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Chapter 1. THE DEVIL I N THE WOODS
THE fl at-faced man | ooked tough. He al so gave the inpression of one who had been around a bit.
Yet he was deceived by a very sinple ruse.
He had been | ooking into the radiator of the gray car to see how nuch water there was, and when
he straightened, he saw the purse and the wist watch.
He shoul d have realized they had not been there a nmonent before. He didn't.
He had been a fighter once. There were nounds of gristle about his eyes, his nose was flat and
his ears did not have their original shape. He | ooked evil, but not stupid.
The flat-faced nman rubbed his jaw with the back of his hand, which held a stubby black pistol,
then he wal ked over to the hand bag and the watch and exam ned them
The hand bag | ooked expensive, but it was hard to tell, because the nakers of imtations have
become skillful. Six dianpbnds around the wist watch dial sparkled in the afternoon sun in a manner
whi ch coul d not have been equal ed by gl ass. That was not cheap.
Then the nan made his m stake. He pocketed his gun, so as to pick up both bag and watch at once.
It was hard to say why he did that. Geed, possibly. He got his hands on the articles.
"Now hold onto them " directed a woman's voi ce.
She came out from behind a bush that was thick with new, green spring | eaves. She held a |ight
.22-caliber automatic rifle pointed at the flat-faced man.
The man nade an awful face that he nust have practiced back in the days when he was a fighter, to
scare opponents in the ring.
"You're the babe whats been followin' us!" he growed. He scomed at the little rifle.
The girl - she was in her early twenties - let himlook nore directly into the nuzzle of the
. 22.
"The hol e where they cone out may not |ook big," she said. "But don't let that fool you. They're
the new hi gh-speed cartridges. Hold onto the bag and the watch."
The flat-faced man held onto them
"You are Stupe Davin," said the girl.
"Never heard of the guy," the nan denied pronptly.
"Bend over and wite it out in the dust of the road with your finger."
"Huh?" The man | ooked bl ank.

"I amdeaf," said the girl. "Wite it out."

The man used a finger and scratched, "D-o n-o-t k-n-o-w D-a-v-i-n," in the dirt.

"Liar," snapped the girl. "You pretend to be the private secretary of Maurice Zachies, known as
the Dove of Peace, or Dove Zachies. Actually, you are his bodyguard and hired killer."

The man scraped, "N-o!" in the road.

The girl now searched him and found a driver's license made out to Al bert W Davin.
"You are Stupe Davin," she said, and pocketed the |icense.
The man suddenly abandoned pretense. His flat face went purple with rage.

"The devil with you!" he snarled. "I got your nunber!"

"Wite it!" the girl commanded.

"You're workin' for the Roar Devil!" the man yell ed.

THE girl stood very still, and there was on her features the slightly blank and inquisitive | ook

of those who do not hear well.



"l cannot hear you," she said. "Wite it."
The man only snarl ed stubbornly.
She poked himwith the gun. "Wite it!"

He growl ed, "Listen, babe, | ain't opening ny face to no -
He did not finish, for the girl struck hi msuddenly and unexpectedly with his own automatic
pi stol, which she had taken fromhis pocket. She was tall, athletic, and there was nothing m ncing

about the way she swung the gun against his tenple. The flat-faced man did not nove after he fell
There was a cheerful recklessness in the girl's manner as she held the fellows wist to

ascertain that he was only sensel ess. She seenmed to be enjoying herself hugely, as if it were only a
gane. She dragged the nan over and dunped himinto a thick brush clunp.

"And you are Dove Zachies's nunber one killer," she sniffed

A pocket of her khaki hunting jacket yielded a small box which, according to the |abel, held
capsul es of a standardi zed sl eeping potion to be sold only upon prescription. She got three capsul es
down the senseless man's throat, doing it in a manner which a physician could not have inproved
upon

She seened in a hurry, but took tinme for a brief exam nation of the car - the doors

particularly. Their glass was thick and bulletproof. She conpared the |icense nunbers with the
notation in a small green book, and seened satisfied

"Zachies's car," she said al oud

She struck out through the woods, eyeing the ground

It had been a wet spring in this nountain section of New York State, and the vegetation was
luxuriant, the earth soft enough to hold footprints

The girl found tracks before |long. They had been made by a man with small feet, and the fell ow

was evidently not dressed for the woods, because he wal ked around brush clunps which a man in stout
garb woul d have breasted

The manner in which the trail meandered showed sonething el se, too. The fell ow was seeking the

hi gh spots, rocks and snall hills. He was undoubtedly searching for sonething

Once, where he had stunbled and fallen, there was a print which showed he was carrying a
submachi ne gun. The nmark left by the drum nmagazi ne was unm st akabl e

The girl was eyeing the marks when the roaring sound cane

THERE nust have been sone intangible forewarning before the sound cane, for a jaybird in a nearby
tree had a sudden, frightened spasm The jay screeched and beat nmadly anong the treetops, as if
evadi ng sone nanel ess and unseen horror. Experts concede that nature's creatures, birds and aninals
and the like, frequently sense dangers which humans mss, and possibly this accounted for the jay's
animation in the warm spring sunshine

Then cane the roar. It was very faint at inception, alnost inaudible, then it became as a | ocust
swarm and the locusts, invisible, expanded to titanic proportions, so that eardruns ached and heads
nearly split fromthe clanor

Al through the woods, birds beat above the tree-tops in frightened haste, and down in the brush
rabbits, chucks, squirrels and an occasi onal deer broke cover

O all in the woodland, only the girl seemed to behave in a normal manner. She stood perfectly
still and | ooked at the frightened wild life. Then she lifted hands and touched her ears. Her
features were puzzled

Then, with wild suddenness, she raced out from anmong the trees, sought the center of a clearing

and flung herself prone. She was notionless there. It was as if she awaited sone incredible
happeni ng

But not hing occurred, except that the fantastic roaring died as nysteriously as it had arisen

| eaving only the uproar of the birds

The girl waited a long time. Wien she finally arose, her features - she was remarkably attractive
in a satisfying way - wore a puzzled expression, as if she had expected sonething that had not
happened, and was di sappoi nted

She continued following the footprints of the man. It was not |ong before she saw him

He was a nman snall in stature but exceedingly plunp, and he had gray hair, a neat gray beard. He
wore a gray suit, a gray beret, and the inpression was of a rotund little fellow, a peaceful dove of
a man

He held a subnmachi ne gun with both hands, and he seened frightened; puzzled. He drove nervous

gl ances about .

"Dove Zachies!" the girl nmurnured, and lifted her light rifle.

Her rifle was a costly target weapon, equipped with a mount for a tel escope sight. She clipped

the tel escope in place and drew a deliberate bead on the man with the subnmachi ne gun. She held her
position for a tine, then | owered the gun

"He must be taken alive," she told herself, alnpst inaudibly. That was the order."

The plunp gray nman, "Dove" Zachies, noved on through the woods, and the girl trailed him her
manner one of infinite caution

Dove Zachi es was obviously famliar with the region, for he nmade directly for certain vantage

poi nts which gave hima view of his surroundings. H s object seemed to be to make sure no one was



about

Zachi es held a general course to the westward, and shortly cane upon a cabin of sonme size. The
cabin wi ndows were open, but the door closed

Zachi es knocked upon the door. There was no answer, and he knocked twi ce nore, then tried the
knob. The door was not |ocked, and he entered, his machine gun alert

Sormet hi ng I ess than five mnutes |later, he popped outdoors. He had received a shock. It showed on
his face. He was terrified.

He scuttled into the woods as if terribly afraid of being seen, or being overtaken by sone dire
calamty.

From her conceal ment behind bushes, the girl stared after him Curiosity on her features, but no
fear. Suddenly, as if she intended to inspect the cabin, then overtake Dove Zachies, she ran
forward. Entering the cabin, she kept the .22 rifle alert

She canme into a large room with a fireplace at one end, a table in the nmddle, and on each side
a wal | of bookshel ves. The shel ves were | aden with plain-Iooking vol unes which bore dry, profound
titles. She glanced at the back of one. Its title read

BOSTANTI ' S PAPERS ON THE

ELECTROKI NETI CS OF

VOLATI LI ZATI ON

The girl nade a face and gl anced at others. They were all heavy scientific tonmes, many being
merely binders in which scientific panphlets had been inserted

The cabin had nore than one room The girl advanced to a door, shoved it open with the nuzzle of
her rifle, and started to enter

She jerked into a sort of frozen notionl essness and stared at the living dead man in the room
LIVING and at the sane tine dead, was the only thing which adequately described the nan's
appearance. He was a conparatively young man - no nore than twenty-five - and he was freckl ed, had
somewhat coarse features. He was in khaki trousers and an undershirt, with a rubber apron about his
m ddl e.

One end of a rope was tied to one of the young man's ankles. The rope was sone fifteen feet |ong
and the other end was tied to a roof beam A child with nobderately strong fingers could have untied
the young man. But he had obviously been there for days. He | ooked gaunt, starved, pitiful

He was standing slackly erect. If he saw the conmpetent young wonman with the rifle, he gave no
sign. He did not even | ook at her

"You!" the girl said sharply. "Wat's the gag?"

The starved-1 ooking young man swayed slowy, erratically. He was |ike a nechanical robot wth
some of his cogs and |levers out of order. He was trying to turn around, but he fell down.

"It's a good act!" the girl said dryly.

Then her eyes becane wi de. The young man had fallen on a piece of glass, and it had cut his hand
so that crinmson was sheeting slowy over the floor; but he gave no sign of feeling or know ng

The girl whipped a glance over the room It had been a |aboratory, but its contents had been
ravaged. Apparatus was broken. Enpty stands and pedestal s indicated nuch of it had been carried off
bodily. There were ax marks on sonme of the tables, in sone of the coils of the gutted electrical
paraphernalia. Sone one had systematically wecked the place

The young wonman lunged to the starved man, tore off his undershirt and tied it about his cut

hand. She felt of his skin. He was alnost as cold as the dead. She shuddered, then shook him
"Snap out of it!" she urged. "W are you? What's wong with you?"

He made bl ubbering sounds that were quite horrible

She tried again, shaking himand demandi ng, "What is your connection with Dove Zachi es?"

Dove Zachies, in the door where he had appeared so silently that the girl had not heard, said, "
hope that you will et ne assure you that he has no connection whatever."

Chapter II. CALAMTY

THE girl had laid her rifle on the floor. She reached for it instinctively, then w thdrew her
hands when she saw the subnmachi ne gun Zachi es had trai ned upon her

Zachi es | ooked even nore peaceful and dovelil ke at cl ose range

"l started back to nmy car and ran across the tracks you left in trailing ne," he told the girl.
He had a snooth, cooing manner of delivering his words. "Wasn't | |ucky?"

Zachi es advanced, put a foot on her gun, grasped the barrel and smashed the |ight weapon, ruining
it. Then he scrutinized the girl curiously.

"I"ve seen you," he said grimy. "Been trailing ne the |ast few days, ain't you - have you not?"
He made the grammatical correction as an afterthought

The girl shrugged, did not answer.

Zachi es grunted, "Working for the Roar Devil, are you not?"
The girl blinked, seenmed about to say sonething, but did not
"You'll sing plenty before I'mthrough with you, sister," Zachies told her. "For a long tinme

I've wanted to get ny hands on one of your crowd. You can tell ne things. For instance, who is this
Roar Devil ? How does he manage to acconplish the infernal things he does?"
The girl said nothing. Instead of being afraid, she was bright-eyed with interest. She even



smiled slightly.

"A lot of babes would be scared silly," Zachies said dryly. "You're a queer one. But leave it to
the Roar Devil to pick the tops. Woever he is, he is good." Zachies suddenly made a hard fighting
jaw queerly at odds with his meekly birdlike exterior. "But not good enough, babe!"

The girl had tucked a small purse into a pocket of her canvas hunting jacket, and Zachies
wrenched that out and went through it. There were initials on the outside:

R MK

I nside was a case of cards which bore a nane corresponding with the initials. He eyed them
"Retta Marie Kenn," he said. "ls that your name?"

The girl smled, "You will have to wite it out. | amquite deaf."

"Yes?" The man scowl ed at her, as if not sure whether she were telling the truth. He shook his
hand and continued going through the purse, keeping, however, a close watch on the girl and on the
starved- | ooki ng young man who was pi cketed by the rope.

Zachi es canme upon the driver's |icense which had bel onged to the burly driver of the car back at
the road. He had no trouble fathom ng how it had come into her possession.

"So you gathered in Stupe Davin," he said grimy. "I'lIl kick his flat face off for this!"

The girl smled nicely at him

Zachi es snarled. Then he went on with his search of her bel ongi ngs. He cane upon a tel egram
opened it, and read it with nuch interest:

M SS RETTA KENN

PONERTOWN N Y

TRAI L ZACH ES AND REPORT EACH MOVE HE MAKES STOP | F POSSI BLE SEI ZE H M AND DELI VER H M TO ME

V VENABLE MEAR

"Who the devil is V. Venable Mear," Dove Zachies yell ed.

"Wite it out!" the girl pleaded.

DOVE ZACHI ES nade snarling sounds and tranped the room He was the kind of a man who coul d not
possi bly | ook dangerous, however, and his present rage gave the inpression of a pigeon pouting.
He cane to a stop with an armleveled at the starved young man who seened gripped by sonme weird
st upor.

"Who is this fellow?" Zachies demanded. "Wat ails hin? Wiat nmakes the fool stand there with that
rope around his | eg? Wiy doesn't he untie hinsel f?"

The girl said, "If you will wite it. | have a pencil and paper which | carry for -

"Ahr-r-rr!" Zachies how ed. "Shut up!"

Zachies glared at the girl's paper and pencil - he could see them protruding fromthe upper
pocket of her jacket. But he made no effort to wite out his queries. Instead, he ripped off stout
copper wire froma ruined electrical coil in a corner of the roomand used it to tie the girl.
She resented that. She scratched his face, hit himin the eye and managed to ki ck himonce, but
he got her tied. Then he made a circuit of the place, looking it over, exam ning discarded shipping
crates, old envel opes, the names on newspaper w appers. He came back and confronted the
strange-acting young man who | ooked so starved.

"You Flagler D Aughtell?" he demanded. "Or are you his hel per, Mrt Collins? You two guys are
inventors or sonmething, ain't you?"

The starved young nan nade a bubbling noi se.

Zachi es eyed himcl osely and shuddered.

"There's sonmethin' sure wong with you," he nuttered.

Zachies found a lean-to addition in the rear, which had served as a kitchen. On a table stood a
bucket of water. It had been there for days, judging by the nunber of insects which had fallen into
it. Zachies got a dipperful, sloshed some in the starved young man's face, then tried to make the
fellow drink some.

The young man did not seemto know how to drink. Wen Zachies held his head back and poured water
down his throat, it was |like pouring water into a hose. The young fell ow nade no struggle, did not
even swal | ow.

"Are you D Aughtel | ?" Zachi es questioned again. "O are you Mrt Collins? If you' re Collins,
where is D Aughtel | ?"

But the young man had not revived sufficiently to talk. Indeed, if he had revived at all, it was
not perceptible.

Zachi es scratched his head. Then a bright idea seemed to come. He | eaned close to the strangely
afflicted young nman.

"Roar Devil!" he bellowed. "Roar Devil!"

The young man noved a little, as if by terrific effort. One of his arns cane up slightly. It was
as if he were trying to get it protectingly across his face.

"Darned if you don't know sonething!" Zachies muttered. "But the problemis - howto get it out,
of you."

He consi dered, and apparently concluded the girl was a nore ready source of information, for he
turned upon her.

"Who is this Roar Devil?" he grow ed.



"Wite it out," the girl requested

Zachi es snarled, then wenched the wires off her wists and fromthe pocket of her hunting jacket
wi t hdrew t he paper and penci |

He started his witing with a fierce jab of the pencil point at the paper. He started violently,

emitted a sharp cry, and peered at his finger tips. They bore a strange browni sh stain where the
pencil had rested

Zachi es made a hoarse sound. He began to sway. He seened about to faint

The girl got up calmy fromthe floor

Zachies stared at her. He seened to be grow ng weaker and weaker

He gul ped, "You did sonething -

"The pencil," the girl said dryly. "It's covered with a chem cal mxture you probably never heard
of. It won't kill you, if that's any consolation."

Zachi es sighed loudly and fell flat on his face

THE girl's ankles were still wired. She freed themw thout particular haste, then used the sane

t ough copper strands to bind Dove Zachies

The chemical m xture which had nade Zachi es sensel ess when he touched the pencil, apparently did

not last long, for the man began to stir feebly before the girl finished tying him so that she had
to hold his linbs. She found an upset tool drawer anong the | aboratory weckage and fromits litter
unearthed a roll of black friction tape

"CGot adenoi ds?" she asked Zachi es, who had opened his eyes

"Naw! " Zachi es was shortsighted enough to grow

The girl grabbed his head, pinched it between his knees and began draping strips of tape across
his Iips

"l once heard of a man dying after they taped his lips shut in a robbery," she said
conversationally. "He had adenoids."

Wth Zachies fastened securely, the girl gave attention to the starved young nman who was pi cket ed
by the rope. She tried Zachies's trick

"Roar Devil!" she yelled at the young man

There was enough reaction to prove conclusively that the name Roar Devil neant sonething

nonentous to the young man

The girl now tried to revive the young man enough to talk. She gave himwater, forcing it down

his throat, and forced down part of a can of corn which she found in the lean-to kitchen. She got
nowhere. To her urging to speak, he only bl ubbered and rmunbl ed

The young wonan apparently did not trust himto remain picketed by the rope, for she used copper
wire on his ankles and, after sone hesitancy, tape on his lips

It becane apparent that she was going to | eave the cabin. Zachi es made whi zzi ng noi ses through

his nose and fl ounced about. The girl, thinking he had sonething inportant to say, pulled part of
the tape free of his lips

"What is it?" she demanded

"You ain't deaf, after all, are you?" Zachies grow ed

"I's that all you wanted to know?" she snapped

"l got to wondering - "

She jammed the gaggi ng tape back in place. Her rifle was hopel ess, she saw upon exam nation. She
pi cked up the submachi ne gun of Dove Zachi es and bal anced it thoughtfully.

"Never do to walk into Powertown with this," she concluded, and discarded it

She picked up the trick pencil which had been Zachies's Waterl oo, using a handkerchi ef so that

her fingers would not cone in contact with it, and clipped it back in her pocket. Then she left the
cabi n.

She wal ked rapidly, and since the sun was hot for this portion of the spring season, she was soon
carrying her jacket. She was setting a definite course to the southward, but when a bare knob of a
hill appeared off to her left, she angled over to it and used a pair of dimnutive binoculars to
scrutinize the surroundi ng country.

It was nountainous terrain - sone of the npbst rugged in the eastern United States. Wodl and
covered the ridges, |eaving few bare spots, but the size of the hills and the sweeping depth of the
val |l eys was al nost awe-inspiring

Directly below, a glittering blue mirror under a line of trenendous cliffs, was a sheet of water
The | ake was confined by a towering white concrete damat the | ower end

Wthin view fromwhere the girl stood there were portions of two other dans, one of these a
structure of trenendous size. This section - hundreds of square mles in area - was the great
Powert own Drai nage Basin Project.

It consisted of several auxiliary dams and one main dam of vast size. The purpose of these dans
was not only the generating of power, but also as a water supply for New York City. The netropolis
had become so vast that the older and smaller reservoirs were inadequate

The young worman seemed to have stopped to rest as nmuch as for any other reason, and now she went
on, setting a crowflight course as nearly as the brush and the precipitous going permtted. This
seened to be a short-cut across the nountains



Unexpectedl y, she stopped. Her face assuned a queerly set expression

THEN it canme, not gradually out of nothingness as it had before, but suddenly, violently, with a
whoopi ng nopan that sent birds shrieking. It was the roar, fantastic, unearthly, a sound that was
like no other. It did not throb, did not travel in waves, and there was no gobbling syncopati on of
echoes such as m ght have been set up by an ordinary noise - or if there was, the roaring that was
the father of themall drowned out all else

Then it stopped. Abruptly, like sonething broken off. And it left behind it a world that did not
seem nor nal

There was no sound now. Where there had been tunult, there was now profound quiet. The birds
wheel ed in the sky - and they nust have been crying out excitedly. Yet there was no slightest noise
audi bl e

The ordinary silence of the woodl and had not fallen. It was nore than that. Al sound had

conpl etely stopped. Then other things happened

The earth junped - junped like a live thing that had been kicked. The girl reeled, flailed her
arns trying to keep her balance, then fell. Rocks rolled on the ground |ike popcorn on the bottom of
a pan, only not as violently.

After the first tremor, there were others, but they subsided rapidly in violence. The entire
surface of the earth had apparently shifted

The girl arose fromwhere she had been flung, ran to a tree, eyed it doubtfully, then began to
clinb.

She was hal fway up when, as if an electric switch had been turned on, the world seened to cone
alive. Before, there had been utterly no sound. Now there was plenty.

She coul d hear the scrapings of her own clinbing efforts, could hear her own | abored breathing

And the birds were naking a great uproar. There was sonething else, too - a distant runbling. She
| ooked toward the source of that noise

Bel ow her was the dam which she had viewed earlier. It was col |l apsing. The central section was

al ready gone. A vast torrent of water poured through. On either side, nore of the big concrete wall
was rapidly upsetting. The valley below was filling with a withing nonster of water that uprooted
trees, toppled along boulders as large as snmall nansions

Crani ng her neck, the girl perceived a house in the path of the flood. Near it was a barn, other
out buil dings. A man and a wonman, their figures nade tiny by distance, ran out of the house and
stared up the valley at the wall of water. Then they raced to a snall car near by and drove nadly
for safety, until they were lost to view anbng trees

The girl shuddered. It did not look as if the fugitives could escape

The young worman watched for some time fromher vantage point in the tree. She seenmed particularly
interested in the effect the flood woul d have when it reached the big reservoir. Wuld the latter
hol d?

It held. The young wonman waited fully three hours before she becane certain

Then she went on toward Powertown, and when she drew near the small metropolis, she went slowy
and furtively, as if extremely desirous of escaping discovery.

Chapter 111. THE BRONZE MAN

PONERTOWN was in a nervous sweat, and with reason. It had dawned on the town that fully half of
its popul ation was in danger, and that some mllions of dollars in property were nenaced

Engi neers had originally lain out Powertown so that it was above any nornal flood which woul d
result froma disaster to the big dam which was situated some two nmiles up the valley. But the
engi neers had reckoned wi thout the sudden popularity of Powertown

It had becone the rage as a summer and winter resort, due to the attractiveness of the

surroundi ng | akes, and as a result, Powertown had spread down on the floor of the valley until nost
of the business section was in the path of a flood of any major proportions

Persons in the streets | ooked frightened. A good part of the population had fled to the
surroundi ng nountains. Since it appeared that the darn was not in inmmnent danger of collapse, sone
of the fugitives were returning

In the new, resplendent Minicipal Ofice Building, which was another nane for city hall, the
mayor, the city council and other inportant citizens were conferring. Their faces were heavy.
"It's terrible," said H s Honor, Mayor Leland R cketts

"It's damed nysterious," said the head of the council. "The damthat broke this afternoon was
supposed to be absolutely safe. The engineers said it was proof even agai nst an earthquake."

"It was no earthquake," snapped Mayor R cketts

"But the earth noved," retorted the other. "W all felt it. Didn't the shock break w ndows al

over town?"

The city attorney put in, "Wiat about the two engi neers whomthe council hired to | earn what was
causi ng these weird shocks? This afternoon was not the first shock. What about the two engi neers?"
The mayor pounded with his gavel for silence

"My friends and fellow citizens," he said heavily, "I called this nmeeting in the face of an
energency and a nystery. You all know there have been previ ous shocks such as the one this
afternoon, al though none of the others resulted in as nmuch damage. These shocks began three weeks



ago, and have continued alnost daily, resulting in |landslides which have buried roads, broken water
mai ns, and otherw se proved a nenace to the sterling citizens of this city who - "

"This is no time for a political speech," whispered the city attorney. "Get down to brass

tacks."

The mayor frowned

"The city council voted to call in engineers to ascertain what was wong," he said. "W did so
hiring two very fanpus geol ogi sts. During the past few days, these two geol ogi sts have been goi ng
around in the mountains with their instrunments."

"What did they find out?" sone one asked

"They must have | earned sonething," said the mayor. "We do not know what it is, however."

"I's this a riddl e?" queried the city attorney.

"Quiet, please," requested the mayor. "| have called this nmeeting to informthe city council that
sonet hi ng has happened to our two engineers.”

"What ?" several voices chorused

"That is what | want to show you," said his honor

He signaled with a hand, and white-clad hospital internes entered the hall, |eading two men who
acted as if they were dead, yet alive

These two nmen coul d not wal k al one. The internes had to Iift each man's foot and advance it with
every step. Both men were very pale; and when one's nmouth fell open, he seened unable to close it
wi t hout assistance fromone of the white clad escort. The nasklike rigidity of their features was
horrible, and a mutter of wonder went up fromthe assenbled city fathers

"What ails thenP" demanded the city attorney

"That", said his honor, "is what we would like to know. They haven't been able to find out at our
new hospital."

"How | ong have they been this way?" the city attorney gul ped

"Since yesterday. They were found wandering in the nountains."

THERE was much buzzi ng conversation, and a crowd gathered about the two weirdly afflicted

engi neers to exam ne them curiously. C ose inspection of the two victins had the effect of giving
every one a case of jitters

The mayor banged order with his gavel

"None of this nust get into the newspapers,” he said warningly.

"No publicity, above all things!" enphatically agreed a man who owned the city's two | eading
hotels. "People will stop coming to Powertown."

"It mght be well if they did," snapped the city attorney. "If the big dambreaks, it'll w pe out
hal f the town, including the resort section."”
"No, no!" insisted the hotel owner. "There is no danger."

"The devil there isn't!" retorted the other. "You're thinking of your pocketbook, and not of the
lives endangered. "

"l resent that!" yelled the other

The mayor's gavel pounded down noisily.

"We are losing sight of our objective!" he bell owed.

"What obj ective?" demanded the city attorney.

"The solution of the nmystery behind this," said his honor. "W know there is sonmething terrible
going on. That it is no natural phenonmenon, such as earthquakes, we know, because of what happened
to our two engineers. They nust have stunbl ed upon sonething. Wat it was, we don't know, because
they cannot tal k. Sonething horrible has happened to them"

"Have you got a plan, or are you just talking?" asked the city attorney.

"l have a plan," replied the mayor. "W should have thought of it before. There is a man who

makes a career of hel ping other people out of trouble. He is a very remarkable man, from what

hear, and just the fell ow we need."

The city attorney frowned, then nodded to hinself

"A very renmarkabl e man whose career is getting others out of jans," he said. "That description
suggests a name. But if it is the same fellow | amthinking of, what makes you think he will come up

here. That man is big tine. He nakes kingdons and things like that. |'ve read about himin the
newspapers. "
"What' Il it cost?" asked the man who owned the hotels

"This man does not work for noney," said the mayor

"Now | know we're thinking about the same fellow, " observed the city attorney. "Doc Savage?"

"Doc Savage is the man," agreed Mayor Leland Ricketts

THERE was no great excitenment at nention of Doc Savage - perhaps due to the fact that these were

all staid businessnen. Several nodded, however, and there was a nurnur of conversation

It seened that all of them had heard of Doc Savage

The mayor banged the neeting into parlianmentary session, and it was formally decided to appeal to
Doc Savage for assistance in solving the nystery of the violent earth convulsions in the vicinity of
Powertown, to say nothing of the strange affliction which had overcone the two hired engineers

Hi s honor, the nayor, agreed upon as being the npst convincing talker in town, was del egated the



job of getting in touch with Doc Savage. It was decided to do this by |ong-distance tel ephone. But
there a hitch occurred.

The weird earth shock had caused breakage of the tel ephone wires, which were carried, in the
nmodern manner, in a conduit underground. The tel ephone conpany advi sed repairs would soon be

conpl et ed.

Waiting, the city fathers engaged in nore conversation.

"Queer roaring noises have been reported as heard in the nountains near by," said the city
attorney. "It is my opinion that these have sonething to do with the earth convul sions."

" Opi ni on based on what?" queried his honor.

"On logic," snapped the other. "The roarings are queer. So are the earth shakings, earthquakes,

or whatever they are."

"They are not earthquakes," sonme one pointed out |loudly. "Seisnpbgraphs in other States do not

regi ster them An earthquake woul d register. These don't."

THE conversation was |apsing into a rehashing of the situation, with no new angl es bei ng brought
out. H's honor tried the tel ephone again, and was i nforned that an hour or nore might el apse before
the | ong-distance wires were repaired. Mre than one break had been found.

The hospital internes had gone with the two queerly afflicted engineers. Men w th urgent business
to attend to began drifting out of the hall.

The Municipal Ofice Building was a large structure, and flanking it at the rear was one of the
town's nunerous hotels. This hostelry was neither |large nor pretentious. There was a courtyard
between it and the Miunicipal Ofice Building. No one ever frequented this court.

Possi bly the deserted court was the reason why a tiny wire, stretching froma hotel w ndow to the
roof of the Municipal Ofice Building, had escaped di scovery. However, it was a very fine wire, no
larger than a hair.

Shades were drawn over the hotel w ndow into which the wire led. They were thick shades, and it
was gloony in the room It would have taxed an observer to catch nore than a faint glint of I|ight
froma tel ephonic headset as it was renoved froma head and deposited on the fl oor.

The headset, with an anplifier box near by, the wire across the court, and a m crophone cleverly
conceal ed inside the municipal building conprised a very nodern eavesdroppi ng devi ce.

The secret listener to the conference in the Municipal Ofice Building nowleft the hotel room

wal ked bol dly through the hotel |obby and out into the afternoon sunlight.

It was the young wonan who had trailed and captured Dove Zachi es. She was smiling, unconcerned,

as she made her way to the tel ephone office and tried to get |ong-distance connections to New York.
The wires were still out.

The young worman nmade her way to a small private garage on the outskirts of Powertown. She

entered, |ocked the door behind her, and opened the runble seat of the |arge coupé which the garage
hel d. She brought out boxes and wi res, began to hook themtogether and set them up.

It was a radio tel ephone set, one in which portability had been sacrificed sonewhat for power.

She began cal ling, "Mear, Mear, Mear!" repeatedly, until a thin, dry-sounding voice answered.

"This is V. Venable Mear speaking," the voice said. "I amin New York."

"Retta Kenn reporting," said the young woman. "l have seized Dove Zachies and his usual shadow,
Stupe Davin - "

"Why did you not use the tel ephone?" denanded the sonewhat creaking voice of V. Venable Mear.
"Wres out," said the girl. "I left Zachies bound securely and gagged at the cabin of a man naned
Fl agl er D Aughtell, along with a man who seens to be Mort Collins, the assistant of D Aughtell.
Stupe Davin | left in the heavy bushes by the road near the cabin - "

"What was Dove Zachies doing at D Aughtell's cabin?" V. Venable Mear demanded sharply.

"Looki ng" said the girl. "Just |ooking around, as far as | could tell."

"W will take care of this Zachies matter later," advised Mear. "Wat el se have you | earned?”

"l just tuned in on the city fathers," reported the young woman. "They are puzzled and worried."
""That is not news," snorted Mear.

"But this is," informed Retta Kenn. "They are going to call on Doc Savage to solve the nystery."
"What!" expl oded V. Venable Mear. "Are you sure?"

"Positively," replied the young wonman. "The tel ephone wires are down now, but as soon as they are
repaired, Doc Savage will be started on the trail of the Roar Devil and all of the rest of it."
"Ch, oh!" gasped V. Venabl e Mear.

"You said it, Retta Kenn agreed. "Wen the bronze nan -
"Who?"

"The bronze man," exclained the girl. "They call Doc Savage that. Wen he tackles this, things
are going to happen."

"Yes," V. Venabl e Mear agreed, "the Doc Savage angle is sonething new "

Chapter 1V. THE PERI L PUZZLE

DOC SAVAGE was in his office-laboratory on the eighty-sixth floor of a md-town New York City
skyscraper.

The bronze man was attired in an all-envel oping garment of gray rubberized fabric, and his head
was encased in what resenbled a diver's helnet nade of glass. Cad in this hernetically seal ed



outfit, he was manipulating retorts and stills in which chenicals boiled and precipitated, and from
whi ch cl ouds of evil-looking vapor arose. The | aboratory door was closed tightly and | ocked.

A buzzer whined a loud, shrill note. The bronze man ignored it. The vapor fromhis chem cals had
settl ed over his glass hood, and occasionally he paused to wipe it away to permt clearer vision. At
such tinmes, his features were distinguishable.

Several things were noteworthy about his visage. His skin was fine-textured and of a somewhat

uni que bronze hue. His hair, straight and fitting like a netal skullcap, was of a bronze slightly
darker than his skin. A worman woul d have call ed his face remarkably handsome. A man woul d have
noticed the tremendous sinews in his neck and the snoboth nuscul arity about his jaws.

Most striking of all, perhaps, were his eyes. They were like pools of snmall gold flakes stirred
by an uneasy, tiny wind. They were startling, conpelling eyes, and they seened never at ease.
The buzzer whined again. The bronze man | owered the heat of an electric still, then wal ked to a

large instrunment panel and threw a switch. On the panel was a square of frosted gl ass.

The frosted glass lighted up not unlike a small notion picture screen, showing a view of the
corridor in front of the elevators.

Doc Savage studi ed the screen, which nerely showed the reflection of the corridor as carried by
an arrangenment of mrrors and tubes.

Into the atnosphere of the | aboratory there cane a queer, exotic sound. It was undul ati ng, not
unmusi cal, and it ran up and down the scal e without adhering to any particular tune. It was not a
whi stle, nor yet was it a vocal noise. A listener mght have called it a trilling note, if he

t hought of any description at all.

It was the sound of Doc Savage, small unconscious thing which he nade in nonments of nental

stress.

THERE was a man in the corridor. He was on his hands and knees, and now he reached up and, with
what seened infinite difficulty, pressed the buzzer button again.

The man was sagging in a little | ake of scarlet. He coughed, and a red spray flew threw his

teeth. He was a stocky man, and he was very pale.

Doc Savage left the laboratory hurriedly. But he was careful to | ock the door behind him and
once in the library with its thousands of scientific volumes, he turned on a strong electric fan and
stood a nonent in its blast

He had been experinenting with poison gases, trying to devel op a counter-gas which woul d render

t hem harm ess, and enough of the vapors might cling to recesses of his weird garnent to kill one who
cane cl ose.

Satisfied that the fan blast had renoved any | ethal w sps, he went on into the reception room
with its furnishings of deep | eather chairs, nassive inlaid table and huge safe.

The corridor door behaved in surprising fashion as he approached it. Wiile he was still ten feet
fromit, the panel, which bore no trace of a knob or |ock, opened. It was actuated by a device which
a fairly conpetent electrician could have explained - an el ectroscope equi pped with contacts and
wired to relays and a hidden lock in the door. A bit of radioactive netal which the bronze nman
carried actuated the device.

The man in the corridor was disclosed. The fellow still crouched on all fours. He | ooked up. H's
eyes were unnaturally bright.

Doc Savage made no nove to pass through the door. He stood well within the reception room and

his flaked-gold eyes roved. Most of their attention centered on the red pool on the floor. Wen he
spoke, it was with a voice of quiet, controlled power, and his tone showed no enoti on whatever. He
m ght have been commenting on the ordinary weather.

"Red ink does not nake an altogether convincing substitute for blood," he said.

The effect of that statement on the man on the corridor floor was instant and violent. He jerked
back on his haunches. Hi s hand, which had been near his coat, dived under that garnent and canme out
with a blue revol ver.

The fellow had skill with guns. H's weapon |ipped flame and powder noi se when hardly clear of his
coat. He canme erect shooting with quick precision. H's gun was a type which held five cartridges. He
fired four of them Then he stopped. H's eyes seemed about to pop out of his head.

Doc Savage had not noved, nor showed any such surprise as m ght have been expected. Nor had he
been har med.

The bullets had stopped in md-air in front of him Three had flattened and bounced to the
corridor floor. The fourth hung suspended, and fromit radiated a spider web desi gn which showed
what had happened. There was a barrier of thick bulletproof plate glass inside the door.

"HelI!'" gritted the gunman, and lunged forward as if to find a way around the protective plate.
Conpar ati ve gl oom of the reception roommade the glass wall al nbst indistinguishable, but the gun
wi el der found it with his hands, then |unged upward, hoping to find a space at the top. There was
none. He kicked the glass and cursed.

Doc Savage advanced.

The gunman, frightened now, swore, whirled and ran down the corridor.

DOC did not pursue himimediately, but spun back to the |arge table which stood before the

wi ndow. The inlaid top of this appeared innocent, but the npsaic pieces were cunning push buttons.



He t hunbed one of these.

When he whi pped back into the corridor - circling the protective barrier of glass in the proper
direction - the gunman was not in sight. He had not gone down the stairway, for that was bl ocked by
a metal gate which was kept | ocked. He nust have taken an el evator.

Doc Savage |istened. Usually, sighing noises nade by the swift-noving cables cane fromthe

el evator shafts. But now there was silence.

The bronze man ran down the stairway, let hinself through the gate and continued his descent. On
each floor, he exam ned the el evator doors and |istened.

Four stories down, he heard a banging fromone of the shafts. Sone one in a cage was beating at
the metal panels of the sliding doors. Even as the bronze man watched, the netal sheet bent, tore
| oose.

A fist of unbelievabl e hugeness delivered the panel a few nore bl ows, then grasped the netal and
tore it aside. A man craw ed out of the el evator cage, which had stopped bel ow center, so that the
safety trip prevented the doors being opened.

The man woul d have wei ghed in excess of two hundred and fifty pounds, and yet sonehow nanaged to
seem gaunt. He had a | ong face which bore an expression of puritanical gloom He |ooked at Doc
Savage and seened sad to the point of tears.

"What's goi ng on?" he demanded in a voice sonmething akin to the runble of a disturbed bear in his
den.

"Gentleman tried to shoot nme, Renny," Doc Savage told himquietly. "He fled in an el evator. |
pressed the button which cuts the current off all the elevator cages, stopping them and now | am
hunting the car which has the gunman in it."

"Holy cow " Renny booned gl oomily.

"Renny" was Col onel John Renwi ck, worl d-fanpus engi neer, one of Doc Savage's five assistants.
Renny's expression, as he foll owed Doc Savage down the stairway, was that of a man going to the
funeral of his best friend. But it was a peculiar characteristic of Renny's that, the nore gl oony he
| ooked, the nore pleased he was with events.

Ni ne floors down, Doc stopped.

"Listen!" he said.

Miffl ed profanity was coming out of an elevator shaft. It was the voice of the gun wi el der.
"FORTUNATELY, the current went off when his cage was between floors,"” Doc Savage said. "He was
trapped. "

The sliding doors into the elevator shafts could be opened by a nmetal hook of a device, one of

whi ch was kept in a niche on each floor. Doc Savage got the doors apart. They coul d | ook down upon
the grating which formed a part of the cage roof.

" Anaest hetic gas," Renny runbled, and produced from an underarm hol ster a weapon whi ch resenbl ed
an overgrown automatic pistol, fitted wwth a drum nmagazine. It was really a nmachine pistol capable
of a tremendous rate of fire, a product of Doc Savage's inventive skill.

The pistol was carried under Renny's left arm and under the right was a padded case which held
extra amunition drunms, painted in various colors. Renny selected one marked with green paint.
"This one has slugs charged with a gas that'll make hi munconscious for about half an hour," he
booned grimy.

He ained at the grilled cage top. The machine pistol made a sound like a gigantic bullfiddle.
Twenty mnutes |later, they had the stocky woul d-be killer in the eighty-sixth floor study, and
wer e wat ching himgive signs of returning consciousness.

"Not a thing in his pockets," Renny runbled. "You say you never saw the guy before, Doc? | know
bl amed well | never saw him Wy should he try to kill you?"

"That," Doc Savage replied, "is what we will try to find out."

The bronze man had brought fromthe | aboratory an apparatus similar in appearance to those

enpl oyed in hospitals for the adm nistration of anaesthetics. Now, before the gunman entirely
regai ned consci ousness, he fitted the face piece upon the fellow s features and tuned various val ves
on the supply tanks.

Renny had seen the procedure before, and knew what it neant.

"Truth serum"” he said.

"Admini stered in vaporized form" Doc Savage agreed. "The stuff seenms to be nore dependable, if
used in that manner."

The stocky man did not regain consciousness, in the true sense of the word. He nmerely passed from
the influence of the anaesthetic and came under the spell of the serum

Doc Savage began to put questions. Sonme of the replies were coherent; others not entirely clear.
"Why did you try to kill ne?" Doc denmanded.

"Ten grand," the man nmunbled. "Half of it in advance."

"H red," Renny booned. "And he got a good price, too. Only he didn't get away with it."

"Who hired you?" Doc asked.

"Tel ephone, " the nman droned, his true consciousness unaware of what he was doing. "Mney - letter
- nmy mail box."

"Who hired you?" Doc persisted.



"Roar Devil, they call him" said the prisoner.

Renny scratched his head with an enornous finger. "This sounds scatterbrained to ne."

"Who hired you?" Doc repeated for the third tine.

The man nunbl ed sonet hing they could not understand, but finished, "Roar Devil. Nobody knows nore
about the chief than that."

AGAI N and again, Doc Savage tried to get infornmation fromtheir victim only to get a repetition
of what had been said previously. Later, there were nouthings which surprised and puzzled them
"Biggest thing - in history," the doped man ranbled. "MIlions in it - every crook in country -
whether they like it or not - police helpless."

"Sounds like a pipe dream" Renny nurnured.

When the effects of the serumbegan to wear off, Doc Savage admi ni stered nore.

"CGot to get Dove Zachies's cache," their subject ranbled. "Tie up grifters in New York - make
Zachi es see reason - Doc Savage - to be stopped."

Renny eyed Doc. "Ever hear of Dove Zachi es?"

"Crook," the bronze man replied. "Runored to be the brains behind a |arge organi zation. |'ve been
intending to give himsone attention."

Their prisoner seemed to have divulged all he knew, for his continued ranblings were only
repetitions. After a tine, he came out fromunder the influence of the drug. He shut up promptly. To
their questions, he replied with profanity.

The tel ephone rang. It was the mayor of Powertown, who had finally gotten connections over the
repai red tel ephone wires.

"We are face to face with a rather fantastic nmenace," he told Doc Savage, and went on to repeat
substantially the facts which had cone out in the conclave of the city fathers in the Minici pal

O fice Building.

"W need the assistance of a man of your ability," his honor finished.

"Have you heard any nmention of an individual or thing called the Roar Devil in connection with
these nysterious earth trenors?" Doc asked.

"No," said the mayor. "But | told you of the roaring sounds. They are very strange."

"You want ne to investigate this?" Doc asked.

"Exactly!"

"One of ny five associates, Colonel John Renwick, will be in Powertown within a few hours,"” Doc
Savage sai d.

The mayor nmurmured, "But it mght be better if you came personally - "

"Later," Doc advised. "Colonel Renwick is one of the world's |eading engineers. You can depend on
him"

The bronze man hung up.

Renny studi ed Doc gloomly. "How come?"

"You will go to Powertown," Doc told him "I will remain in New York, at least for atime, to see
what turns up on this other natter." He nodded at the stocky nman who had tried to kill him
"You think this fellowtried to kill you to keep you fromlooking into the nystery at Powertown?"

Renny demanded.

"Entirely possible," Doc told him

RENNY nade preparations for his departure. In the midst of them he paused and indicated their
prisoner, who was now entirely out fromunder the effects of the truth serum

"What about this fellow?" Renny asked. "W've got all we can out of him Wat'll we do with
hi n?"

"The thing we usually do with crooks," Doc said, "send themupstate."

Renny said, "I'mgoing to fly up to Powertown."

"Good luck," Doc told him

Chapter V. RENNY AND THE S| REN

RENNY arrived in Powertown in a snall, fast plane. He handled the controls hinself. The Powertown
Muni ci pal Airport was nodern and |ighted, so that there was no difficulty about |anding, although it
was wel | after sundown.

A taxicab took Renny directly to the Minicipal Ofice Building.

Renny seened to nmake quite a favorable Inpression on the assenbled | eaders of the town. As a
matter of fact, he was a commandi ng figure, and an interesting one. H s enornobus hands were
especially striking. And he could make a speech as effective as the mayor's.

In a businesslike session, Renny was furnished with all the information available. It was not
substantially greater than what had been told over the tel ephone.

The two nysteriously afflicted engineers were brought in on stretchers. Renny exam ned them Such
things were not his specialty. He was conpletely baffl ed.

"This is sonmething for Doc Savage," he said. "My job is to exam ne those dans and | earn whet her
they are in i medi ate danger of collapsing. Too, those strange roaring noises interest ne."

Renny requested an aérial photographic nmap of the regi on about Powertown. Sone one went for it.
During the wait, there was nore conversation.

Because he wanted to think, Renny drew aside, seated hinself in a deep chair, |eaned back and



fixed his eyes on the ceiling. Al nost at once, he saw sonething. He did not realize imediately its
si gni fi cance

At first, he m stook what he had seen for a cobweb with light shining on it. Then he realized it
was far too long and straight for a cobweb. Too, there were a pair of the tiny threads

Wres! It was only the artificial |ights and Renny's excell ent eyesight which had led to their

di scovery. Renny got up and pretended to wal k around the conference hall while he exam ned the
wires. They led fromthe huge, ornate chandelier in the center of the roomto a wi ndow at the rear
Renny took up a position near the door and rapped a table loudly until he had attention

"Did you know soneone is eavesdropping on you with a dictograph device?" he demanded | oudly, and
poi nted out the wires

There was sone excitenent. In the mddle of it, Renny ducked out, ran around the bl ock and
conceal ed hinsel f behind a parked car. He knew the wires nmust run into sone building at the rear of
the hall, and if there was an eavesdropper, the individual would be fairly certain to take flight
Renny did not have long to wait

A young worman cane out of a small hotel directly back of the Municipal Ofice Building. She was
in a great hurry. She hastened down the street

Renny followed her. He did it expertly, for he was an old hand at this sort of thing. The young
woman headed toward the residential district

Once, when he drew close to the young woman, Renny was absolutely certain he heard her | aughing
to herself. It was genuine mirth, as if she enjoyed the whole thing hugely. Renny also got a better
i dea of her appearance as she passed under a street |ight. She was an athletic young wonan, rather
nmore than ordinarily attractive. Her frock | ooked expensive, and she affected a cl ose mascul i ne cut
of her dark hair

Renny's quarry entered a snall frane garage near the outskirts of the town. Loitering outside, he
coul d hear her voice nurnmuring, but could not catch the words

The young worman cane out of the garage so unexpectedly that she nearly caught Renny nappi ng. He
barely got behind a bush, where the shadows were thick. She wal ked of f rapidly.

Renny ran to the garage door. It was padl ocked. He waited a little - until the girl's footsteps

di ed down the street. Then he took the padlock in both his big hands and di d sonet hi ng which woul d
have amazed an onl ooker. He wrenched the |ock off, hasp and all, using only the strength of his huge
hands. Fortunately, the screws holding the | ock had not been too |arge

I nside the garage, Renny found a coupé. In the runble seat conpartnent of this was a portable
radio transmtter-and-receiver. The tubes were still quite hot

BY a conbination of good luck and fast running, Renny nanaged to overhaul the young wonman. He

sl ackened his pace the instant he caught sight of her ahead, and trailed her

The nysterious young wonman headed directly into the nmountains. The rugged country around

Power t own had never been suited to cultivation, so it was alnpbst entirely woodl and. The girl was
evidently using a conpass, the dial of which she occasionally illumnated with a flashlight

An hour | ater, Renny could see the great, noon brightened mrror of Powertown's enornous main
reservoir off to the left, and the young wonan ahead was going as strongly as ever. She was
followi ng a ridge

They passed the site of the dam which had burst the previous afternoon. On the floor of the
val | ey, occasional |ights noved. These were undoubtedly searching-parties in quest of flood
victins.

The noon di sappeared and a haze obscured the stars, resulting in rather intense darkness. Renny
experienced no little difficulty in trailing the girl silently

The young worman cane finally to a little-used nmountain road. At the side of this stood a gray
sedan. She wal ked boldly into bushes near by, and seermed surprised at not finding sonmething there
She drew a small automatic fromher frock and becane nore alert. Renny got close enough to hear
her when she spoke disgustedly to herself

"Sol" she snapped. "Sone one found Stupe Davin and noved him"

She used her flashlight cautiously, apparently |ooking for footprints

"He was noved, all right," she announced to herself. "He would be still asleep fromthat drug
gave him"

She sounded rather cheerful about it, as if sonme one had just scored against her in a pleasantly
exciting gane.

She left the car and continued on through the thick, rugged woodl and

RENNY first saw the cabin when it sprang out, a darksome sepul chre of logs, in the glow of the
girls flashlight. She nust have stood still for some tinme and |istened, for she had halted, and
Renny had halted al so, and had waited so long that he had feared he had | ost his quarry.

The girl entered the cabin boldly. Renny darted forward. He coul d nanage great silence for one of
his bul k. He watched the girl through griny w ndows. She roved her flashlight beam as if |ooking
for something or some one, and entered the room which had been a | aboratory.

Renny pronptly scuttled into the outer room He lifted several books and stood them on end across
the floor. Then he took up a position to one side

In the other room the girl said disgustedly, "It looks as if | did an afternoon's work for



not hi ng. "

Then she canme back through the door. She did not cast the flash beamon the floor. Her foot hit
the first book. It upset, hit the next book, and the whole string of themtoppled over with a
pattering sound.

Startled, the girl |eaped backward. Renny was noving forward on his toes. Hs, long arnms gathered
her in. H's big right hand cl anped over her gun.

She surprised him He had fought nmen, nore tinmes than he could remenber. Few of them had equal ed
this girl. She nmust have been an avid exponent of physical culture. She knew something of jujitsu,
too. She kicked himand hit himwth terrific force. They were both on the floor before Renny got
the gun, and that was sonething he woul d never brag about, because he considered his own strength by
no neans ordinary.

"Holy cowl " Renny puffed, and got to his feet. "Talk about your wildcats!"

The girl was up like a shot and nearly denonstrated she could outrun him He caught her fifty
yards fromthe cabin. She knocked him down once, beautifully, something he would have sworn no woman
could do. He got her down on her face and held her there, a big hand pinned agai nst the back of her
neck.

"What' d you conme up here | ooking for?" he demanded. "Wy were you eavesdroppi ng on that neeting
in Powertown?"

"Nuts to you!" said the fem nine fire-eater.

"We'll go back to the cabin," Renny said. "W got lots to talk about."

The trip back to the cabin was one he did not soon forget. He tied her wists with his

handker chi ef. She broke the bonds and gave him a narvel ous bl ack eye. It ended by his grabbing her
hair with one big hand and hol ding her out as far as he could and marchi ng her along. Even then, she
managed to kick much of the hide off his shins.

"What a woman!" he said, not without admration, as they entered the cabin. "I didn't think they
canme |ike you."

Three men canme out of the darkness within the cabin and pointed guns at Renny and the girl.

RENNY was no fool. He runbl ed savagely, released the girl and lifted his arns.

"You big tranp!" said the girl, and ainmed a swing at his good eye. He ducked, took the blow on
the forehead and | ooked stunned.

"Cut, Mss Kenn," said one of the gunmen. "We'll handl e himnow "

The girl glared at them

"l don't know you!" she snapped.

"You're Retta Kenn, are you not?" asked the spokesnman of the gun-holding trio.

"Yes." She scowl ed. "But | never saw you before."

The other shrugged. "Such is fame."

The girl planted small fists on her hips. She was very nmad, but she seermed to be enjoying

hersel f, regardl ess.

"What cones next?" she demanded.

"You can go back to Powertown and continue your good work," she was inforned.

She seened surprised. "Just who are you, anyway?"

"Friends of yours," grunted the other. "Ain't you wise to that, yet?"

Retta Kenn gasped, "You nean you work for - "

"Eh-heh!" The man held up a warning finger. "No nanes, sweetness. You just skip-back to
Powertown. W'l handle the rest of this. You' ve done a good night's work."

The girl, |ooked very puzzled. Then she left the cabin.

"Fol | ow her," the spokesman ordered one of his men. "See that nobody bothers her, and that she
gets back to Powertown."

The men sidled out furtively after the pugilistic young woman.

Renny was searched - and relieved of his machine pistol, the druns of cartridges, a heavy-bl aded
pocket knife, and somewhat over a thousand dollars in currency which he had brought along for
expense noney.

"You guys in Doc Savage's crowd really carry pocket change, don't you?" queried the spokesman.
Renny studied the fellow. He was confident he had never seen the individual before. The fell ow
was | ean, neatly dressed and snmoothly shaven. H's nails were manicured. He wore neat, netal-ri nmred
spectacl es. He | ooked like a conservative busi nessman.

"Are we supposed to be acquai nted?" Renny demanded.

The other made a gesture of throw ng things off his shoul ders.

"Indirectly, perhaps," he said. "If we consider acquaintanceship in the category of the tangible
and the certain march of circunstances, rather than a concrete expression of - "

"You sound like a guy I know," Renny grow ed. "Nobody understands hi mwhen he tal ks."

"You nmean the estimable WIliam Harper Little-john, better known as Johnny?" queried the other.
"To tell the truth, we rather expected Doc Savage instead of you. Johnny is the geol ogist, you
know. "

"So your crowd sent that guy to shoot Doc in New York?" Renny hazarded.

The neatly clad man smled and adjusted his spectacles. He did not answer the question directly.



"By the way, what becane of the, ah - messenger of death?" he queried

Renny | ooked very gloony. "You won't see himagain."

Then sonet hi ng happened whi ch caused Renny's hair to all but stand on end. Like an echo to his

gl ooy prediction about the New York killer's fate, |like a nonster aroused and enraged by the
statenment, the earth gave a viol ent shake

RENNY was not a nan easily scared. Yet he felt as if ice were in his blood. Not because the earth
shook. Because of the other thing that happened - the uncanny thing

The trenbling of the cabin shook books off the shelves, and when they hit the floor there was
absolutely no sound. Renny was so stunned by that phenonmenon that he opened his nouth and swore. He
did not hear hinself

Renny stanped his feet. He could not hear that. He yelled. He did not hear his own voice. He did
feel the tickle as his vocal cords vibrated, and got a vibration against his eardrunms, which he
hi msel f coul d understand

It was incredible. All sound had ceased. It was inpossible to make a noise

Renny decided to try again, and opened his nmouth and let out his best roar. In the mddle of the
bawl the weird spell suddenly ended, with the result that Renny all but deafened hinself with his
own howing. He fell silent and | ooked bl ank

Al of his captors |aughed

"That guy woul d nmake a good understudy to the Roar Devil," one of themsaid

"Roar Devil!" Renny blinked. "Just what is this Roar Devil ?"

The neat man smled grimMy. "Just what does the nanme suggest to you?"

"Don't be funny!" Renny runbl ed

"Power!" snapped the other. "That's what it suggests. And very fittingly, too, | will add. Power
such as no man has dreaned! And wealth. Infinite wealth! O her people's wealth, it is true. But as
Bobby Burns did not say, 'wealth is wealth, for a' that.'"

"This don't make sense," Renny grunbl ed

"Ch, yes it does, if you only knew, " chuckled the other. "It nakes very good sense. You have just
felt the Roar Devil at work, taking the final steps that will crown himenperor of his realm O let
us hope they crown him"

"“1"11 crown sonebody before |'mthrough with this nutty business!" Renny pronised. "Say, was that
girl working for this Roar Devil ?"

The neat nman snirked. "Don't you ever draw conclusions fromwhat you see?"

"Was she?" Renny denmanded

"You will put your hands behind you," directed the other. "We are going to tie themthere."

Renny conplied. It would have been insanity not to obey. They had their guns cocked

"Did you," he was asked as he was being tied, "ever hear of Dove of Peace Zachies, or Dove
Zachies, as he is called?"

Renny scow ed. "Yeah."

"Has Doc Savage heard of hinP"

"Yeah," Renny admitted. He was now bound tightly

"Excellent," said the neat man. "Let us hope Doc Savage is still in his New York headquarters

The Roar Devil now has business with him"

Chapter VI. A N GHT FOR TRADI NG

THE smal |, plunp, innocent-looking man with the gray beard stood in the doorway of Doc Savage's
skyscraper headquarters. H's hat was in his hand; he | ooked very neek

"l am Dove Zachies," he said. "May | cone in?"

Doc Savage showed no surprise as he noved the barrier of bulletproof plate glass aside and |et
Dove Zachies into the reception room

"l have seen men who | ooked | ess |ike crooks,” the bronze man said

Zachi es was cheerful and frank

"l know better than to try to deceive you," he said. "I ama crimnal in the eyes of the |aw,
yes. But | have nmy own code of honor. | snuggle on a large scale, yes. | think tariffs are too high
I was in the liquor business during prohibition days. | did not believe in prohibition. | snuggle

aliens. This is a free country, and why keep some out and |l et others in?"

"Did you cone up here to argue about that?" Doc asked, without enotion

Zachi es shook his head sol emmly.

"l came to ask your help," he announced

"My hel p?"

"Not for nyself," Zachies denied hastily. "I ask your help for the Anerican public. Perhaps for
the world."

"That sounds sonmewhat nel odranatic,”" Doc Savage suggested

Zachi es becanme earnest, tw sting his expensive hat in his hands

"Have you heard of the Roar Devil ?" he asked

Doc Savage did not answer inmediately, but noved over behind the nassive inlaid table and seated
hinmsel f. Wth seem ng absent-nmi ndedness, he rested a finger tip on the exquisite nosaic of the table
t op.



"The Roar Devil," he said, "has already nmade one attenpt to kill me."

Zachi es dropped his hat, and his rather characterless face regi stered vast astoni shrment.

"Then the Roar Devil has marked you for death!" he exclainmed. "He nust have realized you were in
his path!"

"H's path to what?" Doc asked.

"Some mammoth crime," Dove Zachies replied.

"l do not know what, and | hope you will believe ne, even if that does sound strange."

Doc Savage tapped an inlay in the table top with the tip of a tendon-w apped forefinger. H's

fl ake-gol d eyes were steady on his visitor.

"Just what sent you to ne?" he asked. "It was not a love of hunmanity, entirely."
Zachi es managed to | ook injured, but he nodded.
"True," he said. "The Roar Devil asked me to nerge ny, ah - organization with his own. | refused.

Now he is trying to kill ne."

"You net the Roar Devil ?" Doc asked sharply.

"l did not," Zachies denied. "He was only a voice over the tel ephone. A singing voice."

"Si ngi ng voi ce?"

"Exactly, M. Savage. And | can assure you that the singing of words will conpletely disguise a
voice. It did this one, at any rate."

"Have you any concrete assistance to offer?" Doc asked.

"l certainly have. The Roar Devil is now haunting the nountains around Powertown, in upstate New
York. "

"How do you know t hat ?"

Zachi es | eaned forward wearing an expression of intense seriousness.

"This Roar Devil is a nonster who can do weird things, M. Savage. He bragged, when trying to
enlist ny aid, that he could destroy whole sections of the earth's surface. He said he would
dermonstrate on a small scale by shaking the earth around Powertown, so that the |arge dans there
woul d be destroyed. He is doing that now, to inpress ne with his power. He is causing mllions in
danage and taking many lives, just to show me what he can do. Now | ask you, does that not make this
Roar Devil a nonster?"

DOC SAVAGE asked, "Have you investigated the situation at Powertown?"

"l have," Zachies said pronmptly. "I was up there today - | nmean, yesterday. | and ny secretary -
bodyguard, | should say - were captured by a very unusual young wonman nanmed Retta Kenn, who | am
positive is one of the Roar Devil's gang.

"Retta Kenn | eft us, probably while she went for nore of the Roar Devil's nmen, or to tell her

chi ef she had taken us. But some of my men, who had followed us, found us and rel eased us. | was
scared, let me tell you. | canme directly to you."

Doc Savage said nothing for some nonments. H's forefinger absently stroked and tapped the inlay in
the tabletop, as if keeping pace with his thoughts.

"Do you know anythi ng nore?" he queri ed.

"Only that | found a cabin with a young man in it who seenmed conpletely paral yzed or hypnotized
or sonething," said Zachies. "The cabin was owned by an inventor naned D Aughtell, and the young man
was D Aughtell's associate, Mt Collins. | got that information from searching the cabin. | think
the Roar Devil has seized D Aughtell and worked one of his spells on Mort Collins."

"What makes you think that?"

"The Roar Devil told ne he could make a man into a living dead person. That describes Mort
Collins's condition."

Doc Savage worried the tabletop with his finger.

"You say the Roar Devil has a singing manner of disguising his speech?"

"Exactly, M. Savage."

Doc gave the table several sharp taps.

"What about your cache, Zachi es?" he denanded.

Zachi es's nmouth canme widely open. He kept it open until he had put a long, pale cigar init.

"l don't get you," he said.

"I's the Roar Devil not after your cache?" Doc asked.

"How coul d he be," Zachies said pronptly. "I haven't got a cache. | don't even know what a cache
is."

"A place where things are hidden," Doc supplied.

"l have not hi ng hidden," Zachies insisted.

Doc Savage studi ed him The bronze man had been enpl oying the information secured fromthe fell ow
who had tried to shoot him while the latter was under the influence of the truth serum

"l gather you are already after the Roar Devil," Zachies said at |ast.

"Right." Doc told him

Zachies turned to the door. "Then | shall go." He paused to toss a card on the inlaid table.
"There is ny address. If you need the help of nyself or any of ny, ah - gang, just call on us."
"Thank you," Doc Savage said with just a trace of dryness, and escorted Zachies to the

el evators.



IT was with considerable haste that the bronze man returned to the reception room He went
directly to the inlaid table and tapped on the particular bit of the inlay which he had been
fingering previously.

A tel egraph sounder clicked in response to the depressing of the inlay. But it did the clicking
many stories below, in the basenent of the skyscraper. The tel egraph sounder was nounted in a
resonator in Doc Savage's basenent garage.

Two nmen were listening to the sounder, and fromtheir expressions, it was evident both understood
t he code.

I n appearance, these nmen differed about as rmuch as two individuals could. One was a great, hairy
fell ow who came near bearing nore resenblance to a bull ape than to a human being. He had
practically no forehead, and a nmouth which all but reached fromear to ear. He needed a shave, and
his clothing | ooked |ike that of a tranp.

The other man was sl ender, |ean-waisted, and his clothing was the ultimate in sartorial
perfection. He carried a slender black cane. "Ma-n i-s |-e-a-v-i-n-g n-o-w," translated the

dapperly clad man, listening to the sounder. "F-o0-1-1-0-w h-i-m"
"You don't hafta read that to ne, Ham" conpl ained the apish man, in a small voice that m ght
have belonged to a child. "I learned to tel egraph before Harvard ever heard of you."

"Shut up, you accident of nature!" the other said unkindly.

The two of themran for a car. The gorilla of a fellow swerved to one side and grabbed up an

ani mal whi ch had been asleep on a snall nound of cloth. It was a pig, an incredibly honely nmenber of
the poker famly, with long | egs, and ears that m ght have been nmeant for wings. It was by one
enornmous ear that the animal was being carried.

The dapper "Hanm' glared. "You're not taking that insect along!"

"Watch nme," said the owner of the terrible-looking hog. "And if you don't like it - swell!"

The two nen traded throat-cutting | ooks. Then the nattily attired one grew pale and gripped his
cane with both hands, separating it at the handle to disclose that it was in reality a sword cane
with a vicious-1ooking blade. He seenmed on the point of having a fit.

"Sonet hi ng you ate?" denanded the honely one.

"My coat!" Ham gurgled. "That nasty hog was sl eeping on ny new topcoat! Mnk, you put himup to
that!"

"The idea!" "Mnk" sniffed. "I think nmore of this hog than to - We better get going!"

They dived into a small coupé, Monk carrying the pig by one oversize ear. The coupé ran up an
inclined drive and out onto the street.

Anxi ously, the two nen strained eyes at the few pedestrians abroad at this hour of the norning.
It was the honely Monk who first picked up Dove Zachi es. Zachies was swinging jauntily al ong
nort hwar d.

"There he is," Mnk pointed out.

They foll owed Zachi es.

"THROWt hat hog, you!" Ham conmanded grimy, when they had covered two bl ocks.

"N x," Mnk refused. "Habeas Corpus is a bl oodhog. You know all about bl oodhounds, probably, but
1"l bet this is the first bl oodhog you ever seen -

"Ugh! " Ham choked. "You'll buy ne a new topcoat."

"Il put that in ny will," Mnk said.

The quarreling continued, and at points it reached a heat which an unknow ng observer woul d have
been sure was to result in a fight. But fireworks never quite came off. As a matter of fact, the
quarrel had been going on pretty continuously for years. The two were actually friends in their
pecul i ar way.

Ham now nentioned the nane of the archaeol ogi st and geol ogi st of Doc Savage's group - WIIliam
Harper Littlejohn.

"Where was Johnny toni ght?" he demanded.

"Spouting his big words to a bunch of tonb robbers up at the Egyptian room of the nuseum" Monk
said. "He should be due back at headquarters about now. "

Ham attenpted to kick the pig, Habeas Corpus.

"Cut that out!" Mnk gritted.

"Il cut his tail off right back of his ears, if he don't stop trying to chew on ny shoes!" Ham
snarl ed.

That quarrel lasted themuntil Dove Zachies, who had taken a taxicab, alighted fromhis hack far
upt own. Zachi es was evidently naking sure that no single cab driver should take himall the way to
where he was goi ng, because he flagged a second taxi.

That one took himup into Westchester County, where there were nmany pal atial estates. Zachies

di sm ssed the hack, walked to the entrance of an estate, one encircled by a tall stone fence, and
let hinmself through a massive iron gate.

Monk, Ham and the pig, Habeas, were close on his trail. Mnk carried a | eather hand bag which he
had taken fromthe coupé.

"We gotta get in there," Mnk decided. "Let's clinb that wall."

"Let us listen at the gate first," Ham suggest ed.



They crept forward. Wien very near the gate, they heard voices. One was Dove Zachies, and the
ot her probably the gatekeeper.
"Watch the gate closely," Dove Zachi es was saying. "Things are getting very tough. Never mind the

wall. No one can clinb over that, because there is a fancy burglar alarm- wires strung on top of
the wall, so that if any one gets near them they make a bell ring. It's the latest thing, and it
sure works."

"Nobody' Il get by ne," said a bull-like voice.

Monk and Ham wi t hdrew a safe di stance.

"Who wanted to clinb the wall?" Ham asked sarcastically.

"Nuts to you," Mink told him "How we gonna do this?"

Chapter VII. WATERLOO FOR TWO

THE two nmen pondered in deep sil ence.

"W mght," Ham suggested, "go up to the gate and pretend we had | ost our way. The guard m ght
cone out to point the correct road. Then we could gang him"

"That guy didn't sound |ike a bird who woul d accommpdat e anybody that much," Mnk retorted. "W
gotta do better than that."

There were a few clouds in the sky now. |t was very dark. Cars, noving swiftly on a distant

hi ghway, made | ong nmoani ng noi ses. The arona of spring was in the air. The pig, Habeas, grunted
softly.

"1"11 kick your gizzard out, hog," Hamgritted.

"Hah!" Monk breathed. "An ideal"

"Treat it gently," Ham advised. "It's in a strange place."

Monk ignored that, and seized Habeas. He pointed the pig's |long snout at the gate.

"Bite 'em pal!" he directed. "Go eat 'emup!"

Habeas trotted off. The night swallowed himconpletely. Then there was silence, nore of it than
Monk had expected. The cars on the distant highway seened nearer, probably because the two nen were
straining their ears in the night.

Ham said, "I m ght have known that hog -

There was a stifled gasp of pain fromthe gate. A nman stanped, cursed, gasped again in pain.

Monk and Ham gl i ded forward.

The guard was stanping around inside the estate, gritting profanity.

"Quch!" he exploded. "What is this thing? Hells bells! A hog!"

The next instant, the gate flew open. Habeas popped through, the irate guard close after him

It was doubtful if the guard ever knew what happened to him Monk's hard fist |anded against his
ear with the first sw ng. Ham caught him

"Sonme hog," Monk said.

They listened for sone mnutes. There was no sign that the scuffle had been heard by any one in
the | arge house which they coul d distinguish through the shrubbery and trees.

Monk carried the guard down the road, bound and gagged hi min businesslike fashion, left him and
returned. Ham was scratchi ng one of Habeas Corpus's big ears, but desisted hastily when he

di scovered Monk.

"l knew you'd conme to |ike that hog," Mnk decl ared.

"I was just taming him" Hamsaid. "I'mgoing to cut his head off and have himserved with fried
eggs. | want himso | can catch him"

They crept through the shrubbery. The grass was cl ose-cropped, the bushes clipped so that there
was not much danger of running into stray branches. They found an open wi ndow. Both craw ed through,
after |istening.

It was a sun room Beyond it, they found a dark living room Across that was an open, |ighted
door. They could see through it, and wi thout getting too close could hear conversation com ng
through it.

The light came froma dining room On the table stood bottles and gl asses. Seven nen were seated,
sone snoki ng.

Zachies, at the head of the table, said, "I tell you, boys, | fed this Doc Savage a sweet |ine of
bull, and he lapped it up!"

ONE of the other nen - none of them |l ooked Iike a gentlenman would care to neet in a dark alley -
said, "The bronze fellow has got the rep of being slicker than grease."

"Ch, | used a technique," Dove Zachi es chuckled. "You see, | told just enough truth to nmake it
sound right. And | gave himeverything | knew about the Roar Devil."

"You said you left out the V. Venable Mear angle," rem nded another of the nen.

"Yeah." Dove Zachies |eaned forward fiercely. "You know what |'ve deci ded?"

"What ?"

"1've decided V. Venable Mear is the Roar Devil." Zachies | eaned back and nodded vehenently.
"That girl, Retta Kenn, is obviously working for the Roar Devil. And she had a telegramfromthis V.
Venabl e Mear, directing her to grab nme. Don't that kinda make it look like the Roar Devil is V.
Venabl e Mear ?"

"Just who is V. Venable Mear, Dove?" a man queried. "I don't nake the nane."



"Darned if | know who he is," said Dove Zachies. "But we're gonna find out. Bring ne the

t el ephone directory, sonebody. Let's see if he's in there."

Sonme one interrupted, "But if V. Venable Mear is the Roar Devil, why not tell Doc Savage?"

Dove Zachi es | aughed.

"Because, if we can grab the Roar Devil, we can take over his game, see?" he pointed out. "It's
bi g. The biggest thing in history, I'mtelling you!"

"You ain't half smart," some one said, know ngly.

"Get me the tel ephone directory,"” ordered Zachi es.

A man got up and wal ked into the room where Monk and Ham stood. He did it quickly, and there was
no tinme for themto retreat. The only thing they could do was step hastily into darkened corners.
Monk, by the worst of luck, found he had taken up a position al nbst beside the tel ephone stand.
The man fromthe other room marched up to the stand, bent over it and funmbled for the directory.
Monk al nost heaved a sigh of relief. The other was not going to see him

Then the man hit Mnk in the stomach. It was a terrific blow. It would have sent nost men to the
hospital. It nmade Monk roar like a lion.

Monk hit the man who had struck him The fellow was knocked out instantly, lifted and carried
backward by the blow. He fell flat on his back in the door.

Baw ing irately, Mnk charged after him The api sh chem st scooped up a chair, and as he cane
through the lighted door, threwit at the chandelier. The lights went out in a jangling of glass, a
poppi ng of bulbs and a sizzling of blue electric flane.

Straight into the room Monk charged. He seized the table, ran it across the floor and pinned at

| east three nmen against a wall. He gave the table a final shove, which nmust have all but cut the
victims in two.

There was a man underfoot. Mnk junped up and down on him Sone one fired a gun. Mnk had gotten
a bottle off the table. He threwit at the gun flash, and was rewarded by an end-of-the world
groan.

Monk junped up and down, bawl ed wathfully, and charged wildly through the darkness in hopes of
encountering another victim A wall stopped himpainfully.

"You mssing link!" Ham shouted fromthe other room "Get out of here while you can!"

Monk nade one nore foray in the darkness, found no one, and raced after Ham They tunbl ed through
the wi ndow toget her and set out across the grounds, the pig at their heels.

"ldiot!" Hamgritted. "That was a crazy thing to do!"

"That guy hit nme in the place where | put all ny food," Mnk growl ed. "I value that spot."
"We've got information for Doc," Ham gasped. "That stuff about V. Venable Mear - "

"Bl azes!" Monk how ed. "What's this!"

"This" was the figure of a woman. She had flashed up ahead of them and was racing madly for the
gate.

THE fleeing girl cast a wild glance over her shoulder. It was doubtful if she could see nmuch in
the darkness. Only the fact that there was an electric light at the gate permtted Monk and Hamto
di scern her.

She reached the gate, whipped through, then slamed the heavy portals.

"Hey!" Monk bawl ed. "Don't do that! W're clearing out of here, too!"

The girl heard. She stopped, wheel ed, and began fighting the gate. She was trying to get it open
for them But the lock was of a spring variety which foiled her.

Behi nd them a subnachine gun enitted a ripping volley. Mnk and Ham hurl ed thensel ves flat and
began to crawl. They coul d hear slugs snarling through the surroundi ng shrubbery.

Then the bullets began digging at the stone wall and clanging on the gate. The girl did the only
safe thing. She wheel ed and fl ed.

Brilliant floodlights came on. These were |ocated along the wall, and placed so cleverly that
every square yard of the estate was |ighted.

Dove Zachies and the remmants of his gang charged forward.

"Jig's up!" Monk groaned.

Monk and Ham were both Iying in plain view, now that the lights were on. They both had nachi ne
pistols. Using themwoul d have been inviting suicide.

Dove Zachi es canme up, glaring. He had evidently faniliarized hinself with Doc Savage's

organi zation, probably from such newspaper pictures as had been printed.

"Monk and Ham they call you," he snarled. Then he waved an arm "Get that wonman!"

Men raced of f.

Ten mnutes later, they were all back.

"She got away," one inparted. "Had a car waiting down the road."

"Ahr-r-r!" muttered Dove Zachies

"Who was she, Dove?" a man queri ed.

"Retta Kenn," said Dove Zachi es.

MONK and Ham were taken into the house. The guard they had overpowered, bound and gagged was
found and rel eased. Every one sat around |istening anxiously for sone evidence that the shooting had
noved a nei ghbor to call the police. Nothing happened.



"l bought this place because it was isolated," Dove Zachies sighed. Then he canme over to Mnk and
Ham both of whom were now secured with bright new handcuffs.

"So Doc Savage didn't swallow ny line as well as | thought?" Zachies grow ed. "Just how nmuch does
Savage know?"

"l can't hear you," Mnk squeaked. "I'm ki nda deaf at tines."

That threw Dove Zachies into a spasmof rage, the violence of which puzzled Mnk, who had no way
of knowi ng as yet that Zachies had been taken in the previ ous day when Retta Kenn put over a very
good pretense of being deaf.

Zachi es put out his rather weak-1ooking jaw

"Know what |'m gonna do with you two bright boys?" he gritted.

"l ain't a mnd reader, either," Mnk advi sed.

"1'mgonna use you to persuade Doc Savage to really go to town on this Roar Devil," Zachies
advi sed.

Monk squinted small eyes at him "Yeah? How?"

"I'"mgonna call up Doc Savage and yell over the tel ephone that the Roar Devil is attackin' ny

estate here."
"Then what ?" Monk asked curiously.

"Then |'m gonna shoot you two," Zachies advised. "I'll tell Doc Savage that the Roar Devil did
it. What do you think of that? It'll nake Doc Savage real anxious to get the Roar Devil, won't it?
It'"1l stir himup, won't it?"

"It'"1l stir himup," Mnk admtted.
Dove Zachi es wal ked over and picked up the tel ephone.

Chapter VIII. THE DEAD MAN S VO CE
THE tel ephones in Doc Savage's office were connected to buzzers which had various tones. The one
whi ch sounded now was unusual Iy shrill, sonmething resenbling the prol onged squeak of a npbuse.

An extrenely tall and amazingly thin man in Doc Savage's reception roomnoved toward the
instrument. This man's appearance was rather startlingly like that of a skeleton with a very thin
coating of skin and flesh. He was Johnny.

"The communi cati on may not be of nenorabilian consequence,” he said solemly.

"I will take it," Doc Savage said.

The bronze man swung over and scooped up the tel ephone, which was one of a bank of several, all
nunber ed.

"I wish to speak with Doc Savage, please," said a voice over the wre.

Doc Savage did not change expression, but into the room for the briefest of nonents, cane the
low, exotic trilling sound which was his own peculiar characteristic, the sound which he made in
monments of mental excitemnent.

The words over the tel ephone had cone in a peculiar singing manner of delivery. And Dove Zachies
had said this was the nmethod used by the Roar Devil to disguise his speech.

"This is Doc Savage," the bronze man admitted.

There fol | omwed a pause of such duration that it seemed the voice of the Roar Devil was not going
to sound again. Then singsong words came out of the receiver.

"Pl ease do not interrupt what | have to say, and listen carefully,” directed the voice. "This is
the Roar Devil. | have your man, Renny. He is unharned, except for minor bruises. Nor will he be
harmed if you follow certain instructions."”

Doc Savage took the receiver away fromhis ear enough for the bony Johnny to hear the words.
Johnny nodded, backed away and pi cked up another instrunent, where he pronptly began trying to trace
the call.

"Dove Zachies is the man | really want," continued the Roar Devil.

THERE was a slight pause after that, as if for enphasis.

"CGet Zachies, and | will trade your man Renny for him" the Roar Devil went on. "I will know when
you have received Zachies. | have sources of infornmation. | will then get in touch with you and
arrange for the trade. Now, you will want proof that | have Renny."

There was a short silence. Then Renny's boom ng voice, angry and unm stakabl e, came out of the
receiver.

"l know about this trade he's trying to make, Doc," said Renny's roar. "Tell himto go to bl azes!
But watch your step! And don't kid yourself that this Roar Devil isn't dangerous!"

The wire rattled as the connection was broken.

Doc Savage, still holding the receiver, spun on gaunt Johnny.

"Cet it?"

Johnny said over the other tel ephone, "Thank you inmrensely," and hung up.

" Super mal agor geous, " he told Doc Savage. "Thanks to the previous arrangenents we nade with the

t el ephone conpany, we got results.”

"The call came from where?"

"Froma place in Westchester County."

Doc Savage's trilling, like the note of sone exotic tropical bird, cane out briefly. It
persisted, a delicate vibration al nost too nebulous for the ear to catch, then faded into infinity.



The bony Johnny | ooked puzzl ed. Doc expl ai ned.

"That address," said the bronze man, "lIs Dove Zachies's country estate."

"Dove Zachies - |'l|l be superamal gamated! In-deed | wll!"

Doc Savage said, "Conme on!"

A policeman stopped themonce as they drove north. He was a rookie, and the special |icense

pl ates on Doc Savage's |ean, gloony-colored roadster nmeant nothing to him he said. Making eighty
m | es an hour on a boulevard did. The |license plates neant sonething, too, after he called his
district chief. He was all apol ogies as he |l et them go.

Doc Savage and Johnny left the sonber roadster some distance fromtheir destination, walked a
hundred yards and found the coupé in which Monk and Ham had ri dden.

Johnny | ooked the car over and said, "An unpropitious onen."

Doc Savage did not comment

"There is a possibility that Dove Zachies is the Roar Devil, and trying to cover it up,"” Johnny
sai d.

"He canme to nme and said he wanted me to get the Roar Devil," Doc said. "He would hardly sic us on
hi nsel f. "

"There are ways of condoning that angle," Johnny said. "He m ght have phenagled to steer

suspi cion from hinsel f."

"It may cone out in the wash," Doc told him

The gate to Dove Zachies's pretentious estate was open.

There was a dead man inside the gate.

THE dead man sat with his back to a tree. He had both hands cl anped over his nmiddle, and the

hands were red with a redness that had | eaked through them and had soaked the man's | egs and puddl ed
bet ween t hem

A gun and a flashlight lay near the man. The gun was a Luger, and the man had a Luger hol ster
under his coat. There was also a worn place at his belt where the flashlight had dangled froma snap
and ring. There was a package of French cigarettes in the dead nman's pockets, and French cigarette
butts about the gate. Sone of the stubs had been there for days.

"Wat chman, " Doc Savage said. "Do not try to nove him They used a knife on himand he's about
ready to fall apart."”

Bright lights inside the house nade it | ook big and white. The front door was off its hinges. Two
of the front wi ndows were broken out.

There was another dead man inside the door, and he had been shot. The stitched pattern on his
soggy chest indicated a machi ne gun.

In the dining nom they found two coats hanging neatly on the back of a chair, Johnny | ooked at
them He used very small words when he spoke.

"Ham s coat," he said, and pointed at the other garment. "This one is Mnk's. Look at the manner
in which Monks is torn. They had trouble. Probably they were captured."”

Doc Savage went on through the house, opened a door, and was unexpectedly confronting the cloudy
ni ght, al though the door had opened into what had once been a kitchen. The whol e rear of the house
was gone, bl own away.

The bronze man surveyed the damage appraisingly, noting that the floor had been bl own downward in
a manner which indicated the expl osion had occurred inside the room

"Grenade," he said. "A large one."

"I"I'l be superanal gamat ed! " Johnny nade vague gestures, and fingered the nonocl e whi ch dangl ed
froma ribbon and had been stowed in the handkerchi ef pocket of his coat. "This explosion! It nust
have been heard fifteen mles away!"

He gl anced about, then indicated nunerous enpty cartridges.

"Shooting and no one heard it and gave an alarm" he said. "Ditto for the explosion. That is
strange.”

Johnny did not ordinarily speak this many sentences w thout at |east one which could not be
translated without a dictionary. Possibly that was because his big words were a form of showmanship,
and he knew better than to try to inmpress Doc Savage.

Doc Savage replied nothing, but went back into the dining room He turned off the lights.

From a pocket, the bronze nan drew a devi ce which m ght have been a mniature canera, except that
the large lens was al nost black in hue. He flicked a switch on the side of this. A faint singing
sound canme fromthe apparatus, a note which m ght have been made by a high-pitched vibrator.

Doc pointed the instrument about the room It gave off no visible Iight. But several tinmes,
objects glowed weirdly under its spell. Two stray aspirin tablets, for instance, becane small
phosphor escent spots.

Then a sentence in witing | eaped out distinctly.

DOC SAVAGE went closer to the witing with the apparatus - it was nerely a lantern for the
projecting of so-called "black light," or ultra-violet rays, of a wave length invisible to a nornal
human eye.

The witing was in secret chalk, a chal k which took advantage of the property, well known to
scientists, which many substances have of phosphorescing, or gl ow ng, when exposed to the bl ack



light. The appearance of this chalk was innocent, and it left a mark al nost inpossible to detect by
ordinary nethods. Doc Savage's aides each carried it.

The letters were big and distinctive.

"Monk's handwriting," Doc said.

The bronze man and Johnny studi ed t he words:

ZACHI ES THI NKS V. VENABLE MEAR | S ROAR DEVI L.

ALL STILL A MYSTERY.

WE GOT GLOMVED.

"He has a quaint way of saying he and Ham were taken prisoner,” Johnny said dryly. "Wnder what
happened after he wote that."

Doc Savage began going over the house with nore care. Bullets had nmade holes in the w ndows or
taken the glass out entirely. A man had bled a little lake in one room Three tinmes the bronze man
found bullets which were flattened and nutilated as if they had encountered bul | et proof vests.

The ultra-violet lantern was still in use. On the basenent floor, it unearthed another nessage:

FI REWORKS - ROAR DEVIL, | TH NK

ZACH ES GO NG KI LL US AND BLOW

There was no nore at that spot. Johnny was a tower of gloomas they continued their hunt.

Adj oi ning the cellar was a sem -basenment garage. In front of the door, as if he had been dropped
there while the door was opened - the door had been snashed - was witten:

FRYI NG PAN | NTO - ROAR DEVIL GOT US.

Johnny gasped delightedly, "So Zachies did not kill them after all. Probably he did not have
time."

Doc Savage noved into the garage.

"This seens to be a continued story," he said, and pointed.

GQowing letters cane out under the ultra-violet |anp:

ROAR DEVL OVERHEARD SAYI NG HE USED TELEPHONE RECORD W TH -

That must have been interrupted, for it was unfinished.

"What could he have been trying to say?" Johnny pondered al oud.

"Probably he was trying to tell me he had overheard enough to know that the Roar Devil enployed a
tel ephone record with Renny's voice on it when he called me to offer Renny in exchange for Dove
Zachi es," Doc Savage said.

Johnny started as if he had been kicked.

"1"1l be super - you knew that?" he expl oded.

"You have heard phonographic transcriptions played over the radio," Doc told him "There is a
certain unm stakabl e scratching made by the needle. Probably the Roar Devil did not think it would
be strong enough to detect over the tel ephone.”

On the other side of the garage was the last word from Mnk:

ZACHI ES ESCAPED.

ROAR DEVI L TAKI NG US.

I NVESTI GATE V. VENABLE MEAR

Johnny commented on the situation when they were running toward their car to go back to New York
Cty.

"It does not seemthat Dove Zachies is the Roar Devil, after all, does it?"

Doc Savage did not voice any answer.

THE t el ephone directory had it:

MEAR, V. VENABLE, cml pscyt, 1 Merving

Alley, NOth 8-4001.

Johnny absently passed his nonocle over the printed line. The nonocl e was unwearabl e, being a
magni fying gl ass of no small power. Johnny used a glass often in his profession of archeol ogist, and
carried it as a nonocle for convenience.

"That abbreviation 'cm pscyt' nust nean - "

"Crimnal psychol ogist," Doc Savage conpleted for him "That sounds interesting."

"Nunmber One Merving Alley," Johnny said. "Five minutes should see us in that section of the
metropolis."

An outsider might have m staken Merving Alley for just what its nane inplied, a dunp. It |ooked
the part, except possibly that the buildings were too cl ean, being whitewashed, and the paverment was
very sanitary. No native New Yorker would have nade the error, however.

Merving Allay was "class.” Three of the world's leading artists |lived there, sone painters of
equal inportance, and a fanmous international banker. Those ol d buildings had once been stables, but
the interiors had long since been renpdel ed at the expenditure of several mllion dollars. The
residents were persons who found thensel ves bored by the ordinary, and who had noney enough to go in
for the extraordinary.

Number One was a whitewashed box of bricks which was absolutely wi ndow ess. As far as could be
seen there was only one snmall door, and that of heavy tinbers. It was a barn door.

"How do we conduct our cami sado,"” Johnny queried. "Rush the place?"

"The gentl eman might not know we are interested in him" the bronze man remni nded. "Wy add the



information to his worries. The Chinese have a proverb: 'Wen there is rain without clouds neeting
the eye, the wisest man may get wet'"

"l see," said Johnny. "W rain on him but we don't cloud up."

It was not yet dawn. The corner street |anp was furnishing themenough light to study the square
house.

"An alley at the back," Doc rem nded.

In the alley, the bronze man drew a silk cord, a grappling hook attached to the end, and tossed

it upward after a nmonment of careful calculation. The grappling hook was collapsible, and covered
with soft rubber, so that the noise it nade scarcely reached their ears. It nust have hung over the
edge of the roof. Doc pulled, testing. It hung.

He went up.

Johnny nounted next. He found the bronze man | ooki ng down through an enornous turret of a

skyli ght. Johnny hurried over. He | ooked down.

At first it seemed that he was peering into a pool of soft flame, then his eyes accustoned

t hensel ves and he could nmake out a room done in red fromtop to bottom There was nothing but red
in the room Even the paper which lay on the great desk in the mddle of the fantastic study was
red.

Johnny drew back. A peculiar expression was on his |long, bony face. He blinked his eyes slowy.
"Strange place," he nmunbled. "Sort of a phantasmagoria in erubescence - " He trailed his voice

of f and scratched his head. He smled slightly. He was not a nman who smled often. Suddenly, he
threw back his head.

He emitted a deafening peal of |aughter and fell flat on his face.

The next instant, Doc Savage did al nbst exactly the sane thing.

Nei t her man noved after he had fallen.

Chapter | X. THE DEVILS COLLI DE

THE man | ooked agel ess. Rather, he | ooked as if he had gotten old to a point where he no | onger
showed the years. Hs skin was |ike sandpaper from which hard rubbing had erased the sand. H s eyes
had no particular color. They m ght have been little cell ophane bags with unclear water in them

He opened his nouth when he breathed, and the teeth that showed were so strong and white-I| ooking
that they were obviously artificial. Yet he was not stooped very much. Nor was his step feeble.

He had a head of anmzing bigness above the ears. It was white and hairl ess and sonmehow nmade one
think of a trenendous skull. Wen he canme into the red room the red |ight somehow gave himthe | ook
of a devil.

He said, "You two have been unconsci ous about half an hour, if that interests you."

Hi s voice was a thing of unusual beauty. It was an operatic voice.

"Thank you i mreasurably,"” said the bony Johnny.

Doc Savage sai d not hi ng.

They were seated on chairs, stout steel chairs, and they were held by handcuffs to the chairs.

Doc Savage coul d break ordinary handcuffs. He had not broken these. He had tried.

Doc and Johnny had recovered their senses sone ten minutes before.

"It is hardly necessary to explain that | did this because | found you prowling on the roof of ny
house," the agel ess man announced. "M burglar alarns, and very excellent they are, too, showed you
there."

He waited, apparently for the two nen to say sonething, but they were silent, and he rubbed his
hands together and snmiled. The skin on his hands | ooked so dry that it was strange that it did not
crackl e, seem ngly.

"There are tiny gas vents in the roof," he said. "The gas is both colorless and odorless. But |

bel i eve that you, Doc Savage, are versed enough in chemstry to have al ready guessed the nature of
the gas. You see, | recognized you the instant | came near you. Unfortunately, however, that was not
until after you were senseless." He bowed to Johnny. "You are WIliam Harper Littlejohn. | amindeed
glad to neet such a | earned nman."

Johnny gave himonly a steady stare.

The agel ess man bowed.

"I amV. Venable Mear," he said. "I presune you canme to see ne. The roof of ny house is of no use
in gaining the roofs of other houses, for it sets apart. So | presume you were on ny roof to see
ne. "

He | ooked at them expectantly as he paused, and when they did not answer, smiled, shook his head
and conti nued.

"I ndeed, | amglad to neet you," he said. "I ama man of the sciences nyself, although I have

never put ny know edge to spectacular uses. | ama crimnologist. | study crinme and crimnals. Study
them you understand, to devise nethods of conbating them"

"You, " Johnny rapped suddenly, "are the Roar Devil!"

V. Venabl e Mear smiled, rubbed his hands and seemed about to bow, when the door snapped open.

Retta Kenn cane in.

"There's the devil to pay!" she snapped. "Dove Zachies is outside with a gang. He thinks you are
the Roar Devil. He's going to get you!"



THE girl was excited, but certainly not scared. She gave the inpression of being rather delighted
about the whol e thing.

There was a gun in V. Venable Mear's hand. Just how it had gotten there was a nystery. He was
very fast.

"Tell me about it," he suggested, as if there was all the time in the world.

"I went to Dove Zachies's place in Westchester to pick up his trail, as you directed,"” said Retta
Kenn. "I saw Dove Zachi es sei ze Doc Savage's two nmen, Monk and Ham | saw the Roar Devil's nen
attack Zachies and drive himaway and capture Mnk and Ham"

"Did you see the Roar Devil?" V. Venabl e Mear denmanded.

"No, " She shook her head. "He was not with his men. | overheard enough to know that. Then Zachies
escaped, and | trailed himand | earned he was comng here. | tried to beat him H's men were getting
out of cars at the corner as | entered the house."

"You should have called nme for orders," snapped Mear.

"Why?" countered the girl.

"Because | woul d have had you follow the Roar Devil's nen," Mear infornmed her.

"You told ne you wanted Dove Zachies."

"My client wants Zachies," corrected V. Venable Mear. "I have taken a personal interest in this
affair. For that reason, | want the Roar Devil."

"I'mno mnd reader," said the girl.

V. Venabl e Mear rubbed his hands together. No sound had as yet cone fromthe street door.

Mear turned on Doc Savage suddenly.

"Can you tal k?" he asked.

"On occasion," Doc Savage admitted, wi thout enotion.

"Who is the Roar Devil?" Mear demanded.

Doc Savage nade no answer.

"What is he after?" Mear persisted.

Doc returned himsilence.

Mear sighed. "I fear | do not have a trustworthy face. It nust be ny age. It is hard for an old
man to | ook honest."

The girl said dryly, "And while we stand here singing songs, our enem es gather w thout. Brother,
you' d better look in your hat for rabbits."

V. Venabl e Mear gave no indication of having heard her. He | ooked at Doc.

"You think I'ma crook, don't you?" he demanded. "An old shyster with a lot of words - Isn't that
what you thi nk?"

"You know what the Roar Devil is after, don't you?" Doc Savage asked.

"l do," said V. Venable Mear.

"You know why he and Dove Zachies are fighting," Doc asked.

"l do," admitted Mear.

"And you know who the Roar Devil is," Doc announced.

"l do," said Mear. "At least, | have an idea that will hold water."

"l think you are the Roar Devil," Johnny put in suddenly.

V. Venabl e Mear |aughed. He canme over and unl ocked Doc Savage and Johnny.

Wil e Doc and Johnny were noving arns and legs to restore circulation, V. Venabl e Mear noved over
to the girl, stood with his back turned so that his |lips could not be read, and said sonething into
her ear in a voice so low they did not catch even the swi shing of the whisper.

The girl walked rapidly toward the rear of the house and was | ost to sight.

"Cone," V. Venable Mear said.

He | ed Doc and Johnny to the front door and opened it.

The street was full of notionless bodies.

"lI'LL be superamal gamated!" Johnny expl oded.

"Exactly," said V. Venable Mear. "You see, | kept you in there talking until the gas bl ew out of
the street. It was the sanme kind of gas which overcane you, and there is not much wind, so it took a
little time. Incidentally, | have always wondered how the trick would work. Quite effective, don't
you t hi nk?"

Johnny bent a studious stare on V. Venable Mear. "You are a netenpirical personality," he said.

V. Venabl e Mear smiled, rubbed his hands. "On the contrary, | ama nman who nakes his living by
studying crimnals and ways of conbating them This gas and the nmethod of its distributionis ny
invention. | shall sell it to banks. Yes, | shall put on quite on advertising canpaign. It is
agai nst ny nature to seek publicity, but | think I shall now call in the newspaper reporters. This
shoul d get me nore advertising than | could buy with a mllion dollars."

Johnny | ooked at Doc. "I can't nmeke this fellow out."

V. Venabl e Mear smiled nore widely and executed a sharp bow.

"May | introduce nyself again as the man - "

V. Venabl e Mear screaned and fell down.

Si mul t aneously, or alnobst so, there was a sound as if some one had whistled, and close on the
heel s of that, a |ip-popping noise. Tunbling after that, so close that the noises bl ended, cane the



whoopi ng echoes of a shot.

Johnny started, "I'll be super - "
Doc Savage knocked hi m down. Down and back, through the door into the house. And the bronze nan
foll owed him bending over and getting the still-falling Johnny by the shoul ders and draggi ng hi mon

into the house.

During that split-second interval, a thunder of shots rolled in the street and bullets nade
unearthly and hi deous noises as they nutilated the door and the door janb.

V. Venabl e Mear was screaming - and rolling. There seemed to be blind insanity to his rolling,
for it had carried himout in the street.

Johnny nmade sonething like a nove to go after him

"You couldn't make it," Doc told him "Nobody could, unless they were in a tank. And even then, |
woul dn't be so sure.”

They could see two of the flashing guns. They were on top of a dwelling across the street. There
were at | east a dozen other guns going.

Doc Savage and Johnny noved backward. There was a passage inside the door, and it sheltered

t hem

They stood there until two men ran into view. They wore clumsy bul |l et proof capes, steel hel nets,
and kept their heads down to protect their faces as much as possible. They worked |ike soldiers
maki ng a char ge.

The two seized V. Venable Mar.

"Be sure he don't get hurt!" one of the nmen gasped.

They dragged Mear away.

Doc and Johnny retreated. There was nothing nore for themto do here. They coul d hear shouting,
sone one ordering a charge on the house.

Johnny had a machine pistol. He clipped a drumof tear-gas bullets into it and enptied theminto
the street. That held off the assault for a while.

They found the rear door. It was open, inviting. The surroundings were very dark. Doc Savage

st opped Johnny before he could go out. "Wait," Doc advised.

He went back.

"Young | ady!" he call ed.

There was no answer from Retta Kenn, no sound to indicate that she was in the house.

There was a kitchen, and froma shelf the bronze man got several ripe tomatoes. Back at the rear
door, he tore off bits of the tomatoes and tossed themcarefully, one piece at a tinme. They were
soft, and because they did not roll after they fell, they sounded nuch |ike footsteps.

A revol ver set up a | oud bang-bang-bang! Bullets chopped and snarl ed where the tomato fragments
had fol | owned.

Johnny let a bullfiddle mban out of his machine pistol. A man cried out. Hi s body fell heavily.
There was no other sound fromthe alley, but rmuch yelling around in front.

Doc Savage and Johnny were not interfered with as they ran away.

They loitered in the vicinity. The raiders gathered up Dove Zachi es's men, who were unconsci ous
in the street. They did not get Dove Zachies. They wanted him There was rmuch shouted urging to find
hi s body, but they went without it.

They took V. Venabl e Mear.

Cars were waiting, big fast machi nes which booned into the street and picked up every one. A
radio police patrol car barged into the thick of it, to have the wheels all but shot out from under
it. The startled policenen fell down a basenent areaway, dragging one of their nunmber who had taken
bul l ets through his |egs.

The rai ders betook thensel ves away.

Not once did Doc Savage detect a trace of the girl. He and Johnny left the vicinity quietly.
Chapter X. TRAIL

THE sunrise was resplendent, its coloring an artist's dream But not nmany city dwellers get up to
see sunri ses.

Johnny sat in Doc Savage's skyscraper office and frowned at an inspiring display of pale rosy

I'i ght upon nebul ous cl ouds, skyscraper spires, harbor water, ships. Doc Savage was goi ng over the
newspapers. They had broken out their |argest type:

MAMMOTH MYSTERY RAI D

STAGED BY GUNVAN HORDE

The story bel ow kept pretty close to the facts as they had cone to the attention of the
reporters. There was no nention of Dove Zachies, Roar Devil or Retta Kenn.

PURPOSE UNKNOWN

There was sone conjecture bel ow that which had cone fromsone alert rewite man's brain.

GET- AWAY CARS ALL STOLEN

Seven cars had been found. The policenen who had cone upon the scene had done a good job of
getting license nunbers. To Doc Savage's know edge, there had been only seven cars.

V. VENABLE MEAR KNOWN

TO PCLI CE



They knew himwell and favorably, it seened. He had once served as instructor in the New York
police school, had even been a policenman, and was now a big-tine consulting crimnologist, one of
the practical kind, not a student of theory. Mear was bei ng sought, because his safety was feared
for.

POSSI BLE MOTI VE

Maybe crooked enem es nmade by Mear in the course of his crine-conbating activities, had made off
with him But why had they sent a young arny for the purpose?

Doc Savage put the newspapers down.

"Have you a prognostication concerning identity of the raiders?" big-worded Johnny suggested.
"The Roar Devil's nen," Doc said.

"I think so, too." Johnny frowned. "But what about the girl?"

"She fled," Doc said. "Or Mear sent her away. You recall that he spoke to her, and she left just
after he turned us |oose."

"She was working for Mear," Johnny nurmured, forgetting his big words in his gloom "I wonder if
she was working for the Roar Devil, too?"
"Time may tell," Doc replied.

Johnny gri maced.
"l hope time tells what is behind this. There nust be sonmething big at stake. Those fellows were

desperate, not afraid of killing. Crimnals don't stage things like that in this day, unless they
have plenty of reason. And where are Mnk and HanP"
"And Renny," Doc said. "I tel ephoned Powertown. Renny wal ked out of the Powertown Minici pal

O fice Building after pointing out that sone one had been eavesdropping on the neetings. He has not
been seen since."

"What about the eavesdropper?"

"A young wonan naned Retta Kenn who answers the description of the girl who was with V. Venable
Mear," Doc said. "That infornmation cane fromthe hotel in Powertown where she was doi ng her
listening-in."

"l doubt if we ever see her again," Johnny grunbl ed. "Maybe she was killed in all of that
shooting at Mears place."

Knuckl es tapped the door. Doc opened the panel.

Retta Kenn cane in, and bunped her nose agai nst the sheet of transparent bull etproof glass.

"lI'LL be superanal gamated!" gasped Johnny.

Retta Kenn ran her hands over the glass panel and did not find a way past it.

"l thought V. Venable had all of the silly gadgets in the world," she said. "How do you pass this
thing - or don't you?"

Doc Savage | ooked at her closely. He had studied psychol ogy nost of his life. He knew all of the
character traits of nmen and coul d spot the small things which tell whether a man is honest or not,
whether he is friend or foe. He could tell an average crimnal at a glance, and usually spotted the
cleverest of men in a short tine.

He could not with certainty tell the first thing about a woman, and he knew it.

He lifted Johnny's nachine pistol fromits holster, held it in the general direction of the girl,
and brought her in. He wal ked her directly to the |laboratory and stood her in front of a large
screen. He turned a swtch.

A bi g mechani cal box behind the girl began to buzz. Doc wal ked around on the other side of the
screen.

It was a big X-ray nachine, and the skeleton of the girl stood out beautifully on the fluoroscope
screen. A gun showed just above her |eft knee.

The gun was probably shoved into the top of a stocking.

"It is conmon practice to exam ne bonbs in that way," Doc said dryly.

"Well, | like that!" she snapped, suddenly understandi ng what he had done.

"I's the gun necessary?" he asked.

She hesitated. "Mybe not here."

She handed it over.

"Now, " Doc said. "What is it?"

Her voice sounded as if she were thrilled - not in a cheerful way, as if she were enjoying
hersel f, but as if she were getting an enornous kick out of things, and would do the sane thing over
again if she had the chance.

She seened about to answer, but it chanced that Johnny wal ked in front of the X-ray and the girl
was in a position where she could view the fluoroscopic screen.

"You don't look nmuch different," she told the incredibly gaunt Johnny.

"Why are you here?" Doc Savage repeat ed.

"Help for V. Venable," she said. "He needs it. | want you to find him | think the Roar Devil has
him And | want you to catch Dove Zachies for ne."

"All right," Doc Savage told her. "But we'll start with sonething else."

"Wth what?"

"Wth what is behind all this."



"Il tell you," Retta Kenn said.

"WHO i s the Roar Devil?" Johnny demanded.

"Sonmebody who can shake the earth," the girl said. "Sonebody who can stop all sound. Sonebody who
has a vast organization of desperate crimnals at his comand."

"H s nanme," Doc suggest ed.

"My friend, 1'd like very well to know that nyself," Retta Kenn replied.

"l nper spi cuousity," said Johnny.

"l went to school," the girl snapped. "But they didn't have that word."

"Clear as nmud," Johnny translated. "I amreferring, of course, to the fact that you do not know -

"All right, all right," she said rapidly. "I know you two probably think |I'mworking for the Roar
Devil. But here's the |owdown. | am Retta Kenn, a young wonan who has nore noney than sense. | get
a kick out of excitenment. So | work for V. Venable Mear, who has lots of exciting tunes chasing
crimnals and things like that."

She paused, eyed them hopefully, then shrugged.

"Two poker faces if | ever saw any. Well, a week ago, V. Venable Mear gets a call froma
nysterious person who said that his nane was April Fifth -

"What ?" Doc i nterrupted.

"April Fifth," snapped the girl. "I know it sounds goofy, but he said his nane was April Fifth,

and he wanted us to find Dove Zachies, seize himand deliver himlike so much merchandise. It was
queer. But April Fifth offered ten thousand dollars for the Job, and V. Venabl e needed noney, so we
took the job."

She sighed | oudly.

"We certainly took something! We trail Dove Zachies, trying to seize him But you would be
surprised how al ert those bodyguards of his are. Then we begin to learn things by eavesdropping. |'m
sonme eavesdropper."

She squinted at them

"We | earn Dove Zachies is in deadly fear of this Roar Devil. That is why the bodyguards were on
the job so strong. The Roar Devil and Zachies are fighting. The Roar Devil wants sonething that
Zachi es has. That sonething nmust be in the nmountains around Powertown. That nust be where the earth
shaki ng and those dans breaking and those queer periods of absolute silence and those roaring noises
cone in. | haven't been making heads nor tails of it all, and that's the truth. Yesterday, | got
Zachi es, but some one nust have turned himloose. Does that explain nme satisfactorily?"

"There is the matter of eavesdropping on the Powertown city fathers," Doc said.

"Ch, that." She nodded as if she had forgotten. "V. Venable told me to do that. He said he was
interested in this Roar Devil, and he thought it was sone one in Powertown. He thinks it is the
Power t own mayor, Leland Ricketts."

"Lel and Ricketts," Doc said slowy. "Wy Ricketts?"

"l don't know," said the girl. "But V. Venabl e suspects him"
"This all you know?"
"Absolutely."

"Dove Zachies told us the Roar Devil was a nmastermind with some fiendish schene, and that he was
destroying those dans near Powertown in an effort to convince him Zachies, that he had better throw
inwith the Roar Devil," Johnny said.

"Did you believe hinP" the girl countered.

"No, " Johnny admitted.

Retta Kenn said, "I think we had better give Powertown a whirl. What do you nen think?"

"l think you mght explain how you managed to escape V. Venable Mear's house during that raid,"
Doc told her.

"Ch, that. Sinple. V. Venable sent nme for the police. Ask the police. | called that radio car
which was first on the scene."

"W go to Powertown," Doc told her.

THE Powertown Municipal Airport was on the south side of the city, well down on the floor of the
val l ey, and coming fromit into town carried one past the new Powertown school house and the new
Power t own Muni ci pal Hospital.

A snal| boy, probably tardy, was tearing for the door of the school house when Doc, Johnny and
Retta Kenn rode past in a taxicab.

In front of the hospital a police car, siren screamng, frightened the taxi driver into the curb.
The police car whined into the hospital grounds. The taxi driver craned his neck.

"Dog-gone!" he said. "Sonething' s happened!"

"Wait," Doc Savage directed, and got out of the nmachine and wal ked into the hospital grounds.
There was a crowd around two dead men on the hospital |awn.

"They brought them out here and killed them" sone one said. "It was a dirty thing, killing two
hel pl ess men like that!"

Doc Savage's unusual height permitted himto | ook over the crowd and he saw that the two dead nen
were encased in white hospital nightgowns.



"Who are they?" he asked a man at his el bow

"The two engineers hired to see what was maki ng the dans break," the bystander replied. "The two
guys were found in the nmountains, hypnotized or paral yzed or sonmething. They were brought to the
hospital ."

The man stopped as if he considered he had finished the story.

"They seemto be dead," Doc rem nded him

The ot her denmanded, "Mean to say you haven't heard what happened?"

"No. "
"A car drove up,"” the man explained. "It was jammed with men and guns. They wal ked into the
hospital, leaving one of their nen in the car. They dragged the two engi neers out and killed them

But that ain't the funniest thing."

"What is funnier?" Doc asked politely.

"Nobody coul d hear anything when it was going on," said the spectator. "The guns weren't
silenced, but when they went off and killed the two engineers, nobody heard it. It was the funniest
thing."

"Any of the killers recogni zed?"

"They had masks."

Doc Savage went back to the taxicab, and Johnny and Retta Kenn, who had joined him also
returned. They got in and the hack carried them on.

"The Roar Devil," Retta Kenn said decisively.

"No doubt," Doc agreed.

"Cetting scared,” the girl continued. "Those two engi neers nust have come onto sonmething in the
mount ai ns, sonething that would help us corner the Roar Devil. He was afraid you would bring them
out of whatever ailed them and they would talk. Wat do you suppose was wong wth then®"

Doc Savage said nothing. Apparently, he had not heard.

"What, do you think was wong with then?" the girl repeated.

The bronze man's seening deaf ness persi sted.

"Say, you!" the girl said belligerently. "If you think because you're a bhig-shot and the little
tinidol of a |ot of people, you can - "

Johnny punched her in the side. H's finger was bony and the punch anything but gentle.

The girl choked, "Say, you -

"You shut up!" Johnny suggested. "You're making a fool out of yourself."

"I am am|?" She twisted around as if to take a swing at him

At that instant, the taxi stopped in front of the Powertown Minicipal Ofice Building.

Two policenmen ran out. They seized the girl, haul ed her out of the cab and put handcuffs on her
wists.

Chapter XI. H S HONOR

RETTA KENN did not seemto care with whom she fought. She was very nmad, and she still seened to
be enjoying herself. She kicked one policeman's shins. Wen he yel ped and bent over, she hit himin
the eye. The other policeman westled her down and sat on her.

H s Honor, Mayor Leland Ricketts, fluttered down the high steps that led into the Minicipal

O fice Building. Mayor Ricketts |ooked resplendent in wnged collar, cutaway and striped trousers.
H s gardenia was enornpus. He struck an attitude.

"Excel l ent!" he exclaimed stentoriously. "It does ny heart good to observe such sterling
attention to duties on the part of the hired servants of the law. | commend you -

He saw Doc Savage. Hi s nmouth hung open.

Johnny was wat ching Mayor Lel and Ri cketts when he saw Doc Savage, and he tried to read the
mayor's enotions. He was not very successful. It is hard to read the faces of nost fat nen, except
for the eyes. In Mayor Leland Ricketts's eyes, Johnny thought he saw some enotion that was not

pl easant. Certainly it seenmed nore than nmere surprise at seeing the giant bronze nan.

"Doc Savage!" Ricketts said sharply. "It is time you were getting here."

The bronze man seened not to note the tartness in his honor's voice. He indicated Johnny and
said, "This is nmy associate, WIIliam Harper Littlejohn."

The girl, still being held down by the policeman, said fromthe sidewal k, "Wat about ne?"

Hi s honor answered that.

"You," he told her, "are going to jail."

"On what charge?" Retta Kenn snapped.

" Eavesdroppi ng, " said Mayor Ricketts.

"Hah!" the girl exploded. "Since when did that become a crinme? | know the |law. You can book me on
a nui sance charge, and |I'll be out on bond in five mnutes!"

Mayor Ricketts frowned ponpously, eyed the policeman holding the girl. The policenman's eye was
begi nning to darken. That seemed to give his honor an idea.

"*Then we'll charge you with attenpted nurder," he said.

The girl gargled, "You - why, you - " She eyed Doc Savage. "Are you going to stand for this?"

"It is hardly ny position to interfere with the due courses of the law, " Doc Savage told her,

wi t hout enoti on.



She seened about to junp up and down in her rage

"What a flat tire you turned out to be!" she cried. "Wiy, | have heard you could do anything you
wanted to. And here you -

"Take her away," said his honor

They took her away

"A ranbunctious young woman," his honor said, as he conducted theminto the Minicipal Ofice
Bui | di ng

THEY nmet the city attorney, the heads of the police department and some others in the mayor's
private office. They held a conference. Doc heard how the earth trenors had first been noticed about
three weeks previously, and listened to a description of the roaring sound which different persons
had heard

There were other details, which he already had heard. As far as devel opi ng somet hi ng new was
concerned, the conference was a dud

"How about our irascible fem nine colleague?" Johnny asked when he and the bronze nman were
apart.

"The girl?" Doc queried. "Let her sit it out."

"You're a woman-hater, are you not?" Johnny chuckl ed

The bronze man did not commit hinself on that

"This one has too nmuch vinegar and bubbles," he said. "She may be trying to nake fools of us."
Johnny squinted. "Can you not tell?"

"No," Doc, admitted frankly. "Are you ready to go into the nountains?"

"Into the nmountains?" Johnny seemed surprised

"The earth shocks," Doc said. "W nust find exactly what they are. The sinplest nmethod of doing
that is to spot autonatic recordi ng sei snographs at scattered points, so that if there is another
shock, we will have sonething concrete to go on."

"Very well," Johnny said. "I brought the necessary appurtenances for such a project. Any thing
el se you think | should do?"

"Just keep your eyes open," Doc said. "W want Renny. W want Monk and Ham They cone first."
"Enphatically," Johnny agreed, and departed

Doc Savage went into the Minicipal O fice Building, |ooking for Mayor Leland Ricketts. There was
no sign of his honor. Doc made inquiries

"He departed in a great hurry," some one explained. "I think he got a note."
"Where does he |ive?" Doc asked
"On the hill. The rustic type place. You can't mss it."

"Thank you," Doc said

The rustic type place woul d have been hard to miss. It was one of the nost pretentious |og
structures Doc Savage had ever seen, nore of a nansion than a woodl and type hone. A young forest
must have been denuded in the naking of it. Everything about it and all the fittings possible seenmed
to have been made out of |ogs

There was a swinming pool. O maybe it was a snall |ake. Probably both, for there was a
springboard, a sand beach and a pair of canoes drawn up on one side. The | ake, or pool, at one end
was lined with |l ogs, either natural, or nade of concrete and colored in inmtation

There was a | ot of shaggy shrubbery.

Mayor Lel and Ricketts over the tel ephone to New York had been ponpous and friendly. There m ght
have been sonme one listening to him Myor Ricketts here in Powertown had been ponpous and not so
friendly

Doc Savage entered the grounds through the shrubbery, and he did his absolute best to keep from
bei ng seen. He made a conplete circuit of the place. It was as quiet as a tonb

Doc Savage stood up and wal ked to the door. He was not exactly taking a chance. He wore a

bul | et proof coat under his clothing, and a pair of chain-mail shorts

Sorme one might shoot himin the head, but they would have to do it accurately, because the bronze
hair in view was not his own, but artificial hair on a thin but i mensely strong netal skullcap. And
he was keeping his eyes open

A gnarled linb with a knot on the end had been fashioned into a knocker. Doc Savage stood to one
side of the door, where no one would ordinarily stand, lifted the knocker and let it fall

H s features wore no particul ar expression as he mani pul ated the knocker, and a bystander coul d
not have told whether he really expected trouble, or even a response to his summons

Doc's features rarely showed enmotion. |If the knocker had been a trick nachine gun trigger and the
weapon had ripped out, it was doubtful if he would have shown great wonder

But he | ooked astounded at what did happen when the knocker fell

There was sinply no sound

THE bronze man reacted as if dynamte had expl oded under him He whi pped off the porch and down
back of the nearest shrub. He crushed part of the bush in landing, and it shook itself back in place
after it was rel eased. The novenent nade no sound. Doc's inpact with the ground had made no sound
The bright, sunshiny world had beconme as devoi d of sound as the deepest tonb.

It was incredible! It brought that scalp tingling which nen mistake for their hair trying to



stand on end.

Doc Savage, lying face down, felt a sensation as if small birds were alighting on his back. He
turned his head, |ooking up. Pieces of bark and bits of wood were |anding on his back. They cane out
of the cabin walls. Round holes and splintered places were appearing in the cabin wall.

Judgi ng fromtheir frequency of arrival, the bullets nust be com ng froma machi ne gun.

When the bush began to fall apart, Doc Savage crawl ed. He nade no bid for silence. There was no
such thing as sound. He did not crawl back into the ground. The shooting was out there sonmewhere.
He saw a basenent wi ndow, knocked the glass out of the frane, and cut hinself a little as he

crawl ed through. Wiile he had hold of the window sill, there was a faint vibratory tickling in his
pal ns. That was the vibration set up by the inpact of the bullets.

Doc Savage, intending to get into the upper regions of the house and | ook out from sone vantage
point and identify the gunners, if possible, wal ked toward the stairway.

The house was a labyrinth of roonms. Doc went through four or five before he sighted a stairway.

He went cautiously, using his flake-gold eyes. In the roomnext to the stairway, there was sonething
which halted him

Sunlight slanted in through the wi ndows, and there was enough dust in the air to nake one of

those gray fog bars which are comon to sunbeans slanting into roons. These had been in the other
roons. Doc had studied themcarefully. Persons in fast notion stir up the air in a room and it
swirls, at least for a few nonents after they are gone. The dust in the other roons had been still.
In this room it was in notion.

Doc studi ed the phenonenon. The novenent was close to the floor, and the wi ndow was near a cl osed
door. Doc Savage went over and tried the door. It was |ocked. It did not |ook strong. He yanked -
and the door broke open.

Retta Kenn's breath, com ng through the crack at the bottom of the door, had been stirring the
dust .

THE door opened into a closet, and she had been bound securely with | engths of wre which nust
have come froma floor |anp. She | ooked as if she had been in a fight, for she was scratched, her
hair was tousled, and sonething - a blow, no doubt - had started her nose swelling.

"l thought you were in jail," Doc Savage told her.

He heard hinself, but it was only because of such vibration as the vocal cords transmitted
through the bony structure of his head to the ear mechani sm

"Turn me | oose," the girl said.

Her voice made no sound, but Doc Savage understood her words because he was an experienced lip
reader.

He shook his head, as if he had no idea what she had said. It was not exactly bald deceit. He

coul d have shook his head thus for any one of nmany reasons.

He took the wire off her ankles, stood her up, turned her and began | oosening her wists from

behi nd her. She had not noticed that he had stood her so that he could watch her features in the
mrror on top of a chiffonier.

She was excited and she said sonething to herself. She said it so rapidly that he all but m ssed
it, and he nade a nental resolution to brush up on his lip reading, even as he caught it.

"Watch your step, old girl," she said. "You're going to have to explain why you were out here,

and make it sound good."

She must have been tal king to herself.

Doc Savage got her |oose, and guided her toward the upper regions of the house. Suddenly he could
hear their footsteps, the ticking of clocks in various parts of the house. There seenmed to be scores
of clocks. He had not noticed themparticularly before, but now he noted that they were on every

wal | . The nysterious silence had cone to an end.
"Ha!" said the girl. "They've shut it off."
"What of f?"

She twi sted around and | ooked at him "The thing that stops all sound, whatever it is.
"So it is a machine," he said.

"How do | know," she snapped. "It would have to be, wouldn't it?"

Doc Savage did not answer. He had found a second-story wi ndow - a part only of the big |og house
jutted up to a second story - and was | ooking out. He could see no one. The vicinity |ooked utterly
peaceful . Such birds as he could see in the shrubbery did not |ook excited.

"l thought you were in jail," he told the girl.

"What a hel p you turned out to be," she snapped. "Wy did you let themlock nme up?"

"You were safer there," he told her. "This is no affair for a woman. Men are getting killed. How
did you get out?"

She sniffed, as if his opinion on that point were not worth considering. Then she answered the
question about the jail.

"l stunbled and fell down," she said. "The very polite policeman bent over to pick me up, and |

ki cked his head. He went to sleep and | wal ked out."

"Very unwi se," Doc said. "Now they'll put you in jail and really keep you there."

She said in an omnous voice, "l wasn't safe in jail. My life was in danger."



"\Why 2"
She made her voice even nore oni nous.

"Mayor Leland Ricketts is the Roar Devil," she said.

"You have proof ?" Doc Savage asked

"l have," she said.

Chapter Xl|I. THE WRONGED | NVENTOR

DOC SAVAGE heard a commotion anong the birds outside. It was around to the west of the house, and
he hurriedly found a window facing in that direction. It was only a hawk.

"Is it a secret, how you got in that closet?" he asked.

Retta Kenn had found a mrror-door in the roomand was frowning at herself.

"Am | a sight," she said. "No, it's not a secret. You see, | told you V. Venabl e suspected his

honor -

"y 2"

"I told you | didn't know why," she snapped. "Don't interrupt. | came out here to see what |

could find. Believe it or not, | did |look around for you first, but you were in the Minicipal Ofice

Building, and | couldn't cone in there, because that's where they have their jail and the police
station and all the rest. So | came out here and got in the house and had bad |uck. The Roar Devi l
caught me."

"Mayor Ricketts?" Doc corrected questioningly.

"Well, Mayor Ricketts, then," she said grudgingly. "He grabbed ne and we had a fight. The ol d boy
can scrap. He tied me up. All of the time, he kept |ooking out the wi ndows real anxiouslike. He
seened to be expecting sonme one or sonething."

"I's that all?"

"That's all."

"l thought you said you had proof that Mayor Ricketts was the Roar Devil," Doc told her.

"That proves it as far as | amconcerned." She | ooked at the bronze man closely, inquisitively.
"Don't you think he acted queer? And where did he go?"

Doc Savage did not answer that. He said, "W will |ook his establishment over."
They began to search the big log mansion. It was no small job. There nust have been at |east
fifty rooms, and none of themsmall. There shoul d have been numerous servants for such a ménage.

They encount ered none.

"Where's all the hel p?" the girl puzzled al oud.

It was Doc Savage who turned up the first really interesting item This was a closet in a renote
part of the attic, and the door was padl ocked. Doc Savage picked the lock with a special tool which
he carried for that purpose.

@Quns were inside the closet. There were rifles, revolvers and three submachine guns, along with
sone thousands of rounds of ammunition.

The girl indicated the machine guns and said, "Uncle Samdon't allow this."

"Unl ess the possessors have pernits," Doc corrected.

They did not search steadily, but kept a sharp | ookout through the wi ndows. They saw not hi ng

al ar m ng.

"Why didn't you go out and hunt the gunners?" the girl asked.

"Chances are one in a thousand of catching them" the bronze man told her. "Wse crooks have cars
handy. These ones, fromtheir previous actions, seemto be w se. Anyway, Mayor Ricketts is the chief
interest at present."”

In what seened to be his honor's study, they scrutinized papers. There were nunerous rent

recei pts, and Doc examined those hurriedly. Ricketts seemed to own considerable property.

The girl was going through the wastebasket.

"Cone here," she said suddenly.

Doc went over. She had pieced together a torn paper. There was typing on it, but the typing was
hardly readable at the end; the typewiter ribbon nust have stuck. It was as if sone one had been
witing a note, had nade a botched job of it, and had di scarded this sheet for another try.

They studied the note closely and finally managed to read it. There was no address on it.

Doc Savage's man Renny in Powertown. Trail himand get him

The Roar Devil.

Doc Savage put another sheet of paper in Mayor Leland Ricketts's typewiter and repeated the
message. He conpared the typing. The letter "Y' stuck high on both. He wound the typewiter ribbon.
There was a hole in one end where the ribbon had stuck and the keys had beaten it.

"Now, who do you think is the Roar Devil?" Retta Kenn asked with el aborate sarcasm

Doc Savage | ooked at her closely. "You did not by chance have that note with you?"

For a nonment, she | ooked as if she were going to blow up. Then she shrugged and hi ssed

di sgustedly.

"Ch, sure," she said with el aborate scorn. "I had those machine guns upstairs in ny pocket, too.
I tied nyself up and -
Her voice stopped. Her lips still noved. No sound cane. Doc snapped his fingers. He could not

hear the snap.



He whi pped to a wi ndow, |ooked out. Men were running through the shrubbery toward the house. They
wor e conventional bulletproof vests, steel mlitary helnmets, and they carried auto rifles and
machi ne guns.

THE bronze man vaulted a chair on his way to the door. It was the front door, and it was open.
The door itself |eaned drunkenly and part of the janb had been shot away in the previous attack.
Doc Savage produced a rather plunp netal case. The interior was plush lined, with nunerous snall
pockets, and in these reposed what at first mght have been m staken for glass marbl es. They were
thin glass globes filled with a bilious appearing |iquid.

Doc lifted one out, handling it with great care, and flung it as far as he could toward the
attackers. He followed with a second. Then he backed fromthe door.

A nmonent later, a stormof bullets came in.

Lead was striking the house. The vibration told that. A netal vase, hit by a bullet, went

ski pping across the floor. dass fell out of w ndows. There was absolutely no sound.

Doc Savage ran to the rear of the house. Men were coming there, attacking. Like those in front,
they were equipped to alnmost military conpl et eness.

The bronze man threw two of his glass bulbs. They broke in front of the attackers. He did not
wait to see results, but spun, got the girl, Retta Kenn, and urged her up the stairs. He did not
stop at the second floor. He went on, clanbering into the attic and up into a tiny cupol a.

It seened to be the bronze nman's desire to get as high above the ground as possible.

The cupol a had small wi ndows - slits, rather - through which they could | ook out. The girl stared
at the attackers. Some - those nearest the house - had gone down. She turned to Doc. Her |ips framed
a word.

"Gas. "

He nodded.

"But they may have masks," her |ips forned.

Doc nodded, then shrugged as if it did not nake any difference. He nanaged to convey his opinions
wi thout words alnost as clearly as he could have with them

The girl | ooked out again. The nmen to the rear had put on masks. They raced forward. They got

al nost to the house. Then they began falling. The w se ones turned, and sone of them managed to run
to safety before they fell.

The girl turned to Doc Savage. "The masks do not seemto help them"

He made a gesture which indicated that it did not nmatter.

"What kind of gas is it?" she asked.

H s hands, his shoulders, his features noved. Although he did not speak a word, it becane
perfectly clear that the gas was one which went through the pores of the skin, and that the only
ef fective protection against it was a suit which covered the body conpletely and would keep it out
"It looks like we've got them" she |ipped.

The attackers had cone to the conclusion that they had caught a Tartar, and instead of trying to
take the house, were now endeavoring to assist those who had been overconme and get away fromthe
vicinity. It becanme evident that they were going to succeed.

I f Doc Savage had any idea of preventing themfromagetting away, it was nade hopel ess by the
stream of bullets which other nmen farther away kept pouring at the log mansion. A small torrent of
sl ugs marched over the cupola, and Doc and the girl sought safety bel ow.

They waited there for some mnutes. It was foolish to show thensel ves. There was death everywhere
around the house.

Then, suddenly, they coul d hear again.

THE girl spoke first.

"After the first attenpt, they waited, thinking we would try to cone out," she said. "Wen we did
not appear, they decided to rush the place. They have probably gone now "

Doc Savage said, "That is what | thought."

She stared at him "But you told nme they had probably gotten away in cars - " She shook her head.
"You're a strange one. |'mbeginning to get scared of you."

She did not sound scared. She sounded quite cheerful, as if she were enjoying herself hugely.

Doc Savage | ooked out. Men were gone fromthe grounds. They had succeeded in taking away all who
had been overcone by the gas.

"Let's go down," the girl suggested. "Maybe we'll find one of them W could ask himsone
questions."

"Not yet," Doc told her. "That gas is a newtype. It is heavy, and hangs close to the earth. It
is noved by the wind, but slowy. W will have to wait until it is carried off."

At the end of fifteen mnutes the bronze man indicated that it mght be safe, and they went down.
They went out to the street - or road, for the town was sone di stance away - and found no sign of
their enem es.

"W will ook the grounds over," Doc decided. "Footprints, and that sort of thing."

They found footprints. The ground was soft, and it had been tranpled wildly. Many of the prints
were as clearly defined as could be wi shed. Doc Savage nerely | ooked at them

"Aren't you going to neasure them or photograph them or sonething?" the girl asked.



He said he wasn't.

"Why not ?"

He said that he would recognize any one of themif he sawit again, saying it casually, as if it
were nothing out of the ordinary. She stared at him

"Bless nme!" she gul ped. "I believe you nean it? What are you - the original canmera eye?"

He did not explain that it had taken himyears of intensive training and study and practice to
devel op such extraordinary abilities as he had. He went on exanmi ning the grounds.

They neared the big sw nmmng pool and the girl let out a gasp.

"Look!" she pointed. "A dead man!"

THE man lay on his back, his body tw sted grotesquely, and his head was as wet and soggy as a
sponge soaked in red ink; but he was not dead.

Besi de hi mwas an ornanental sun dial which | ooked Iike a | og, but which was concrete painted to
resenble a log. The man's head had cone into contact with that, for sonme of his hair was sticking to
the jagged imtation bark.

They | ooked at him he was breathing noisily. He was a gaunt nan, and he needed a shave, clean
clothes, a haircut, a bath. He |l ooked nore like a bumthan a real bum alnobst as if he had nmade up
for the part.

Doc Savage | eaned over and did several things to him The things he did showed the man was

genui nel y unconsci ous. One faking sensel essness woul d have reacted differently.

The swi mming pool was only a few yards away. Doc Savage went to it. The water seened very deep at
this point, and he was careful as he swung down and soaked a handkerchi ef. He came back and bat hed
the victims face. The bronze man always carried a small energency kit, and he used the snelling
salts fromthat.

The tranpi sh-1o0oking man reacted to the salts, but not as nmuch as he should have. Doc was feeling
for traces of skull fracture when the fellow showed that he had cone to nore conpletely than he had
I et on.

He sl ashed a furious blow at Doc's jaw. Doc noved enough to let the fist go by, as if he had
expected just that. The man grabbed him He let the fellow take hold. Then he grasped the fellow s
wrists, brought themtogether and held themeasily with one hand.

The man gave up.

"All right," he snarled. "Take nme back to the Roar Devil."

A slight stiltedness in the man's speech made Doc believe he was not native born.

Doc Savage studied him "You know nme?"

The man glared. "I do not. You nust be a new nenber of the gang."

"l am Doc Savage," Doc said.

"Sacre!" The man swal | oned several times, as if to keep genui ne amazenent down. "You are the

terrible one of whomthey are so frightened! What luck | have to fall into your hands!"

Doc asked, "How did you get here?"

"They have nme a prisoner," the man said eagerly. "I amwth them in their power, at a hiding

pl ace they use. Were it is, | do not know But a call did cone fromtheir |eader, the Roar Devil,

telling themthey nmust come in the great hurry and protect his house."

"The Roar Devil's house?"

"That is right. They bring me with them and conme to guard this house, and they try to shoot
sonebody. | do not know who, but maybe it is you, no?"

"It was," Doc agreed.

"They have it the bad luck the first tinme," the man went on, taking sone liberties with his
grammati cal construction. "They wait for you to cone out, but you fool them so they try it once
nore, and sonething happen. There is the much excitenment. | break away but the bad luck | have. | am
run, oh, so fast, when I fall down and bunp ny head on that -

He pointed at the sun dial, swore at it, |ooked at the girl and apol ogi zed.

"Who are you?" Doc asked.

"Fl agl er D Aughtell," said the disreputabl e-looking man.

RETTA KENN started and gasped, "Oh! Then you are the inventor who has a cabin in the nountains -
a sort of laboratory and home?"

"l thought they burned it down," said D Aughtell. "They told me they had."

"And you had an assistant named Mort Collins?" the girl continued.

"Had is correct," D Aughtell nmuttered sorrowfully. "They killed him"

"No!" the girl corrected "He was drugged or sonething, as they did those two engineers. | saw him
in the cabin."

"They killed himlater," D Aughtell told her. "They got worried and went back and got hi m and
shot himto death. They have his body in their hiding place."

"They have held you a prisoner?" Doc asked.

Again D Aughtell nodded gl oom|y.

"It is a horrible existence | have led," he said. "They nake the raid on nmy cabin, and take ne
away. They al so steal nuch of ny scientific equipnent, and smash the rest. Their chief, this Roar
Devil, is a scientific fiend. He is mad over science."



"Why did they keep you alive," Doc asked.

"To make them a powerful explosive," D Aughtell growed. "It is a common expl osive they want,
trinitrotoluene. They have the ingredients. Me, they make mix it. | have to do so. | do not want to
die."

"What were they using if for?" Doc queri ed.

"That, | do not know," the other declared. "They are use great quantity of it, however."

Then he shut his eyes tightly, sighed, and a pallor overspread his face. He slunped on the

ground.

"Fainted," the girl said.

They tel ephoned for a taxicab, and D Aughtell had not revived by the time the machi ne got there.
Doc Savage | oaded the sensel ess nman into the cab, got in with the girl and directed the hackman to
take themto the airport.

He did not tell the cab driver anything, nor did the latter seemto notice anything strange about
Mayor Lel and Ricketts's log mansion. They had net himin the driveway, so that he had not cone cl ose
enough to notice the marks |left by bullets.

They were halfway to the airport when the earth gave a distinct lurch under the car, and the
driver, probably nore because of fright than because the machi ne had been thrown out of control, ran
into a ditch but did no damage.

Dust junped up fromthe roadway. A chimey fell over on a near-by house. There was only the one
shock.

The taxi driver said in a horrified voice, "My wife and kids are in a house bel ow that dam"

They all listened. There was no runbling to show that the big dam had broken.

"Drive on to the airport,"” Doc directed.

To their ears came the thunp of an explosion froma considerabl e di stance away. A person with
experience could have told that the blast was one of considerabl e nagnitude.

The driver was frightened. Al though there had been no earth shock, he stopped the car again and
listened, horror on his face. Finally, after he had stared fearfully for sone time in the direction
of the great dam he got back in and drove on.

"l wonder what that was," Retta Kenn pondered al oud.

She sounded as if she were enjoying the whole thing.

Chapter XI11. ONE BY ONE

WHEN Doc and the girl arrived at the airport, Doc found his plane nearly entirely destroyed.

The tires had survived; that was strange, but then powerful explosives often do the unusual. The
rest of the plane was a ruin, with a second | ook necessary to even tell what it had been.

It bore no resenblance to the costly and extrenely nodern speed plane in which Doc Savage and
Johnny had come to Powertown from New YorKk.

The man in charge of the airport explained.

"It nust've been a bonb that sonebody put in when nobody was | ooking," he said. "W didn't see a
soul around before the thing went off, and not after, either."

Doc Savage went back and got in the taxicab.

"So this is the explosion we heard," the driver munbl ed.

Retta Kenn tapped D Aughtell, who was still unconscious, and assuned a know ng expression.
"Sone of the trinitrotoluene he said he was forced to mx," she said "But why bl ow up your
pl ane?"

"Keep me fromspying on themfromthe air," the bronze man said. "Mwybe they knew that ship was
fitted with marvel ous air photographi c equi prent - caneras that could take al most m croscopic

pi ctures of the ground. And maybe they just did it to get ny goat."

He directed the taxicab to the |ocal express station, and sat without noving or speaking, but
wat ching D Aughtell steadily, until he got out at the station to ask for a box which m ght have cone
in from New York addressed to Al exander Smithers.

The express agent |ooked, and came back with A exander Smithers's box. Doc produced a driver's
license which proved to the agent's satisfaction that he was Al exander Smthers.

The box was |arge and of netal, and when Doc Savage opened it, proved to hold, anobng other
things, a radio transnmitter-and-receiver of unusual conpactness.

"There was one in the plane," he explained. "I sent this one up from New York before we left,
just on the chance that there m ght be an energency."

He did not add that nuch of his phenonenal success was due to that sinple habit of preparing well
in advance, agai nst every conceivabl e emergency. He probably prepared for a hundred things that
never happened for every one that did.

Johnny was waiting on the air when Doc tuned in and attenpted reaching him Johnny had carried a
portable transmtter-and-receiver with him

"What did your seisnpgraphs show on that |ast earth trenor?" Doc Savage asked him

"Sonet hing that wasn't very nice," Johnny said with small, gloony words.

THE fact that he continued to use snall words showed that the gaunt archeol ogi st and geol ogi st
was worried. He began to speak slowy and distinctly over the air, and Doc Savage did not interrupt
the recital. It was not necessary. Johnny started out supplying even the mnute details.



"l went to the region which seens central in the disturbances," Johnny said. "I took a car, then
wal ked. | went alone, carrying ny equipnent, which consisted of four of those supersensitive
recordi ng sei snographs and a sonic apparatus for ascertaining in sonme degree the nature of the
strata underlying the vicinity.

"l set up ny instruments nine mles north of Powertown, and two miles west. You will recognize
the spot by the large nountain, which is very dark and seens conposed entirely of stone. The
mountain is rugged, marked with many ravines and pits, and there are very fewtrees on it.

"l took sonic tests of the underlying strata and found sonething rather peculiar and as things
are turning out, quite om nous. For instance -

There was a pause - deep silence.

"For instance what?" Doc asked.

"Hel p!" Johnny's voice screaned out of the speaker.

The other transmitter banged as if some one had kicked it. Then its carrier wave went off the
air.

Doc Savage sat perfectly notionless before his own receiver, listening for a long tine. He did
not nove a nuscle. He was so still that the girl, Retta Kenn, |ooked at him and sonething about his
immobility seemed to appall her. For the first time she |ooked as if she were not enjoying herself.
And then D Aughtell revived. He groaned several times, turned over, and since he was lying in the
taxicab, fell out of the machine. That, instead of putting himout again, revived himnore.

Retta Kenn went over to D Aughtell.

Doc Savage still crouched before his radio receiver. He seened unaware of anything el se.

Retta Kenn asked D Aughtell, "Have you ever seen the Roar Devil ?"

"Yes," said D Aughtell.

"Who is he?" the girl questioned. Her voice was a snap.

"H's name is Ricketts," said D Aughtell.

"The mayor -

"Mayor Leland Ricketts of Powertown," said D Aughtell enphatically.

Doc Savage seened not to have heard. He had not taken his strange flake-gold eyes fromthe radio
recei ver over which Johnny's last words - that cry for help - had cone.

Chapter XlV. CANDI DATES FOR DEATH

JOHNNY | ooked |ike a scholar. He was. He al so | ooked |ike a man who, if given a hard shove, would
fall apart. That was a wong inpression. He was as tough as wal rus hide, and he knew all of the
fighting tricks, either under the Queensbury or the dock-wall oper-rules.

He had been fighting for five mnutes. He was not doing so badly.

A man snarl ed and junped at Johnny's throat with both hands held out |ike claws. Johnny stuck the
two forefingers of his right hand in the man's eyes, and the man fell back and rolled over and over,
cursing and yelling at his conpanions to kill Johnny and cut his heart out.

There was seven of the attackers, all of them gentlemen who woul d have | ooked out of place in a
drawi ng-room They had started the thing quite confidently. They were not so sure of thensel ves
now.

Three of them were sensel ess. The one just blinded was the fourth.

The three survivors cursed and grunted and gasped and ki cked and slugged. They were in the weck
of the radio transmtter-and-receiver, which had been tranpled to pieces. They were beconming tired.
Johnny, on the other hand, seemed just warm ng up.

"Bony - buzzard!" one gasped.

Johnny performed the painfully unexpected feat of kicking a man behind himin the face wi thout
turni ng around, and the fracas cane to a nonentary pause.

"We're gonna have to croak - him- after all!" a man panted. "Chief said - do that - if we had
to!"

Johnny had been wondering about that. The nen had guns, but they had not tried to use them In
the back of Johnny's mind was the intention of fighting as long as they seened inclined to keep it
up without bringing in guns.

One of the nmen dragged out an automatic. Johnny pronptly stopped fighting. He half expected to be
shot. But his foes appeared gl ad enough to have hi m stop.

"Shoul da t hought of the gun before," one grunted.

Johnny panted loudly. He carefully nade his arms trenble and his knees go rubbery.

"Played hinself out," chuckled one of the nen. "But man, he sure surprised ne!"

Johnny sat down. He | ooked as if he had collapsed. |If any one noted he had come down on a snooth
hard rock, they did not think anything peculiar about that.

Nor did any one seemto notice that Johnny had torn a button off the cuff of his coat and was
surreptitiously nmaking marks on the flat stone. The rock was hard. Johnny's secretive scrapings on
it left no perceptible trace.

The men gathered around himafter they had rested a bit, searched him and took away his machi ne
pistol, amp druns, noney, notebooks, seisnograph charts, and other paraphernalia.

"What'd you | earn about the whol e thing?" one of the nmen asked Johnny. "Get the | ow down?"
"Certain bicephal ous, consangui neous eventualities," Johnny said, wthout batting an eye.



The listeners | ooked slightly dizzy

"W' ve heard about them words," one said. "They sure |ive up to advance notices!"

THEY proceeded to revive their conmpanions - no one had been damaged seriously - and get themin
nmovi ng condition. Johnny watched them

A smal|l stream made noi sy gurgles near by. It was because of that sound that the assailants had
been able to come upon hi munawares, Johnny decided. O course, he had been careless to the extent
that he had permitted hinself to become too absorbed by what he had been doing. That is a common
fault of scholars, or, possibly, not a fault, because it is inpossible to | earn anything w thout
concentration

They nmust have been watching himfor some tinme, Johnny perceived, because they had gathered up
the sei snmographs which he had planted at intervals. They now destroyed these, using stones to beat
theminto a nmetal pul p. Johnny winced with each destructive blow. Those things had cost nore than
the average bank president earns in a year

"You are the Roar Devil's men?" he demanded

"Heck, no," said one of the men, acting surprised

Johnny frowned at him "You are not going to lie to nme?"

"Heck, no," said the other. "We're field agents of Santa Claus. We go around |looking for little
boys -

"Stow it!" some one snapped. "This guy was |ally-gagging over that radi o when we junped him and
sonebody is liable to have gotten wise. W'd better blow"

They wal ked the bed of the noisy little creek. Sometimes the water was up around their hips. Mre
often, it washed their ankles. It was cold. The men shivered and swore.

The creek dropped down into one of the minor reservoirs - mnor only in that it was but a part of
t he devel opnent around Powertown. The | ake was deep, a nmile wide and a nunber of miles |ong

VWere the creek enptied into the | ake, there was a hidden flat-bottoned boat fitted with an
outboard nmotor. The nmen got in. They flooded the carburetor of the outboard in trying to start it
and the man with the starting cord accidentally whipped the faces of those behind himw th the cord
They nearly fought

After the notor had started and the boat was noving, it could be seen that the exhaust - the pipe
was underwater - was leaving a trail of oil

" Sonmebody mi xed too much oil in the gasoline,” a man gritted. "Wonder if anybody can trail us by
t hat ?"

They worried about it, but did not change their course. By the tine they reached the other side
of the lake, they had hit upon a plan

They unl oaded on a sl oping rock beach which would retain no footprints. They did not bring the
boat clear in, but waded ashore, then turned the boat and, with the notor w de open, headed it
across the | ake

They had been lucky in adjusting the nmotor for direction, because the boat did not sw ng nuch
fromthe course they had intended

“I't"1'l run upon the beach hard wherever it hits,” a man chuckled. "That'l|l make it look like it
was haul ed up."

"Cone on," another said inpatiently. "The big-shot may have gotten in."

IT looked like a little sumer canp, very peaceful. There was a golf course of nine holes, with
several men playing on it. The men were correctly dressed for the game; but they were playing
terribly, slicing balls into the rough and m ssing swings entirely. Some of themwere acting as
caddi es, but their attitudes were strange, because they swore terribly at players who accidentally
drove balls into the rough

There were tennis courts, with |ean, hard-1ooking players on them There was a sw nmm ng pool, and
nmore than one man in swinmng or getting a sunburn had bullet scars on his person

There were no wonen in sight

"The hangout, eh?" Johnny asked

One of his captors | ooked di sgusted

"You catch on that quick?" he grow ed

"I't would not fool a policeman thirty seconds,"” Johnny replied

They advanced toward what was ostensibly a small hotel, fromwhich a driveway led toward a

di stant paved hi ghway. Men, neat in white flannels, had dice and poker ganmes going on the veranda
Looki ng them over, Johnny decided they were as hard an aggregation as he had ever observed. They
were ol der than the average nmob of criminals, too. Johnny had been through penitentiaries, where he
had been struck by the youth of the inmates - the najority of themaround twenty. The ages of these
men woul d average between thirty and forty. Woever had assenbl ed them believed in experienced
heads

No guns were in sight. Probably that was in case the police should pay a visit

Johnny was escorted inside. The | obby was | arge and ornate, and there was a fountain and a poo

in which fish swam The pool was quite |arge

They led himto the fountain. He noted that a small imtation brook, fish swinmmng init, ran off
across the |l obby floor, and was crossed by tiny rustic bridges. It was rather clever



One of the nen pointed at the pool and said, "In!"

Johnny eyed the pool. It was deeper than he had expected, but clear, and he could see the |ong
green strands of artificial nmoss in the bottom There was noss on the sides, but the pool | ooked
what it was supposed to be

"CGoing to drown ne here?" Johnny asked. "Rather preternatural, no?"

He was given a shove and fell into the pool with a great splash. Because his hands were still
bound, Johnny knew he woul d have to clanber up the sides to get out, so, while he was still under,
he stroked with his feet, shoving hinself over

To his astonishnent, he came up under a hidden |lip beyond the noss, and found hinself in an air
space. The nature of the pool nust be cleverly canpbuflaged with the nbss, and mirrors, as well.
Hands reached down and seized him He was haul ed, dripping, into a space that was very cranped
Then he was dragged down what seenmed to be a | adder, for he banged its rungs in falling and was
ki cked by his captor. He was stood erect in a narrow passage and marched forward, then down steep
steps and into a brightly lighted room The lights were so bright that he could not see for a
nonent

Monk's smal |, childlike voice said, "Well, do |ook who is with us!"
JOHNNY' S eyes accustoned thensel ves quickly to the light, and he coul d make out Monk, and Ham as
wel |, shackl ed by chains to concrete rings in the floor

"A very uncerenoni ous encounter," Johnny said

"Holy cow " booned a voice froma corner. "How d they get you?"

It was Renny, also chained. He was battered, and not nany of his clothes were still left on him
The hide was practically all gone fromthe knuckles of his enornous hands

Johnny expl ai ned how he had been captured. He was not interrupted, except that his captors

equi pped hi mw th another chain and fastened himto the floor. They did not, however, try to stop
his speech

"Have you gentlenen | earned the notivation of our fond hosts?" he finished questioningly

Renny shrugged; Mnk shook his head, and Ham stared gl oonily

"The trouble seens to be between the Roar Devil and Dove Zachies," Renny said, boom ng. "Dove
Zachi es has sonething hidden that he is determ ned the Roar Devil shall not have, and the Roar Devi
is just as determined to get it."

"Know what it is?" Monk asked Johnny

"No. Don't you?"

"Nary a guess," Mnk grunbled. "We been putting together all we heard, and we about half

concl uded whatever it is ain't noney."

"Then what could it be?"

"Your guess is as good as anybody's," Mnk told him

Ham st udi ed Johnny intently. "You were up here with those sei snographs and things when the earth
gave one of its shimmes. Wiat did you decide?"

"l decided that things are very bad, and can becone worse," Johnny said slowy, shunning his

usual big words. "I wll explain why. My soundings with the sonic apparatus showed nme an enor nous
earth fault of rather unusual formation. For instance, some hundreds of feet below the surface the
so-call ed bedrock is interrupted by a strata of sand and gravel which, in turn, lies on other

bedr ock.

"This sand and gravel sheet slopes upward at an angle, and you might liken it to at |ayer of bal
bearings under the surface of the earth. In other words, every pronounced shock causes a
correspondi ngly nuch greater shift in the earth surface

"For instance, | amquite sure that the surface of the regi on around Powertown, and especially
about the danms, has noved some twelve or fifteen feet recently. You can guess what effect that has
on the surface. It has resulted in the breaking of dans, and it will result in the breaking of

others if nore blasts are set off."

"Blasts!" Mnk interjected. "What are you driving at?"

"The thing which causes the earth shocks, as far as the sei snographs showed, and they are very
dependabl e, is an expl osion of tremendous power," said Johnny.

"Nerts!" Mnk said. "An explosion big enough to cause the surface of the earth to slide would be
heard for miles."

"You forget," Johnny said, "the silencing device, or whatever it is that brings those periods of
absol ute silence.”

"That Roar Devil is a clever cuss,” Mnk grunted

"I'f we only knew who he is," Johnny nurnured

Monk blinked. "W do."

"You nean - " Johnny gul ped, and seened too surprised to continue
"Ch, we've overheard enough to tell us who he is," Mnk said
"Who is he?"

"Mayor Leland Ricketts, of Powertown," Mnk said
THERE was a commotion at the entrance. The guard | ooked up the passage, then grinned over his
shoul der at the prisoners picketed out on the floor



"You' ve got conpany comng."

There was nore scuffling, then a man was haul ed through the openi ng, kicked ungently to the
center of the floor, and staked out with one of the chains and iron rings.

Johnny stared at the newconer, it was V. Venable Mear.

"So you're back with us," Mnk told V. Venable Mear am ably.

That seened to indicate Mear had been a previ ous conpani on. Johnny asked about this, and was
assured it was true - that V. Venabl e Mear had been haul ed away, sone hours before.

"They seemed to think | mght know how they could catch Dove Zachies," Mear explained. "They have
had ne in a roomfiring questions at ne since."

Johnny continued to study V. Venable Mear, as if to convince hinself of the man's exact position
in the nysterious trend of events.

"One might say you are a private detective," Johnny said abruptly.

"A crimnal psychologist," V. Venable Mear corrected; then he reconsidered. "Maybe private
detective is a general term which would describe ny present connection with this affair, if one did
not want to be too specific."

"And you were hired by a nysterious individual known as April Fifth?"

"Correct."

"Who is April Fifth?"

"l have not the slightest idea," V. Venable Mear registered curiosity "How did you learn all of
thi s?"

"Retta Kenn told us."

"An estinmable young lady. | amglad you | earned what you did. | fear you suspected me of being
the Roar Devil."

Johnny did not admit or deny this, but nodded at V. Venable Mear. "You seened to have been shot
during the raid on your house in New York."

For answer, Mear opened his shirt. H's shoul der was in bandages.

"Does that satisfy you?" he asked.

Renny booned, "Lay off! Didn't we tell you Mayor Leland Ricketts is the Roar Devil ?"

A man in the door |aughed, and said, "I hope your boss, Doc Savage, is as sure of that as you
are."

Monk | ooked at the man, who was one of the Roar Devil's gang.

"Better not wish that, guy," he said. "Doc might find a way to glomonto your chief."

The other sneered. "Get wise to yourself, nonkey knuckles."

"Wse?" Mnk frowned.

"Sure," chuckled the other. "W've been taking you for a ride. The Roar Devil is not Myor

Ri cketts. W' ve been kidding you!"

Chapter XV. THE BREAK

SI LENCE fol | oned t he announcenent that the Roar Devil was not Hi s Honor, Mayor Ricketts of

Powert own. Monk, Ham and Renny seened rather firmy convinced on the point, probably due to what
they had heard in the past. Johnny held his peace because he did not have enough information to hold
any convictions in any direction.

V. Venabl e Mear was qui et because he did not seemto feel good. Once or tw ce, when he noved, he
grimaced violently and felt of his body tenderly, as if he had sone bad bruises.

Unexpect edl y, Johnny spoke. His words were not English, but a queer, |ow, not unnusical guttural
| anguage.

V. Venabl e Mear eyed them "I believe that was the Myan dial ect, was it not?"

He was right. Johnny, Mnk, Ham and Renny nearly fell over. It was the first tine in the
so-called civilized world that they had ever encountered a man who even knew what the | anguage was,
al t hough they were aware that there nust be sone.

The tongue was that of a lost race, the mighty ruling clan of the ancient Mayan enpire, a people
lost for centuries. Doc Savage and his nmen often spoke this Mayan tongue when they did not wish to
be under st ood.

"You under stand Mayan?" Johnny demanded of V. Venabl e Mear.

"Not that Mayan," Mear said. "I was in Yucatan, and |earned one of the nodern dialects."

"I'"ll speak that, then," Johnny said.

The gaunt archaeol ogi st and geol ogi st then |launched into the slurring syllables of the nbdern
Mayan dial ect, with which he and his conpanions were also familiar.

"They gave me the usual searching,” Johnny said. "They even pried the heels |oose fromny shoes
to see that there was nothing inside. They did not, however, renove the buttons frommy coat. The
top buttons and the bottombuttons, if crushed together, will burst into flame, giving off a gas
that will nmake a man senseless if he breathes it. The gas is nerged with the air and rendered
harm ess after a few seconds, so that you can escape it by hol ding your breath."

"l know all about that," Mnk said. "Doc worked out the fornmula for the gas, and | hel ped him
You must shut your eyes, too. The stuff kinda smarts if you don't."

"That guard at the door has the key to these | ocks," Renny booned in Mayan. "I amgoing to raise
a fuss, and make hi m mad enough to come over here and kick me or something. When he is over here,



use the gas. That way, we can get to himafter he goes down. The way it is, we couldn't reach himon
account of these chains.”

"Excel l ent," Johnny agreed.

The bony archeol ogi st and geol ogi st began to work carefully. Wthout being discovered, he plucked
buttons off his coat and carefully crushed themon the concrete floor. It was necessary to have them
smashed into a fine powder, he explained quietly in Mayan. He nmade two piles, which | ooked no
different.

"1'm about ready," he said in Mayan.

Renny opened his nmouth to start his yelling, then closed it. The guard canme down the stairs,

foll owed by another man. The two of them wal ked over to V. Venable Mear, put handcuffs on him then
unl cosened hi s chai n.

"What - what's up?" V. Venable Mear asked nervously.

"That girl," said one of the nen. "She's getting in the big-shot's hair. He wants you to tell him
a way of grabbing her."

V. Venabl e Mear yelled, "I won't!"

"So you think," the other snarl ed.

They took V. Venable Mear away. He turned at the door and said, "I hope your scheme works." He
said it in Mayan, rapidly.

The guard struck hima terrific blow, knocking himup the steps, and snarling, "I'mgetting tired
of hearing that gobbling and clucking anong you guys!"

THE prisoners |left behind were quiet for a time. They did not exchange words, but it seened
mutual ly agreed that it mght be best to wait a little.

At length, Johnny said in Mayan, "W might as well try it now "

"1"11 yell," said Renny.

The big-fisted engineer threw back his head and began to how . His yells were incredible. They

all but tore the place apart. The guard, who had been up the steps a few feet, came clattering
down.

"Cut that out!" he gritted.

Renny only baw ed the | ouder.

The guard ran toward them He did not go to Renny, but to Johnny. And he suddenly kicked the two
pil es of powdered chemicals apart, scattering themon the floor.

"You guys nust think | ain't got eyes," he snapped. "That foreign gobble you were speakin' tipped
me of fI"

Renny sai d. disgustedly, "Ch, what awful |uck!"

But it was not over. Johnny had been crouching on his heels and he straightened suddenly,

expl osively, and butted the guard in the side. The latter was not taken entirely by surprise, but he
did not fathom Johnny's true intention in tine.

The guard was knocked back across the floor.

Monk was ready. He received the guard in two furry beans of arns. The guard | et out one agonized
bl eat, then Monk banged himon the floor. They rolled. Mnk's chain rattled.

The guard got his gun out and managed to shoot it three tinmes. None of the bullets hit anybody,
but the noise sounded like a 16-inch rifle in the chanber. Mnk managed to knock the man's head
agai nst the concrete floor, so that he becane sensel ess.

Monk fought to get the keys to their shackles.

Feet clattered on the |adder. The shots had brought nore of their captors. Two, three, four of
them They canme in cursing, and charged.

The keys were on a heavy ring and Monk threw themat the forenpst nman. He hit the fellowin the
face, but it only enraged the man. During the next four or five mnutes, they were handl ed roughly.
Handcuffs were put on their wists. They were | oosened fromthe chains.

"We're noving you birds, "said one of the nen. "Things are getting hot. W don't want you found
here."

THEY were | ed up and pushed, one at a tine, into the fountain. Coming up in the pool, they were
haul ed out, dripping water, and forced to stand in the little artificial brook which ran across the
| obby floor. No doubt that was why the brook was there - so that persons com ng out of the pool
woul d not drip water on the |obby floor, and thus betray the secret entrance.

The occupants of the fake summer hotel surrounded them They did not seemto approve of the fact
that the prisoners were still alive.

"They' re dangerous,” a man said. "They oughta be bunped."

"Roar Devil's orders are to keep 'em around,"” another informed him

"\Npy 2"

"On account of a very sinple reason.”

"Yeah?"

"These guys know all about this Doc Savage," the other said grimy. "They can tell us things -
things that will help put the grab on the bronze guy."

"They won't talk."

"You bet they will!" the other grunted. "The Roar Devil knows all about truth serum and things



like that. They'll talk whether they wanna or not."

It becane apparent that sone of the men were to acconpany the prisoners, while another party was
assenbling out by the tennis courts. A man appeared, bearing arms from sonme hiding place, and
distributed themto this second party.

The purpose of the second group was apparently a nystery to at |east some of those who were to
acconpany Renny and the other prisoners.

"What're they up to?" a nan asked.

"The chief has got a schenme,"” a man replied. "W've got this Doc Savage thinkin' Mayor Lel and

Ri cketts is the Roar Devil. If we can cinch that idea in the bronze guy's head, then croak Ricketts,
we' Il have handed the bronze guy a dead cat. He'll think he's got the whole thing wound up,
especially after he finds his pals, here, croaked. We'll croak 'emafter Ricketts is dead. Then
we'll all lay low until the bronze guy goes off the job."

"What about the Dove Zachi es angl e?"

"Chief is all set to glom Zachies right away," chuckl ed the other. "Once we get Zachies,
everything will be jake."

A man glared at Monk, who was listening intently, and snarled, "Pull in thembig ears, you

chi npanzee! "

Monk, on the point of making an angry retort, broke forth in a wide grin. A nman had conme into the
| obby | eading a snall animal by a chain. The man |inped, was wary of his charge.

It was the pig, Habeas Corpus. The fellow |l eading the shote carried a |long club, apparently to
def end hinsel f. Habeas was grunging angrily and show ng vici ous-| ooki ng tusks.

"Say, are hog bites poison?' the man with the pig demanded.

Al nost every one |aughed at him The prisoners were started off.

Monk, wal ki ng besi de Ham grow ed, "So Mayor Leland Ricketts ain't the Roar Devil, after all."
Renny, following them runbled, "Lookit, you birds - maybe this tal k about Ricketts not being the
brains is just a gag to throw us off. Maybe he is their chief."

Somebody said, "Put the nmuffler on that gab, back there!"

There was sonme excitenent as the pig, Habeas, bit some one and the victimdemanded the

sati sfaction of shooting the porker, which seemed only to anmuse every one.

It was obvious that the shote had nade a hit because of his grotesque appearance and his
willingness to fight all of the tinme. The pig was sonething with which to pass tinmne.

"My vote goes to Ricketts as being their chief," Mnk whispered, a little later.

Ham frowned at himnuch as a teacher would at a distressingly ignorant scholar.

"Haven't you caught on yet who the Roar Devil is?" he asked.

Monk scowl ed. "Have you?"

"Yes," said Ham "I am absolutely positive."

Monk continued scow ing, then appeared to decide that Hamwas trying to rib him for he affected
di sinterest and changed the subject.

"1 wonder," he pondered al oud, "what Doc is doing?"

Chapter XVI. THE UNSUCCESSFUL SURRENDER

DOC SAVAGE, at that particular nonent, was being roundly criticized. This was, unusual. He had
not been criticized for a long time, because, to nost individuals, his nmethods were quite amazing
and | eft nothing to be desired.

Retta Kenn seened to see considerable wong with the way he was doi ng things.

"You are going around in circles and not acconplishing anything!" the girl snapped.

Doc Savage pretended not to hear her. He stripped off his coat and wung it out. It gave up

al nost a quart of water which ran over the floor of Mayor Leland Ricketts's office in the Powertown
Muni ci pal O fice Buil ding.

"You're all wet!" the young wonan snapped. "Were have you been? What have you been doi ng?"

Doc Savage took off his vest and wrung that out.

"It's been at least two hours since you heard your man Johnny yell for assistance over the
radio," the young wonman clipped angrily. "You haven't done a thing about it. Doesn't the welfare of
your five assistants nean anything to you?"

"Four," Doc corrected. "The fifth man - Major Thomas J. Roberts, better known as Long Tom- is
abroad. "

"Well, if he was here, the Roar Devil would have himby now," the young woman said cattily. "And
you are the fellows who have half the crooks in the world scared of them A fine bunch of flat tires
you turned out to be!"

"Oh, you give everybody a headache!" Flagler D Aughtell snapped suddenly.

He was standing in the background, and he had been silent until now.

The girl frowned at him and asked, "Wo pulled your string?"

The Powertown chief of police, a fat man without any hair on top of his head but plenty around
the sides, came in.

"We have the entire Powertown police force and the New York State troopers |ooking for Myor

Lel and Ricketts," he said. "So far, no one has seen him"

He went out.



Doc Savage | ooked at the girl and said, "Have you been taking things into your own hands? | told
you not to say anything about Mayor Ricketts."

She sniffed at him

"And | et Ricketts get away scot-free?" she demanded. "Not much! If you're too uppity to accept

help fromthe police, I'mnot. How do you know? Maybe a cop might grab Ricketts. Then we'd have the
Roar Devil."

"And so you told the police to look for Ricketts, while | was, er - getting wet?" Doc Savage

queri ed.

"Sure," she said. "And you don't seemto like it, and so what?"

Fl agl er D Aughtell spoke up again.

"Perhaps we could have her put in jail," he suggested.
"An idea," Doc agreed.
The girl flung back her head and | aughed heartily. "I've convinced the chief of police that I'm

innocent as the flowers in May."

She seened very cheerful, as if the nore trouble she could stir up, the better she would I|ike

it.

Unexpect edly, her face becane bl ank. She stared at the door, her nouth open.

A man had sidled in furtively.

He was a man who had been a fighter once, for there were nounds of gristle about his eyes, and

his nose was flat and his ears were not as nature had made themoriginally. He | ooked nean, but not

st upi d.
"Stupe Davin!" exploded the girl.
Doc Savage | ooked the man ever without nuch evidence of great interest, and said, "I believe you

told me Stupe Davin was one of Dove Zachies's nen?"

"H s bodyguard," snapped the girl. She glared at Davin. "Wat do you want?"

She took an automatic pistol out of a pocket of her frock and pointed it at Stupe Davin.
"Fresh wen!" he scowl ed at her. "Sonebody is gonna push you down plenty before you' re through
with this!"

Doc Savage said, "You have sonething on your m nd?"

Stupe Davin eyed the bronze man. What he saw seened to make hi muneasy, for he nervously noved
his feet and swal | owed several times.

"It ain't on ny nmind," he said. "lIt's on Dove's."

"Yes?" The bronze nman did not seem particularly concerned.

"Dove |s scared," said Stupe Davin. "He's scared until he's ready to lay eggs!"

"Unl ess | am mi staken," the bronze man said, "he has been scared all along."

Davi n nodded. "He's worse now. He wants to talk to you."

"What about ?"

"A deal ." Stupe Davin sounded earnest "Dove will shoot straight with you this tinme."

"He couldn't shoot straight with anybody," Retta Kenn put in. "He's too crooked."

"Dry up," grow ed Stupe Davin. "I'll put nmy fist down your throat!"

The girl | aughed.

Fl agl er D Aughtell said nervously, "I don't like this. That Dove Zachies is supposed to be a very

clever and unscrupul ous crook."
Doc asked Stupe Davin, "You will take us to Dove Zachi es?"

"I sure will," gul ped Davin.
"All right," Doc said. "W'll go now. "
"Count nme out!" snapped Retta Kenn. "I'mnot entirely crazy!"

"Ditto here," echoed D Aughtell, fear on his haggard face.

Doc Savage noved - noved nore suddenly than it seened possible he could have. The girl's
automatic was unexpectedly in his hand. He pocketed it.

"You are going along," he said, "whether you like it or not."

The girl screaned, "Say, you big cheese! Do you still think I ma crook?"

"You are going." Doc turned on D Aughtell. "You can do what you want."

"I"l'l go," D Aughtell said pronptly. He | ooked nore disreputable, nore like a bum than ever.

"l got a heap waitin' down the street," said burly, ugly Stupe Davin.

THEY net Dove Zachies in a pleasant little creamcottage in the mddle of an apple orchard, the
trees of which were in bloom It was an idyllic little spot, one which hardly | ooked the part of a
gang hideout. But a close observer could have noted that the wi ndows were thick bulletproof glass,
the innocent-1ooking shutters outside were of arnor steel, as was the door.

Dove Zachies snmiled and bowed, and his bobbing up and down, together with his naturally peaceful
appear ance, sonehow brought the thought of a plunp park pigeon being fed corn.

"l amglad to see you," he said earnestly. "Indeed | am Drink?"

"I't mght be poisoned,” snapped the girl.

Dove Zachies registered disgust in a mld way and inquired, "Was it necessary to bring her along?
She gets in ny hair."

"She gets in every one's hair," Doc told him "Wat is on your m nd?"



"l am scared," Dove Zachies said. "This Roar Devil, as you know, caught my nen when they were
attacking V. Venable Mear's house. Alnpbst ny entire organi zation was in that attack. The Roar Devi l
got themall. What he did with them | do not know. | do not think he killed them but I cannot be
sure. At any rate, | amalnost al one. These are all | have left."

He waved a deprecating armto indicate Stupe Davin and hal f a dozen other vicious-Iooking

gentl emen who had gathered in the room These gentlemen did not look as if they |iked the situation.
But there were no guns in sight.

"It was by the rarest good fortune that | did not |ead that attack on V. Venable Mear's house,"

said Dove Zachies. "In which case | woul d have been taken, and it would all be over."

"Just what is back of this conference?" Doc asked.

"I love ny life," Zachies smled wyly. "You can save it for me. You want the Roar Devil. | can
hel p you get him W can nake a deal ."

"l preserve your life, and you help ne," Doc replied. "Is that it?"

"Alittle nore than that," Zachies corrected.

"How rmuch nore?"

"The Roar Devil is after sonmething of mine," Zachies said. "Sonething that | have hidden. | nust
have your word that | amto retain this."

"You nmean you want to keep the thing in the cache?"

"Exactly," Zachies agreed. "And you nust promise not to try to learn its nature."

"No, " Doc Savage stated pronptly.

Dove Zachi es did not seem surprised.

"Then | and ny men will surrender to you," he said. "W give up."

Doc Savage reached in a pocket. He brought out a glass bulb larger than a pigeon egg. He snashed
it on the floor. Wen the bulb broke, a liquid splattered, but evaporated al nbst instantaneously.
Doc Savage held his breath.

Those in the room- all of them- seemed to go asleep on their feet. They made consi derabl e noi se
falling to the floor. The girl, near the door, tried to run, but did not get outside before she,
t oo, coll apsed.

DOC SAVAGE noved as if he were in no great hurry, and knew exactly what he was doi ng. He got
materials with which to bind them- strips torn froma rug, wires off a clothes |line, and adhesive
tape froma nedicine cabinet. Then he went to work.

When he stood back to survey the job, it was quite evident that Dove Zachies, Stupe Davin and the
rest of themwould never get free of their own volition.

Retta Kenn was not bound. Neither was Flagler D Aughtell.

Doc Savage picked the girl and D Aughtell up and carried themout to the car in which they had
cone - Stupe Davin's car. He seenmed in no particular hurry as he started the notor and drove toward
Power t own.

Once he stopped the car and seened to be thinking deeply. His small trilling sound canme out, but
in a vagrant sort of way, as if the thing which had provoked it was sonme conclusion not entirely
new, but rather one already fully recognized.

The car was in notion again when the girl and D Aughtell awakened. They aroused thensel ves rather
qui ckly, and seermed to suffer no bad effects.

"What was that stuff?" the girl asked.

"An anaesthetic gas," Doc told her. "I have used it for a nunber of years."

"But didn't it get you?"

"You escape it by holding your breath."

She snapped, "You night have told us."

Fl agl er D Aughtell asked, "What about Dove Zachies and what is left of his gang?"

Doc Savage tool ed the car around a corner. It was a big machine, quiet and fast. The day had
turned out warm The bal my spring breezes whi pped the unbuttoned collar of the bronze man's shirt,
but, strangely enough, did not disturb his netallic hair.

"W will tell the police about Zachies," he said finally.

The girl snapped at Doc, "You double-crossed them" as if he had commtted some crine.

"You will distinctly recall that | prom sed them nothing," he rem nded her.

They reached the Powertown police station, and Doc Savage informed the chief that Dove Zachi es,
who knew nmuch about the mysterious earth trenors nenaci ng the bi g dam above Powertown, could be
found at the cream house in the apple orchard. The police charged off in three squad cars.

Doc, finding them nmissing when he went back to the car, went hunting the girl and D Aughtell. He

found the girl posing for a newspaper photographer, and | ocated D Aughtell in the Minicipal Ofice
Bui I di ng Iunch room consum ng a sandwi ch.
"The Roar Devil's nen didn't feed me any too well," explained D Aughtell. "It is hungry like a

wol f that | am"

An hour later, the police were back with bad news.

"Dove Zachies and the others were gone!" the chief yelled.

DURI NG t he next hour, Doc Savage conducted hinself as if he had all of the tine in the world;
indeed, as if there was nothing of particular inportance afoot. This aggravated Retta Kenn.



"Your bungling | ost us Dove Zachies!" she accused. "You coul d have brought himand his nen back
in the car. Wiy'd you overconme themin the first place? They had surrendered, hadn't they?"

Doc sai d not hi ng.

"I think you're a dunb cluck,"” the young woman sai d cheerfully.

Doc Savage scow ed at her. This was unusual, because he was noted for the degree of cal mwhich he
managed to nmaintain on all occasions. But he was not accustonmed to having a young wonman around
sticking verbal pins into him

"l did not want Dove Zachies on ny hands!" he said sharply.

The young worman | ooked at himintently, then began to | augh.

"Hah!" she snapped cheerfully. "I thought so! You've got sone black, vile plan up your sleeve.

But you shouldn't have sent Dove Zachies to his death."

"The Roar Devil will not kill Dove Zachies," Doc told her. "He will nake Dove show hi m where the
cache is."

"Ah, the nystery cache," said the young woman. "Now tell ne what is init"

Doc ignored her.

D Aughtell had been listening, and now he shook his head, got up, and nurnured, "This, what is
behind this trouble, it is a great nystery to ne."

They were in the police chief's office. A box of cigars stood on the chief's desk, open.

D Aughtell wal ked over, took one of these, found a match, strode to the wi ndow and reached up to
strike the match on the iron I ock of the window The natch popped alight and he brought the flame -
cl ang!

G ass fell out of the window. A bullet nmade a buzz and snap in the room

D Aughtel |l shrieked and fell flat on the floor. A series of agonized noans cane fromhis |ips and
a scarlet wormcane creeping out fromunder his body.

Chapter XVII. MAYOR RI CKETTS

DOC SAVAGE jerked one of the glass anaesthetic bul bs fromhis pocket and dropped it on the floor,
hol ding his breath as the ball shattered.

The girl, Retta Kenn, taken conpletely by surprise by the colorless and odorless gas, went to

sl eep on her feet and fell heavily.

D Aughtel |l ceased his npaning and twitching an instant later.

Doc Savage spun through roons, naking for the doorway. There was shouting in some of the roons,
stirred up by the shot. But Doc was out of the building w thout encountering a cop, or seeing any
one.

The Municipal Ofice Building sat back fromthe sidewalk, with a strip of grass and shrubbery

al ong the sides. The bronze man got behind an ornamental hedge, followed it to the corner, and ran
behind a passing car, across the street.

The driver of the car, not knowi ng what it was all about and amazed by the apparition of a giant
bronze man runni ng beside his nachine, conpletely forgot his handling of the wheel and ran into a
t el ephone pole. The bunper of his car and part of the radiator caved in, and the wi ndshield fell
out, after which the notorist got out and began to swear.

Doc Savage went on toward the one spot from which the shot could have cone - an autonobile

deal er's establishment across the street. He did not try to enter the place, but centered efforts on
getting a look at the alley behind and the adjacent streets. Doc had noved fast. Unless the gunman
had noved with unusual speed, there had not been enough tinme for himto get away.

There was a man running down a side street away fromthe autonobile deal er's establishnent. The
man was not running fast, but trotting, rather.

The man had on a checkered sport coat and wore a cap, and there was one of those anple and flashy
yel l ow sport nufflers tied around his neck. His trousers were brown, his shoes brown and white
check. He was a bulky man. His dress was that of a sporty summer visitor.

Doc Savage ran after him

The man in sport clothes saw him The di scovery was made wi thout the fellow turning - he had a
smal | pocket mrror, and he apparently used that to | ook over his shoul der wi thout sw nging, so that
his face m ght be seen.

He began to run nore swiftly. And he hurriedly whipped the yellow muffler up so that it covered
the I ower part of his face. It was obvious that he had previously knotted the nuffler to nmake it
just the length for this purpose.

"You!" Doc rapped. "You can't get away!"

The man turned suddenly. He had a gun in his hand; it spouted | ead and noi se down the street.

Doc Savage sought shelter with nore haste than he had intended enpl oyi ng. The other nan was
shooting fromthe hip, and there was al nost an uncanny accuracy in his marksmanship.

A bullet hit the bronze man al nost squarely over the heart, but the bulletproof undergarnent
which he habitually wore took care of that. Other slugs nade ugly sounds close to his ears.
Unexpectedly, a bullet brought Doc down.

DOC controlled his fall, slammng forward so that he landed in the concrete-floored ravine of a
driveway which led up into a yard. Wthout stirring nore than necessary, he took stock of the
damage.



The | ead had cone through the chain-mail shorts which he wore to protect his legs down to the
knees. The mail was light stuff, in order that it mght be worn under his business suit wthout
betraying its presence, and the man down the street was using a foreign automatic which fired a
cartridge having alnost the characteristics of rifle amunition.

The bullet had | anded a nasty shock, and had torn the flesh some. But it had not put the |leg out
of conmi ssi on.

Doc Savage crawl ed up the driveway, got behind the house and began to run through | awns to head
off his quarry. He ran erratically for a while, then got better control over the |eg. He caught
sight of the man in the sport suit.

The fellow was | oping along without any great pretense at haste. He seenmed to have the idea that
he had stopped pursuit. He | ooked back often.

He saw Doc Savage. Discovery of the bronze man reacted on the fugitive nuch as discovery of a
hound at his heels would affect a grazing rabbit. He was off |ike the proverbial shot.

The chase becane a wild thing. Doc Savage did not show hinmself nore than necessary. The other nan
enptied his gun tinme after tine.

They got down into the factory district. There were many big brick buildings, usually with snall
wat chman turrets or booths at the entrances.

Qut of one of these turrets, sone distance ahead of the fugitive gunman, sprang a uniforned

wat chman. He was a | ean, weather-beaten fellow, and he waved his arns and yelled. There was a gun in
one of his hands.

The man in the sport suit snapped a shot at the watchman. It m ssed. The checkered coat popped
around the nost convenient corner. He had changed his course, as if to avoid the watchnman.

The wat chman cursed shrilly, ran to the corner, raised his gun and took a deliberate aim Reports
came fromhis weapon in a nmeasured volley.

He was shooting down an alley. A gun banged fromthe alley in return. The watchman ducked back.
He charged his gun with fresh cartridges, stepped out recklessly and fired once. He seened ready to
fire nmore bullets, but did not. He was standing bl owi ng snoke out of the barrel of his weapon when
Doc Savage cane up.

"You saw it, gov'nor," he said. "The punk tried to pop ne off!"

Doc Savage said nothing, but |ooked into the alley. A man in a checkered coat, a cap, brown
pants, a pair of brown and white check shoes, and with a yellow neck cloth over the | ower part of
his face, lay in the alley. He was not noving.

"l hope the cops see that it was self-defense," said the watchman.

Doc | ooked at him "Was it?"

The other seened slightly worried. "Well, the guy did shoot at me, but | also chased him and
that mght make it | ook -

"Forget it," Doc said, and wal ked down the alley and took a closer |look at the man in the sport
suit.

One bull et had gone through the checkered cap and the head inside it. There was only the one
wound, but that one was enough to have killed instantly.

"Who was he - a hijacker?" denmanded the watchman.

W thout answering, Doc Savage reached down and stripped the yellow neck cloth fromthe features
of the dead man.

The wat chman took one | ook. He grew white. He seermed about to fall over.

The dead nman in the sport suit was Mayor Lel and Ricketts, of Powertown.

THE wat chnman seened to know his honor by sight. He trenbled and wi ped his forehead. He seened to
be trying to swall ow.

"l sure got nyself in a crack!" he wailed. "Wat'm| gonna do?"

"The dead man was trying to kill you, you said,” Doc Savage told him

"Yeah, | know - but, gleeps! A mayor! Croaking a mayor ain't like it was just some ordinary punk
who had held up a store or sonething."

"Fromall appearances it was perfectly justified," Doc informed him

The wat chman seened to take heart fromthat. He speared a cigarette between his |lips and ignited
it with a shaky hand. The match burned his fingers before he thought to drop it, however. He
but t onhol ed Doc Savage eagerly.

"Listen," he gulped. "You stick by nme, see? Tell the cops howit was. | got ny pistol permt and
ny license as a special cop, |ike watchmen get. But this thing of poppin' off a mayor - |'ll need
all the front |I can get. Suppose you put in for ne, will you?"

"I will do everything to see that you get justice," Doc Savage told him

A police siren was caterwauling. The police radio car pulled up, occupied by two officers. One of
t hem st ood and swore and asked questions, while the other ran to a tel ephone and called nore

of ficers.

Doc Savage expl ai ned what had happened. His word carried weight, it seened, for what he said was
taken w t hout argunent.

The story the girl, Retta Kenn, had told about his honor, Mayor Leland Ricketts, |lent weight to
Doc Savage's recital.



"Ricketts was this Roar Devil," the police chief said. "There isn't nuch doubt of it. He tried to
croak you, Savage. Must have nistaken D Aughtell for you in ny office at the Municipal Ofice

Bui | di ng. He shot, saw his mistake, then ran."

"What about nme?" the watchmen asked nervously.

"You dictate a statement to the D. A ," directed the policeman. "Then we'll see about getting you
your nedal ."

The wat chman had pl easure on hi s weat her-beaten face.

Doc Savage separated a taxi driver fromthe crowd that had gat hered about the scene and had the
man take himback to the Minicipal Ofice Building.

Retta Kenn still lay where she had fallen on the floor. Her regular breathing indicated she had
not come out fromunder the effects of the anaesthetic.

Fl agl er D Aughtell, the inventor who | ooked |ike a bum was nowhere in sight.

In front of the wi ndow where D Aughtell had fallen after the shot, was a snmear of red. Doc Savage
was bendi ng over this, studying it with a small but powerful mcroscope when the girl awakened and
sat up.

"You sure do things in a queer nmanner," she said, sarcastically. "Wat are you looking for in
that pool of bl ood?"

"It is not blood," Doc Savage told her. "It is ordinary olive oil colored with a red dye."

THE girl nust have thought she was still suffering fromthe effects of the gas, and hearing
things. She rubbed a hand over her eyes.

"You ki ddi ng me?" she demanded.

"D Aughtell rnust have had the colored oil in a bottle inside his coat," Doc Savage said. "He
broke it, or pulled the cork out, when he fell. He wanted to make it | ook good."

"I"'magetting dizzy!" Retta Kenn gasped. "D Aughtell was - "

"As crooked as they cone," Doc Savage told her. "His acting ability was considerable, too. Had it
been necessary to depend only on his conduct to find himout, he m ght have fooled ne."

The young worman got up, went over to the streamof fresh air comng in through the hole that the
bull et had nade in the wi ndow, and took several deep breaths. She turned around and | ooked at the
bronze man.

"l amsure D Aughtell was just what he pretended to be," she said. "He was an unfortunate

i nventor whom the Roar Devil had seized and forced to make expl osives."

Doc Savage said nothing. He rolled up his trousers | eg and began to bandage the slight wound

whi ch he had suffered in the chase. It had bled a little.

The girl came over, |ooking concerned, saw how slight the injury was, sniffed as if she wished it
had been sonet hing of consequence, and backed away.

"Wl l!" she snapped. "Aren't you going to argue about D Aughtell?"

"Your convictions are of no great concern to nme," the bronze nman told her.

"l could cut your throat," she said, and wal ked farther away.

It was obvious fromher attitude that she intended to have nothing nore to say. Doc Savage began

tal ki ng.
"We found D Aughtell in the yard of Mayor Ricketts's estate," the bronze man said. "D Aughtell
lay near a sun dial, against which he said he had knocked hi nsel f sensel ess when he fell. That nuch

was the truth, probably."

"I"'mnot interested in your theories," said the young woman.

Doc Savage went on as if he had not heard her.

"H's story about the Roar Devil's men bringing himalong when they went to guard Rickets honme was
too thin," he said. "Wy should they do that? I went back and dived into the R cketts sw nm ng

pool . "
"So that's how you got wet!" the girl interposed.
"In the swinmng pool, |I found the apparatus which produces those intervals of silence," Doc

Savage said. D Aughtell was undoubtedly operating it during the attack on Ricketts's house. Wen |
used those gas bonbs, he saw the jig was up. The wind nust have carried the gas toward him It was
bl owi ng fromthe house toward the pool.

"D Aughtell nust have gotten scared. He threw his apparatus in the pool, then tried to run away.
The gas nade hi mgroggy, and he fell and hit the sun dial with his head. Wien we found him he
trunped up his story to throw suspicion fromhinself."

The girl seenmed, for some reason or other, to find that a sizable and unpleasant pill to down.

She stared at the bronze man, nade angry faces at him and seened not to know what to do next.
"You m ght have told me!" she snapped. "Wat kind of a thingamabob was that contraption you found
in the swimmng pool ?"

"It had been snmashed to pieces," Doc Savage told her. "No doubt D Aughtell did that before
putting it in the pool, in order that no one finding it mght be able to tell how it worked."
"Then you don't know what it is yet?"

The bronze man did not answer that. He seened entirely concerned w th bandagi ng his |eg.

"You give ne a pain," she told him

DOC SAVAGE finished giving first-aid to hinself, dropped his trousers |eg, stood up and was



testing the | eg before the young wonan seened to think of sonething else to say.

"What happened to the man who shot D Aughtell ?" she asked.

"D Aughtell wasn't shot," Doc told her.

"All right," she said sharply. "There was a shot. A gun went off. Wat happened to whoever nade
the gun go of f?"

Doc Savage told her about the chase and its termination. He told her exactly what he had seen,
and no nore.

"And when | took the yellow muffler off the dead man's face, it was Mayor Leland Ricketts," he
said in finishing.

Retta Kenn | ooked cheerful, and vastly relieved. She made a gesture of throwi ng things off her
shoul ders.

"So that's that," she said. "The Roar Devil is dead."

"No, " Doc Savage corrected.

She blinked at him "Mean to say you've been fooling nme again?"

"The man who fired the shot and ran was not Mayor Leland Ricketts," Doc Savage said. "He was a
man, one of the Roar Devil's nen, dressed in clothes exactly |like those Mayor Ricketts was
wearing. "

"How do you know that?"

"observation," the bronze man told her. "The man did not run exactly like Mayor Ricketts would
have run. And the shooting at D Aughtell was sour. It was just to get ny attention."

"You nmean it was a trick?"

"Right. Atrick to make us think the Roar Devil was dead."

The girl frowned at him

"Muich as | hate to admit it, you seemto know all, see all. My | conplinent you?"
"l nmade one very bad m stake," Doc told her. "Wuldn't you like to know about that?"
She grinned at him "I didn't know you ever made m stakes. WWat was it?"

"I'n not nmaki ng sure D Aughtell had been overconme by the anaesthetic gas here in the office," Doc
told her. "He nust have seen ne break the glass bulb, and held his breath. He was very snooth."
"Hm mm" She rubbed her nose thoughtfully. "And this watchman who killed - "

"He did not kill any one," Doc said. "Mayor Ricketts was already dead, his body hidden in the
alley. The man | was chasing nerely ducked out of sight, while the watchman was shooting into the
air."

"Then the watchman is - "

"Due for quite a surprise," Doc Savage told her.

Chapter XVII11. RENDEZVOUS

I F the watchman in question had any inkling that he m ght be headed for a surprise, his
deportment gave no sign of it. He was being questioned by the district attorney and his answers were
qui ck and frank.

"How | ong have you been enpl oyed at your present job?" he was asked.

"That's what worried nme," the watchman said gloomily. "I just went to work today. But |ook - |
got swell references."

The questioning continued, and a policeman canme in, saying, "W got a tel ephone call for a Thomas
Ross. "

"That's nme," said the watchman hastily. "Is it all right for nme to go out and tal k?"

"Sure," he was told.

The statenent was being taken at the factory where Thonas Ross was enpl oyed, therefore, he could
talk over the tel ephone with no great fear that the line had been tapped.

"Yeah," he said into the nouthpiece.

"l have it some orders for you," said a rapid voice, which had a trace of an accent.

The wat chman recogni zed it instantly.

"D Aughtel I!" he exploded. "Ain't it kinda risky, you callin' nme?"

"That may be, but it is necessary," the voice of the other told him "It is not so good that
things are going. This Doc Savage is maybe snell the rat."

"How do you figure?" The watchman sounded worried. "My end went off all right. He thinks | killed
Mayor Ricketts and that Ricketts was the Roar Devil. He ain't got the slightest idea that Ricketts
was already dead in that alley before | started shootin'."

"It is not so sure that | am" the other grunbled. "W did it the good job in fram ng Mayor

Ri cketts, with guns that we hide in his house, and the note that we fake on his typewiter. But | am
not so sure."

"You got orders for nme?" asked the watchman abruptly. "I can't stand here gossipin'. The cops nay
get an itch. You got any orders, D Aughtell?"

"Orders | have, and plenty of them" said D Aughtell. "You are to clear out as soon as you can."

"I's that -

"Maybe not necessary, but the Roar Devil is not take the chance," said the other voice. "You wll

go to Spring and Metropolitan streets. You know where that is?"
"Sure"



"A guy will be parked ma yellow coupé there. He's one of the big-shots specials, see, this guy

is. The guy is just come up fromthe city and don't know where the chief is. You take himto the
chief. The chief has special work for this guy, and he wants himthere in a hurry. You understand it
all I amtelling?"

"Yeah. What about you, D Aughtell?"

"Me, you will not see." The other receiver clicked up

THE wat chman finished dictating his statenent as if nothing, nothing at all, had happened to
interrupt the routine of his first day's work. But at the end of the interview he apparently thought
of sonething, because he began to act nervous. By the tinme it was over, he was feigning a mld case
of the shakes

"l feel kinda jittery," he told his chief. "This is the first guy | ever killed, and it's kinda

got me. How about nme takin' the rest of the day off."

He was told that he could have the rest of the day to hinself

"i'mgoin' fishin'," the man said. "I think that'll straighten out ny nerves better'n anything."
Under the pretense of going fishing, he turned up at the intersection of Spring and Metropolitan

It was a busy corner, with two drug stores, a bank and a departnent store

The yel | ow coupé was parked with a |l ot of other cars, but it was the only machine of its

particul ar canary hue. The erstwhile watchman wal ked past it to get a | ook at the driver

The driver was worth a second | ook. At first glance, he seened near seventy years old, and he

m ght have been mistaken for the proprietor of a nedicine show He had long white hair, a winkled
and al nost paper-white face of considerable area and two enornous ears. He wore a flow ng ascot tie
and a | arge, broad-brinmed bl ack hat

Al toget her he was a picturesque figure. He was snoking an enornous pipe with a white china bow .
The wat chnan cane over, put foot on the running board and in a tough voice said, "Ain't | seen

you before?"

This got a brisk reaction fromthe old fell ow who | ooked |ike a nmedici ne show owner. He noved
suddenly, and the watchman was | ooking into the nuzzle of a big single-action six-shooter. The hand
hol ding the gun was very white, and had several brown warts on it, but it was steady

"Nobody but coppers walk up with questions like that," snarled the white-haired one. "I'mwaiting
for a guy and | ain't gonna be chased off. Get in here and keep your trap shut or |I'Ill blow your
head off."

The wat chman got into the coupé. Then he | aughed

"1'"m Thomas Ross," he said

"The devil you are?" snarled the other

"Maybe you was waitin' for ne?"

"Maybe | was." The driver yanked his black hat over his eyes, stepped on the starter and the car
nmoved out into traffic. The car sounded as if it were about worn out

The wat chman - Thonmas Ross was probably not his real nane - studied his conpanion with great
interest. Wen they had covered half a mle, a strange expression overspread the watchman's face. He
grew tense. H's hand drifted uneasily for the revolver which he carried

The ol d gentl eman who | ooked |ike a patent nedicine faker, asked unexpectedly, "Wat's got into

you?"

"That white hair - it's a wig!'" the watchman snarl ed

"What of it?" growled the other. "Think | want these rubes to get a gander at ny real puss? Shut
up, take your hand away from your gun, and tell me where | go. | got hot business with the big
one."

THE road was really no road at all, but two steep tracks which dodged trees up the steep foot of

the gi ant bl ack stone nmountain which was the nost promnent feature of the terrain around Powertown.
The radi at or bubbl ed and steam spouted around the cap. A carbon knock in the notor sounded as if
several nen were working on it with small hamrers

"Some chariot," said the watchman, disgustedly.

"I's it much farther?" asked the man with the white hair and big bl ack hat

"Not much."

The car clinbed over a boulder. Atire blew out. The watchman swore, and did not do his share of
the work of changing tires. The white-haired man with the appearance of a patent nedicine faker
when he got out of the car, seened unable to straighten. He was a pronounced hunpback

The wat chman eyed himcuriously. An idea seemed to occur to him

"Say!" he grunted

"Yes?" grunted the white-haired one

"Lot of us ain't never seen the Roar Devil," said the watchman. "Take me, for instance. | don't
know "imby sight. | was just thinkin ."

"Thi nkin" what ?"

"You m ght be the Roar Devil yourself."

The other only scow ed and jerked the black hat Iower. They finished the tire changing in
silence, and the little yellow coupé |urched on, groaning, steam ng, knocking

They passed a spot where nost of the mountain side had changed position. There had been a slide



of considerable i nportance here. Huge bl ocks of stone were scattered about. It |ooked as if the
di sturbance were recent.

"Landsl i de?" grunted the man driving.

"No," said the watchman. "That's where the boys set off a dozen quarts of trinitrotoluene - T. N
T. They were hoping to open up Dove Zachies's cache."

"They sure it's in this nountain?" the other queried.

"They're pretty certain. They got two of Dove Zachies's nen when this first started, and tortured
informati on out of them Both said it was this mountain. But they didn't know the exact spot. There
was nothin' to do but for us to start blasting, in hopes of opening up the spot. It's a cave, we
t hi nk. "

The coupé junped anot her boul der and another tire bl ew out.

"No nore spares," grunbled the driver.

"Devil of a note," said the other. "Well, we can walk. It ain't nmuch farther."

They wal ked. The white-haired man seemed to have considerable difficulty with his back. He

grunbl ed and conpl ai ned and had to stop frequently.

They cane to what nust have been, in years past, a lunber mll. It had gone to ruin. There was
one | og building which had not fallen down. It seened, at first, that the place was deserted, but
when they were close, a man came out with a submachi ne gun.

"Where's everybody?" the watchnman asked him

The man waved an arm "Up on the hill. They're going to town on this job right now "

"Yeah? How cone?"

"They got Dove Zachies," said the man who had been in the decrepit building. "They made hi mtalk.
Dove is gonna show where his cache is. Everybody went up to see the excitenment."

"Exci t ement ?"

"Yeah." The man with the submachi ne gun chuckl ed. "They took all of the prisoners along - you
know, them pals of Doc Savage, and the others. They're gonna croak the whole | ot together, along
wi th Dove Zachies. Gonna put what T. N. T. we've got left under 'em and blow 'em up. The concussion
wi Il probably break that big dam above Powertown, and during the excitenent, we'll all clear out.
That' 1l polish the business off."

"A darb of a schene," said the watchman. "Tell nme where the chief went, will you? This guy | got
with me is sonebody inportant to the boss. Wants to see himright away."

The other was unsuspicious. He pointed. "Head due north and you'll catch 'em They ain't been
gone long."

THE north course proved to be a rocky one. Twice nore, they passed great pits in the side of the
nmountai n, spots from which thousands of tons of stone had been pushed by the force of powerful
expl osi ve.

"More places where they tried to spot Dove Zachies's cache," said the erstwhile watchman. "W
sure done sone tall huntin'. But at the same time, we was tryin' to glomonto Zachies."

The hunpbacked, white-haired man said nothing. He nuttered and sat down frequently to rest, but
despite that, they nust have travel ed faster than those ahead, because they perceived the party
before long - a group of fully thirty men, toiling up the precipitous side of the rock-strewn
nmount ai n.

The prisoners coul d be seen, shackled. Sone of the captors were carrying | arge boxes and being
very careful about it. That would be the trinitrotoluene - the T. N. T.

The wat chman qui ckened hi s pace.

"I'"mgonna yell at "em" he said. "Have 'emwait for us."

He threw back his head. The yell never passed his lips. A strangled gasp did. He slouched forward
on his face. The white-haired, hunpbacked man had struck hima terrific blow from behi nd, knocking
hi m sensel ess.

The man hurriedly jerked off his white wig. Some brisk rubbing removed the wrinkle and dye
make-up fromhis features. He wiggled out of the harness which had | ent himthe hunpbacked aspect.
The gentl eman who had resenbl ed a nedi ci ne show proprietor became Doc Savage.

Retta Kenn crept up from behind and stopped.

"What a tough ride | had hiding in the back of that coupé,” she conpl ai ned. "Wew

Chapter XIX. CACHE

DOC SAVAGE produced a hypodermc needle, filled it with a drug which would make the victim
unconsci ous for many hours, and used it on the former watchman.

Retta Kenn said, "I tied into that fellow at the old | unber canp back there. Knocked hi mout and
made hi m swal | ow enough sl eepi ng powders to keep himout for a while."

"That was risky," Doc told her. "You m ght have ruined our plans."

She | aughed, and did not seemat all concerned. She appeared, in fact, very happy about the whol e
thing, enjoying herself hugely.

"This is rich," she said. "This fell ow here never even dreaned you were not D Aughtell when you
called. Say, that was a swell job you did of inmtating D Aughtell's voice. But | was afraid he'd see
through the make-up. You can't fool a man at close range in broad daylight with nmake-up."

"He wasn't fooled," Doc told her. "He thought | was wearing the make-up so the yokels up here



woul dn't have a description of nme."

The girl |ooked up the nmountain. The Roar Devil's party had drawn ahead

"We'd better step on it," she said.

They "stepped on it," but cautiously, seeking cover, which was not an easy thing to do. They

passed anot her spot where bl asting had been done in search for Dove Zachies's cache. The party ahead
filed into a ravine. They managed to distinguish D Aughtell in the caval cade

Speaking as if she knew it were a fact but just wanted to repeat it to convince herself, the girl
said, "You |l eft Dove Zachies and his men behind, know ng D Aughtell would tip his pals off to where
they are so they could be carried off. You did that deliberately, so that the Roar Devil would find
Dove Zachies's cache."

"That is past history," Doc Savage told her. "You might be alittle nore careful. After all, if
they discover us now, things will be in a bad jam"

She was a little nore attentive to caution. They entered a patch of boul ders and scranbl ed

forward hurriedly - so hurriedly that they all but gave thensel ves away, for the Roar Devil's

caval cade had stopped

"Stay here," Doc told the girl.

She plainly did not |ike that, but she said, "All right."

"And | nmean stay here!" he added grimy. "No matter what happens!”

"I'll stay," she snapped. "But | can take care of nyself, and don't you -

Doc | eft her bragging about her own abilities, and went on. There was the silence of a ghost in

his going, and instead of shoving up his head, he used a small periscopic affair of a slender tube
and mirrors to survey the terrain ahead

He cane to a point where he could hear his quarry tal king, but did not dare show hinsel f enough

to take a | ook at them

Dove Zachies was wailing, "Now listen, a long tinme ago you guys offered nme a deal - "

"Where is the cache?" a harsh, singsong voice ripped

That was the Roar Devil's voice

Doc Savage took a chance and lifted his head for a | ook. He was unfortunate. The Roar Devil was

not in sight, but fully twenty others were, and any instant they mght see the bronze man. He

| onered his head and contented hinself with |istening

"Now | ook, " Dove Zachi es gul ped desperately. "I'Il throwin with you, see? |I'l|l even take a
m ghty small split. You can use ny dope - the stuff in ny cache - to whip your organization into
shape and start operations. And |'Il play along with you, and not - "

"All right," said the singing voice, "Show us the cache!"

"You'll play ball -

"We will."

"CGee, thanks!" gasped Zachies. "Now, |ook. The cache is right here, see? You stanmp on this
cracked piece of rock and the whole thing hinges up - "

There was a stanping noise, then a grinding of stone. Several nmen swore or nuttered. The secret
door must have opened

"AND to think we dang near blasted this nmountain apart huntin' this spot," a nman | aughed

Doc Savage chanced another | ook, but could make out nothing. He listened. Sounds indicated the
men were filing down into a subterranean passage of sonme description

Doc Savage waited until silence fell. Then he lifted his head. No one in sight, but he could not
see the nouth of the cave, if that was what it was. He crept forward.

There was a cleverly constructed trapdoor affair in the stone side of the ravine, and this was
open. Two nen, holding autonmatic rifles, stood on guard outside. They were not doing a very good job
of guarding. Their attention was riveted upon what was goi ng on underground. They were bendi ng
forward, Iistening.

Doc Savage fished out one of the little glass bul bs which he used so conveniently. He tossed it
Both of the nen heard the sound it nade behind them- as if a bird' s egg had been dropped. They
turned. Then they went to sleep and fell over

The bronze man stripped off his shoes and went down the side of the ravine. He paused a nonent at
the mouth of the cave. It seened to slope upward. Voice runbles cane fromdeep within the cave

It was a nice place for a secret door. No doubt, every rain sent a flood of water down the
ravine, and that woul d wash away many marks | eft by users of the place

Doc Savage went in. The floor slanted sharply. Then there were steps

The first dozen steps were wide, confortable. The next few were narrow, as if in the building of
the place, the excavator had gotten tired or changed his mnd. The alteration in the width of the
steps nearly caused the bronze man to nake a noi se. He went on

There was a room Flashlights illumnated it. It was arched and like a vault, entirely of stone
Several men were hol ding another up on their shoulders. The top man was Dove Zachi es. He was
working with a hamrer and a cold chisel, cutting into concrete that had been dyed to nake it | ook
like the native rock

"Pretty slick, wasn't it?" he was saying. "Even if you had opened up this cave with your

bl asting, | doubt if you would have found the | ock boxes with the docunents in them"



He perspired, and his hamer clanged and rock fragments clattered down on the heads of those
bel ow.

"l guess | oughta listened to reason at the first," Zachies said. "But you see, | been gathering
this stuff for years. It's cost me no telling how nmuch noney! There is nothing else like it any
where. Wth this stuff, | can do darn near what | want, and make a | ot of other people do it, too.

didn't want to give it up."

H s cold chisel slipped out of his hand and flew across the room Sone one found it and brought

it back, requesting him profanely to be careful

DOC SAVAGE shifted position slightly. He was | ooking for the masterm nd, the person who had been
designated as the Roar Devil. He did not see him

Monk, Ham and the other prisoners stood along one wall, each with handcuffs on his wists.

Dove Zachies beat the cold chisel steadily with the hanmer. He seened worried, alnost terrified,
and he talked in a wild, hurried voice. Possibly, it relieved his mnd in sone manner

"I first got the idea of gettin' this stuff together nore'n ten years ago," he said. "That was
when a bird in ny nob nade a deat h-bed statenent about a judge who had killed a man in a fight and
nobody ever suspected. You can bet that judge was very good to ne after that."

The hamrer banged. Concrete bits sprayed out, even to as far as where Doc Savage crouched, just
out side the room

"Most of the stuff is genuine evidence on sonebody," Dove Zachies went on. "Some of it has been
framed. But the victinms don't know that."

"Hurry up," sonme one said

"Getting to it," Zachies chuckled wildly. "Now you take ny dope on the | ad who's slated for

mayor. He's an up-and-com ng young politician and people think he's straight. They think he doesn't
show favor to anybody. That's true - except for ne. That lad will do anything | say, just about

because in this lock box |I'mdigging out of the ceiling here, |I've got proof that his sister killed
a guy.
"The killing was a franme-up, but the sister and nobody el se knows that. Take that paper al one

It's worth half a million to the right guy, easy. Sure it is! It's just like having the key to the
city. And there is plenty of nore like it in this box!"

He gave a few nore ordinarily lusty blows with the hammer. The cold chisel nade sounds of hitting
et al

"We're all gonna go places with this stuff," Dove Zachi es said expansively, to those bel ow him
"The Roar Devil has drawn you birds together in one of the biggest and best npbs ever organi zed
Wth this stuff I've got in ny tin boxes here, we can take over the whole eastern part of the United
States."

He had enlarged the hol e above him He inserted the chisel and wenched. A netal box came out. It
was a tin container of the type commonly used to hold docunents. He passed it down, continued
prying, and five nore of the netal boxes cane out

"l1've got the keys," he said

They | owered him The nen crowded in a conpact group, except for those watching the prisoners

Doc Savage took a chance and stared into the room even shoving his head and shoul ders inside. He
could not see the Roar Devil. The man was hi dden by his followers.

Sounds indicated the boxes were being opened. Then docunents crackl ed. There were grunts of
satisfaction.

"l could peddle this stuff to professional blackmailers for a mllion bucks, easy!" Dove Zachies
said loudly. "It's taken nme years and thousands and thousands of dollars to assenble that stuff."
A man said, "Shall we shoot Zachies now?"

Zachi es nust have | ooked at the Roar Devil's face

"You - you're gonna doubl e-cross nme!" he screaned

THERE was a scuffle, short and ferocious. Dove Zachies screaned all during the struggle, his

voice a frenzied bleating rem ndful of a rabbit caught by dogs. Then they tossed himout with the
other prisoners. He could not stand, his | egs shook so, and he sagged down on the floor and began to
bl ubber and sob in horror

Then the singsong voice of the Roar Devil began to speak

"These docunents are all that | wanted," he said. "They are, as Zachies says, invaluable. There

is blackmai|l evidence of every kind here. It is all on wealthy nmen and nmen high in public office
Wth it, we can get for ourselves all kinds of privileges. These papers are the one |link necessary
to conplete ny organization."

He apparently riffled through nore of the papers. But he was still behind the jamof nmen in the
room and Doc Savage could not see him

"Wonderful!" the Roar Devil resunmed. "Here is evidence that would hang several of our best known
crimnals. | have tried to get these men to join nme, and they have refused. They will change their
m nds, now. "

On the floor, Dove Zachies bubbled, "You can't kill me! You can't! You told ne -

"Shut up!" he was told
"Yes, do be a man," the Roar Devil suggested. "O course, you should have known you woul d not be



turned free, no nore than the others, those nen of Doc Savage's."
"What cha gonna do with me?" Zachi es gasped.

"As you know, we brought along some hundreds of pounds of T. N. T.," Zachies was told. "The plan
was to set off a blast which would not only wi pe out Doc Savage's aides, but destroy their bodies.
That still seens an excellent schene. We'll let you keep them conpany, Zachies."

At that point, one of the prisoners spoke up. It was the gaunt geol ogist, Johnny.
"Anot her expl osi on of consequence will cause a slippage of the earth along a subterranean fault

line," he said. "That big dam above Powertown wi |l undoubtedly collapse. It is under considerable
strai n now, although not in inmediate danger of giving way. | suggest that you dispose of us, if you
are going to insist on that, in a manner which will not nenace other lives."

Johnny spoke calmy enough that only one who knew himwell could tell that he was probably scared
as he had ever been in his not uneventful, life.

"It is probable that Doc Savage will have the police watching the roads for known crimnals,” the
Roar Devil singsonged. "Doc Savage thinks Mayor Leland Ricketts, who is now dead, was the Roar
Devil. He will naturally expect ny organization to disband. And he will have the police watching.

But we could easily get away in the excitenent which would follow a darn break. You see, we have
nmerely to switch on ny apparatus which so conpletely elimnates all sound, and -

There was a loud clatter and a stifled cry down the passage behind Doc Savage. The Roar Devil had
not been speaking loudly. This new noise was as disturbing as the explosion of dynamte.

Chapter XX. HELL IN A ROCK BOX

A MAN pitched into the passage fromthe room It happened wi th shocki ng abruptness. The fell ow
had not been with the others, but had stood just inside, and Doc Savage, thanks to the tableau in
the center of the stone chanber, had been unaware of the man's presence.

The man sl amred headl ong into Doc Savage. Doc struck him The fellow was driven backward. But he
was a big man and strong, and he had gotten a grip on the bronze man's coat. He kept the grip.
The coat canme apart in the mddle of the back and was torn conpletely off the bronze giant,
except for the sleeves. The man who had been struck carried it with himas he tunbl ed away.
Losing the coat was little short of a disaster. In the pockets reposed the anaesthetic bonbs with
whi ch the bronze man had been intending to overcone those in the stone room He lunged for the
coat .

The man with the coat apparently realized he had a prize. He was still on his feet. He ran with
the coat.

Men charged for Doc. A gun blasted. Its report all but split eardruns. Doc was weaving and the
slug mssed him

Monk how ed. Renny roared. Both pitched into the fight, although their wists were handcuffed.
Ham and Johnny al so mixed in the fight. They were joined by Dove Zachies and his captured crew,
fighting for their lives.

The next instant, the stone cell was a bawl ing, scream ng bedlam Forty nen fought in a space
hardly nore than that many feet in each direction.

@uns banged. Lead made ugly sounds in flesh. Powder fumes smarted throats.

The singsong voice of the Roar Devil |ashed out.

"The T. N T.!" he shrilled. "No shooting. A bullet mght hit it!"

Every one heard him It was a thought that chilled spines. Sonewhere in the room the boxes of
expl osive had been stacked. Not another shot was fired. And men began to be very careful that they
did not hit anything but other men when they swung bl ows.

It dawned on Mink that there was going to be no nore gunpl ay.

"Wheel " he squawl ed. "For years, |'ve |looked for a fight like this!"

Doc Savage found a round, hard skull. He slipped his hands down to the back of the neck. An
instant before he tightened his fingers, the victimenitted a how and Doc knew it was D Aughtell.
Doc did something to the back of D Aughtell's neck - something it would have taken one skilled in
chiropractic and surgery to explain, something that induced a nerve paralysis that rendered nost of
the man's body tenporarily usel ess. The bronze man had practiced that for years. He could do it with
a squeeze and a twist, and get results that smacked of the touch of a genius.

Three men tried for the door in a fighting wedge. They did not make it. One was driven aside, so
that he bunped his senses out against the wall. One was knocked out neatly and sinply. The other ran
the other way, after having his right armnearly jerked fromits socket.

Monk was still yelling, a great, joyful senseless bawing. He always did that when he fought. He
went conpletely haywire - and had the tinme of his life.

Only a sporadic runble came from Renny. But the awful inpact of his great fists was a sound that
coul d be picked out above all the rest. Johnny managed to fight in conparative dignity.

“I'lIl be superanal gamated!" he said once, when sonething untoward happened to him

Over on the other side of the room Ham swore a few educated vituperatives and wi shed mldly that
he had his sword cane.

Doc Savage, sidling along the wall, fell over sonething. The sonething squealed. It was the pig,
Habeas Corpus, in a gunny sack. Some one had brought him al ong.

Doc untied the sack and shook Habeas out to add to the general uproar.



THE fray, to the death though it was, had its com cal aspects. Mk started it off. He hit Renny
by m stake, and was knocked down for his pains. After that, Mnk grabbed a figure in the intense
darkness, asked, "Wo is it?" and reacted according to the answer he got

Cccasional ly, flashlights came on. But they always went out quickly, because the |ight was
certain to draw a rush of enemnies

The Roar Devil was first to | ose his nerve

"Get out!" he shrilled. "Let themfollow you outside where we can use our guns!"

Doc Savage nade straight for the sound of the voice. He spread his arns wi de, and he nade no

noi se at all. Sure enough, he encountered his quarry. He took a terrific blowin the mdriff, a blow
that was |like the sound of a hard-swung ax agai nst wood.

Doc chopped with a fist. The blow | anded but glancingly, only driving the other back. The Roar
Devil was npaning. He had hurt his fist, broken bones init, with that first bl ow

Doc hit himagain, very hard, just as the man fired a gun. The fellow s fear of personal injury
had overcone his fear of hitting the T. N. T. The slug started the bronze man's shoul der smarting
and he hit again with his fist. That one | anded squarely.

The next instant, a slack body was in his arns. The Roar Devil had been knocked back agai nst the
stone side of the chanber and had bounced, senseless. Doc held himlong enough to be sure that he
still breathed. Then he let the fell ow down on the floor

Men were escapi ng through the passage. They were not having an easy tine of it, but they were
getting away, one at a tinme, and as they escaped, the uproar becane proportionately |ess

Finally, only two nen were fighting. They battled viciously, and in silence. Then one of them

| anded a particularly hard bl ow.

"Quch!" roared Mnk

"You ugly ape!" gritted the second conbat ant

"Ham " Monk squawl ed. "Was that you |'ve been fightin' the last five mnutes?"

Ham sai d sonething blistering. "Wiy'd you stop yelling, you accident of nature? How was | to know
that it was you?"

"l got hoarse," Mnk snarled. "Wy didn't you say sonething? Say, | gotta notion to paste you!"
Doc Savage found a flashlight and thunbed it on. He roved the beam His four aides were on their
feet. So was Dove Zachies and three of his gang

Monk ceased glaring at Ham | ooked about on the floor, found a submachi ne gun whi ch some one had
dropped, and managed to pick it up with his manacl ed hands. He maneuvered it into a position where
he could fire it, and started for the door

"Wait!" Doc said sharply.

"I"magoin'" out," Mnk grow ed. '"Them guys ain't gonna get away!"

"They' Il be watching the entrance,” Doc told him "They'll shoot you down as you go out."

Monk stopped. "Yeah, they might, at that."

A sharp, ugly roar of shots cane to their ears. The firing was outside, a nachine gun

"One of themlinbering up his gun," Renny booned uneasily. "Say, we're in a janl W can't go near

that entrance. They'll hear us and turn |oose. There ain't no shelter in that passage.”
"And no doubt they will hold us in here until they can get explosives," Ham said om nously. "A
grenade or two tossed inside will just about finish us."

Doc Savage found two nore flashlights. He held themall together, so that they nmade a bright
bundl e of |ight, and began goi ng over the subterranean room He found the boxes of T. N T.

m racul ously undisturbed in the fighting, but passed it up for a pair of |large cases, fitted with
carrying straps, which stood near by. He bent over these

Monk anbl ed over. "What's that? You think it'lIl help us?"
"It should," Doc told him
"What is it?"

"An apparatus for producing sonic waves of a somewhat peculiar nature on an ultra-short wave
length," Doc told him

Monk knew sonet hing of the science of sound. He | ooked interested, said, "Yeah?"

Doc Savage had gotten the cases over. They seened to hook together with a flexible conductor

There was a |lid on each box. He renpved them and began pouring |light over the intricate nmechani sm
wi t hin.

"Not as conplicated as m ght be expected," he said. "This one, of course, only works over a short
di stance. They nust have another, a |larger one, which they used when setting off the blasts."
"Yeah, | heard 'emsay they did have," Mnk replied. "How does that trap work?"

"Utra-short sound waves can do queer things," Doc said. "For instance, did you ever see certain
insects exposed to sonic vibrations set up by the contracti on and expansion of a quartz crystal as a
high frequency alternating current is passed through it?"

"Long Tom nonkeys with that stuff,” Monk said. "I think he told me one tinme that it would kil

t he bugs, sonetines."

"Exactly," Doc said, working over the nmechanism "Utra-short sonic waves result in rather

unusual phenonena. Scientists, as a matter of fact, do not know all that is to be known about them
by a good deal ."



"Which adds up to what in this case?" Mnk persisted.

The machi ne gun stuttered again outside. They did not, however, hear any bullets enter the
passage.

"This device," Doc indicated the boxes, "makes sonic waves on sone infinitely short wave |ength.
Those waves seemto have the quite peculiar property of -

"Stopping all sound!" Mnk finished.

"No," Doc told him "that is hardly possible. The sonic waves sinply paral yze the drum of the
human ear until it is not susceptible to sound. The sonic waves, the air vibration, does sonething
to the ear mechanismthat renders it incapable of registering sound."

Monk grunted expl osively.

"I's that the secret of the periods of absolute silence?" he denanded.

"It is."

Doc Savage worked over the apparatus. He had put the connections together in the nost obvious

pl aces. Now he began turning switches. The results were deaf ening.

The cavern was filled with a trenmendous, ear-splitting roar. The sound seened everywhere; it nade
their heads ache with its power. It was a sound such as nothing conceivabl e m ght nake.

Doc turned the switches off. The roar died.

"That expl ai ns sonet hi ng which was puzzling me," he said. "That roaring noise!"

"What makes it?" Monk demanded.

"This apparatus, when it is not adjusted properly,” Doc told him

RENNY booned, "So that nystery is cleared up! Boy, | heard that roar a tine or two, and it sure
had me buffal oed!"

Doc Savage scrutinized the instrunent closely, obviously trying to fathomits secrets.

"It requires very close adjustnment," he decided aloud. "A thing of this kind naturally would. It
is amazingly conplicated."

He continued his tinkering.

Monk pointed at the apparatus. "Wat are you going to do, if you can nmake it work?"

"Turn it on," Doc said. "It will be of some help in getting close to the nmouth of that passage.
They cannot hear us conming. We may be able to pick sone of themoff, then rush them"

So unexpectedly that it surprised themall vastly, a fem nine voice sounded.

"Say," demanded Retta Kenn from outside, "isn't anybody left alive in there?"

Doc Savage deserted the silence-naki ng nmachi ne and ran through the passage.

Retta Kenn was in the bright sunlight outside. She held a submachine gun, w th which she nenaced
a cluster of cowed Roar Devil gunnen.

"l made themline up as they canme out," she said happily. "I got this gun fromone of the guards
you overcane outside the cave nouth."

DOC SAVAGE stared at her. He did not say anything. He |l ooked as if he would have liked to say
soret hi ng.

"l"mgood," Retta Kenn said. "You'll have to admt it."

Her face was a weck. Mst of the skin was gone from her nose and the end of her chin. Her face
was also dirty.

"l told you not to follow nme," Doc said.

"It's a good thing | did." She waved at her prisoners. "These woul d have gotten away."

"You followed nme," Doc told her. "You fell down those steps inside, and touched off the
excitement before | was ready for it. Otherwise, | could have gotten themall wth that anaesthetic
gas, and there woul d not have been any danger to anybody."

She grinned at himinpishly. "You know everything, don't you?"

Doc Savage said nothing. He began searching the prisoners and disarm ng such of them as had
weapons. On one, he found the keys to the handcuffs which secured his nen, and he turned them | oose.
They transferred the handcuffs to the nore belligerent of their prisoners.

Monk bl ew on his wists vigorously when the handcuffs were off. During the fight, the bracelets
had scraped nost of the skin and sone of the flesh fromhis hairy wist.

He gl owered at the captives, and said, "I gotta notion to go right down the Iine and knock 'em
all stiff!"

The prisoners squirmed. They apparently thought he neant it.

"l know what |'Il do," Mnk decided. "I'll get that Roar Devil and tie himup. We don't want him

to get away."

He stal ked into the cave with a flashlight.

Retta Kenn | ooked at Doc Savage. "Have you got enough evidence on these nen to get them what they
deserve in a court of law? They all should be hung."

"They will never see a court of law, " Doc Savage said.

"What do you nean?" she demanded.

Doc Savage did not give her the satisfaction of knowing that all of the prisoners would be
consigned to the "crine college" which he naintained farther upstate.

The girl did not need to know about the "college." Few individuals outside Doc Savage and his
group of five men did know of the existence of the place.



Monk cane out of the cave, triunphantly dragging a linp figure.

"Here he is!" he grinned, and tossed the Roar Devil on the ground.

Retta Kenn stared at the unconscious Roar Devil.

"Wy, " she gasped, "it's ny boss, V. Venable Mear!"

DOC SAVAGE went back into the cave, partially to make sure none of the unconscious nen there cane
to their senses and tried to make a break, and partially to get away from Retta Kenn.

She was a very capabl e young wonan. She had as nmuch nerve as any nenber of the femi nine sex he
had ever encountered. Sonetinmes he believed she had too much nerve. At tinmes she was braver than any
one with good sense shoul d be.

And she irritated him

None of the fight victins seened about to awaken, so Doc Savage devoted attention to the sonic
transmtter which had caused so nmuch nystery.

It was an interesting device, sonething well ahead of current scientific discoveries. He resolved
to take it to his skyscraper |aboratory and ascertain fully the principles upon which it had worked.
D Aughtell, no doubt, had invented it, and D Aughtell, with the proper persuasion, would tell all
about it.

The apparatus should prove an interesting study. And it, or some adaptation of it, mght prove
useful in the future. Doc would work hard at it.

He was m staken. He would work hard, but not at this. For there was another nystery that would
occupy his attention. A nystery deeper than this, carrying with it peril and death in fantastic
forms; a nmystery chronicled in the history of the ancient Vikings, but witten there in such a
manner that, down through the ages, no man had dreanmed its amazing significance. Unknown through
hi story, because nen had forgotten the nmeaning of one word, Qui.

The Quest of Qui was to take Doc Savage into the bleak fastnesses of Labrador, and to an island
whi ch held a thing so fantastic that the world could not conprehend. Qui was there, and the horror
of Qui, the nmystery of Qui, was to afford the bronze man and his ai des adventure nore peril ous,
danger nore hideous, than they had ever before encountered.

But Doc Savage, blissfully unaware of what was to cone, left the sonic apparatus after a while
and went out into the sunlight.

Monk had Retta Kenn to one side. He had apparently been telling her things about Doc.

"He's quite a guy," she said. "He'd make a swell husband for a gal who |ikes excitement."

"Doc's not interested in wonen," Mnk said. "But how about nme for a husband?"

"Heaven forbid!" the girl said fervently.

THE END



