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Chapter 1. THE BROKEN NECK
IT was a drizzling gray evening full of npaning ghosts. The rain came down in occasional
flurries, but nost of the tine it remained suspended in the air as m st that the newspapers next day
were to call "the thickest fog within nenory." Harbor traffic was alnost at a standstill, and only
those boat captains who were fool hardy, or those pressed by absol ute necessity, were abroad. The
foghorns of the boats were the noaning ghosts.
One ghost was especially persistent. It had the particular strident voice peculiar to tugboat
whi stles, and it cane up through the Narrows fromthe open sea at a clip that put cold chills on the
spi nes of boatmen who knew how thick that fog was.
There was sonet hing scared, sonething inperative, and maybe sonmething a bit nmad about the tooting
of that tugboat. A coast guard cutter becane interested and nosed over to investigate. Coast
guardsmen will go out in anything.
The cutter skipper nosed in close, saw that the tug was the Wal e of Gotham and that there was a
picture of a spouting whale painted on the bows. Then, after the manner of coast guard skippers with
tugboat captains, the cutter comrandant swore a bl ue streak.
"What's the idea of tearing in here like an express train?" he finished.
The tugboat nmaster swore back. He woul d have been very polite to another tugboat captain, but a
coast guard ski pper was fair gane.
"Sheer off!" be yelled. "I've got a man aboard, who's been hurt! We're rushing himto a hospital.
He's dying!"
It was a story that satisfied even the coast guardsman, so he sheered off and betook hinself away
in the fog. And that set the tugboat captain to chuckling.
A voice at the tugboat captain's el bow spoke an English that was entirely too perfect.
"Way did you tell himthat?" it asked. "W have no dying man aboard."
The tug naster junped as if a transatlantic liner had shoved out of the fog at full speed. He
turned, an angry exclamation on his tongue, for he did not like to be startled, especially in this
fog, with his nerves already on edge. But he held his counsel, for the man at his el bow did not | ook
Ii ke one who woul d take a tonguel ashing; and furthernore, it would be bad policy to insult a man who
is paying a tremendous sumfor the services of your tugboat.
The man had a bi g hooked nose and a beard that was small and pointed. Hs skin was a
yel l owbrown, dry and winkled, and did not appeal to the eye. He wore strange garnents.
The tugboat skipper had done his life's traveling in New York harbor, so he did not know that the
long, flowing white mantle which reached down fromthe hook-nosed man's head was an abah, or that
his enbroi dered cloak was a jubbah, or that the queer-1looking trousers were shirwals. Only one who
had traveled in Central Asia would know what the garnments were call ed.
On the hook-nosed man's forehead was a strange design, an affair of fines which mght have been
construed as a |likeness of a serpent coiled a jewel, as if protecting it. The lines | ooked as if
they were put on with ink, but actually they were tattooed into the skin with a fluid that one of
the master sorcerers of Asia had insisted was conposed partially of the dried blood of Genghis Khan,
the original.
To the tugboat captain, the mark | ooked like a dirty smear; and had he known its true
signi ficance, he mght have fallen off the bridge of his griny craft. For it was the Sacred Seal of
the Khan Nadir Shar, Son of Divinity, Destined Master of Ten Thousand Lances, Khan of Tanan, Ruler
of Quter Mongolia. Maybe the tug ski pper woul d not have known what all of that meant. Probably not.
It neant that the hook-nosed nman, Khan Shar, was a king, absolute ruler of the city of Tanan,
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beyond Quter Mongolia, and nonarch over the surroundi ng provinces.

"Advise me when we tie up at the dock," requested Khan Shar in his too-perfect English.

"Sure," said the skipper.

"This dock you have selected - it is secluded?" asked the Khan.

The skipper rolled his tobacco quid in his jaws. The man made hi m nervous.

"It's an out-of-the-way dock," he said.

"Excellent!" said the Khan, and | eft the tugboat bridge, or nore properly, the pilot house.

The tugboat captain rolled his eyes and directed tobacco juice at the feet of One of Ills two
deckhands, who had cone in out of the foggy night. "Dammed if | like this,"” he said in a tone which
showed he wanted to talk to relieve his mnd.

The deckhand, who knew that tone, let his boss talk w thout interruption.

"Damed if | like it,"' repeated the skipper. "I get a radio to go out to the Atlantic Queen,
that new liner that's fog bound, and take off a passenger. | get out there, and, by golly, if it
ain't three passengers, and two of 'emthe queerest |ookin' ducks you ever saw Take that one who
was just in here."

"I'd rather take himthan the other man," said the deckhand in a queer tone.

The ski pper scow ed. "Whatcha nean?"

"I mean that the other duck has a knife as long as your armup his sleeve," said the deckhand. "I
just saw it - he's standin' outside the door of your cabin. Looks like he's guardin' the girl."
"The girl!" The skipper sighed. "Now she's what | call a nifty nunber. She's white, too. Wnder
what she's doin' with these two funny | ookin' buzzards?"

The ski pper was not a had judge of femninity. The girl was a "nifty nunber." In fact, she would
have put a novie casting director up on his toes.
She was tall, with dark hair and | ashes that were altogether delectable. But there was sonething

el se about her. She was businessli ke, capable. Her person radiated efficiency.

Her cl ot hing was thoroughly nodern, and so was the blue autonatic which she held in her hand as

t he door opened.

The hook-nosed Khan Shar | ooked at the gun and smiled as if it mght have been a cocktail the
young wonan i ntended offering him

"l do not feel there is danger," he said. "W have not heard of the Mystic Millah since our
caravan | eft the Gobi."

The girl kept the gun in her hands. "A thousand |ives depend on what we are doing," she said
dryly. "If you want to be dramatic, you can put the figure higher."

The Khan's dark face drained of its color, giving hima stark, agonized | ook.

"You could put the figure higher and not be dramatic," he said thickly.

Nei t her spoke again, for the tugboat engine had changed its regular pulse and was running slowy;
it accelerated, then pounded, as if the craft were backing. Shouts rang out, and scraping sounds on
deck indicated ropes dragging. There was a bunp, rather violent, then | esser bunps and the tug
heel ed so that the Khan put out a hand to steady hinself. There were four large rings, each with a
big jewel, on his fingers.

"l trust we have tied to a secluded dock," said the Khan~

"Hadim" called the girl.

The door opened and a lean man with a long, brown face cane in. He was dressed in a flow ng
jubbah and shirwals that fitted his legs tightly, and he carried his left armstiffly, as if not
wi shing to disturb the |long knife which the deckhand had seen up that sleeve.

This Hadi mdid not present an appealing picture, for soneone had made a pass at himw th a sword
or a knife in the past, and had cone just close enough to groove his face with a permanent scar from
forehead to chin. He bowed deeply to the girl.

"Yes, Mss Joan," he said.

"You will leave at once, Hadim" said the girl "You know what you are to do, the nessage you are
to deliver. And you know how nmuch depends upon our finding this man."

"Yes, Mss Joan," said Hadim "M four brothers, ny father and nother and ny sisters have died
when touched by the green soul of the Mystic Mullah, Need | nore to rem nd ne?"

"You will die if you nake a mistake," said the girl. "And if we do not reach this man we have
cone to see, many nore may follow you. Just how nmany, there is no telling." she extended her
automatic. "Better take this."

Hadi m t apped his sleeve. "I know better how to use this."

Joan directed, "Have the man get in touch with us."

Hadi m nurmured, "Aye, and this man's nane -

"Doc Savage," said Joan. "Hurry. We nust find him or |learn where he is."

THERE was rawness in the fog, a danp chill, and the vapor had | ong since washed the noon and
stars out of the sky and had put the dank water-front streets in the grip of the clamy mst from
the sea.

Hadi m enbraced the soupy fog as one at home in his elenment, and he took to the shabby, narrow

wat er-front thoroughfares without hesitation. He did, however, walk in the mddle of the street
until al nobst run down by a prow ing taxicab. Hadi m|ooked the hack over carefully, after the driver



stopped to see if he had done any damage. The driver had an honest face, so Hadimused his cab to go
upt own.

Hadim let out at his destination, stared up at the building which he was to enter, and stark
amazenment sat upon his scarred, brown face. This building was the pride of native New Yorkers. To
Hadim it was an architectural wonder such as he had not dreaned existed. It was a nodernistic
structure, somewhere near a hundred stories in height, and was a blinding exhibition of white stone
and shining netal

"What a | ot of camels would be needed to haul the stones for this house," Hadi m murnured

Then he went inside, asked questions, rmade a few m stakes, but eventually got in an el evator

which let himout, after a frightsome ride upward, on the eighty-sixth floor. The corridor was as
i mpressive as the building exterior

"Even the pal ace of the Khan does not excel this," Hadimtold hinself

Then he jerked to a stop. He could feel a slight breeze through the corridor. And he had heard a
hi ssing sound. This |last was very faint

Hadi mturned slowy - and his voice went out in a sudden, wild shriek of terror. It was
ear-splitting, that shriek. In it was all of the agony of a man who knows he has net death

Down the corridor, floating in the air, strange, fantastic things were approaching. They were

like fat snakes, their color an unholy green, their dianeter perhaps that of a human wist, their
Il ength the span of an armfromhand to el bow. They whirled, contorted with a sort of dervish dance
They seened to grow fatter, then thinner

Most hi deous of all was the fact that these flying serpentine things seened unreal. They were
ghostly, nebul ous, w thout any real body or shape

Hadi m scream ng again, had his long knife out of his left sleeve. He retreated. The green things
overhaul ed him He began to run backward. They still gained

Hadi m canme to the end of the corridor, to a window He beat it, knocking the glass out, but the
metal crosspieces defied him thwarting himin his mad desire to junp through

The green horrors reached himand Hadi mstruck with his knife, only to shriek out in fresh horror
as the bl ade passed conpletely through the green atrocity and not hi ng happened. He struck again
then the serpentine things were upon him

They brushed against his arms, his chest. One rolled |like a hideous green tongue, caressing his
face, lingering about his mouth, his nostrils, then rolling up over his eyes. Hadi mfought themwth
hi s hands, shrieking again and again; he withed down to get away fromthem and squirmed on the
floor.

Then the green things arose and drifted out through the hol es which Hadi mhad beaten in the
skyscraper window with his fists. They went slowy, as if satisfied with the work they had done
They had changed shape materially by now, one had been knocked to pieces and had resol ved itself
into half a dozen thin, green strings, so pale that the eye could easily see through them

di stinguishing the frames of the w ndow behind them

Chapter 2. THE FI RE- FACED MAN

DOMN the corridor a way, and around a corner, there was a plain netal door, the panel of which

bore a nane in snall letters of a peculiar bronze color

CLARK SAVAGE, JR

Thi s door whipped back and a tall, incredibly bony man popped out. The man was thinner than it
seermed any human being could be and still exist. He wore no coat, and a rubber apron was tied about

his m dsection. Rubber gloves were on his hands, and one hand hel d a magnifying glass made in the
shape of a nonocl e

He peered about, blinking, searching for the source of the shrieks which had drawn his attention
But there was a crook in the corridor and he did not see the formof Hadi minmmediately.

The bony man absently stowed the nonocle magnifier in a vest pocket under his rubber |aboratory
apron, and advanced. He rounded the corner, jerked up and stared

Hadi m was now notionless on the floor, and his head was angl ed back in a grotesque posture which
no man could attain nornally.

The bony man in the rubber apron suddenly snapped a hand to an arnpit and brought it away
gripping a weapon whi ch somewhat resenbl ed an oversize autonatic pistol. He flipped this up and
tightened on the trigger; the weapon shuttled, snoked and nmade a noise like a gigantic bullfiddle
It was a nachine pistol with a trenendous firing speed

One of the sinister green waiths was still inside the corridor, rolling against the wi ndow as if
seeking blindly to escape. The stream of bullets fromthe machi ne pistol passed through it
disturbing it, fattening it a little, but not destroying it or seeming in any way to affect its
unholy life

The stream of |ead broke gl ass out of the wi ndow. The green harpy squirnmed through the opening
and floated away into the gloom losing itself over the nest of skyscraper spires

The skel eton of a man stood very still for a long mnute

"I'"ll be superanal gamated!" he nmuttered finally

St oopi ng, he examined the body of Hadim for Hadi mwas dead. Wien Hadi s head was noved, there
was a grisly |ooseness about its attachnent to the body, as if it were only connected by a cord no



stiffer than a wapping tw ne.

The bony man eyed Hadim s extraordinarily |ong knife

"Si xteenth century Tananese," he decided al oud. Then he enpl oyed the nonocle magnifier briefly.
"Wong. Tananese, all right, but of nobdern construction, using sixteenth century nethods of
tenperi ng and noul di ng. Most peculiar."

The wal | beside Hadim s body was of plaster, painted over, and it was scarred w th nunerous

rat her odd | ooki ng marks. These cane to the thin nman's attention

"1'"11 be superamal gamated!" he gul ped again, using what was evidently, for him a pet

ejacul ation. He stared harder at the marks. Down the corridor, an el evator door clanked to a stop
Bef ore the door opened, voices could be heard. They were very loud voices, angry. It sounded as if a
fight was about to occur in the elevator. The cage door opened and a man cane ski ddi ng out

This man was sl ender, waspish, with a high forehead and a large orator's nmouth. Hs attire was
sartorial perfection fromsilken topper to the exact hang of his tail coat. He carried a thin, black
cane

He yelled at the open el evator door, "You hairy accident! You awful m stake of nature! You insult
to the human race!"”

A nost striking |ooking individual now came out of the elevator. H's height was no greater than
that of a young boy; his width was al nost equal to his height. H's face was nostly nmouth, with a
broken nubbin of a nose, small eyes set in pits of gristle, and scarcely a noticeable quantity of
forehead. H's long arns dangl ed well below his knees and the wists were matted with hair that

| ooked |ike rusted steel wool.

Had the corridor been a little less brilliantly lighted the hairy gentleman nmight have been

m staken for an am able gorilla

The hairy man squinted little eyes at the dapper one and said, "Pipe down, you shyster, or [|'lI
tie a knot in your neck

Then they both saw the tall skeleton of a man down the Corridor. They could not help but note his
exci tement.

"What ' s happened, Johnny?" denanded the apish fellow. They could not see the body of Hadim which
lay around the bend in the corridor

"Johnny," the bony man - he was actually WIIliam Harper Littlejohn, world-renowned expert on
archaeol ogy and geol ogy - gestured over his shoulder with the nonocle magnifier

"Cone here, Mnk," he said, then included the dapper man. "You too, Ham"

"Monk," the homely gorilla of a man, and "Ham" the immacul ate fashion plate, advanced hurriedly.
A nonment before, they had seened on the point of blows; now their quarrel was suddenly suspended. It
was al ways thus. No one who knew these two could recall one having addressed a civil word to the
ot her.

Monk, whose | ow forehead did not ook as if it afforded roomfor nore than a spoonful of brains
was Li eutenant Col onel Andrew Bl odgett Myfair, generally conceded to be one of the nost
acconpl i shed of industrial chem sts; while Ham the fashion plate, was Major General Theodore Marley
Brooks, a | awyer who possessed probably the sharpest |egal mnd ever trained by Harvard

Monk and Ham rounding the hallway angle and sighting Hadims body with its grotesquely twi sted
head, jerked to a stop and becane sl ack-j awed.

"Bl azes!" Mnk sniffed, sanpling the air like an animal. "I snell burned gunpowder. Who shot the
guy?"
"No one," said Johnny. "I fired a few shots subsequently."

Monk anbl ed over to the body, hands sw ngi ng bel ow his knees, and stared intently

"What's wong with his neck?" he asked

"Broken," Johnny replied

Monk asked, "Who broke it?"

"No one," answered the gaunt geol ogist "As far as | can -

"Yeah," Monk growl ed. "Then who'd you shoot at?"

"A peculiar, nebulous green corporeity with the optical aspects of a serpentine specinen
suspended atnospherically," said Johnny, his expression not changing. "It bore simlarity to a
phant asmagori a. "

Monk |ifted one hand and snapped thunmb and forefinger

"Now do it again with little words," he requested. Johnny had once held the chair of natura
science research in a fanmous university where he had been known as a professor who stunned nost of

his students with his big words, and he still had the habit. He never used a small word when he
could think of a large one

"A green thing was floating in the air above the body," said Johnny. "I shot. The bullet went
through it, breaking the window. Then the thing floated out through the w ndow and away."

Monk said unsmilingly, "I always did think those big words would drive you crazy.

Johnny pointed at the odd | ooki ng marks scratched on the wall beside Hadim s body.

"The man obviously inscribed these when he felt demise inmmnent," he said. "He used the tip of
his knife."

Monk bent over, |ooked and said, "They don't nean anything. He just dug the wall with his knife



as he was flopping around."

"Those marks," said Johnny, "are words, or word signs, rather, of Tananese, an obscure | anguage
with an Arabic derivative, spoken in certain parts of outer Mngolia."

"What do they say?" asked Monk

And Johnny, who probably knew as nmany anci ent |anguages, witten and spoken, as any half dozen of
the ordinary so-called experts on the subject, drew a paper and pencil fromhis pocket and
reproduced thereon the characters which the wall bore, here and there correcting a stroke which
Hadim in his dying agony, had nade with slight error. Then Johnny wote the English translation
under the word signs. He passed it to Monk and Ham They read

MANY LI VES WLL BE SPARED | F HE OF MOUNTAI NS WHO CHARMS EVIL SPIRI TS WLL GO TO FI SH THAT SMXXES
ON WATER WHERE THE KRAN SHAR AND JOAN

"It ends there," said Johnny. "You can see the nanme 'Joan' is scratched out in the nearest thing
an Asiatic could conme to English letters.”

Ham the dapper |awyer, funbled absently with his slimblack cane, and in doing so, separated the
handl e slightly fromthe rest of the cane, revealing that there was a |long, slender blade of
razor-sharp steel housed in the cane body.

"That sounds silly," he said. "Wat does it nean?"

Monk suddenly banged a fist on a knee, something he could do w thout stooping

"Renenber that radio we got a few days ago?" he denanded. "The nessage was signed, 'Joan
Lyndel I .""

The gaunt Johnny said sharply, "I have been carrying it around with nme," and w thdrawi ng a

radi ogram bl ank from a pocket, he passed it to the others, open for perusal. They had all seen it
before, but they went over it again

DOC SAVAGE, NEW YORK. YOUR ASSI STANCE | MPERATI VE ON MATTER | NVOLVI NG THOUSANDS OF LI VES AND

POSSI BLY STABI LI TY OF WESTERN Cl VI LI ZATI ON. PLEASE RADI O ME APPO NTMENT TI ME AND PLACE. My LI NER
W LL REACH NEW YORK THREE DAYS. JOAN LYNDELL, ABQOARD 5.5. ATLANTI C QUEEN.

Bel ow t he message, witten in pencil, was another nissive, one evidently penned as an answer to
the radiogram It read

JOAN LYNDELL, CARE TRANSATLANTI C LI NER ATLANTI C QUEEN. SORRY BUT DOC SAVAGE NOT IN CI TY AND NOT
AVAI LABLE TO COMMUNI CATI ON. CANNOT SAY WHEN HE W LL RETURN. W LLI AM HARPER LI TTLEJOHN.

Monk rubbed his jaw and asked, "Connection?"

"Between this nmessage and the dead man?" Johnny shrugged. "He inscribed the name 'Joan' on the
wal | ."

Ham pointed at the wall markings with his sword cane

"But what does the rest of that mean?"

In the manner of a scholar giving a |l ecture, Johnny said

"The man could not wite Doc Savage's name, so he canme as near to describing it as he could. The
nmountain nmen in the Tananese regi on are savages, so 'He of Muntains' probably is nmeant for Savage
And a Tananese doctor is called one who chases evil spirits.”

Monk squinted admiringly. "Maybe there is sonething besides big words in that head. Wat about
the 'fish that snokes on water'?"

"A boat," said Johnny. "A boat in sone nmanner connected with a fish, and probably an oil or a
coal burner."

Ham said briskly, "I'Il see about this."

He strode down the corridor, opened the door on which was the nane "d ark Savage, Jr.," in smal
bronze letters, and entered a reception roomwhich held an enornous safe, a costly inlaid table, and
various other itenms of quiet but expensive furniture. Ham picked up a tel ephone

Wth the casual ease of a nman who had done the thing before, Hamgot a | and-line radi o connection
to the liner Atlantic Queen. He spoke for some minutes, then hung up

He did not |eave the tel ephone i mediately, but consulted the directory, then nade a second call
Then he went out and joined the others

"H s Majesty, Khan Nadir Shar of Tanan, and a young wonman nanmed Joan Lyndel|l were taken off the
Atlantic Queen by the tug Whal e of Gotham about three hours ago," he repeated. "I called the owners
of the Whal e of Gotham The tug is tied up at a wharf in the Hudson, off Twenty-sixth Street”
"Whal e of Gotham " Monk grunted. "That would be the 'fish that snokes on the water.'"

Ham eyed Johnny, then indicated the body of Hadim "Just what did kill this fell ow?"

The thin geol ogi st shook his head slowy. "That is a profound nystery, as great a nystery as the
nature of the green body | saw "

Monk frowned at Johnny, at the rubber apron the tall geol ogi st wore. "Busy, aren't you?"

"Yes," Johnny adnmitted. "I amtrying to assenble the vertebrae of a snall dinosaur of the early
Mesozoic."

"Stick here," Mnk advised. "Me and the tailor's dreamhere will go down to this tugboat."
"Very well," Johnny agreed, after hesitating

"I f Doc Savage shows up, tip himoff," Mnk finished
MONK and Ham departing, rode down to the basenent in a private high-speed el evator which had
undoubt edly cost a young fortune to install, and came out in a subterranean garage which held



several notor vehicles, ranging froman open roadster of expensive nanufacture and quiet col or
scheme to a large delivery van which, although it did not |look the part, was literally an arnored
tank. The el evator, the garage, the assortment of cars, as well the establishment on the
eighty-sixth floor - there was an enornous scientific |aboratory and a highly conplete scientific
library up there in addition to the reception room- were all a part of the New York headquarters
mai ntai ned by Doc Savage

A strange individual, this Doc Savage. Probably one of the nobst remarkable of living nen. A
genius, a nmental marvel and a gi ant of fabul ous physical strength

He was literally a product of science hinself, was this Savage, for he had been trained from
birth for one single purpose In life the fantastic career which he now foll owed. Every trick of
science had been utilized in his training. In no sense had he led a life that m ght be regarded as
nor ma

Two hours of each day since chil dhood had been devoted to a routine of intense exercises
cal cul ated to devel op not only nuscles, but physical senses and nmental sharpness. Al of his early
life had been devoted to study under nasters of trades, sciences, professions, until he possessed a
knowl edge that was, to the ordinary man, uncanny.

The result of this studied upbringing was an individual who was a renarkabl e conbi nati on of
scientific genius and physical capacity.

Stranger even than the man hinself was the career to which his life was dedicated - the business
of hel ping others out of trouble, of aiding the oppressed, of dealing with those evil doers who
seenmed beyond the touch of the law. For all of which Doc Savage nmade it an unbending rule to accept
no payment in noney, under any circunstances

Long ago, Doc Savage had assenbled five nen as his assistants, five men who were worl d-famed
specialists in their respective lines, five men who associ ated thensel ves wi th hi m because they

| oved adventure, excitenent, and because they were drawn by admiration for the giant of bronze who
was Doc Savage

Monk, the chemi st, and Ham the |awer, were two of the five aides. Johnny, the archaeol ogi st

was another. Two others - Col onel John "Renny" Renw ck, engineer, and Major Thonmas J. "long Tont
Roberts, electrical w zard - were, at the nonent, elsewhere in the city, engaged in the private
busi ness which they carried on when not actively assisting Doc Savage

The present whereabouts of Doc Savage hinsel f was sonething that no one knew. The bronze man had
vani shed. He had told no one where he was going. No one, not even his five aides, knew how to reach
him But they were not worried, these five, for they were confident that the bronze nman had gone
away to sone nysterious rendezvous, where he could he alone for intensive study.

And, al though Doc's five aides were not sure, they believed this place to which the bronze man
retired, this renpte trysting place with reflection which he called his Fortress of Solitude, was
located on an Island in the renpte Arctic It was certain, though, that no one woul d hear of Doc
Savage until he should return, nysteriously as he had gone

MONK and Ham nearing the Hudson River water-front in a coupe which presented no outward hint

that it was a rolling fortress with bullet-proof glass and arnored body, exchanged comments
punctuated with insults

"W shoul d' ve asked that wal kin' encycl opedia, Johnny, nore questions,” Mnk grunbled. "Were's
Tanan, the place where this Khan Shar is supposed to be a king?"

"Didn't you study geography?" Ham asked sarcastically.

"Well, where is it?"

"In Asia."

Monk scowl ed. "Do you, or do you not, know where it is?"

"l know as much about it as you do," Ham snapped

"Which is not a dang thing." Mnk used a spotlight to ascertain a street nunmber. "Wat's this

ki ng over here for? And what's he want w th Doc?"

"Not hi ng was sai d about the king wanting Doc," Ham pointed out. "It was this Joan Lyndeil who

sent that radi ogram"

Monk said, "Wonder who she is?"

"How woul d I know?" Ham said sourly.

They parked the car and got out. Mnk rummaged for a flashlight, but was unable to find one, then
they noved away from the nmachi ne

Monk nused al oud, "Wdnder what broke that brownskinned guy's neck. Wsh we'd figured that out."
Ham began, "Say, you hairy baboon-wwh!" He ended the statement with a sort of choked

expl osi on

Monk's jaw sagged, pulling his big nmouth open cavernously; his fingers nade absent straying
nmovenents. His little eyes seened on the point of junping fromtheir pits of gristle

They had been noving al ong a warehouse side, a wall of brick, unbroken by w ndows or other
apertures. The darkness was intense

Ahead of them a face had appeared, materializing with an eerie unexpectedness. This was all the
nore startling, because the darkness was so thick that neither Monk nor Ham coul d see the other. Yet
they saw the face clearly.



It was a fantastic thing, that face. Its color was not human, but a greenish hue, the tint that
cones to neat in the first stages of decay. The green countenance shone with a fantastic |um nosity;
it was not exactly fluorescent, nor did it seemto have a |light playing upon it, yet it was plainly
vi si bl e

The face had slant eyes, the contour of the Orient, and when it roiled lips back in a grin, the

ef fect was anything but pleasant, for the tongue in the nmouth, which should have been in shadow, was
as plainly discernible as the other features. It was the sane unholy green. Mnk said, "Wuat the
devi | ?" thickly

Chapter 3. THE MySTI C MULLAH TALKS

IT was very silent beside the warehouse, for Monk and Ham were too surprised for further speech
Sonmewher e near, waves | apped with sounds |ike wonen sobbing, and farther away, there was a hissing
as of steam escaping fromthe boilers of a tugboat. Qut in the harbor, whistles and foghorns still
made occasional clanmor in the thick fog

The face hung suspended, |ike something disenbodied, for the darkness was too thick to permt

Monk and Hamto see the nature of the body to which it was attached. The effect was ghostly.

VWhen the unearthly green lips withed and words canme fromthe verdant face, both Monk and Ham
junped. They could not help it

"Try to control your surprise," the voice said

Monk grow ed, "What the heck kind of hocus pocus is this anyhow?"

"Do not junp at conclusions, ny friends," said the voice. "You of the Western civilization are

too prone to try to make science explain all that you see. You like to call all exhibitions of the
occult by the plain ternms of magic, neaning nechani cal fakery. You nake the m stake of not believing
in the occult, the supernatural. Your mnds are too practical."

"Jove!" Ham said vaguely. "I do not get this."

Monk grunted, "Wiy the |ecture?"

The voice - it was hollow and unreal - went on

"You are | ooking at sonething now that you do not understand," it said. "You think you see a

face. Perhaps you think you see ny body. You are wrong. You see neither face nor body."

"Nuts!" Monk felt under an arm where nestled a padded hol ster holding a machi ne pistol scarcely

| arger than an ordinary automatic

"In a material sense,” said the fantastic voice, "you are |ooking at a nonentity, at nothing. You
think you see a face; but actually, there is nothing."

Monk got his nachine pistol out, and directed sourly, "All right, | guess half a pound or so of

|l ead won't hurt you, M. Nonentity."

"Listen to me," said the voice. "I amthe green soul of the Mystic Millah. | amthe master of al
souls, the power infinite. | have touched many nen, so that they have died and their souls cone to
—_—

Ham unsheat hed his sword cane. He preferred the weapon because the tip was coated with a drug
concocti on whi ch produced a quick, temporary unconsci ousness

The voice of the Mystic Millah droned on, and there was no perceptible lip notion on the uncanny
green face

"Go back," it said. "Forget what has happened to-night. Forget it so thoroughly that you will not
remenber to tell this bronze man, Doc Savage.'

Monk | aughed; he | aughed | oudly, for sonehow it nade himfeel better to hear the crash of his own
false mirth

Ham said dryly, "Very dramatic, M. Geen Soul. Qur lives are in danger, too, | suppose?"

"Only your physical bodies," said the voice. "Your souls will live on, green, serpentine, ghostly
worns that travel in the night and do ny bidding."

Monk thought of the green things which Johnny had seen He began to perspire

"I died a mllion years ago, before time began," said the Mystic Mullah. "I do not live, even
now. | tell you to forget. It would be well for you to heed."

"And if we don't?" Monk asked curiously.

"My slaves, the green souls that are |like flying serpents, will conme to you," said the Mystic
Mul I ah. "Then you will join nme."

Qut of the side of his nmouth, Monk breathed, "Let's take this nut, whoever he is!"

"Ri ghto!" Ham breat hed back

A string of powder blazes came from Monk's machine pistol. They came so swiftly that they
resenbl ed a short, solid red rod, and the noise of the remarkable gun was a trenmendous bawl of
sound.

The greenish lips withed and the voice said casually, "I amnot a being who can be killed."

MONK snorted and waited. He was surprised, but still hopeful. H's nachine pistol fired nmercy
bul l ets, hollow shells filled with a drug which caused unconsci ousness w t hout doi ng permanent
damage. That was why he had shot. The slugs would not harmthe green-faced one to any extent, and
they would teach the fellow a | esson

But not hi ng happened. The green face renmi ned suspended where it was.

"Dang it!" Monk ripped, and |unged forward.



The green countenance vani shed - sinply vanished. It turned slightly as it di sappeared, and
afterward there was no trace.

Monk fired again. The red blare fromthe nachine pistol nuzzle furnished sone Iight, by which
Monk fully expected to see his foe.

H's mouth fell open and astoni shnent cane out of his throat in a hacking grunt. There was no one,
nothing visible but the brick wall against which the greenish face had been stationed, and on the
wall little splashes, wetly glistening, where the nercy bullets had burst.

Ham lunging in a circle, switched his sword cane. He waved the weapon lightly, so that, if it
struck a body, it could cut in only far enough to introduce the stupefying drug. But the bl ade
encountered only the chilly fog and the night.

"Strike a match!" Mnk rapped.

Ham did not carry natches, but he produced a jeweled lighter and rasped its tiny flane into
being. He cupped it in a palmand turned slowy, throwing the |um nance it nade.

Fog streaners, crawling past, lent a spookish aspect to the place, but there was no waith solid
enough to be a human body. Qut of the harbor, the foghorns still npaned, but the hissing of steam
escapi ng fromthe near-by tugboat had stopped.

Ham turned his |ight upward. The warehouse wal| reared sheer, unbroken by w ndows or other
openings, for fully thirty feet above them It was snooth, too smooth for any man to clinb.

"He ducked out," Ham said.

Monk started forward, stopped, stared, and made a gesture at his eyes, as if doubting them He
turned, and Ham who knew the honely chem st as well as any living man, could not remenber when he
had seen Monk | ook so awe-stricken.

"Look!" Monk pointed at the ground.

There was pavenent underfoot and al ong the warehouse wall, but w nds, strong down here by the
river, had swept dust in and banked it shallowy over the bricks, The fog, the occasional drizzles
of rain, had wet this dust, turning it into mud which bore their own footprints distinctly.

But bel ow, where the green face had been, there were no footprints; indeed, there was no nark
other than the tiny indentations made by fragments of brick which the nmercy bullets had chi pped off
t he war ehouse wal | .

"Blast it!" Mnk said. "Nobody was standing here!"

Monk' s voi ce was hol | ow.

THEY stood there, two very startled nen, and the chill wind blew out Hami s Iighter and he ignited
it again, as if not |iking the sudden rush of darkness

Monk wet his |lips repeatedly. Their enmity was forgotten; this showed how deeply they were noved,
for these two had been known to carry on their perpetual quarrel in the thick of a fight for their
lives.

"Bl azes!" Mnk nuttered. "Bl azes!"

Ham cl eared his throat as if wanting to say sonething, then did not speak, but raised his lighter
again and illum nated their surroundings.

"It was preposterous!" he said.

"Sure," Monk told himslowy. "But explain it. Do that."

"Well," Ham began, but got no further, hesitated, and finished: "Jove! A confounded nystery if
there ever was one!"

"The Mystic Millah,"” Monk murmured. "The man who is not a man and who |ived a thousand thousand
years ago. What a goofy yarn that was."

"The face!" Ham shuddered, dropped his sword cane, then retrieved it. "Wat an unearthly thing it
was. "

Monk grasped his armdeliberately and pinched it. "Snap out of it!" he snorted. "Such things
don't happen There was a trick to it. Let's go on and have a | ook at that tug, the Wuale of

Got ham "

Ham asked, "What about the warning?"

"Don't make ne | augh," Monk grow ed.

"l suspect it would take quite a bit to make you | augh right now," Hamsaid grimy.

Monk scow ed. "Listen, shyster, you look as if you had just come froma spook interview

yoursel f."

"You hairy ape," Hamsaid cordially. "How d you like for me to | eave you here but in assorted

pi eces?"

And thus, with their quarrel faintly resunmed, and feeling a bit nore nornmal, they noved al ong the
bl ank side of the warehouse toward the little-used wharf where the tug, Wale of Gotham was

noor ed.

Near by, the waves sobbed, and a flurry of rain arrived with a wet shotting noise, splattering
clammly on their hands, their faces.

"Cone on!" Mnk snapped. "We'll get wet!"

They began to run, but not swiftly, for it was intensely dark and they were w thout |ight.

HAM the nore agile on his feet, was in the lead, his hands out before him seining the darkness.
Unexpectedly, he felt a pain across his knuckles. It was a burning sensation as if a red-hot iron



had been laid there. The agony stabbed. He exploded in a grunt and recoil ed.

"What's wong?" Mnk denanded.

Ham started to answer - but instead, thunbed on his lighter, holding it high. What he saw caused
himto how at the top of his voice.

"Run!" he bel | oned.

Monk stood rooted in gape-jawed surprise. He had seen the sanme thing as Ham - vague, nebul ous
green things floating in the night. They seened alive, squirmng through the murk |ike w nged
serpents. One of the fantastic bodies was afl oat near Ham s knuckl es.

Monk felt sudden pain, yelled, and knew he had touched one of the green nysteries. He | aunched a
bl ow, hit nothing, then felt horrible agony scorch his neck.

There was not hing visible, no sound. Monk nade snarlings and tried to get his machine pistol out.
Agai n, agony scorched him It was like an iron at red heat.

Ham was fighting near by. Al of his blows fanned air, but often his fists were burned. He | ashed
with his sword cane. That did no good. He went down. He felt ill, nauseated.

Ham coul d feel the streaks of agony el sewhere on his |lithe body now There were stabs at his

ankl es, across his back where his shirt was wet fromthe rain and fromhis own perspiration. They
were horrible. They brought nmad screeches to his lips. Red curtains of agony fluttered before his
eyes. It was as if he were being beaten.

Monk tried to get up. He could still hear Haml s nouthi ngs, but they were weaker. It canme to the
chem st that his own voice was fading. It seemed to go away, to becone a thing in the infinite

di st ance.

H s |l ast sensation was that his own voice had gone entirely away, leaving himin a silence that
was profound, a darkness that was conpl ete.

Chapter 4. THE BRONZE SHADOW

ON the tug Whal e of Gotham there was tense suspense. The ski pper stood wi th both hands cupped
behind his ears, listening. He had heard the cries of Mnk and Ham

The deckhand who had seen Hadim's knife stood near by, also |istening.

"Sonething's up," he said.

"You bet there is!" agreed the skipper. "Wiere's a lantern? And hand ne that signal pistol. I'm
gonna investigate."

"That signal pistol won't help much," nuttered the deckhand.

"Hell it won't!" The skipper scow ed. "Ever see how one of themrocket balls will burn a man?"

He got his lantern and his signal pistol and clanbered down out of the pilot house. He was a
hard, bold man, this tug captain, and there was no cowardice in his nakeup, and not nmuch caution. He
approached a spot from which he could | eap to the dock.

A tall figure reared up in the lantern light and stood with fol ded arms. The hook-nosed face was
inscrutable; the flow ng abah, the enbroidered jubbah, and the queer-Ilooking shirwals lent the
figure an exotic appearance.

The tug skipper, recognizing his passenger, the Khan Nadir Shar, stopped.

"I would not," said the Khan, "go ashore."

"You woul dn't?" grow ed the captain. Wy not"'

"it would not be advisable," said the Khan, speaking his English that was so perfect it was

al nost unpl easant.

The ski pper put out his jaw and swing his rocket pistol where it showed distinctly in the lantern
light. The rocket pistol resenbled a sin~gle.barreled shotgun sawed off and fitted with a revol ver
grip.

"Why not?" he repeated.

"l hoped it would not be necessary to tell you this," said the Khan Nadir Shar. "But ny life is
in danger. So is the life of Joan Lyndell, the Anerican woman who acconpanies nme. | believe that
noi se ni ght have been made to decoy you ashore, that you m ght be put out of the way, |eaving us
al one and defensel ess."

The ski pper expanded a little under that. So these peopl e depended on hinf That appealed to his
fighting instincts.

The Khan Nadir Shar dipped a hand inside his jubbah and brought out a big automatic. The tug
captain took it. It was an Anerican arnmy gun.

"An extra hundred dollars,"” prom sed the Khan, "if you will stand guard, letting no one aboard

wi thout first calling ne.

The ski pper did not consider |ong. A hundred was a hundred.

"Sure," he said.

The Khan Nadir Shar now went bel ow, wal king slowy, as if he had no concern in the world. He did
not wal k to Joan Lyndell's stateroomthis tine, but knocked first and spoke softly.

Joan Lyndell was sitting in the same chair, as if she had not noved, and she held her blue
automatic precisely as she had before.

"What was it?" she asked.

"The Mystic Millah, | fear," the Khan said precisely. "I have heard his victins die before. They
have a peculiar way of crying out as they feel the touch of the Mystic Millah's green soul slaves,



and their shrieks gradually die away, taking about the sanme tinme before -

"Stop it!" the girl rapped.

The Khan bowed. "Sorry."

Knuckl es banged the door.

"Quy out here that says he wants to see you," said the tug skipper's voice. "He looks like a

wal ki ng skel eton and he just got here."

"What is his name?" the Khan asked precisely.

"Says it's WIlliamHarper Littlejohn," said the tug captain

THE Khan Nadir Shar absently traced a hand al ong the enbroidery of his jubbah. On his forehead,
the serpent design coiled about the jewel seermed to stand out nore distinctly than before.

"A WIIliam Harper Littlejohn signed the radi ogram which came to us at sea," he said. "The nessage
which inforned us that Doc Savage was not available for the tine being."

Joan Lyndel | stood up. She was very tall and there was a regal quality about her.

"Hadi m nust have delivered his nessage," she said. "Let this Littlejohn in. He is one of Doc
Savage' s ai des."

The door was opened. The man who cane in was very tall, very thin, and had a prom nent forehead.
Hi s clothes hung upon himas on the lath frane of a scarecrow. In one hand, he juggled a nonocle
whi ch had a thick lens that was obviously a strong nagnifier.

He | ooked at the Khan Nadir Shar, at the design tattooed on the man's forehead, and he plainly
recogni zed it for what it signified, for he bowed slightly. Then he eyed the girl, and bowed agai n.
"Where are ny associ ates, Mnk and Han?" he asked.

The Khan sai d not hi ng.

Joan Lyndel | | ooked puzzl ed.
"What do you nmean?" she asked.
"Doc Savage was not in town," said the bony man. "I am Johnny, one of his five assistants. Mnk

and Ham are two nore of Doc's nmen. They cane down to see you."

Joan Lyndel |l held her gun tightly and said, "The noi ses we heard! The screans!"

The skel eton of a man frowned. "El ucidate, please?" he said.

"Strange noi ses which mght have been shrieks sone nminutes ago," said the Khan.

Joan Lyndel | asked, "Then Hadimgot to you?"

"Hadi n?" The tall man stopped juggling the nmonocle magnifier. "Was he the brown gentleman with
the large knife up his sleeve?"

"Was?" The girl |lowered her gun. "Wat do you nean?"

"We found himdead in the corridor, with his neck broken," said the bony man.

A SHORT, sharp whistle came fromthe Khan. He had jerked breath in through his teeth. Joan

Lyndel | held her gun tightly at her side and her breathing was audi bl e.

"The Mystic Millah!" she said hoarsely.

The unnaturally thin man said sharply, "Wat are you tal ki ng about?"

"The Mystic Millah's victins die from broken necks," the Khan Nadir Shar said precisely.

The bony man waved an arm

"Wait a minute!" he said. "We'll get all of this straightened out later. Doc Savage canme back
after Monk and Hamhad left. | told himwhat had happened. He sent ne down here to get you all and
bring you to him"

"He will help us?" the girl asked eagerly.

"How can he tell?" asked the gaunt man. "He does not know what it is all about."

"But | thought Hadim -

"Hadi m di ed before he could do nore than scratch a clue on the wall which |led us down here,"
replied the bony man. "WII| You go with ne, please, | will take you to Doc Savage."

The Khan asked, "But what about the other two - Mnk and Han®?"

The tall man shrugged. "Doc Savage will know what to do about that."

"We have no |uggage," said Joan Lyndell. "Let's go."

THE tugboat captain watched them di sappear into the night, then | ooked at the hundred-dollar hill
whi ch the Khan had given him He snapped it in his hands, held it close to the lantern, then | ooked
doubtful, for he had not seen enough hundred-dollar bills to know what they resenbl ed. After that,
he made a washing gesture with his hands, as if cleaning themof the whole affair. The deckhand

| oomed out of the wet murk. "Hey, cap," he said. "I think we ought to call the cops and spill this
whol e thing."

The ski pper hastily stowed the greenback.

"Why?" he denmanded.

The deckhand cane cl ose and spoke in a | ow voi ce.

"Just before that |ong bony guy got here, | thought |'d | ook around, so | craw ed up on the
dock," he said, "I eased up alongside a pile of boxes. And boy, did | get an earful! After I
listened a mnute, | thought |I was nuts!"

"What did you hear?" asked the skipper.
Instead of answering, the deckhand said, "Oh!" rather loudly, then another "Ch!" that was even
| ouder. The second "Ch!" was choked up with sonething.



The skipper lifted his lantern, his eyes protruded and he Junped madly backward. He opened his
mouth to bark sonething having to do with astoni shnent, but he was so shocked that no sound cane
forth

The deckhand was flailing his arnms and crying "Ch!" again and again, each tinme in a nore horrible
tone. The breath puff of each "Oh!" seemed to distort the hideous green wormof a thing that was
rolling against his face, coiling around it, as if caressing it

The deckhand struck at his own features and his hands, it was quite plain, passed conpletely
through the nebul ous green horror, with the result that the verdant thing was separated into two
sections, each of which seemed to take on added |ife and slide over the man's nose

The deckhand sucked in breath, and one of the green snakelike things crawled partially inside his
mout h, then hastily out again. The deckhand shrieked nore hoarsely and fell flat on his face, where
his squirmngs becane rapidly |less, and his head began to bend backward strangely, as if sonething
invisible, some unseen naster of strength, had gripped his neck

The ski pper was yelling now, striking with his lantern at one of the green bodies in the air in
front of him He succeeded in fanning it away with his lantern, but stepped backward directly into
another of the citrine horrors. He shrieked; and junping away, slipped and banged his | antern down,
batting its flame out and extinguishing it

After that, there was intense darkness, out of which canme unearthly and sickening sounds of a man
maki ng a rendezvous with death

IN the midst of the other sounds there was a hollow crack, as if sone one had broken a stick of
candy while it was still wapped in its paper covering. A bit later, there was another crack, al nost
identical: and after that, there was silence except for the bubbling suck of waves and the far-away
fog horns.

For perhaps the span of a minute, the quiet held

A light appeared. It was a weird beam thin as a white string, and it |aced about with eerie

speed until it found the two forms on the tug deck

Bot h ski pper and deckhand lay with postures grotesquely distorted, their heads bent back in a
manner which indicated with certainty that their necks were broken. There was no sign of the

nebul ous green nonstrosities

The thin, white beam of |ight collapsed suddenly. Quiet again gripped the vicinity, except for

the small sounds of the water, which were sufficient to cover other, mnor noises. A wave nudged the
tug into the dock, and the fenders screaned out |ike condemed souls, as they ground between hul

pl anki ng and dock piles

There was no sound of anything living, no trace that the w elder of the thin-beaned flashlight

had noved; yet inshore, toward the end of the dock, where there was a little glowreflected froma
distant street light, a shadow noved unexpectedly. It was a very |arge shadow and quite shapel ess
with nothing definite enough about it to identify it

A bit later, the shadowy figure naterialized again, sone distance down the street, near where

three other figures stood. (L

The other three figures were Joan Lyndell, the Khan Nadir Shar, and the skeleton-thin man with

t he magni fyi ng nonocle. They were close under a street lanp, hugging it as if its brilliance were an
actual protection.

Joan Lyndell was saying, "I think we had better go back."

The Khan shivered. He | ooked scared

"l do not know what we should do," he said

The bony nman exhal ed noisily as if trying to relax froman unpl easant tension. He jerked his

head

"The thing to do is get you two to Doc Savage," he said sharply. "Let Doc get hold of this
thing."

"We have cone half around the world to do that very thing," murnured the girl. "But something
happened back at the tug. | could hear it."

And the bony nman snapped, "W're not going back. Cone on."

They advanced, the skeleton of a man now using a flashlight. The beam soon picked up a car, a

| arge sedan. The thin man got behind the wheel and put the machine into notion

It was raining again, cold, bitter drops which ran over the car top with sounds |ike snall-footed
unseen things. The wi ndshield wi per began to sw ck-swuck nonotonously. They passed through streets
that were |like the avenues of the dead, for none were abroad in the rain

The sedan covered many bl ocks, but did not get over in the theatrical district with its tinse

bl aze. When the nmachine stopped finally, it was before a gloony structure that resenbl ed a shabby
factory building. The headlight glow, splashing sidew se, revealed a "To Rent" sign which | ooked
ol d.

The bony man got from behind the wheel, came around and opened the rear door adjacent to the
curb. He leaned far inside and switched on the dome |ight

A blue revolver was disclosed in his hand. It shifted its nenace fromthe Khan to the girl.
"Think it over," the skeleton nman advised. "The boss said to kill you if you got funny."

The Khan choked, "Then Doc Savage -



"Doc Savage, hell!" the other said h"l've never even seen Doc Savage!"

The girl said in a snall dry voice, "Then you - "

"I"mdoing this job for the Mystic Millah," the skeleton man told her. "Get out! Go inside! And

no - "

The bony man fell silent

HE was silent because of a sound. A sound that had cone into existence so gradually that it had

at first not been noticed. The sound was still vague, but it was real, so real that it possessed a
qual ity of menace, of prom sed events

It was a trilling. It traced a fantastic nusical scale, rising and failing, but not repeating its
notes or indicating in any way that it adhered to a definite tune. It was |low, nearly inpossible of
description. It mght have been the product of a chill w nd through the fog, or the song of sone
exotic tropical bird. And it was entirely unnatural, awe-inspiring

The skeleton-thin man glared at the Khan and the girl. There was nothing to show from whence the
wei rd sound cane, but he thought one of themwas meking it

"Cut it out!" he snarled. "Get out of there and pile into this old factory!"

He stepped back. Then he convul sed violently. H's gun dropped fromhis hand. He tried to cry out
but his mouth, open at its w dest, emtted no sound. He tw sted around, staring, seenming not to
under stand what had happened to him

Only when he got his head around was he aware of the giant formwhich had fl oated soundl essly out
of the fog and fastened upon him The giant was a man, but he seermed huge beyond all hunman
proportions. Maybe the fog hel ped that inpression, the fog and the incredible strength of the mghty
hand which held his neck in a paralyzing clutch, and the other hand which, gripping his arm had
twi sted and caused the gun to fall

The gi ant dropped the gun in a coat pocket. He seenmed unhurried. Hs free hand went to the thin
man's neck and did sonmething to nerve centers. The nman becane tense, as if seized with a spell that
he coul d not break, and when he was rel eased, he fell to the sliny sidewal k and did not nobve, except
toroll his eyes in horror

The giant stepped close to the car and the donme |ight showed his features. They were features of

an amazing regularity. But the handsonmeness of the big man's face did not nmake it distinctive. It
was his bronze hue; his countenance might have been noulded fromnetal. Too, it was his eyes, like
pool s of flake-gold stirred by tiny winds. Wird eyes, they seened possessed of a conpelling power,
an ability to literally convey orders with their glance

The bronze man wore no head covering, and his hair, of a bronze hue only slightly darker than his
skin, lay smooth and unruffled as a netallic skullcap. H's neck was bundled with fantastic sinews,
and the tendons on the backs of his bronze hands were of unnatural size

The girl, Joan Lyndell, had her blue automatic out, but she did not lift it. Instead, she spoke
throatily.

"You are Doc Savage," she told the bronze nman

THE remarkabl e bronze man did not reply. He studied the pair in the sedan. Then he nmade a snal
gesture at the skeleton man so weirdly paralyzed on the sidewal k.

When he spoke, his voice was in keeping with his striking appearance, a voice that was deep and
cultivated, conveying the inpression that it was capable of great flexibility.

"This man told you he was Johnny - WIIliam Harper Littlejohn?" he asked

"Isn't he?" the girl countered

"No," said the bronze man. "He has nade hinself up to | ook sonething |ike Johnny."

The Khan Nadir Shar seened to have been beyond speech. Now he reached up and absently touched the
design tattooed on his forehead; that seened to awaken him

"You are Doc Savage," he said precisely. "How did you get here?"

"l have been away," the bronze man said sinply. "A short while ago, | returned to ny headquarters
and | earned that Monk and Ham two of ny aides, had gone to the tug. My arrival there was
si mul taneous with your own departure. | followed you."

The girl said rapidly, "Something happened back at the tug shortly after we left. Do you have any
idea what it was?"

"l heard the sounds,"” admitted the bronze man. "I went back and used a flashlight. Two nen
apparently the skipper of the tug and one of his deckhands, were dead. Their necks seened to be
broken. There was not tine to investigate thoroughly, because it was necessary to follow you.
"The Mystic Millah!" the girl said hoarsely. "H s green soul sl|laves!"

Doc Savage studied her, his nmetallic features inscrutable

"What makes you say that?" he asked

"The Mystic Miullah's victins always die with their necks broken," replied the girl. "The green
soul slaves do that."

The Khan Nadir Shar knotted and unknotted his hands and his jewel ed finger rings ground together
softly.

"The Mystic Miullah is here!" he mpaned. "Hi s green soul slaves will find us! They go everywhere!"
He fell silent

Doc Savage continued to study them His flake-gold eyes, catching the glow fromthe done |ight



gave the inpression of being strangely |um nous.

"This will all have to be explained," he said. "But first, our friend here will talk."

The bronze man stepped hack and picked up the skeleton-thin man. He did sonmething to the nerve
centers near the fellow s neck, and the nan regained the use of his linbs as if by magic. He tried
to fight, but he was battered against the car with a fierce roughness and held so hel pl ess that he
began t o~whi nper.

"Where is the Mystic Mull ah?" Doc Savage asked.

The victimstared, noaned as the bronze hands hurt himnore, then seemed to reach a sudden
conclusion that it would be wise to tell what he knew.

"l don't know," he groaned. "Listen, | wouldn't have gone into this if | had known | would have
to buck you, Savage. |'ve heard of you, see. |'man actor. A ham |'ve been having it tough.

"A guy tel ephones nme and asks me will | go to the tug and get these two people, tell themny
story, and bring themhere. | get two hundred for the job. |I never seen the guy who hired nme, see.
He left a picture at nmy hotel and tel ephoned ne to nake up like the picture. The picture's in ny
pocket."

Doc Savage di pped a hand inside the man's coat and brought Qut a piece of cardboard to which was
pasted a newspaper cutout of WIIliam Harper Littlejohn, the em nent archaeol ogi st and geol ogi st.
"The guy on the tel ephone said you were out of town and woul d never know," npaned the bony man.
"What a sucker | was!"

Doc Savage watched the man steadily, making the other return his stare, turning the other's face
when he sought to avoid the nenace of the fantastic flake-gold eyes.

The thin man squirmed and nore and nore horror came upon his cadaverous face; his tongue swabbed
over his lips, but it was dry and left no wetness, and his eyelids rolled back until nost of the
eyebal | s showed.

"l told you the truth!" he shrieked suddenly. "What are you going to do with me?"

The nature of the answer, if there was an answer intended, was never known, for a voice shrilled
out suddenly fromthe depths of the griny old factory buil ding.

"Don't!" it screaned. "Get those things off ne!"

I't was Monk's voi ce.

Chapter 5. AFTER MONK YELLED

THE skel eton-thin man barked out in agony as Doc Savage slammed himinto the sedan. He fl oundered
down on the floorboards at the feet of the girl and the Khan Nadir Shar, and lay there stunned.
"Two bl ocks north, one west," Doc rapped. "Drive there and wait for nme!"

The girl, conprehending instantly, scranbled out of the rear door and into the front one,
inserting her slender form behind the wheel

The Khan began, "But who-what the -

"That was Monk, one of ny nmen," said the bronze man. "Watch this ham actor here. He knows nore
than he has told us, if his manner is any indication."

The Khan renoved an automatic fromunder his jubbah. It was a thin-snouted forei gn weapon which
fired a bullet with the penetration force of sone rifles. He put the snout against the tenple of the
bony prisoner.

"Be careful," Doc warned.

"Your warning is not necessary,"” the Kban said, his English still unnaturally perfect. "W well
know t he hi deous power of this Mystic Millah."

It was doubtful if the bronze man heard the last of that, for he had faded into the fog and wet
darkness. He went directly to the entrance of the warehouse, but did not touch the door, which was
cl osed. He paused there, entirely inmobile.

He was using his ears, organs which had been devel oped by years of scientific treatnent and
exercise until they had a sensitivity that was far beyond the normal. There were sounds inside, |ow
and uneven, as if sonething were rubbing against something el se with short strokes.

The bronze man did not touch the door, or go closer. He nobved away. Those sounds were nade by nen
wai ting on the other side of the panel, nen who were trying not to breathe loudly, and as a result,
made occasi onal strained gasps.

The bronze man searched in the darkness, found a | edge on the face of the building where nortar
had weathered out, and lifted hinmself up. A projecting window | edge furnished his next grip. He used
a handkerchief to wipe off the danp stone. The city grine, soaked with the fog and rain, nmade a
paste only slightly less slick than grease.

He tried the window dass was gone fromit. Inside, there were hoards planked over.

Down in the street, the sedan departed, making very little noise.

The bronze giant set hinself on the wi ndow | edge and struck a sudden, violent blow The inpact
seened nore than human knuckl es could wi thstand. He struck again in, stantly. The plank split,
caved, and he grasped the edges and wenched it out; then, although the adjacent hoards were nearly
three quarters of an inch thick, he tore themaside as if they had been shingles,

The crash of wood, the scream of nails drawi ng, echoed through the old structure. There were

ot her sounds, too. Men were running on the stairs. Voices were shouting.

The | anguage they spoke was the gobbling, clucking dialect - weird to the unaccustoned ear,



conmon to certain renote areas of central Asia.

Then lights burst into the room white-hot, stinging rods of brilliance from powerful
flashlights. A man babbled out in the strange | anguage. Then powder roar slamred and pl aster,
| oosened by a bullet, ran off the wall in a gray stream

THE bull et m ssed Doc Savage. He was far to the left when it struck.

The room was enornous. Hunped here and there over the floor were foundations for heavy machinery.
A few still supported bul ky machines. They were like a forest, and excellent shelter.

The bronze man got down behind the machine foundation:. Instead of continuing to the left, he

went straight ahead. The attackers were cackling profanely in their dialect. A nonment |ater, Doc
Savage saw one of them A sw tching flash beamoutlined himdistinctly.

The man was wol fishly lean, with very black hair and eyes, the latter with the nmerest of slants,
and his skin was the color of a gunnysack. He was clad immacul ately in clothing which woul d not draw
a second gl ance on New York streets.

He carried a thin-nosed automatic, simlar to the one produced by the Khan Nadir Shar. The weapon
could drive a slug through half a dozen human bodi es.

Doc saw others of the attacking party a nonent later; and they were simlar in appearance to the
first. Central Asiatics, all of them men froma |and where |ife was cheap.

Alert, deadly, they prow ed the big room spreading out, twisting the heads of their flashlights
to cause themto throw w der beans. Sonme fell back to watch the stairway and the door.

It was toward these latter that Doc Savage directed his attention. Monk and Ham were here
somewhere. Finding themwas the bronze man's goal. And it woul d have to be acconplished by sone
means other than brute force, or an open gun fight, for Doc carried no firearnmns.

He never carried a gun. He had a special reason for this, naintaining that a nan who carried a
firearmcame to depend upon it; and once it was taken fromhim that man would tend to feel

conpl etely hel pl ess.

The bronze man touched rusty |lengths of iron. They were bolts, heavy things, piled together. He
raised up with one of themand threwit. H s target was not one of the men at the door, but one On
the far side of the large room He did not want themto think he was near the door. The bolt struck
the victimbetween thigh and knee and he screaned and fell down.

Instantly, there was a rush for the spot. They thought the man nust have been struck at close
range, not realizing the ability of the bronze man's great mnmuscles to throw far and accurately.
From bel ow, downstairs and to the rear, a voice bellowed out. It was Mnk again.

"Watch out, Doc!" he howl ed. "They nmade nme yell that first tinme to draw you inside! | didn't know
that!"

The bronze man knew it now. H's discovery of the waiting men behind the door downstairs, had told
himit was a trap. He scuttled swiftly, taking advantage of the uproar at the other end of the
room

A dark-skinned man sighted him let out a yell. The cry choked off suddenly as a heavy bolt

gl anced fromthe man's head to the wall. Man and belt hit the floor together.

@unshot s whoom whooned! in the cavernous room Lead clanged on machinery or slapped the walls
fiercely. But Doc Savage was already at the stairs. He went down swiftly, reached the bottom took a
step forward-and stopped.

A light gushed. It was not a bright, blinding Iight, but a nellow one, designed not to blind. It
came fromthe head of a flashlight which someone had wapped in a single thickness of handkerchief.
The light was brilliant enough to reveal four slant-eyed brown faces, their very inscrutability
sonething terrible. Each of the men held one of the spike-nosed guns. But to these had been fitted
ramhorn magazi nes, and the gears in the mechanismwere no doubt filed so that the guns were
continuously automatic in operation, capable of enptying thirty or so shots in a single blast.

"Wal Il ah!'?!'" one rasped in his native tongue. "It would be good to take this bronze devil alive,
that we m ght show the Mystic Miullah we are sons of the nountain fox."
Doc Savage stood very still. The next word woul d decide his fate.

"It is a good thought," agreed another of the four.

THE FOUR MEN cane cl ose. They held their doctored automatics at waist |level, gripping themwth
both hands. This showed they knew what they were doing. Only an inexperienced man will try to fire
an automatic altered so that it discharges as long as the trigger is held back, for the recoil wll
ki ck such a weapon up, possibly blow ng out the brains of an unwary individual.

The gun snouts pressed bard agai nst the bronze man. Hands reached out, ripped his pockets open,
spilling the contents, and sl apped places where weapons mi ght be conceal ed.

"H's nuscles are as hard as the rock walls of Tanan," murnured one of the party in his strange

| anguage. "Watch himclosely. He nust have terrible strength.”

Doc Savage asked, "Wiy do you seek ny life?"

The gun nuzzles jiggled against his side as the men started. They were surprised, for the bronze
gi ant had spoken their nother |anguage as perfectly as they thensel ves.

"It was not an idly wagging tongue that said this nman knows all things," one of the four

muttered. "Even in Asia, few nen speak our tongue as well as he does."

"It is said that the man who faces danger quietly lives to face it again," said another. "He is



too calm Watch himclosely."

Men began coming down the stairs. They cackled in their excitenment. Those who had been hurt were
hel ped by others

The man who had given orders upstairs faced Doc Savage and showed bl ack teeth. He did not speak

at once, but slowy prepared a chew of betel nut, the ingredients for which he drew froma pocket of
his neat business suit. The chewi ng of betel had nade his teeth black. He watched closely; and

di scovering no trace of fear on the bronze giant's features, seened di sgusted

"A wi se man knows when to be frightened," he said

"There can he fear w thout shaking and wailing," Doc Savage said in the tongue of Tanan

"You are a strange one," said the man in English. "I can understand why the Mystic Millah shoul d
cone fromthe other side of the world to dispose of you before you heard the story of the Khan Shar
and the white worman, Joan Lyndell."

"l am curious about this Mystic Mullah," the bronze man stated quietly. "Wwo is he?"

"He was dead and sat for a thousand years in one spot, thinking," the other said matter of

factly. "He knows all things and can do all things. After he had neditated, he detached his spirit
fromhinself and sent it to earth, to Tanan, to enlighten nmen and lead themto their proper
destiny."

"You," Doc Savage told him "sound like a coolie who has partaken too freely of the product of

the poppy. "

The other smled fiercely. "The Mystic Mullah is greater than the Genghis Khan, greater even than
Al'l ah, or Buddha. Beside him Confucius was as the child scholar who puzzles over his first books
These things, you will learn.”

"Here in Anerica, they have a word for such talk," said the bronze man

"What is it?"

"Hokuml " answered the bronze nan

Al of the men were down fromupstairs now. They had gathered in a close ring. None of them had
faces of norons. Rather, their features were those of intelligent men. But they were also the faces
of killers, men who took life for a purpose they considered right and just

"Watch!" rapped the bronze man

He lifted both hands above his head, began to knot and unknot the fingers in a slow, fantastic
fashi on

"Dam it!" grated the chief of the brown-skinned nen. H s eyes were on Doc's hands. So were the
eyes of his conpanions. They coul d not understand it

Nor did Doc expect themto understand. The strange novenents of his hands were sinply to draw
their attention fromhis feet as he stepped on one heel with the toe of the other foot and strained
The heel of his shoe was dislodged so easily that it was evident it was equi pped with some type of
hinge. A yellow sh powder spilled out, making a snall nmound on the fl oor

Doc stepped back, turned half around, put his hands over his face and bent doubl e

There was a terrific, eye-hurting white light. A plop of sound acconpanied it, not unlike the
setting off of a photographer's flash light gun. The light burned for perhaps a full two seconds
dense white snmoke pouring fromthe nound of powder. The |ight went out

Only then did guns begin going off

IT was too |ate. Doc Savage had lunged with the first burst of light. He knew what woul d happen
The chemi cal mixture was infinitely stronger than nmagnesium it nade a |light so strong that it
produced al nost conplete blindness for a few noments. The stuff was ignited by a small pellet of
anot her chem cal compound which burst into flane shortly after it was exposed to the air

The brown men mlled about, cursing in their dialect. Fully twenty shots were fired wildly. Two
men fell, knocked down by the bullets of their fellows.

Doc Savage did not linger, or try to nmake any capture. The blindness would not |ast |ong enough
for that. It was nmonmentary, as if a flashlight had been splashed into eyes accustonmed to intense
dar kness

The bronze man noved toward the rear. It was fromthere that Monk's yell had cone. He found an
open door. It gave into an alley.

On the alley pavenent were tracks, faintly discernible in the fog sline. Doc followed them and
cane out on a street. The tracks crossed a sidewal k. Recently, there had been work done on the
street pavenent, necessitating the use of sand, and a filmof the stuff still renained

Doc Savage knew the footprint sizes of Monk and Ham He found them both. Mnk bad a peculiar
shanbling gait and large feet. Ham s shoes were small, alnost femi nine, and he put his feet down
strai ght, without toeing in or out. The tracks ended on the sidewal k. Across the curb there were
other marks, made by autonobile tires. These were still practically dry, the noisture having been
forced aside by the weight of the car. The machine had left only a nonent ago. It nust have had a
qui et engine not to be heard inside the abandoned factory,

The brown nmen of Tanan were yelling; some dashed out and splattered their flashlights in the
al l ey, then cane running toward where Doc stood

The bronze man faded away into the danp night. He reached the nmain thoroughfare, turned north two
bl ocks, then went one west. It was there that the Khan Nadir Shar and the girl should have waited in



the sedan.

Doc found the sedan. It was dark, with the headlights and the done |ight extinguished. He stopped
a few yards away, |istened, then went on. He did not call out. He splashed his own flash beaminto
t he machi ne.

There was only a body inside, a body '"with a tw sted, grotesquely broken neck. It was the

skel eton-thin man who had cl ai med he was a ham actor hired to play the part of WIIiam Harper

Littl ej ohn.

O the Khan Nadir Shar and Joan Lyndell there was no trace.

Chapter 6. THE RESCUED MAN

DOC Savage | ooked the sedan over closely, noting engine and |icense nunbers, the nmake of the

tires, the location of the inevitable dents in the fenders. Probably it was a stol en machine.

Down the street, the brown-skinned Tananese were pushing a speedy search. In the distance, a
police siren was nmaking uproar; it seenmed to conme closer, an indication that the shooting inside the
abandoned factory had attracted attention.

The Tananese apparently heard the siren, but were so unfamliar with Arerican |life that they

failed to realize what it was until the very closeness of the eerie whine told themit was bound for
this spot. Then they scattered, scuttling away |ike frightened rats.

Doc Savage hinsel f eased away. He wished to |earn nore about the Mystic Millah before giving any
information to the police. A nonent later, the bronze man reached his roadster.

It was a long car, nmanufactured by a concern noted for the long life of its machines. It would

take an experienced observer to tell that the machine was arnor-pl ated.

Seating hinself behind the wheel, Doc Savage drew on a peculiar |ooking pair of overgrown

goggl es. The |l enses of these were considerably |arger but of the sane shape as condensed mlk cans.
He shifted tiny switches on the goggle affair and they began to nake a faint whizzing. This was
barely audibl e.

Doc next flicked a switch on the dash. To one standing near by, it would have seened that nothing
happened. Certainly no visible |ights came on.

But to Doc Savage, wearing the strange goggles, a stretch ahead of the car had becone illum nated
with an unearthly distinctness. It was not like ordinary light, this lum nance. Objects stood out in
stark high lights and shadows and there was no sense of color. It was as if everything had taken on
varied shades of black and white. The effect was produced by an infraray projector nounted forward
of the hood. The infralight was ordinarily invisible to the unaided eye, and its use in headlights
was rmade possible only by the intricate goggles which the bronze nan wore.

It was by use of this invisible light that the bronze man had been able to follow the girl and

the Khan Nadir Shar.

The roadster ran with the silence of a ghost through the darkened streets, wheeled to the left

and sought an even nore secluded district.

I't was raining again, another of the brief flurries which had been prevalent all evening. The wet
drops, striking the bronze man's uncovered head, ran off with the peculiar effect of water shedding
fromthe back of a water-fow . The rain seemed to bother himnot at all.

He clicked switches conceal ed under the dash, and a radi o | oud-speaker began to spew netallic
static. Froma conceal ed hook, the bronze nan lifted a m crophone, a sensitive instrument with an
encl osi ng nout hpi ece so constructed that, by holding it close to the |lips, one could speak without
byst anders heari ng.

"Any luck?" he asked, then listened to the radi o speaker.

"Plenty," said a rather nasal voice. "Drive across Queensborough Bridge and turn north through
Astoria."

Doc Savage swung the roadster about, conplying with the directions. He kept to secluded streets

and broke the speed limt steadily, except on the upper |evel across the bridge, when he was |imted
by the speed of the other cars in the double traffic lane, there being no room for passing.

He was nearly across the bridge when the nasal voice cane out of the radio speaker again.

"An old refinery on the river," it said. "W're waiting for you at the beginning of the |ane that
leads to the refinery."

THE | ane was narrow, rutted deeply by trucks, but it did not look as if it had been used nuch
recently. There was high brush alongside it, brush fromwhich the |eaves had fallen, for the season
was well in the Fall. Although it was conparatively warm now, snow had fallen briefly weeks before.
The man who stepped out in front of the roadster was thin, somewhat scrawny, and he had a

conpl exi on whi ch was, as far as appearances went, strikingly unhealthy. He | ooked as if he had grown
up in a cellar with nmushroons. He had the color of a nmushroom

The unheal thy | ooking man came close to the roadster and said, "They turned into that old

refinery, Doc. | don't think it, being used. They nust have bought off the watchman."

Doc Savage said, "Good work, Long Tom*

The pallid man was Maj or Thonmas J. Roberts. He | ooked vaguely |ike a corpse, but he could whip
three tines his weight in ordinary nen. Furthernore, he was a wizard in the field of electricity, a
genius of the "juice."

Anot her man |unbered out of the night, a tower of gristle and bone alnost as |arge as Doc Savage.



He had a |l ong face which wore an expression of utter gloom He |ooked as if he had just |lost a very
dear friend. But the striking thing about the newconer was his fists. They were incredibly huge,
each conposed of somewhat nore than a quart of hone and sinew.

"Johnny went on ahead to scout around," he said, and his voice, although he tried to keep it

down, was |like the roar of an angry lion.

The big-fisted man was Col onel John Renw ck, and his name was one known wi dely in the engineering
profession, a trade at which he had nade several fortunes. Renny, as he was ordinarily called, was,
along with the pallid Long Tom a nmenber of Doc Savage's group of five unusual aides.

Doc Savage gui ded the roadster off the lane, parking it in a spot where it was not likely to be
seen. Then they all went on ahead.

Johnny met themshortly, a thin lath of darker shadow in the danmp fog and darkness. Wen he

spoke, he used his big words.

"Concei vably, could these Orientals conjecture the hypothesis of our pervasion of this

ci rcumanbi ency?"

Renny | ooked nore gl oony.

"Holy cow " he grunbled, "Don't you ever speak English? Sonebody translate that."

Long Tom said sourly, "He neans that he wonders if them brown guys could be wi se that Doc Savage
had us posted in the background at that old factory, so that we could trail them"

"Rats!" said Renny. "Wy didn't he say so? | don't think they are wise."

"Did you see what happened to the girl and the king after they drove off in the sedan?" Doc

asked.

"King!" Renny expl oded.

"The man wears, tattooed on his forehead, the Sacred Seal of Tanan, the mark of the Son of
Divinity, Destined Master of Ten Thousand Lances, Ruler of Quter Mngolia," Doc told them

"Sounds big," said Renny, nodding.

"It means he is absolute ruler of Tanan, possibly the strangest and nost nedieval city of Asia,"
Dee replied. "Wat happened to himand to the girl?"

"They were seized by the brown fellows while waiting in the sedan,” Re nny replied. "W did not

get there in tine to prevent it. W heard squawl ing and pitching around, and got there to find that
bony fellow lying dead with what |ooked |ike a broken neck. Say, just what happened to him

anyway ?"
"The hand of the Mystic Millah," Doc said.
"Huh?" Renny blinked. "I don't get this."

Doc Savage told them what he had seen and heard, and what had happened. He m ssed few details,

yet his recital was not wordy.

"Holy cow " Renny munbl ed when he finished. "I still don't get it."

"As things happened,"” Doc replied, "there was no tinme to hear the story of the Khan and the
girl."

The men continued forward and soon could snell the crude tang of the refinery. The odor was not a
fresh, gaseous one of oil distilling, but an older, stale one that wafted from grease-soaked earth
and disused stills. They cane to a high fence, constructed of wire so coarse that it was like iron
bars.

They stood listening; and there was no sound, except those that cane distantly fromthe bay. Then
an elevated train noaned in the distance.

"Wait here,” Doc said.

Surmounting the fence did not present the bronze man with much difficulty. Renny and the others
heard the wire groan a little, as he descended the other side of the fence, but after that there was
no trace of his progress. |t seenmed darker than before, and he was alnpbst instantly lost in the
nmoi st voi d.

Doc Savage traveled swiftly, but not so rapidly as to invite mshap. Only the fact that he was
feeling out the ground in front of himprevented Doc fromfalling into an abandoned water cooling.
pit.

Shortly after that he saw |lights. They were furtive and bobbing, the splash of flashlights used
in a cautious manner. He made for them and soon could see the source of the |umnous dabs.

Men were working with large wenches al ongsi de a bank of pressure stills. They were renoving one
of the manhol e covers, held in place with powerful bolts.

One brown fellow, directing the work, seemed nore worldly-w se than the others.

"It is a good prison,” he said in the Tananese dialect. "The steel is thick, and their |oudest
shouts will not be heard.”

The | ast bolt cane free, after which they pried off the oval slab of steel which closed the tall
metal cylinder. The spokesman thrust his head and a flashlight inside and | ooked it over.

"It is well," he said. "Go bring the prisoners."

A brown man of Tanan darted away, using his flashlight to avoid the stanchi ons of aerial

pi pelines, gate houses and the other rusted appurtenances of the refinery. He lifted the beam
eventual |y and splashed it upon a large brick building. He made directly for the door.

Then a gi ant of bronze descended upon him a |long-fingered hand of fantastic strength cupping



over his nouth and closing in all sound. A single, short bl ow chopped down, and the nmessenger becane
unconsci ous.

After he had struck down the man, Doc Savage noved to the door of the brick building. The | ock,

he discovered by the sense of touch, had been torn off. A certain slight sharpness about the
ruptured wood fibers indicated that the tearing had been done recently.

The bronze man did not try to enter by the door, but noved to the left, where a wi ndow had
unexpectedly whitened froma light within. He peered through the w ndow.

The roominsi de was shabby, w th dust and paper on the floor. It did not look as if it had been
used for nonths, bearing out the general inpression that the refinery had been cl osed down for sone
time.

Several brown Tananese were present. All, after the manner of Orientals in the clothing of
Cccidental s, | ooked very neat, rather unnaturally prim

A stoop shoul dered white nman in greasy overalls stood in the center of the room A netal plate
affixed to his greasy cap read, "N ght Watchman." He was nervous.

"I'"mtaking a big chance,” he grunbled, and his words carried faintly to Doc Savage.

"You are well paid for letting us use this spot for hiding our prisoners," one of the Tananese
told him

More brown men now appeared, conming from another room They dragged the api sh Monk and the

sl ender, dapperly clad Ham The two prisoners were bound tightly at the wists. Ham had managed to
retain his attire in a remarkably unruffled condition. The crease in his trousers had a knifelike
shar pness.

One of the brown nen brought ordinary burlap bags. Mnk kicked and struggl ed, but was unable to
prevent one of the bags being drawn over his head and tied at the bottom Then Hamreceived the sane
treatment.

Monk squaw ed, "You bl asted heathen, what're you gonna do with us?"

"Shut up, you furry mstake!" Hamdirected at Monk. "The fact that they don't want us to see
where we are, shows they're not planning to kill us at once."

Doc Savage ducked suddenly, with all the speed of which he was capable.

The wi ndow gl ass broke, jangling. Flashing steel traveled on through the pane, passed under one

of the brown men who junped into the air with remarkable alacrity, and stuck, quivering, in the
baseboard. It was a knife, very heavy of bl ade.

THE sound whi ch had warned Doc Savage was faint; the rasp of cloth as the knife armwas drawn

back for the throw. The assailant was undoubtedly a guard who had stood there in the night. The
bronze nman's sensitive ears woul d have caught the approach of any one. The fell ow nust have thrown
at the outline of Doc's head agai nst the w ndow.

Once down on all fours, Doc whipped along the building wall. A flashlight popped a white disk on
the bricks. This skidded about, |ocated Doc.

"Yal" the knife thrower bawed. "It is the bronze one!"

Doc spotted half a brick in the flash glow, seized it and shied it at the light. The beam

vani shed in bl ackness.

"Ya!" snarled the brown man. He had not been hit.

Inside the brick building, undoubtedly the refinery office, there was a holl ow squabbl e of
shouting. Over toward the pressure still nore voices how ed. Lights were popping out everywhere,
scuddi ng their beans |ike frightened ghosts.

The ni ght watchman, who had certainly taken a bribe to allow the brown men to hide their

prisoners at the refinery, dashed out into the noist night.

"Be quiet!" he squawl ed. "Sonebody'l| hear this racket!" Fromthe direction of the main gate,

shot sound cane slamm ng. Hysterical yells followed it. A voice roared like an angry lion in a cave.
Renny's voi ce! Aided by Long Tom and Johnny, he was trying to get into the refinery grounds.

Doc Savage haunted the shadows, skirting the office building in an endeavor to get to Mk and
Ham The Khan Nadir Shar and the girl, Joan Lyndell, if they were alive, mght possibly have been
brought here al so.

Inside the office building, orders cracked in guttural Tananese. After that, the brown nen began
to nove in an orderly manner. They had been searching; now they gave up the hunt and assenbled in a
conpact group about the door.

One of the Orientals dragged a large bag into view, opened it, and started passing out extrenely
nodern and conpact gas masks. |t was apparent that only two or three of the Tananese had the |east
i dea of how to don these. But am d much profane exchange of directions, they nmanaged to get them
on.

Doc Savage had worked cl ose and had drawn fromhis clothing a nunber of small glass bulbs filled
with a colorless liquid. These were gas bonbs capabl e of produci ng qui ck unconsci ousness. He
returned themto the padded netal case from which they had been renoved. Their anesthetic vapor
content was effective only when inhal ed; the gas masks had made them usel ess.

Instead of the gas bonbs Doc produced two small cans, each fitted with a screw val ve. He opened
these val ves. The small canisters began meki ng faint hissing sounds.

The bronze nman tossed one of the cans toward the brown men, but was careful that it did not roll



cl ose enough to conme to their attention. The second can he threw very hard, so that it passed
entirely over them and | anded beyond.

Judgi ng accurately the time it would hit, he yelled loudly to cover the sound of its |anding.

The yel |l brought bullets which snapped |ike vicious, unseen teeth and clinbed away into the night
with piercing squeals. Doc |unged over and got behind a nest of pipe gates. A lead slug, hitting the
gates, splashed |ike a hard-driven raindrop.

"Sonebody' I | hear the noise!" screanmed the watchman. "Stop it!"

Two of the brown nen consulted in | ow voices. Then one ran over, stood close in front of the

wat chman and sai d sonething that Doc Savage did not hear. The other brown man canme up, unnoticed,
behi nd the wat chman.

Doc Savage called loudly, "Watchman - | ook out!"

He was too | ate, because the slant-eyed brown nan behind the watchman | eaned forward suddenly

with all of his weight, holding both hands clasped in front of his chest. Fromthe knob of his hands
protruded the steel thorn of a knife blade, and this disappeared its full length in the watchman's
back.

The wat chman's scream bl ew scarl et through his teeth; he fell down heavily, jerked convul sively,
then lay on his face while a fountain of red junped above his back a few time. This stopped as his
heart becane quiet.

"We can no longer use this place," said one of the Tananese. "And this white devil ghost," -
pointing to the dead watchman - "m ght have told that which would give us trouble."

Men cane running fromthe direction of the gate. Brown fellows, they sprinted with frenzied

speed, squawki ng that a white devil ghost who was all hands was pursuing them along with a skel eton
that lived and fought terribly, and another man who | ooked as if he were dead. That woul d be Renny,
Johnny and Long Tom

Thi ngs happened swiftly. A supermachi ne pistol hooted in the hands of one of Doc's nen. That

caused the flashlights to go out. Tananese shouts indicated the prisoners were being haul ed out of
t he buil di ng.

The brown nen cane directly toward Doc Savage, and the bronze giant, instead of retreating, found

t he stanchi on which supported an overhead pipeline and clinbed. Rust ground under his palns. He

bal anced atop the pipe.

The brown nmen began to pass under him Their breathing was heavy. One felt down; others swore at
him Then they splattered a flashlight beamto see their way.

By the backglow fromthe Iight Doc Savage nade out the vague forns of prisoners, their heads

hooded i n gunnysacks so as to prevent them sighting their surroundings. He counted three of the
captives, but not all of the party was illum nated. The flash went out.

Doc Savage | aunched hinsel f headlong into the cluster of Tananese.

THE SLANT- EYED nen were naturally expectant of an attack. But they were not ready for it from
above. One man, on whose shoul ders Doc managed to | and, went down; there was a nuffled crunch, as a
bone broke in some part of him

Doc kept down, striking upward, wenching at |egs. Men fell heavily. They shrieked; and one not
knowi ng Orientals woul d have thought they were thinking only of escape. On the contrary, they
unsheat hed kni ves and stabbed about with no great consideration for their conpanions.

Feet pounded as Renny, Long Tom and Johnny cane up. They were cautious enough, however, not to

di splay flashlights.

Doc Savage swept a figure fromhis feet. It was intensely dark. Doc reached for his victims

face. Hs fingers encountered coarse cloth - a burlap bag. It was one of the prisoners.

The bronze man was near the fringe of the fighting brown men now. He |unged, hol ding the

prisoner, and got clear, then gave the hooded captive a hard shove, propelling himaway in the nurk.
Wi rling, Doc plunged into the fight.

But the brown nen had recovered fromtheir surprise, had grouped thensel ves, and were retreating.
They brought flashlights into play, along with guns.

Doc, finding hinself |odged in a glaring flash beam whipped for shelter. The only haven in sight
was an upright of concrete which supported an overhead pipeline. He got behind it. Fragnents began
to fall off as bullets smashed.

Renny and the others were al so forced back. They used their supernachine pistols, but the brown

men got behind a still house, ran fromthere to abandoned benzine tanks and, in full flight, plunged
on past a row of crude tanks.

Renny had a flashlight, and hearing the prisoner whom Doc had rescued enit a groan, switched the
beamin that direction. The spike of white picked up a pair of immaculately trousered |egs. The rest
of the rescued one lay behind a gate box.

"It's Ham " Renny thundered. "I'd know his clothes anywhere."

They did not wait, but lunged in pursuit of the Tananese. The latter greatly outnunmbered them

Doc and his nen, in order not to show their position, refrained fromusing their flashlights. This
sl owed t hem up.

They coul d hear clanking of netal. The men of Tanan nust be breaki ng open a side gate. A nonent

| ater, autonpbile engines whooped into |life; headlights junped out in long funnels and began to



nove.
"Had cars waiting there for a getaway!" Renny booned. Doc and his nmen reached the gate. They

I aunched a few nercy bullets fromthe machine pistols, but as far as they could see, got no
results

Long Tom snapped, "I'll get our car and try to follow them " and started away

"No use!" Doc cried after him "You could not pick up their trail!"

Long Tom cane back reluctantly, and they reentered the grounds of the closed refinery. Going back
over the back trail of the brown men, they hoped to find some who had been overcone by the nercy
bul l ets. There was no trace of victins.

"Those babi es kept their heads," Renny grunbled reluctantly. "They carried off those who got laid
out."

"Let us hold interlocution with Ham" suggested bi g worded Johnny.

They cane soon to the prisoner whom Doc had rescued. The fellow was tunbling about, endeavoring

to free his hands. He had not yet been able to renobve the gunnysack hood which was over his head
"It's Ham all right," Long Tom decl ared. "Hey, Ham what'd you | earn about them brown eggs?
What's behind all of this?"

The hooded man made hacki ng sounds

"Gagged, " Renny thunped

The big-fisted engi neer bent down, tried to untie the knots in the string which held the
gunnysack, had trouble, then calmy gripped the sack with his two huge fists and tore it w de open
He laid the two halves back fromthe rescued one's face

Renny was hunkered down. His jaw fell, and he sl ouched over backward so that he seated hinself
heavi l y.

"Holy cow " he gul ped

The rescued man was not Ham

Long Tom stared at the nman. "Wo the devil are you?"

The man was | ean, rather thin about the waist, but nuscled sufficiently. H s clothing was
expensive, perfectly tailored, and still remarkably neat, considering what he had been through. In
these two respects, he resenbl ed Ham the dapper | awer who was one of Doc Savage's five
associ at es.

The man tried to answer - for he was not gagged. But the sounds he nade were unintelligible. He
seened to be far gone

"CGet that string off his throat," Renny nutter. "Maybe he's choking."

They | oosened the string. Then the nman fell over and his face buried itself in a pool of

rainwater. Breath came out of his lungs and made a | oud bubbling

"Fainted,"” Doc said, and |lifted the man

In the far distance, three reports smacked out rapidly. They sounded very much |ike shots

Chapter 7. THE WH TE- BROAN MEN

THE reports were shots discharged fromone of the | ean barreled foreign automatics, and were
directed at the front tire of a police notorcycle. The cars had been driving fast enough to interest
the motorcycl e cop

The front tire of the notorcycle let go with a |oud hissing. The cop fought the handl ebars, but
hi s machi ne wobbled into a ditch and bucked himoff. He wallowed for a time in the water that filled
the ditch, then got out and tried to use his revolver. But the cars bearing the brown nmen were too
far distant.

The machines - there were two of them- speeded on for a short distance, then turned to the right
and sl owed down.

"He is a fool who only drops thorns in the path of the tiger," one brown man told the man who had
fired at the notorcycle cop. "The tiger will cone again by another route."

"He is a greater fool who kills the cub of the tiger," retorted the other. "The police of these
white devil ghosts are a bad tiger."

Monk, who rode in the sane car, his head encased in a gunnysack, grow ed, "If | ever get |oose

I'' m gonna neke sonebody think tiger!"

A man | eaned forward, selected the spot in the sack where Moink's nose should be, and tapped with

a hard brown fist. The honely chem st bawl ed out and tried to kick, using both of his feet, which
were now bound together. There was sone excitenent while he was beaten to the point where he
concluded it was the better course to submt to his captors

By that time, the cars had stopped

"It is a wise |leopard who changes his spots,"” stated one of the captors

They unl oaded fromthe two nachi nes. Men went carefully over the cars w th handkerchiefs, rubbing
vigorously to renove finger prints. Then they advanced on f oot

Ahead, there was a traffic |light which still functioned, although the traffic was very light. The
Oientals scattered thensel ves and becanme |ost in the darkness, dragging their prisoners along with
t hem

A norment |later a notorist, stopping for the red light, got quite a shock when brown nen suddenly
descended upon himfromeither side, menacing with their thin-barreled guns. The notorist, not being



devoi d of sense, put up his hands. He was haul ed out, struck over the head repeatedly until he was
thoroughly sensel ess, then tossed behind a near-by wooden fence

Wthin the next ten mnutes, a second notorist net an identical fate

The brown nen | oaded into the cars thus obtained and drove off. Their pace was now decorous, SO
as not to cause a repetition of the motorcycle cop incident

It rained again, nore violently this tine, so that water stood in a sheet over the streets and
ran mad torrents in the gutters. Traffic policemen were grotesque black figures in their raincoats
and cap shields

Monk and Ham were kept out of sight, and by now were gagged so effectively that they could nmake
no noi se audi bl e outside the cars. The brown Tananese were unusually silent

They drove down, finally, on a steep road that led to the bank of the Hudson, bel ow Riverside
Drive. Monk and Ham were haul ed out, their ankles untied; gun nuzzles forced themto wal k ahead
They cane to a | arge, shadowy building, on which a man played a flashlight, disclosing a sign that
read:

CLCSED BY ORDER OF PARK COWM SSI ON

The buil ding behind the sign was soundl ess, and the flash beam roving, picked up a nane painted
over the door

COASTAL YACHT CLUB

A brown Tananese called out softly; a voice answered fromthe door, and they all filed inside
Monk and Ham were now unhooded and ungagged

Geat red welts were to be seen across the hands and faces of the two prisoners. These stood out
like streaks of scarlet grease paint, when bathed by the occasional dabbing touch of a roving
flashlight beam

The brown nen arrayed thensel ves along one wall, opposite a blank wall, and turned out their
lights. The darkness becane |like a black solid. They waited for a nonent in silence. Then one spoke
hollowy, dramatically, after the manner of one expecting sonethi ng nonentous

"W wait your presence, 0 One Who Died Before Tine Began," he said

And the strange voi ce which Monk and Ham had heard earlier in the night near the water front

said, "My green soul is with you. It will take the visible formof a face."

MONK, hear that, gave a violent start and rolled his eyes toward the source of the voice

Locating it, he started again and blinked incredul ously.

Across the room fully twenty feet distant, was a face, a grisly, lumnous visage, its hue a
bilious green. The lininents were, weirdly enough, now scarcely suggestive of an Oriental

count enance. The nouth opened and the tongue was |ike a pale, vague tendril of flame behind the
uncanni ly glowi ng teeth. The whole effect was that of a |um nous ghost

The spokesman of the brown nen got down on his knees and touched his forehead to the floor

"The soul of this one is a worm which has been stepped upon," he said uneasily. "My words are
vehi cl es whi ch convey naught but bad news. For that, sorrow fills ne."

Monk wat ched the fantastic green face. He strained his eyes until they hurt. Yet he could discern
no form bel ow the verdant countenance. It was as if the face were a thing disenbodi ed, sonething
unr eal

A spell had gripped the brown nen of Tanan. They seened hardly to breathe. And each had cl asped
both his fists and pressed themtightly to his forehead, holding themthere. No doubt this latter
was sone gesture of submission peculiar to Tananese

"My soul is a worm ny body quivers like the flank of the trapped nountain deer and nmy ancestors
all hide their faces in shane, for | have failed to carry out the wi shes of He Who Has Been Dead A
Thousand Thousand Years, the Mystic Millah," said the brown spokesman. "Here are the events that
brought me shane as they happened - "

The recital was |ong-wi nded, but when it ended, the speaker had conveyed the story of what had
happened at the abandoned refinery

"We were dogs and fled," he finished. "And this bronze man, this white devil ghost who is not
white, took fromus our third prisoner. Truly, we are alley curs that we permtted this."

"You are dogs," the macabre voice of the Mystic Millah agreed. "But you are w se dogs, |ike those
that growto a ripe old age in the alleys of Tanan, because they know when to run and when to
fight."

"Such praise fromyou is beautiful,” nurnmured the other. "It is like perfume in our nostrils

nectar in our nouths and wine in our bellies. Wat is your next w sh?"

"The death of the bronze man," advised the Mystic Millah

NO one appeared to have a ready answer to that. Several men breathed noisily. A knife fell out of
one man's sleeve, nmaeking a ringing noise, and he snatched it up with the guilty expression of a
smal | boy caught bringing candy into a school room

Monk sat down on the floor, doing so slowy, as if he were tired. He ignored a harsh hiss from

his captor commanding himto stand erect; and the captor, seenmingly loath to create a stir in the
presence of the hideous green countenance that was suspended apparently in thin air, crouched down
besi de Monk and thrust the point of a knife a quarter of an inch into Monk's back and held it there
an agoni zi ng threat



The Mystic Millah continued speaki ng

"This white devil ghost who is not white, this Doc Savage, nust not have his ears filled with the
tal e borne by the woman, Joan Lyndell, and the m | k-hearted canel who is the Khan Nadir Shar of
Tanan," the hol |l ow voice said. "So far, we have done well. The messenger, Hadim died in trying to
reach the bronze man. Then, making use of the actor fool who sold hinself for a few dollars, we got
Joan Lyndell and the Khan into our trap, which we sprung after sonme difficulty."

The spokesman of the brown nen asked, "But what of the third prisoner, the one who was taken from
us?"

"He is but a noth drawn to the flane," said the Mystic Millah

The nout hpi ece of the group of brown nmen was puzzled. "Your wisdomis too profound,”" he munbl ed
"WIIl you speak in small words that your children nmay conprehend?"

"You may forget the third prisoner," advised the Mystic Millah. "Wrry not about him and harm
himnot, for he has a use to us."

The ot her chuckl ed suddenly. "Your small words carry the light. This third prisoner, he is one of
your servants."

"Seek not to conprehend that which is known only to the One Wio Has Been Dead A Thousand Thousand
Years," the Mystic Millah suggested

Monk squirmed to get away fromthe knife pricking his back. He could feel scarlet trickling down
inside his undershirt. It felt like a string of flies crawling on his bare skin

Monk growl ed unintelligibly, so it sounded to his captors. The sounds Monk nade were guttural
little nore than audi ble. They might have been the mutterings of a man afraid to speak

Actual |y, Monk's growl ed sounds were quite intelligible -to half a dozen men in the civilized
worl d. The words were Mayan, tongue of the | ost race which once popul ated Central Anerica; and the
| anguage whi ch Doc Savage and his five aides had | earned, that they m ght communicate with each

ot her w thout being understood by those about them

Ham heard the words, and began shifting his position in an endeavor to get close to Monk. Hi's

| egs were not bound; neither were those of the honely chemi st

"We know much of this bronze man," said the Mystic Millah. "Through the eyes of you, ny servants
we have studied his institution in this great city of the white devil ghosts. W know that he val ues
the lives of the five men who aid himabove all else. O that know edge, we shall make use for we
have two of his assistants with us."

Monk si ghed | oudly

Ham pronptly kicked the tenple of the brown nman who held the knife agai nst Monk's back

HAM wor e shoes with narrow toes, and his kick was terrific. The knifeman upset, dragging his

bl ade across Monk's back, slitting his clothing and raking across his bare flesh

Monk squaw ed, "You coul d've done a better kicking job than that, you danged shyster!" and shot

to his feet like a toy spring snake com ng out of a box. He continued straight for the fantastic
face which was suspended in md-air. Reaching it, he launched a terrific kick at where the body
shoul d be

H s foot whistled through enpty space. Mmentum spun himaround. Of bal ance, he slamed down. In
falling, though, he did not take his startled eyes fromthe unholy visage. Thus it was that he saw
an i npossi bl e phenonmenon

The unearthly green glow that was the face seened to fade, becom ng paler and paler until its
outlines were lost to the eyes and only a vague |um nance remai ned. That, too, went away, |eaving
only the bl ackness of the room

"Lights!" bawl ed a voice in Tananese

Anot her man wail ed, "He who shows a light in the presence of the Mystic Miullah is the sane as a
dyi ng man

"Lights!" screaned the other. "Fool! The Mystic Millah has becone as the air we breath. Can you
not see that? Lights!"

Some one knocked the lens out of a flashlight, so that it whitened the whole roompalely when it
was t hurbed on

Monk, peering about, was struck with a species of surprise paralysis, for the doors of the room
were closed tightly, the wi ndows boarded over fromthe outside so that there was hardly a crack. And
nowhere was there a trace of the sinister presence, the Mystic Millah. Nor was there anything to
explain that nature of the eerie green visage which had been suspended in the darkness

Brown nen pitched upon Monk, and the honely cheni st backed away. One nman cane close, holding a
knife with both hands. Mnk kicked. The knife w el der flopped away with nost of his |ower face out
of shape. Across the room Hamwas al so fighting, using only his feet

"It is intended that their lives be tools of the Mystic Miullah!" rapped the spokesnan. "Do not
kill. He Who Has Been Dead A Thousand Thousand Years woul d not want his tools destroyed."

Ham pronptly stopped struggling and barked at Monk, "Don't be a dope, you ape! They're not going
to kill us!"

Monk snarled, "Swell!" and | unmped up anmazingly and kicked a wiry brown chest with both feet. R bs
broke in the chest with a sound distinctly audible. Then a Tananese ran around behind the gorilla of
a chem st and banged himtw ce over the head with a |ong-barrel ed automatic. Monk sat down with a



cloud in his eyes.

Bot h Monk and Ham were now bound nore securely. The gags were replaced. Then one of the brown nen
went outside, to return with the word that all was quiet.

"This is a renote spot,"” he reported. "W are as alone as the wolf which hows in the desert."
Then he started violently and | ooked at his own hands. Fromthem he shifted his stare to his
fell ow.

"Look!" he gul ped.

They all | ooked. Strange expressions came upon their faces, expressions of bew | derment adm xed
with fear. Again and again, they exam ned their hands or peered at each other's faces. They rubbed
their hands together violently, as if washing them They produced handkerchi efs and scrubbed; then
shook heads sl owy.

Their bands, their faces, were slowy turning white. O perhaps the color was nore of a gray, the
tint that comes over a corpse after death. The effect upon the brown skins was hideous.

"We are dying, and yet we live!l" a man groaned.

Several planted clasped fists against their foreheads and began to call |oudly upon their
ancestors. Their voices trenbled with the fright that the onrush of gray color was bringing. It was
the spokesman, obviously the nost al ert-m ndeded of the |ot, who spoke up |oudly.

"Offspring of donkeys!" he grow ed. "This is the hand of the Mystic Millah, whose powers no nan
can conprehend. He has seen fit to give us the skins of the white devil ghosts, that we nay better
serve himw thout attracting attention."

"Truly the ways of H m Wwo Has Existed A Thousand Thousand Years are marvel ous," munured anot her,
relieved.

Monk stared at them His little eyes were bright in their pits of gristle. He | ooked at his own
hands. They, too, were assum ng an unholy gray tint.

Monk made a noi sy | aughi ng sound through his nose.

Chapter 8. THE W SE GUY

W LLI AM Harper Littlejohn spun his nmonocle so that its black ribbon wapped around his finger,
bandage fashion, then unwound it with a backward novenent. H's finger seemed but a |inkage of bone
with a thin skin painted on.

"Indicative omens point to the reani mati on of the individual shortly," he said.

"Hurrah!" Renny said gloom |y "Those are the snallest words you have used in the |ast half

hour. "

Long Tom who was guiding their car through the fog and the rain, only frowned and rubbed a faint
fog off the inside of the windshield with a palm

Doc Savage was working over the |ean, thin-waisted man whom they had rescued fromthe

br own- ski nned fiends of Tanan. Hi's exploring fingers had | ocated nunmerous head bruises which night
have conme from cl ubbing guns. It nust have been the conpounded effect of these, coupled with the
excitement of the rescue, which had caused the nan to pass out.

Doc had been administering restoratives for sone tine, but the man was only now show ng signs of
returni ng consci ousness. He stirred, a little animation came into his fingers and his nmouth fell
open. Then his eyelids canme apart.

"He is not human," he said.

H s words were distinct. He had a nice voice.

"Not human," he munbl ed agai n.

Johnny, Renny and Long Tom exchanged gl ances. Doc's features remai ned i nscrutable.

"Who you tal kin' about?" Renny runbl ed.

The thin-wai sted man squirmed about and finally nanaged to prop hinself erect by using his arns
as rigid stilts. He shut his eyes with great force several times, opening themw de after each
pinching effort.

"Whew! " he nuttered. "My head!"

Renny got down in front of him his long face violent above an outthrust jaw, and grow ed, "Wo
were you nmunblin' about when you woke up?"

"The Mystic Millah," said the other distinctly. "Wo the deuce are you?"

Then he rolled his eyes again, swiped his lips with his tongue and, quite suddenly, lay back in
the car seat.

"Hal el ujah!" he said dryly. "W are saved!"

Long Tom took his eyes off the road | ong enough to say, "Sounds |like he's nuts."

Doc Savage wat ched the thin-waisted man cl osely and asked, "Wat day of the week is this?"
"Wednesday, " said the other man. "Granting of course that it is now past mdnight. Haven't you
nore sensi bl e questions?"

"H's head is clear enough," Doc said. "Wat is your nanme?"

"It mght be Mohammed, or Little Boy Blue, or Colunbus," said the stranger. "But, of course, it's
not."

Renny bl ocked out a big fist, held it close to the man's head, and head and fist did not differ
greatly in size.

The stranger | ooked at the knuckl es al nost against his nose, let his jaw down in nmock wonder, and



asked, "What on earth is that?"

"That's what cracks w se-crackers,”" Renny told him "Now are you gonna tal k sense or do | have to
start the bells ringing in your head?"

"Push the button,"” said the other. "Or go straight to the devil. Take your choice."

Long Torn turned his head to ask, "Wat's eating hin? |Is he really ga-ga?"

Doc Savage said, "It seens that the gentlenman does not want to talk."

THEY drove on rapidly, down in the business section now, but well out of the theatrical district
where cars were few and only an occasional trolley banged along, or an elevated train nade greater
uproar. The fog was a gray-black packing in the street, and everything was shiny and wet, with water
running in the gutters or streamng off eaves. It seemed as if the entire world were turning to
wet ness.

The thin-wai sted man | ooked out of the moving car and said, "Noah nust have had a night |ike
this."

Renny roared, "Quy, are you gonna tal k?"

The stranger |aughed shrilly, then shut his eyes as if it had hurt him

"Gentl emen, are you obtuse?" he asked. "No, | amnot talking. | thought | had nade that clear."
Johnny carefully wapped his magnifying nonocle in a handkerchief and tucked it in his upper coat
pocket, a precaution he habitually took when there was danger of it getting broken. Then he began
searching the stranger, obviously prepared for resistance. But the well-dressed man did not show
fight.

"As the Mystic Millah's faithful say: 'He is a wi se man who knows when to do nothing'," he

mur mur ed.

Johnny turned the fellow s pockets inside out. He looked in his clothing for |abels. The total
result was a bl ank.

"l was gone over thoroughly earlier in the night and relieved of all ny possessions,"” said the
man.

"This individual is the personification of anmbiguity," Johnny stated.

"Does a dictionary go with that?" asked the nman.

Long Tom wheel ed the sedan up by the side of the towering skyscraper which housed Doc's
headquarters. He touched a button under the dash; this actuated the searchlight projecting infra-red
light with which all of his cars were fitted, and the invisible beamin turn reacted upon a
photoel ectric cell connected to an el ectronagnet that released the | ock of the garage door.

Long Tomdrove in and down the ranp, the door closing autonatically behind him The opening
mechani sm was conveni ent, because the sedan was bul |l et proofed, and no one need leave its shelter to
open the doors

"What about your roadster?" Renny asked the bronze man.

Doc had | eft the roadster back on the | ane near the abandoned refinery. He had rode into town
with the others in order that he mi ght question the stranger they had rescued.

"It will be all right where it is until we have time to go after it," Doc said.

The stranger was | ooking about curiously, but he said nothing. They entered an el evator at the
end of a passage. The cage was of unusually stout construction.

Doc threw the control and the cage accelerated at trenendous speed. The stranger, taken by
surprise, was snapped down flat on the floor; but the others, knowi ng the pace of the elevator, kept
their feet.

The stranger got up, |ooking sheepish, then instinctively grabbed a hand rail as the cage stopped
so swiftly that it seened they were suspended in md-air.

"This is better than an anusenent park ride," he said shakily.

"Pi pe down," Renny advised him "You're getting in ny hair!"

"Wait!" Doc Savage advised, as Long Tom was about to open the el evator door.

The bronze man pointed at a small perforation in the sliding doors. Through this, it was possible
to view a stationary mrror fixed to the door frame. This gave a view of the corridor.

"Holy cow " Renny thunped.

There was a policeman |lounging in front of Doc Savage's office.

Wth no further hesitation, Doc opened the el evator doors and stepped into the corridor, the rest
of the party behind him

The policeman, recognizing Doc, stepped up to himand said, "M. Savage, the conmmi ssioner sent ne
up here to see what you know about the Oriental found dead with a broken neck in this corridor." The
copper was a bit overawed in Doc's presence, for he shifted nervously on his feet.

"Tell the conm ssioner," Doc said, "that, as yet, the entire case is a nystery to ne; but that as
soon as | get to the heart of the plot, | will notify him

"0. K, M. Savage." The policenan saluted snappily and nade for the el evator.

Doc entered his office.

Then they all stepped into the great |laboratory with its fabulous array of scientific apparatus,
its thousands of bottles of chemicals, its naze of electrical wring.

The thin-wai sted stranger gl anced about with manifest interest.

"Quite effective,” he draw ed.



Renny ran huge fingers through his hair.

"We've got to find Monk and Ham sonehow," he runbled. "And if we don't get going pretty soon,
it'll make things harder."

"We've got to find Joan Lyndell and the Khan Nadir Shar," added Long Torn.

"l thought so," said the stranger.

Renny scowl ed at him "You thought what?"

"What a sad face you have, grandma,"” nurnured the stranger.

"You are a hegenonic enigma," the gaunt Johnny told him

"You," said the stranger, "stun me with those words."

Long Tom the electrical w zard, snapped, "W're killing tine, blast it! How are we going to get
a line on Monk and Han®?"

As if to explain that, Doc Savage went to the tel ephone, took down the receiver and began to
speak. The nout hpi ece was fitted with a boxlike attachnent which partially enclosed the face and
made his words inaudible to those in the room He spoke for sone time. Then he hung up.

Long Tomwas staring at the bronze nman's hands.

"Doc!" he exploded. "Look at your hands! Your face! The skin is turning white!"

IT was dawn. The fog had gone away, pushed by a cold wind fromthe north, and the norning sun was
incredibly bright. Only the uncommon cl eanness of the streets showed how wet the night had been.
Long Tom had gone downstairs to get the norning newspapers. He returned now. Ordinarily, he

| ooked unheal thy, but now he was starkly white of skin, as bleached as if his hide had turned to
typewiter paper.

Doc Savage, Renny, Johnny, even the stranger - who had still not talked - were also weirdly
white. There had been di scussion during the final hours of the night concerning this strange
pal | or.

But Doc Savage had taken no part in the talk, had seened unconcerned, and the others, noting
this, had not worried excessively. If the whiteness had been dangerous, Doc woul d have taken action
upon it, they reasoned.

Long Tom deposited his bundl e of papers.

"Not hing new in them" he advi sed.

"Did you | ook at the advertisenments?" Doc asked.

"Why should | ?" the electrical w zard countered.

Doc Savage riffled through the papers. One after the other, he spread them open on a table

di splaying in each instance a full-page advertisenent.

"The results of ny tel ephone call," he said.

"Holy cow " Renny boonmed when he saw the displ ays.

THE ADVERTI SEMENTS WERE in bol d bl ack type. Each was worded the sane, reading:

$1, 000 REWARD FOR GHOST MAN

The sum of one thousand dollars will be paid for information | eading to the whereabouts of a nan
whose skin is unnaturally white. This man will have the face of an Oriental. His skin will be al nost
as white as ordinary witing paper.

Call this newspaper when you see such a man.

"Holy cow " Renny repeated wonderingly. Then he eyed Doc Savage. "So this white skin is your
doi ng! How d you work it?"

"A chem cal vapor," Doc explained. "It is odorless and colorless at first, but upon |ong exposure
to the oxygen in the air, it turns white. It is harmess.”

"But where did you use it?" Renny persisted.

"At the refinery," Doc told him "The stuff was in two cans thrown in such a position that the
Mystic Miullah's nen had to wal k through them"

Long Tomsaid grimy, "But they'|l get wise! Al they have to do is dye their skins, or cover
themw th grease paint."

"It will not be effective," Doc told him "This chem cal stains material with which it cones in
contact. For instance, exam ne your clothing."

Long Tom scrutinized his coat sleeve closely, and it dawned on himthat the cloth was several
shades lighter than it had been originally.

"So all we have to do is wait for sone one to sight one of these white-skinned brown nmen," he
grinned.

"The newspapers have orders to relay any reports to us," Doc said.

The stranger had taken it all in.

"Have you any nore hats with rabbits in then?" he queried dryly.

Renny scow ed. "How about ne bunping this guy around a little, Doc?"

The tel ephone rang. It was one of the newspaper offices.

"Aman with a white skin was sighted a few mnutes ago," said the informant at the news plant.
"The address, please," Doc requested. The other rattled off an address.

"Sorry," Doc told him "That man was not an Oriental."

He hung up.

"Who did they see?" Long Tom demanded.



"You," Doc told him "Sone one nust have seen you when you were down buying the newspapers."

The phone rang again. The bronze man - he was not bronze now, due to the whitening effect of the
chem cal - answered and |istened. He hung up.

"Man out for a norning wal k along the Hudson River saw an Oriental with a white skin enter one of
the yacht clubs which the city park conm ssioner ordered abandoned sone weeks ago," Doc said.
Renny said grimy, "Let's go!"

HALF an hour |ater, Doc Savage was saying, "Johnny, you and Long Tom cover the river. These
fellows are smart enough to overl ook no bets. They may have a get-away by water arranged."

" Super mal agor geous! " Johnny agr eed.

"Does the man know any snall words?" queried the thin-waisted stranger sarcastically.

Renny said, "Shut up, pal, or I'lIl bust your face in!"

Johnny and Long Tom shoved off. They were in a speedboat, a |ean, heavy craft which carried so
much engine that it seened on the point of sinking whenever it was not in notion. The propellers
threw a great geyser of spray, but there was little noise except for their churn, the engi nes being
excellently nmuffled. Wthin a hundred yards, the craft was doing forty knots.

Johnny and Long Tom had gotten the speedboat from a seapl ane hangar and boat house owned by Doc
Savage, whi ch masqueraded as a di sused warehouse on the Hudson River water front

Doc Savage now led the way to his car, Renny following with the stranger. This was a different
machi ne, but arnorplated |ike the others. It, however, bore a license which had been issued to Doc
under an assuned nane. The machine got into notion quietly.

Renny j abbed the waspi sh stranger with a thunb and asked, "What about W se Snappers, here?"

Doc studied the man. "By not tal king, you are making things difficult,"” he said.

"What a beautiful speech,"” smirked the other.

"That's the last straw," runbled Renny, and swung a fist. The huge maul of bone and gristle
seened certain to hit the nysterious nman, to batter himinto insensibility. But it did not.

The sl ender man rolled his head, boxer fashion. The bl ow went harm essly past. Then he hit Renny
a terrific, blinding blow on the jaw

They both | ooked surprised; Renny because he had been hit so unexpectedly, the stranger because
he expected Renny to go down and nothing of the sort had happened. The next instant, there was
violent turmoil in the rear of the sedan. Terrific blows snacked. The two nen grunted. Both, it was
plain, were skilled boxers, but there was little roomfor that in the car.

Renny, by the sinple process of using his superior weight to force the other down on the

fl oorboards, got himhel pless, then clipped himinto sensel essness with a big fist.

"That guy can fight," Renny said grimy. "But what gets ne is the way he's acting. Notice he
hasn't made any effort to get away fromus. He never even asked what we intended to do to him"
"Strange," Doc agreed.

"What are we gonna do with hinP" Renny wanted to know.

For answer, Doc Savage produced a small hypoderm c froma pocket of the car.

"l brought this for his benefit," he said. "It will keep himunconscious until a stinmulant and
counteractive are admi nistered.”

Renny took the hypoderm c needl e, |eaned over and used it on the unconscious stranger. The man -
he was stirring a little with returning consci ousness - rel axed and began to breathe nore easily and
noi sily.

"Now, how are we gonna get into that yacht club?" Renny asked. "W can't just barge in."

Doc told him "is exactly what we are going to - barge up."

Chapter 9. TROUBLE CLUB

THE Coastal Yacht C ub was one of the ol dest and npst distinguished in the United States, and it
had occupied its site on the banks of the Hudson River since Colonial days. But the last city
adm ni stration had taken over the shore line along the stretch by the club with the intention of
establishing a park. There had been a squabble in the courts, after which the yacht club abandoned
its large but ancient building and betook its menbership further uptown.

The old club lay now, awaiting the weckers, a forlorn, ranbling white structure of wood
extending partially over the river, and with a flagpole which was a little off plunb.

It was shortly after eight o' clock when a puffing tug escorted a large enpty barge to the
ramshackl e yacht club dock. At the dock, noored stemand stern so that its pai ntwork would not be
chafed, lay a small cabin cruiser. There was no one aboard.

The barge was nursed up to the dock and |lines made fast, then the tug ski pper cast off and
chugged away down the river. The two bargenen scranbl ed ashore.

They were very grinmy specimens, these two, wearing old clothing too vol unmi nous even for the
chilly nmorning, and oilskin southwesters which made it seemas if they had been out all night in the
fog and rain.

Heads down, they shuffled to the club, seeming in no hurry as they reached the porch and seated

t hensel ves. One kept his hands out of sight a great deal.

"Thought that weckin' crew was supposed to be here by this tine," he said loudly at |ast.

"Let's get our tools ashore," grow ed the other.

They left the porch, went to the barge and returned bearing |large, griny canvas sacks. They



deposited one of these on the wharf, another on the rear porch of the yacht club, and went around to
the front and placed another on the porch there. Then they seated thensel ves and resuned tal ki ng.
"Strange the wreckers ain't showed up," said the one who kept his hands out of sight.

"Yeah," agreed the other. "let's | ook inside and see how nmuch of a job this is gonna be."

They both got up and anbled to the door. They tried to peer inside, but dust had settled on the

gl ass panel, shutting out vision. They tried to open the door, but it resisted their efforts. One of
them pull ed out a key and started to insert it in the |ock.

The door opened suddenly. Wth great speed, the two shabby weckers sprang forward. They m ght
have been expecting this.

Inside the yacht club, a nman squawked in surprise. He was an Oriental who had once been brown of
skin, but who was now a weirdly bl eached fell ow. The man had held a knife; but the door, slanmm ng
into him had taken the knife point and he was wenching to get it free.

A fist banged the man's head and he fell down heavily, leaving the knife sticking in the door.

The fist was a tremendous thing, and it belonged to the wecker who had been keepi ng his hands out
of sight.

There were two nore knife wielders inside the door. The two weckers had changed character

remar kably. No one could mistake their identity now. They were Doc Savage and Renny.

THE two knifemen - white-brown nmen - saw they had caught Tartars; but they had nerve and did not
try to retreat, endeavoring to get in with ripping knife strokes. Their skill was evident as they
| unged.

Both saw their knife strokes were going hone to the chests of their foes. Doc and Renny seened
strangely clunmsy, defenseless. Knife point traveling at blinding speed, one of the knives hit Doc
alnost in the pit of the stomach. But instead of penetrating, there was a rasp of a noise and the
bl ade broke off short.

A bl ow cl anked on the knife wi elder's head and he fell. Probably he had not even had tinme to

real i ze Doc was wearing a bulletproof vest

The other knifeman made an industrious effort to sink his blade into Renny, discovered the

bul | et proof vest too late, and was sl amed down.

Still Tananese squawl s were piping through the ancient building. They conveyed wild alarm

Doc and Renny charged forward. Their procedure m ght have seened reckl ess, but not only did they
wear the arnmor vests which protected their bodies, |egs, and even a portion of their necks, but the
oi I skin hats which they wore were not conventional seanen's hats at all, but thin steel helnmets as
efficient as regulation arnmy equi prent.

A labyrinth of passages and stairs opened ahead of them Boarded-up wi ndows made the interior
murky, al most dark, in spite of the nmorning brilliance outside. In the gloom whitebrown nmen flitted
| i ke ghosts. Occasional shots whooped.

"Monk!" Renny booned. "Haml You in here?"

I'n answer to that, a scuffle started sonewhere in the rear.

"That' ||l be them " Renny grow ed.

The big-fisted engineer and the bronze man dived in that direction. They nade ghostly figures
with their unnaturally white skins, their grim expressions.

A cluster of animated nmen appeared ahead, vague figures in the gloom Mnk and Ham were putting
up a fight, hoping to prevent thenselves being carried away. Able to use only their bound | egs and
arnms, they were not doing badly.

@un flame | ashed out, and the roomfilled with ear-splitting concussion as guns were di scharged.
The spi ke-snouted autonmatics had a particularly vicious crack, and the bullets, driven with force
enough to penetrate anything | ess than extraordinarily efficient bulletproof vests, delivered
trenendous bl ows.

Doc and Renny separated, getting down behind | arge steel cabinets. This had evidently been the
club I ocker room and the | ockers had not yet been renpved. The Tananese, disgusted and excited,
drove a few bullets through netal cabinets. They cackled orders anong thensel ves.

Renny had expected themto charge, He was surprised when they did not.

"What're they up to?" he demanded | oudly.

"They're trying to take the prisoners away," Doc call ed.

A door banged in the extrene rear; then the room becane quiet. Doc and Renny reared up

si mul t aneously, charged the panel and found it barred on the inside. Renny put his huge fists to
use, smashing with a violence that seenmed incredible. He pulled splinter-edged slabs out of the
door, got the panel open, and he and Doc whi pped through.

Steps sl anted downwar d.

"Back stairs!" Renny roared.

"Wait!" Doc rapped. "Listen!"

They |istened, and they could hear running feet in the halls bel ow, heard doors bang open, and
caught the weaker pipe of Oriental voices outside.

"They're out!" Renny grow ed.

Doc Savage jerked his coat back, wenched and got the skirt of his bulletproof tunic up. This

di scl osed a small case which had been well protected. Projecting fromthe case was a knob resenbling



those on radio sets, and a pointer was affixed to this. In a circle around the pointer, four
nurmeral s were stanped. Were the pointer now rested, the panel was marked "OFf."

Doc turned the pointer to the first nunber.

Qutside, there was a |oud, nushy explosion, as if some one had dropped a rotten egg several feet
in dianeter.

The bl eached brown nmen began to scream and cackl e |ike guineas.

"HAH " roared Renny. "I guess they didn't expect that!" Doc Savage said nothing, but turned the
knob to the next number. This resulted in another explosion. The first had been at the rear, but the
second occurred around in front. A fresh caterwauling of sound arose fromthe Orientals.

"Now s our chance," said Renny, needlessly, for Doc Savage was al ready racing downstairs.

They plunged out of the yacht club building, and were suddenly anmong a forest of squirm ng,
yelling nen. The bl eached brown fell ows-those i mmediately at the door were not showing flight. They
were interested solely in their own difficulties, in the thing which had happened to them

They | ooked as if they had been pierced by thousands of needles, or perhaps caught in a storm of
fine, flying shot. Drops of scarlet, very tiny, were oozing fromtheir skins in such profusion that
the result was a freckl ed appearance.

Odor of burned powder hung in the air. A small cloud of powder snbke nmade a haze over the nel ee.
Scattered about were the fragnents of the tool bag which Doc Savage had pl aced on the yacht club
porch.

The Tananese began toppling over, contorted, nouths gaping.

Renny snorted gleefully and waded t hrough them Doc's tool bags had been bonbs, exploded by

renote radio control. They had been filled, not with deadly shrapnel, but with solidified particles
of the sane chemi cal which the dapper Ham enpl oyed to coat the tip of his sword cane. The stuff

| ooked |ike a yellow sh rock salt.

"Holy cow " Renny booned. "Mnk and Ham are not here!"

That was true. Neither the homely chem st nor the | awyer was in sight.

Foot clatter came fromthe direction of the dock. View of the structure was inpeded by a boat
shed. Doc whi pped around that-and al nost fell over two prone figures, both of which were bound and
gagged.

They were the girl, Joan Lyndell, and the hawk-nosed Khan Nadir Shar. The pair roiled their eyes
inmploringly at the bronze man.

On ahead, out toward the dock end, fully a dozen of the Tananese were racing for the noored cabin
cruiser. Anong them they carried two linp figures which were bundled in old canvas, probably
abandoned sails which they had picked up around the yacht club. Little about the shrouded forns
coul d be distinguished.

Anong t he Tananese was one who kept his head covered. He was a towering, gaunt figure, stooped in
an effort to hide sone of his height. And he had pulled his coat up over his head so that it was
covered. He ran in the lead, as if nbre anxious than the others to escape.

On the ground in front of Doc, the Khan Nadir Shar wenched about. He got his hands up. Hi s
fingers had been stripped of jewels, but grooves where the rings had rested were distinguishable. He
managed to get the gag out.

"Your men, Monk and Ham they carry them away!" he rapped in English which was still unnaturally
perfect in spite of its staccato speed. "And seize the one who has his head hidden with a coat!"
Doc ran toward the wharf end.

THE TANANESE PI TCHED the two shrouded forns which they carried, and the figures |anded on the
trunk of the cabin cruiser. Brown nen | eaped down and whi sked theminside. One seized the controls.
A starter gnashed at a flywheel with iron teeth. The npbtor banged into life.

Al'l but two Tananese were now aboard. These two took a great leap to the top of the cockpit

cover. This broke, letting themthrough on the man who still had his coat over his head. He fell
down, but did not uncover his head, then got up and kicked soundly in the ribs the two who had

br oken t hrough.

The cabin cruiser was noving now. Its propeller threw a plume of water. The pilot put the wheel
hard over.

"Damm! " Renny roared, and | ooked as if he were going to plunge in after the craft.

Doc Savage haul ed himback - then gave hima violent shove. Renny flailed his arnms, turned over
once and nade a great splash. Doc hit the water al nost sinultaneously.

Renny cane up, spouted and started to yell.

"DOWN! " Doc rapped. "Stay under!"

There was a |l oud chung! as a bullet hit water. OQthers foll owed. Lead-knocked spray stung Renny's
eyes. The Tananese were | eaning over the cabin cruiser cockpit, shooting with the w | dness
characteristic of excited Oientals.

Renny bl oated his lungs with air and sank. He knew now why Doc had shoved hi m overboard, then
dived in hinmself. On the flinsy dock they woul d have stood no chance. Finding a dock pile, Renny
hugged it and renmi ned down until his lungs took fire and his ears began to bang in synpathy with
hi s heartbeat.

He cane up half expecting to find the cabin cruiser had cone back. But it was not there. Far down



the river, it scudded like a fat white duck

The explanation of its continued flight was noaning out on the river: the speedboat occupi ed by
Johnny and Long Tom The speedboat had been loitering slowy, its stern sunk far down. But now it
was up on the surface so high that it seemed only propellers and rudder were buried in water

In toward the dock boiled the speedboat. It cut its speed, settled, then seened to stand on its
stern as Johnny slamed the reverse | ever

Doc Savage stroked to the craft and whi pped over the gunwal e. Renny splashed up. Long Tom sei zed
both of his big wists. The two of themwere nearly yanked overboard. as Johnny snapped the throttle
around on the quadrant. Renny finally | anded on the floorboards, sputtering, clothes |eaking water
When he got up again, the speed of the boat was such that the rush of air alnost knocked hi mover
Johnny cut the exhaust streams fromthe nmufflers. Quiet was no | onger necessary; and the cutting
out of the silencers added a little to the boat's power. The water was rough; the hull smacked down
on the waves with a series of |oud reports

O her cl appi ng sounds began to be heard. The non-shatter wi ndshield acquired round perforations
streaks of splinters arose on the mahogany coami ng

"They sure do like us," Long Tomsaid grimy. " |I hope they haven't anything stronger than those
foreign pistols.”

"A propensity conducive to sal ubriousness," agreed Johnny. He had jacked a periscope up and was
using it to steer by

Bullets fired fromthe cabin cruiser continued to nick the speedboat hull, but did no harm
because the craft had been conceived and designed for a violent existence. It was arnored as heavily
as circunstances permitted; under the innocent - |ooking mahogany sheeting was a | ayer of

ni ckel -chrone al |l oy, carbonized and tenpered |ike the plate on battl eships

Doc opened a | ocker, got out another periscope and enployed it to watch the cabin cruiser. The
craft was sw nging out across the river, bound north

"Headi ng for the Jersey shore," he advised

Renny, who was never too cautious, popped up his head for a brief |ook

"They'll make it, too," he runbled. "Got a head start on us when Johnny swung in to pick us up."
For a nonent there was only the terrific bawl of the notors and the loud reports of waves
smacki ng past

"They' ve got Mdnk and Ham w apped in sailcloth!" Renny boomed. "Blast it! | hope they're stil
alivel"

Doc said nothing. He was watching the cabin cruiser. It was headed for a stretch of beach, one of
the few along the river

Beyond t he beach, clinging to the steep slope of the bank, was an anusenent park. This was cl osed
for the winter. It had a dreary, deserted aspect

The cabin cruiser scarcely slackened speed when it cane to the beach. Propellers and rudder were
torn off. The craft slid twice its own |length out of water

The Tananese picked thensel ves up and began to spill out. First to hit the ground was the tal

man who kept his coat over his head

The next nen to spring out carried the two forns wapped in sailcloth

JOHNNY hel d the speedboat directly for the beach. Doc reached his side, said a word and Johnny
surrendered the controls. Then Johnny, Long Tom and Renny draped thensel ves forward over the

bul l et-ri pped coaming. They gripped cleats and wenched themup, thus |lifting special steel shields
already fitted with slit |oopholes. They |leveled their nercy bullet charged supernachi ne pistols
t hrough these. The guns began to racket, and spew snoking enpties

The Tananese stood for a nonent, trying to make a fight of it. Two went down. The tall nan who
kept his head covered, waved an arm and probably shouted orders which did not reach the speedboat
Hs party raced in wild retreat

Doc j acked the speedboat engines into reverse. Some thousands of horsepower whooped and noaned
Mechani sns strai ned. The braking shock sent all three nmen skidding off the coam ng. Then the boat
grounded lightly.

Doc took a running | eap along the deck and reached dry land. His three nen splashed out behi nd
him They ran furiously, using the machine pistols

They shot freely, taking few pains to avoid hitting the two canvas swathed fornms. The nercy
bul l ets woul d not harm Ham and Monk seriously, except on the rare chance of contact with an eye
The Tananese reached a row of concession booths, all deserted and boarded up. Scrap trash and
paper were scattered about. CGaudy paint had already started peeling fromthe booths and the
anusenment houses. The great framework of a roller-coaster had the aspect of a many-boned skel eton
Dodgi ng anong t he boot hs, the Tananese paused to shoot occasionally. They were fighting a
difficult battle, and knew it by now. Doc and his nmen, with their effective body arnor, were
invul nerable to everything but a carefully placed shot

Fl i ght was not going to be easy, either, and the bl eached brown nen began to realize that, too
They took shelter anmong the buildings, found rests for their gun arns and started shooting with a
great deal nore accuracy.

Renny barked a pained surprise as a bullet nade a rather gory ness of his left ear



"Get down!" Doc directed. "Stay here!"

Renny booned, "But Doc, if we circle around and cut 'emoff, we'll be able - "

"Stay here!" the bronze man directed

He crawl ed away, keeping bel ow an ornanental sidewal k, and vani shed behind a buil ding which had a
pai nt -scabby sign reading, "House of Mrrors." Renny, Long Tom and Johnny did not catch sight of him
agai n.

Chapter 10. TWDO MEN | N CANVAS

RENNY cl i pped a fresh drumof nercy bullets into his nachine pistol. The cartridges

wat er pr oof ed, had not suffered fromthe inmersion

The men lay behind a raised section of earth enclosed in a concrete retaining wall. This was |ess
than a foot high, and had evidently supported one of the strength-testing devices in which a weight
flies up a pole when a lever is struck with a mallet

Several bullets sizzled overhead. Dirt, noist fromthe rain of the night before, showered them

It was chilly enough that their breath nade faint steam These spurts of steamcame with surprising
regularity considering the tenseness of the situation

Renny | ooked repeatedly for Doc, but saw no sign of the bronze man

"Doc nmust be gonna circle around behind," he decided. "Mdre likely he'll try to free Monk and Ham
so those birds won't kill 'em™" advised Long Tom
"l hope Doc can grab the fell ow who keeps his head covered," said Johnny. "It is ny guess that

that gentleman is the Mystic Millah."

Bot h Renny and Long Tom gl anced at the gaunt geol ogi st. Johnny had not used words as snall as
those for sonme time. But Johnny had a habit of stepping out of the dictionary when the going got
exceptional ly rough

"Look!" Renny expl oded suddenly. He slanted a beam of an arm

Several of the Tananese were scuttling across an open space. They dragged the two canvas w apped
forms with them They enpl oyed frenzied haste and kept low, then all dived into a huge circul ar
bui | di ng

"What ' re we gonna do about this?" Renny growl ed. "Doc went around the other way."

"W were to stay here," Long Tomsaid grimy. "But that's Monk and Ham" He hurriedly snapped
fresh ammo into his gun

Johnny said, "Let's go!" and reared up

They dashed to the left. A swarthy Tananese - he was one who had not been caught in the bl eaching
gas at the refinery, for his skin was still dark - fired at them A blast fromLong Tom s nmachi ne
pistol drove himto cover

Renny reached the side of the circular building. Johnny and Long Tomtrod his heels. They could
see the sign on the structure now. It read

THE PREH STORI C WORLD

Running swiftly, Renny reached a side door. It was fastened with hasp and padl ock, both rather
flimsy. The bigfisted engineer holstered his machine pistol, grasped the padl ock with both hands and
wrenched and twi sted. H s great hands were corded bl ocks, his arns beans on which tendons stood out
like rifle barrels. Wth a grinding and rasping of splinters, the staple cane out

They shoved through the door. There was a netal shield inside, no doubt intended to prevent

non- payi ng custoners seeing beyond the door. They rounded that

"Holy cow " Renny gul ped, and dodged wildly.

It was very dark inside the great building, but a little light reflected through the door they

had opened. This showed, close at hand, an astounding sight

A fantastic nonster was reared up on its hind legs. The thing was all of twenty feet high. It had
giant rear |legs, a hideous body covered with scales the size of pie plates, a head with

predom nantly gaping jaws and enornous fangs, to which clung drops of blood inmtated realistically
in red wax. The short front arns of the nonster were out in front of the fangs, gripping what at
first appeared to be the nutilated body of a hairy, apelike nman

"Whew! " Renny shuddered. "I thought at first that the body was Mnk!"

THE MONSTER WAS one of the exhibits of the show, and the man-figure in its claws, a thing of

papi er-mache and wax, was no doubt intended to represent a prehistoric man. There were other of the
prehistoric Titans about. There was a | ong-necked brontosaurus, an amazing leer on its serpent face
there was another tyrannosaurus, such as held the |ikeness of the prehistoric man; there were
various ot her dinosaurs; and suspended fromthe ceiling in lifelike impbility were various flying
pt erodactyl s

These latter, great hairless bats of things, were attached to wires and aerial tracks; when the
exhibit was in operation. they probably swooped about in a fashion calculated to nake the hair of
onl ookers stand on end

Near the front of the building, nen could be heard noving about. There was a |oud rustling. That
meant some one had disturbed the artificial foliage which was a part of the display.

"Cone on," Renny breathed, getting his great voice down to a whisper with sone difficulty

They advanced. It was difficult to keep frommaking noise in the artificial jungle. Not that the
brown men were unaware that they were inside; the ripping off of the padl ock had told themthat. But



it was just as well that they did not know from which direction the attack woul d cone.

The jungle was surprisingly natural, and utterly fantastic, being conposed of ferns the sine of
trees, and grasses which had blades fully fifteen feet high. All of this had been manufactured at
sone expense, and painted a natural green.

"Sonme joint!" Long Tom whi spered.

"P-s-s-st,"" Johnny adnoni shed.

They listened until their ears hurt.

"What was it?" Long Tom breathed to Johnny.

Johnny replied, "I thought |I heard sonething behind -

Renny shrieked. They knew it was Renny, for there was no other voice quite like the roaring tones
of the big-fisted engineer. The how held on infinite agony.

Then Johnny felt a searing pain against one check. It was such a pain as he had never felt
before. Reflex muscular action, instinctive novement, caused himto pitch sidew se. He crashed into
a clunmp of prehistoric, reedlike grass. Wth a great crashing, he went down.

He felt the burning agony again. It was around one of his ankles this tinme. It crawled up his leg
as far as his knee and grew and grew until the agony was al nost insufferable. He bent over and
struck furiously. Hs fingers began to burn. It was as if sonething terribly hot had taken hold of
him

Twi sting about, Johnny managed to claw out matches. He coul d hear both Long Tom and Renny

groani ng and threshing about. He got his match aflanme. H s eyes popped.

There was a hi deous green snakelike thing coiled over his ankles. Another floated in the air
close to his hands. Even as he stared, it came toward his hands, seened to wrap around them and
again he felt the frightful pain.

Johnny struck nadly. The nebul ous green thing was knocked away. But it cane drifting back. He
smashed at it once nore and mi ssed. The green horror cane on, touched his face, his nostrils.

The awful agony of it made Johnny yell until all of the air was gone out of his lungs; and then,
when he sucked in breath again, the fearsome thing of green seenmed to seize its chance and pounce
into his nouth. Johnny coughed and gagged, fell back beating the air with his fists, withing and
twi sting, and his heels beat at the floor with a mad frenzy.

After a while, he was still.

Long Tom and Renny al so becane qui et.

DOC Savage was sone di stance away when he heard the cries of his three nen. The sounds were

muf fl ed, and because a street car was slamm ng past sonewhere outside the park, he all but m ssed
hearing the yells.

A weird phantom the nmetallic giant whi pped across the anmusenment park. H's skin, thanks to the
chem cal bl eaching fog, |ooked nore |ike alum numthan bronze.

Tananese fired at himwi th pistols. There were two of them and they shot nadly, so that the hall
of vicious |lead drove Doc to the side, behind a boarded up nerry-go-round. He was del ayed there sone
mnutes until the two firing natives unaccountably deserted their posts and ran away across the
anusement park grounds.

Doc went forward. He had some difficulty locating the source of the cries he had heard, There was
only silence In the park now.

Not until he glinpsed the lock torn off the door of the circular building did he conclude the
cries mght have emanated frominside. He went to the door, |istened. There was only silence.

He backed a pace, continued to listen. An utter calmhad settled everywhere. Then, up the hill
toward the gate, there was a stifled cry, an outburst of cackling Tananese.

Doc ran for the spot. H's speed was trenendous. But |ong before he reached the gate he heard
other cries, awful screanms of one or two men in agony.

After that, an autonobile notor roared, then receded; the violence of its noise indicating high
speed.

Doc reached the gate.

Three men lay there. One wore shabby civilian garb, and on the front of his denimjunper clung a
badge which said, "Watchman."

The other two were Jersey policermen in full unifom

Two of them patently were dead, their heads tw sted back in a grotesque manner which indicated
broken necks. The third man still grovel ed about on the nuddy ground, flailing and striking with
bot h hands about his head, as if fighting sonmething invisible. Hs neck bent by jerks, then

strai ghtened, only to bend again, as if sonmething were trying to break it. Hs eyes were w de and
gl assy, but as he saw Doc Savage he tried to speak.

"Wat chman heard shooting and called us," he gasped jerkily. "W came - green snakes in the air -
men all got away In our car."

Cluck! His head flew back, then forward, and hung like a ball on a string. An awful trenbling
went through his body and ran out to the ends of his arnms, his legs, and he fell down heavily.
Doc Savage reached his side, making a furious endeavor to aid the man. But it was no use. The
fellow s neck was broken.

ONLY for a few nonments did Doc Savage stand studying the three dead nmen. The cluck he had heard



had been the last victims neck breaking. They all had broken necks. And there was no mark on their
bodi es, nothing that showed outwardly what had caused the grisly dem se

There were houses sone di stance down the road. Doc Savage ran to one of these, barged in on a
frightened housewi fe and enpl oyed the tel ephone. He called the |local police station, gave the shield
nunbers of the two dead officers and explained that they had been nurdered, their car taken by the
ki dnappers. Doc did not give his name, not wishing to be hanpered by questions and by future police
investigations. After the call, he went back to the anusenent park

Past the three dead nen, he strode, only to turn back and conduct a thorough exam nation of the
bodies. His scrutiny was professional; anong all this remarkable man's acconplishnents, he excelled
in the field of surgery and nmedicine, for this had been his first training, his nost |ntensive

The exami nation conpl eted, Doc entered the anusenent park and went to the round buil ding which
housed the exhibition of prehistoric nonsters. He did not go in boldly, but |ooked around and nade
sure none of the Tananese renmined In the park. Those who had been disabled by the nmercy bullets had
been carried away by their fellows in their furtive exodus, for none of themwere to be found

Just inside the door of the circular structure, Doc plucked sone of the artificial grasses

bundling the tips together tightly; then he scraped sone dry, green cotton which had been glued to
the boles of the great ferns to sinmulate noss, and shoved it into his inprovised torch, after which
he applied a match

It was an unearthly scene which this torch lighted up, for in the fitful red flicker, the

unearthly surroundings took on an unnatural reality, and the junping |um nance nade the nonsters
seem al i ve, hideous. Their tooth-snaggl ed heads had the appearance of bobbing hungrily, jaws agape
as if in search of prey, while the green, unhealthy artificial jungle acquired an air of |atent
nenace

Snoke crawl ed upward fromthe firebrand, curling into eerie designs, twining and untw ning, and

the reeds popped and cackl ed as they were consuned. The noss fell away as it burned, naking it
necessary for Doc to turn back often and stanp out the red-hot threads, lest they fire the place
Doc cane suddenly upon two forms, enw apped in canvas. They lay just inside the front door. One

was |large, bulky, as if it enclosed the frame of the apish chem st, Mnk; and the other was thinner
a bit longer, as though Ham were inside

Doc Savage | ooked at them for sone nonents, and there cane into existence the snall, fantastic
trilling note which was the characteristic thing of the man of bronze in nonents of stress or
surprise

The trilling note, tiny and unnatural, was oddly in keeping with his grotesque surroundings. And
its undul ating tune m ght have been the song of sone prehistoric creature housed here in this

fabul ous spot. The trilling died finally, and Doc, stooping swiftly, stripped the canvas back from
the objects they covered

Inside were only two dummies, made up rather carefully of sticks and rolls of old sailcloth

Chapter 11. HORROR | N GREEN

POLI CE sirens were screanming on the hilltop above the anusenent park, and Doc Savage |eft

hastily, gliding down to the water and using his fabulous strength to | aunch the speedboat. He was
so far out on the river before the first officer entered the park that the presence of the speedboat
was not connected with the three dead nen by the gate

The Hudson was wi de at that point, and Doc used binoculars, a pair of which were pocketed in the
unusual speedboat to study the wharf before the Coastal Yacht Club. He saw standi ng upon the wharf
the Khan Nadir Shar, tail and exotic in appearance, even fromthat distance; and behind the Khan
the sprawied forns that were the girl, Joan Lyndell, and bl eached, brown Tananese. The latter were
still unconscious fromthe effects of the chemcal-salt shrapnel, but the Khan nust have escaped the
stuff.

Doc Savage did not send the speedboat across to the wharf, but only studied the scene through the
bi nocul ars | ong enough to becone certain that no police had cone upon the abandoned yacht club, a
fact that was not remarkabl e considering that the club was on a section of the river front little
frequented at this season of the year

Doc went downstream crossed to the Mahhattan shore and tied up at the point at which he had left
his car.

The nysterious thin man who had been rescued fromthe Tananese at the refinery was still in the
car, unconscious fromthe drug which Doc had adm nistered, his attitude surprisingly like that of a
sl eepi ng man, and Doc went over his clothing, something he had done before. He did it nore

t hor oughl'y now.

The garnments were costly, and had been fashioned by a tailor in Shanghai, China. There was

nothing in the man's pockets, nor concealed in seans or lining of his clothing

Doc got a case out of the car-door pocket, filled a hypo needle with a dark fluid and enptied it
into the sleeping man's arm The fellow then stirred and began to show life, sitting up finally. He
did not speak for a long tine; when he did, his words were clear, his sentence structure coherent
"What quaint nmethods you use," he said dryly

"Want to tal k?" Doc asked

"Loquacity was always a failing of mne," the stranger snmiled. "Wat shall we discuss? The



weat her? Rather chilly, what?"

Doc's weird flake-gold eyes rested unnoving upon the man's face, and the fellow, for the first
time, showed a trace of uneasiness.

"l can adm nister drugs which will cause you to talk," Doc told him "That may he necessary."

The man bowed slightly. "I believe | remarked that your methods are quaint."

"It is possible you are keeping qui et because you m sunderstand the situation," Doc told him

The stranger studi ed Doc's bl eached features intently.

"You are aiding Joan Lyndell?" he asked. "Is that right?". Doc watched the man's face. It was as
devoi d of expression as any he had ever seen, and Doc had made an intensive study of the tricks
enotions play on faces.

"So far," Doc said, "I have only been endeavoring to aid ny nmen. | was thrust into this. There
has been no expl anation of what it is all about."

"Are you going to help Joan Lyndel | ?" asked the man.

"l help only those who deserve it," Doc countered.

The man said jerkily, "Then you will not help her."

"Why not ?"

"She is the Mystic Millah," said the stranger bluntly.

DOC put questions, but the stranger closed up and fell back upon his facetious manner of
answering questions. He remarked that the air was bracing; that he was hungry; that the river was
beautiful with the nmorning sun upon it - and he would not commit hinself beyond that.

He did not try to get out of the car as Doc drove north toward the abandoned yacht club. He
refused twice to give his name. But that information was forthcom ng when they reached the yacht
cl ub.

The Khan Nadir Shar cane striding to neet Doc. The tattooed serpent design was brazen upon the
Oiental potentate's forehead, and he | ooked very healthy, very powerful.

The Khan did not see the thin man in Doc's car until he was close. Sight of the fell ow caused him
to wench up abruptly. H's hand drifted to a pocket, flicked in, and came out with a gun which he
must have taken from one of the unconsci ous Tananese.

"So you succeeded," he said distinctly, carefully.

"What do you nean?" Doc asked.

The Khan bobbed hi s hook-nosed head at the stranger.

"Cscar G bson," he said. "lIs that his name?" Doc queri ed.

"It is," the Khan nodded.

"You know hi s business?" Doc demanded.

"Many men know that - to their sorrow, " said the Khan. "This man -

"It's a dammed lie!" Oscar G bson rapped suddenly.

"This man is an agent of the Mystic Miullah!" continued the Kilan.

"Alie!" exploded G bson. "It cannot be proved!"

The Khan's forehead grew red and angry around the tattoo mark which marked himas the divinely
ordai ned rul er of Tanan, a nonarch who possessed absol ute power over his subjects, as had his royal
ancestors for many generations before him

"This man knows who the Mystic Miullah is - if the creature is actually a living being, or perhaps
| should say, living beast," the Khan said crisply. "it was in ny capital city of Tanan that
suspi cion first shadowed his path, and nmy soldiers seized him He told themhe was an agent of the
Mystic Mullah. Then he - escaped.”

Cscar G bson nmade a snarling sound. Hi s hands whipped to his breast and tore at his shirt and
undershirt. Opening them his chest was revealed. H s torso was hideous. |nstead of skin, there was
a nodul ar expanse of scar tissue.

"Coals fromcanp fires," gritted G bson. "They dropped themon nme, glow ng red--hot, one at a
tine! | told themwhat they wanted to hear, not the truth."

"My chief, Mhafi, was in charge of the soldiers who seized you," the Khan told G bson precisely.
"M hafi said there was no torture."

"Alie!" G bson snapped. "M hafi lied!"

Doc Savage | ooked at G bson intently.

"A few m nutes ago, you gave ne the nane of the person who is the Mystic Mullah," he said. "Have
you any proof of that?"

"Only conviction," said G bson; "nothing else."

The Khan's voi ce becane suddenly shrill.

"Who did he name?" he demanded.

Doc Savage seened not to hear, but wal ked toward the yacht club and around it until he saw the
girl, Joan Lyndell.

They worked together, the three nmen, transferring Joan Lyndell and the Tananese into the yacht
club, for it was possible that some curious person mght sight the prone, notionless forns, if they
were |left outside, and call the police.

Doc Savage administered restoratives to the bl eached, brown nen in quick succession, first tying
them securely, so that they could not nove about. After all of the Tananese were consci ous and



fastened, Doc revived the girl.

There was sonething admirable in the way the young wonman recovered from her period of

sensel essness, for she was not at all hysterical, and did not speak until she had full command of
her faculties

Oscar G bson | ooked closely at Doc Savage, then away in such a manner that his gl ance conveyed
meani ng

"A remarkabl e young wonan,' he sai d pointedly.

Doc Savage began speaking. His voice was quiet. He showed by no mannerismthat he was perturbed
or that he was concerned over the fact that all five of his aides were in the hands of the Mystic
Mullah's followed. He told of what had happened in the anmusenment park across the river

"Now, " he finished, "who is the Mystic Mill ah?"

The Khan Nadir Shar bowed his head slightly. "A devil, a fiend such as your white man's hell, or
the mol gha of ny people, never produced! The Mystic Miullah is a menace to ny subjects, to nyself
to all of the world!"

"Be specific," Doc requested

The girl took up the explanation

"Years ago, ny father went to Tanan," she said. "He was the first white man to cone there, and
the only white man ever pernitted to live there. He was a trader, and he established a trading
organi zation, building it until it spread over Tanan and the surroundi ng desert and nountai ns. Four
years ago he died, and - "

"Made you probably the richest woman in the world," Oscar G bson interjected bluntly. He wheel ed
upon Doc Savage. "She has nore noney than any two of your rich nen put together. She may be the
weal t hi est person alive."

Joan Lyndell eyed the young man col dly.

"You have insufferable manners," she told him "I w sh | knew who you are."

"He is an agent of the Mystic Millah," snapped the Khan

"Alie!" yelled G bson

"W were tal kl ng about the Mystic Mullah," Doc suggested. Joan Lyndell turned her back on G bson
There was a conposure about her manner, an easy sureness

"More than a year ago, we first heard of the Mystic Millah," she said. "A man was found dead in
the street, a wealthy man, one holding a high position in ny trading conmpany. Not until weeks |ater
did we learn that this man had been driven di straught by the apparition of a hideous green face
whi ch woul d appear at ni ght, demandi ng noney of him and threatening death unl ess he conplied

"The suns denmanded were trenendous! The man was a mllionaire, conpared with Anmerican noney, but
conplying with the demands woul d have | eft hima pauper. Qbviously, he was killed because he
refused.

The Khan Nadir Shar said abruptly, in a voice in which enotion was thick: "W speak only of the
rich. It is not for them!| worry. Let us speak of the poor, nmy subjects who have died since that
day, a year past, when the Mystic Mulish first struck."

Joan Lyndel | nodded

"W began to hear of the Mystic Millah," she said. "The stories were horrible, of nen who died
with fantastic green serpents, the green soul slaves of the Mystic Millah, crawling over them And
the souls of these men becane slaves of the Mystic Mulish. W do not know how many have di ed

Per haps a t housand; perhaps nore. But there has been enough that all of Tanan is terrified, and none
dare mention the Mystic Mullah in public."

"Aimess killing?" Doc asked

Joan Lyndel |l shook her head. "On the contrary, it has a very definite purpose. Only those who do
not believe the Mystic Millah is a supernatural power, not human at all, are the victins. In other
words, the Mystic Mullah is building hinself up an invisible enpire founded on terror

"Count| ess thousands of Tananese do his slightest bidding, or the bidding of those who are his
subj ects, because they fear not to do so. There are deaths every day. Al ways, they are the sane.
They are stricken in the night, or the darkness. They are heard screaning. Sonetines those who rush
to them see hi deous green things about them but these vanish, and the victinms are |left w th broken
necks, always."

The young worman was speaki ng slightly bookish English, an indication that she had conversed in a
foreign | anguage so nmuch that the found her nother tongue a bit awkward.

"There is talk that | amto be overthrown," the Khan Nadir Shar put in grimy. "There is to cone
a day when the Mystic Mullah will take nmy life with these things he calls his green soul slaves
And, later, he will spread his domain over all of Asia, and perhaps beyond."

Cscar G bson, |ooking steadily at Doc Savage, asked, "How nuch of it do you believe?"

John Lyndell glared at him "You are calling ne a liar!"

G bson scow ed at her

"I"l'l call you anything | please, ny dear young |l ady," he advised. "The billion or so dollars
that you are worth does not overawe ne."

"You will keep quiet until you are called on," Doc told 'him

G bson snmiled thinly, fiercely. "Do not |let yourself be taken in," he said



THE Khan, as if to end the bickering, resuned: "Terror has seized all of Tanan. You cannot

realize what horror has conme over mny people. They are distraught. This nonster, this Mystic Millah
is like an invisible denon, striking down all who oppose him demanding gifts of noney, of arns, and
sl ayi ng through the medi um of his green soul slaves those who refuse."

"Unl ess you know the Orient, it is difficult to understand how such a thing could happen," said

Joan Lyndell. "In Tannan, the people are superstitious. For centuries, they have kept white nen out
which was all the nore difficult because Tanan is one of the richest countries in the world. It is a
strange | and, where firearns are still al nost unknown, and where the sword and the | ance are the

standard fighting weapon."

She paused and studi ed Doc Savage, as if wondering how nuch belief he attached to the sonewhat
fantastic story she was telling

"My own holdings in Tanan are endangered by the Mystic Millah," she said. "Many of ny nost
faithful nen have perished. | know, to an absolute certainty, that | nyself shall die unless the
nmonster is stopped.”

She began speaking nore rapidly.

"We di scussed many nethods of fighting the Mystic Millah," she said. "I amwealthy. The Khan is
rich - according to Anerican standards. W could have inported an arny, but we were afraid it would
not work. The Mystic Mullah can amass thousands of nen, and the nountain passes into Tanan woul d
wi thstand the npbst nodern arnmy. We could have used airplanes, except that there are few suitable
fields.

"But, too" - she spread her hands - "the Mystic Millah is only a nanme, a hideous green face in
the night, a face no one has been able to touch, nor to harm although |I personally have enptied a
revolver into it. How could an arny fight something like that? So we canme for you."

"l had heard of you," said the Khan. "Your fame is such, Doc Savage, that it has reached even
renote Tanan."

He said this bonbastically, in a manner that under circunstances |ess grimwould have been
faintly rem niscent of a politician passing out flattery.

"We took every precaution to keep our destination a secret," added the girl. "But it doesn't seem
to have done any good."

Cscar G bson squinted at her. His expression was skeptical; his whole manner one of disbelief

not of the story being told, but of the sincerity of the young woman hersel f

"You are very concerned over the fate of your wealth," he said dryly

The girl eyed himw th utter coldness, "I aminterested in the capture of the Mystic Miullah for
anot her reason," she said

G bson lifted his brows. "Yes?"

"Yes," Joan Lyndell said steadily. "Wen ny father died, his neck was found broken; and there was
no mark upon his body, nor was there any conceivabl e expl anati on of how his neck had snapped."
Oscar G bson started slightly, opened his nouth, shut it, then slowy noistened his |ips. He
began | ooking Intently at the floor

DOC Savage G bson, as if on the point of questioning him but sonething about the man's
expression caused the bronze man to turn away and bend above one of the bound Tananese

It was gloony In the room due partially to the boarded wi ndows, but due also to the fact that

the norning, which had started out so clear and cool, was changing, after the manner of New York
weat her, clouds springing up negically out of nowhere and settling over the bright sun and sinking
like a fog into the deep cut through which the Hudson ran

The Tananese only glared at the bronze man. Doc addressed himin the dial ect of Tanan, speaking

it so perfectly that the Khan showed surprise and the young woman gave hima sharp gl ance

"Who is the one who calls hinself the Mystic Millah?" Doc asked

The Tananese answered pronptly, Insultingly.

"A faithful dog knows his master," he said

"And it is a wi se dog which finds a new master when the old one can no |longer care for him" Doc
replied. The Tananese shrugged, clipped his |ips together and shut his eyes. He lay perfectly still,
his whole attitude that of one absolutely determined not to speak and resigned to whatever fate
befell himas a consequence

Doc turned to another prisoner, but did not address himimedi ately. Instead, be sank beside the
man and renmi ned there, notionless. After a bit, he drew froma pocket a snmall flat case and held it
where the Tananese coul d see it

The case held only a | ock-picking device and other small inplenments, none of them dangerous, but
the prisoner did not know that and, judging fromhis expression, used his imagination to picture
sone | ethal horror inside the case

The Khan Nadir Shar cane over and said solemmly, "You cannot persuade these nen to tal k. They are
froma nmountain tribe of Tanan, a fierce, utterly cruel clan which has been a source of terror for
centuries.”

"Human nature is very nmuch the same the world over," Doc told the Khan. "Watch hi m break down."
The bronze man hel d the shiny case closer to the eyes of the Tananese captive, forcing the man to
look at it with an unwi nking intentness. So softly that its presence was at first scarcely



noticeabl e, the bronze man's fantastic trilling note peal ed out of nothingness and began to trace
its exotic note. It was a plan of utter unreality, and it had a marked effect upon the Tananese. The
fellow stared. He breathed | oudly.

What Doc Savage was doi ng smacked of black magic, but the explanation was sinple; he was slowy
bui I ding up a hypnotic spell. Once hypnotized, the Tananese m ght be Induced to talk.

But his plan was never conpl eted.

Oscar G bson shrilled suddenly, "Watch out! Across the room"

Doc Savage | ooked |ip. Hi deous green things were coming toward him They were al nbst transparent;
he coul d see conpletely through some of the thinner ones. They averaged as long as his arm but sone
were thin as ropes, others alnost as thick as Doc's vast chest.

"The green soul s!" gasped the girl, Joan Lyndell.

SPRI NG NG TO THE si de and backward, the young woman swooped and pi cked up an automatic fromthe
pil e of weapons which had been taken from the captured Tananese. Oscar G bson saw her nove, |unged
as if to seize her. The young worman began shooting at the green horrors, G bson veered away from
her, got one of the guns and hinself began firing. The smashing of the guns was ear-splitting.

The enerald things were not visibly affected by the ballets. They cane along the floor, sone
seeming to craw on the dusty planks, others a few Inches in the air. Their col or bl ended
surprisingly with the darkness; at times they were al nost |nvisible.

They reached the first bound captive and he emtted an awmful shriek and threshed about. The

ol i vaceous, serpentine bodies squirned on. They did not travel snoothly. At tinmes they jerked about.
Again, they al nost stopped. They piled together and seemed to nmerge into |arger corporeities.
There were nore of them now. Hundreds! They danced across the floor |ike fantastic dervishes,

like evil harpies creeping out of sone cavernous lair on the other side of the vast room where it
was too dark to distinguish details.

Joan Lyndell and Oscar G bson had enptied their guns by now. And they had done no good.

"Get out of here!" the girl cried loudly. "They cannot be harned!"

She began to retreat. The Khan foll owed her, hands out before himas if to ward off the

I ncredi bl e green bodi es.

Doc Savage, instead of going back toward the door and the outside, advanced. He bent forward a
little. Hs flake gold eyes strained to view the green things nore closely.

Oscar G bson yelled, "Careful! If you touch them they'Il kill you!"

Doc Savage did not answer, He picked up a fragnment of trash fromthe floor, threwit, The mssile
went entirely through the largest of the absinthe tinted things, causing a minor disturbance inits
body.

Doc got a second piece of trash, a lunp of plaster. He stepped close, threw again. He was trying
to fathomthe nystery of the things. But the light was insufficient. He raced fingers through his
pockets, searching for natches.

So intent was Doc Savage upon the green horror he was investigating that he did not note that
other olive-hued things were bouncing close on either side, threatening to cut off his retreat to
the door.

The prisoners were scream ng now, shrieking as if their very souls were conming out. And as they
were touched by the serpentine narauders, they began to withe about in the throes of death agony.
The necks of the first to be affected were already beginning to jerk, to snap about as if in the
grip of invisible giants.

Doc Savage abandoned his investigation of the fat green body and swung to the nearest prisoner.

He scooped the fellow up got himacross a shoulder; then got two nore of the captives one under
either arm

He took two paces toward the door, stopped. The green things had noved to the wall, shutting off
retreat. He was trapped.

THE horrors were closing in. There were nore hundreds of them The whole room seened to have
turned green.

One drifted toward Doc Savage. He whi pped down, to the side. One of the Tananese he was carrying
contorted and managed to get his bound | egs underfoot. Tripped, Doc sank to a knee. The other two
Tananese began to kick and flail about. It was obvious that they did not want to be rescued.

Doc dropped them There was nothing else to do. He needed all his agility to escape the green
things. He worked backward. One of the serpentine objects cane close; Doc ducked, and it all but
touched him Sliding backward, he was al nost agai nst another. They were on all sides.

One of the Tananese was yelling, "Watch the green soul slaves of our nmaster overcone this white
devil ghost!"

Again and again, Doc tried to reach the door. Each tine, he was cut off. He sprang high into the
air. He got down and crawm ed. He tried battering holes in the plaster with his fists, hoping to
break through the wall. But he encountered a wall of thick planks. Evidently the yacht club building
had been enl arged | ong ago.

The bronze nman was breathing noisily now It was one of the fewtines in his life that he had
been trapped with no avenue of escape at hand. H's present position seenmed hopel ess. He began to
wench of f his coat, to rip off the sleeves, to cover his hands, his face.



Then there was a shout fromthe door. Oscar G bson cane |eaping inside. He carried an old sail, a
fragment of twelve ounce duck fully a dozen feet square

"Watch it!" he shouted, and flung the sail out before him The effect was surprising. The green

t hings were caught by the Sail, borne down, whipped aside. G bson skidded the sail forward, whipped
it up again and literally fanned the green things aside

"Now! " he barked

There was no need for the suggestion. Doc savage was | eaping through the space the fanning sai

had cl eared. Together, he and G bson reached the door and gained the outside

"Thanks," Doc Savage said quietly.

G bson grinned, said nothing

"Let's try the other side of the club," Doc rapped. "Those things canme from sonewhere!"

They ran through the soft nmud, splashing and slipping, reached the end of the old yacht club and
sl oped around. They skidded to a stop and stared

A giant of a nman stood before them a fellow with a vast frame and trenmendous hones and little
flesh to spare, a man who had a pair of fists so huge that they seened out of proportion, even when
conpared to his huge form He was busy tearing a gag out of his mouth with hands that bore ugly red
welts, as if they had been seared with hot irons. There were nore of the welts across his face
"Holy cow " he boonmed when he had the gag out

It was Renny, Doc's big-fisted engi neer aide

Chapter 12. ASI ATI C EXODUS

DOC Savage ran on past Renny without speaking, rounded another corner and studied the rear of the
yacht club. The ground seened, if anything, nore nuddy than it had before. The soft nuck bore
tracks, some made earlier in the norning, but sone also that had undoubtedly been inprinted within
the last few noments. These led to a side door; the same tracks | ed away.

Doc whirled. H s eyes ranged the terrain surrounding the yacht club There was bare ground - not
mud - for some distance, but beyond that there was grass, then foliage of the park which flanked the
Hudson at this point. Mst of the |andscaped vegetation was bare of |eafage; but here and there
stood an evergreen, and these were profuse enough to furnish cover

I nside the yacht club, the shrieks were dying away in frightful fashion

Doc ran back to where Renny stood

"How many brought you here fromthe amusenent park?" he demanded

"Three or four," Renny boomned

"The Mystic Millah with thenP"

"Darned if | know," said Renny. "They got into the yacht club through a back door. Then they cane
out, ran off and left me. | was tied up and it took ne a little tinme to get |oose."

He indicated a spot In the mud where lay |lengths of ordinary cotton clothes line, and added, "I
was tied with that stuff.”

Doc Savage whi pped away, found the trail nmade by the departing party which had brought Renny, and
followed it. The tracks were distinct through the nmud, even nore distinct beyond, for nud had
scraped off shoes onto grass

The prints processioned up a hill, took shelter behind evergreens, went on, and eventually

reached a path. There they were lost to anything but an extraordinary eye. Doc Savage managed to
follow themup to the wall that topped the cliff, edging R verside Drive

Cars whi zzed steadily on the drive. Taxicabs cruised. There was no hope of trailing the Tananese
further. They coul d have taken a cab; they m ght have had their own car waiting. Doc went back and
joined Renny. He found the big-fisted engi neer and Gscar G bson glaring at each other

"One nore squawk out of you and |I'll pound you down into the ground to your hips!" Renny was
telling G bson fiercely.
G bson sneered. "I still say it is suspicious."

Doc asked, "What is w ong now?"

"This snipe," Renny jabbed a fist at G bson. "This snipe thinks it was funny because them brown
geezers turned ne | oose. He up and said so."

"The Mystic Millah's assistants are not in the habit of freeing their prisoners," G bson said
nastily.

Renny booned, "They turned ne | oose for a danged good reason."

"What was it?" Doc asked

"They' ve got Long Tom and Johnny," Renny said grimy. "They're taking both of themto Tanan
They' ve already chartered planes, and they're going to take off imedi ately, carrying Long Tom and
Johnny al ong. "

"How do you know this?" G bson interjected

"They told ne," Renny runbled. "They also told ne to tell Doc."

G bson snapped, "I do not understand why they should do that."

"They were bal d-faced enough about it," Renny told him "The Mystic Millah has got enough of Doc
He don't care about fighting himany nore here in New York. He's sinply grabbed two of Doc's nmen and
carried themoff to decoy Doc into Tanan, where the Miullah can fight on his own ground. It's not a
new gag. "



Joan Lyndell and the Khan Nadir Shar canme around the yacht club, and their faces were horrified
and they wal ked as if in trances.

"The prisoners in the club," the girl said hoarsely, "are all dead!"

DOC Savage said; he mght have been expecting the news. Nor did Oscar G bson show that it was
ot her than he expected.

Doc asked Renny, "How did they get you in that anmusenent park?"

"W barged into that prehistoric world exhibit, thinking we were going to rescue Monk and Ham"
the engi neer ranbled, and swuing his big fists angrily. "The green snakes got us."

He pointed at the ugly red welts across his hands and face.

"Whenever the things touched us, it was as if they were red-hot irons," he continued. "They
burned like fire. We couldn't fight themoff. And after while, we all passed out."

Gscar G bson said incredulously, "But the green soul slaves usually kill their victins."

"They didn't kill us," Renny pointed out. "They just burned us, and we passed out. Then we woke
up with headaches and feeling kinda weak. W were bound and gagged. The guys who held us told ne
what to tell Doc, then brought nme here. That's all | know."

"Any sign of Monk and Han?" Doc asked.

"No," Renny said slowy. "And that was bad. Those fellows did not say a word about them They

tal ked like they were going to take only Johnny and Long Tomwi th them"

"You asked them about Monk and Han®?" Doc queri ed.

Renny nodded. "And they just gave nme the ugly eye."

After that, silence fell, for Doc Savage seened to have nothing nore to say, and Renny did not
speak further. Side by side, they swng slowy toward the door of the yacht club. Their steps were
sl ow, and one know ng them woul d have realized that they were enwapped in a shroud of gl oom of
grief, believing as they did that the actions of the brown men of Tanan had indicated that both Mnk
and Ham were dead.

It was hideous news, and the consideration of it steeped themin sorrow. Mnk and Ham had been
associated with themfor years. They had gone through incredible perils together, had saved each
other's lives on occasion, and had been anused al ways by the friendly bickering between Mnk and
Ham the quarrel that never died.

Doc reached the door. Inside, bodies sprawied in the gloom They were contorted in grisly
fashion, and their heads hung as if their necks had been enptied of bones.

"Necks broken," Renny said thickly. "It's incredible! What infernal thing does it, Doc?"

The bronze man did not reply. He entered the room stepping cautiously, eyes alert for some sign
of the green horrors that were |ike ghostly snakes. But none of the things were to be seen. They had
vani shed as inexplicably as they had cone.

Renny spoke again, hoarsely: "There's no need of hangi ng around here, Doc. Let's get on the trail
of Johnny and Long Tom Those fellows may have taken off in their planes by now "

Doc nodded. "We will follow them That is what they wanted; but it is the only thing we can do."
The bronze man noved toward one of the doors that |ed deeper into the old yacht club structure.
"What are you going to do?" Renny denmanded.

"Search the place," Doc said. "W have had no tine to do that. W mght find sonething."

Renny started to object, then silenced hinself, realizing what Doc neant by "sonething" - the
bodi es of Monk and Ham perhaps. They began to go through roons that were littered with rubble, to
pry into closets which held old yachting caps, discarded white ducks, broken oars, old sails and
even a rusted, worthless outboard notor.

They cane to a closet which was very dark, and Doc stepped inside, scraping a match alight. Renny
wai t ed outside. Suddenly, he stiffened.

Doc's trilling had piped out, short, surprised, nore violent than was its usual note. It |asted
only a brief nmonent. Renny |unged forward.

Two forms were sprawed in the closet. Doc was untying them and they were kicking about, very
much alive.

"Monk!" Renny expl oded. "Haml"

The honely Monk, his mouth ridded of the gag, grinned, "Them brown guys were chased off before
they had time to nove us. Boy, | began to think you' d never find us!"

H s hands and face were covered with the sanme type of red welts which decorated Renny's fists and
features. Ham bore the same markings.

Ham with the gag out of his nouth, spat violently and denanded, "Where's ny sword cane?"

Chapter 13. THE SECRET SERVI CE MAN

THE time was two days |ater.

The plane had three notors, each of them supercharged with nearly a thousand horse power and all

| abored in unison, hurling the big ship ahead at a speed which very seldomfell below two hundred
mles an hour. Atime or two, when the ship was very high, seeking out stratospheric air currents
that were favorable, the speed had been far above three hundred an hour.

The wings of the ship were streamined into the fusel age; the | anding wheels drew up in the hull,
al so shaped so as to serve as a big pontoon for landing on water; and nowhere did a strut or a brace
wi re show outside the streaniining.



It was quiet in the cabin, alnost unnaturally so. The brawl of the big engines was but a peaceful
murnmur. The silencing job on that cabin was remarkabl e. Aeronautical engineers had cone from sone of
the world's nost advanced plants to inspect it.

It was warmin the cabin, too; warm although there was snow bel ow, vast whitenesses of it. It
seened as if the plane had shifted to another world, for there were no rivers visible on this
terrain below, no nountains. There was only snmooth whiteness.

Had the ship dropped to a |lower altitude, however, the ground woul d have taken on sone

resenbl ance to an earthy domain, for this was tundra bel ow, the amazi ng expanse of near-swanp which
covers parts of Siberia.

Renny was at the plane controls, nursing the air-speed neter, endeavoring to get it up a bit

hi gher w thout racing the nmotors unnecessarily.

Monk and Ham as usual, were quarreling.

"You missing link!" Hamsnarled. "I'll cut you open and see if you look any nore |ike a human
inside than you do on the outside!"

The sl ender, waspish |awer carried a sword cane, not the one with which he had started out to
investigate the tug Whal e of Gothamin New York, for that one had been |ost.

Thi s weapon was one froma stock of spares which Ham kept in his club apartment.

Monk, the honely chemi st, scow ed fiercely at Ham

"Just a big mouth and a lot of noise," he sneered. "You keep your hands off that hog, or 1'll
give you a good winging and hang you up to dry."

Between the two belligerents, an interested observer to the argunent, was Mnk's pet pig, Habeas
Cor pus. Habeas had been named in a manner calcul ated to aggravate Ham He was a renarkabl e speci nen
of the porker race, this Habeas Corpus. He was predom nately ears, with a generous proportioning of
snout and | egs, the rest of himbeing thin and scrawny.

Habeas Corpus and Monk had joined conpany in Arabia so nmany nonths ago that it was by now evi dent
that the shote woul d never grow nmuch larger. He ate prodigiously w thout gaining an ounce. But
Habeas had al so denpnstrated that, as a nental specinen, he was no ordinary porker. He |earned
tricks with the ease of a show dog, and Monk spent nost of his spare tinme training the shote.

The i mredi ate cause of Mnk and Haml's quarrel was certain danmage Habeas Corpus had done to Hanmls
i mmacul ate travel i ng bag. Habeas had gnawed practically the entire end out of the cowskin bag.
"Habeas don't like cows,"” Mnk explained. "Wen you pick your next bag, don't have it nade of
cowskin. "

"It'Il probably be pigskin," Hamgritted, and eyed Habeas neaningly.

The plane hit a down current and pitched sickeningly, so that they all were forced to grasp the
armrests of the seats to retain their positions.

"Such flying," Ham sai d.

Renny called, "You start razzing ne and I'll pick your arms and |legs off."

The Khan Nadir Shar | ooked on with drowsy interest. He had been a long tine w thout sleep and he
seenmed on the point of dropping off.

Joan Lyndel | sat across from Gscar G bson, and they both | ooked strai ght ahead, neither giving
attention to the other or even acting as if the other existed.

Renny nade sone cal cul ations, put figures and words on a paper and passed it back.

"There's our position," he advised. '"W'Ill have to land In Novo Sibirsk for refueling."

DOC Savage, secluded in the rear of the plane, received the nessage without comment, read it,
then advi sed, "Better radi o ahead so that gasoline will be ready."

"You think the Mystic Mullah's nen are still ahead of us?" Renny call ed.

"That is difficult to say," Doc replied. "They had fast planes."

Doc and his nen had nade inquiries before taking off from New York and had | earned that two

pl anes |l aden with the brown men of Tanan had actually taken off froma Gothamairport. The ships had
been heard fromin Nova Scotia; they had |anded in Iceland, and had refuel ed at the point of guns.
Next word of them had cone from Finland, where they had again refueled by force. It was that phantom
trail which Doc Savage was foll ow ng.

That the Tananese were still ahead, Doc had reason to believe, for his own ship, delayed in
starting some hours, had hit bad weather which the other craft must have missed. The North Atlantic
had been disturbed, and there had been head wi nds, even up into the |ower stratosphere as far as the
bi g speed plane could penetrate.

The bronze man cl osed the door of the compartment in the rear of the plane and continued what he
had been doing - taking his exercises. These exercises, over a period of years, were entirely
responsi bl e for his amazing physical devel opnent. He had been taking them now for al nbst two hours,
and not yet was he done. He had gone through the same intensive routine each day since chil dhood.
Not only did Doc devel op his nuscles, but his five senses as well, using conplicated apparatus for
that purpose.

The al umi num hue | ent by the chemical bl eaching agent had faded, allow ng Doc's bronze color to
return.

Doc was conpleting his exercises when the plane tilted sharply and the changed note of the notors

I ndicated a descent. He left the conpartnent and went forward..



"Novo Sibirsk," Renny said

NOVO Si bi rsk, situated, on the navigable b River, was a typical netropolis of southern Siberia
The river was off to the left now, with its nine spans plainly distinguishable, and the thin thread
of the Trans-Siberian railway stretching away Into the infinite distance. There were |arge buil dings
bel ow, grain elevators and flour mlls, probably, and everywhere was a bright newness. Columms of
snmoke curled up fromthe iron snmelting plants

Renny cut the notors and opened the cabin windows in order to see better. At a very low altitude
they scudded over the fringe of the town. They were so | ow that the odor of a tannery was plainly
di stingui shabl e as they glided above it

The airport appeared, its nodernity a mark of the industrial efforts of the Soviets. The hangars
were substantial, and snowpl ows had boosted the field clear of deeper drifts. The air lashing in
through the plane wi ndows was bitterly cold

Renny cranked the | andi ng wheels out of their streanliined recesses and planted the ship with a
skilled ease on the field. Wwooping gusts fromthe propellers pulled the plane toward the hangars
and the little flags on flexible staffs which marked the | ocation of the gas tanks

Renny cut the notors when close to the hangars. In the silence, the snow squeal ed under the
wheels; it wailed | ouder when he applied the brakes, and the craft cane to a stop

Monk arose, stretched his furry arms and announced, "I1'm gonna stoke the human machine with some
food."

He opened the cabin door

Qut of the near-by hangar popped a squad of nmen. They held rifles. OCbviously they had been
conceal ed, awaiting the nmoment the plane woul d stop

" Sonet hi ng wong!" Renny rapped

He snapped on the ignition switches, nade passes at the starter buttons. The hot notors crashed
into life. The plane veered around, began noving

To the right, the left, on the front and rear, men sprang out of the huge piles of snow which
tractors had pushed aside fromthe airport runways. They gripped the ends of thin wire cables. They
yanked these, disclosing the fact the cables were buried in the snow. The nen, tugging on them got
them wai st-high and in the plane's path

One cabl e snagged across the | andi ng wheel s, high enough that it was above the streanlined pants
where it would not slip off

"They can't hold us!" Renny booned

He was wrong. The nen did not depend on physical strength alone to hold the plane; for they tied
the ends of the wire cables around steel rods which had been previously driven into the frozen
earth

There was a jar as the plane snubbed against the |lines. The cable gave a little, the spring

ef fect cushioning the shock of the stoppage. Then the big ship lay hel pl ess

THE uni fornmed nen dashed forward, rifles slanted across their chests. There was military
precision In their novenents

They wore the netal helnmets of the Soviet military, with knitted winter covers over the helnets
and protecting their ears fromthe bitter cold. Their overcoats were very long, their boots huge
There was not an unshaven face anong them

The | eader trotted up al ongside the plane door and lifted his voice

"You will come out," he said in excellent English. "You are under arrest!"

Monk angrily haul ed down a wi ndow and demanded, "Just what the hades is the meani ng of this?"

"We have orders to search your plane," inparted the Soviet officer. "It has been reported that
you have been taking pictures of Soviet fortified areas."

"Is that all you intend to do - search the plane?" Doc Savage put in.

"Yes," said the officer

"CGo ahead," Doc told him "But what | should like to know is what instigated this. Wo reported
we had been taking pictures?"

"A cabl egram cane from Onsk." advised the Soviet commandant. "It was signed nerely by one who
called hinself a 'Friend of the Soviet'."

Monk breathed, so only Don could hear the words, "The Mystic Millah!"

The Soviet soldiers entered the plane and directed all of the occupants outside. Their manner was
firmw thout being roughshod; they kept their rifles ready, but did not aimthem

The commandi ng of ficer and two assistants did the searching. They went through each item of
baggage, not scattering the contents, but carefully repacking after exam nation. They cane to the
last of the items of baggage without finding anything. After that, they began goi ng over the plane
itself, carefully prying at wall paneling to see if it had been | oosened recently. They found

not hi ng

Two rmen cl anbered out on the wi ngs and opened the |arge caps of the gas tanks. Flashlights were
brought and thrust down into the apertures

"Sh'o'!" exploded one in his native tongue. "E ta iako'ye? What is that?"

They tried to fish in the tank, hut the opening was too snmall. Finally, they sumopned a snal

boy, and the urchin, peeling his sheepskin koortka, inserted a thin arminto the tank and brought it



out dripping gasoline and triunphantly clutching a long glass bottle in which was a curl of

phot ographi ¢ prints.

The of ficer exam ned these.

"Be sammeneeyer,"” he said grimy. "Wthout a doubt! These are photographic prints of sone of our
fortified areas."

Monk yell ed, "Say, guy, there's sonmething screw"

"You will have a chance to tell it at the trial," the Soviet officer said grinmy.

THE jail was very nodern, except for the heating arrangement. It was bitterly cold in the |arge,
white cell. The naked wal | s echoed back the steady tranping of a sentry somewhere down the
corridor.

Monk, a gl oony expression on his honely features, sat on a | ow bench and scratched the ears of
Habeas Corpus, his pet pig.

"There ain't no doubt of it," he said, disgust in his snall voice. "Back there at one of them

pl aces we got gasoline, sonebody put that glass jar of pictures into the gas tank. Sone airport
attendant was bribed to do the job. If this ain't a swell note!"

Ham requested unkindly, "WIIl you shut up! We can all guess what happened. But the inportant

thing is-what to do about it?"

Monk went on as if he had not heard. "That picture business is the fine hand of this Mstic

Mul I ah. There ain't no doubt about that, either. Say, what do these Soviets do with spies? Do they
shoot 'enP"

"Shooting is enployed only in time of war," Doc told himdryly. "They usually send themto

Si berian prison canps for thirty or forty years."

"Pl easant thought," Mnk nuttered.

Cscar G bson stood to one side, against the barred door of the cell, and watched the pacing
sentry. G bson had said little. As a matter of fact, he had spoken only when necessary since they
had | eft New York. Not that he had been | eft alone, for Mk, Ham and Renny, as well as Doc Savage,
had had tries at questioning him But Oscar G bson, where informati on about hinmself was concerned,
had the characteristics of a clam

Just who Oscar G bson was, what connection he had with the affair of the Mystic Millah' was a
conpl ete nystery.

Monk lifted the pig, Habeas Corpus, by both ears and swung hi m back and forth, a procedure that
Habeas seermed to enjoy imensely.

"What do you say, Doc - shall we try a break?" he denanded.

Doc Savage shook his head slowy. He was watching Oscar G bson, who still |eaned against the
barred door. The pacing sentry had stopped outside. He | eaned close to the bars. Oscar G bson said
sonething. Hs voice was so low that it did not reach Don Savage.

Then G bson reached into his nouth and withdrew a bridge of false teeth, the first indication any
of them had that some of his nolars were artificial. He held the bridgework so that only the guard
could see it.

The guard's start was plainly distinguishable. G bson said sonething further, and they could tell
only that he was speaking Russian fluently.

The guard whi pped out a key and unl ocked the barred door.

Monk cane to |life suddenly, dropped Habeas and | unged headl ong for the door, hoping to bow

G bson agai nst the guard and thus open the way for an escape. But G bson was too fast for him He
got through the door, slamred it, and the autonatic |ock clicked securely.

Monk took the force of his charge with a shoul der, bounced back, and glared at G bson. "Wat's
the idea, guy?" he grow ed.

"l believe the proper Yankee terminology is 'Nuts to you'," G bson said airily.

G BSON MARCHED AWAY marched away in conpany with the guard, and Monk stood for sone nonments by
the door, grunbling to hinself.

"Danged if | can nake that guy G bson out," Mnk finally announced, disgustedly.

"He is a nysterious person,"” Joan Lyndel |l agreed.

"He is one of the Mystic Millah's agents, | am convinced," runbled the Khan Nadir Shar, and the
tattooed serpent coiled around the jewel on his forehead, glowed redly with anger.

Doc Savage seened to be listening.

"The guard went outside with G bson!" he rapped. "Now is our chance!" The bronze man flung to the
wi ndow. This was a tunnellike opening through which very little light cane, for the wall was fully
five feet thick. The glass panes closing the window were at the outer extremity, so that prisoners
could not reach themand use the glass for stabbing purposes.

The inner bars were alnpst an inch thick and bedded deeply in stone. Renoving them was beyond the
ability of naked hands, as Doc found out when he grasped them and wenched; they barely groaned in
their sockets.

The prisoners had been searched nost thoroughly, the men being forced to renpve their clothing in
the process. But they had been given back their own garnents.

Doc still wore his necktie. It was | oose about his neck. He stripped it off, inserted a thunb in
the large end and ripped it open. The lining was a yellow sh, stiff cloth which | ooked |ike the



usual lining put in neckties. Doc pulled the |ining out

He picked several buttons off his coat, including the ornanental ones on the sleeves. These

crushed with surprising ease, became a browni sh powder as he ground them between his corded fingers
He pl aced the powder along the necktie lining, as if he were nmaking a cigarette of strange nature
then rolled the Iining, enclosing the powder.

H s nmovenents becane swifter. He tore the long cylinder he had made into four pieces. He bound
these around the | ower and upper ends of two bars

"What on earth are you doi ng?" Joan Lyndel | breathed wonderingiy.

Monk grinned and cackled, "I get it! I get it!" He ran forward, fishing in a pocket
"They left ne one match," he chuckled. "That'll speed it up."
"It will," Doc agreed

The bronze man struck Monk's match carefully, applied it to the yellowrolls of necktie lining
and the results were surprising. Cane a |oud hiss. The cell becanme blindingly white fromthe Iight
of the burning substance. They all felt the trenendous heat

Doc backed away and waited. The substance he had secured to the bars continued to hiss. It was
burning with a violence that rivaled the heat of an electric torch. There was the sanme flickering
The light becanme too brilliant for their eyes and they squinted, covered their faces

"What is it?" Joan Lyndell gasped

"Ever hear of thermite?" Mnk asked her

"No. "

"A M XTURE of al um num powder and iron oxide," Mnk told her. "It is used in welding

principally. That necktie |lining was inpregnated with the al um num powder, and the buttons were the
oxi de. There were sone other chemicals mixed in with it to nmake it nore efficient than ordinary
thermte. It generates a terrific heat when it burns."

Doc Savage was balling his coat about his hands, formng a pad. Using this as a protection, he
lunged at the bars

These were white hot at the ends, red in the middle, and were bending slightly of their own

wei ght

H s inpact against the first bar caused it to break. He knocked the second one out. Using the
coat, he brushed the thermte and nolten steel away, as much of it as he could. Then he threw the
coat over the glow ng bar ends, and before it burned through or burst into flame, scranbled over and
got into the tunnel-like aperture of the w ndow.

He knocked the glass fromthe outer end. There was snow heaped on the sill. He scooped that up In
his hands and used it to cool the bar ends so that the others could clanber up

THE prison, although its interior was nodern, had been built centuries ago, possibly having once
served as a fortress, for there was a noat surrounding the wall. This was now banked full of snow,
and Doc Savage, dropping down, sank considerably over his head. Lying in the pit he had nade, he

| ooked upward and nmade sure there were no guards on the high walls

The others foll owed himdown. There was harder snow under the fluffy upper |ayer, and they
managed to work across the noat and scranble out on the other side. They ran across a stretch of
park where naked trees reared up around them their hurried feet kicking up clouds of snow.

Sorme one yelled in Russian: "Stoi! Stoi!"

"This way!" Doc rapped. "They're yelling for us to halt." The fugitives dived into a small creek
whi ch wound through the park and descended a hill toward the river CGb. This sheltered them A few
bul l ets searched them out with vicious squeals

The Sovi et prison guards yelled a few nore "Stois!" and then began ringing a bell. The bell nust
have been trenendous. |ts reverberati ons shuddered out and undoubtedly carried for mles.

The creek was frozen over, packed with snow, but here and there ice was uncovered. Mnk, hitting
one of these slick stretches with too nmuch speed, slipped and fell, nmuch to the disconfort of Habeas
Cor pus, whom he had thrust inside his coat for easier carrying. The pig began squealing

"Knock himin the head," Ham suggested

Monk only snorted

They passed under a bridge, and the driver of a kareta crossing over the stone structure saw

them reined up and began to yell at the top of his voice. This frightened his wild Siberian ponies
and they pronptly ran off, so that the driver's yells, if they were heard, woul d probably be
construed as directed at his steeds

"That was a |ucky break!" Renny booned

They reached another bridge, clinbed up beside it, and trotted down a road. A few nonments |ater
they saw the airport ahead, the hangars |ooking |arger than they were because of the expanse of
SNOW.

"Lookit!" Mnk exploded. "I'll say we're getting the breaks. There's our plane, with the notors
turning over!"

The big plane stood on the field, slightly away fromthe nearest hangar, in a position as
conveni ent for their purpose as could have been wished for. The three propellers were spinning disks
of alloy, and the exhaust stacks spilled occasional gusts of oil snoke

"This can't be real!" Renny thunped



They raced toward the plane. Eyes were alert. But no one appeared to head themoff. No al arm was
shout ed

Doc bounded into the plane, plunged forward to take the control bucket. The others piled into the
cabi n. Ham barked something unintelligible but glad when he discovered his sword cane reposing on
the plane floor where he had left it. He pounced upon it. Mnk clanbered into the ship, carrying
Habeas by one oversize ear, then banged the door

Doc sawed the throttles open; the ship lifted its tail and nearly three thousand thundering

hor sepower sucked it across the field and up into the cold sunlight

THE W NDOW5S WERE open, and Doc cl osed them They were doubl e-panel ed, equipped to thwart frost
formati on and to keep out sound. The cabin becane quiet as the interior of a hearse

"Holy cow " Renny runbled gloomly. "W were nearly out of gas when we | anded. Wat're we gonna

do for fuel? W're still a good thousand mles from Tanan."
Doc said, "Have a |ook at this instrument panel, Renny." The big-fisted engi neer anbled forward
his long face wearing an expression slightly nmore sorrowful than usual - if that were possible - and

eyed the board. At first, he caught nothing of significance. And then he saw

"Fuel gauge!" he barked. "Qur tanks are full!"

Joan Lyndell cane up behind himand said, "That is strange! And isn't it unusual that we shoul d
find the plane at the airport with the engines running. It was as if it had been nade ready for
us."

"It was," said a new voice

They whirled. The tone was distinct in the soundproofed cabin. They all recognized it

Cscar G bson, thin-waisted and narrow|ipped, stood in the rear of the cabin. His lips had a
faint upward warp at the corners, and there was a small sparkle to his eyes. He had been stowed away
in the rear conpartnent

"l nmust say that | barely reached the airport in time to have them prepare the plane for you," he
said dryly. "I felt sure, once word spread that you had escaped, that you would head for the
airport. But how did you get out of that prison cell? It is supposed to be one of the strongest in
Russi a?

Nobody answered him

"You had this plane arranged for us?" Renny booned unbelievingly.

G bson bowed slightly. "I would have arranged your release, as well, if you had allowed ne a
little time."

"l don't believe you would've!" Mnk snorted. "Just who are you, anyhow?"

G bson inserted a little finger between his |ips and worked out the bridge of false teeth. He
turned this over, presenting the rather unusually w de gold bar for their inspection

Engraved on the bar was a peculiar design. It incorporated the hamer and sickle of the Soviet
There were a few engraved words of Russian. Doc read them and studied the design

"Secret Police," he said

"Exactly," said Oscar G bson. "I ama nmenber. Mre correctly | amone of the four highest ranking
of ficers."

"But you're English!" Mnk expl oded

"I was born in Texas," G bson said gravely. "Some day, when | get tired of adventuring, | shal

go back there. In the neantine, | shall nake every effort to stanmp out one of the greatest curses

ever afflicted upon the human race, the Mystic Millah."

"You are working for the Soviet on this?" Doc asked

G bson nodded. "Secretly and without official public acknow edgnent, of course. The Sovi et wants
peace in the Orient. This devil, the Mystic Millah, is hungry for power. He is slowy taking over
Tanan. He practically has it in the palmof his hand now. After Tanan w |l conme Ti bet, Afghanistan
Mongol i a, China and, eventually, Russia."

"This thing nmust be big," Mnk said slowy

"It is," Gbson agreed. "Big - and horrible!"

Doc Savage turned back to the control wheel and the big plane pointed its baying snout at the sun
and clinbed toward the | ower zone of stratosphere

Chapter 14. THE HUMAN SPI DER

ITis witten that the Genghis Khan, mghty Mngol of the twelfth century, whose ferocious

sol diers probably set the all-time record for slaughtering prisoners of war when they took a mllion
and a half lives in a captured city, once pushed a canpai gn agai nst Tanan, and failing to take it
beheaded those of his war chiefs who had been in charge of the canpaign and had their graves narked
with the | egend

These are fools, for they have
butted a stone wall with their heads

yet they recognized the stone wall not



until they had cast away a hundred
t housand fighting men and nore.

Had the violent Genghis returned fromwhatever after-life his deeds warranted him and visited
Tanan, he woul d probably have been nore at home than any other spot on the globe, for Tanan was nuch
as it had been in Genghis Khan's day. The soldiers still carried their short, fearful swords, wore
quilted arnmor; and such guns as they had - and they had a few, for the Oient sired the invention of
gun powder - were unique relics, nore cannon than rifle, requiring two men to carry them They fired
anything froma ball of copper pounded fromthe rich natural deposits in Tanan, to a fistful of
pebbles, or, if a man were desperate, various oddly shaped Tananese coi ns.

Yet the arrival of Doc Savage's plane did not create the awe that m ght be expected, for it

devel oped that Joan Lyndell kept two planes of her own, both speedy, marvel ously appointed craft
piloted by ex--arny fliers fromthe Chinese Nationalist air force.

Doc Savage and his nen were not in Tanan |ong before they began to realize that Joan Lyndell was

a remarkabl e young worman indeed. In New York, and in the wild chase across the north Atlantic and
over Russia, she had been but an extrenely pretty bit of femininity who was runored to have
inherited a fortune froma wealthy trader father.

In Tanan, it devel oped, she was a power. |ndeed, Doc Savage began to understand before |ong that
she was actually nore of an influence than the Khan Nadir Shar hinmself. OGscar G bson, the remarkable
young Anerican who was a high Soviet secret service official, verified this.

"The girl dictates the Khan's policies of governnent," he advised. "The Khan is a nice enough old
war horse, but he is no statesman. The girl could buy and sell hima dozen tines. Her private force
of conpany guards, organi zed to protect the caravans which she sends into the wild nmountain regions
to trade with the savage tribesnmen, is a larger force than the Khan's own arny, and better

equi pped. "

"Yet you said she was the Mystic Millah," Doc rem nded him "Wat nmade you say that?"

"l mght have been mistaken. | will know when | find out if her father really died of a broken
neck, like the Mystic Miullah's victins." After that, G bson clipped his |ips together tightly.

A band of Joan Lyndell's conpany guards net them at the young woman's private flying field. There
were nearly four hundred of them and they marched with a precision that aroused the appreciation of
Renny, who had an eye for military things.

Joan Lyndell herself retired to the conpartnent at the rear of the plane, and when she

reappeared, she wore the garb of a Tananese woman of royal descent. The attire was exotic,

consi sting of an enbroidered satin jacket enbellished with silver and gold, and a rather vol unm nous
skirt, with a sash of incredibly brilliant green There was a headdress equally as el aborate, a
resplendent affair with jewels and entwining gold wire. And she had affixed rather enornous earrings
to her ear |obes.

"You are a knockout!" Monk told her.

"When in Tanan, it is better to dress as the Tananese do," she said. "You would be well to take

t hat advice yourselves."

TWO hours |l ater, Mink was hol ding his sides, laughing. H's mirth was hysterical, and finally he

sat down weakly.

"What the well-dressed | awer will wear!" he choked, "What a picture you are!"

Ham scowl ed bl ackly. He had just donned the clothing of a Tananese gentl eman, which consisted
principally of nmore than a dozen square yards of coarse cloth draped about his person in folds. He
had tried various nmethods of folding. Now he glared at Monk and demanded, "How do they keep these

t hi ngs on?"

"Darned if | know," Mk told him "I used safety pins."

A part of their equipnent, they discovered, was a short sword, and they had noted that the

Tananese wore these not in the conventional fashion dangling at the side, but strapped directly
across the stomach, where it interfered with the operation of both arms.

The door opened unexpectedly. Both Monk and Ham whirl ed. The pig, Habeas Corpus, squeal ed and

scoot ed under a | ow bench.

The i ndividual who had entered the roomwas both huge and unprepossessing of feature. His skin

was brown, scarred, his lips thick, and he wal ked with a pronounced linp. He carried two swords
across his mddle instead of one, the hilts projecting on either side where they could be grasped
conveni ently.

"Sabah el -kheyr!" he roared.

"No savvy," Monk grow ed. "And who the heck are you to cone busting in here? How d you like to

have a taste of your own ears?"

"That is no way to speak to a Tananese who nerely greeted you with the top of the norning," the
newconer said dryly.

Monk swal | owed tw ce, then expl oded, "Doc!"

"Think the disguise will do?" Doc asked.



Monk grinned. "What's first on the progran®?”

"l amgoing out and roamthrough the streets,” Doc advised. "Renny is going to serve as personal
bodyguard to the Khan Nadir Shar for the time being. You two will go everywhere with Joan Lyndell
when she is not in her private quarters.”

Monk snorted, "Am | going to find that job hard to take!"

Ham suggest ed hopeful Iy, "Maybe Mnk had better guard Oscar G bson."

"My pal," Mnk growl ed. "I oughta shake you out of the bundle of cloth you're wearing for a
suit."”

Doc Savage, his personality conpletely subrmerged in the Tananese di sgui se which he had donned
passed out through the door. His stride even matched the shuffling gait of the |ower class of
Tananese, a gait which had come of years of clinbing nountains and of follow ng sl ow noving yaks
Monk and Ham their unusual garnents - garnent, rather - adjusted to the demands of propriety, if
not to their own satisfaction, shuffled off and found Joan Lyndell. They were, at present, in her
home

The young wonman occupi ed an exquisitely carved, thronelike chair on a raised dais which stood In
the center of an enornous room the walls of which were hung with tapestries

She was holding a sort of court, a steady stream of Tananese passing before her, each sinking to
his knees and touching his head to the floor, then speaking rapidly, or answering questions which
the young worman put to themIn the native tongue of Tanan

Not all of the nen spoke Tananese, however. Two or three individuals, instead of touching their
heads to the floor, nmerely stuck out their tongues as far as they could. This, Mnk and Ham knew,
was a form of Tibetan greeting, and they recogni zed that these nen spoke Ti betan

Joan Lyndel |l answered them snoothly in their own | anguage, and Monk and Ham who conprehended
that |anguage, realized that these were representatives of the girl's trading conpany, reporting
conditions to their chief

Behi nd Joan Lyndel |l sat two stenographers, taking down the inportant details of what was said
There finally cane a man who nade a report that, fromthe girl's expression, was very

di st urbi ng.

SHE turned to Monk and Ham

"One of ny trusted officers, a man occupying a position to correspond with that of a vice
president in an Anerican conpany, has been absent from Tanan during the tinme | nyself was gone," she
advi sed neaningly. "He returned only today."

Ham had scorned the blunt Tananese sword whi ch had been furnished with his native garb. He wore
his own sword cane belted across the front of his stomach, instead of the other weapon

"You think he mght be one of the Mystic Millah's nmen who was in New York?" he asked

"Those men were killers," said the girl. "This man is not that type. He is Shallalah El Auwal, a
man whose ancestors have been chieftains as far back as Tanan history goes. If he went to New York
it is reasonably certain that he is the Mystic Millah."

"What are we going to do about it?" Mnk asked grimy

"We will go and speak with this Shallalah El Auwal," Joan Lyndell said grimy. "Were is Doc
Savage?"

"Qut | ooking around,"” Mnk advi sed

"Then we will go alone," said the young wonman

The "al one" proved to be somewhat exaggerated. Fully two hundred heavily armed guards acconpani ed
them surrounding them and a party went on ahead, heating drunms, shouting and jostling the ordinary
citizenry into side streets

But through the ponp and noi se, Monk and Ham coul d see things. Tanan was a city of terror
Children are usually present in the streets of Oiental cities, hordes of ragged urchins being the
rule. There were none abroad here. Nor were there any wonen out. Al of the nmen to be seen were
heavily arned, and nore than one slunk away in a manner which showed a guilty conscience

There was sonet hing el se which smashed hone the grisly nature of the situation. At frequent
intervals along the streets there were piles of stones, these being surrounded with prayer wheels
which spun noisily with every vagrant breeze

Atop each nmound lay a body, and in each case, the dead man had a broken neck. Sone of the corpses
had been on their strange biers a nunber of days, judging fromtheir bloated aspect

"They started putting the bodies in the streets while the Khan Nadir Shar was gone," Joan Lyndel
sai d hoarsely. "They say that the Mystic Mullah decreed that this was to be done, on pain that the
relatives of the dead man would al so die. The true notive, of course, was to add to the spell of
horror which the Mystic Millah has been building up."

"The Khan has ordered it stopped, and the bodi es renbved. They do not seemto be renopving them
however. And that nakes ne afraid that an uprising is close at hand, when the Mystic Mullah will try
to seize the governnent."

"People in Tanan continued to die while the Mystic Millah was in New York?" Mnk asked

wonderi ngiy

"Yes." The girl nodded. "And they say the Millah al so appeared here each day, before different
persons. "



"But he couldn't if he was in - " Mnk shook his head, let that sentence go unfinished, and said,
"It beats me!"

THAT Shal l al ab El Auwal was a personage of inportance was evident fromthe magnificence of his
dwel ling and the nunmber of his retainers. The pal atial residence covered sone acres, being situated
inside a courtyard which was circled by nunerous snall houses.

"It is the customin Tanan, as in many Oriental countries, for all the poor relatives of a rich
man to cone and live with him" Joan Lyndell explained. "The poor relations occupy the snall

dwel lings."

Shal | al ah EI Auwal hinself, it developed, lived in the glittering edifice set in the central
portion of the court. Joan Lyndell directed her caval cade toward this.

"If the guy is the Mystic Mullah, we'd better be careful," Ham suggest ed.

"We will be careful," the girl agreed.

She gave orders, and her men spread out, encircling the central dwelling. Monk and Ham eyed the
girl's personal guards distrustfully, however, for they could detect a certain slouchiness in their
manner, a surly undercurrent which indicated that they were not to be depended upon too greatly.
"Bet about half of them nugs have gone over to the Mystic Millah," Mnk breathed.

"It looks like this whole thing is a powder keg," Hamsaid, forgetting hinself so nmuch as to
agree with Mnk.

Unexpectedly, fromwi thin the house of Shallalah El Auwal a great babble of yelling arose. There
were screans, wails. Gongs cl anged.

"l figured there'd be trouble,"” Mnk announced grimy. "They're gettin' ready to put up a

scrap.”

"Wait!" Joan Lyndell said sharply. "Sonething has happened!"

She ran forward, stopped just before the door of the house, and called out sharply and repeatedly
until she got an answer. Then she cane back to Monk and Ham

"We mi sjudged the Shallalah El Auwal," she said slowy.

"What cha nean?" Monk denmanded.

"He is dead," said Joan Lyndell.

THE uproar in the house of unfortunate Shallalah El Auwal was getting |ouder, com ng nearer the
door. Soon a procession appeared, several nmen coming first, carrying a ponderous platformaffair
upon which rested the body of a man.

"It is Shallalah EIl Auwal," Joan Lyndell affirmed, then turned so as to | ook away fromthe
corpse, .

A man cane up to the young wonan and spoke rapidly. Joan heard himthrough, then translated for
the benefit of Monk and Ham

"Shal | al ah EIl Auwal was threatened by the Mystic Millah, who demanded all of his wealth," she
expl ained. "Shallalah EIl Auwal hid hinself away, letting it be said that he was absent from Tanan.
Today, one of the mountain chiefs sent hima present of a pretty dancing girl, and her charns caused
himto show hinself. That was his death."

"Hi s neck is not broken," Mnk decided after eying the dead man again. "Wat killed hinP"

"A human spider," Joan Lyndell replied.

"Huh?" Monk was puzzl ed.

"Listen," said the girl. "They are bringing the spider now" A group of screanm ng wonen appeared
at the door, and after some struggling about, got thensel ves outside. They nunmbered nearly a dozen.
"The wi ves and dancing girls of Shallalah El Auwal," Joan Lyndell offered.

The excited wonen were doing a strange thing. Each held the end of a |l ong rope. These radi ated
froma common center |ike spokes froma wheel. At the central focus point of the ropes, an extrenely
pretty young Tananese girl was tied. Her clothing was torn, and she was bruised; cuts in her snooth
brown skin dripped scarlet.

One of the wives holding the ropes dug a cobble out of the courtyard and hurled it at the girl
prisoner. |t struck and bounced off with a sickening thud. Another of the w ves drew a knife,
screaned nadly and dashed forward.

"Bl azes!" Monk gul ped. "That ain't no way to act!" He started forward, roaring, and brushed
through the fringe of wives until he reached the woman with the knife. There was a brief flurry,
during which Mnk, trying to be gentle, all but got stabbed; but the honmely cheni st secured the
kni fe. Then he sprang toward the girl to whomthe ropes were tied, evidently with the idea of
freeing her.

Joan Lyndell, racing to Monk's side, yanked himto a stop.

"Don't be a fool!" she snapped.

Monk scowl ed at her. "Listen, lady, this may be an old Tananese custom but it gets under ny
skin. I'mgoing to turn this girl |oose!"

"Don't you realize what she is?" Joan Lyndell demanded.

Monk snapped, "l know she's a danged pretty little kid who -

"I's a human spider," finished Joan Lyndell.

MONK bl'i nked, wet his lips, opened and shut his huge hands, then | ooked fromthe Tananese girl to
the remarkably beautiful young American girl before him



"Human spider," he munbl ed

"Look at her finger nails," Joan advi sed

Monk did so

"They could stand manicuring,” he admtted. "But | don't see nothing el se wong."

"See the yell owi sh deposit under the nail s?"

Monk | ooked again. "Sure."

"That is a poison which is alnost instantly fatal," said Joan Lyndell. "That girl has but to
scratch you, and you will die. That is what killed Shallalah El Auwal. She is the dancing girl who
was sent to himas a present.”

Monk studied the pretty Tananese. "Darned if | believe it." Joan Lyndell spoke to the wi ves, and
got a congl oneration of excited replies

"The girl has confessed," Joan translated. "She was sent by a chief in the nmountains, at the

order of the Mystic Mullah. It seens that the green soul slaves of the Mystic Mullah were unable to
kill Shallalah El Auwal, and the nore prosaic nethod of the human spider had to be used."
"Prosaic!" Mnk exploded. "You nean this sort of thing is cormobn in Tanan?"

"Not common, exactly," the young woman replied. "But it has happened before. In Afghanistan, it

is even nore often practiced."”

"Whew " Monk gul ped. "What will happen to this girl - this human spider?"

"She will stand trial," said Joan Lyndell

Monk sighed jerkily.

Ham shook an adnoni shing finger at the apish chemi st and said, "Let this be a | esson to you."

"What cha nean, shyster?" Mnk grow ed

"Before you start shining up to one of these Tananese girls, give her a close manicure," Hamtold
hi m

Chapter 15. SI NI STER CONFERENCE

THE enor nous bodyguard whi ch Joan Lyndell had brought with her on the visit to the house of
unfortunate Shall al ah El Auwal, had seenmed unnecessarily large at first; but now, as the return trip
was started, it began to look as if the force was not overly adequate. They had scarcely left the
wal | ed conpound whi ch encl osed the house they had visited when it becane apparent that word of their
presence there had spread, and with ominous results

There was a throng outside, an omi nous nultitude which gorged the streets. There were only nmen in
the crowd. These stared sullenly at the array of guards. Sone nmuttered under their breath; others
yel | ed out mal edi ctions

"They say that the Mystic Millah has spread the word that the nother of every man in Tanan wl|
have her |ife taken by the green soul slaves unless | amslain, the Khan Nadir Shar deposed from
power, and Doc Savage and his nen slain," advised Joan Lyndell

Ham fingered his sword cane uneasily, eying the om nous street crowds. He fished under his
vol umi nous garnent and nade sure that no folds of cloth were in the way, should he want to draw his
machi ne pi stol suddenly.

Joan Lyndel | ordered their guard forward. The latter formed thenselves in to a thin spearhead and
forced a way through the streets. The throng gave way, but many yells jarred out, and occasionally a
stone or a short spear cane through the air

"l can see why the Mystic Millah wanted to do his fightin' here instead of in New York," Mnk

said grimy

Monk' s pet pig, Habeas, enmitted a series of uneasy grunts, as if his porcine nmind conprehended

t hei r danger

"You'd better throw that hog away and get ready to run," Ham advi sed. "Qur escort seens to be
getting cold feet."

This was true. The spearhead of soldiers was shrinking, literally wearing itself away agai nst the
crowd. Watching, Monk and Ham saw one guard after another seize his chance and duck away into the
t hrong.

Joan Lyndell called out angrily, but it had no effect. The guards continued to desert. There was

a worried expression on the young woman's face now, and she carried her automatic pistol in plain
Vi ew.

"These guards were trained by ny father," she said grimy. "I had hoped they would be faithful."
Monk put Habeas Corpus down so as to have both hands cl ear

"They don't intend for us to get back to your house," he told the young wonan."

She nodded. "We will head for the castle of the Khan Nadir Shar."

She rapped a sharp order. The guards who renmi ned hesitated, then swung sharply to the left and
dived into a narrow street. The throng of Tananese had not expected this, and angry shouts went up
"Bet they had an anbush arranged ahead,"” Monk offered

"Linshi bil 'agall" Joan Lyndell called sharply to their escort. "Go nore swiftly!"
THE escort swing into a trot. This side street was narrow, not pleasing to eye or nostril, and
was popul ated | argely by yaks, donkeys and dogs. There was a chill w nd bl owing down fromthe

nmount ai ns whi ch enwal | ed Tanan, and steely clouds in the distance suggested snow.
Al ong the street, prayer strips fluttered in the wind and prayer wheels spun like toy windmlls



Under foot, griny snow was packed bard by the pad of innunerabl e yaks, the shaggy Hi nal ayan ponies
known as tats, and human feet shod in clunmsy felt boots.

The way began to lift, surmounting a hill. This prom nence was surnmounted by an extrenely |arge

bui | di ng, portions of which they began to glinpse through the spaces between houses. This had been
pointed out earlier to Doc and his nmen as the official yanmen or pal ace of the Khan.

"Look!" Monk grunted suddenly, and pointed out a certain figure nmngling with the popul ace who
were slowy closing in on themagain. The figure was that of a giant brown nman of unprepossessing
features.

"Doc!" Monk breathed. "He's keeping an eye on things." They |ost sight of Doc Savage shortly, and
did not again sight himbefore they came out in a wi de open space which surrounded the walls of the
yanmen. They raced madly across this area.

A few arrows discharged fromshort, stout bows hissed about them or struck in the quilted arnor

of the guards without doing harm Ham dodged wildly and | et a spear go past. Then they were crowdi ng
over an anci ent drawbridge and through an enbrasured wall.

The Khan Nadir Shar hinself net them and when they were over the draw, he sprang out and, his
hook-nosed face livid with rage, bellowed at the throng. Sone of these yelled back. Then they slunk

away .
"Six months ago, no man in Tanan woul d have dared raise his voice against ne," the Khan said
grimy. "It is very bad. | fear for our safety."

Lifting his voice, the Khan called out loudly, and a nonent |ater a stocky, utterly

feroci ous-1o0oking man canme striding up. He wore, instead of the conventional robes of the Tananese,
a long pushlin, a fleece-lined | eather coat of the type popular with the Russians.

H s head was entirely bald and exposed to the rigors of the chill air. Strapped to his middle

were two revolvers; a pair of cartridge bandol eers crisscrossed his chest, and a very nodern
automatic rifle was slung over one shoulder. Two short daggers and a stubby sword conpleted the
picture of a wal king arsenal .

"This is Mhafi, comrander in chief of nmy arny," said the Khan. "Of his loyalty, | amcertain.”
MONK AND HAM studied Mhall, and were not greatly inpressed. This, they recalled, was the

i ndi vi dual whom Oscar G bson clainmed had tortured himinto admtting falsely that he was one of the
Mystic Millah's agents.

M hafi, for his part, gave Monk and Ham a sonewhat too el aborate bow and an oily greeting in
Tananese, which they coul d not understand.

"He affects me |ike carbolic acid," Mnk told Ham when they were al one.

M hafi went about the business of posting the castle guard with hardboiled efficiency. Wenever

he detected a sign of sullenness anbng the guards, he i nmedi ately detached the guilty individual and
ordered himbooted through an enbrasure into the nmoat, from which the unlucky one mght clinmb if too
many of his bones were not broken. The npat was frozen solid.

Projecting fromthe walls of the castle were rows of steel spikes. These sl oped downward, and

were intended to prevent any one scaling the walls. Men were put to touching up the needl e points of
these spi kes and greasing themw th yak tallow, so that they could not be used as hand hol ds.

Fires were lighted in the court, under huge kettles which were filled with lead to be nelted,

that it mght be poured down on the heads of any so reckless as to try to scale the walls. Too,

anci ent flamethrowers of the Chinese type were prepared hollow tubes filled with a concoction of

sul phur and ot her substances which woul d spew flame and nolten |iquid upon the attackers.

"Looks like a party," Mnk offered dryly.

M hafi, having overseen these preparations, confronted Monk and Ham bowed w th what he thought

was mlitary snap, and spoke in several different dialects and | anguages. Wen he tried bodkad, the
| anguage of Tibet, he made hinsel f understood.

"It is awise turtle which grows a thick shell, and a snart tiger which sharpens its claws," he
imparted. "We are now ready for these dogs who have given their souls to the Mystic Millah."

"You are doing well, 0 Man Wthout Hair On H s Head," Mnk admtted.

M hafi |ooked as if he did not care for the formof address.

""This mghty bronze man who cane with you - where is he now?" he asked.

"Search me," said Mnk, then did his best to translate that into bod-skad.

M hafi | ooked di sappointed. "The fox that is wise retires to his den when the dogs begin

barking," he said.

"Doc can take care of hinself," Mnk grunted.]|

M hafi's ugly features took on a nore feroci ous aspect.

"This one who is named Oscar G bson, where can he be found?" he questioned.

Monk tried his hand at the Oriental nethod of naking replies.

"He who tries to know all things only nmakes hinself dizzy," he stated.

M hafi wal ked of f | ooking puzzled, as if not sure whether he had been given a hint to stop his
quest i oni ng.

M HAFI entered the pal ace of the Khan, and his evil face took on an expression of cupidity as he
surveyed the richness of the furnishings. He paused to finger a rug which had cone from Turkestan,
and over which an entire famly of sied rug makers had probably | abored for years. He lifted a small



gold image, judged its weight, and held it to the light that he m ght exanmi ne the jewels which
encrusted it

He went on past the little cubicles which housed the slaves of the Khan's househol d. Slavery

still existed in Tanan, open bartering being carried on with human bei ngs as the nerchandi se

Rai ding the ferocious hill tribes for young captives who would bring a good price on the market, was
a popul ar source of income to the violent young warriors of Tanan who coul d devi se no ot her nmeans of
getting noney. Such forays had laid the foundation for nmany a Tananese fortune

Deeper into the castle, Mhall penetrated. The passages were dark, and he produced a candl e of

yak tallow and lighted it by the ancient method of flint and steel. Going on, he cane to a nassive
door crossed by heavy iron bars. He blew out the candle

The door rasped faintly in the intense darkness as M hafi opened it and passed through. After

that, an intense silence and an infinite blackness swall owed him

The qui et persisted for perhaps five mnutes. Then the door gritted open again and sone one cane
in. Shortly afterward, there was another arrival, and another, until fully a dozen persons had | et
t hensel ves into the shadowy chanber

The silence was not interrupted for a tine. Then a volley of sharp gasps sounded

Hanging in the air, apparently in the center of the gloony subterranean room the hideous green
face of the Mystic Mullah had appeared. It revolved slowy, as if it could penetrate the darkness
with its lurid eyes and view those who were present. The first words added to that inpression

"You are all here, ny faithful," the nacabre voice of the Mystic Millah intoned. "That is well,

for we nmust lay plans."

"The people of Tanan have been aroused as you directed,"” said one of those present. "They are as

a flock of sheep who hear the howing of the wolves. At a word, they will fall upon those that rule
and tear themto pieces."

"It is well,” murnured the Mystic Mullah. "But it is also an unwi se farmer who destroys his

entire crop because there are a few weeds. He would better pull the weeds."

"Truly, your wisdomis great," said the other. "But what do you nean?"

"This bronze man, Doc Savage, nust be slain," said the Mystic Mullah. "He is a devil with the
strength of a tiger and the cunning of one who has lived long in perilous ways."

"We are here to be told howto kill this bronze man?" the other questioned
"No," the Mystic Millah stated nonotonously. "That has been arranged. You have been brought here
to be told that the white wonman, Joan Lyndell, is not to be harmed or nolested."

Utter silence indicated that this proclanmation was totally unexpected

"This lowy one craves the |light of know edge," nuttered a Voice. "Wiy is she not to be

t ouched?"

'"Because it is she who will slay the bronze man," announced the Mystic Millah. "Go, you who are
faithful, and see that you harmthe white worman not."

There was stirring in the darkness, and those who had gathered there began filing away. They did
not strike |lights, and none saw the face of any of his fellows.

Chapter 16. SURPRI SES

MONK, pulling off his enornous felt boots, conplained, "Wat dog cases! Wat dog cases!"

"Don't you ever get tired of grousing?" Ham demanded sourly.

Monk gl ared at the | awyer and advised, "Your pants are coming off, or maybe it's your shirt."
Ham scowl ed, and hastily adjusted the single envel oping cloth which was serving himas coat
shirt and trousers. Usually, he wore his clothing with debonair stylishness but he had failed to
master the technique of naking the national garment of Tanan serve its purpose

Renny cane in, a giant formin coarse, dark cloth, with the glint of a short sword across his

m ddl e, and a bandage around his head

"Doc hasn't turned up yet," he runbled. "I'mkinda worried."

"He's hunting Johnny and Long Tom" Ham said

Renny nodded. "If we had the slightest idea of where to look for them 1'd say that we do the
sane thing. But, holy cowm There's no clue worth follow ng."

Monk | ooked up sharply. "Then there has been sone trace of Johnny and Long Ton®"

"Only runors,” Renny advised. "The Khan Nadir Shar sent out some of his soldiers, and they found
the planes which the Mystic Miullah used in the flight from New York. They found no one, naturally
But they did |ocate a peasant who had seen the ships land, and that fellow said there were two
prisoners, both white nmen, who were carried away, blindfolded."

"Wasn't there the slightest trace of where they went? Mnk asked plaintively.

Renny shook his head. "None."

Monk began pulling his felt boots back on. "Danged if | feel like sleeping," he nuttered. "Let's
prowl around the yanmen until Doc cones back, or sonething turns up." He stood up. "Or until Oscar
G bson puts in an appearance." He added as an afterthought. "I wonder what becane of that |ad?"
They went out on a bal cony, a sort of outthrust of masonry surrounded by a parapet which was
perforated with loop holes. It was night. The view was inpressive, and not pleasantly so

Fires had been lighted around the yanen at sone distance, and Tananese stood in the warnth of
these, munbling anong thensel ves, or staring at the high walls of the castle. Mre than one was



openly sharpening a knife or a sword, and at intervals, an arrow woul d be di scharged at the walls.
Over to the right, a group was rigging up a crude catapult, enploying the springy trunk of a

tree. They loaded this with a rock the size of a small keg; then fully fifty men seized a rope and
sprung the tree back. One of themcut the rope with a slash of a short sword, and the stone was

| aunched and sailed over the yanen walls, to crash through the roof and set guards to cursing.

"If a few knights were around in arnor, the picture would he conplete,” Ham said dryly.

Overhead, the sky was a cold blue, with the steely snow cl ouds now bl ack hunps over the distant

mountains and the stars marvel ously white flecks, |ike |um nous snow suspended cl ose above.

The view lost interest for Monk and the other two after a while. Anyway, it was cold outside, and
the chill wind had an unpl easant way of whistling up inside their blanketlike garnents. They went
i nsi de.

The felt boots made little noise on the stone floors, and this probably accounted for what
happened next.

"Ps-s-i!" warned Ham "Look!"

Ahead of them barely distinguishable in the pale light, a figure crept. There was such stealth
in the marauder's novenents that suspicion was instantly aroused.

"Whoever it is is making for the part of the yamen where Joan Lyndell is staying," Ham breat hed.
Then he glided forward. Monk and Renny foll owed, using care not to drag the felt boot sol es,
keeping their hands over hilt and tip of their swords in order that the steel m ght not rasp agai nst
the stone walls.

The figure ahead passed close to a brazier in which burned a blue fire of teyzak, and the uncanny
glow illum nated his features.

"It's Mhafi."'" Mnk nmuttered.

M HAFI, patently unaware that he was being shadowed, crept on and reached a narrow door. This he
opened, but he did not pass through. Instead, a file of nmen cane out, half a dozen swarthy fell ows
whose deportnent was as sneaky as M hafi's. They whi spered together, then noved on.

"Maki ng for Joan's room" Renny growl ed faintly.

M hafi reached the door of the chanbers occupied by Joan Lyndell. Then he and his men shed all
caution. That took Doc's three aides by surprise. They had expected Mhafi to continue his stealth.
M hafi dashed a key into the door lock, turned it and boosted the panel open. Inside the room
Joan Lyndel | shri eked.

Monk emitted an angry how and charged. Monk liked to yell when he was fighting. Renny and Ham
flanked himgrimy silent, Hamw th his sword cane out.

M hafi's brown nmen whirled, clawing at their short swords. An instant later, the corridor was
filled with lunging men and the rasp and cl ank of colliding swords.

Felt covered feet slapped in the passage behind Doc's men. They threw gl ances backward. What they
saw was far from pl easurable. Mhafi had evidently not taken all of his nen with him but had |eft
sone behind, and these were staging a flank attack.

Encl osed on both sides, the three nen backed against a wall. Mnk threw his short sword, and it
spi ked into a brown shoul der. Then the honely chemi st haul ed out a nmachine pistol and it npaned.
The brown nmen wavered. Sone began to weaken as the nmercy bullets took effect. Then these victins
were seized by their fellows and used as living shields behind which a re newed charge was staged.
Joan Lyndell was still shrieking. There was nore of anger than fear in her voice. She appeared,
bei ng dragged by M hafi and three other nen.

Monk | eaped up in an effort to get a shot at Mhafi, but the fell ow was canny and ducked down,

whi sking the prisoner around an angle in the gl oony stone corridor.

The brown men lunged in furiously upon Monk and the other two. They were concentrating on
preventing Mhafi frombeing followed. Sone one threw a knife, and the bl ade opened Ham s hip
slightly. Renny |ost the bandage which he was wearing over the ear that a Tananese bul | et had
damaged in New YorKk.

Al three had their nachine pistols out now They used themcarefully, keeping themin their left
hands, warding off an occasional violent rush with the short swords in their right.

Eventual |y, they broke through the fringe of assailants and raced in the direction M hafi had,
taken with his captive. Around the first corner they plunged. Their quarry was nowhere in sight.
Nor did they find Joan Lyndell.

IT was fully fifteen mnutes later, and they were still searching, when the Khan Nadir Shar
joined them He |ooked worried and he was heavily arnmed, attended by a group of personal guards,
huge fellows. Sone one had told himof the uproar, he declared, adding that his own quarters on the
ot her side of yanmen were virtually soundproof and he had not heard the tunult,

Doc's nen recited rapidly what had happened, and the Khan heard them through with an expression
of growing horror on his hawklike face.

"This is very bad," he groaned. "The white woman, Joan Lyndell, was one of ny staunchest
supporters and nost trusted advisors. She had an influence in Tanan equal, if not exceeding, ny
own. "

They searched further, but finding no trace of Joan Lyndell or her captors, returned in the
direction of the young woman's quarters.



"Holy cow " Renny expl oded when they came within sight of the door and that portion of the
corridor in which the fight had taken place.

The corridor was enpty of Mhafi's foll owers who had dropped in the fray. There had been

bl oodstai ns on the corridor floor. These were now gone.

"But, blast it, them guys couldn't have wal ked of f!" Monk grow ed. "And sonme of 'emgot cut up
pretty bad. What's becone of the bl ood?"

The door of Joan Lyndell's chanbers opened, and to their utter astonishnment, the young wonman
hersel f appeared. She was entrancing in a robe of silk.

"What has happened?" she asked.

Monk let his jaw down on his chest as he stared at her.

"How d you get |oose?" he demanded.

"Get | oose?" Joan Lyndell shook her head slowy. "I don't understand."”

"Huh!" Monk strode swiftly to her, shoved past and | ooked over the room beyond, lifting
tapestries, peering into recesses, until he was sure no one was there forcing the girl to speak in
the manner she did.

"What is the nmeaning of this?" the young woman denanded sharply.

"After Mhafi carried you off, how d you get |oose?" Mnk questioned.

"M hafi?" Joan Lyndell shook her head. "I never saw him He certainly did not carry me anywhere.
I have been asl eep. Your noise here in the corridor awakened ne.

Doc's three nen exchanged bew | dered | ooks, then shifted glances to the corridor itself, which
was so nysteriously enpty of bodies and bl oodstains. There was nothing to show that the fight and
t he ki dnapi ng of the girl was anything nmore than an evil trick of their inaginations.

Joan Lyndel stood perfectly still, relaxed, and there was certainly no fear upon her face. In
fact, she was snmiling slightly, as if she believed the whole affair were sone kind of a joke.
"Are you sure you are not suffering from hallucinations?" she asked.

Monk absently felt of his nmachine pistol, then drew it out and, examining it, saw that the ammo
drumwas well over half enpty. It had been full at nightfall.

"l dunno," he nmuttered. "It depends on what it takes to nake a hallucination."

AFTER the girl had returned to her chanbers, Mnk, Ham and Renny stood for a tine and conversed
wi th the Khan Nadir Shar.

"It is very nysterious,"” said the Khan.

"Mysterious, hell!" Renny thunped. "It's downright inpossible! It couldn't have happened!"

"Many fantastic things are caused to happen by this Mystic Millah," advised the Khan. "Perhaps
there was no fight and no capture of Joan Lyndell."

Ham t ouched his hip where the knife blade had slit the cloth. "If it was a dream it was entirely
too lifelike," he said, grimy.

The Khan shook his head slowy and nuttered, "Sonetimes | wonder if this nonster, the Mystic

Miul l'ah, is really not what he clains to be - one who lived and died before tine began, and whose
soul has existed through the ages, absorbing the know edge of all infinity."

"Nuts!" Monk said. "That whole idea is cuckoo. It couldn't happen.”

"Nor does it seemthat you could indulge in a fight when there was seenmingly no fight," nurnmnured
t he Khan.

Shortly afterward, the Khan retired in the direction of his roons, acconpanied by his guard of
huge dark men, and Monk, Ham and Renny noved in the direction of their own quarters. They wanted to
di scuss the affair privately.

Doc Savage was there, much to their pleased surprise. The bronze nan was sonmewhat di shevel ed, as
if he had noved about a great deal.

"Find Long Tom and Johnny?" Monk asked eagerly.

Doc shook a slow negative. "The best |I could do was to pick up runors of two white devil ghosts
who are being held by the faithful of the Mystic Mullah," he said. "That will be Long Tom and
Johnny. But | could get no definite line on them"

"Tough!" Monk nuttered.

Doc said, "You fellows look a little strange! What is wong?"

So they told himwhat had happened, dwelling particularly on details of the fight outside the
girl's room as if they wanted to inpress upon the bronze man that the fray could not have been a
dream

"How do you explain it, Doc?" Monk finished.

"CGo to sleep,” the bronze man suggested. "Forget about it. Get sone rest, and we'll tackle this
thing in the nmorning."

Renny booned, "But Long Tom and Johnny - "

"The Mystic Mullah will[ have to nake sone nove before we can get a line on them" Doc said.
"Turn in, you fellows."

They turned in.

HAM who was sonmewhat of a nervous man, was a light sleeper. It nust have been well past m dni ght
when he awakened, for the air had turned bitterly cold, and the noise of the Tananese gathered
around the yamen had di ed away.



Knowi ng soret hi ng nust have awakened him Ham gripped his sword cane, with which he habitually

sl ept when in danger, and lifted quietly on an el bow. He suspected that the noi se had been nmade by
Habeas Corpus. The pig had an aggravating habit of dragging Hamls shoes away, to chew on during the
ni ght.

But Habeas had not nade the noise. There was a stirring in the darkness across the room A vague
shape took formbefore Hanmls staring eyes. It changed position, noving out into a ray of noonlight.
Ham al | hut shouted al oud, so great was his shock. He stared nore intently, wondering if he could
be mi staken. But the features of the marauder were outlined with perfect distinctness.

It was Joan Lyndell.

THE young worman wal ked slowly, nmeking little noise. She was headed directly across the room and
Ham shifting his stare, saw Doc Savage seated on a pile of rags, his back to the wall. The bronze
man's head was tilted forward and he appeared to be asleep. The girl was making furtively toward
him

Amazenent held Ham notionless and silent for the nmonent. Then he shifted cautiously, noving back
the felt coverings of his couch. For greater warnth, he had gone to bed fully attired. But his feet
were bare and the utter coldness of the floor caused himto shiver. O perhaps it was the attitude
of the girl.

She was hal f crouchi ng now, and her hands were out before her, fingers distended in resenbl ance

of claws. She was staring at Doc steadily.

She cane into another shaft of moonlight, and her shapely formstood out in brilliant silver. She
| eaned forward and seened to set herself.

"Doc!" Ham screeched. "Look out!"

Had the bronze man been asleep, it was doubtful if he would have escaped. But Ham knew, even as

he yelled, that Doc was only feigning slunber, for the bronze man noved with incredible speed, not
changi ng the position of his body, but shooting up his hands and grasping the wists of the girl.
The next instant, Ham had reached them and was hel ping hold Joan Lyndell. The girl struggled
violently for a nmonent, then becane quiescent in their grip. She did not cry out. Her exquisite face
showed no enotion what ever.

Ham shuddered violently and choked out, "Look at her finger nails! That dark yellow stuff under
them "

Monk and Renny came stunbling in, weapons in hand, blinking sleep away.

"What's goin' on here?" Mpnk barked.

"Joan Lyndell," Hamsaid thickly, "is a human spider!"

THE shock of the announcenent held Monk and Renny speechless for a tine. Indeed, they did not
show full belief until they came over and inspected the young woman's finger nails and saw the
deposit of poison.

"Thi s expl ai ns what happened this afternoon,” Mnk nunbled. "The girl |ied about the fight and
about M hafi seizing her."

"But why did Mhafi grab her?" Renny thunped.

Instead of answering, Doc Savage went to their baggage and got out a nail file, small orange
sticks and a swab of cotton. He brought these to the place where Hamheld the girl.

Hol d her hands open," he directed. "Don't let her nove. If sone of that poison gets into her

bl oodstream it will probably kill her."

Joan Lyndell had been qui eter when the bronze man was not before her; but now, as he grasped her
wrist, she struggled wildly, as if in the grip of an insane frenzy, and it took much of the bronze
man's strength to hold her.

He went to work on her finger nails, carefully cleaning themof the poison deposit, afterward
swabbi ng under each nail wth cotton.

The poi son he placed in a glass phial, perhaps for |later analyzing and study, should he ever
return to his New York | aboratory.

The girl had not spoken a single word.

"What are we going to do with her?" Mnk grow ed.

Doc gl anced sharply at the honely chemi st.

"Don't you see what has happened to her?" he asked.

Monk frowned. "She's acting queer. She don't say anything. But naybe she -

"She is hypnotized," Doc told him

"Huh?" Monk made a round hole with his nouth.

"You know sonet hing of hypnosis,” Doc told them "A person once put under a spell can be made to
forget all events which they are told to forget. In addition, they nay be told to do a certain thing
at a later time, and when the designated tinme cones, they automatically go into another hypnotic
spell and performthe suggested act."

"Holy cow" Renny breathed. "M hall got the girl and sonebody hypnoti zed her and nade her forget
what had happened. Then she was told to put poison under her finger nails and try to kill you. She
did it. She doesn't know what is happening."

Monk snapped his fingers violently.

"Listen!" he rapped, "can she be nmade to tell who hypnotized her?"



Doc told him "I was going to see about that."

The bronze man then went to work while the others watched. That Doc was an expert on the vagaries
of the human mind, that he had studi ed hypnotic suggestion fromthe masters, the holy men of India,
they knew. They had seen hi mwork his power before.

DOC worked for a long tine, talking gently, naking noverments with his hands, and the girl finally
began to talk. Her voice was far away and strange, as if she were not speaking, but her vocal cords
wer e being actuated by renote control.

"Where did Mhafi take you?" Doc asked her.

She spoke, but the words were unintelligible, and the bronze nman repeated his question.

"I was blindfolded," the girl said thinly. "Wen they uncovered ny eyes, we were in a dark room
Then the Mystic Millah cane."

"Who was he?" Doc asked.

"He was a face, a green face that hung in the darkness wi thout body," was the reply.

"That don't help us much," Mnk grunted.

"Quiet," Doc told him Then to Joan Lyndell: "Do you renenber anything about the roon?"

"There was a sound of thunder that did not cease, nor grow |l ouder or weaker," the girl stated in
her strange voice. "And when doors opened sonewhere in the darkness and nen cane down steps, they
brought with themthe odor of sandal wood."

"Anyt hi ng el se?" Doc asked. "You are sure you do not know who the Mystic Mullah is?"

"Nothing else," said the girl. "And | do not know the identity of the Mystic Millah."

"Blast it!" Mnk grunbled. "That ain't gonna do nuch good."

Doc Savage now escorted Joan Lyndell out into the corridor, and there, holding her attention with
a sword bl ade dangled in front of her eyes, brought her out of the hypnotic trance with sharp
commands.

The young wonan, awakeni ng, stared about in amazenent, not understandi ng what had happened, not
remenbering anyt hi ng.

"Why-why! " she stuttered, and swal | owed. "What am | doing here?"

"You nust have been sleep wal king," Doc told her. "W heard you."

"CGoodness!" she gasped. "I never did that before!"

Then she fled, coloring prettily.

Chapter 17. CLUE OF THUNDER AND SANDALWOOD

IT was possibly fifteen minutes later that Oscar G bson appeared. He | ooked rather neat in the
coarse cl oak which was the common Tananese garment.

"Where you been?" Monk grow ed.

"Qut picking daisies," said G bson.

Monk gl ared and rasped, "Listen, you little snort, | still don't go in for your idea of being
funny, and one of these days |I'mgoing to give nyself the satisfaction of rolling you out flat!"
G bson smled, "My, what a tenper!" and anbled off.

Monk stood up, yawned and said, "I think I'Il take another | ook around before | try to get sone
sl eep.”

"You'll need some one to watch you, you ape," Ham advi sed, and foll owed Mnk out into the
corridor.

"Let's follow this guy G bson," Mnk whispered. "I don't like the cut of his jib or the way his
lip flaps. | don't trust him even though Doc seens to."

"He saved Doc's life back in New York when the green things appeared in the yacht club,” Ham
rem nded.

"Sure," Mnk said. "And |'Il|l remenber that when his time comes. But |'mstill in favor of
trailing him"
"You and ne, too," said Ham "But if we get in a jam renmenber - it was your fool idea. |'mjust

going along to keep you from gumm ng up things."

"I'd take it as a favor if you'd go off and die," Mnk grunbled.

Trailing Oscar G bson proved to be conparatively easy, for the thin-waisted nan nerely roaned
along in the direction of his private quarters. He entered and cl osed the door |oudly.

"I'f I recall rightly, there's a bal cony outside his w ndow that he can | eave by," Mnk whi spered.
"Let's check on that."

They eased around, found that the door into the adjacent chanber was open, and crept through the
arched opening. It was intensely dark. They were scarcely hal fway across the room when both nmen
stopped. They coul d hear sone one working at the w ndow, sonme one who was on the bal cony. Mnk and
Ham both retreated hastily and took up a position where they could watch the room wi t hout bei ng
seen. They saw now why G bson was | eaving his chanber by the bal cony. The regi on about the door of
his own roomwas lighted by a flickering wick blazing in a can of yak tallow. As it was, G bson was
very hard to see as he left the room and he was al nost upon Monk and Ham before they saw him They
back-tracked hastily.

G bson was nore difficult to trail now He worked over toward the central part of the enornous
castle and eventually entered a chanmber in which the odor of sandal wood was al nost overpoweringly
strong. In the center of the roomstood a raised platformof richly matched stone, and on this stood



an el aborate throne, fromwhich led a strip of costly carpet.

"The royal throne room" Ham breat hed.

"Shut up!" Monk whi spered back. "Do you want that guy to hear us?"

Oscar G bson crossed the throne room and passed through a door and down anot her short passage.
This part of the castle seened to have been equipped in nore nodern fashion. For one thing, the
roons were warm whereas the far side of the yamen had been bitterly cold. Mnk, |ooking about for
the source of heat, got a surprise.

"Lookit!" he whispered. "An electric heater! Blast it, | didn't know the place was fixed up with
electricity. Wnder why we didn't get quarters in the nodern part of the castle?"

Ham sai d, "Look at G bson! Meeting sone one!"

OSCAR G bson had not exactly net sonme one as yet, but he had halted and was knocki ng on a door.

It opened. There was a short scuffle in which G bson thrust a foot into the crack of the door, then
spoke in a | ow voi ce. Toward the end, he used English; and Monk and Ham heard himdistinctly.

"You fool!" G bson said to whoever was inside. "The Mystic Mullah sent nme over here. Doc Savage
is not as dunb as we figured. He's suspicious. You are to hide ne out."

The man inside said sonething that was inaudible.

"Well, wait until you get word fromthe Mystic Millah if you don't believe it!" G bson snapped.
After that, the man to whom G bson was tal ki ng stepped out where he could be seen plainly. He was
a broad figure in a |l eather pushtin, with numerous bandol eers of cartridges slung about his chest.
He had an utterly ferocious face.

"Mhafi!" Mnk grunted. "Wat do you know about that? The lug is still in the castle!"
G BSON and M hafi strode along the corridor. There was now nothing particularly furtive about
their manner, and this caused Hamto surnmise grimy, "I'll bet half the castle guard are in with the

Mystic Mullah."

M hafi opened a door, stood aside to let G bson through, then followed hinself. He left the door
open.

Monk and Ham put on a little speed, considering thenselves hot on the trail that would lead to
the Mystic Mullah. Their enthusiasm possibly made them sonmewhat carel ess. They listened at the door,
heard di stant footsteps of two nen, then stepped boldly through.

It is alnost inpossible for a fully clothed man to nove in the darkness without naking sone
slight sounds. Folds of clothing are alnost sure to rub together. So when nen | eaped upon Monk and
Ham they had a split-second warning.

Monk howl ed at the top of his voice. He always how ed when he fought. Sinultaneous with the how ,
he ducked and lunged forward. His arching fist hit hard bones thinly padded with flesh.

Ham was cauti ous enough to have his sword cane already unsheathed. He | ashed it out |ike a whip.
A man screaned terribly and the bl ade bedded itself deeply enough that it had to be yanked free.
A terrific blow smashed Mnk's back. It was caused by a man, junping feet-first. The honely

chem st went down. Men piled upon him junping, stonping.

Monk's nethods in a free-for-all were renarkable. He grabbed a I eg, and taking a | esson fromthe
alligator, spun around and around. He held the leg tightly. The victimtried to turn. He failed,
screeched; his | eg bones gave with a distinct snap.

A gun went off, its flame a red spurt. Msonry, |lead | oosened, clicked on the floor. Sonme one
fell on Monk's face, stifling his yells. Two nore nen got his feet.

About the same tinme, a flying wedge hit Ham He slashed one down with his sword cane. Weight of
nunbers bore him back. He tripped over a fallen form The floor was very hard when he hit it.
Furious bl ows rapped. Men grunted. Monk npbaned under the chest that was nashed agai nst his face.
After that, there was only the breathing of nen who had worked violently.

"Excel | ent work!" said Oscar G bson's voice. "But it was a bit noisy."

THE shot had carried through the yanen, and excited cries were now heard. Feet pounded as a nan
cane running. Evidently he was not one of the Mystic Millah's henchnen, because he stopped the
instant a tallow candle was lighted and the glow fell upon the scene.

"Wl | ah!' he bawl ed, then whirled and fled.

The Mystic Mullah's nmen cursed, and four shots were fired by the one who had the gun. Al four

m ssed. The gun nman swore and ran into the light of the candle, reloading

The gunman was Oscar G bson.

The yamen guard, who had happened upon the scene, got away, thanks to the running ability of a
jack rabbit. He nust have | earned his | esson, because he did not cry out an al arm He reached the
old, cold part of the castle, still traveling at headl ong speed, and there he crashed into Doc
Savage.

"What is it?" the bronze man demanded in Tananese.

The frightened guard told his story by gasps.

Renny gal loped up in tine to get a gesture fromDoc. They left the scared guard and raced for the
scene of the conbat. There was a good deal of shouting now, and men ran about, gripping their short
swords, carrying candles or snall copper pans of tallow in which a twi st of felt burned.

Doc Savage reached the spot where Monk and Ham had fallen. He found the rock fragnments which the
bul I et had chi pped fromthe wall. That alone told himhe was on the spot - that, and when he turned



a flashlight on the floor, traces of wet crinmson which had been w ped up too hastily.

O the victinse and their captors, there was no sign. Doc noved about, questioning guards, but
could find no one who knew anything and would admt it.

Renny rumbl ed angrily. They were conpletely checkmated. He continued to runble as they nmade their
way back through the big throne roomwhere the air was full of sandal wood.

El ectric lights were burning now They had been sw tched on by the guards. Doc Savage halted
suddenly and coll ared one of the yanen sentries.

"Where does the power for these |lights come fron?" he asked, speaki ng Tananese.

"Froma round, fat, black nmonster who runbl es and whose veins punp an invisible fire that burns
the unwary," expl ained the guard.

"It comes froma generator," Doc translated for Renny's benefit

The big-fisted engineer was not interested in the electric plant.

"Wonder if Joan Lyndell is safe?" he runbled. "Maybe we'd better check up on her."

Doc nodded, and they sought out the young wonman's quarters in the frigid portion of the yanen.
There was no answer to their knock on her door, and the panel, which should have been | ocked, gave
under their shove.

Probably she's out seeing what the shooting was about," Renny said.

Then his long, gloony face slackened, his huge hands strayed in small aimnm ess gestures, and he
tried to make words that seemed to refuse to form

Joan Lyndell's automatic pistol lay on the floor. Near it was a torn half of blanket, and cl ose
to that a blanket strip which had been rent fromthe other portion. It was such a strip as m ght
have been | eft over when several were torn to bind the young woman.

"The Khan!" Renny roared.

Doc Savage was already racing in the direction of Khan Nadir Shar's apartnents. Long before they
reached the door, they saw a guard sprawed in the hall, his head split open.

I nside the Khan's chanbers there was sone confusion, enough to show there had been a fight, and a
little blood was red and wet on the floor. The Khan was not there.

"Doc!" Renny growl ed. "There's just you and ne now "

THEY were still standing there when sonme of the yanmen guards arrived and discovered that the Khan
was mssing. Instead of wailing out the Asiatic nethod of expressing sorrow, they seened happy over
the event. Several showed white teeth in wi de grins.

They did not grin so widely when Renny showed them the business end of a nachine pistol. They
knew what the weapon was, and permtted thenselves to be herded into the Khan's apartments, where
Doc used a hypodermic needle on each; they all went to sleep shortly. Doc haul ed the body of the
mur dered guard inside, then closed the door of the Khan's quarters and made it tight.

"This whole thing will blow wi de open the minute it is |earned the Khan has di sappeared," he
surm sed.

"Yeah," Renny agreed. "He and the girl were all that kept the Mystic Millah fromtaking over
things. | think it was the girl nore than the Khan."

"Listen," Doc suggest ed.

A wi ndow was undoubt edly open sonewhere near, and they could hear an ugly babble of sound -
shouts, cries, the hammering of druns. They sought a bal cony which projected above the frozen npat
far bel ow, and | ooked out into the brilliant noonlight of the | ate night.

The mul titude about the yamen had aroused itself, had picked up its arms and was preparing to do
sonet hing. The crowd was closer to the walls than earlier in the night. Cccasionally a gun went off,
or an arrow, |launched hard, slithered along the stone walls or split its shaft.

The cries of the throng were for the nost part unintelligible because of their intermngling, but
now and then one yell did stand out.

"The Khan is dead, his soul now one of the green slaves of the Mystic Mullah!" was one of the
cries.

"The fermale white devil ghost, Joan Lyndell, is no nore!l" was another yell.

The throng m |l ed about, and big two-nman nuzzl e-l1oaders went off, vomting volunes of snoke;
archers sent nore arrows.

Wat ching cl osely, Doc and Monk di scerned nmen goi ng through the crowd, how ing and screani ng and
shovi ng persons about, and by their very vehemence, getting the nob into sonme resenbl ance of a
fighting array. These organi zers - agitators, too, judging fromtheir howing - were undoubtedly
chosen of the Mystic Mill ah.

From the peak turret of the yamen, a powerful electric searchlight came on, a startling and
nmodern thing in this mad scene of al nbst medieval confusion. Its beamstirred about like a rigid
white finger, and superstitious Tananese fled fromit wildly at first, as if fearing its white
magi c; then, finding thenselves caught in it and unharmed, they junped up and down, beating their
chests and squaw i ng, grown both brave and angry.

But the searchlight beam seenmed to turn a |light on Doc Savage's agile m nd.

"Cone on!" he rapped.

THE bronze man ran back into the endl ess stone passages of the vast yanen, descended steps that
were centuries old, and sought about until he found a fat castle servitor.



"Electric generator!" Doc rapped. "Were is it?"

The flunky batted scared eyes and shook his head.

"The fat iron nonster who roars and punps invisible fire through his veins," Doc said. "Were

does he lurk, this nonster?"

The | ackey got that, waved his arms and erupted a gi bberish volley.

"Show ne!" Doc cli pped.

The plunp vassal was none too willing, but a look at the giant bronze nman showed hi m what course
was wi se, and he led the way at a waddling gall op.

They went through the throne room where sandal wood was cloying in their nostrils, and shortly
beyond, were guided into a steep stairs which | ed down. They coul d hear, once heavy wooden doors
were opened, the runble of a steamturbine and electric generator, both of which seened to need new
beari ngs.

"Cood!" Doc said, and dismissed the domestic, nmuch to the fellow s relief.

The bronze man went back to the throne room He nade a circle of the place, eyes busy. Renny

wat ched him coughing a little because the snell of sandal wod was so stifling. The stuff came from
a brass affair near the throne and Renny finally noved over and dropped a rug upon the source of the
perf une.

The odor was even stronger near the throne, and Renny, |ooking up, saw that the stuff escaped
through a round ventilating aperture above. This was open and he coul d see col dl ooki ng stars through
it.

Doc cane to his side.

"So you've got the idea," he said.

"Huh?" Renny was bewi | dered. "What idea?"

"Renenber what Joan Lyndell said about the place where she was hypnotized?" Doc asked.

Renny scratched his head.

"You nmean about the steady thunder and the odor of - Holy Cow" Renny's nmouth fell open, snapped
shut. "Whenever the door of the place opened, she could snmell sandal wood! She nust have been right
in here!"

"No," Doc said. "The sound of the generators cannot be heard here. That nust have been the steady

t hunder which she heard."

"Sure!" Renny roared. "Sure! Wiy didn't | think of that?"

Doc waved an arm "GCet back."

Wonderingly, Renny retreated fromthe vicinity of the great throne.

"The odor of sandal wood is strongest around the throne," Doc said. "There nust be a secret door

| eadi ng into an underground room such as the one which holds the generator. And it is probably close
to that perfume box you just covered up.

Doc di pped into a pocket and brought out two grenades not greatly |arger than pigeon eggs. Renny
saw them and pronptly whirled and ran to get farther away. He knew what those grenades woul d do.
DOC hurled the first one. The flash hurt their eyes; the roar hurt their ears even nore. The

el aborate floor split. The rich rags gathered up in the great wind of the blast and pil ed agai nst
the walls; one sailed up as if attached to invisible strings and skittered about in the air.

Runni ng forward, Doc saw that the grenade had opened no secret entrance. He retreated and threw
anot her. Huge bl ocks of the roof cane down. The floor split wider, and Doc, racing ahead again,

| ooked down into one of the cracks and saw that it had opened in the roof of a passage.

He dropped down into the black maw. Renny fol |l owed him Behind them parts of the throne room
ceiling were still falling down, making trenendous noi ses.

Chapter 18. THE GREEN FACE

DOC Savage raced his flashlight beam down the passage. O ouds of dust boiled in the air. In that
fog, a jewel seened to flash, traveling with eye defying speed. Renny felt hinself seized and jerked
asi de by Doc Savage even before he could realize the glinting thing was a thrown knife. It clanged
on the stone behind them

Renny yelled and ran forward, pushing his own flashlight beam out before him He saw brown nen,

two of them One had a knife. He threwit, and the blade was easily evaded. The pair appeared to
have no ot her weapons, for they spun and raced away.

"Them s two of the guys who hel ped grab the girl before she was hypnotized!" Renny roared.

They charged down the narrow tunnel, pursuing the, brown men. A murnur, faint at first, becane

| ouder, and since they already knew what it was, it was easily identified as the runble of the notor
generator set.

The brown nmen were screeching for help. They dived into a chanber which was very dark, the floor
sliny with earth noisture.

Doc and Renny, overhauling them were well over a third across the cavernous place when a hol | ow
voi ce caused themto wench to a stop. They swung in the direction of the eerie tones.

A face had appeared, the hideous green visage of the Mystic Miullah, swinging in md-air as it

al ways did. The lips withed, seened to snarl.

"It was convenient of you to cone here," the voice advised. Renny jerked his flashlight around,
intending to turn it upon the satanic, ghostly visage, but sonmething the |ight disclosed caused him



to stop the beam

Gisly green serpentine things were crawling through the air toward them Hi deous and fantastic,
the horrors seenmed alive, yet unreal. The flash beam passing through them hit the wall, and there
were only vague shadows to show that the green objects were real.

Then there came a cataclysmic roar and a flash that seened to turn Renny's brain to fire. He knew
instantly, as he was tunbl ed backward as by a giant hand, that Doc Savage had thrown another of the
grenades, and before he recovered hinself the big bronze man had a hand upon his shoul der, urging,
"Run!"

They ran for the door, but Doc Savage pawed and switched his flash back. The wall where the green
face of the Mullah had appeared was considerably torn up, and a slab of stone had fallen in,
uncovering an opening of sone size.

The Mystic Mullah hinmself was not in sight.

But out of the hole in the wall, |ike nonsters froma cave, canme the green nonstrosities. They
were true nonsters, now, for some were a yard thick, great, squirmng nebul ous dragons, w thout
shape or nethod of novenent.

Renny, halting and glaring at the green things, bellowed, "Wy, dang it! | see what them things

are now "

He started forward.

"Stay back!" Doc Savage's voice had a smashing power that wenched Renny to a stop.

"I"ll take a chance!" Renny howl ed. "That Mystic Mullah is in there sonewhere!"

"If that green stuff touches you, it'll kill you!" Doc said griny. "He was using two kinds. One
only burned the skin and produced sensel essness. The other was mixed with the venom of the
neotropical rattl esnake."

"Neotropical - "

"Sonething like that," Doc rapped. "Venom of the neotropical rattler centralizes its effects in
the nervous system around the nape of the neck and causes a form of nerve destruction which makes it
appear that the victimhas a broken neck. This poison probably had additional ingredients which

hei ghtened its effects, causing a rmuscular constriction which actually snapped the vertebrae in nost
cases."

Renny shifted in an endeavor to peer into the hole in the wall, at the sane tine avoiding the
green horrors.

"But, holy cow, the way these things nove!" he growl ed. "Always | aunched so that a current of air
will carry the green nist toward the victins," Doc said, and hinself noved to glance into the wall
openi ng. "Probably the stuff is squirted fromsone kind of a punp gun. That woul d give the snakelike
effect.”

Renny roared, "But they're bigger now"

"Whi ch nmeans the punp was ruptured by the grenade, possibly," Doc said.

They drove their lights into the aperture. The green, snoke-like cloud of poison vapor filled all

of the passage beyond the hole, but through its transparent body they could see a spramed form a
figure enfolded in rich clothing.

It was inpossible, however, to nake out the features. But Renny boonmed a guess.

"The Mystic Mullah!" he thunped. "The guy got his own nedicine!"

THE streaners of green poison were fanning out into the room Mreover, yells indicated an
approaching attack. So Doc and Renny spun and raced on in pursuit of the two brown men who had
fled.

Near the door, Renny tangled in an affair of wires, and fell back. He got up, growing, and

turned his light on the contrivance.

"Bl azes!" he gul ped. "Here's how he stuck that green face around and nade it di sappear!"”

The thing Renny had fallen over nust have been bl own across the room by the grenade blast. It was
such a device as fake spiritualists and nagici ans sonmetinmes use to nake | um nous heads appear in
thin air - a telescoping tube of some length, to the end of which was fixed a thin-walled rubber
bal | oon face which could be inflated by bl owi ng through the tube; then, by suction, drawn back into
the tube, and the telescoping affair collapsed. Manipulation of thin threads caused the appearance
of lip notion.

Renny threw it aside, scowing as he recalled his own horror when he had first seen the thing in
action.

They went on. Some one shot at themw th one of the Tananese-made guns, but did not hit them and
Renny poured a deafening volley fromhis machine pistol. An instant later, they were in hand to hand
conflict with four or five Tananese.

The latter were under an enornous handi cap, in that they possessed, for light, only pans of
tallowin which felt wicks burned. The flashlights in the hands of Doc and Renny blinded the others,
and they did not |ast |ong.

Renny punped nercy bullets into the fourth man, and Doc sank the fifth senseless with a

tremendous fist smash.

They ran ahead, came unexpectedly into a chanmber which was illum nated a pale pink by a heating
brazier.



On the floor reposed tightly bound figures, nmouths stuffed with wads of cloth. The api sh Monk was
nearest, and Ham was behind him trying to free the honely chenist; beyond themwere Joan Lyndell
Johnny, |ong Tom and Gscar G bson

There were none of the Mystic Miullah's nmen left in the room

Doc and Renny went to work untying the prisoners, and there was nuch pointless shouting, |largely
to let off steam

Monk, rearing up on his feet, glared at OGscar G bson and how ed, "You got us into this, you
smart-cracker!"

G bson said wearily, "I was desperate. | tried to trick Mhafi into taking ne to the Mystic

Mul 1 ah. How was | to know you were follow ng ne?"

"That rem nds ne!" Ham snapped. "Were's M hafi ?"

They did not learn the answer to that until some five mnutes |ater, when Renny ventured back to
the room where the green poi son vapor had appeared, and finding the vapor had strained out through
ventilating apertures, stepped in and | ooked closely and long at the face of the Mystic Millah

He cane back | ooking stunned

"Mhafi is in there with him down the passage a bit," Renny nunbled. "Say, did you know that the
Mystic Ml l ah was -

"He showed hinmself to us," Joan Lyndell put in jerkily. "And he made it clear why he had becone
the Mystic Mullah. He felt his power slipping. He was afraid | would eventually becorme the rea
power in Tanan. So he began operating as the Mystic Miullah to fight nme and to satisfy his desire for
a great enpire."

"Holy cow " Renny nuttered, "I didn't dreamthe Mystic Millah was the Khan Nadir Shar."

THEY did not think they were renotely near a conplete escape fromtheir difficulties, for the
popul ace of Tanan was |aying siege to the yanen; but, as it devel oped, the situation was not
serious

Joan Lyndel |, appearing on the yamen walls, managed to nuster the |oyal portion of her own

guards. These, with the castle force who had renmined faithful, fell upon the throng and there was
violent fighting. The guiding genius of the Mystic Millah, the Khan Nadir Shar, was sorely m ssed
and after a few hours, and somewhat before the noon hour, the thing was over

Once it becane bruited about that the Mystic Millah had been the Khan, rage seized the Tananese
and they turned upon the Mullah's faithful. Those who had |ost relatives to the so-called green sou
slaves of the Miullah, were especially bitter, and lives were taken all through that day, the ensuing
night, and, for that matter, throughout the nonths that followed.

Doc Savage and Joan Lyndell nanaged to take a certain amount of control during the confusion, and
establ i shed a representative government of |eading Tananese. This body strengthened itself, soon
becom ng stable, so that peace returned, nmenaced only by grudge killings as some wonged Tananese
evened scores with one who had gone over to the Mystic Millah. But Tanan was a savage, nedi eva
land, and there had al ways been such feuds

Doc Savage and his five aides |eft Tanan as soon as they perceived conditions had attained
nmoderate stability. They travel ed east, flying across the Gobi, and as Tanan was lost inits
nmount ai n cup, Monk decl ared hinsel f

"If | ever seen a stranger country than that, 1'll |et Ham nake that traveling bag of Habeas
Corpus's hide," he declared
And Monk, little dream ng, recklessly offered to contribute Habeas's hide to the cause of good

l uggage, as their plane volleyed over the caravan trail eastward across the Gobi
THE END



