park once
was shunned by the Indians of the United States, who believed it the hone of the gods because of the
geysers, so this valley had been shunned by the Al askan tri be.

They had not reported the vast concentration of nen here because they had not known it. None had
dared visit this valley. But the crooks had. They had noved in, had taken possession.

Wi ch nust mean they had been using The Mnster for their own neans.

Ham s t houghts broke off. They were being pulled on down into the valley, the vast, al nost hidden
canyon.

THE canyon was a seething caldron of activity. Two huge, anphibian transport planes soared
inside, glided down to sonme hidden |landing field. Several small, speedy scout planes slipped in
after them Long Tom understood, then, that it was fromthis spot the planes had cone that had
attacked themen route to Arcadia.

There was an excited babble in many foreign tongues as the inhabitants of the valley gestured
toward the plane. Dark-skinned H ndus, al nond-eyed Chi nese pointed upward. Ham caught sone of the
i ngo.

"Soon our turn. Soon we go, too," sone of them said.

G hers were not concerned. Or perhaps it was not their turn to go. Were they expected to go, or
what they intended to do, none said.

Men were ganbling with all manner of devices. There were card ganes, dice ganes, bird cage,
roulette, faro, three-card nonte.

Long Tom noticed that the ganblers were not using noney. They were using gens, jewels of fabulous
price. One shabby-1ooking man hurled a dianond tiara on the ground in the dice ganme. Ham gasped.
"The Preston tiara!" he exclainmed. "It was stolen |last nonth!"

Long Tom and Ham | ooked nore closely at the gens piled up beside the ganblers. Doc’s aides kept
track of inportant thefts. Their know edge of them frequently came in handy. They recogni zed gens
stolen all over the United States within the |ast few nmonths.

"It's all stolen property!" Ham gasped. "This nust be a trenmendous international clearing house
of crime.”

"It's more than that," Long Tom nmuttered. He pointed to huge piles of nerchandi se, and big stacks
of boxes lining the far wall of the canyon. Munitions, war material of all kinds, was stored there.
It was hard to grasp at first the full inport of that, to realize what a huge scope of activities
must be directed fromthis hidden city.

Men stepped away hastily fromin front of Barge Deeter as the procession noved al ong. All showed
the bi g-shoed man the greatest respect. But it was clear that even he was not the brain behind all
this. COccasionally, Hamor Long Tom coul d catch the gist of some | owtoned remarks.

Al ways it was some nessage to pass along to "the boss."

The procession noved over to one side of the cliff. The sky came in view above them a perfect
opening directly through the roof of the cliff. Halfway up the cliff, caves had been constructed.
But there was one huge cave, well off by itself.

No nen were near that cave. A faint, foul, sickly sweet odor cane fromit.

Ham s face changed col or. Long Tom started, while Habeas pulled back hard on the chain that bound
himto Ham trying to run away.

Barge Deeter |ooked over one shoulder, his teeth showing in a wicked grin.

"Yeah, you're right. It's here," he said. "You' Il see it soon enough."

Involuntarily, Long Toms eyes drifted to the still formspraw ed over the burro, rested for a
moment on the bronze hair alnost trailing in the dust.

It wasn’'t hard to interpret what Barge Deeter neant.

They were prodded up a narrow footpath. The going was difficult. Sone of the guards cane to their
ai d. Hanpered as they were by chains, they were stunbling.

Barge Deeter stopped suddenly, listening. It seemed to himthere had been a faint change in the
mur mur of voi ces anong the thousands behind him

Then he shrugged. Hi s imaginati on nmust be playing himtricks.

The body wrapped in the bl anket was taken fromthe burro, was tossed into one corner of a dark



cave. Ham Long Tom Barbara Hughes and the aninals, also, were taken into the cave. They were bound
tightly.

"Just take it easy, boys," Barge Deeter smirked. "You won't be here long. The showw || start as
soon as | can informthe boss you're here."

Again there was a change in the nurnmur of voices in the valley below the cave. Barge’'s features
screwed up in a frown. Sonething funny there. He'd look into it as soon as he conferred with the
boss.

But it couldn't be anything serious. O that Barge Deeter was sure.

Chapter XVII. REBELLION

BARGE DEETER mi ght not have been so positive in his belief had he known just exactly what was

goi ng on anong the packed throngs of crimnals.

The buzz of comment Barge had noticed seened to center about a huge, cruel-appearing Oriental.

The man was fat, with long-hanging jowms, and eyes that were narrow slits. He was clad in the nost
expensi ve of silks, and the strangely shaped cap he wore apparently indicated he was a nan of rank.
Those of his countrynmen he addressed |istened with careful attention.

Hi s words were |ow, but they carried conviction. His listeners nodded their heads wi th increasing
enphasi s as he spoke. Several in the crowd around hi mdrew cruel -shaped knives, rubbed the sides of
the bl ades reflectively on their pal ns.

The big Oiental spoke sharply in singsong Cantonese. The knives di sappeared.

Then he went on, approached another group. For a time, all those he talked to were Orientals |ike
himsel f. And fromthose he addressed, other speakers appeared. They also circulated, talked swiftly.
The change of tone in the near underground city was startling. The gay, cheerful conversation
ceased. A low, sullen murrmur took its place.

Eur opeans and Anericans | ooked up in wonder. Then they, too, gathered about the big Oriental. The
Oriental switched to English that had little accent. He apparently was wel | -educated. Even the

t oughest of the European crooks listened to himw th respect.

"Long time we be here, no?" the Oriental said. "W have paid, nost of us, huge suns. W& were
promised certain things. But have those things been carried out? No!"

There was a murmur of approval .

"I nstead of being taken on to our destination, as we were promised,” the Oiental went on, "we
remain here. Not only that, but we see hundreds of others brought here, while few | eave. And we do
not know that even those who | eave reach their destination. There are runors that nmany of our

brot hers who have | eft have been killed on the way and their bodi es di sposed of."

The murmur of approval grew | ouder.

A hard-faced gunman stepped forward. "So what?" he snapped. "The boss had to slow up for a while.
He couldn’t keep up the gane until Doc Savage had been put out of the way. Wiat did you want himto
do?"

"We of the East have a saying," the Oiental replied indirectly. "'If a man giveth his word, then
not keep it, it is well to take it away fromhim'"

"Meani ng what ?" snapped the gunman.

"Al'l we have received are excuses," the Oriental evaded. "First, it was the colonists. W nust
remain quiet until they leave. Then it is this Doc Savage. We nust wait until he is dead. W do not
even know if that is true, yet."

The gunman chuckl ed harshly. "The hell we don’t. The boss has got that bronze devil now. W just
saw hi s body brought in."

"Then we may hear another excuse." The Oiental bowed. "Did you happen to think, w se one, that
the boss has us, also? Wrd was brought me that the |last possible exit by foot fromthis place has
been bl ocked. Only the birds that fly by air can leave. If the boss w shed to depart, taking all our
gol d, where would we be?"

Eyes grew wider, as the full significance of that soaked in. Treacherous thenselves, the nen

could readily inmagine treachery on the part of others. Argunent ceased. The sullen nmurnur increased.
"But what of The Monster?" grow ed the gunman.

The Oriental bowed deeper. "Does it not occur to you, wi se one," he said softly, "that perhaps we
are to be left here to feed The Mnster?"

The murmur of the crowd changed to one of fear. Eyes flickered uneasily to that big cave in the
cliff. The picture was becom ng plain, too plain.

"It was prom sed the heart of a bronze-haired man," the gunman obj ect ed.

"And has not received it," the Oriental said. "I do not think it will ever receive it. W are the
ones who are to feed it."

Fear frankly seized the ranks of his listeners, a terrible kind of fear. They could see their

fate ahead of them

"What’' Il we do?" roared several at once. "You nust have a plan, or you wouldn’'t be talking."

"l have," the big Oriental said softly. "Get weapons ready. Walt until | give the word. Then act.

I know how to deal with The Monster."

A roar |like that of caged animals swept the canyon.

"



BARGE DEETER heard that roar just as he entered a big cave. The place was a cave only in the
sense that it had been carved out of the cliff. Oherwise, it was the latest word in luxury. There
wer e expensive rugs on the floor, fine tapestries on the walls. The furniture was the best that
nmoney coul d obt ai n.

From an i nner room cane the sharp snap of wireless sets. It was to this room Barge Deeter rushed.
The room woul d have done credit to a broker’'s office on a busy day. There were half a score of
sendi ng and receiving sets about the room Men were at each of these. Orders were bei ng di spatched
and reports received.

From here was controlled the network of probably the greatest crimnal organization the world had
ever known. The radio sets were in communi cation with hidden stations in half a dozen countries.
Crimnal jobs were planned and directed fromthis room

But nmore than just crinme was directed here.

The hi dden canyon was ideally located froma crimnal point of view It lay m dway between the

Far East and the United States.

Many political fugitives, fleeing spies, anarchists and plotters of all kinds had fled here for
refuge, refuge that had been given themon paynment of much gold. Wrld rebellions were plotted here;
arms and amuni tion were smuggl ed out of the United States to this depot, then transshipped to the
Far East, where they would be used by wild-eyed bands of fanatics.

The roomwas |ike the apex of a giant spider’s web; the radio waves were the strands of that web
which stretched over half the world. Crine, dope-snuggling, arns-running, world revol utions, naking
and breaking of empires—all were part of the food upon which the spider fed.

And the big man in the center of the room | ooked as cruel as such a spider mght be expected to

| ook.

H's eyes were thin slits behind a black mask. Hi s head shot up as Barge Deeter rushed to him

br eat hl essly.

"Sonmething is wong!" the man with the big feet panted.

"You have Doc Savage?" the other asked calnmy.

"Yes, but—
"Then nothing is wong," the masked man said with decision. "I knowthe little ones in the valley
becone inpatient. But that will be over. Cone, we will put on a little show for our playnates."

He rose, led the way fromthe cave.

HAM and Long Tom al so heard the sullen nurnmur in the valley. They did not know what caused it,
but they were sure it boded no good for them

Long Toni s shoul ders hunched. He coul d not keep his eyes fromthat blanket-clad figure, lying so
still, in the far end of the cave.

Doc Savage was dead. The bronze nman had conme to the end of his trail at last in this

out-of -the-way Al askan wi |l derness. H's bronze hair hung fromone end of that bl anket.

For a time, the electrician had watched that form hopefully. He had seen Doc Savage pull too many
m racul ous escapes to give up easily. At any noment he had expected Doc to conme free, aid themto
escape.

But that still formhad not noved. Tears were in Long Tomi s eyes, although he tried not to show
t hem

The evi dence was too strong, and Barbara Hughes had insisted that she had seen Doc killed in the
forest clearing. He had died even as John Al den had died.

Bar bara Hughes had told her story. Coupled with what they had seen thensel ves, Ham and Long Tom
had a clear picture of the set-up. They could understand why they had been attacked in Chi cago, why
such strong efforts had been nade to keep them from Arcadi a.

But they were hel pless. The fiendish cunning of their foe for once had been too great. Doc was
dead. Monk was dead. And the vast crimnal set-up would run on unhindered. A worthwhile project, the
Arcadia Valley settlenent, had been ended. Col onists had been run out.

Al that, they had to charge against the chief crimnal, the brains behind this hidden city.

Who that criminal was, how he controlled The Mnster, they did not know.

Had they been free, Long Tom and Ham woul d have tried to go on, would have fought and plotted to
the last in an effort to wipe out this terrible plague-spot that nenaced the world.

But Doc was gone. And they were captives.

Ham was wat chi ng Habeas and Chenistry. The | awyer’s eyes were puzzl ed.

Cheni stry and Habeas both had al ways thought much of Doc. He had been their favorite, even though
they had been pets of Mk and Ham

Even in death, Ham had not thought Habeas woul d shun the bronze man. But the pig did. He cowered
back as far as his chain would pernmt, just as far away fromthat still body as he could get.
Chemi stry showed no fear. But neither did he show interest. He seemed far nore concerned with the
iron collar about his neck.

A strange thought stirred through Hamis mnd.



IT was at that noment that the sullen nurnmur bel ow changed in tone.

Yells rang out. Somewhere a gun barked. That seemed to be a signal. In a nonment there was the
sound of fierce fighting.

Two men ran into the darkened cave. One of them was Barge Deeter. The other wore a bl ack mask.

The man with the nmask held a knife in his hand. "We'll take himto The Mnster at once!" the
masked man rasped. "That will quiet those fools."
"Be careful!" Deeter shrieked. "Even if he is dead, take no chances!"

"l intend to take none!" the other snapped. The knife in his hand lifted. Tinme after tinme, it
cane down in a very fury of notion. It was streaked with crinson fromthe bl anket-w apped man’s
body.

Long Tom npaned and hid his eyes.

The next second he opened them Ham had given a |oud yell of jubilation.

The masked man had cut the bl anket off the body it contained, had yanked that body toward the
mout h of the cave. Light struck it fairly. Ham understood now why Chem stry had shown no interest.
The body had bronze hair. But it was not that of Doc Savage!

An oath ripped from Barge Deeter. The nmasked man was terrible in his wath. He rushed at Deeter,
seenmed for a nmonment about to use the crinmson-stained knife on the man with the big feet.

Deeter screaned, ran frantically.

"Fool!" how ed the masked nman. He | eaped in pursuit.

A BIG fat Oiental, dressed in expensive silken robes, wearing a cap that denoted hi gh rank,
glided into the room The man had cruel, thin eyes, and | ong-hanging jow s.

"Han? Long Ton®?" he asked softly.

"Doc!" yelled Ham

"We're safe,"” breathed Barbara Hughes.

"And we're going to lick ‘emyet!" Long Tom bubbl ed.

The big Oriental noved forward; swiftly he worked at the iron collar about the |awer’s neck.
Doc’ s reappearance was not as supernatural as it seened. In fact, there was nothing mracul ous
about it.

The bronze man | ong before had sol ved the nmethod by which John Al den had been killed, and had
perfected a way to balk it.

Doc had exami ned John Al den’s body in Chicago nuch nore closely than any of his distinguished

medi cal associates. H's keen eyes had detected the tiny, alnost invisible puncture in John Alden’'s
t hroat.

The method of death had been plain. Atiny dart had been shot into that throat. At the same tine,
an odor had been rel eased that resenbled that of The Monster. The dart had been dipped in

qui ck-acting poison. It had paral yzed the vocal cords first, producing synptons simlar to those
ef fected by The Monster’'s odor. Then the poi son had brought death.

A dart had struck Doc’s throat, fired fromthe Oiental weapon held in Barge Deeter’s hand. But a
thin, flesh-col ored wapping had been about Doc's throat. The wrapping could have stopped a bullet.
The dart had gl anced off harm essly. Doc had permitted hinself to be taken prisoner to learn the
route to the hideout.

Escapi ng had been no great feat. Barge and his nmen had stopped to rest several tinmes en route up
the mountains, |leaving only one man to guard the burro and its burden. Doc had nerely traded pl aces
with the guard; a chemical had changed the guard’s hair to a bronze color. The guard had been
unconsci ous, but alive, until the masked man had killed him

Wien the city cane into view, Doc had slipped ahead, changed his disguise.

This the bronze man explained swiftly. The iron collar came free from Ham s neck.

Doc turned toward Long Tom

"Hold it, Doc Savage! You' re trapped!"

The bronze man whirled. Hs lowtrilling sound came, filled the cave, tuneless but penetrating.
Ham and Long Tom npaned. Barbara Hughes sl unped in resignation.

A tall, black-masked man stood in the doorway. Behind himwas Barge Deeter. Each held two MIIs
bonmbs in their hands.

"This roomis equipped with a dictograph,” the masked man said silkily. "I heard all you said
here. Try to nove, and we will throw these bonbs. | assure you that you cannot escape."

Chapter XVill. BACK FROM THE DEAD

DOC SAVAGE stood tense, nuscles coiled, ready for instant action.

"Take him Doc," pleaded Long Tom The electrician's features |ooked nore unhealthy than ever
before. In an instant his hopes had been smashed. The chance of conquering The Monster, of w ping
out this hell-hole had gone.

The bronze man did not nove. He could probably have reached his opponent. But that would do no
good if those bonbs were hurled. Doc woul d escape. Ham coul d probably get away.

But Long Tomwas still a captive. The girl was tied. So were Chenistry and Habeas. Sone,
inevitably, would be killed.



Qutside, the roar of battle grew | ouder.

"What do you wish ne to do?" Doc said calmy.

"Just wal k right out," the masked man gritted. "Keep your arns high over your head."

A dozen nmen poured on Doc when he reached the door of the cave, tied himsecurely. He nmade no

resi stance.

The masked man seened to know just what he wanted to do. Wiile others again tied Ham and brought
himalong with Long Tom and Barbara Hughes, the man with the black nmask |l ed the way at a rapid pace
toward a | evel spot on the cliff.

BELOW wer e seet hing thousands. Sone had already started to stormthe cliff.

Men with subnachi ne guns were on top of the cliff, were raining lead into the nassed throngs
beneat h t hem

The slaughter was terrific.

But Orientals were in the vanguard of the attack. They were the ones Doc had first talked with in
hi s disguise as a Mandarin. Hs words had carried weight.

Oientals are fatalists. They do not fear death, they cane on, despite the terrible havoc w eaked
in their ranks. By pure weight of nunmbers, it was apparent that sooner or later they would reach the
top of the cliff.

The masked man coul d picture what woul d happen then. Hi s face quivered beneath the black cloth.
He caught Doc Savage, thrust himbefore himlike a shield, pulled himto the edge of the cliff. A
smal | m crophone was thrust into his fist by Barge Deeter.

"Halt!" he roared. H's voice was magnified a thousand tinmes, echoed through the canyon. The very
unexpect edness of it caused fighters to ease trigger fingers. Silence fell. Eyes turned upward.
There they saw, apparently, a big, fat Oriental, the one who had stirred theminto revolt.

"l have Doc Savage!" the voice roared on. "He was the one who misled you! Now he is to die!

Look!"

@unnen reached forward, tore the Oriental disguise fromDoc. He stood forth, his nagnificent
bronze frane upright, his features calm

Startled exclamati ons came fromthe packed ranks beneath. There was a sigh, alnobst of awe. Every
one in those ranks had heard of Doc Savage, feared him None, really, could picture the bronze man
being a prisoner, even though Barge Deeter had said he had been captured.

But there he was. Plainly a captive. And he was in the hands of the boss. That neant he would be
fed to The Monster. The threat the fake Oriental had warned about lost its force. All knew that when
The Monster fed on the heart of a bronze-haired nman, it would no |onger terrorize any one.

Cheers rang fromthe thousands bel ow where oaths and bullets had resounded only seconds before.
Tension rel axed in the masked man’s frame. He had ganbl ed, and he had won. Confidently he stepped
forward, lifted the microphone again. H's voice rolled forth.

"l do not know what lies you were told to cause you to revolt, but you can see your fears were
needl ess!" he bel | oned.

"The peril we faced—the peril of the bronze devil—+s past. In just a few nonents you will have
the pleasure of seeing himdie."

He paused dramatically. "You will have the pleasure of watching himbeing fed to The Mnster!"

A trenendous burst of sound came fromthe throats of the packed thousands. It was the sound of a
giant wol f pack, scenting a kill. It was a roar to chill the bl ood.

Ham and Long Tom | ooked uneasy. Doc’s expression did not change. He seened al oof, unworried.

NOT many miles away, the last of the Arcadia Valley colonists were pulling out fromthe place
they had once called home. They left sorrowfully, even though fear tugged at their hearts.

Here they had found peace—for a little time—until the terror came. Hope had risen again with the
arrival of Doc Savage. That hope had died, too.

Only a twisted mass of netal remained of the bronze man’s plane. The bronze nman hinself and his
ai des had vani shed as utterly as if The Mnster had swallowed all of them

Herb Dwight’s eyes were nmisty and he turned for one | ast | ook at the hone where he had expected
to spend his declining years in peace and happi ness. He gul ped, pressed his wife's hand tightly.
The Arcadia Valley project had been a worthy one. Now it was all over. It had been crushed by
man’ s greed.

But Herb Dwi ght did not know that. He did not know of the events occurring in the hidden valley.
He only knew t hat hope was gone.

In the cities, men were shaking their heads as they read of the |atest appearance of The Monster.
An el enent of doubt had crept into the stories now. It seened that sonmeone—o0 one appeared to know
just who—had given out a story that The Monster was just an invention of the col onists.
According to this story, the colonists really hadn’t |iked the project, had been hunting for
excuses to get out. They had concocted a weird tale, and even had convinced the press of it for
days. Actually, the nysterious authority went on, the colonists were ungrateful for all the
government had done for them

The man with the bl ack mask m ght have expl ained that report if he had w shed. He had issued



orders to a big battery of press agents to see that it was circulated. Not content with depriving
the colonists of their homes, he wi shed to make them appear ungrateful as well.

But there was a reason for that. Wth Doc Savage in his hands and the col oni sts gone, he wanted
the story of The Monster to disappear fromthe press. He wanted no nore investigation.

"Just a bunch of bums," nen were sneering to their neighbors as they heard the col onists were

| eaving their homes for no reason at all. "Here they had a chance to |live better than we do, and
they run off."

The fleeing colonists didn’t know that, either. But some of them knew there was such a beast.
They had seen it.

THE men in the hidden valley knew there was a Monster, also. They had seen it slip fromits lair,
huge and | oat hsonme, while storns raged. They had snelled its horrible odor, had seen remains of its
victins.

"We have won!" the masked man was shrilling happily. "Planes will soon speed out of here again."
He had an attentive audi ence and was neking the nost of it. "Those of you who paid to be taken to
the United States will be taken there. Arns and guns that we have been forced to keep here, will be
sent on to their destination. The uprising in Asia can come off as planned." He paused, shouted

| oudl y.

"And all because of The Mnster!"

"Who in reality is no nonster at all!"

The masked man junped as if a sword had been thrust into him The |ast words had thundered out of
the m crophone, had crashed into the valley through the |oud-speaker. They had cone in his voice.
But he had not spoken them

Doc Savage stood silent. But Ham and Long Tom gul ped suddenly. The bronze man’s ventril oqui smwas
at work again.

"l have fooled you with ny fake nonster, even as | fooled the colonists of Arcadia Valley," the
voi ce went on. The nasked man’s face was purple under the black cloth.

"I trick every one, even ny friends. | have told you no one could escape The Mnster. That is not
so."

The masked man whirled. He had fathomed the secret of the strange voice. He al so knew that Doc
was one of the world s greatest when it canme to imtating and throw ng voices.

"Fool s!'" he shrieked. "It is the bronze man speaking, not I! And | shall show you he lies!"

A puzzled nurnuring cane from beneath. Sone of those in the crowd bel ow were renenbering things
that nmade it seem Doc Savage mi ght have spoken the truth.

"No one can escape The Monster!" the masked man howl ed. "And | plan no tricks. You are ny
friends; | would not fool you!"

"He woul d fool every one, if he could!'" the | oudspeakers echoed.

Men grabbed Doc and his aides, forced themup the path that |ed toward the big den—the den where
The Monster |ived.

And then a strange thing occurred.

A figure raced fromthat den. It was a hairy figure, with long arns that reached al nost to the
ground as it sped along with a queer, shuffling gait. Tiny eyes, alnobst hidden in pits of gristle,
gl eaned redly.

I't was Monk!

"I"ve solved it!" the hairy chem st shouted. "I’ve solved it!"

Then all hell broke | oose.

Chapter Xl X. THE MONSTER DI NES

THE masked man was really to blame. The crowd bel ow surged forward at the unexpected appearance
of Monk. The masked man | ost his head. He thought the packed thousands were attacki ng. He shouted an
order.

Gunnen lining the cliff turned | oose with submachi ne guns.

Not hi ng coul d have prevented the terrible nassacre after that. Doc’s words were still ringing in
the ears of the crooks. The firing of the machine guns bore out those words.

A horrible, screeching wail burst fromtheir throats.

They rushed forward.

The masked man saw that he had | ost. Barge Deeter was already running as fast as he could. The
masked man whirled, pulled out a gun, |ooked for Doc.

The bronze man was no | onger there.

Wth the speed of light the bronze man’s hands had cone free. He | oosed Hamin al nost the sane
instant, pushed tools into Hamis fists. The dapper |awyer understood.

As Doc ripped free the bonds that had hel d Barbara Hughes, Ham attacked the iron collar about
Long Toni s neck.

Monk rushed up, his honely face alight. Ham scarcely glanced at him Far be it fromhimto |et
Monk know how nuch he had worried when he had thought the chem st dead.

Doc dived back up the path, up toward the den where The Monster |ived.



The masked man did not see him He howed with rage, rushed into a snall cave. He pulled a |ever
there.

A horrible, foul, sickly sweet odor flooded the canyon suddenly.

Shrieks and screans canme fromthe chargi ng thousands. For a nonent they paused. Their voices
stopped, as the deadly effect of that odor went to work, paralyzing their vocal cords.

Then the second effect of the odor was apparent. |t exerted its peculiar, hypnotic spell. It
attracted its victins, nade themcone right toward it.

A sob canme fromthe masked man. He had forgotten that, had thought only of stopping the nob.

DOC caught a whiff of the peculiar scent. H's hands darted to the belt about his waist, yanked

out several small cylinders. A hissing sound cane. Gas poured fromthe mniature tanks in Doc’s
hands. Gthers of his group, who had tenporarily been under the spell of the sweet odor, snapped back
to life. They raced after him

Doc had | ong ago solved the secret of The Monster’s odor, had prepared an antidote. That antidote
neutralized the queer effects of The Mnster’'s snell.

A terrible, frantic screamcanme from behind them

Ham | ooked over one shoul der; his face bl anched.

The mob had reached the top of the cliff, had reached the masked man.

Even as Ham | ooked, the mask was torn fromthe man’s face, his clothing was ripped fromhis body.
In less than seconds the man was literally torn apart by the fear-nmaddened throng.

Ham gul ped. He had recogni zed that nan. He had known him

Doc was running ahead, sure-footedly, and as if he knew exactly where he was goi ng. Long Tom

Monk and Bar bara Hughes wondered at that, but did not question. They followed himas fast as they
coul d. Chenistry had picked up Habeas Corpus, was carrying the pig so he could nake better tine.
Then Doc stopped. He was al npbst to the open den of The Monster. And he was directly under the
pecul i ar open space there that led up to the sky, the open space The Monster used when it made its
raids.

AN incredul ous gasp cane fromthe girl. Doc was going straight up into the air!

The bronze man seened to be floating upward at first. Then the girl saw that his arms and | egs
were nmoving. As she came closer, she understood why.

Doc was clinbing a cable. That cable had been so painted that it was practically invisible. It
led high up into the air.

Even Long Tom and Ham showed surprise when they saw what was there.

A small dirigible floated gently in the sky.

Monk grinned, started to speak, but there was no tine. Men, peering fromthe dirigible, watching
the fight bel ow, had spotted Doc. The bronze man m ght need hel p. The hairy chenmi st went up the
cable as easily as did Chem stry i medi ately behind him

Doc needed no help. Wiile a still-startled crew was wondering if it was seeing things, the bronze
man | anded anong them Tinme was short. The how i ng nob woul d reach the others on the ground in the
space of seconds.

So Doc wasted no tinme. His long arns floated out, his iron-cabled fists smashed into jaws. A gun
was pulled fromone killer’'s hand; the killer hinself alnobst went off the dirigible in trying to
catch his balance. Doc’s fingers caught himat the base of the skull before he coul d nove.

The others gave up. They could not withstand the bronze denmon who seenmed everywhere at once.
When Monk and Chemi stry arrived, the fighting was over.

They wasted no time in conversati on. Ropes were dropped; Ham fastened Barbara Hughes to one end,
put Habeas in her arnms. They were whi sked aboard. Then Ham and Long Tom cane up, hand over hand.
Beneath them a fear-stricken man ran by, dived into the den where The Mnster was.

It was Barge Deeter.

"And—and all the time |I thought he might be the real crimnal," the girl said.

"No," corrected Doc. "He was only a lieutenant. The real villain was Soung Percill."

THE cabl e hol ding the dirigible was cut |oose, slowy the big gas bag rose into the air. Doc and
his nen had a dirigible of their own. They had no difficulty in operating this one.

"How di d you know it was Soung Percill?" the girl asked when the first rush of work was over.

"H s escape on the way to the crematory was obviously faked," Doc said. "He wanted to be thought

dead in case you ever returned to Chicago, and Barge Deeter did not want to kill you. And, also,
Percill was afraid Johnny and Renny might cone after himif they thought he had killed ne.
"I f everything quieted down |ater, he could reappear and say he had been ki dnapped. | recogni zed

his voi ce when orders were given fromthe observation roomof the crematory. He probably cane in
aboard the same plane you did, but remained out of sight."

"And he had been a nysterious figure in New York’s Chinatown for sone time," Long Tom put in. "W
all knew that. His pretense at being an archaeol ogi st was only a screen. Half Oriental, half white,
he conbined the worst features of both. It is easy to see he was plotting to get his grip on Asia,
probably intended to foment rebellions there with his crook arny, and establish hinself as an



enperor.”

The girl sighed. "It—+t has all been so fast, it is hard to think." Her eyes fell on Mnk, and
she gul ped suddenly.

"B-but where did you conme fron®"

"Seized by The Monster," Mnk grinned, "but they decided to let me live. They thought they m ght
use ne as a trading basis if Doc got too tough for them"

"But, what—

Monk |ed her to the wi ndow of the dirigible, pointed below Far beneath them was a huge,
monstrous shape. It was in the shape of a giant spider. It had eight |egs.

It swng frombeneath the dirigible by long cables. It had been whi pped out of its den as the
dirigible rose.

"A fake," Mnk explained. "Built |ike Hollywod builds freak prehistoric beasts, this thing hung
fromunder the dirigible. Men were inside it, could talk by tel ephone to those in the dirigible."
"Then that explains why it fled when the Very light went on," Ham gasped. "The men were afraid we
woul d see the cables and know it was a fake."

"It explains many things," Doc said quietly. "It explains why it could only be used in a storm
when thunder hid the sound of the dirigible's notors, and also let the dirigible hide in the clouds.
During the Wrld War, German dirigibles used the sane principle, |owering observation cars beneath
clouds, while the dirigible itself remained hidden above."

"And that guy that got killed when you were staked down, the one with the portable radio, he had
been sendi ng nessages, telling The Mnster when to cone,"” Mnk explained. "They weren't afraid of
the Indians; they left this valley alone. But white men pay no attention to superstition, and it was
only a question of tine until some col onist |earned what was going on. They had to drive the

col onists out."

"But —but the odor," the girl exclained.

Ham | ooked out a wi ndow of the dirigible. His face turned green suddenly, he wal ked away. Mnk

| ooked at him curiously.

"Doc, | think, figured that out quick," Mnk said.

The bronze man nodded. "A conbination of chem cals was used," he explained. "Musk was one, which
attracted Chemi stry. A nauseous gas was another. The third was new, is used by physicians when they
wi sh to hypnotize patients preparatory to operations."

"And you knew what it was all along?" the girl asked.

"Soung Percill was the real nonster," Doc said softly. "He terrorized a colony of worthy people.
Yes, the hair that John Al den sent was the real clue. John Alden nailed that fromSalt Lake Gty
with his letter telling what he had seen. Barge Deeter nade repeated efforts to regain it."

Ham gul ped. He thought that rather an understatenent.

There was silence for a noment. Thoughts turned to the col onists. Those col oni sts woul d be back

in their homes by to-norrow, safe and happy again. They would have their chance for real, whol esone
lives. The crimnals, those who had not killed each other, were trapped in the hidden canyon.
Federal men woul d pick them up.

Long Tom si ghed happily. The case was over.

"And Barge Deeter, | wonder what becane of hin?" the girl said reflectively.

Doc Savage did not reply. He was operating the dirigible. Perhaps that was the reason. But Ham

t hought there was another reason. He gul ped, gl anced once nore out the w ndow at the huge, |unbering
shape of the mechani cal nonster, dangling beneath them

A body was half in, half out the jaws of The Mnster. Those jaws could work w thout injuring the
victim but they could also rend and tear. Mangling nmachinery had been installed there by Soung
Percill.

Bar ge Deeter had known The Monster would be lifted up, would float fromthe valley of hell; he

had tried to clinb inside the fake beast. Sonehow, he had tripped the mangling machinery. H s body
was horribly torn.

The sunlight flashed briefly through his yellow hair.

For a nonent, that hair appeared bronze.

The Indian | egend had been borne out. The Mnster had seized a bronze-haired man. It would never
bot her Arcadia Valley again.

THE END



