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SOVE ONE who made his living with words once said that drama is everywhere. Presumably, this was
intended to nmean that many persons contact adventure and fail to recognize it
This was undoubtedly the case at the Los Angel es airport on one particul ar Monday evening. There
was sonet hing sinister underway. But no one was sharp-eyed enough to realize it
This was explained by the fact that the two nmen in the black coupé were good actors. There was
nothing furtive or suspicious about the manner in which the car drove into the parking |lot, where
hundreds of other nmachi nes were already stationed
The two did not leave their car imediately. They m ght have been just two nobre spectators
It was an inspiring scene over which their eyes roved. The airport adm nistration building

around which the mlling throng was nost dense, was washed with brilliant |ight. Beacons cut great
swat hs through the darkness, and out on the field ground |lights were rows of colored dots. Every
avail abl e source of illum nation at the airport appeared to have been tapped

Somewher e anong the parked cars, a pint-size newsboy with a barrel -size voice was shouting
"World-girdling airship to touch Los Angel es! Read about it!"

The two in the coupé listened icily to the boy’s shouting

"Doc Savage and two aids aboard airship!" yelled the news-vendi ng urchin

The two nen in the coupé | ooked as if a hornet had suddenly blown into the car

The newsboy howl ed, "Doc Savage meking nystery trip!"

"Mystery trip!" one snarled. "Savage ain't kiddin nobody! He's found out about them agate
devils! He's maybe got a line on our whol e—=

"Shut up, you nut!" gritted the other. "Sonebody mi ght overhear!"

The other put out his jaw angrily. "Who you gettin’ tough wth?"

"You, you dope! Tal ki ng about agate satans! Next thing you' |l be broadcasting to the world that
in China and Germany and Engl and and— The man stopped and swal |l owed. "This is too big to take any
chances with."

HE was a | arge nan, who had the | ook of one who nade his living with his nuscles. There was

little intelligence perceptible in his heavy-featured, brutal face. He was the type who did what he
was told, and probably was not too particular about what it was. Hi s clothes were flashy and in bad
taste.

The second man began to speak

"That airship cane from Europe, and is a new type, nmaking an experinmental flight around the

world," he said. "Doc Savage joined the crew unexpectedly in New York. He is not going on around the
world, but is getting off here; so there’'s not much doubt about what he's coming for."

This man was rather slender, remarkably well dressed, and woul d have been handsone had it not

been for the lower part of his face. He had a hybrid visage. H s eyes, his forehead, were fine and
delicate. The rest of his countenance was rather terrible. Sonething had happened to it in the past
maki ng the skin and fl esh bel ow | oose and rubbery. The folds of tissue lay in gullied |ines

The |l ower part of this man’s face had a sonewhat hair-raising way of retaining whatever

expression was on it. It seened incapabl e of changing expression voluntarily. The man had a

di sconfiting habit of fingering his countenance

He woul d push up the corners of his nouth with his fingers, giving his face a grimsnile, and the
smile would stay there.

The other man, the one with the nuscles, growed. "l’ve heard things about this bronze guy. He's
arsenic to some."

"We' Il stop him" grunted the hybrid-faced man



"Yeah?"

"Alittle agate devil will take care of that."

Al'l the nmuscles of the other seemed to swell and harden. H's voice whispered, "You nmean we're
gonna kill Doc Savage?"

The first man absently touched his lips, straightening them They remai ned straight, due to the
weird condition of his facial nuscles.

"There is too nuch at stake to take chances," he said, "Sure, we’'ll have to kill him"

A new sound cane into the night air. It mght have been a big swarm of nmetal bunbl e-bees in the
di stance. The crowd by the administration building mlled nore violently, surging toward the
confining rail. Faces turned upward. The distant buzz becane | ouder, a deep-throated drone.

The airport searchlights darted up like great rapiers, probing the black belly of the night. The
tip of one of these beans picked up a silvery glint. Play of all the searchlights concentrated on
that point. A huge strange shape began to take on form and outline.

It was the world-circling dirigible.

The airship descended. A ground crew laid hold of its dangling hand lines, and it was snugged
down to a tenporary nooring. Pandenoni um broke | oose. The crowd surged through perspiring police
I'i nes.

It becane evident that many of the spectators were interested in nore than a nere glinpse of the
airship. They wanted to see sone one el se, an individual of whomthey had heard a great deal. The
throng surrounded the dirigible passengers as they began to alight. These latter wore ordinary
busi ness garnments, for the dirigible acconmpdati ons were the height of confort and | uxury.
Whenever a passenger of nore than ordinary size appeared, a roar went up fromthe crowd.

"There' s Doc Savage!"

A nonent later, they would find they were m staken.

Men garbed as the dirigible crewgot little attention. It was easy to sort these nen out. They
wor e rather unusual cover-all suits—a special stratosphere garnent, with attached hood.

Thus it happened that the crowd overlooked a little group of three figures, clad in the
stratosphere suits, that noved across the field to the operations office. One of the trio was short,
imensely broad, with long siman arns which dangl ed hairy hands bel ow his knees. The other figure
was sl ender, of nedium height, and carried one article oddly at variance with his aérial garb: a
thin, black cane.

The third nmenber was far the nobst dominating of the trio. H's size was renarkable. The
stratosphere suit hood was over his head, and there was a flap with goggle attachnent down over his
features, concealing them conpletely.

It was possible that, anpong the spectators, only one individual recognized the trio. This was the
fellow with the unlovely hybrid face.

"There goes Doc Savage and his two aids!" he hissed at his stupid-1looking assistant. "Let’'s get
our job done!"

Doc Savage entered the airport operations office and lifted the goggle flap of the stratosphere
suit and chucked back the hood. Perhaps the nost striking thing about the features thus reveal ed was
their bronze hue and the fine texture of the skin. The nodeling of the face—the wi de forehead,
strai ght nose, firm nmouth—bespoke rigidly directed force. Sinews of the neck, alnobst startling in
size, indicated trenmendous physical strength.

The bronze man’s eyes |lent a touch of weirdness to his countenance. They were |ike pools of flake
gold, swirled by hidden current. The bronze man spoke and his voice, clear and resonant, perfectly
nodul ated, was as attention-arresting as a police siren.

"Take care of this, Mnk," he requested, and handed his aid a pouchlike bag.

"Monk" pursed a trenmendous nouth and handl ed the pouch gingerly. "I don't |ike the dang thing
that’s inside this."

Doc made no reply.

Monk continued, nusingly, "Wat | nmean, it’'s queer! The whole thing is queer! It’'s a dag-gone
nystery, and | hate nmysteries!"

Instead of replying, Doc Savage said, "Wait here. I'Il look after the baggage. In the excitenent,
sone of it mght not be unl oaded."

A norment | ater, he was gone.

Monk had a pl easant honely face, which bore out his resenblance to an ape. He turned the docunent
case in his hands, |ooking puzzled.

"Do not strain your one brain cell over it," the other man of the trio that had departed the

ai rship, advised.

Thi s individual was slender, dapper, with a high forehead, intelligent eyes and the flexible
mouth of an orator. He still held his thin black cane.

"The great Ham speaking!" Mnk sneered. "Knows all, sees all, says all!"

The two gl ared at each other.

An ol d acquai ntance of the two would not have been surprised. No one could renenber either of the
pair having addressed a civil word to the other. Contrarily enough, each had found past occasions to
risk his life to aid the other.



Monk was Li eut enant Col onel Andrew Bl odgett Mayfair, the chem st of Doc Savage’'s group of five
aids. "Hant was Brigadier General Theodore Marley Brooks, and one of the snmartest |awers ever
turned out of Harvard.

Doc’s three other aids were not acconpanying himon this adventure, for they were practicing

their various professions in other parts of the world. They were "Renny"—€ol onel John Renw ck—fanous
for his engineering acconplishments; "Johnny"-WII|iam Harper Littlejohn—ene of the greatest living
experts of geol ogy and archaeol ogy; and "Long Ton—Maj or Thomas J. Roberts—a wi zard with
electricity.

Unexpect edly, Mnk’'s hand which hel d the docunent case made a flicking gesture.

Ham staring at the hand, was puzzled; but only for an instant. Hamdid not turn around. |nstead,
he whi pped a hand inside his stratosphere suit to an arnpit where was hol stered a nachi ne pistol of
Doc’ s own desi gn.

"Leave it there!"

The voi ce canme from behi nd Ham and sounded as if the speaker were delivering the words entirely

t hrough hi s nose.

Ham rai sed his hands, not too briskly, then cane around to face the door. The stranger was
standing half across the sill of the door, one foot in and one foot out, as if ready to go in either
direction. H's gun was a small cannon, the kind of weapon with which M. Colt had cornered the
frontier trade when nen liked their hardware substantial to the eye. The gun did not waver.

The man behind the weapon had the face of a beet and the neck of a turkey. So far as could be
seen; there were only two teeth in his nmouth; one was in the upper jaw, the other directly belowit,
and they were tobacco-stained until they resenbled a pair of nahogany pegs.

"They’'ve got it!" this strange-looking individual said to some one out of sight behind him "You
can conme in and get it!"

The one who had been spoken to was a woman—a girl, in her early twenties. She was very beautiful.
It was not her clothing that nade her such. She wore carelessly a nondescript felt hat, |eather
jacket, and one of those rough and ready tweed skirts which look as if they wap around.

Evi dently she had definite i deas about what she wanted. She wal ked soundl essly in tennis shoes,
reached Monk, and snatched the | eather docunment case fromunder his arm

"Here's a tip!" she snapped. "Clear out, see? Get back on that airship and go around the world,

or sonet hing!"

She had a nice enough voi ce.

Monk grow ed, "Just what's the big idea?"

The girl eyed himintently. "You know what you're m xing into?"

"No!" Monk exclai med heartily.

"Fine!" said the girl. "Maybe you won't be killed."

"Haw! " Monk jeered. "Am | scared!"

"You woul d be," the girl snapped, "if you knew just what you are running up agai nst—

"Get novin'!" advised the man with the beet face and turkey neck.

Carrying the docunent case, the girl began to back toward the door.

Then the red-faced, turkey-necked individual holding the gun got a surprise of his own. A voice
gritted behind him

"Just let go of that cannon!"

THE scrawny-necked man | et his arm bend down, and the gun fell out of his hand.

Ham darted to the dropped revol ver, scooped it up, and used it to gesture its disconfited owner
inside the room

Monk’ s pleasantly unlovely features were now wearing a smrk of suprene satisfaction.

"Boy, was ny ventriloqui smgood!" he chortled. "If | had a stuffed doll to sit on ny knee, |'d
join a circus!"

The turkey-necked man and the attractive girl registered surprise. They stared at the door, as if
loath to believe that no one was there, and that the voice had nerely been a ventriloquial effort on
Monk’ s part.

Then Monk proceeded to spoil everything. He reached for the | eather document folder, which the
girl still held. She extended it toward him as if glad to get rid of it.

What happened next gave the honely chem st one of the genuine shocks of his career.

The girl dropped the |l eather folder. And before Mk could stiffen, resist in any way, she had
seized his armand the arm had becone a | ever by which he was yanked toward her, tw sted, and sent
spi nning across the room It was beautiful jujutsu.

Monk’ s bul k crashed Ham The big revolver filled the roomwi th noise, and its bullet dug plaster
out of the ceiling.

The girl had lost her hair. In the sudden exertion, the wi g which she wore had been di sl odged.
The girl’'s head was absol utely bald.

She started forward, as if to seize the docunent case.

"No!" barked her conpanion. "The dude' ||l use the gun before you can get it!"

The girl surrendered ideas of securing the case, spun, sprinted out of the room Her conpanion



foll owed, and they made quite a clatter running down the corridor |eading to the outside.

MONK and Ham were as tangled on the floor as a pair of quarreling octopuses. Their separation was
del ayed somewhat by the tendency each displayed to be as rough with the other as possible. Finally
they separated, stood erect, and ran in pursuit of their two assailants

"She was bal d- headed," Mnk gul ped. "Notice that?"

Ham stared at Monk, and a qui ck succession of enptions swept his face—+rage, utter scorn, superior
contenpt. Then—wopst galling of all to Monk—derisive mrth. Hamemtted a roar of |aughter

"He flies through the air with the greatest of ease," he jeered. "Wen the | ady his arm does

sei ze—

Monk’ s ears got red

Then canme the sound of a car. It was a machine |leaving the parking lot in a hurry. Monk and Ham
raced toward the sound

It was hopel ess, of course. The car got away into the night. As it passed under a distant
floodlight at the entrance arch, Mnk got a glinpse of the occupants—the woman, and the man with the
scrawny neck. Monk endeavored furiously to find a car which was unl ocked, but failed

He was still at the task, when Doc Savage and Ham cane up. Ham had dropped back to find Doc. Ham
was still chuckling

"Monk was going to join the circus,”" he smrked. "He's a ventriloquist. And you shoul d have seen
hi mrehearse an acrobatic act with the bal d-headed girl!"

The m serabl e sound that came out of Monk’s throat made Ham | ook very happy.

Doc Savage asked, "What were they after?"

"That docunent case," Ham decl ared

They worked back toward the operations office and, wishing to avoid the throng, nade for the rear
door .

Doc Savage stopped suddenly. "Wait!"

Monk and Ham hal ted. Anxi ous peering into the surroundi ng darkness showed them not hi ng

"What is it?" Monk demanded

"Detect that odor?" Doc queried

Monk sniffed. Hamdid |ikew se. They both caught the scent

"Mth balls,"” Mnk grunted

" Canphor," Ham corrected

"That does sonmewhat describe the odor," Doc said. "But it probably is neither. It has a
distinctly different quality of its owm. See if you can detect the stuff on your persons."

Monk and Ham sni ffed

"Not on us," they decl ared

"It is distinctly noticeable on ny stratosphere suit," Doc told them

The bronze man finally noved forward again toward the operations office

"Queer business," Hammurnured. "First, the attenpt to seize the docunent case. Second, that
odor . "

"I told you it was all a dag-gone nystery!" Monk grunted

THEY entered through the rear of the brightly lighted main operations office, and Doc Savage
renoved his stratosphere suit. He made a bundle of the garnments and hailed an airport attendant. Doc
handed himthe suit

"I'n ny baggage you will find an unlocked duffle bag," he told the attendant. "Put this suit
there, please."

The attendant took the suit and wal ked of f

Monk squinted curiously at Doc Savage. "Wat was the idea?"

"That odor," Doc told him "So far, we have experienced no synptons of toxic action; so
presunably, it was not a poison gas. Yet the odor was strange, quite different. An analysis of it
during spare tine, mght be interesting."

"l see," Monk said, vaguely.

Ham fl ouri shed his black cane, caught it, then untwi sted the handle in a manner that showed the

i nnocent -1 ooking thing was, in reality, a sword cane

"That pair wanted the docunent case!" he snapped

The honely chem st, Mnk, still carried the document case. He tapped it with a finger

"Let’s look the things in here over again," he said, "and see if we can figure out—=

The words seermed to freeze in his throat—freeze because of a sound that cane through the door
fromthe hallway outside. It carried a quality utterly blood-curdling. The product of a human
throat, a cry with agony in its every pul sation

Doc Savage was already diving into the hall. The other two followed him They headed for the
shrieks, running down a dark hall

The 1i ght

They saw it, quite unexpectedly. It nmust have been a tremendous |ight, because it was reflected
down corridors; and even then, its intensity blinded. It had a reddish quality—er was it yell ow sh?



It lasted only a nonent, and then vani shed.

They ran on. Doc Savage produced a small flashlight and sprayed |light over two |unps on the hall
floor.

One of the lunmps was the stratosphere suit which Doc had given to the attendant to place in the
duffl e bag.

The other lunp was a human body, contorted in a manner that was utterly grisly.

The shouts had attracted the throng. People began to run up, nany of themto take a | ook at the
thing in the flashlight glow, then regret their inpulsiveness.

Most hi deous was the hole in the center of the dead man’s chest. A cannon ball going through

m ght have |l eft such a path.

The dead man was the attendant to whom Doc Savage had given the suit.

"Bl aze!" the honely Mink choked. "Lookit!"

A mniature devil carved fromagate stood on the floor near the corpse.

The floor was of concrete, and the little devil stood perfectly upright on it. The height of the
thing could be nore than spanned by a nman’s hand; but the workmanship of it, the proportioning, the
carving, was perfect.

It was a rather glassy red in color.

Monk | eaned over to pick the thing up. He touched it, how ed and wenched his hand back.

"I't's hot!" he squall ed.

Chapter |I. ACCI DENT CASE

MONK GASPED, "what killed the guy, Doc?"

Doc Savage, apparently not hearing, dropped a handkerchief over the little satanic inage. It was
too hot to hold in the bare hands, but did not quite burn the handkerchief. He picked it up.
"Cone on!" he rapped.

They ran through the hallway searching, but found nothing before the crowd, drawn by the cries
and finding of the body, overran the place.

"Hmmm?" Mnk scratched the bristles atop his bullet-shaped head. "It would be kinda hard to
find anything now But, say, this is the queerest dang thing | ever saw"

Monk started to say sonething el se, then gave a violent jerk. He had just noted that Doc was
carrying a bundle under his right armthe stratosphere suit which the airport attendant had been
directed to put with the rest of the baggage. This suggested things to Mnk.

"Lookit, Doc!" he gul ped. "Renmenber the funny odor? It was on that suit!"

Instead of answering that question, Doc Savage, who had paused to exam ne the little satan inage,
said, "Here's sonething al nost as strange. Notice the face of this inage." The bronze nman handed
Monk a tiny nagnifying gl ass.

Monk observed the face of the little devil inage. The workmanship was exquisite.

"Recogni ze the face?" Doc asked.

"Yours!" Mnk squalled. "Doc, this thing has your face!"

"Exactly!" Doc Savage said. "Now, |let us |ook around."

The bronze man had spent alnpbst no tinme around the body of the slain attendant, but this did not
mean he was not going to make an investigation, for he now roaned over the operations office,

fl ake-gol d eyes searching. Finding nothing, he went outside. He was soon recogni zed, and becane the
center of a seething throng of autograph hunters. He gave up the search.

Sonme time |later, Monk stood on tiptoe under the brightly |ighted marquee of the administration
bui | ding and stared over the thinning mass of parked cars. He frowned and shook his small head.
"A car was to neet us, wasn't it, Doc?" he asked. "Funny it don’'t show up."

"Not hi ng was said about the car having a driver," Doc Savage rem nded him

MONK still carried the black docunent case, and Doc now took this, opened it. It held, anpng

ot her things, noney and at |east two, folded tel egranms. Doc renoved one of the tel egrans, opened it
and extended it for the scrutiny of Monk and Ham |t read:

DOC SAVAGE

NEW YORK CI TY

BLUE CAR LI CENSE CALI FORNI A 9K7376 W LL BE AT Al RPORT FOR YOUR USE.

MONTGOMERY MEDW G PELL

"Uh- huh," Mnk grunted. "Let’'s |ook around."

They found the car shortly. It surprised them sonewhat, for it was a very big, very expensive

town car, with the driver’s conpartnment open.

"Match you shyster, to see who drives," Mnk suggested to Ham

"Not hi ng doing!" snorted Ham "You | ook the part! The job is yours."

Monk got behind the wheel. Doc and Ham entered the rear, and the nachine was put in notion. Doc
Savage rolled down the glass partition which separated themfromthe driver’'s conpartnent, in order



that Monk mi ght hear what was being said

Progress proved very slow. There was sonething of a traffic jamnear the airport

Fromthe front seat, Monk called, "Hey, read that first telegramwe got, will you? I'd like to
hear it again."

Doc Savage drew back the flap of the document case and extracted a second fol ded tel egram The
traffic jamwas holding their speed down, so Monk had tinme to read it

DOC SAVAGE

NEW YORK CI TY

HAVE CLI ENT WHO HAS AUTHORI ZED ME ENCAGE YOUR SERVI CES FOR JOB OF SAVI NG NUMBER OF LI VES STOP

CLI ENT SAYS WLL PAY FOR YOUR SERVI CES BY CONVERTI NG ANY REASONABLE SUM TO ANY CHARI TY YOU NAME STOP
CAN YOU COME LOS ANGELES AT ONCE STOP | T M GHT BE ADVI SABLE USE PRECAUTI ONS

MONTGOMERY MEDW G PELL

LAWER

Monk passed the nmessage back, said, "And so we wired himwe could come, and he sent us the other
message about the blue car being at the airport.”

Ham said, "It looks as if it were advisable to use precautions. Wnder just what's back of this?"
No one answered. The big car worried at the traffic stream neking a little better tine.

"Bl azes!" Monk expl oded, suddenly. "Look! This was fastened to the brake | ever with a rubber and
I just noticed it!"

He passed back a bit of cardboard. A business card, it bore on the front

MONTGOVERY MEDW G PELL

Attorney at Law

Suite 720 Western Bl dg

Doc Savage turned the card over. The back of it bore a penciled inscription
DOC SAVACE!

Pl ease conme immediately to nmy office in the Western Buil ding

PELL

"That," Monk said, "seens to fix us up."

THE Western Buil ding proved to be a gaudy piece of shownanship. The terra cotta facade was

illum nated nmuch too brightly by a profusion of floodl anps. It had a distinctly cheap | ook

The nei ghborhood bore out the feeling of cheap flash. It had been given what is slangily called a
"front" at the outlay of the | east expense possible. The sidewal ks were too wi de, and too cheap
because they were beginning to crack

There was an all ey al ongsi de the Western Buil di ng

Monk suggested, "I'd better run our bus in the alley and get it out of sight. Some crook m ght
annex the tires."
"Very well," Doc Savage agreed

The bronze man and Ham alighted in front of the Western Building, and Doc said, "W will wait
here for you."

Monk drove into the alley and discovered a small court recessed into the rear of the office
bui I di ng. Provided, probably, for the |oading and unl oadi ng of trucks

Monk drove into this, turned off the ignition, and got out

Monk’s small eyes were sharp, and wal king much in the paths of danger had given himan al nost
ani mal al ertness. This accounted now for his observing of sonething suspicious

The sonething was a man who had popped his head around the corner of a door which opened on the
little freight court. The fellow had obviously been watching Mnk, and he jerked back suddenly.
Monk scow ed, taking a nmonent to make up his mind. He was in a suspicious nood after the events
at the airport, so he dashed for the doorway.

The man he had discovered, ran. His feet nade noise in a passage. Mnk charged after him The
rapidity with which he gained on his quarry surprised even hinself

The fleeing man was short, but very fat. He was not built for fast novenent. Sonehow, he
resenbl ed a gorged buzzard trying to get started in flight. He even flapped his arns in a way that
carried out that inpression

The fl eeing man was runni ng past open doors, the rooms beyond which were darkened. Mnk kept on
his trail, centering all attention on catching him That was a m stake

A chair swung out of a darkened doorway and broke itself to bits on Mnk’s nubbin of a skull
Monk put his head down, turned a perfect sonersault, |anded flat on his back, and did not nove

MONK was not entirely sensel ess, but the effect was about the sane. He could not see very well,
and there was no strength in his body for resistance. He felt hands half drag, half walk hi mdown
t he passage. They were goi ng back the way they had cone.

The honely chemist heard the runble of sliding doors, then caught that distinctive
gasol i ne-and-oi| odor which garages have. He got his eyes open, and bright |light made his eyeballs



ache. This slight pain seemed to help dissolve the mists in his head

He felt sonething naki ng new pain against his side, |ooked down and saw a gun

The man who held the gun was big, had a heavy-featured, brutal face. He | ooked |ike a man who
woul d use the gun

"Who the devil is this ape?" he dermanded

"He's Andrew Bl odgett Mayfair, commonly called Mnk," said a new voice. "One of Doc Savage’'s
men. "

Monk twi sted to scowl at the speaker. The fellow nade interesting i nspection. He was a well-built
man, who woul d have been handsone but for one thing—the |ower part of his face

The | ower portion of his face was | oose and rubbery. The folds of it lay in gullied lines
"What’'re we gonna do with hinP" pondered the gun-wi el der aloud. "There's too much involved in
this, and too many nmen have died already, to |l et one guy ness the works."

"Savage isn't wise to what it’'s all about," grow ed the man whose | ower face was |ike rubber. "W
will give this fellow the same thing we were giving the other one."

Mention of another victimcaused Monk to peer around again

The roomwas a ground floor garage, rather large, and the ceiling was supported by a nunber of

pi | | ars—heavy girders of steel encased in a covering of concrete

To one pillar, a man was tied. The manner in which the fellow s head sagged down on his chest

i ndi cated he was sensel ess. A rope, passed around the man and the pillar many times, held himerect
The fellow had dark and very baggy clothing, and rather gray hair

A vicious jab fromthe gun took Munk’s attention away fromthe other prisoner

"Over by that post!" directed the heavily built thug

Monk was never loath to fight. He made a grab at the gun, but he was too dazed. He nmissed it, and
the thug pronptly enployed it to crack himover the head. Dazed, Mnk was rushed over to the sane
post to which the other man was tied. A wadded handkerchi ef was used for a gag

Monk was jerked around so that his back was to the post, and they began to tie him

Monk was mad, but not too greatly worried. Doc Savage was close. These nen would surely say
sonet hi ng—at | east ask questions before they did anything drastic. Doc would cone to investigate
before | ong

A nmorent |ater, Monk came to the chilly conclusion that he had been too optimstic. The nmen
finished tying him They went to the back of the garage, got into a car. They started the engine
"Everyt hing set?" asked the man behind the wheel

"Everything set," agreed the man with the hybrid face

THE car started forward. It canme fast. Monk experienced exactly such a feeling as would result
were the contents of an ice water cool er enptied down his back

The autonpbile was going to smash not only hinself, but the other prisoner

It was a clunsy way of doing nurder. Also, it was a grimy reasonable one. The bodies could be
dunped besi de a road sonmewhere and, when found, they would |l ook as if they had been victins of a
hit-and-run driver

Monk twi sted, squirned. He tried to junp up, and he tried to sink down. But the ropes held him

He tried shutting his eyes. That did not work. He had to | ook, sonehow. The front of the car seened
to get bigger and bigger

Cane the rescue. It was not exactly in the proverbial nick of time. It had been necessary for the
dramatics to reach this crucial point before the thing could be executed properly.

Doc Savage was inside the garage, behind one of the pillars. And it was necessary for the car to
cone abreast before he could act without being discovered. He noved now, his forma bronze blur as
he | eaped

Both feet thunped the forward edge of the front wheel on the left side. The inpact knocked both
front wheels alnost as far to the right as they woul d go, steering wheel spinning in the hands of
the man who held it

Rubber screaned. The car swerved. It hit the front of the garage, the doors. The crash, the yells
of the men inside, nmade expl osive bedlam The garage doors were fragile, and the car went on through
into the | oadi ng areaway.

The driver could think fast. He straightened the wheel frantically, and skidded into the alley
Down cane his foot on the accelerator, and the nachi ne nade nuch noi se and departed rapidly.

Doc Savage ran to the town car Monk had parked. But the keys were not in it. Mnk had taken the
keys, had | ost them sonetime during the skirm sh

The two woul d-be killers and their car were gone before pursuit could be organized

DOC SAVAGE cane back to the pillar where Monk and his fellow victimwere roped. Ham was unwi ndi ng
the still-dazed chem st

"\What happened, Mnk?" the | awyer asked

"Saw a guy actin’ funny," Mnk growed. "I followed him and himand his pals got ne."

"So | see," Hamsaid, dryly.

"The two guys were fixin to kill this fellow here," Mnk said, ignoring the sarcasm "They nust



have thought | was w se, and wanted to get ne out of the way."

Doc Savage's netallic fingers were plucking at the |ashings which upheld the baggy-suited,
gray-haired man besi de Monk. The cords were half-inch cotton rope, and the knots were very difficult
to untie. Doc Savage sinply broke them his cabled bronze hands acconplishing this somewhat anazing
feat w thout much apparent difficulty.

Doc held the linp formerect. An om nous blue swelling showed back of the senseless man's |eft

ear. Hs eyelids began to flutter. The unconscious nman's face was pinch-1lipped, angular. But the
startling thing about himwas his skin; it was surprisingly youthful, alnmost boyish. Yet his runpled
thatch of graying hair went with advanced years. His eyes were still glazed, but his |ips began
nmovi ng.

"Whereas, the parties of the first part and second part, having with nalicious intent— The man’s
dazed, munbling words becane unintelligible.

Monk said, "Sounds |ike shyster lingo to nme."

Doc Savage shook the gray-haired man gently, and, after a bit, the fellow s eyes began to | ose
their glazed | ook. He straightened and, when Doc rel eased him nanaged to stand, weaving only a
little. He blinked at them

"Doc Savage!" he said, hoarsely. "l|'ve seen—your—pictures!"”

The bronze man nodded slightly. "And you?"

"Mont gonery Medwig Pelt is nmy nanme," said the man.

"Bl azes!" Mnk exploded. "This is the guy who wired us to cone to Los Angel es!"

"What was behind this attack on you?" Doc Savage asked Montgonery Medwi g Pel t.

"l do not know," the man with the old hair and the young skin answered.

"Who were the attackers?"

"l never saw them before,"” said Pelt. The tall, thin, stooped barrister waved in the general
direction of the upper part of the building. "Wiy not go to ny suite of offices?" he suggested.
"Talk will be easier there; maybe safer."

The white-haired attorney led the way to a door in one corner of the basenent garage and cli nbed
stairs to the first-floor |obby, where a Ione el evator took them upward.

LAWYER Mont gonery Medwi g Pell’s offices strove hard for an effect of spaciousness. The two roons
were |arge; but they had hardly enough furniture to keep from seening bare. Cheap desks, cheap
chairs. The set-up was not inpressive. The inner sanctum contained a case full of legal tomes that
| ooked as if they had been picked up secondhand.

Pel |, | ooking seedy, sank weakly into a chair behind a |l arge desk. There was dust on the unused
parts of the desk.

Doc Savage waited for Pell to begin speaking. Wen the attorney showed no sign of doing so, the
bronze man asked a questi on.

"You sunmmoned us from New York?" Doc queri ed.

Mont gonery Medwi g Pell pronptly got down to brass tacks.

"Here are the facts," he said. "A week ago, | received a package and a letter. This is the
letter."

He sorted through sone papers, and handed over a typewitten sheet:

MONTGOMERY M PELL,

Suite 720, Western Bl dg.,

Los Angel es, Cal.

DEAR SI R
| am seeking your services in a rather unusual natter. Enclosed is the sumof five thousand
dollars ($5,000) as a retainer. | hope the anpbunt will be satisfactory.

My life is in danger. The lives of several other persons are also in danger. In fact, we are
about to beconme the victins of an incredible terrible thing. But this letter is not one of

expl anati on.

You probably think by now that | am perhaps insane. The five thousand is to persuade you

ot herw se.

At present, | can think of only one man capabl e of aiding nyself and the others. He is a man who
makes a business of getting people out of trouble. His nane is Doc Savage.

Arrange to secure the help of Doc Savage, please.

Hol d the encl osed package for instructions. Do not open.

I will telephone you |ater.

Sincerely,

C. WRAI TH

"That," said Mnk, "don't tell us a heck of a lot."

Pel | sighed. "Nor ne."

"Know anyt hi ng el se?" Doc asked.

"Alittle," said Pell. "The next day, the fell ow who wote the letter tel ephoned and wanted to
know i f you were coming. | said you were. | was instructed to rent a safe-deposit box in the C nema
Trust Conpany and pl ace the package in it."



"Had you opened it?"

"Ch, no! The letter said not to open it."

"Where i s the package now?"

"l obeyed instructions and put it in a safe-deposit box in the G nema Trust Conpany."

"What disposition were you to nake finally of the package?"

"I was getting to that. | was to turn it over to you, when you arrived. And that, gentlenen, is
everything | know about this nysterious affair. Wiy those nmen a while ago tried to kill ne, | do not
know. They negl ected to explain."

Doc asked, "Did this C. Waith happen to nmention his full name?"

Pell frowned. "Onh, yes. Canphor Waith."

"What ?" Monk how ed.

"Canphor Waith. Strange, eh? Cbviously a faked nane."

"Doc!" Monk roared. "That stuff at the airport—the stuff that got on your flying suit—+t had a
canphor snell!"

"Canphor Waith," Doc Savage repeated, slowy. "The name m ght have significance."

"It is all utterly baffling to ne," Mntgonery Medwi g Pell nurnured, weakly.

Doc Savage suggested, "Perhaps the package you put in the bank vault will help explain."

Pel | heaved up out of his creaking chair. "An excellent thought!"

Monk frowned at him said, "You sound kinda relieved?"

"l can assure you," Pell murmured, "that | shall be very glad to get this affair off nmy hands.

And that will be as soon as | transfer the package to you."
Doc Savage |ed the way out of the office into the hallway. Since the others were slow in
foll om ng—Monk and Pell were still a bit dazed—the bronze man waited for a nonent. His flake-gold

eyes roved the corridor, searching everywhere. Doc had |ong ago found it necessary to nake al ertness
habi t ual .
The bronze man’s eyes steadied on a crack in the hallway ceiling.

A PECULI AR line, that crack. It was very long, wandering froma spot near Pell’'s door, across the
hall ceiling, and down to the top of a door opposite the attorney's office.

Monk, Ham and Pell cane out into the hallway. Doc Savage acconpanied themto the el evator. They

all rode down silently.

In the cheap and gaudy | obby of the building, Doc Savage spoke.

"Wait here," he directed.

The others | ooked bl ank. Monk began, "But what—=

Doc Savage was al ready gone, nounting the stairway which zigzagged upward near the el evator

shaft. The bronze man clinbed swiftly until he reached the |evel of |awer Pell’s office. He did not
step boldly into the corridor, but paused, out of sight.

A bronze hand went into an inside pocket, and canme out with an object that resenbled a fountain
pen. A tug at one end of this caused it to elongate, tel escope fashion. There were detachabl e caps
at each end. The ingenious contrivance becane a tel escope, mcroscope, or periscope, nmerely by
altering the | enses.

Doc Savage enployed it as a periscope, to exam ne the hallway. The periscope showed the figure of

a burly man coming out of the door opposite Pell’s office—the door to which Doc had noticed ran the
rat her unusual ceiling crack. There was furtiveness in the burly fellow s manner. He ran to a w ndow
at the end of the corridor, glancing frequently over his shoul der, but not discovering the

peri scope.

He was one of the pair who had tried to nurder Monk and Pell in the basenent garage.

He raised the wi ndow, scranbled through it and di sappeared, probably on a fire escape.

Doc Savage ran forward, swiftly, soundlessly. He produced a penknife. By standing on tiptoe, he
could insert the point of the knife in the ceiling crack. He pried. Afine wire cane out. This wire
led fromPell’s office to the roomacross the hallway.

Doc Savage traced the wire. In Pell’s office, conceal ed behind a picture, he uncovered a

sensi tive pick-up m crophone.

The room across the hall held a snall box of apparatus—a vacuumtube anplifier to which the wires
fromthe pick-up mcrophone ran. There was al so a tel ephone headset, for |istening purposes.

Chapter |11. THE SECOND CORPSE

DOC SAVAGE did not nake further exam nation of the el aborate set-up by which the spy hidden in

the room across the hallway nust have heard every word spoken in Pell’s office.

Doc Savage noved with an al nbst phant om soundl essness, down the hall to the w ndow t hrough which
the thick-bodi ed eavesdropper had di sappeared. Rows of netal bars, dinmy visible outside, indicated
the means of departure—a fire escape.

There was an all ey bel ow. Doc descended.

Reaching the alley, he gilded toward its nmouth. He stopped for a nonent, just before reaching the
si dewal k, and used the periscope. Hs quarry was nmaking swift progress down a side street. The
fellow tw sted his head frequently for a backward gl ance. He was nervous. That woul d not meke



trailing himany easier

The man ahead turned into an all-night drug store at a corner

Doc Savage did not abandon his caution, it not being entirely inprobable that his quarry m ght
have adopted the sinple ruse of going into the drug store and watching through the show wi ndows to
see if he were being trailed

The bronze man hugged the building fronts as he approached the brightly lighted w ndow of the
pharmacy, then used his periscope device again

I nside, staring anxiously out of the wi ndow, stood the burly fell ow whom Doc was trailing. Doc
hel d the periscope tube perfectly still. The man had not seen it, and it was doubtful if he would
as long as it was not noved

The man seened to be watchi ng sonething fixedl y—sonmet hing across the street. Doc drew back from
the periscope tube and, turning his head only slightly, surveyed the street

Across the thoroughfare, near the corner, a black coupé stood at the curb. Its engi ne was

running, but so quietly that even Doc’s trained ears could barely detect its purring. The car was
dark.

It remained dark for only an instant. Then its interior was filled with a brief faint dab of

light. This was followed shortly by a |onger dab, also faint. The donme light in the coupé was being
used to signal in the Mrse code

O the appearance of the person in the coupé, switching the done light on and off, little could

be seen

THE coupé suddenly went into nmotion. It travel ed down the street and di sappeared

Doc turned his attention to the periscope and the man in the drug store. The fell ow no | onger

stood at the wi ndow, but was going toward the back of the store. There was haste in his novenents
The drug store followed the current policy of dealing in everything frombathing suits to garden
hose. The man purchased a package of stationery and sone rather gaudy pink envel opes

He carried his purchases to a tel ephone booth in the rear. He selected a sheet of the stationery,
produced a pencil and began to wite. He was not an acconplished scribe, but had difficulty with the
conposi tion

He finally enployed the tel ephone directory as a foundation on which to rest his paper while he

wr ot e.

Tucki ng the single sheet of stationery into one of the pink envel opes, the man quitted the phone
booth. He left the rest of the stationery and the envel opes behind in the booth. He departed from
the drug store by a side door

Doc Savage pronptly entered by the front door. The bronze man nade directly for the tel ephone

booth, and grasped the directory which had been used for a witing pad. He ripped off the cover

fol ded the thick, heavy sheet and consigned it to an inner pocket of his clothing

A nonent |ater, Doc Savage was neking a cautious survey fromthe side door by which his quarry

had departed. The fellow was on a side street, running

A ni ght hawki ng taxi cab was parked at the distant corner. Doc’s quarry reached this, yanked the

rear door open and popped inside. The cab began to nove

Doc Savage gl anced about in search of another taxicab. There was none in sight

Smal | trees lined the sidewal k, maki ng dark shadows. The bronze man took to this nurk and ran

Doc, in perfect physical condition and in possession of nuscles devel oped by a lifetine of intensive
training, was a remarkable runner. He could travel at a pace which sonme adjudged as superhuman. Yet
his ability to run was fabul ous only when conpared to the speed other nmen coul d nake. Pitted agai nst
an autonobile, he was distinctly outclassed. The cab began to draw ahead

Three bl ocks distant, a traffic |light was red. The cab obeyed the | aw and stopped. Doc began to
regain the ground he had |ost. The cab rolled on. Doc increased his speed—then the unexpected
happened

The quarry got out of the cab. Doc caught a glinpse of himas he sought shelter in the darkness

al ong the sidewal k.

The cab turned around in the mddle of the street and came back, passing under a street |anp. The
driver had the pink envelope. Clutched with it was a wad of green paper. Mney. Wat the conbination
of letter and noney neant, was not hard to fathom The driver had been paid to deliver the note

THERE cane the sound of a notor car approaching. Doc Savage saw the machine itself, an instant

later. It was the sanme bl ack coupé that had been parked before the drug store, the done |ight

wi nki ng

The car cane along the street and swng in, as if to pick up the man Doc was fol |l ow ng.

In doing this, it was necessary for the nmachine to pass the bronze nman; and Doc, peering

intently, got a look at the face of the driver. The lower part of it was rubbery, line-gullied. The
vi sage of another of the nen who had escaped from the basenent garage of the Western Building after
attenpting to kill Mnk and the | awer, Mntgonery Medwi g Pell.

Doc Savage hurtled out of the shadows, angling diagonally across the street toward the slow ng
machine and the man it was preparing to pick up. Doc made no attenpt at conceal nent. He wanted to be



seen. He even shouted.

The man Doc had been follow ng whirled at the shout. He saw the big bronze figure bearing down on
him The significance of the situation struck himinstantly. He could not reach the coupé before Doc
cut him of f!

The thug emtted one sharp squeak of fear, gave up all ideas of reaching the coupé, and fled. He
drew a revol ver and began to fire backward over his shoulder in a manner so reckless that only rank
luck could have let himhit anything.

The hybrid-faced driver of the coupé also got a gun in action. He showed no such carel essness

wi th his marksmanship. Orange flame and gun roar cane out of the coupé wi ndow with neasured

preci si on.

Doc felt cold air stir, and the snap of a bullet alnpbst against his face. He veered, seeking
shadows. The gun in the coupé roared five times—evidently all of the shells it held, because silence
fol | owned.

The man whose | ower face was rubbery | eaned out of the coupé w ndow and shouted at the fleeing
one.

"Know where to head for?" he squall ed.

"Where?" screeched the fleeing man, without slackening his pace.

"The place | signaled you with the dome light!" how ed the man in the coupé.

After that, the car got in notion. It left the scene conpletely in the space of seconds.

Doc Savage's quarry reached an alley. As he entered it, the man turned to see how far behind was
hi s bronze nenesis.

Turning to | ook over a shoulder while running is a feat which requires coordination and agility.
This man | acked one or the other, for his rather |arge feet became entangled and he hit the alley
paving with a squawk and a thud. The nan was up again al npbst instantly, and continued runni ng down
the alley.

Doc reached the alley nouth. He went in quickly, but warily, resorting to the gait known to
footbal | players as a change of pace. H's rate of speed was not the same fromone instant to
another, and made hima difficult target for a gun.

Then he caught the odor.

It was faint, so faint that attenpting to ascertain its actual existence only worried the
nostrils. A nonment or two was required for Doc’s ol factory sense even to identify it.

Canmphor—er noth balls! That described it as accurately as any description could, although there
was a vague difference which led to the suspicion it was neither of these.

DOC sl owed al nbst to a stop, his novenents very wary. The only light in the alley was yellow
overflow froma night lanmp burning in the back of sone store.

Then cane a sound that jerked the bronze nan into swift nmotion. It was a quivering sound, and

made one think of razor blades gritting on glass. A man’s scream Uter terror it held, and it cane
from ahead.

There were foot noi ses ahead—not sounds which might be nade by a man wal ki ng or even runni ng.

They were frenzied foot-slappings and scrapi ngs, a struggle.

The screans cane again and again. They were not nice to listen to. The shrill screans suddenly
becane fainter. The victimnust have ducked into one of the buildings which Iined the alley.
It took Doc Savage only split-seconds to find the door through which the cries still cane. The

door was closed. The bronze man found fastenings. The portal remained closed; it was wenched.
Barred on the inside. The door was thick—a slab of wood. Doc jarred it with his shoulder. It held.
Then, muffled by the thick panel, the scream ng voi ce began to make words. The victimnust have
heard Doc at the door.

"Who' s there?" he squall ed.

There were, perhaps, a nunber of reasons why Doc Savage should not reveal his identity; but the
bronze man, appraising themall swiftly in his mnd, found none worth considering.

"Doc Savage!" he identified hinself through the door. If the bronze nman expected the victim
within to be frightened or becone silent at the news, he got a surprise.

"Savage!" squalled the fellow. "The damm thing is tryin' to kill me!"
The weird odor, like noth balls, yet different, was very strong.
"The Agate Devil!" the man inside screaned suddenly. "It’'s been killing—all over the world—gonna

ki |l —pl an under way—go to Sol ar Seven—
He broke off and bawl ed out in utter horror. There was the stanping of feet, as if he struggl ed

madl y.
Doc hit the door again. It resisted.
"The Agate Devil!" the man inside screaned. "Savage! Get to Sol ar Seven—Sol ar Seven—

That was all he said. Wiile Doc Savage hit the door with a force which only alloy-hard nuscles
could withstand, the cries of the man within trailed away, as if sonething had dragged himinto a
deep hol e.

Then the fantastic |ight appeared.



THE lurid yell ow gl ow, the sane unholy |um nance which Doc had seen at the airport—+t was, if
anyt hi ng, now nore unnatural .

Only around the edges of the door was the unearthly light visible. Doc Savage sought to get an
eye to these cracks to peer inside, but the apertures were situated so that this was inpossible.
Then the nystifying ocherous gl ow di sappeared. There was no noi se, no comotion. The eerie

lum nance sinply faded, and conpl ete darkness took its place. There was silence.

The alley began to echo with the sound of running feet. These noi ses approached Doc, coming from
the direction of the street: Three men racing furiously, judging fromthe sound.

A nmorment | ater, the newconers appeared—hnk and Ham trailed by | awer Pell.

"Doc!" Monk how ed. "That you?"

"Here," Doc Savage cal l ed.

"What in bl azes happened?" demanded Monk. "That screaming! We heard it back in Pell’s office

bui I ding! Man, it sounded |ike sonmebody was plenty scared!"

Doc Savage did not nake expl anations.

"We nust get this door open," he said.

The bronze man now took froma pocket a small affair of folded | eather that m ght have suggested
a needl e case. The contents of this somewhat resenbl ed needl es, except that they were | onger and
curved in various strange shapes. It was the | ock-picking outfit which the bronze man al ways
carried. He enployed the little probes on the door.

The door seened to be secured by a stout spring l|ock, which, no doubt, had sprung when the

fl eeing man sl ammed the panel. There ensued some mnutes, when only the slight clicking of Doc’s
instrument coul d be heard. Then the door cane open.

So intense was the darkness within that it seemed to flow out of the opening. No flicker of
enotion showed on Doc’s netallic features, as he stepped through.

The place becane brilliantly white with light as Doc found an electric switch. Mnk, Ham and
Pel | sidled gingerly through the door.

It was a shabby room apparently |ong unused. The instant they were inside, Mnk and Ham st opped
short. Pell also seemed to freeze in his tracks.

"Bl azes!" Monk gul ped, hoarsely.

They all | ooked at what was on the floor.

It was a man, a corpse. The dead visage was that of the thick-bodied fellow whom Doc had trail ed
after catching the man eavesdroppi ng outside Montgonmery Medwig Pell’s |aw office.

Horrible contortion had cone upon the dead man's features in his last nmonents, and still
lingered. Yet that mask was not what gripped their attention and nade Monk and Ham | ook somewhat
strange, and nmade | awyer Pell becorme white and trenbling.

The chest of the dead nman had a hole in it. Had it been possible to find sonme one call ous enough
to do so, an armcould have been thrust through the hole.

"Lookit!" Mnk leveled an armat the concrete floor of the chanber.

On the floor stood a devil of agate.

Chapter |V. THE VAULT TRAP

HOVELY, APISH Monk’s little eyes seenmed on the point of junping out of their pits of gristle, as
he stared at the tiny statuette.

"The airport—that hole in the body—the red devil— Mnk, for once, had difficulty finding words.
"Was there that glow of I|ight, too, Doc?"

"The light came for a nonent," Doc Savage admtted.

They all stared at the little scarlet devil. It was an unlovely thing, infinitely satanic. The
statuette coul d not have been six inches over all. Droplets of what |ooked |ike nolten stone clung
toit, and a little puddl e about the feet of the thing was still snoking.

Monk waddl ed over, reached down toward the devil, then jerked his hand back.

"lIt's hot as—as—hell!" he muttered.

"Search the place," Doc directed.

The buil ding was not old, but whoever owned it had let it go to wack, and, patently, none of it
had been in use for a long tinme. They went over everything with the utnost thoroughness.

They found exactly nothing.

Monk wound up in the alley and sniffed curiously.

"There's that canphor snell," he said. "Still here."

"Mth balls," corrected Ham

Monk scow ed. "You know so much—saybe you can expl ain what happened to that guy inside? How d
that little red devil get there? An’ what’'s it nean?"

Ham rather than confess to Monk that the whole thing had himbew |l dered, turned and wal ked off.
Monk shifted his frown to | awyer Montgonery Medwi g Pell.

"Don’t you know anyt hing about this?" he demanded.

"Not hi ng!" Lawyer Pell wung his hands. "I wish | had never becone involved in this, indeed | do!
It is all utterly confounding to ne!"

Monk went back into the death room and found Doc Savage kneeling on the floor. The bronze nan had



upset the devil of red agate, and was using a small pocket m croscope—the periscope device converted
by the substitution of |enses—+to0 exanine the repul sive statuette

Fromthe snall scarlet thing, Doc shifted his attention to the face of the dead nman

Monk swal | owed several tines, and then denmanded, "Don't tell ne that—

"Exactly the same thing as at the airport," Doc Savage told him "The face on this satanlike
statuette is quite distinct, small as the thing is, and it matches the face of the dead nan."
"Queerest blame thing | ever heard of," Mnk grunted

The bronze man lifted the red statuette. He wapped it in a handkerchief, knotted the corners of
the cloth and carried the statuette with himas he went over to Montgonmery Medw g Pell

"Have you any idea why this dead nman, before his death, was eavesdropping with a dictograph upon
the proceedings in your office?" Doc Savage asked

The reaction of that upon Montgomery Medw g Pell was surprising. The attorney shut his eyes
tightly, put his arms down stiffly at his sides, and nade fists of his hands. He fell backward
rigidly, as a tree falls

DOC SAVAGE caught Pell, lowered himto the floor

"What’'s wrong with hi n?" Ham demanded, anxi ously.

"This thing nust have been nore than he coul d stomach," di agnosed Monk, who knew practically
not hi ng about nedicine. "Boy, for thirty cents, I'd faint, too!"

Some nonents later, Pell’s eyelids did a fluttery dance. In tine, he nanaged to get shakily to
his feet

"I guess | can't—take it," he said, feebly

"Maybe you had better go home," Doc Savage suggested

"No, no!" Pell rejected the suggestion with surprising vigor. "I think | shall be quite al

right, now"

Doc Savage nodded, then was silent for a tine. Finally, he asked, "Were is the G nema Trust
Conpany?"

"In the business district," said Pell. "I can guide you there."

Monk put in, "There ain't no banks open at this hour."

Lawyer Pell shook his head, and said hastily, "Wong. The G nena Trust renmins open twenty-four
hours a day. It is near a nunmber of novie studios which work day and night. There are al so night
shifts at a near-by factory. The C nema Trust renai ns open to accompdate these workmen."

A police siren began wailing in the distance. They could tell that it was approaching

"Sone one has tel ephoned the police," Hamsaid, dryly. "Probably sone one who heard the screans
and the shots."

"W will go," Doc Savage said, abruptly. "Explanations to the police can be nmade later."

They hurried away fromthe vicinity. As they reached the street, it could be noticed that

Mont gonery Medwi g Pell was gl anci ng about al nbst continuously, peering into the murk of the dimy
lighted streets

"You | ose sonet hing?" Mnk asked him

"My town car—the one you drove fromthe airport. W can use that instead of a taxi."

They got the car frombehind Pell’'s office building, and, with Montgonmery Medwi g Pell hinself at
the wheel, drove through streets that were at first quiet, then, as they neared the nmin business
district, noisier

"The Martel Hotel," Doc Savage directed

It was to the Martel that Doc had ordered their equipnent and baggage taken. The Martel was not a
large hostelry, but was anpbng the better ones in the city. Not that its equi pnment was |uxurious. The
quality of the Martel was due to its management, which happened to | ook the patrons over closely to
keep out touts and ganblers and |ike gentry.

Doc Savage, inquiring at the desk, learned that their |luggage had been taken to a four-roomsuite
on the top floor. They rode the el evator up. Approaching the door of the suite, they began to hear
noi ses

The noi ses were of two kinds. One was a squeaki ng and chattering, alnost humanlike. The other
sounds were grunts and squeal s

The instant he heard the sounds, Mnk | ooked very indignant

"That blasted Chemistry!" he grow ed. "He's picking on Habeas again!"

The dapper Ham | ooked very cheerful

They entered the suite

ABQUT the living room stood numerous stout-|ooking netal cases and a few hand bags. The neta

cases hel d Doc Savage's equi pnent—nnunerabl e scientific gadgets which he frequently found occasi on
to use. The bags, of course, contained their clothing

"Hey!" Monk how ed, and lunged forward. "Blast that Chemi stry! |’ m gonna nake a grease spot outta
him "

Chemi stry, it now devel oped, was a very remnarkabl e-1o00king tailless nonkey—emarkabl e-1 ooki ng
because of the alnpbst startling resenbl ance he bore to Mnk



Chenmistry bel onged to Ham He had gotten the nonkey in South Anerica, in the Republic of Santa
Anpza, while on an expedition with Doc Savage

Chemistry had been tied by a lead chain to a chair leg; but the chain had enough scope to permt
himto capture Habeas Corpus. Chemi stry was hol di ng Habeas Corpus by one oversize ear and
industriously parting the aninmal’s hair as if he expected to find sonething interesting therein
Habeas Corpus was Mnk’s pet pig. Mnk had found himin Arabia. Habeas had sone qualities of
appearance all his own. He had el ephantine ears, a trenendous inquisitive nose, a body of no
consequence, and | egs of ammzing |ength

"CGet your animal away frommine!" Mnk yelled, and | aunched a kick at Chemi stry, which m ssed
Ham snapped, "Stop that!" and partially unsheathed his sword cane

Chemi stry and Habeas Corpus got al ong together about as snoothly as did Monk and Ham

Doc Savage gave no attention to the quarrel of his two aids. They were al ways squabbling

From a pocket, Doc brought forth the cover of the tel ephone book which he had secured in the drug
store. It was on this cover that the man who had | ater died had placed his paper to wite the note
whi ch the taxi driver had carried away.

Next, Doc Savage opened an equi pnent case. Fromit he took a phial of very white powder, which he
sprinkl ed over the directory cover, nmaking an even film He shook the powder off

Qut of the same case, the bronze man brought a snall projector of ultra-violet |light. He darkened
the room and played the rays of the ultra-violet projector on the tel ephone book cover. The results
m ght have surprised one not acquainted with nmobdern scientific detective nmethods

Witing becane visible in thin lines of fluorescence. They all gathered around to decipher it
Savage and nen told of Safe-deposit Box 1772 at Cinema Trust. Better beat themto it

The note was unsigned

Lawyer Montgonery Medwi g Pell seened dunbfounded at the manner in which the latent witing had
been brought out, and demanded, "How did you do that?"

"The pencil point pressed the paper fibers together," Doc Savage expl ai ned. "The white powder was
of a type which gl ows when subjected to ultra-violet light. That is a comon property. Odinary
aspirin has it, anmobng other substances. The powder renmins in the depression, in nany cases in
quantities invisible to the naked eye, and the ultra-violet |ight brought it out."

Monk growl ed, "I'mthinking we'd better head for that bank."

"Exactly!" the bronze nman said

THE Cinema Trust Conmpany was not a |arge bank. It was wedged in anong ot her and bul ki er

bui | di ngs

Doc Savage led the way into the narble | obby of the bank. Everything seened nornal and sl eepy
inside. Tellers were in some of the cages. There was a substantial sprinkling of big nmen in gray
uni forms—guards. No doubt the fact that the bank was open at night, increased the likelihood of
robbery. Hence the augnented force of guards

At the far end of the | obby a neon sign said

SAFEDEPCSI T VAULT

Doc Savage and his party wal ked under the sign, descended a staircase and were confronted by a
guard who stood in front of a grilled wire enclosure. The gate in this was shut. Beyond was the
round door of the vault, through which could be glinpsed tiers of deposit boxes

Doc Savage showed the credentials which | awyer Mntgonery Medwi g Pell had supplied. The uniforned
man consi dered, frowned over the credentials, then made an entry in a book, and said, "Sign

pl ease. "

Doc Savage did so. The guard unl ocked the gate

Obeying a slight gesture from Doc Savage, Monk and Ham were first through the gate. Lawer Pel
trailed them

Doc Savage did a strange thing before he followed the other three—strange, that is, to any one
knowi ng the bronze man well. Doc drew a pipe fromhis pocket and clanped the stem between his teeth
The action was strange, sinply because the bronze nman had never been known to use tobacco

There was a reason for the pipe. Around its bow was a ring of brightly polished netal. This, at
first glance, seemed a perfectly sinple ornament. As a matter of fact, the brightly polished surface
of the ring served as a mrror

By carrying the pipe in his teeth at a jaunty angle, Doc could see npst of what went on behind
hi m

He saw plenty. The uniforned guard had followed themthrough the gate and | ocked the gate behind
him He followed theminto the vault. There the guard' s features changed, becane a snarling mask
The fellow turned, seized the heavy vault door, got it closed. Then he turned back, dipping a hand
into a pocket for a gun

Doc Savage went to a knee, got both hands on the uniforned man's ankles, jerked. The fellow
crashed on his back to the floor with a | oud smack

The shock made the man’s gun go off. The report all but split their ears in the confines of the
vault. Dizzily the guard tried to turn the gun nuzzle on Doc Savage

A second gun explosion did not come. Instead, there was a mlder report—the brisk crack of Doc



Savage’' s bronze fist contacting the man’s jaw. The fellow went to sl eep.

"The vault door!" Mok baw ed. "We're |ocked in herel"

Doc Savage had dived forward with anazing agility to land his blow He continued his dive,
strai ghtened, got to the vault door. The thing was equipped in such a manner that, should bank
enpl oyees be | ocked in by robbers, they might free thensel ves.

Doc got the door open.

Qutside a gun went off, naking a booming sound in the confines of the bank basenent. A bull et
came through the wire enclosure and into the vault, wailing and whizzing as it ricocheted.

Uni forned men were coming down the stairs toward the safe-deposit vault. Mre bank guards! They
wer e shooting as they cane.

"No!" Doc Savage barked. "Everything is all right now"

The men in uniforms continued shooting.

"Cet that bronze guy!" one of themyelled.

"We're in a trap!" Mnk barked. ‘Them guys are all here to kill us!"

MONK and Ham produced weapons from under-arm hol sters. These were guns that resenbl ed oversize
automatics, but really were supermachine pistols, capable of firing at a tremendous rate of speed.
Bul l ets they discharged were the type commonly called "mercy bullets,” slugs which nerely produced
qui ck unconsci ousness without inflicting nore than a superficial wound.

The rat her grotesque-I|ooki ng weapons began to vibrate and give off a great npan of sound, like

the humm ng of a gigantic bullfiddle.

Two of the uniformed men on the stairs cried out, wheeled and tried to run. But the chemical in
the mercy bullets worked quickly. The men col |l apsed, cane thunpi ng down the steps.

Droppi ng two nenbers of the party had a narked effect on the other uniforned nen. There was

sudden panic, hasty flight back up the steps. Sone of them though, kept their nerve, seized the two
who had fallen, dragged them out of sight

"Them guys are fakes!" Mnk roared. "Were's the real bank guards?”

Monk and Ham darted to the stairs, went up together on hands and knees, nachi ne pistols ready.

Pell was shivering behind them They popped their heads over the top step, then jerked back as guns
made noi se and bullets whined at them

Doc Savage was running down a snall hallway to the right of the vault. At the end of this there
seened to be another flight of steps. He reached them nopunted and di sappear ed.

A hissing started and vapor fell fromsnall and previously unnoticed vents in the ceiling.

Monk and Ham began gaspi ng, choking, as they crouched on the steps.

"Tear gas!" Monk gasped.

The tear gas, they knew enough about banks to realize, was comng fromthe regul ati on protective
devices. One of the fake guards nmust have actuated the controls which rel eased the stuff.

Know edge that the vapor would soon blind them nade Monk and Ham desperate. They did an
apparently insane thing. They came erect and charged up the steps toward their foes.

The nmove was not entirely madness, however, for both Monk and Ham wore |ight bull et proof
undergarments. They habitually wore these when walking in the paths of trouble, and they had donned
them at the hotel.

They were nore than a little surprised when no shots greeted their appearance. They strained
tear-stream ng eyes. They saw the unexpected. The uniformed raiders were meking a hasty exit through
the bank’s front doors.

Cars drew up to the curbing. The uniformed fake guards piled into the nachines, and the cars

roared away.

Doc, who had cone up another stairway, ran to Pell’s town car. He nade a nove as if to get in,

but did not, and wal ked around to the rear. The gasoline tank had been punctured, probably with a
stout knife. Al of its contents had | eaked out.

"That," Monk grow ed, "sinks us!"

It did. They did not find another car in tinme to take up pursuit.

THE bank had not been robbed. The uniforned raiders had sinply wal ked in, overpowered any
resistance, then forced every one to act as if nothing unusual were happening.

The genui ne bank guards had been |l ocked in a vice president’s office.

"l cannot understand it!" declared a bank enpl oyee. "There was noney in plain sight. They took
none. Wat do you suppose it could mean?"

Monk and Ham in the confusion, discovered Doc Savage coming up the steps fromthe vault room
with the linp body of a uniforned fake guard in his arns. The prisoner was the fell ow who had opened
the vault for them and who had tried to crush the bronze man’s skull with a gun.

Doc carried his burden into one of the lowrailed enclosures in the bank and sat the fellow down
in a chair, so that he faced a | arge desk | anp.

"He still out?" Mnk demanded.

"Still," Doc agreed.

Monk grinned. "Well, we got sonethin’ outta the scrap, anyway. W got that fella. He can give us



sonme idea of what's behind this."

Monk spoke as if he took it for granted that the unconscious man woul d tal k when he awakened.
Monk was acquainted with sone of the unusual and highly effective neans which Doc Savage used to
make unwi |l ling nmen tal k.

Around them the bank people mlled curiously. Police were circul ating, asking questions. There
was somewhat of a tunult of voices.

Canme a sudden crash. It was |oud, over the voice babble. A hole surrounded by a web of cracks
appeared in a wi ndow near the chair where Doc had pl aced the unconsci ous man.

The prisoner was obviously sensel ess. Yet he did a strange thing. He junped conpletely out of the
chair. He stood there as rigid and stiff as if he were turned to stone. Then he nade dull noise
falling to the floor. Alittle fountain of crinson began to play out of his throat.

"He's been shot!" a wonan screaned.

"The bull et cane through the wi ndow " Doc rapped.

The bronze man flashed to the door. Mdnk and Ham were cl ose on his heels. Policemen flocked

behi nd them

Across the thoroughfare, a car was rolling slowy as if just getting in notion. Police nmachines
parked up and down the street had their headlights turned on, and these illum nated the occupants of
the rolling machine. Doc and his two aids recognized them

"The bal d-headed girl!" Mnk how ed. "She shot the guy!"

"Her partner is along!" Ham echoed.

There was no mistaking the identification. The oddly matched pair of the airport attack—the
attractive, conpetent girl who was a master of jujutsu, and the strange-looking man with the neck of
a turkey—were in the nachine, and their manner showed plainly that they were anxious to get away
fromthe spot. The girl drove.

"They shot that guy inside to shut his nmouth!" Mnk baw ed again.

Doc Savage ran for the machine. His two aids trailed him The car was noving very swiftly, too
fast for the bronze man to catch it.

"They’ re gonna get away!" Mnk wail ed.

A nonent later, it |ooked as if he were wong.

Chapter V. THE ROCK DEVI L

ANOTHER CAR had been parked near the end of the block. A large sedan. It wheeled out fromthe
curb and stopped directly crosswise in the street. The street was narrow, and the car was |ong
enough to bl ock the thoroughfare.

The spectators were now treated to a bit of quick thinking. For split-seconds, it seened
inevitable that the girl would crash into the other machine.

Then the girl spun her steering wheel hard to the right. She headed for the spot at the curb
vacated by the blockading car. Her nachine hit the curb hard, and held together. It hopped the

si dewal k.

A clothing store wi ndow was directly ahead. The car hit it. The crash was unbelievably | oud.
Plate glass flew high in the air and showered the street. The car di sappeared into the store.
After they lost sight of the machine, they could hear a great roaring of its notor and a crashing
and t hunpi ng of show cases bei ng knocked about. Then there was a second crash of plate gl ass.

The store into which the girl had driven was a corner one. She had sinply wheel ed through the
fragil e show cases and driven out through the other window. Al four tires of her machine nmust have
been flat. It nmade a great racket going away down a side street.

"That gal sure believes in takin' her chances!" Mnk barked.

Doc sprinted down the street.

"\Where you goin'?" Mnk yelled, |egging after the bronze man.

"The bl ockadi ng car!" Doc rapped.

That rem nded Monk to do sonething he had not thought of before. He stared in an effort to get a
|l ook at the driver of the bl ockading car.

The occupant was a man whose very bl ack clothing was his distinguishing feature. H's suit was

bl ack, and his hat, also, which was not uncommon; but he wore also a black shirt and a bl ack
necktie. The fellow had a face sonehow rem ndful of the countenance of a bird of prey, the nose a
beak.

The bird-beaked man fought steering wheel and gearshift |ever. The heavy car junped back and
forth, straightening itself out in the street. Wth a protesting squawk from spinning tires, the car
got under way.

Doc Savage was incredibly fast on his feet, but there is alimt to the ability of even the best
of tendons. He failed to overtake the car.

The heavy car took the corner on two wheels and was gone into the night.

There was now gusty noi se of many notors in the street, as the police cars got into notion,
taking up a furious pursuit. The police nmachines went off quite triunphantly, officers occupying
themfilled with confidence, which, as it devel oped, was not justified. The chase proved a fl op.
They found no trace of either of the two machi nes which they sought.



Back in the bank, Mnk and Ham had recovered enough fromthe excitenment to start quarreling

agai n.

"The guy was shot so that we couldn’'t question him" Mnk said. "But who was that bird in black,
an’ why' d he beat it after he tried to stop the girl’s get-away?"

"Ch, get a recording made of it!" snapped Ham "None of it makes sense! None of it will nake
sense, until we see what's in that safe-deposit box."

Getting access to the safe-deposit box proved to be not so easy. There was expl ai ning and nuch
persuasi on on the part of Mntgonmery Medwi g Pell before Doc Savage was given permnmission to enter the
box.

During the argunment, Doc occupi ed hinmself by naking an exami nation of the dead fake guard. H's
search was thorough, and it brought to light only one thing which seemed to interest the bronze man.
"What’s that?" Monk denmanded.

Doc Savage passed over an object which he had taken from a pocket of the dead man’s vest. It was
an obl ong wooden box, which bore no label at all. It had a slide top. Mnk shifted this back.
Inside the little box reposed a cigar that was of obvious excellence. There was no band on it,
and no | abel; no printing whatever was in the box.

Doc took cigar and box and stowed themcarefully in a pocket.

Mont gonery Medwi g Pell cane over and said, "They will now | et us exam ne the safe-deposit box."
The box contai ned one package. It was wapped in ordinary paper such as might have cone from any
grocery store. The package was about the size of a |oaf of bread.

Doc renoved the paper. A cardboard container was disclosed: a shoe box. It was encircled with
string, which Doc snapped. He renoved the |id.

"Bl azes!" Monk said.

The box hel d three objects:

One was a snmall bottle of syrupy-looking liquid, unlabeled.

The second object was a folded bit of paper. Doc Savage opened this. They all read it:

GO TOS. P. F. L. 7 FOR | NFORVATI ON

"Very illumnating," Ham said, dryly.

"This gets stranger and stranger," Mnk agreed. "QOpen that other thing."

The "other thing"—the third and | ast object in the box—was wapped in cotton. Doc Savage pi cked
the cotton apart.

"Whe-ewl "

Monk gasped.

It was a small and exquisitely carved statuette of blue stone. It was the |ikeness of a devil,
conpl ete even to horns and spiked tail.

There was utter silence in the vault, as the men | ooked at these objects. Ham broke it.

"G ve the devil to Mnk!" he suggested. "Kindred souls should associate."

Monk scratched his head, trying to think of a sufficiently biting retort, then gave it up.
"Lookit!" he grunted. "This statue is a different color!"

They had all noted that. The stone of which the thing was made was of a different hue and
texture. Its color was that of a cold winter day. It was al nbst transparent.

"Agate," Ham deci ded.

Monk held the thing up. "Wonder if the face of the thing is the likeness of anybody we know?"
He scrutinized the features; but not until Doc produced a tiny pocket nagnifier and offered it,
were they sure.

"Bl azes!" Monk gurgled. "It’s a woman’s face!"

"It's the face of that bal d-headed girl we had the run-in with at the airport!" Ham echoed.
They stood in silence for some tine.

At |ast, Mnk picked up the bottle which had been in the safe-deposit box. "At least, | mght
figure out what this is," he said. "Chemistry is ny line."

He uncorked the bottle. The result was highly disconfiting. There was a sw sh! Vapor spurted out
of the bottle, as the liquid contents vaporized instantly. The stuff sprayed over Monk.

The reek of an odor that was |ike canmphor, yet not like it, filled the vault.

MONK emitted a how, dropped the bottle, turned and ran. Wiy he did this, it was hard to say. He
already had the stuff all over him

But, feeling no ill effects, the honely chemi st stopped. Great anxiety was on his honely features
for a few nonments. Then he began to | ook | ess thoughtful.

"The stuff—ain’ t—poi son—+ guess," he said, hesitantly.

"You were your usual bright self when you opened that bottle," Hamtold him

AW W "

Monk growl ed. "How was | to know what was in it?"

"Do you know now?" Ham countered.

"No!" Monk growl ed. "An’ quit ridin’ ne, or I'll walk over you like |I would a bridge!"

Ham sneered, "The only thing we had that night have been a clue, and you got rid of it nicely!"
Lawyer Montgonery Medwi g Pell had withdrawn to the end of the vault and was standing there,



trenbling a little, pale. The aval anche of exciting action had apparently gotten the best of him
"Do you—gent| emen—need ne any | onger?" he asked shakily.

"Have you any nore information?" Doc Savage asked him

"No!" Pell said, pronptly. "This is all a terrific nystery to ne. It really is!"

Monk whi spered to Doc so that Pell could not hear: "The poor guy’'s got the jitters, for which you
can’t blanme himnuch."

Doc Savage studied | awer Pell for sone nonents.

"We will not subject you to further danger by asking that you acconpany us," the bronze man said.
"I'f you wish to | eave, you may."
"Thank you," said Montgonery Medwig Pell. "I amat the Flower Hotel, if you want ne."

Mont gonery Medwi g Pell now departed. He | ooked as if he were a nan about to becone a nervous
wr eck.

Monk fingered the blue satan statuette, examining it closely. He grunbled, "It |ooks just l|ike
them other two we found, except for the color."

Ham was scrutinizing the paper which bore the cryptic nmessage. The dapper |awyer, it chanced,
made somewhat of a hobby of the study of ciphers. He had taken the paper w th high hopes; but it had
baffled him

"The meaning of this thing is an absolute nystery to ne," he said.

"Suppose we consult a tel ephone book," Doc suggest ed.

Ham bl i nked. "You nean you have an idea?"

"The S. P. F. L. 7 is the nystifying part," Doc Savage replied. "However, it may nean—but we wll
consult a tel ephone book first."

The bank swi tchboard operator produced a tel ephone directory. Doc Savage turned to the "S"
section and ran rapidly down the colums of nanmes and nunbers.

"Here," he said, and pointed to: "SOLAR PRODUCTI ONS."

"Hmmm" Mnk grunted. "The ‘ Sol ar Productions’ takes care of letters ‘S. P.""

"Sol ar Productions is a novie concern, it seens,"” Doc Savage said; and the bronze man now

enpl oyed the tel ephone to call the main studio. The individual who answered was apparently a
wat chman.

"Have you a Field Location No. 7?" Doc Savage asked.

"Yes," said the watchman.

"Where is it?" the bronze man asked.

"I'n the desert below Pal m Springs," he was told.

"*Go to Solar Productions’ Field Location No. 7 for information,’" Hamsaid slowy, repeating the
ci pher nmessage as he had deci ded Doc Savage had translated it.
"Brothers, let's set sail for the place!" Mnk suggested. "Information is what we want!"

HOURS | ater in the night, they cane around a shoul der of San Jacinto Mountain, and caught sight

of the novie conpany | ocation.

There were |ights about the place, but they saw nore than the |ights. Judging fromthe nunber of

| um nous spots, the location was of considerable size.

This was correct, as it later devel oped, for Solar Productions had noved a conplete studi o out
here to the edge of the desert, to filma desert picture which chanced to be their nmajor production
for the year.

Doc Savage was driving. They still rode in Mntgomery Medwig Pell’s big town car. Repairs had
been nade to the damaged gasoline tank. They had the w ndows open. Haminsisted on this, declaring
that he could not stand Monk’s odor.

The strange, canphor-like snmell still clung to Monk with an annoyi ng persistence. The honely

chem st had tried renmoving his outer clothing. As a matter of fact, he now wore only his underwear.
The results had not been encouragi ng.

"The snell of you would scare a noth to death," Hamtold the honmely chem st.

Monk kept his council. He was secretly a little worried by the snell which clung to him and of
which he could not rid hinself. He pretended to devote his attention to keeping his pig, Habeas
Cor pus, out of the clutches of Ham s pet ape.

Doc Savage had driven past their hotel to pick up nore equipnent, and Monk and Ham had added

their two strange-1ooking and quarrel some pets to the entourage.

They drew near the novie |ocation, which was surrounded by a hi gh wooden fence to keep out the
curious. They bounced along the miserable trail to the gate. A uniformed gateman confronted them
"Now the argunent starts,"” Mnk whispered. "l’ve heard these guys are tough."

The gateman | ooked the car over, did not recognize it, and snapped, "There's no adnmttance to the
lot at this time of night."

Just what |ine of argument woul d have gotten them past the guard, they never did learn. It was

not necessary. A figure appeared inside the gate. It was a man. The headlights illum nated him
distinctly.

"Good night!" Mnk breathed, after one |ook. "That's the bird-beaked guy who tried to block the
bal d- headed girl’'s get-away!"



It did look like the same nan. He wore bl ack, even to necktie and shirt. He had a beak of a nose,
and his jow s hung down |ike those of a Newfoundl and dog.

"Gateman!" the bl ack-clothed fellow called sharply. "It is all right! Admt these people!"

The gatenman turned to the speaker, who was evidently a person of consequence.

"Admit theml " snapped the man with the hooked nose and the dark rainment. "I was expecting them"
The gate was pronptly opened by the guard, and Doc drove inside. The man in the dark garnents
sprang on the runni ng board.

"Drive to the right!" he rapped. "Turn out your headlights! Make as little noise as possible!"

DOC SAVAGE conplied with the suggestions. H's nachine rolled past huge stacks of scenery.

On either side stood the false fronts of buildings intended to depict an ol d-fashi oned western
cow town. Doc wheel ed the car in between a corral and a structure marked, "Drinking Enmporium"
The man on the running board began speaking in a hoarse voice. It was not |oud enough to be heard
very far.

"The bl ue devil!" he gasped. "You have it?"

"Devil ?" Monk gul ped. "Say, what the di ckens—

"Shut up, dope!" Ham said, and nudged the honely chenist.

"The blue devil!" went on the man in black, gasping in his haste. "It nust be like mne. It nust
be blue! It is very inportant!"

He funbled in his clothing and drew out an object wapped in a handkerchief. He unwound it and
held it up.

The thing was one of the little satan statuettes. It was bl ue.

Monk and Ham | ooked exceedingly bl ank at sight of the object. Doc Savage sai d nothing, showed no
enotion; but the bronze man’s snmall, strange trilling sound canme briefly into being and ran its
eerie way up and down the nusical scale, seemng to adhere to no definite tune, yet distinctly
mel odious in its fantastic fashion.

"Pl ease! " expl oded the man in black. "This nmust be done quickly. Is yours like mne?"

"You nean you want to conpare your statuette with ours?" Mnk denanded.

"Ch, yes!" gasped the other. "Please! Quickly! Thousands of lives nmay depend on this! Persons all
over the world—=

Monk got a package out of a door pocket, a package Doc Savage had given him It consisted of a
paper - w apped cardboard box. Mnk had not understood why Doc had put the statuette in the box,
unl ess to keep them from being separated and | ost. He took the package in one hand and got out of
the car.

THE next nove of the bird-beaked man in black was al nost an insane thing, and such a conplete
surprise that it caught Monk off guard. The fellow was hol ding out his rock fragnent for Mnk’'s
inspection. Suddenly, he swuing it, driving it upward. Before the honely chem st could get his head
asi de, the thing caught hi mbetween the eyes.

It was a terrible blow. Mnk nmade a bubbling sound and | anded on his face in the sand.

The beak-nosed man was qui ck with his hands. He nanaged to get possession of the package Mnk had
been carryi ng.

A gun had appeared in the black-clothed man’s hand. He cocked it as he shoved it forward. There
was not the slightest doubt but that he intended to shoot.

Doc Savage and Ham both got doors open on the opposite side of the car, scranbled out and |ay
where the frane of the car would protect them

Footsteps ran away in the darkness. Wen Doc Savage and Hamgot to their feet, the assailant had
di sappear ed.

Chapter VI. THE BALD- HEADED G RL AGAI N

DOC SAVAGE whi pped away fromthe car. The bronze nman did not start in hurried pursuit, but stood
listening. Whatever sounds woul d be nmade by running feet in the snmboth desert sand, inside the
studio lot, would not carry far. Doc heard nothing.

He did, after a nonent, hear a | ow groan. The sound canme from Monk, on the sand near the side of
the car. Mdre groans turned into a thick-tongued nunbl e.

"I"11—+"11 wing that guy' s—eck!" The honely chemi st was getting hinself shakily erect. A slow
trickle of scarlet was staining one side of his face.

"Were' d that baby go?" Mnk demanded, fiercely.

Ham i nterposed. "W’'re wasting tine, Doc. W should be trying to catch that fellow."

Doc Savage seened unconcerned with i medi ate pursuit of the beaked individual who had knocked
Monk out and stole their package. The bronze man hel ped the unwilling Monk to sit on the running
board of the car, and began minor repairs on the forehead wound.

"That guy’ll get clean away!" Mnk groaned.

Doc Savage said nothing, and dabbed at the cut nade by the piece of carved rock in the

assail ant’ s hand.

Ham sai d suddenly, "Phe-ww Mnk, aren’t you ever going to get rid of that awful snell?"



"I can’'t shed nmy skin, can |?" Mink demanded, a bit plaintively. "That stuff sure sticks with a
guy. It kinda worries ne."

"Aren't we going to followthat fellow in black who got the package?" Ham demanded agai n.

"Wait," Doc Savage sai d.

The bronze man snapped off the car headlights. Then he did a strange thing. He clinbed atop the
car and began to |l ook on all sides. Monk and Ham puzzled, clinmbed up and joined him

"l don't get the idea of this," Mnk grunted.

And al nost inmmediately, he emtted a squeaky gasp and demanded, "Am | nuts? O do you see that,
too?"

Of to the right, a patch of transplanted desert growmh was carefully arranged to give novie fans
the idea that the desert was a great deal nore horrible thing than it actually was. A huge yucca was
the central part of this arrangement. Its vague silhouette had the distinct outlines of a balled
fist.

But the strange shape of the tree was not what got their attention. Qut of the tree, grow ng and
spreadi ng, came an even nore fantastic shape. It clinbed into the air.

It was a formof intense black, eerily withing and swelling up into the night. One nonent it

| ooked |ike a huge hooded figure. The next, its outline had dissolved, and reformed to nmake the bent
shape of a grotesque sonething in flight.

Doc Savage got clown off the car top and noved toward the apparition. Monk and Ham fol | owed. As
they approached the fantastic nonster in the air above the yucca, the nature of the thing becane
appar ent .

"Bl azes!" Monk breathed. "Snoke!"

Ham expl oded, "Look! Two peopl e! Sensel ess!"

Doc Savage snapped on his flashlight, played the white funnel over the two prone forns.

One was the individual who had seized Monk’s package.

One | ook at the other, and Monk nearly upset.

"The bal d- headed dane!" he gasped.

"The | ady who flung you about like the well-known gentlenman on the flying trapeze!" Ham agreed.
"Yeah," Monk growl ed. "And her face was al so on that blue statuette!"

I't was unm stakably the bal d-headed girl, attractive even when she did not have her hair.

"Now we can find out what these two were afraid the guy they killed in the bank would tell us,"
Ham sai d.

In the hand of the hairless girl was the package the bird-beaked nan had stolen from Mnk. It was
open, and both wr appings and box were partially burned.

"They will not be unconscious for long," said Doc Savage.

"What got then?" Ham demanded.

"The package whi ch Monk was taking care of," said Doc Savage. "It was a dummy. It contained a
quantity of the anaesthetic gas that we use to produce tenporary unconsci ousness. And with the gas
was m xed anot her chemi cal concoction which, when exposed to the air, will burn and give off that
snoke. "

Ham opened his nmouth, shut it, and said no nore. He did not ask how Doc had cone to nake this
particul ar preparation. Ham coul d guess. The bronze man habitually took every precaution, and this
matter of the fake package was probably just one of many neasures which Doc had, no doubt, taken.
Monk bent to pick up the linp figure of the bird-beaked individual. The apish chemi st barely
began to heave, then rel axed suddenly. H's face, in the flashlight glow showed | udicrous

puzzl enment .

"This guy feels kinda funny," he decl ared.

Ham snorted. "It’'s probably that crack on the head you got!"

Monk shook his head. "No, the guy is—=

Doc Savage bent over the prone form of the beak-faced man. H s bronze fingers nade expl oring
passes over the fellow s features. Grasping the hooked tip of the unconscious individual’'s beakish
nose, he pulled. Part of the nose cane away with his fingers. It was reddish theatrical nakeup wax.
Monk and Ham stared at the face of the unconscious nan.

"Bl azes!" Monk choked.

"Lawyer Montgonery Medwi g Pell!" Ham gasped.

Monk | ooked at Doc Savage, wi ped imaginary perspiration off his forehead, and grow ed, "This is
the last dang thing | expected. | thought that |awer was on the up-and-up. | mghta knowed that all
| awyers is crooked, though."

Ham ignored this dig, and felt over Montgomery Medwig Pell’s linp form "No wonder Mnk said he
felt funny."

"Padded! " Doc Savage said, tersely. "Pell used pads to nake hinsel f appear nuch heavier."

For sone nonents, there was silence. It was quite evident that although Pell had been

masquer adi ng as the beak-faced, black-clothed individual, there nmust be such a person. For Pell had
been in the bank with Doc and his men at the time the car driven by the beak-faced nan had swerved
crosswise in the street in an attenpt to stop the get-away of the bal d-headed girl and her

turkey- necked compani on.



"What' Il we do with these two?" Mnk queried, after a while.
"W will let themrecover consciousness together, and make sure they think they are al one," Doc
Savage explained. "They will then talk freely to each other, |et us hope."

DOC SAVAGE now cast about for a spot where they could secure privacy suitable for their project.
"What we need is a joint that's soundproof," Mnk offered.

Monk picked up the girl, and Doc took the senseless formof Pell. They carried their prisoners to
the door of a building which had the shape of a huge flat-roofed barn. Doc Savage tried the door,
got it open and went inside.

Monk | ooked around. "What's this place?"

Doc played his flashlight about and the beamreveal ed nmuch intricate equipnent.

"Sound studio!" Mnk said.

"Exactly," Doc Savage agreed. "And, if the equipnent is intact, it will make our task nuch
sinpler.”

The bronze man now noved across the great barn of a sound studio to a small room whi ch was
separated fromthe studio by a large plate-glass window Inside this, there was a great deal of
equi prent .

Doc Savage began to exam ne the apparatus, to make a change in the wiring here and there. Then he
cane out in the studio again, and nade adjustnments on a device which, at first glance, could have
been m staken for an oversize electric heater. This was really a beam m crophone. The dishlike
refl ector caught sound waves and directed them down at the mi crophone, which was nounted at the
focal point.

Doc placed the "m ke" at a point where it would not be noticed by the bal d-headed girl and Pell,
when they revived. He connected the wires, then went into the control room Various swtches were
turned. The nonitor |oudspeaker cane alive, as denoted by a soft hissing.

Monk and Ham at Doc’s suggestion, nade a round of the sound studio and | ocked all of the doors
on the inside. Then they joined the bronze man in the control room

There was silence for sonme tine before the |oud-speaker began em tting scrapings and scuffings. A
groan canme. The pair inside the sound studio were beginning to revive.

The bal d-headed girl was first to speak. Her voice was fairly distinct. "Well, Pell, you sure put
your fast one over!" she snapped.

"We got the agate devils," Pell munbled, thickly.

"Wake up!" The girl sounded bitter. "They weren’t in that package. Sonething has happened to us!"
"Ch, shut up!" said Pell. "I did my best. Were are we?"

This new voice of Pell’s was a marked change fromthe one Doc Savage had heard hi muse
previously. It sounded a great deal younger.

"We've got to get those agate statuettes," the girl said.

"I may be able to nanage,"” Pell groaned. "Savage suspects nothing of the real thing behind all of
this. He does not have the slightest notion of howbig it really is."

"Let's try to get out of here," said the girl.

Then things happened. A sharp crackling cane out of the |oud-speaker. The noi se of somnething
breaki ng! The bal d-headed girl of a sudden cried out shrilly.

DOC SAVAGE |unged for the light switch, which he had | ocated previously, snapped it. Nothing
happened. The current had been shut off sonewhere.

The girl cried out again. This time, there was utter terror in her voice.

"Sonebody’ s grabbed ‘em " Monk roared.

The honely chem st pitched for the control-roomdoor. So headl ong was Mnk’s dash across the

floor of the sound studio that he did not notice that Doc and Ham were not with him The bronze man
and the dapper |awyer had adopted a different nethod of procedure. They were circling, noving around
the edge of the sound studio for the doors, their intention being to cut off any attenpted retreat.
Monk was running in conplete darkness, and pronptly fell over sonething. Judging fromthe noise,

he ruined a canmera. He got up, stunbled forward, and found the spot where Mntgonery Medwi g Pell and
t he bal d- headed girl had been.

Bot h were gone.

Monk |istened. He could hear Doc and Ham noving; but of the two prisoners there was no trace.

Monk was about to call out, suggesting that Doc turn on the flashlight, when he saw sonething that
silenced him

The something was a faint string of darkness before his eyes. He touched it. A rope.

Then he saw a shadow on the floor of the room It was an incredible shadow, for the sinple reason
that there seened to be no light that could create a shadow in that position.

The studio inside was al nost totally dark. Nor was the nmystery of its source the only queer thing
about the shadow.

The shape of the thing was grotesque, a hideous distortion of a vaguely human form perhaps; a
grisly caricature of humanity. Peculiarities of |light angles could hardly account for the somewhat
startling shape of the outline. The thing suggested the head of a carrion bird on the body of a



spi der.

MONK gaped at the floor for only a nonent, then lifted his eyes, seeking the only possible

expl anation: a skylight. Yes, there was one. The rope was hangi ng down fromit.

The obj ect which had nade the shadow, however, was gone.

Monk now di d sonmet hing typical of him Wthout saying anything, he grasped the rope and tested
its tightness. It would hold his weight. He began to clinb, hand over hand, with great rapidity.
Monk gained the lip of the skylight, hung there al nbst as nuch at ease as if he had been on the
ground. He heard no sound.

At length, deciding to take a chance, Mnk swung up through the skylight and let hinself down
lightly on the roof.

The next instant something grasped his arms, forced themto his sides. He strained. To his

astoni shnent, he could not |oosen the thing that grasped him

"Doc!" Monk squal led. "Haml" Not that he was scared, but assistance was al ways a nice thing where
the odds are unknown.

Monk |iked noise with his fights. The present situation had devel oped to a point where noi se was
in order. The honely chemi st roared, squalled, junped up and down. He knew by now what had sei zed
him He had been | assoed, cowboy-fashion.

He | ocated the spot where the individual holding the rope stood, and ran in that direction. This
sl ackened the rope. Monk threw the |l oop off, and continued his charge. A flashlight beam dashed into
his eyes, blinded him H s quarry dodged, got away.

Then he was ganged. Cane novenent at one side. The flashlight whitened out again. There was a

whi stling sound and sonmething hit Monk’s head. He cried out and fell into infinite blackness.

DOC SAVAGE and Ham heard Monk's shout. The bronze man and the dapper |awyer imediately raced to
the center of the sound studio. They stared upward at the skylight.

"Here is a rope," Doc snapped.

The bronze man seized the cord and began to clinb. He was about ten feet up when it was cut from
above. He fell back, |anding on Ham who had also started to clinmb. They got to their feet.
"There may be a way to get up fromoutside," Doc said.

They ran to the door, shoved it open, and both dived outside.

Fl ashl i ght beans bl azed at them At |least half a dozen masked men pointed guns at themin a

busi nessl i ke manner. Sound studi os are purposely built noiseproof. That is their function. An arny
m ght well have approached the outside of this place w thout those within hearing, even with hearing
as devel oped as that possessed by Doc Savage.

"l hope," said one of the men, "that you use good sense."

It was as efficient a method of trapping as coul d have been seized upon. Guns at close range are
an unanswer abl e argunment, even to a person who is armed. Doc and Ham put their hands up.

Curt commands directed the bronze man and the dapper |awyer to a big touring car, which now
wheel ed up silently, a seventh man driving. Crowding gun nuzzles dictated a hasty entry into the
rear seat of the car. Their captors sat with them stood on the running board of the car. The
machine rolled toward the gate.

The gate guard saw them com ng and ran out.

"Hey?" the fellow yelled. "Wat the hell’'s this?"

Two men | eaped off the running board, ran at him and before the guard coul d escape, he was
felled by hard-swing revol vers.

The touring car vanished into the desert, bearing Doc Savage and Ham as capti ves.

Chapter VII. THE OM NOUS BEQUEST

MONK' S HEAD felt as if firecrackers were going off inside it. Hs big nuscles sinply woul d not

work for some tinme. Wien he finally got into shape that he coul d nove again, and began to search, he
di scovered that the rooftop was enpty. He found a |l ength of rope dangling down the side of the

bui | di ng.

Monk climbed down the rope, then stood peering into the night blackness. The honely chenist could
see nothing, but he could hear, off to the right, sounds of noverment. He scuttled in that direction.
Then he paused, listening for some sound which might tell himwhich way to continue his pursuit

of the escaped prisoners—Pell and the bald girl—-and their rescuer—nk was sure now that there had
been a rescuer.

It was then he heard the peculiar noise.

It was a rasping noise of a rather strange nature. He concentrated, trying to identify it, nake

it fit sonmewhere in his past experience with sounds. He failed. The rasping-slightly nmetallic, it
seenmed, was nore |ike an insect noise than anything el se the homely chem st coul d i magi ne.

It dawned on Mnk that the sound was comi ng toward him conming fast.

Dar kness where the honely chem st stood was intense enough to seemnearly solid. Mnk nmight as

wel | have been blind, for all he could see.

Suddenly, he did not know why exactly, there came to Monk’s nmind a vivid remenbrance of the



horrible condition of the bodies beside which the devil statuettes had been found. The honely
chem st abruptly deci ded he did not want that rasping noise any closer.

Monk ran. Hands out in front of himencountered a building wall, and he bounced off that. H's
runni ng becane faster with the realization that the rasping noise was definitely pursuing him It
cane al ong behind with unexpected speed. Gaining!

Monk conpletely forgot the two prisoners. This thing was after hinml He tw sted, dodged, neking
desperate efforts to elude the unearthly thing that rasped behind him

He smashed a tree trunk, glanced fromthat to another tree. The trunks were snooth. Pal ns!
Concerned with nothing except his desire to put distance between hinself and the rasping nystery
behind, the honely chenmist did not take tine to realize that the clunp of palns probably indicated a
prop oasis on the novie |lot.

His failing to take this into account nade his sudden and headl ong stunble into a pool of water
total ly unexpected. He went conpletely under the surface of the water. The pool was shallow, and
there was nmud in the bottom

Monk wal | owed, nmanaged to get thoroughly coated with nud and water before he got out on the other
side of the pool and continued his sprint. He ran a nunber of yards. Then he stopped, feeling rather
f ool i sh.

The rasping noi se no | onger pursued him

Monk stood there and strained his ears. He caught sounds, recognizable as the novenents of

sonet hi ng anong the trees of the prop oasis. There was no suggestion of a rasp, a clack or a whir.
That was encour agi ng.

Monk nade an el aborate and quite excellent stalk. Shortly, he was w thin what he judged to be a
few feet of the noises of furtive novenent. He set hinself and pounced.

H s judgnment had been good. H's hands got a firmgrip on a body that was unm stakably human. Monk
squeezed experinentally. The squawk this brought forth was |ike the noi se nade by squeezing a
child s rubber ball of the whistling variety.

Monk transferred his grip to what he judged to be a man’s throat, squeezed, and the squawks shut
of f. He shook his victim Wen the fell ow was noderately linp, he hurriedly conducted a search with
patting hands.

It was a man. Monk found a revolver and took it.

The prisoner revived enough to begin to screamshrilly. There was unm stakable terror in his

voi ce. The novie set had not been aroused before, but it was awakened now. Lum nance sprouted at a
nunber of points. Men with electric lanterns came running. Lights were turned on, naking nuch of the
location nearly as bright as day.

Sonme one caught sight of Monk and his captive.

"Hey!" yelled the fellow "Wat’'s the idea?"

"Hel p!'" squal l ed Monk’s captive. "This guy is trying to kill me!"

The honely chemist grow ed, "Let out another squawk, and you'll really need a coffin!"

Monk did not wait for the running nen to reach him He advanced to neet them propelling his
captive ahead.

A | arge nunber of the novie personnel seened to live on the set. These individuals, nostly in

pi eceneal attire, began to forman unfriendly convoy around the honely chenist and his prisoner.

Fl ashl i ghts began to spray whiteness over them

"Take your hands off that man!" sonebody told Monk.

"Don't get tough with ne, you guys!" Mnk advised. "I'mgonna ask ny friend here some questions."
Monk’ s captive yelled, "This man is a prower! | was trying to seize him"

For the first time, Monk nade a close scrutiny of the man whom he had sei zed. He had seen the

i ndi vi dual before, under conditions anything but pleasant.

The man’s face was striking in a hideous way. There was fineness in the nodeling of his forehead
and deep-set eyes; but the lower part of the face was a grotesque m smatch. The flesh had a rubbery
aspect. Sone accident had deadened the mnuscl es.

It was the man who had seized Monk at Montgonery Medwi g Pell’'s office building and had attenpted
killing himin the basement garage, along with Pell, when Doc Savage interfered. His pal had been
the hard-faced thug killed in the old alley building by the nenace that |eft behind the agate
devils.

A man in uniform evidently a special guard for the novie conpany, canme up and showed Mnk the
muzzl e of a gun and said, "Kindly release M. Del Ling, and explain the neaning of this!"

Monk was in a bad hunor. Events had piled on himduring the night, not pleasant ones. He suddenly
shoved Del Ling into the guard. The latter turned his gun aside. The next instant, Mnk had knocked
the guard spraw i ng.

Sei zing Del Ling again, Mnk surveyed the crowd, grow ed, "Anybody el se who wants any can have
it

They milled about. Cbviously, Del Ling was a man of sone inportance, and there were a nunber
anxious to gain favor in his eyes.

Sonme one denanded of Monk, "Do you know who this nman is?"

"It won't make any difference," Mnk said.



"He is Del Ling, chief director for Solar Productions," said the infornmant.

Monk snorted, entirely uninpressed by this.

Director Del Ling said suddenly to Monk, "Suppose we talk this over in ny bungal ow?"

Monk consi dered, decided the best policy was to accept. If he did not, there was certain to be a
general fight.

"O K ," he said.

DI RECTOR Del Ling' s bungal ow was on the other side of the fenced |ocation. There was a cheerful
living room mattings on the floor, gayly cushioned wi cker furniture. Not until they were inside did
Monk rel ease his grip on Del Ling’s arm And then Monk sat down beside the only door by which the
other could | eave the room

"You hel ped that bal d-headed girl and Pell escape," Mnk snapped. "Wat was the idea? And what
was that thing that was chasin’ ne in the darkness a m nute ago?"

"My dear fellow," Del Ling murnured. "I do not know what you are tal king about."

Monk bounded out of his chair, hurried forward, and fastened his hands to Del Ling s neck. He
exerted sone pressure. The rubbery part of the fellow s face felt cold under his fingers.

"I like to play rough,"” Monk grow ed, grimy. "Doc Savage has got better nethods of makin' you
talk, but I’"’mgonna try mne first. It ain't gonna be nice."

Then he rel eased Del Ling's face so the man coul d speak. The words were surprising.

"You are one of Doc Savages ai ds?"

the hybrid-faced man gasped.

"Yeah," Monk adnitted.

Del Ling' s attitude changed conpletely.

"l have a remarkable story to tell you," he said.

Monk shoved himinto a chair. "I’"ma guy who |likes to hear renmarkable stories."

"A world-wide plot is behind this," Del Ling said.

Del Ling had a queer way of speaking wi thout noving the |ower part of his face; yet his words
were quite clear.

"How many persons have you net, that are connected with this?" Del Ling demanded.

Monk growl ed. "You tryin’ to punp ne?"

“"No," denied Del Ling. "I amnerely trying to name those connected with the nystery."

"Well," grunted Monk. "We ran into a | awer—Montgonery Medwig Pell."

"One of the marked nmen," said Del Ling.

"Yeah?" Monk | ooked very curious. "There was a bal d-headed girl—

"Nanmed Kateen MacRoy," said Del Ling. "Also marked for death, it seens."

"Heck she is!" Mnk gulped. "Well, there is a guy who has a beak like a bird an’ wears bl ack
cl ot hes—=

"Sanmuel Wartz Gne," Del Ling identified. "Also on the list."

"There's an old goat with a scrawny turkey neck an’ two peg teeth, who runs around with the
bal d- headed girl —=

"That’s AOd Dan. He is on the death list."

Monk put his jaw out "Listen, you! What kinda rattle-brained novie thriller plot you trying to
feed me?"

DEL LING | ooked perfectly sober; indeed, his strange face nade it inpossible for himto | ook any
ot her way.

"Attenpts have been nade to kill these people," he said. "They were called by a strange voice
over the tel ephone, and each was told the nanmes of the other to be killed."

"That don’t make sense!" Mnk grunted.

"It certainly does not," Del Ling agreed. "Just why this Canphor Waith should want to kill all—=
"Who?" Monk how ed.

"Canphor Waith," said Del Ling. "But the nane doesn’'t nean anything. It was just a nane that was
used over the tel ephone.”

Monk gul ped, when he tried to swall ow.

"But this Canphor Waith was the one who— Mnk swal | owed qui ckly. He had been about to state
that Canphor Waith had been the one who summoned Doc Savage.

"Don’t you know-what—t is—all about?" Mnk asked, haltingly.

Del Ling put his forefingers to the corners of his nouth and exchanged a faintly satyrical snile
to one of sonberness by sinply pressing upward.

"No one knows," he said. "None of us has the slightest idea!"

Del Ling went over, sat in a chair and seened to be ready for questions. Mnk pronptly put them
"You say Montgonmery Medwig Pell was a victimalong with you?" the honely chenist grow ed. "Yet |
found you an’ that thug-faced guy tryin’ to crack Pell."

"W were not going to kill him" Del Ling denied, pronptly. "We—the other man was a friend of

m ne—were nerely trying an experinment on Pell. You see, we suspected Pell of being the nysterious
Canphor Waith. W were trying to scare proof out of him when you interrupted.”



"Hm mm" Mnk rubbed his jaw, wondering if he should believe that. "Wuat about that attack at

t he bank?"

"l do not know what you are tal king about," Del Ling said.

Del Ling now got up and went to a desk which stood in one corner of the room Mnk foll owed,

wat ching alertly. Del Ling renoved a | arge envel ope and shook out newspaper clippings.

"These will interest you."

Monk rifled through them reading headlines. There were at |east a dozen of the clippings, and
each one told of a nysterious death. Not all the deaths had been in Los Angeles. Nor were all of
themin the United States. There was one in Japan—a promni nent diplomat. There was one in Gernmany—a
weal thy industrialist. Alawer had been killed in England. Wiile all of these clippings were from
Los Angeles, they bore the credit lines of telegraphic news associations.

Al'l the deaths had one thing in comon: the bones of the victinms had been broken, and |arge hol es
had been perforated in the bodies. And near each body had been found a tiny statuette, carved in
agate—a devil.

"Bl azes!" Monk gul ped. "This Canphor Waith guy's been working all over the world!"

"Exactly!" Del Ling agreed.

Monk t hought this over at sone | ength. He believed he could see holes in the story. "Let’'s talk
to Doc Savage about this," he said, grimy.

"Where is he?" Del Ling demanded.

Monk opened his nouth, shut it. It had suddenly dawned on himthat after the excitenent, there
had been no sign of Doc and Ham

"Doc nust be around sonewhere!" Mnk growled. "We'Il |ook himup."

They had no nore than | eft the bungal ow, when they received bad news. The guard at the gate had
been found sensel ess, and had been revived. The fellow recovered enough to talk.

Monk | earned fromthe gate guard that Doc Savage and Ham had been taken away by a nunber of nen
in an autonobile.

Chapter VIII. TURKEY- NECK

MONK' S REACTION to the infornation was a | oud bellow. He spun on Del Ling.

"l want you around where we can ask you nore questions," Mnk grow ed.

"l shall be here!" Del Ling snapped.

"You darn bet you will!" Mnk assured him and swng a hairy fist.

If Del Ling saw the fist coming, he had no tine to duck. He hit the sand; his heels flew up,

t hunped back, and he lay still.

Angry grow s went up fromthe novie people at seeing their director manhandl ed. Mnk, however,

did not wait for themto do anything about it. He ran for the gate, ducked through it and started
down the road.

The honely chemist’s wathful departure fromthe novie | ocation had one observer who renai ned
unnoticed. This watcher kept well in the background, being very careful to attract the attention of
no one. The fellow was noved to chuckle a little to hinmself, as he observed Mnk’s unconventi onal
conduct .

"Boy, that ape sure likes to nake things happen!" the man chuckl ed.

The fellow grinned, exposing guns entirely enpty of teeth except for two incisors stained a rich
brown by tobacco chewi ng. The two teeth resenbled a pair of mahogany pegs.

The man was gaunt and weat her-beaten. He had a winkled visage, to which the absence of teeth
gave a pi nchnout hed aspect. Hi s scrawny, extraordinarily |long neck was full of winkles—a neck which
made one think of a turkey.

The turkey-necked man proceeded to trail Monk, using every care in the darkness to avoid notice.
He did not even | eave the novie |ocation through the gate, but scuttled down the fence several yards
and clinbed over, negotiating the feat in a manner which indicated he was better nuscled than he
appeared to be.

The foll ower observed Monk for sone time—f keeping track of the honely chenmi st by the sounds he
made coul d be called observing. He becane satisfied that Monk was noving down the road, follow ng
the tracks of autonobile tires.

The turkey-necked man gave up spying. He noved with set purposeful ness back toward the notion
picture location. He made his way, w thout being observed by any one, to a room which held a pay
tel ephone. He fed a nickel into the instrument, spoke to the operator, then put in several nore
coins, proof that the call was a |ong distance one. Wien he had his party, he cane straight to the
poi nt.

"This is Ad Dan," he said. Then he gave a rough word sketch of what Mnk was now doi ng.

He listened to the reply. Wiat he was hearing evidently did not please himgreatly.

"So | have to handle this Mnk nyself, eh?" he snapped.

After that, he cracked the receiver on the hook, scow ed, spun and made for the door of the room
He reached for the knob, but did not get it. The door whi pped open in his face.

Monk cane in, stopped, put both hairy fists on his hips and | ooked very accusing.

"You can start handlin’ me now, you old gobbler!" he announced.



THE weat her -reddened, scrawny-necked individual reacted nmuch as if lightning had struck near him
Hi s clawi ng right hand nanaged to get a big revolver fromunder his coat before Mdonk was upon him
Monk tied two long, furry arms around his opponent. There was squeezi ng, heaving, grunting on
both sides. They hit the floor, spun over and over.

The gun dropped out of the nmél ée. Monk managed to keep his arms around the other and put his
bull et of a head against the man's chest. He pulled inward with his arns, pushed outward with his
feet and knees. The turkey-necked man bent. H's face got redder. To keep his spine from snapping, he
gave up, relaxing.

Instantly, Monk released his grip and swng a huge fist against the man’s jaw. Wen the fell ow
hit the floor, his eyelids were doing a queer dance.

Monk secured the revol ver which the man had dropped, and pocketed it. He examined his victim The
fell ow woul d remai n unconsci ous for some tinmne.

Monk was grinning widely. He crossed to the pay phone which the red-faced man had used. Inserting
a nickel, he got the long distance operator.

"Where' d that call, go that was nmade fromthis phone a m nute ago?" he denmanded.

Evidently, the operator denurred at divul ging that infornation.

"Don't be like that, lady," Mink growl ed at her. "Right now, | can't ask the guy who nade the
call. This is inportant; studi o business!"

He listened intently, said, "Sanuel Wartz G ne? What’'s the address. . . . 13 Seacrest Drive. |In
Pal onar. \Were's Pal onar ?"

The operator gave himthat information.

"Just south of Los Angel es?" Mnk repeated. "O K. Thanks."

Monk hung up, backed away fromthe phone, reached down, got his hands full of his prisoner’s coat
and jerked the fellow erect. He slapped the man briskly. This had the effect of a stinulant. The
victims linply dangling | egs began to scissor back and forth and his eyes opened.

"Start walkin'!" Mnk ordered.

The turkey-necked man gasped, made choki ng noi ses, then got words out.

"You're throwin' your rope in the wong corral!" he gritted.

"We' Il have a long talk about it in due time," Monk informed him

By main strength and some viol ence, Mnk got the fellow outside, and to the gl oony spot where
stood the town car in which Doc’s party had come to the studio. Mnk secured a | ength of slender
stout rope fromunder the car seat and bound his prisoner securely.

"That’'s so you can neditate,” the honely cheni st expl ai ned.

Monk left "Od Dan" in the car and went to the group of studio attendants who were admi nistering
to Director Del Ling. Del Ling was still senseless. Mnk waded to the center of the group and
grasped the unconscious Del Ling s collar.

The very bol dness of Mnk’s nobve nonplused every one for a nonent. Perhaps the honely chemist’s
bel | i gerent appearance had sonething to do with it. Then the crowd noved forward threateningly.
"W’ re gonna hold you for the cops,” a man growl ed. "You can't go around here boppin’ people and
get away with it!"

Wth his free hand, Mnk produced the turkey-necked nman’s big revolver froma coat pocket. He
waved it, notioning the crowd back.

"Keep outta ny hair!" he warned. "I got a very short tenper!"

Monk tucked his captive under an arm backed away, spun and darted through the night to the car.
The car horn suddenly enmitted a | oud bl eat. The unexpectedness of this ear-splitting noise caused
Monk nearly to nmake that nobve commonly designated as "junping out of one's skin."

The horn hooted again. Mnk peered into the front seat to discern the cause. Then he reached in,
grabbed and brought the of fender out.

It was Ham s remarkabl e-1 ooki ng nonkey, Chemistry.

"You got about as nuch judgnent as the guy who owns you," Mnk grunted.

The honely chemist swung the siman to the floorboards where Habeas Corpus, the pig, rested,

sl eeping blissfully through the confusion. Then Monk bound Del Ling.

The motor throbbed, roared, the car churned sand and got under way.

The gate was closed. Mnk did not even slow for it. Two nmen who had ideas of stopping him by
their mere presence in the road, got out of the way with wild | eaps. There was a crash and Monk was
through the gate.

Monk drove furiously in the direction of Pal omar and the residence of one Sanuel Wartz G ne—which
O d Dan had tel ephoned.

When he drew near popul ated districts, Mink took to side roads. He had a hunch that the novie
peopl e woul d have caused a police alarmto be spread for him It was possible that he m ght stand
accused of the offense of ki dnaping.

The novie location was well out in the desert. Palomar was a seashore town. The distance between
the two points was considerabl e.

Director Del Ling and turkey-necked O d Dan regai ned consciousness in the back seat. They ridded
thensel ves of |ong and pointed orations concerning Mk and his ancestry. They woul d give no real



information.

Dayl i ght had cone.

By mid-norning, the honely chenmist was tooling the car over the gravel road which tw sted upward
to the top of a cliff facing the sea. Along this cliff perched a score or so of al oof estates,
conprising the reserved community of wealth that was Pal omar. The steep narrow road curved through
pi ne trees and underbrush.

The excellence of this natural cover at either side of the road intrigued Monk. At the first
opportunity, he directed the car off the road into the grove. He drove a hundred yards and conceal ed
the car.

Monk shut off the notor, got out and opened the rear door.

"Turn us | oose!" Del Ling grated.

"Can't hear you!" Monk said.

I nspection convinced the honely chenist that his two prisoners could not free thenselves. Just to
decrease the likelihood of such a thing happening, he separated them putting one in the front and
one in the back of the car.

In the tool box, Mnk found a | arge sponge, evidently used for washing the car. He divided it

into halves, formng the base for two excellent gags. The captives coul d make sounds only through
their noses.

Then Monk cranked up the thick glass windows, nmaking it unlikely that the pair would attract
attention.

He | eft Habeas and Chemistry locked in the car with the prisoners and noved through the pine
woods, nounting until he cane to the flat area atop the cliff. It was fromthis that the Pal omar
mansi ons | ooked out over the sea.

Having in mnd the police alarmwhich m ght have been broadcast for him Mnk did not wish to
show hinsel f while searching for 13 Seacrest Drive. Fromhis conceal nent in the brush, Mnk coul d
see that Pal omar possessed only one thoroughfare—a poplar-bordered drive which ran along the cliff
top. That woul d be Seacrest Drive, and No. 13 would be the thirteenth house down the line. So Mnk
figured—orrectly, it devel oped.

MONK wor ked toward his destination.

The house—13 Seacrest Drive—was bl ocked off by a thick hedge, over which Monk coul d glinpse
colored tiles and stucco chi meys of what was probably an inposing exanpl e of the popul ar Spani sh
style of architecture.

Monk crawl ed to the hedge, worked along it, |ooking for an opening through which he m ght wiggle
wi t hout too nuch commotion. He found one and got down and craw ed through. He nade a slight noise,
rustling and scraping. As a precaution, he paused and |i stened.

He heard sounds al nost at once. Sone one approaching, creeping cautiously, it seenmed. Mnk

remai ned perfectly quiet. The hedge was thick and he could not see what was on the other side.
The prow er canme closer. Then a trousered | eg appeared in front of the opening in the hedge. Mnk
knew instinctively that the other was going to bend down and | ook into the hole.

Monk | unged, grabbed the ankles and jerked. An instant later, he was tangled with an opponent and
t he hedge. Fast work was necessary, or the other would be able to call out an alarm Monk started a
fist in a great haymaker swi ng.

At the |l ast possible instant, he changed his mnd and managed to mss his captive.

"Bl azes!" Monk gul ped.

H s captive was the dapper Ham

Chapter | X. ONE M LLION

HAM SQUI RVED, got | oose, gave the surprised Monk a vicious kick in the mdriff. Mnk upset. Ham
grabbed his sword cane, which he had dropped in the confusion, and unsheathed the bl ade.

"You bl undering anthropoid!" he snarl ed.

"I wish |'d gone ahead and hit you!" Mnk told him

The two glared, as if on the point of doing nmutual nmurder. The fact was that each was delighted
to see the other.

"What are you doing here, stupid?" Ham asked.

"Looking for four-leaf clovers,"” Mnk advised. "How cone you're still alive?"

Ham expl ai ned: "The gang that grabbed us at the novie |ocation brought us up here and held us in
the house under guard. It seens they were waiting for their big boss."

"How d you get away from ‘en?" Mnk asked, curiously.

"That odorless and col orl ess anaesthetic gas of Doc’s," Ham explained, tersely. "Doc had a phial
of it inthe lining of his coat, where they didn't find it. He broke it. They just keeled over. W
hel d our breaths and kept the stuff fromaffecting us."

"You're waitin' for this nysterious chief to show up?"

"Exactly!"

Monk expanded visibly. "I’ve got the whole thing cleared up already."

Ham sniffed. "I expected that. Having a little tine to work unhanpered, you could acconplish



wonders! "

"I"ve got the dirty | owdown on the whole thing," Mnk assured him "Were's Doc?"

"At the house," said Ham

Doc Savage was on a veranda upon whi ch opened | arge French wi ndows. |nside these w ndows, the
prisoners were arrayed. Apparently, they had not yet recovered fromthe effects of the anaesthetic
gas.

"Look, Doc!" Monk said. "l've got the dope on this!"

"Excel l ent," Doc Savage sai d.

Ham grunted at Mnk, "Well, tell us the solution.”

Monk grinned. "What | nean is that |’'ve got two guys who do know what it is all about."

Ham | ooked as if he were about to choke. He jabbed a finger at the prisoners on the floor. "W’ ve
got the same thing here!"

"Yeah." Monk | ooked only slightly downcast "That’'s right!"

Ham scowl ed bl ackly at Monk, opened his mouth, then shut it, and struck a listening attitude.
"What's that?" he demanded, sharply.

Monk stepped to the door, and sonething struck his legs, all but upsetting him He | ooked down.
"Habeas Corpus!" he grunted.

"And Chemistry!" declared Ham sighting his ungainly pet chinpanzee in the wake of Mnk’s pet
pig.

The horely Monk | eaned down, grasped one of Habeas's oversize ears and swung the shote back and
forth. For a nmoment, Monk | ooked rather happy to see his pet. Then a startled expression convul sed
his honely features.

"What’'s wong, you mssing |ink?" Ham demanded.

"Habeas and Chemi stry!" Mnk gul ped. "I left ‘emshut up in the car with those two prisoners!"”

DOC, Ham and Monk | unged outdoors, began covering ground with great |eaps. The glint of the big
encl osed car could be seen ahead through the trees and brush. Doc and Monk put on an added burst of
speed and reached the nachi ne.

"Enpty!" Monk howl ed. "Lookit! The doors are open!" The nachi ne was not enpty, however, as Mnk
di scovered an instant |ater.

The horely cheni st pointed an armexcitedly. What he was seeing seened to have rendered him
inarticul ate.

"There—there—" He swal | owed twi ce. "Look! Whatcha know about that?"

Ham cane up. He al so stared.

"So that is who you have been riding around with all night," he told Mnk.

Monk shook his head in a slow, bew | dered way. He reached into the car, carefully lifted a linp
form

It was the girl—+the very attractive young wonman who had treated Monk so roughly at the airport,
and who had proved to be bal d-headed. She had escaped them at the novie |ocation.

The young worman was bound securely and gagged.

Monk wal ked around the car, craned his neck and | ooked through the brush. There was no sign of
Del Ling or turkey-necked O d Dan.

Doc Savage, in the neantine, was renoving the girl’'s gag. The instant she was free, she began to
expl ode excited words.

"They' re going to kill me!" she wailed. "You ve got to do sonething!"
Monk cane to a stop in front of her. His nostrils were apprising himof sonmething he had
previously m ssed. Al nost at the sane nonment, Doc Savage’'s tunel ess, yet nelodious, trilling cane

into being. The fantastic sound, apparently conming fromno particular spot, wavered up and down the
musi cal scale and trailed into nothingness, |eaving the young woman | ooki ng vastly puzzl ed.

Ham sai d, "That canphor snell is still on you, Mnk. Stronger than before."
"It's on ne," the girl corrected. Her voi ce sounded strained.
"What becane of the two guys | left in the car?" Mnk denanded.

"They were taken away by the nen who brought ne here."

"What way’d they go?" Mnk denmanded.

"I"mnot sure," evaded the young wonan.

"You might as well stop lying," Ham snapped. "You turned those two prisoners |oose!"

"l did not!" was the retort.

"You did!'" Ham assured her. "And now you are taking up our tinme, until they have an opportunity
to escape. That is why you renmai ned behind—to hold us up, to give us a bumsteer, so they could get
away. "

The young wonan | ooked at Monk, and requested, "Untie ny arnms."

"Why?" Monk asked.

"I"mgoing to gouge his eyes out," she said, indicating Ham

Ham snapped, "Young lady, it will take a m ghty good explanation to account for your presence
here."

"l have a good explanation!" she fired back.



"Yes?"

"My death is to be a warning to you!"

Monk and Ham stared at her, frankly astounded. Doc Savage al so watched the young wonan, but there
was nothing in the bronze man’s fl ake-gold eyes and on his netallic face to show whet her he believed
or disbhelieved, or was even greatly surprised.

Monk broke the tension with, "Your death? CGoing to be killed?"

"There's not a chance of ny escaping,” the girl said, quietly.

"This doesn’t nake sense," Ham said.

The young worman | ooked at themlevelly. "I'Il tell you anything | can," she said.

"Suppose you tell us the whole story," Doc Savage suggest ed.

She began tal ki ng.

THE young worman spoke crisply, nmaking a few words convey a great deal. Her story paralleled
exactly that told by Director Del Ling. Canphor Waith was a sinister masterm nd who had perfected
an unusual, and unescapabl e, form of death—and was killing, apparently ainm essly. The young
wonman—she said her nane was Kateen MacRoy—had nerely received a tel ephone call that she was one of
the victins.

The girl denied that she knew why she had been selected as a victim

"Why were you and O d Dan at the airport?" Mnk interrupted.

The girl seermed to hesitate for the briefest of nmoments.

"We heard that Canphor Waith had sent for you," she explained. "W couldn't understand why. W
were afraid that—afraid that—well, you won't like this."

"What were you afraid of ?" Doc Savage prodded.

"Afraid you were going to help Canphor Waith," the girl snapped.

If the bronze man detected anything am ss about this explanation, he said nothing.

"And you appeared at the bank later," he rem nded.

"Add Dan and nysel f were watchi ng Montgonery Medwi g Pell," she expl ai ned.

"\Why 2"

"Well, we thought he m ght be Canphor Waith."

"Any proof of that?"

"No," she admitted. "Not at that tinme. But later, O d Dan and | separated. Pell seized ne. | do
not know what he intended to do. | was out at the studio. You know what happened. Pell went off,
cane back disguised to |l ook |ike Sanuel Wartz G ne—

"Li ke who?" Doc interrupted.

"Samuel Wartz Gne," the girl explained. "H's face is beaked like a bird s."

"Who is he?"

"Anot her of the victins," said Kateen MacRoy. "Anyway, Pell was overcone with some kind of gas
when he opened that package he grabbed from your man. Then we woke up in that studio, after which
some of Canphor Waith's nmen carried us away."

DOC SAVAGE nodded, as if this cleared everything up perfectly.

"What was that about your death being a warning?" the bronze man queri ed.

"They—€anphor Waith and his nen—are going to try to scare you. They left ne in that car. | was
told to tell you that | amto be killed. They want you to see just how hel pl ess you are agai nst
them their idea being that they can convince you you had best drop the whole thing."

Ham still playing the part of the skeptical cross-exam ner, shook his head and advised, "It
sounds thin to nme."

For a young wonan who had been promi sed death, Kateen MacRoy had been hol di ng her conposure very
wel | . Now she showed the first synptons of a flare-up. She took a step—they had untied her during
her recital +toward Ham and | ooked as if she were about to strike the dapper |awer.

"l don't like people calling me a liar!" she shrilled.

Ham now denonstrated that he was well versed in femnminine psychology. Wnen are always sensitive
about their appearance.

"Way is it you are bal d- headed?" Ham asked.

I f Ham had intended to nmake Kateen MacRoy nore indignant, he certainly succeeded. She nade
sputtering sounds of rage, apparently tried to find sonething that woul d express her feeling
adequately, then gave it up.

"“I’"ma novie double," she explained. "An oil |anp blew up and burned ny hair."

Doc Savage asked her quietly, "Can you be of any further assistance to us?"

"I think | can," she said.

" How?"

"l think | know where you can find Canphor Waith," said Kateen MacRoy.

"Look here," Ham snapped. "A nonment ago, you said you were trailing Pell around in hopes of
findi ng out whether or not he was Canphor Waith. Now you tell us you know—=

"l didn't say | knew who Canphor Waith was!" the girl retorted. "I know where he is—+ think."
"Is it close?" Doc Savage interposed.



"It is. Very close."

"Whi ch way?"

"We will go to the house first," she said

The four of them noved away fromthe car, trailed by the two grotesque-|ooking pets, Habeas
Corpus and Chemi stry. They nounted the hill in alnpst conplete silence. Doc Savage, noving ahead
paused frequently to listen. If his trained ears picked up any om nous sounds, he nade no nention of
t hem

They craw ed through the hole in the hedge and advanced on the house. Mnk surveyed the palatia
dwel ling and decided it was one of the fanciest he had ever seen

The group approached the veranda with the French wi ndows, inside which the bronze man’s prisoners
had been reposing

"Doc!" Ham screeched, suddenly. "The prisoners—

"Cone!" Monk barked

A wld five mnutes ensued. The house was searched fromtop to bottom The grounds were gone over
t horoughly. No trace of the captives could be found

Ham confronted Kateen MacRoy, and said, "You should be able to call it a day, now"

"What’' s that?" snapped the girl.

"l mean, you did a good job," Hamsaid, frigidly. "You kept us occupied while those thugs were
bei ng rel eased. "

Ham shoul d have known better. He had seen the violence with which the young wonan had perfornmed
upon Monk at the airport. She did even better now. There were two | oud sounds—ene made by the girl’'s
fist, and the other by Ham hitting the fl oor

Monk | ooked as if he were going to choke to death on his |aughter

"Pi pe down, you tree clinber!" the girl snapped

"Huh?" Monk stopped | aughi ng

"There’s no need of showi ng themwe are back here," the young woman said

"Mean they m ght hear us? They're that cl ose?"

"They are."

Doc Savage said, "Suppose you guide us to this spot where you think we may find Canphor Waith."
She nodded. "Cone on."

Ham got up sheepishly fromthe floor

KATEEN MACROY | ed the way across the shrub-dotted |lawn until they reached the edge. Before them
bl ue and sun-spl ashed stretched the Pacific. The coast was ragged with little headl ands, and the
particul ar vantage point on which they stood was situated above a tiny cove which had a remarkably
narrow beach

Edgi ng the beach were gaudy little bungal owns—cabafias—dsed for bathing facilities and | ounging
around

Kat een MacRoy pointed at a cabafa directly bel ow

"There!" she said

"You nean Canphor Waith is down there?" Mnk denmanded

"I think so," she said

Ham still |ooking very indignant, squinted at the girl as if to nake sure he was well out of her
reach.

"I'f you ask nme, it’s a trap,” he said. "She's trying to send us into sonething."

"Ch, go sour a bottle of mlIk!" the girl suggested

"I's it dangerous for you to go down there?" Doc Savage asked the girl.

"l didn't think any one was believing anything | said," she retorted. "Yes, it's dangerous."

Doc Savage asked her, "Can you give us any idea of what this Canphor Waith | ooks |ike?"

"No," she said. "I have no nore idea of what the creature |l ooks |like than | have idea of why he
has killed so many people."

Doc Savage addressed Monk and Ham "You two wait here,"” he said

The bronze man turned away, but he took only a single step and halted. H's flake-gold eyes were
focused on sonething bel ow. Monk and Ham startled by the intensity with which he was staring, noved
forward to his side

The girl al so advanced. Suddenly, she gasped and her hand, clutching in excitenent, closed upon
Monk’s arm a circunstance which obviously pleased the honely chem st

"There!" she breathed. "Look!"

The others did not need to be told to | ook. A figure had appeared fromthe cabafia. This figure
was beginning to clinb the steep slope of the cliff

It was a grisly specter, this figure that clinbed—an apparition oddly at variance with the
peaceful noonday setting of turquoise sea, white beach and brown rock cliff. Up and up it clanbered
like a tarantula naking for a remote den. The man, if it was a man, wore a long | oose cloak. A
dar ksome hood nade the head seemonly an el ongated neck. Thin legs carried the form

"Quiet," Doc Savage breathed

It had becone apparent that the clinber was heading directly toward them There was a path down



the cliff, and it began alnost at their feet. They had but to wait and the quarry would be in their
hands.

The honely chem st | ooked at the girl who crouched beside him Mnk was reflecting that he had
never seen a nore personabl e young woman, when suddenly she did sonething he woul d never forget.
The girl screaned.

"Canphor Waith!" she shrieked. "Run!"

Monk was hel d notionl ess by surprise. Ham however, whipped toward the girl; but Doc Savage was
ahead of him The bronze man cl asped a hand over her nouth.

It was too late. The girl’s shriek reached the clinbing creature bel ow. The figure stopped. It
hung there on the side of the cliff, poised in notionless intensity for a nonent. Then it whirled
and started downward in wld | eaps.

The very haste of the descent led to disaster for the spidery figure. Lost footing caused a fall.
A rolling, threshing bundle of arns and | egs, the being went down the steep sl ope.

Al nmost miraculously, the fleeing apparition cane out of the fall and was once nore an upright,
vaguely hunmanlike figure. It ran for the cabafa, gained the door.

"Cone on!" Doc Savage said.

Doc descended the cliff with surprising speed. The others followed him Mnk nearly took a wild
tunbl e, having forgotten to use the necessary anount of caution.

Ham went nore slowy. He had secured a tight grip on the girl’s wist and was literally draggi ng
her al ong. She held back, hanpering himall she coul d.

Chapter X. CAMPHOR WVRAI TH UNVASKED

THEY RECEI VED a grimwarning that the nysterious Canphor Waith had ideas about being captured.

The warning came in the formof three kinds of sound—yells, gun explosions, the whistle of lead. Al
the sounds issued fromthe beach cabafa.

Up above, Ham hauled the girl into a rock cranny.

Doc grasped a slab of stone which was a part of the cliff face, and tilted the slab upright,

provi di ng perhaps a square yard of thick stone shield that would turn al nost any bullet. Mnk
crouched beside him

"Ham " Doc Savage called. "Are you all right?"

"Yes!" Ham call ed down. "But this girl keeps kicking me in the shins!"

Bullets still came fromthe cabafia. The nmen there were not wasting | ead, however. The frequency
of shots subsided, as the targets disappeared.
Then voices called fromthe cabafia, voices shrill with horror.

"Doc Savage!" they yelled. "They' re going to kill us!"

Doc gl anced at Monk. "Ever hear those voices before?" he said.

"Del Ling, the novie director with the dead-pan face!" Mnk explained. "And that turkey-necked
old slicker, Od Dan!"

The shooting suddenly increased. Gun sound made whoopi ng thunder. Slugs hamrered the rock shield,
chi pped its edges.

Doc and Monk were forced to concentrate on keeping thensel ves conpletely covered by their
protective shield of stone. It would have been fatal to nmake any effort at retaliation.

Not once had they caught sight of the nen firing up the side of the hill fromthe cabafa. Yet
they knew, fromthe gun sound, that the little beach structure nust contain at |east half a dozen
gunnen. The concentrated fire kept Doc, Monk and Ham trapped on the side of the cliff. Yet the men
in the cabafas could not flee without an excellent chance of stopping bullets fromthe revol ver
which Monk still carried.

"Looks like it's fixed up so nobody could do anything,"

Monk conpl ai ned.

DOC extracted froma coat pocket half a dozen little flat netal cases, not nuch larger than a
wrist watch.

"Where' d you get those?" Mnk demanded.

"From the door pocket of Pell’s town car, where | had placed them previously," the bronze man
expl ai ned.

Doc noved a | ever on the side of one of the little nmetal cases, then drew back his armand made a
long throw. The thing fell alnobst against the side of the cabafa.

As the little netal object |anded, there was a blast that nade the previous noises of the battle
trivial in conparison. The side of the cabafia that faced the cliff seemed to receive the thrust of a
giant fist. It was obvious that the netal object which Doc Savage had flung was a conpact grenade,
hol di ng an expl osive of high order.

Monk, popping his head over the top of the slab at the sound of the explosion, could see the
inside of the cabafia. The front wall had been caved in. A man was scurrying for the back.

Monk distinctly heard a yell.

"That scow better be gettin’ here quick!" screanmed a man in the cabafa.

"Doc!" barked Monk. "They're expectin' a boat!"



Doc merely pointed

Monk fol lowed the gesture, and saw what the bronze nan neant. It was a sleek notor cruiser

pl owi ng around the headland to the north of the cove and heading for the beach in front of the
cabafia

The gunnen inside the now wecked structure sent another volley up the hill. Mnk and Doc were
driven to cover. Then the gunfire trickled away to occasi onal desultory shots. Doc Savage and Mnk
t ook another | ook

The cabin cruiser, a craft nearly forty feet in length, was alnost notionless in the water, a few
yards fromthe beach in front of the cabafa

Suddenly, like a covey of frightened quail, half a dozen figures rushed out of the cabafia
scurried across the narrow strip of beach and plunged for the notor boat

"Blast it!" Mnk gritted. "They' re gettin' away!"

He heaved erect, only to be dragged back by Doc Savage. A noment |ater, the reason for the bronze
man’'s action was apparent. Fromthe deck cabin of the notor cruiser canme the firecracker rattle of a
machi ne gun, raking the cliff face with a | eaden sickle of death

"Whew "

Monk gasped. "These guys sure nean business!”

Doc Savage said nothing. He noved the | ever on another of the tiny grenades, heaved it. There was
a crashing and roaring. The whole side of the cliff face seened to be conming down. Dust arose in
gigantic clouds. Mnk, not sure whether he should flee or retain the shelter of the stone bl ock, was
in a quandary. Doc Savage |left his side

"Doc!" Monk barked. "Were you goin' ?"

The bronze man did not answer. Down the cliff side he hurtled, seemingly with wi nged feet, and
vani shed in a fog of rock dust

Bul | ets had stopped conming fromthe cruiser. Those on the craft could not see their target; dust
fromthe rock slide had shut off their view conpletely. In fact, the rock slide was extending into
the water, even nenacing the cruiser itself

A breeze blew the dust to one side, and Monk could see the cabafa, the boat, but he could see no
sign of the bronze man

Monk stared, puzzled, wondering where Doc Savage had gone. The bronze nan had di sappeared

Then another figure interested Monk, a runner. The fellow had appeared fromthe cabafa, was
making for the cruiser. It was the grotesque figure the girl had hailed as Canphor Waith.
"Hurry!" the men aboard the boat were squalling

The cl oaked- and- hooded figure of Canphor Waith reached the water, plunged in. The cruiser had
backed out fromshore a little, to be safe fromthe rock slide. This made it necessary for the
spiderlike being to swim

The spiderlike one had still some yards to go when sonething happened to him H s notions becane
convul sively violent; his long arns windmlled wildly. Canphor Waith di sappeared beneath the
surface.

There was shouting, how ing, junping about on the deck of the cruiser. The nmen lined the rail
Sonme dived for their chief. The frantic search seemed to have no success

Monk started to | eave his concealnent. Rifle bullets, excellently placed, convinced himhe had
better keep to shelter

The men on the cabin cruiser were howing and cursing at each other

"Cet aboard, you mutts!" screamed the one who seenmed to have taken charge. "He's done for! He's
dr owned! "

Those who had dived overboard to save their chief swam back and were hel ped on deck. The notor
crui ser plowed a deep gash in the quiet sea, making to round the headl and. It disappeared a few
mnutes |ater

Monk, |ong before the craft’s di sappearance, had cone out from behind his sheltering slab. He
began a reckl essly hasty descent of the steep hill. He had al nost reached the w ecked cabafia, when
the gaping hole in the side of the structure emtted a famliar figure. The newconer was a

beak- nosed, pursy-jowed man in uniformy black attire

Sarmuel Wartz G me, notion picture director Del Ling had said this man’s nane was.

"Such an ordeal!" the man groaned. "Believe ne, | would not have insured nyself for ten cents, an
hour ago!"
Monk stared about intently. There was still no trace of Doc

"HOW D you get here?" Mnk yelled

"They made us prisoners!" groaned the beak-nosed G ne. He pointed at the cabafa. "Del Ling and

O d Dan—they are in there, too. Prisoners the sane as nyself, only those sons of guns were in too
big a hurry to take us with themwhen they left."

"How conme this gang was hangin’ out at your place?" Mnk denanded

G me waved his arns. "Could | help it? They point a gun at nme, and they say we stay here, and
what are you going to do about it."

Monk anbled into the cabafia. Fromthe clifftop it had seened a snall structure. But it was



i mposi ng enough. It had several roons. He searched industriously. Groans drew himto a closet and he
opened the door.

Del Ling and O d Dan tunbled out, both bound and gagged securely.

Monk left the bird-faced Gne to free them Mnk had sonmething el se on his m nd—boc Savage’'s
safety. The honely chem st ran outside and to the pile of rocks which the slide had deposited at the
foot of the cliff. It had struck Monk that Doc mi ght be buried beneath that mass of stone.

A call drew Monk’s attention to the water. He whirled.

"Doc!" he how ed.

Somet hi ng was conming out of the sea. But it bore no resenblance to Doc Savage.

It was the linp, bedraggled figure of the apparition called Canphor Waith. The fell ow seened to
be unconscious and he was rising slowwy fromthe sea, noving toward the shore. The reason for the
seem ngly nysterious phenonmenon becane apparent. Underneath the sodden bundle, carrying it, was the
giant form of Doc Savage.

Monk grinned fromear to ear. He knew what had happened.

Under cover of the dust and noise of the rock slide, Doc had reached the water, dived in. The
bronze man, through years of practice, had devel oped a renmarkable ability to stay beneath the
surface. He had swmto Canphor Waith, seized the fellow and drew hi munder.

Canmphor Waith, who was still wearing the envel opi ng hood, seened to be sensel ess. The haste with
whi ch the bronze man threw the figure on the sand and began to administer artificial respiration
made it evident that Canphor Waith mght be revived.

Monk | eaned down and tugged at the hood. It was fastened by a chin strap arrangenent, and he did
not succeed in renoving it. A nouth hole pernmitted breathing.

"Hol d his tongue," Doc directed.

Monk conplied, although he would rather have finished stripping the hood off so that he could
inspect the man’s face. Holding the tongue, Mdnk knew, was a necessary precaution in resuscitation
efforts. The tongue of drowning victinms sometinmes clog their throats.

Bi rd- beaked G ne, hybrid-faced Del Ling, and gaunt turkey-necked O d Dan came up. They stood in a
silent group and | ooked expectant.

"Do you know who Canphor Waith is?" Doc asked them

They all shook their heads.

"I"ve had nore suspicions than you coul d shake a stick at," O d Dan grunbl ed.

The unconsci ous i ndividual who had used the nane of Canphor Waith was squirmng with returning
consci ousness. Mnk yel ped and rel eased the tongue, as the fellow bit his fingers. The grotesque
figure heaved to a sitting position.

"We got you red-handed, honbre!" growed AOd Dan. "Don't try to give us no stall!"

Bi rd-faced Sanuel Wartz G ne snapped, "Well, why not unmask him"

Monk unmasked him "For the love of little fairy tales!" he gasped.

The unmasked man was | awyer Montgormery Medwi g Pel | .

LAWYER PELL, if he saw them was strangely undenonstrative of that fact. There was a | ook of
utter blankness in his eyes. Doc passed a hand close to Pell’s eyes. The man did not blink.

Monk said, "Pell, what's the idea of killing guys all over the world?"

Pell seened not to hear.

"And how d you do the killin ?" Mnk continued.

He got no answer. Pell continued to stare. He did not nove, or otherw se seem aware of their
presence.

"What ails hin?" Mnk asked, finally.

"Nervous shock," Doc said.

" Huh?"

"He's faking!" yelled bird-faced G ne.

Doc said, "The man has been under some kind of a terrific nervous strain, and the shock of recent
happeni ngs has tenporarily unbal anced him"

"He's faking!" how ed G ne.

"Sure, he is!" shouted turkey-necked A d Dan.

Doc Savage ignored them "Gve a hand with him"

"Where are you taking Pell?" Del Ling snapped.

"To an institution equi pped to handl e psychopat hic cases," Doc Savage expl ai ned.

Wth scant willingness, Od Dan, Del Ling and Samuel Wartz G nme assi sted.

They were nearing the top of the cliff when something occurred to Mnk.

"Haml " Monk yel | ed.

There was no response.

Monk, suddenly al arned, baw ed, "Haml Where are you and the girl?"

Considering his frequently expressed sentinents that nothing on earth woul d pl ease hi mnore than
the privilege of skinning Hamalive, and that one of his main objects in life was the hope of sone
day doing this, Monk’s alarm as now di spl ayed, was renarkable. He bounded up the cliff face in a
way which proved that Ham was his dearest friend. Suddenly, Monk was pulling a linp body froma rock



crevice
"Ham Ham " Monk expl oded. "Are you hurt?"
Ham opened one eye a faint crack. "Hold the world still," he requested, "and I"Il try to sit up."
Convi nced Ham was not badly danaged, Mnk’s attitude changed conpletely.
"You overdressed shyster!" gritted the honmely chem st

"What becane of that girl?"
"If she wasn't a lady, | could gladly hope she broke her neck," Hamtold him
"What happened?”
"That young lady is a firecracker,” Ham nunbled. "She blew up in ny face. And that is as near as
| can describe it."
"She’s gone?" Monk how ed
"l hope," Ham groaned, feeling his head, "I never see her again."
Chapter XI. END AND BEG NNI NG
THE EDGEWORTH d i ni c—ahere Doc Savage had sent Montgonery Medwi g Pell to be treated—did not | ook
I'i ke a psychopathic hospital. It was a ranbling, Spanish style house in Beverly Hills. There was
abundant tropical shrubbery about its spacious grounds. A tall hedge encl osed the whole. That there
was a high wire fence behind this hedge, was sonething an observer would have to | ook closely to
see. It certainly did not look like a hospital for mental patients
It was night, but the interior of the clinic was, nevertheless, a lively place, and brightly
lighted. The interior of Edgeworth Clinic maintained the formal appearance which characterized its
exterior. It |looked |like a rather sunptuously furnished town house
The nurses did not wear uniforms. There were no internes in white coats. Indeed, it was
difficult, in sone cases, to separate the patients fromthe staff
An evening get-together was in progress, a social gathering of the inmates. Every one was well
dressed—the nen in tail coats, the wonen in evening gowns.
There was one individual present who could not possibly have been m staken for an inmate. He was
a huge, white-haired man with a ruddy face—a face that was deeply lined. They were strong |lines
however, and the features were alnost classically regular. This man was obviously a physician

He was talking to a girl, a tall, broad-shoul dered young wonan whose | ovely face was cl ouded as
froman inner trouble. Her hair was black. Judging fromher youthful figure, her hair should have
been a gl ossy black, but it was not. It was dull, streaked with gray.

This woman was a nurse. The big, white-haired man was addressing a question to her

"Do you find your profession a strain?" he asked

She tried to smle up at him but failed, and the failure was a little pathetic

"Sormetines it terrifies nme!" she said

"That is an unhealthy trend of thought," the big man told her. "Wen the nurses here begin to
identify thenselves with their charges, they are courting trouble. It is not good. You have only
been here a week. It has affected you quickly."

The girl made no effort to reply.

"There is one case which seens to affect you nore than the others,"” suggested the big

whi t e- hai red physi ci an

"Yes," the troubled young woman admtted. "The young nman in Room 16."

Then, as if she found the conversation distasteful, she wal ked off, crossing the big room and
nmounting the stairs

Shortly afterward, the giant formof the elderly doctor clinbed the stairs. It mght have been
noted that the white-haired man's step was surprisingly light, considering his aged appearance. At
the top of the stairs, the big man stood listening for a nmoment. The girl had nounted these sane
stairs, but she had di sappeared

Wth an easy snoot hness, the white-haired man wal ked down the hall and quietly opened the door

whi ch bore the nunmber, 16. The roomwas unlighted, but there was enough noonlight to reveal it as a
bedchanber. There were bars across the w ndow.

A young nman lay on a bed in the room He wore pajamas, a striped bathrobe. He was sound asl eep, a
tall, cadaverously thin young fellowwith a tight-1lipped, angular face. H's hair was very gray.

It was | awyer Montgonery Medw g Pell

THE whi t e-haired physician began to act very strangely. He went to a door, which he opened to
reveal gleamng white tile of a bathroom Myving with no perceptible sound, the big man stepped
inside and cl osed the door, but not conpletely. He |l eft a narrow crack through which he coul d
observe Pel |

There was a wait that literally stretched into hours. The institution fell quiet. Not that it had
been noisy at any tine.

Mont gonery Medwi g Pell was awakeni ng. He yawned, stretched, then lay there for a tine without
moving. Finally, he got up and went to a wall switch and turned on a flood of brilliance froma
ceiling bulb.

He wal ked over to the door and listened. He began to nmake a sound, a rather horrible sound. It
was a thin, high wail, a whinpering. It was like the cry of a lost soul, the sound of a conpletely



dar kened m nd.

And all the tine Montgonery Medwi g Pell was neking this ghastly sound, he was acting in a very
normal manner. He noved to a bureau, ran a conb through his hair. He put on a striped flannel robe,
pi cked up a newspaper and began to read it. Every now and then, he would stanp his foot on the
floor. To any one outside, it would surely sound as if the person in the roomwere fighting the
denons of a diseased mind. He kept up his new ng noises.

The attendants nust have grown accustoned to this performance, for no one cane. It was not
uncommon for insane people to act in the manner in which Pell was performng.

Pell laid down the newspaper, went to the dresser and peered at hinself in the mirror. This
mrror, as a precautionary nmeasure, was constructed of polished netal instead of glass. Pell seened
to be exam ning his head and apparently was not satisfied with what he saw

He seized a can of white talcumand began to carefully sprinkle it in his scalp. The results of
this did not satisfy him either. He was now | ooki ng somewhat worri ed.

At this point, the big, white-haired watcher glided out of the bathroom He noved soundl essly,
and was al nost beside Pell before he spoke.

"Pell," he said, "you are not what could be called a skilled actor!"

Pel | gave a violent start, and whirled. His eyes for an instant were astounded, but perfectly
sane. Then they becane fixed, staring; but the manner in which they did this showed that the action
was del i berate.

The white-haired man reached out and touched Pell’s hair. "Your hair, which you had dyed gray, is
beginning to grow out. You were trying to hide that with talcum"”

Pel | began speaki ng nonotonously, "I am Napol eon Bonaparte, the mighty Little Corporal! How dare
you address me—-

The white-haired man | aughed. There was not much hunor in the laugh. "You do not even have enough
medi cal know edge of insanity types to act the part of a nmadman. You were for a tine actually
unbal anced by nervous shock. But you recovered suddenly, early this norning, and since then, for
reasons which you are going to tell ne, you have been acting a part."

"What do—you nean?" Pell stuttered, giving up the pretense.

"You are a young nan," said the other. "You have disguised yourself as a m ddl e-aged | awyer.
Why?"

Pel | peered closely at the big white-haired nman who held him

"Doc Savage!" he gul ped.

THE gi ant, white-haired physici an—Boc Savage—suggested quietly, "Wiy not tell the truth of what
is behind all of this, Pell?"

"I tell you, | aman—an insane man," Pell began, desperately.

"You were willing to take the whol e burden of the Canphor Waith business," Doc said. "Pell, what
is behind this?"

Pell’s face was a procession of patterns presenting desperate, goaded fear.

"Woul d you care to hear some things which have becone pretty apparent in the course of events?"
Doc Savage asked.

"You nean—what you know, " Pell denanded.

"Exactly!"

Pel | noistened his lips. "It might help," he said.

"All right," Doc Savage told him "Wen the girl, Kateen MacRoy, appeared near G ne’s house, her
purpose was to lead us to that cabafia hi de-out."

The bronze man paused for this to sink in.

"She was not, however, leading us into a trap," he continued. "She wanted ny nen and nyself to
see you. In short, she wanted to convince us beyond the shadow of a doubt that there was a being
known as Canphor Waith!"

Pel | noistened his |ips again.

"How do you know this?" he gul ped.

"Sinply because the story the young woman told did not hold together," Doc Savage told him "And
her flight and her warning shout to you, if you need further proof."

Pell swallowed. He did not seemto know what to say.

"You took the part of Canphor Waith," Doc Savage told Pell. "That was for deception. Sonme one
wanted us to think we had captured Canphor Waith, sone one who had hold enough over you to nake you
take orders—even orders that m ght nean your own death."

PELL stunmbled to a chair. He sat down in it. H s arns hung weakly, his whole being seemng to
dr oop.

"What you’ ve—di scovered i s—+ncredible!" he muttered. "You will be telling me next that you know
the whole thing!"

"Suppose you tal k," Doc suggest ed.

Pel I went through facial notions of a nman reaching a trenendous deci sion.

"I will," he said.



He did not, however.

Suddenly, there was no light in the room The electric illum nation whisked out. Then there was
the sound of gl ass breaking. Sonme one outside had broken the wi ndow. An odor cane into the room It
was a scent very distinct, as real as the presence of death, strangely canphor-Iike.

"The Agate Devil!" Pell screaned.

Doc Savage whi pped to the wi ndow and peered out. Montgonmery Medwig Pell ran in the other
direction, tore the door open, dived through.

Doc Savage renmined at the wi ndow only | ong enough to nake sure he coul d discern no one bel ow
Not that there was no one there. There nust have been, but it was nore necessary to keep track of
Pell. Doc raced out of the bedroom and down the hallway after the fleeing Pell.

The bronze man woul d have overtaken Pell before the man got hal fway down the stairs, had not an
obstacle flung herself at him It was the girl of the troubled face and the gray-streaked hair. She
seened to have been waiting there in the hall, perhaps |istening.

She had renarkabl e strength for a wonan. Doc grasped the girl and shook her. The shaki ng caused
the young worman’s hair to fall off.

It was the bal d-headed girl, Kateen MacRoy.

"Let himalone!" she screaned at Doc Savage. "Do you have to keep houndi ng hi n?"

Doc Savage rapped, "Hs life is in danger!"

"Of course it is!" she shrieked. "They know you have guessed too nmuch, so they' re going to kill
Pell to keep himfromtalking!"

Doc shoved her gently away and | eaped down the stairs in pursuit of Pell.

Pel | had apparently dashed out into the night.

QUTSI DE, there was enough noonlight for Doc Savage to see the madly sprinting formof Pell. The
man was racing toward the gate.

Doc Savage lunged in pursuit. Wien his ears notified himof sudden silence ahead, he stopped.
Then canme an ear-splitting shriek, such sound as would be made by a man in the grip of extrene
terror.

Then the |ight appeared, fantastic, yellow sh |um nance so brilliant that it hurt the eyes. But
it began to dimnish in strength at once, and went out with a swiftness alnpbst equal to that with
whi ch it had appeared.

Doc raced through the shrubbery toward the vani shing gl ow. There was silence ahead now. No nore
scream ng. Back in the clinic, there was a noise of much shouting.

Doc reached the red glow. Al that remained of it was a little statuette, and it stood in what

| ooked |ike a pool of glow ng red rock.

Pel |’ s body spraw ed near by, twisted in ghastly fashion. There was wet scarlet on his chest, on
his tattered, striped bathrobe. Bathrobe and body were both wet with water. A fountain splashed near
by. It |ooked as if Pell might have run through it in the course of his wild flight.

Monk and Ham-they had been awaiting Doc outside the grounds of the clinic—appeared al npst at
once, running fromthe direction of the road.

"We had a heck of time gettin' in!" Mnk barked.

"What happened?" barked Ham

The dapper |awyer thunbed a flashlight on, played the beam over the features of Doc Savage's |inp
bur den.

"Pell!" Hamyelled. "They killed him"

"Get the devil statuette," Doc ordered. "You'll find it back there in the shrubbery."

Monk and Ham trying to pick the devil up, burned thensel ves. Ham sol ved that probl em by

unsheat hing his sword cane, hooking the blade under the curled tail of the devil and lifting the
thing. They noved back to the path.

There was a flutter of feet on the wal k and Kateen MacRoy appeared. Her gray-haired wi g was
slightly askew.

"Pell!" she gasped. "Wat happened to hin?"

"That infernal nystery death got him" Hamtold her, callously.

Kat een MacRoy drew herself up very straight. Air went out of her lungs in a |long sigh. Mnk
junmped, but failed to catch her before she fell heavily.

Doc Savage was calling, "Hurry! Bring Pell and the girl!"

Chapter XII. DEATH WARNI NG

WHEN KATEEN MACROY recovered fromher faint, she peered about curiously. Hotel roons are pretty
much the same the world over. She was in one—Poc Savage's suite in the Martel Hotel in Los Angeles.
"Pell!" she asked weakly, after a tine.

"It’s no use," Monk told her, not unkindly. "You wouldn't want to | ook at him"

"Where is he?" she asked.

"We left him-at an undertaki ng establishment,” Mnk said, slowy.

The girl began to sob, but not |oudly.

"We just got here at the hotel," Mnk told her, as if that nmeant anything.



The girl continued to sob, and the very quietness of her grief made it nore painful to watch
Monk asked finally, "What were you doing at the hospital ?"

The girl's answer canme brokenly. "I was afraid—+they would try—to kill Pell. | disguised

nmysel f—bri bed the head nurse to hire ne. | wanted to—keep themfromkilling Pell, if | could."
"Who is then?" Mnk asked. "Wy should they want to kill Pell?"

Kat een MacRoy | ooked at the honely chem st

"Get Doc Savage," she said. "Pell is dead. There is no reason now why | can't tell you the whole
story."

Monk dived into a connecting room where Doc Savage stood examining the little red satan
statuette which had been found in the hospital yard after the attack on Pell

"Renmar kabl e!" the bronze man said, quietly. "The features of this satan are the features of

Pel 1"

Monk grunted, "The girl says she was sure they were going to kill Pell."

"They?"

"Aw, heck!" Mnk grow ed. "Woever is behind this. Anyhow, the girl says she is willing to tel
us the whole yarn."

Ham standing near by, interjected, "Pell seens to have been the reason the girl didn't talk
before,"” he said

They went back into the other room The girl lay on the divan, seemingly interested not at all in
what was going on. She did not even |look at them as they drew cl ose

DOC SAVAGE studi ed the young wonan for some nonents. Then he went back into the other room and
opened his portabl e equi prent case. For sone nmonents he clinked gl asses, concocting sone kind of a
chem cal ingredient. He offered this to the young woman.

"A stimulant," he explained. "It will help overcone the depressive effects of shock."

She took the glass and enptied it wthout as nmuch as even | ooking to see what was in it

"ITwill at least relieve your mind to tell what you know," Doc Savage suggested, gently

She nodded apathetically, and began to talk in a flat, inflectionless voice

"Montgonmery Medwi g Pell was ny fiancé," she told them "W were to be married next nonth. He was

a private detective."

"Huh!" Monk grunted, |ooking disappointed. "So that’s the connection!"

Kat een MacRoy continued dully, "About a year ago, Monty took up sone special work. He had to

travel a lot. He went to Europe, China, all over the world. He seened to like it for a while."

"Do you know what he was doi ng?" Doc Savage asked

"No," replied the girl. "The work was secret. Mnty was to tell no one what he was doi ng. Not

even ne."

"l see," said the bronze man

"About three nonths ago, he began to get worried," the girl went on. "I could see he was

concerned over sonething. | talked to himabout it. He said that nmy know ng anything woul d probably
mean ny death. W had a quarrel. | finally wormed out of himthat sone one was hol ding a death
threat over his head, to nmake himdo things he | oathed doing."

"What ki nd of things?"

"He woul d never say."

"How di d you get yourself involved in the affair?" Doc asked

The girl spoke listlessly. "I was determined to help him | suggested calling you. He agreed to

do so, but insisted on doing it in such a manner that you would not suspect him"

Doc said, "The fact that he had tel egraphed ne was found out?"

"Yes," she said, tonelessly. "They nust have suspected himand been watching. At any rate, a

voi ce tel ephoned me. It was a man’s voice, and it said that Monty would be killed unless he and

did everything we were told to do. My first order was to go to the airport with Od Dan and rob you
of the telegrans which Monty Pell had sent you. We failed. Then O d Dan and | were ordered to be in
a car near the bank in which Mnty had put the clues in a safe-deposit box."

"Cl ues?" Doc interposed

"The satan statuette, the bottle of liquid with the canphor odor, and the note directing you to

the nmovie location," the girl replied, dully.

"That satan statuette!" Mnk grunted, abruptly. "It had your features, renenber?"

She added dul ly, "That one was sent to Monty, to warn himthat | would be killed unless he did
exactly as he was told. Later, they demanded he return it. He told themhe had destroyed it, for he
got the idea fromtheir wanting it back, that in some way, it was a clue that could be used agai nst
them "

"They didn't believe he had destroyed it?" Mnk asked

"Ch, no! They hoped to get it by keeping track of Doc Savage until he got it. They did not know

it was in the vault at the bank, until Doc got it out and one of their men saw it froma distance."
Monk consi dered, then asked with difficulty, "Did you shoot that nman at the bank? The man we were
about to question and who was shot through the w ndow?"



"No," the girl denied, without enption. "He was shot by sone one in a building across the street.
| didn't see the killer. He got away."

Doc was silent for a nonent, apparently checking her story against known facts.

"At the novie |ocation, you were doing what?"

"Hel ping O d Dan try to get the blue satan statuette away fromyou," explained the girl.

"The bl ue statuette?" Doc interposed.

"The bl ue one," she agreed. "They did not seemto be interested in the red ones."

MONK whi rl ed on Doc, and gul ped. "Were’'s that blue devil, Doc?"

"l still have it," the bronze nan adnmitted. "In a safe place."

"The bl ue one has sone special significance!"™ Mnk pointed out. He turned to the girl. "Wat
significance does it have? Wiy does it nmean any nore than the red devils?"

"l do not know," she said, voice enotionless.

Ham who |iked nothing better than to be cross-questioning sonme one, put in, "Wuat has Od Dan
got to do with this nystery?"

"He cl aimed he was involved—at first, innocently, and was now in so deep that he was afraid to
back out."

"And where does that guy with the queer face, Del Ling, come in?" Ham added.

"I can't tell you."

"And how about bl ack cl othed, beak-faced Sanuel Wartz G ne?" snapped Ham

"l do not know that, either," said the girl. "I only know that they take orders fromthis
mysterious masterm nd, whoever he is."

Ham | ooked t hwart ed.

"What's that thing they use to kill people?"

"l do not know what it is."

"What is the significance of the red satan statuettes?" Ham snapped.

She only shook her head.

Ham bl ew up. "Blast it, wonan! Don't you know anything? | think you' re lying to nme!"

Doc drew Ham asi de.

"She told the truth," said the bronze man.

"l don’t see how you can be sure,"” Ham conpl ai ned.

"That m xture which | gave her to drink," Doc explained, "was a truth serum"

THE t el ephone enmtted a sudden jangle. Honely Mnk, being nearest the instrunent, swing over to
answer it.

"Yeah?" he said, and added a nonent |ater, "speaking."

Monk listened intently. He began to scowl. As the conversation drew to an end, Mnk | ooked as if
he coul d cheerfully have bitten the heads off any nails that m ght have been around.

Monk emitted a roar, threw the tel ephone to the floor and junped on it. He kicked a chair over.
He beat his own chest with his fists.

"I won't do it!" he squawked.

"A perfect picture of an ape in a tantrum" Ham said, sarcastically.

Monk glared as if he would gladly take his spleen out on the dapper |awyer.

"What is it?" Doc Savage interposed.

"Conplications!" Mnk gritted. "That was the district attorney. That hybrid-faced mug, Del Ling,
has entered a conplaint charging nme with kidnaping!"

Monk junped up and down sone nore.

"The lug!" the honmely chemist howl ed. "I shoulda throwed himin the ocean the day we caught
Pell."

"What are they going to do about it?" Doc Savage asked.

"There’'s a cop comn’ to get nme," Monk growed. "I think I'Il spank himor send hi mback or
sonet hing! "

Doc Savage suggested, "It mght be wise to get Del Ling and bring himto see the district
attorney, too. You are in a position to ask some enbarrassing questions of Del Ling."

That remark spread a snile over Mnk’s gl oom

"You bet I will! Now I'Il drift downstairs and | ook for the cop, who's comng."

Monk went out.

Monk took his time getting down to the | obby.

A burly, rather stolid-1ooking man came into the |obby fromthe street. He peered about, saw Mnk
and approached. He tapped Mk on the shoul der, sinultaneously drawing aside his coat to reveal a
badge which said the man was a special investigator fromthe Los Angeles district attorney' s office.
"They didn't need to send a flatfoot after me," Monk grow ed.

"My orders are to handcuff you," the badge wearer told him unkindly.

Monk | ooked very bl ack, and seened of half a mind to start a fight. Then he sighed, and subnmitted
to having the handcuffs clicked over his wist.

The stolid man | ed Monk outside, flagged a taxi, prodded the homely chem st into it, and they



drove away.

The cab turned into a side street. Mnk suddenly discovered that there was a car ahead, one on
either side, and a fourth behind.

"Hey!" Monk barked. "Wat’'s goin’ on?"

The next instant, the hack slid a to stop. The other cars |ikew se braked to a halt. Men sprang
out of them

Monk’ s captor had produced a revolver. He let the honely chenist ook into the barrel.

"What’' s the nmeaning of this?" Mnk demanded. "You birds aren’'t fromthe district attorney’'s
of fice."

"No?" The stolid man leered. "If it would interest you, we're fromthe particular corner of hell
where they make themlittle red devils—and one bl ue one!"
Monk sat perfectly still. It was useless to resist.

BACK in the hotel suite, Ham was show ng concern.

"Can they keep Monk in jail, Doc?" the dapper |awer asked, in a worried tone.

"Doubtful ," Doc Savage reassured him

Then Doc went into one of the bedrooms and began delving into the nmetal equi pment cases. He
produced a bl ack box of a thing, about the size of a |lady's week-end case. From one end of this
projected a large lens, canera-like. The lens |l ooked |ike ordinary glass, except that it was

pur pli sh-bl ack.

Ham asked, "What’'s the idea of the ultra-violet |antern, Doc?"

"There is one clue in this whole affair which we have never investigated thoroughly," Doc Savage
sai d.

Ham scrat ched his head. He thought deeply.

"l don't renenber any such clue,"” he decl ared.

"The cigar," Doc told him

"What ci gar?"

"The one in an obl ong wooden box of its own," Doc rem nded.

"Ch, yes," Hamrecalled. "You found that in the pocket of the nman who was killed at the bank."
Doc Savage went to a case containing chemcals. He opened a large jar filled with a black Iiquid.
He poured this out. Cleverly nounted in the center of the large jar was a smaller container with an
airtight, screw top. Doc Savage unscrewed this and lifted out the cigar.

"Think there's sonething queer about it?" Ham asked.

Instead of replying directly, Doc handed the cigar to Ham and queried, "Wat do you think?"

Ham | ooked the cigar over closely. He sniffed of it.

" Cood tobacco,” he said.

"See anyt hing suspicious?" Doc Savage asked him

"No," Hamreplied, after another inspection. "There is no witing on the cigar."

Doc Savage said nothing. He noved to a table and carefully unrolled the outside |eaf w apper of
the cigar. The cigar was fresh, so the |leaf could be unrolled w thout cracking or falling apart.
Doc Savage spread the wapper |eaf of the cigar out on the table. He turned off the lights in the
room and pull ed the shades. Then, in sem darkness, he picked up the ultra-violet projector and
focused its dark lens at the wapper leaf. He pressed a switch on the side of the box.
Utra-violet light has sone peculiar properties. Itself invisible to the naked eye, it causes a
pecul i ar phenormenon upon striking certain substances. For instance, ultra-violet |ight played upon
ordi nary vaseline causes the vaseline to glow, or fluoresce.

"Jove!" Ham gasped. "There's sonething printed on the leaf with an invisible ink that the
ultra-violet light brings out!"

THE gl owing figures were quite distinct. They had been printed there with sonme kind of stanping
apparatus, it seened:

PATENT NO. 1 9 3 22 1 24

REG STERED JUNE 1, 1911

"l don’t see anything unusual about that," Ham said, "except that the figures in the patent

nunber seens to be spaced a little irregularly. But say, isn't it queer that a patent nunber should
be placed on these cigars?"

"These are very fine cigars," Doc Savage remni nded. "No doubt they bring a high price, and it is

| ogi cal that the naker would place on them some nark of identification, to distinguish his product
from cheaper imtations."

"Yes," Hamadnmitted, "that is logical."

"The qui ck brown fox junped over the | azy sleeping dog," Doc Savage said, slowy.

"What ?" Ham eyed the bronze man as if he thought the latter had becone suddenly unbal anced.

Doc Savage seened on the point of explaining, but the tel ephone rang. Doc went to the instrunent,
lifted the receiver.

"Yes," he said.

He listened intently. The expression on his netallic features had not changed, as he hung up. He



took the receiver off the hook again and dialed a nunber.

"Let me speak to Samuel Wartz G ne," he requested.

Doc Savage had changed his voice until it was doubtful if any one could have recognized it over
the tel ephone as bel onging to the bronze nan.

"Not there?" he said into the nouthpiece, after listening. "Thank you." He hung up.

"What is it?" Ham demanded.

"Monk has been seized," Doc Savage said. "That first call was to advise nme that, unless we are
back in New York in twenty-four hours, Mink will be killed."

"But what was the idea of your making the second call?" Ham gasped.

"l called the Sanuel Wartz G ne residence at Pal onmar," Doc Savage said.

"But why?"

"A voice informed me that G me was not there," Doc replied.

"Whi ch proved what ?"

"The voice was the same that nade the call telling of Mnk's seizure."

"Jove!" expl oded Ham "How d you know where to call?"

"It was no hunch," Doc told him "My intention was to call Gne, Del Ling, and Od Dan in
succession, but it happened that the first call gave ne the information."

Doc Savage got another jar fromhis case of chemical supplies. This one, opened, disgorged froma
second inner jar the blue devil statue.

"The blue one!" Ham grunted. "The one that seens to be inportant."”

The bronze man passed the blue i mage to Ham

"Take care of it," he directed.

Ham exam ned the thing, then carefully pocketed it, shaking his head. "I don’t see what’'s queer
about it."

Doc Savage took the cigar wapper to the wi ndow shade, pulled the shade down to its greatest
length, and rolled the wapper up inside of it.

"It may be found there,"” he said. "But it will not nmake a great deal of difference. Do you
remenber the figures of that patent nunber, Han®?"

"Yes," said Ham who had a good nenory. "One, nine, three, twenty-two, one, twenty-four."

Doc Savage led the way into the next room Kateen MacRoy seened to have recovered sonewhat from
her lethargy. She eyed them and noticed the excitenment in Hami s manner.

"Sonet hi ng up?" she asked.

"They have Mnk," Doc told her.

She got to her feet. "If | can help in any way, count on ne."
"We will," Doc Savage told her. "Cone with us."
Chapter XII1. GRIM MANSI ON

AS THE three of themleft the hotel suite, Doc Savage was carrying his ultra-violet lantern. He
al so carried, wapped in a newspaper, a pair of goggles—at |east, they vaguely resenbl ed goggl es.
They had, however, |enses which were nearly as |arge as condensed m |k cans.

They rang for an elevator. The cage arrived shortly and the door opened. Ham stepped inside, as
the operator held the door open.

"Wait a nonent!" Doc Savage said, suddenly.

"Down?" queried the operator.

"In a few nonents, " Doc said.

The bronze man grasped Kateen MacRoy’'s el bow and drew her fromthe cage. Ham nmade a nove to step
out al so.

"You m ght get the car ready," Doc Savage suggest ed.

Ham nodded, stepped back into the el evator and rode down to the street |evel. As he descended,
the el evator operator nade casual conversation.

"l"ve seen the big bronze fell ow somewhere before," he said.

"You m ght have," Ham adnmitted, absently.

"Who is he?" queried the operator.

"Doc Savage," Ham said. There was no point in trying to keep it a secret. Doc was registered
under his own nanme at the hotel.

"CGood night!" gasped the operator. "I’ve read about this Doc Savage! He's got a reputation!"
Ham went outside and wal ked around the corner to the garage where they were keeping Pell’s town
car. Hamstarted the nmotor, drove to the front of the building, parked and waited.

Ham was wondering just why Doc had renmi ned behind with the girl. The bronze man was telling her
sonet hi ng, of course. But what?

Up in the hotel suite, Doc said, "You understand the plan, now?"

A striking change had come over Kateen MacRoy. Her |istlessness was conpletely gone, and she



seenmed afire with an inner excitement.

"You are an incredible person!" she gasped. "You know the whol e thing—what is behind it—

Doc asked, "You are willing to do your part, should it be necessary?"

"Absolutely!" the girl said, fervently. "After what you have told ne about Pell being—=

"Don’t talk too nuch!" Doc warned her. "They may have dictaphones planted in this place!"

The girl nipped her lips. "Righto!"

"You will have to | ook gloony," Doc warned her.

She proved she was an actress by | ooking very gloony indeed. They wal ked out into the el evator.
In the mdst of the descent, Kateen MacRoy gave a slight start. Not enough, however, to attract
Doc Savage's attention. The girl glanced down at her hand. It held a fol ded paper.

The el evator operator had shoved that paper into her hand.

"Some very interesting things have been witten about you, M. Savage," said the el evator
oper at or.

Kat een MacRoy knew that this was an order to read the note. She caught the el evator operator’s
eye. He shifted his glance to Doc Savage and shook his head slightly. That, of course, neant that
Doc was not to see the note.

The young worman hesitated, then nodded, as if to herself. But she knew the el evator operator was
wat chi ng her and woul d know the nod nmeant she was agreeing to conply with his order.

Doc Savage strode ahead across the |obby. This gave Kateen MacRoy a chance to open the note in
cupped hands and glance at it. It was typewitten and easy to read:

Get that blue devil statuette and you will not be killed. Man in green coupé will help you
escape.

Doc Savage and Kateen MacRoy reached Ham who was waiting in the town car at the curb.

"I think I should rather sit in front," Kateen MacRoy sai d.

To preclude the likelihood of argunent, she clinbed in beside Ham The only strange thing about
this action was that the young woman and Ham had certainly not been getting al ong together. Ham had
treated her with frank suspicion throughout.

Doc Savage rode alone in the rear.

Ham got the car in notion. Then he rolled down the glass partition separating the driver’s
conpartment fromthe rear seat. He did this so that he could converse w th Doc.

"Think we’ve got a chance of taking Mnk's captors by surprise?" he asked.

Doc Savage seened to be watching Kateen MacRoy with rather unusual intentness.

"It is hard to tell," the bronze man said.

"The whol e thing m ght be a trap," Ham rem nded.

"Of course," Doc agreed.

"l hope they haven't got Mnk at all," Ham grow ed.

That ended the conversation for a while. Hamfound that the job of jockeying the sedan through
the night traffic of downtown Los Angel es conpletely absorbed his attention. The dapper |awer had
begun to think he was out of the worst of the jam when it becane apparent that he was not.
Ahead, two cars tried to cross an intersection at the sanme time. There was screeching of tires.
Horns blatted frantically. The two machi nes stopped, al nost against each other. The drivers began to
exchange hard nanes.

Traffic piled up at the street intersection like a log jamin an overworked flune. In a few
nonents, there was a considerable tangle of cars.

A green coupé pulled up al ongside their town car.

That seened to be what Kateen MacRoy was waiting for.

The young wonman went into action. She grabbed for Hami s coat pocket. The dapper |awyer, his
attention centered on the traffic jam was totally unprepared. Before he knew what was happeni ng,
t he young worman had grasped the stone satan carving. Then, noving with anmazi ng speed, she started to
get out of the car.

Doc Savage nmet that nove. He reached over the back of the front seat, grasped her, held her back.
They struggl ed furiously.

Doc Savage seened to be concentrating entirely on keeping the stone statuette. He succeeded. But
the girl got out of his clutch. She popped out of the car onto the pavenent.

"Drat her!" Hamyelled, and made a nove to lunge in pursuit.

A revol ver began blasting fromthe green coupé. The first bullet all but parted Hamis hair. He
changed his mnd about followng the girl. He flung hinmself backward, got out of the car on the
opposite side. Doc Savage was beside Ham al nost instantly.

They heard the coupé door bang. The car engine made a great deal of noise. There was a thunping
as the machine hurtled the curb, turned and went back up the street away fromthe traffic jam
Ham neking inarticul ate sounds of inpotent rage, scranbled into the car. Doc was beside him Ham
got the engine started, backed the big machine and turned it around. The shooting had created a good
deal of excitement.

"Doc!" Ham gasped. "Did you see who was in that coupé?"

"The man called O d Dan," Doc Savage adm tted.



HAM t ook the corner on two wheels. The coupé was not in sight ahead.

"l thought that girl was on the level this time," Hamgritted.

Doc Savage sai d not hi ng.

Ham gr oaned, "Doc, | thought you said you gave her truth serun®"

"Correct," the bronze man adnmitted.

"She nust have a lot of will power," Ham conpl ained. "Q herwi se she would have told the truth
when under the influence of the serum"

"The performance of truth serumis very erratic," Doc Savage told him "On sone individuals, it
will work hardly at all."

"She nust be one of them™"

Ham drove in a nmanner which alarned nany traffic cops. He searched the nei ghborhood thoroughly.
They did not find the green coupé.

"Blast the luck!"™ Hamwailed. "The girl will tip themoff that we know who's got Mnk! Wat' ||l we
do?"

"The only thing we can do," Doc told him "Hunt for Mnk."

TWO hours | ater, the conplex problem presented by the actions of Kateen MacRoy had ceased to be
Ham s chief topic. By that time, Doc Savage and Ham were approaching Sanuel Wartz G ne’s Pal omar
estate.

They were craw i ng al ong the hedge whi ch surrounded the estate.

"We might as well go in through that hol e where Monk got nme the other day," Ham suggested in a

whi sper.
"CGood enough," Doc agreed.
It was still night—very black night. That Doc Savage and Ham were able to nopve without noise, was

in large part due to the ultra-violet or "black light" lantern and the special goggl es which they
had brought al ong. The mechani sm of these goggles was infinitely conplicated. They consisted of
filters, rotating screens of a fluorescent nature, and rapid shutters. This mechani smwas all
contained inside the lenses that were |ike condensed nmilk cans. Only by placing an ear against the
cans could the operation of the mechanismw thin be heard. It was very silent.

The bl ack |ight was not strong enough to cause any fluoresci ng phenonena whi ch mght betray their
presence. As seen through the fluoroscopic goggles, the world presented a weird aspect of shadows
and hi ghlights.

They noved al ong the hedge, directing the ultra-violet projector at the base of the green

growt h—t certainly did not | ook green as they saw it nowwuntil they found the aperture which Ham
had menti oned.

Ham got down on his hands and knees and started to craw through. Wat happened as soon as he
touched the foliage of the hedge was anple proof that their visit had not been unexpected.

The entire hedge sprang out in a blaze of light. Floodlights seemed to go on everywhere. An alarm
gong racket ed.

The hedge had obvi ously been equi pped with an effective al arm system

"It |ooks," said Ham grimy, "as if we were all set for a party."

They were. It devel oped i nmedi ately that gunmen were a part of the entertainment. Orange flane

| eaped fromthe hedge and shrubbery. Lead snipped the foliage where Doc Savage and Ham were |ying.
They changed their position hurriedly.

Ham | i stened. He decided fully a dozen nen were shooting.

"This m ght be an occasion when discretion is the better part of valor," he suggested.

Doc Savage seened not to hear him The bronze nman was crawl ing along the hedge, naking for one of
the floodlights.

"Putting one of those lights out won't help rmuch," Ham barked.

Doc Savage paid no attention. He reached up, grasped the floodlight and hauled it down. The
nmovenent of the |ight drew a stormof |ead. There was, however, a small ditch at that point, and Doc
Savage was sheltered effectively.

He managed to get the lens fromthe light. He unscrewed the bulb, using a handkerchief to protect
his fingers fromthe heat. He turned the reflector toward the sky. A small coin cane out of his
pocket and went into the socket from which he had renoved the bulb.

A norment later, there was a fizzing and spitting of blue flame, as the coin acconplished a short
circuit. Al the floodlights went out.

HAM gave quite a start a nonent |ater, when Doc Savage spoke at his side.

"Blew the fuses," the bronze man expl ai ned.

Both Doc Savage and Ham had tenporarily renoved their fluoroscopic spectacles, these being

consi derably worse than usel ess where there was brilliant normal |ight. Now they put them on again.
Doc carried the projector of ultra-violet |ight.

The bronze man worked through the hole in the hedge. Ham fol |l owed him

"W will stay together," Doc Savage breat hed.

They crept forward. They coul d hear some very disgusted cursing. A few guns still banged.



The bl ack Iight picked up a skul king gunman. Doc and Ham crept up on him Since it was intensely
dark, the thug could not see the bronze man and his aid. They nmade no sounds he coul d hear.

Doc Savage grabbed him It was within the bronze nan’s abilities to have nade the fell ow

unconsci ous w thout a sound; but Doc Savage did not choose to do this. Instead, he held the fellow
inagrip that was alnost steel. The nman enitted one squawk after another.

Doc Savage transferred his grip to the fellow s neck. H's powerful fingers did something to
certain spinal nerve centers. The man went |inp, seem ngly paralyzed. He would remain that way for
some tinme.

"W will get a few of them letting each one yell," Doc Savage whi spered. "That will start them
worrying."

Ham grinned fiercely. He could inagine the effectiveness of that formof attack. The fact that
they could see in the dark and their foes could not, woul d make things sinple.

Doc Savage advanced toward another victim Ham also | ooked around. He saw a bush shake, ahead and
to the right. He crept for that spot. The ultra-violet lantern threw a wi de span of illum nation,
and, al though Doc was carrying the | anp, Ham could see his own quarry.

The prospective victimwas a w zened fellow. The dapper |awer set hinself and pounced. He held
the man and | et him scream

Havi ng secured several lusty shouts, Ham swung a fist. The victimbecane sensel ess.

Then Ham nade his m stake. He decided to search the fellow. There was a chance the man’s pockets
m ght di sgorge sonething of interest.

Doc Savage tarried | ong enough to note that Ham had succeeded in overcomi ng his captive. Then the
bronze man went on. It was necessary that they work in a hurry. At any nonment, their foes m ght
manage to repair the lights.

Then to Doc’'s ears came sounds which indicated m sfortune had befall en Ham

"Doc!" Ham squal | ed. "Doc!"

Doc Savage spun, dashed to the spot from which the cries had cone.

Ham was sitting beside a bush, unharmed, except for a gash on his head; he was hol ding his head
wi th both hands.

"Three of them " he gul ped. "They ganged ne!"

The man whom Ham had overconme was al so gone. Evidently the dapper |awyer’s assailants had rescued
hi m

"They socked me with sonething," Ham nuttered, dazedly. "I think it was a nonkey wench."

"What about the blue satan statuette?" Doc Savage prodded.

Ham gave a violent start, darted a hand into his pockets.

"Gone!" he gul ped. "They took the blue devil!"

THEY listened. To their ears canme sounds of activity. Their foes were undoubtedly in retreat.
"They’' re heading for the house," Hamsaid, grimy. "They're going to hole up there."

Doc Savage, as if sonething had occurred to him ran back to the point where he had overcone the
first victim The man was gone. He nust have been carried off.

"These fellows work fast," Hamsaid, grimy.

"Cone on," Doc Savage directed.

They crept toward the house. Fifty yards fromit, they realized that things were not going
exactly as they had thought.

"They' re not retreating into the house,” Ham corrected his earlier conclusion. "They' re going
down the cliffl!l"

This was true. Stones were clattering. Men were grunting, swearing. Al of these sounds canme from
the cliff face. Doc Savage and Hamran for the spot.

A light sprang up. A small flame at first, it spread over the ground.

"They've set fire to dry grass along the cliff edge!" Hamyelled. "That’'s so they can see us, if
we cone cl ose!"”

That this nove of their enem es was going to be effective, was proven an instant |ater. Doc and
Ham nust have cone cl ose enough that the glow of the fire was reflected upon them Guns whanged. The
| ead came nuch too close for confort.

"This way," Doc Savage said.

The bronze man guided Hamto the right. They reached the cliff edge sone distance fromthe fire,
peered over.

"Can we get down?" Ham demanded.

"It will be slow work," Doc Savage sai d.

Doc produced frominside his clothing a device which he always carried. It was a long silk cord
attached to a col |l apsi bl e grappling hook. He managed to wedge the grapple into a rock cranny. Doc
glided down the cord. The cord, of course, long as it was, |acked a great deal of reaching the
cliff's bottom Wat he would do when he reached the end of the strand was probl ematical.

A runbling sound cane out of the cove at the foot of the cliff. Hamrecognized it instantly: an
airplane nmotor. He squinted intently. One of the men below flicked a flashlight on briefly. The gl ow
illumnated a plane—a large, tw-notored ship. It was a seapl ane, an anphi bian rather, resting on



the water. The nen were | oadi ng aboard.

Ham caught a glinpse of two prisoners. At least, their wists were tied, and they were gagged.

They were the hybrid-faced novie director, Del Ling, and bird-beaked Sarmuel Wartz G ne.

There was no sign of Mnk.

Ham heard a sound besi de him He reached hastily to ascertain if the grapple was still fixed in

the crevice. It was gone. He had a horrible nmoment, when he thought the thing had given way. Then he
real i zed Doc nust have flipped the cord frombelow and freed it.

What the bronze nan planned to do was now clear. He would refasten the grapple hook bel ow and

conti nue down the cord. He nust have found a | edge suitable for that purpose. The noi se of the plane
not ors becane | ouder. The ship was in notion.

It took off a noment |ater.

Hamran to the path, wading through the brisk fire. He descended, using all of the haste

consistent with safety. He found Doc Savage at the bottom

"They got away," Doc said, quietly. "Descending that cliff was sonmething of a job."

Ham | i stened. The sound of the plane was dying away to the southward.

"They took the prisoners with them " Ham groaned.

SI NCE there was nothing el se they could do, Doc Savage and Ham cl anbered back up the path. The
fire at the top had al nost burned out. They approached the house, going warily, lest sone sort of
death trap m ght have been left behind.

They entered the house by the back door, and found thenselves in a wide, lowhall. It seened to

be open at the opposite end. They advanced and entered an inside patio, or court. The sort of
enclosure that is nearly a fixture in all types of Spanish and Mexican architectures.

There was no slightest indication of a human presence in the nmansion—until they got to the far
side of the patio. There they heard a sound. It was a groan, and it sounded as if the one nmaeking it
were nearly beyond the stage of causing any sound whatever.

Doc Savage di pped a hand into a pocket. He brought out a flashlight operating with a spring
generator. Doc adjusted the beamuntil it was a wi de funnel of light, and raked this over the inside
of the court.

"Look!" Ham choked.

Monk had becone visible in the flashlight glow The presence of the honely chem st, of course,

was sonewhat of a surprise. That al one, however, did not account for Hami s ejacul ati on of horror.
Monk’ s appearance was the cause of that.

Monk was naked, except for underwear shorts. H s squatty powerful hulk showed evi dence of a
terrible ordeal. Livid welts crisscrossed al nost every inch of his torso. He seemed to be standing
with his arms extending rigidly above his head.

A nmorment | ater, they could see what was wong. Mnk's feet were inches off the ground. H s heavy
body was suspended—by the thunbs!

HAM made a wordl ess sound of utter rage at Mdnk’s tornmentors, now gone. He sprang forward. Doc
Savage said nothing, but, if there had been light to see, it was doubtful if his netallic features
woul d have shown their usual inpassivity.

Doc’s flashlight beam |eaping upward, reveal ed that Monk was swi nging by his thunbs from an
overhead beam the suspending medi um being wires. The beamto which these were tied was part of the
support for a small bal cony overhangi ng the patio.

Doc Savage and Ham cut Monk down and stretched himout on the stone flags of the patio.

It was ten minutes before he could speak coherently. Then his voice was | ow and his words sl ow.
"Fake cop," Mnk said, "led ne into a trap. Brought ne here."

Doc Savage asked pointedly, "Wy?"

"Ask questions?" Mnk nuttered.

"What questions?"

"They wanted to know i f you had shown any great interest in the blue Satan statuette," Mnk

expl ai ned. "They seemto have suddenly realized that the blue one is a clue, or sonething, which may
betray them They're trying to get the blue one out of your possession."

"They’ ve succeeded," Haminterjected, grimy.

"That’s tough," said Monk. "The blue statuette was inportant. And there was sonet hi ng about
cigars, too."

"Cigars?"

Doc queri ed.

"Yeah," Monk replied. "They wanted to know if you' d tal ked of cigars, too. | couldn’'t make heads
or tails of what they neant."

Ham i nt er posed, "Monk, did you get any idea of what is behind all this?"

"No, " said Monk.

Ham said, "It looks like we're sunk."

"You forget," Doc Savage told him "the cigars."



Chapter XIV. AGATE DEVIL AGAIN

AN HOUR | ater, Doc Savage was guiding the town car through downtown Los Angel es. Monk had, by
now, denonstrated that he possessed unusual powers of recuperation. He sat in the back with Ham The
two of them were quarreling.

"The next time | catch that flea-bitten ape of yours bothering Habeas," Mnk promi sed, "the
nmonkey popul ation is gonna be reduced by one!"

"Chem stry bothering Habeas?" Ham snapped. "Ridiculous! That worthless pig bit nmy nonkey! He all
but chewed a leg off him"

Doc Savage spoke over his shoulder fromthe front seat.

"Monk, in the talk you overheard fromyour captors, was there any mention of this affair having
an international aspect?" the bronze man asked.

Monk consi dered, then nodded.

"Yeah, there was, nowthat | think of it," he adnmtted. "One of them nmentioned some Asiatic
country-sonething they were interested in, in connection with that country. The others told himto
shut up."

Newsboys were crying papers on the corner. Their shouts were |oud, raucous. "Extra! Extral

Forei gn diplomat nurdered!" seened to be the trend of their cry.

Doc Savage pulled the car to the curb. He got out, purchased a paper and returned with it, spread
it open, glanced at the headlines:

FOREI GN DI PLOVAT MJURDERED;

STRANGE SATAN STATUE FOUND

The story had a San Francisco dateline. Doc Savage put a finger on the nane of the country which
the slain diplomat had represented. He held the paper so Mdnk could see. "That the country you heard
nment i oned?"

"You bet!" Mnk gul ped.

The honely chem st | ooked nore closely at the story, read part of it.

"Bl azes!" he exploded. "It nusta been that murder | heard ‘emtal kin" about."

"Who was the dead man?" Ham asked.

"The murdered man was one of the nost influential politicians of his native country," the bronze
man expl ained. "The story says he arrived by steanship today and was bound for Washington on a
good-wi | | mission."

"Good-wi || mssion can cover a nmultitude of sins," said Ham

"Exactly," Doc Savage agreed. "The fell ow m ght have been carrying a treaty. He might have cone
to negotiate trade agreenents."

Ham fingered his sword cane absently, at the sane tine scratching the back of his pet npnkey,
Chemi stry.

"This diplomat is not the first foreigner to be killed by the little devil nurder nethod,
whatever it is," he pointed out.

Monk said, "This thing still don't neke any sense to ne."

Doc Savage vouchsafed nothing further. He drove rapidly. He stopped before a rather exclusive

t obacco store, which was open at this hour. He entered, was there perhaps ten mnutes. \Wen he cane
out, he offered no explanation, but drove the car to another tobacco store.

"Trying to trace themcigars," Mnk guessed.

"Have any |uck?" Ham asked.

"The excellence of the tobacco in the cigar nmade it traceable," Doc Savage replied. "They are
made here in Los Angeles, at a small, private plant in the Spanish section."

THE big town car rolled a nunber of blocks. It entered a street which proved to end abruptly at
the edge of a deep gash in the earth, a small canyon of the type locally called an arroyo. A dry
streambed it really was, providing drainage fromthe hills during the sudden rains.

The last structure on the right hand side of the street was marked with a sign bearing a Spanish
wor d:

Cl GARRCS

"That is the place," Doc said.

"Strange they' d be open at this time of night," Ham said.

They wal ked in and waited. No one appeared.

The front of the establishment was furnished with a show case which hel d opened ci gar boxes. Back
of the counter, on shelves, were nore boxes, nost of these unopened.

On a shelf apart were a nunber of boxes, wapped and addressed for shipping. Farther back in the
shop, behind a wai st-hi gh wooden fence, were benches and tools. Tobacco scraps littered the benches.
There were a few clanp cutters and knives.

"d d-fashi oned place," Ham commented, as he | ooked around. "They make their cigars by hand."

Doc Savage made no reply. Instead, he wal ked behind the counter and took sonme of the w apped
cigar boxes from behind the shelf. He exam ned these.

"Find sonething?" Mnk queri ed.

Doc held up several of the boxes for Monk’'s inspection, calling attention with a netallic finger



to the addresses. These were varied, and sonmewhat surprising. One box was addressed to Paris,
France. Another was destined for a recipient in Mdscow, Soviet Russia. Others were addressed to New
York, Rome, Shanghai .

"Boy, this place has customers everywhere!" Mnk grunted. Abruptly, the bronze nan repl aced the
boxes and noved around in front of the counter, making an el aborate pretense of being interested in
the displ ay.

A LI TTLE brown man appeared, a hal f-anxi ous, half apologetic smle on his face. He came from
behi nd the wooden fence.

"A thousand pardons, sefiores," he munbled. "I was eating ny nightly lunch."

Doc Savage matched his politeness.

"You have sone cigars on display here," the bronze man said. "Evidently, all are of the very
finest quality."

The little brown man smled widely. He got behind the counter and rubbed his hands.

"You like to see sonme of ny stock, sefior?" he asked.

“If you don’t mnd."

The little man began to show cigars, namng prices, qualities, sizes, shapes.

"You do a great deal of shipping?" Doc suggested.

"But yes, sefior. My custoners, they renmenber ne."

Doc pointed at the wapped boxes. "May | see the quality of the cigars which you ship?"

The smal| proprietor smled apol ogetically.

"I amsorry," he said. "Those particul ar boxes are w apped, as you can see, sefior. But these |
have been showi ng you are of the sane quality."

"My particular interest is in the quality of the cigar which you ship," Doc Savage told him
"Pl ease show me some of those."

The small brown man shook his head. "I cannot, sefior."

"Show themto ne," Doc Savage repeated, quietly.

The small brown fellow noistened his lips. The color of his skin was changi ng, becom ng a hue of
| ead.

"Very wel |, sefior," he munbl ed, and noved back toward the boxes.

But he nmade not the slightest gesture to open one of the boxes. Instead, he suddenly dived
headl ong for the back of the little factory.

Doc Savage scooped up one of the boxes wapped for shipping and popped it inside his shirt,
making sure the clerk did not see.

"HE'S runnin’ for it!" how ed Monk.

But Doc Savage was already rushing in pursuit. The little brown nman, however, was acting as he
ran. He thrust out his hands, knocked chairs over, hanpering pursuit.

He reached the door in the rear, got through, and slammed it behind him A lock rattled.

Doc hit the door. It was solid, smashed himback. He hit it again. The wood creaked, gave a
little. Monk joined him Together they slamed. The door went down.

The three nen piled through. Al nost instantly, Doc Savage's arns knocked Monk and Ham back.
"Careful!" he warned.

Monk and Ham drew back, involuntarily. The rear of the yard was on the brink of the arroyo. A

bl ack depth gaped bel ow them They had no way of telling how far it was to the bottom

They listened. They could hear running feet, down in the arroyo.

Doc Savage held a coin at armis length over the brink, dropped it. He cal cul ated the depth of the
little canyon accurately fromthe time it took the coin to reach bottom Then he stepped outward
into space. He hit the bottomwi th what sounded |ike considerable force.

"Better not try it!" he called up at Monk and Ham "The thing is deep!"

"What' Il we do?" yelled Mnk.

"Watch those cigars wapped for shipping!" Doc Savage retorted.

"Righto!" said Ham and he and Monk dived back into the cigar factory.

Doc Savage |istened again. Running feet were going down the arroyo sone di stance away. The bronze
man set out in pursuit. There was gravel on the arroyo floor. It was inpossible to travel silently.
He made a little noise.

The man ahead nust have heard. He began to run nore swiftly. Doc quickened his own pace.

Then the bronze nman stopped.

He had caught the sharp scent of the strange canphor-like odor here in the bl ackness. He advanced
a few paces. It becane nore pungent. He paused again, seened of half a mind to retreat.

Then there canme the sound that seened to be the inevitable acconpani nent of the horribly
suggestive canphor-like odor. A man how ed out in nortal terror. H's scream ng was wordl ess and
pr ol onged.

Suddenly, there was light, a glare that was blinding. Strain his eyes as he could, Doc failed to
penetrate it. Even his trained pupils required nonents to adjust thenselves to such brilliance, and
before that happened, the |ight was dying, fading.



The cry had stopped a nonment before the |light appeared, and had not sounded agai n.

Doc ran forward, dragging his flashlight froma pocket. He snapped the beam on.

The body of the little brown cigar clerk lay with face to the stars. The body was broken and
mangl ed, and in the side of the head was a hole that seened to go conpletely through the skull.
Doc Savage noved his flashlight beamslightly, and picked up one of the satan statuettes.

The little devil was red.

DOC ext i ngui shed his flashlight, then retreated swiftly. Al of his faculties were alert, but,
particularly, was he |istening.

He heard a sound shortly, and it was certainly not one which he had expected. It was a how, full
of surprise and pain. Mnk's voice.

"Doc!" Monk bawl ed. "This place is a trap! It's alive with guys—

Monk went silent. Sonething had happened to the honmely chenmist up in the cigar factory. Doc spun
and plunged back up the arroyo. The unfortunate cigar clerk had descended fromthe rear of the cigar
store by a rope | adder, which now lay on the arroyo fl oor.

The bronze man coul d hear violent sounds in the tobacco factory. Fighting! Doc ran on and covered
al rost a hundred yards, playing his light on the side of the arroyo, before he found a place where
it could be clinmbed with any degree of speed. Even then, he had sonme difficulty in nounting.

An autonpbile notor was making a great deal of noise in the street near the tobacco factory. Then
the machi ne departed into the night.

Cinmbing with all the blinding speed he could nuster, Doc Savage reached the factory. The show
case was broken, its contents strewn. There was a snmear of scarlet on the floor. Back in the factory
portion, two work tables were upset. Every one of the cigar boxes wapped for shipping was gone.
Monk and Ham had di sappear ed.

Doc Savage went out into the street. The town car in which he and his two aids had cone, was

m ssing. There was not much doubt but that this was the machi ne which had departed at such high
speed.

Doc Savage went back into the factory. He searched the place thoroughly, found nothing except

evi dence that several nmen had lived in the rear.

There were no bills, no receipts to show to whomthe proprietor of the shop had shipped cigars in
t he past.

Slightly less than half an hour |l ater, Doc Savage turned up at the hotel which he had nmade his
headquarters. He entered his roons cautiously, scrutinizing the doorknob, listening for a long tine,
and otherwi se taking pains to avoid a trap. Then he hurriedly delved into his equipnent.

He brought out one of the strange-I|ooking | anterns which projected ultra-violet Iight.

Doc still had the box of cigars which he purloined fromthe tobacco factory, inside his shirt. He
drew it out now The w apper bore the address of a consignee in Berlin, Gernany.

Doc Savage was taking no chances. His equi pment held an X-ray machine. He put this in operation,
with the box under it. The X-ray exami nation showed no bonb; only cigars.

Doc then opened the box. Wth infinite care, he renmoved wappers fromthe cigars. They were very
hi gh-grade wrappers, alnpst as substantial as onion-skin paper.

When ultra-violet |light was played upon the wappers, a printed patent nunber and date appeared
on each. No doubt, it was put there with some chenical which fluoresced under the black |ight. Doc
Savage scrutini zed the nunbers. At first glance, they all seened alike. There was, however, a
material difference.

Doc Savage sorted over the wappers, until he had placed three, one above the other. The | egends
on these read:

REG STERED MAY 3, 1908

PATENT NO. 16 3 13 3 13

REG STERED MAY 4, 1908

PATENT NO. 10 3 21 6 3 20 3 25

REG STERED MAY 5, 1908

PATENTNO. 18 10 11 3 3 19

The spacing between the figures of the patent nunbers was very small, hardly enough to be
noticeabl e. Several tines, Doc Savage was forced to nmake a very cl ose exami nation to make out any
irregularity whatever in the spacing.

It was a cipher, obviously. The bronze nan went to work on it. He did not cover sheets of paper
with figures before beginning actual operations, but stared at the cipher, nmentally trying a variety
of comnbi nati ons.

It was not so very difficult He wote down that al phabetical sentence which typists like to

wite, the sentence which contains every letter in the al phabet:

THE QUI CK BROWN FOX JUMPED OVER THE LAZY SLEEPI NG DOG

Doc Savage now started at the first and nunbered the letters of the al phabet as they appeared.

For instance, the word "the" becane the figures one, two and three. The word "qui ck" becane the
figures four, five, six, seven and eight. Wen he cane to a letter which had al ready appeared, he
skipped it The "G' in "sleeping" was |ast, nunmber twenty-six.



He now had the key to the code. He took the first patent nunber, that of May 3, 1908. The figure
"16" proved to be "J"; the figure "3" proved to be "E'; "13" was "N';

"3" another "E'; and another "13" was "N." That gave himthe word, "Jenen."

That did not make rmuch sense. He continued. The next word—fromthe nunbers following the May 4,
1908, registry—did nake sense. It was "Relieves."

The May 5, 1908, nunbers proved to be the word "Proceed."

Doc found three other wappers with patent registry nunbers on theny and when he unci phered them
and added the words to the first three, the nmessage read:

JENEN RELI EVES. PROCEED TOKI O TAKE CAMERA.

The results of the brain tester might have been a bit disappointing. However, Doc Savage showed
no outward di sgust. He gathered up the wappers, nade a neat package of themand left the hotel.
Down on the street, he hailed a taxi.

"The m neral ogy departnent of the State M ning University," Doc Savage directed.

The bronze man settled back on the cushion and for one of the fewtines in his career, his
metallic features held a trace of worry. It was obvious that he was concerned over the safety of his
two aids, Monk and Ham

THE taxi cab had covered only a few bl ocks, however, when Doc Savage seened to change his mind. He
| eaned forward and directed the driver to a new destination.

It was before a bungal ow on the outskirts of the city, that the nachi ne stopped. Doc Savage
alighted. He rapped on the door. A peculiar signal: three pairs of rapid knocks, then a single one.
The door opened. Since it was dark inside, it was inpossible to see the occupant of the bungal ow
"The whol e affair is comng to a head," Doc Savage said. "Do you want to be in on the finish?"
"Do |?" rapped a grimvoice fromwithin. "Be with you in a mnute!"

It was too dark to distinguish nuch about the nan who canme out of the bungal ow and j oi ned Doc.

But they seened to know each other very well.

Doc Savage and his strange conpanion entered the taxicab.

"W will go to the mineral ogy departnent of the university now, " Doc Savage said.

The taxi rolled, and once nore the bronze nman settled back in the cushions and seened faintly
worried, as if again concerning hinself over the safety of Monk and Ham

Chapt er XV. DESTI NATI ON UNKOWN

MONK AND HAM at the noment, could have used a little of the brand of assistance which Doc Savage
was capabl e of rendering.

Monk was |ying on his back, and just beginning to cone aware that his head was a throbbing nass
of pain. How |l ong he had been sensel ess, he had no way of judging. It was still dark, however.
The attack in the cigar factory had come without warning. Ham and he had been hopel essly

out nunbered. The affair had been short and violent. A hard-swing rifle had dropped Mnk, unless he
was m staken. He wondered what had becone of Ham

He let his eyes cone open gradually, and realized that he m ght as well have kept them shut. He
was in a cranped space that was very dark. Then it came to himthat not all of the noise he was
hearing was inside his own head. Part of the racket was outside. He frowned, concentrated.

He was in a flying plane!

Monk tried to nove his hands and di scovered that they were behind him handcuffed. He strained.
He did not get free, but he learned that there were nore than one pair of handcuffs on his wists.
He twi sted and strained furiously. He could feel no weakening of his fastenings, but his efforts
were not entirely unproductive of results.

"Lay still, maverick!" creaked a voice in the darkness.

"Bl azes!" Mnk gul ped. "Are you who | think you are?"

"Quit jumpm around!" gritted the other. "Quit kickin ne, you ranny!"

Monk shut his eyes tightly, and then opened them He knew that voice.

The speaker was the turkey-necked man called O d Dan!

"What are you doin’ here?" Mnk demanded.

"Takin’ a joyride for ny health!" growed A d Dan, show ng bad tenper.

Monk continued his efforts to get free, and even went out of his way to kick O d Dan a few tines.
"Cut it out, honbre!" runbled Ad Dan. "I'ma prisoner in here with you."

Monk desisted in his efforts to get |oose.

"Where' s Han?" he asked.

"Behi nd you!" snapped Hanis voi ce.

"Were you knocked out?" Mnk asked.

"No," said Ham "But | mght as well have been. They grabbed ne, tied ne up."

"Who el se is here?" Mnk denanded.

"Kat een MacRoy, " expl ai ned Ham

"CGosh!" said Mnk.

"Samuel Wartz G ne," added AOd Dan, "and that novie feller, Del Ling."

"The whol e crowd?" Mnk said, astounded.



"Exactly!" Ham agreed.

"They all prisoners?"

"Yes," said Ham "This is a big tri-nmotored plane. We are in a kind of baggage conpartnent. The
other prisoners are in the cabin,”

"You sure they' re prisoners?" Mnk persisted.

"They were handcuffed when they were brought aboard,” Haminforned him

"Where we headed for?"

"Your guess," muttered Ham "is as good as mine."

MONK was silent for a time. He found it difficult to digest the information he had just received.
Al'l of his inaginings had pictured either Gne, Del Ling, Od Dan, or even the girl, Kateen MacRoy,
inthe role of villain, perhaps masterm nd. Now, however, they were all prisoners. Mnk felt
somewhat thwarted.

O d Dan snorted. "I guess you birds had nme figured out as one of these here devil honbres?"

"Well," said Monk. "Could anybody bl ane us?"

"Not a heck of a lot." Od Dan chuckled. It was not a very hearty chuckle. "If the dadburned

truth has gotta be told, | have been sort of a coyote. In fact, | reckon whatever happens to ne
won’t be none too good. A feller hadn’t oughta nuss hinself up in things, if he aint willin" to cut

in on the payoff."

"What is behind all this?" Mnk asked.

"Let me start at the first, and sorta progress,"” Od Dan suggested. "Feller conme to nme about two
year ago, when | was punchin’ cows in Nevady close to where they was buildin’ that Boul der Dam He
had a little camera. He gime it, and he gime five hundred dollars. All | had to do was ride up on
themhills above the dam once a day and take a picture."

"l see," Monk interposed. "Sone one wanted to know the exact structure of that dam"

"Yes," said AOd Dan. "That's what | figgered. Anyway, | was to mail them pictures to an address

in Los Angeles. | done that. It was easy noney. But one thing follied another. This guy gime a
t housand to take some packages across the Mexican border. There's been a lot of other things. |
ain't gonna tell ‘“emto you, ‘cause this ain't no confession. But |I ain't killed nobody."

"l see," said Monk. "You're just a hired hand."
"A hired dam fool!" corrected O d Dan.
"What ' s behind this?" Mnk asked agai n.

"I ain't got no idea," said Od Dan. "I never did have. The whol e shebang is crazy as a | ocoed
steer! | never could nmake heads or tails of it. | just took their noney and their orders."
"Now | ook here," Mnk grow ed, "You surely can tell ne sonethin’ that'll gime a hint."

"It’s no use, Mnk," said Ham "I've been all over this with himwhile you were unconsci ous. He

doesn’t really know a thing."

"What about G me and Del Ling?" Mnk asked.

ad Dan said, "They don’'t know any nore than | do, and that’'s a fact. They got mixed up in the
affair somethin’ like | did. |'ve talked to ‘em"”

At this point, the door opened. Arns reached in, seized Monk and dragged himout. The sane thing
was done to O d Dan and Ham Monk peered about. He was in the interior of a l|arge-sized cabin
nonopl ane.

Kat een MacRoy, G ne and Del Ling occupied seats in the cabin. They were handcuffed. They were
not, however, gagged.

The man who had dragged Monk and the others out of the baggage conpartnment was a burly fellow
with a squint in one eye.

"Want you where we can keep an eye on you!" this worthy warned.

Monk spent the next several mnutes wondering where the plane could be heading. He squirmed
around and, since no one offered objection, heaved hinself erect. He could | ook out of the cabin.
The hour nust have been rather late, or early. It was beginning to get |light outside. Below the
pl ane was sone of the nobst unprepossessing terrain Monk had ever been privileged to scrutinize. It
was rock, a wilderness of rock. There was not a tree in sight as far as the eye could penetrate.
Canyons and peaks of stone. The el enments had worked out grotesque formations in the rocky waste. The
rising sun cast an unholy red gl ow over the whol e thing.

"Hades will probably look like that," Mnk nuttered, proving he was at |east no optimst.

The plane tilted abruptly in preparation for a | anding.

THE spot chosen for |anding was a canyon whi ch had nothing extraordinary to distinguish it
outwardly. It was not as large as a nunber of other canyons they had passed. Since it was very early
norni ng, the bottom of the canyon was in shadow. The plane was quite | ow before Mnk coul d nmake out
details.

The plane now nade its | anding. Mnk, who was an expert flyer hinmself, considered it a very bad

I andi ng. He was surprised that the ship held together.

He was nore surprised when the craft turned at right angles and ran for what seened to be a solid
side of the canyon. The honely chem st’s jaw sagged when a great cavity opened nysteriously in the



canyon wall. An instant later, he realized how that was acconplished

There was a canvas curtain on a track. The canvas was painted to resenble native rock. Men cane
runni ng out of the opening. They took hold of the plane wi ngs and hel ped guide it into the strange
hangar .

O her men took rakes and began to wi pe out traces of the plane’'s |anding. Peering about, Mnk

deci ded the cavity in the side of the cliff had been hollowed out by nature. They had sinply taken
advantage of it by hanging a curtain across the front

There were two planes in the place. One of these riveted Monk’s interest. The ship itself did not
intrigue himas nuch as the contents. He could see directly into its cabin—there were electric
lights in the big cavern

Monk knew sonet hi ng about radio; a great deal, in fact. The cabin of that other plane held what
Monk deci ded was the npst powerful conpact radio transmitter-and-receiver he had ever seen. He could
see sonme of the transmitting tubes. Unless he was m staken, that set was capabl e of sending a
message hal fway around the world, on the short-wave bands, of course

Al'l of the prisoners were now haul ed out of the plane

Monk | ooked their captors over closely. Sonme of themhad brutal faces and nore brutal manners

G hers were nore intelligent-looking, and possessed of a politeness which was even nore deadly than
the brutality of their fellows. Mnk decided that none of them|ooked as if he were the masterm nd
"Wl k!" a man with a gun directed

The prisoners obeyed. They were escorted across the large cavern and entered what seened to be

the mouth of an underground stream Plainly, this had been enlarged by human hands. El ectric bul bs
were strung along the ceiling

Monk had progressed only a few yards when he stopped and stared, his attention riveted on the

rock formation. It was blue stuff that |ooked |ike glass

"Bl azes!" Monk barked. "That blue devil statuette was made out of this rock!"

"You want your ribs kicked in?" the man with the gun asked

Monk didn’t. He noved on hastily. They came to a very clever door which |ooked like a solid wall,
until a man yelled and it was opened by sone one on the other side. The prisoners were marched
through. They were in a narrow hallway. Rooms, no doubt excavated with great difficulty, opened on
either side

Monk becane particularly interested in a roomto the right. It was the largest of all the roons,
but it did not seemnearly big enough to accommpdate the stuff which it held. In that roomwas nore
conpl i cat ed- 1 ooki ng apparatus than Monk thought he had ever seen before. Even Doc Savage's
skyscraper |aboratory could not equal it

A great deal of the stuff seemed to be metal -working tools. There were retorts, electric

furnaces. There was al so chem cal equi pment, which, for conpl eteness, surprised Mnk

Monk, having stopped to peer into the room received a violent shove from behind, which propelled
hi m onward. The honely chem st shook his head wonderingly. He seenmed to see every detail of that
roomdistinctly in his mnd. Monk suddenly decided on a nane for that room

"The Birthplace of the Satans of Death," he renarked

"I think I"Il shoot this ape," one of the nen said

"Later," advised another. "He's gotta answer sonme questions first."

MONK i gnored these threats, although they sent tickling sensations through his nervous system
They had not gone to the trouble of bringing himthis far alive, w thout sone reason. He peered from
side to side and tried to see everything

H s next discovery was a chanber which |ooked as if it were a storeroom On the floor of this
stood racks made of wood, which supported hamocks of what | ooked |ike fish netting. On these
hamocks | ay some articles which resenbl ed eggs, except that no di nosaur ever laid an egg as |arge
as these were. They were all quite black. Mreover, there was nore to themthan just the egg shape
There seened to be at least forty or fifty of the things. The painstaking way in which they rested
in the hammock, with cotton paddi ng around them indicated they received great care

The urgent pressure of a gun nuzzle noved Monk to go on. He heard clinking sounds from ahead

These were interrupted by a shrill whining, such as a grindstone makes when a tool is placed upon it
for sharpening

A norment | ater, Monk discerned the source of these sounds. At a bench in a tiny cubby, a swarthy
man, clothed only in a pair of khaki shorts, was occupi ed. He was bending over a fragnment of rock
held in a vise at a worktable. He was chipping at the rock with a tiny chisel and a wooden mal | et
Fromtinme to time, he used an electric grinding machine. Pinched in his eye was a jeweler’'s

magni fying gl ass, and as he worked, he | ooked up frequently at the ground-glass panel of an

enl argi ng box on which was thrown a greatly nmagnified i nrage of a human face

The face was that of a slant-eyed Oriental. It |ooked famliar

"So!" Monk told hinmself. "The source of the devil statuettes!"”

Monk was ki cked suddenly and silently for his effort to see everything. Mnk resented physica

m streatment; he could stand all kinds of nental torture, but when pain was inflicted, he always
wanted to fight



By a renmarkabl e acrobatic feat, Mnk junped in the air and planted both feet on the chest of the
man who had ki cked his shins. The man noved fully thirty feet, end over end.

MONK' S hands were handcuffed behind him so they were of little use to himin the present
energency. However, his |legs were remarkably dexterous. He felled another captor by running over the
fell ow.

Ham cane to life. So did Kateen MacRoy and the others. The passage filled with noise of fighting.
Bl ows smacked. Feet were wielded with effect.

The fray was dooned to defeat. They were hopel essly out nunbered. Moreover, they were all
handcuffed. The sheer ponderance of opposition forced them down the passage.

Monk got a glinpse of one nore room an ordinary room except that it was filled with Iarge,

green, netal filing cases. There were three desks in the room and papers |lay on these, which nmade
it look as if men had been working there.

At the end of the hallway was a netal door, perforated by a barred wi ndow. Sone one got this door
open. Al the prisoners were shoved into what seened to be alnbst a regulation prison cell house
excavated in the stone.

The doors of the cells were of steel. For ventilation purposes, each door was drilled with a
nunber of small holes, not nore than an inch in dianeter.

I'n quick succession, the prisoners were shoved into the cells and | ocked there.

Monk found hinself with Od Dan.

"This is sure a dang-blasted pickle!" conplained AOd Dan.

"You said it!" Mnk grunted.

O d Dan made grunbling sounds in the darkness. "You figure there’'s any chance of Doc Savage

hel pin’ us out?"

Monk considered. "I don’t know, " the honely chem st said finally. "Doc is a deep one. |'ve seen
himconfronted with the bl anedest nysteries and it turned out that he knew all of the tinme what it
was about and was playing the whole thing along like a director staging a show. "

"If he's staging this, | don’t care for his nmethods!" said O d Dan.

O d Dan seened to be a congenial enough soul, but he sounded worried. In fact, unless Mnk was

m st aken, O d Dan was downright scared.

There cane a rattling fromthe door as it opened. A flashlight spiked brilliance into their eyes.
There were four nen, all wth guns. They kept Mnk back with the nmenace of the weapons, seized Od
Dan and dragged hi mout. The door was | ocked again.

Monk |istened, rather anxiously. He heard themdrag O d Dan away. He heard a voi ce apparently
putting questions, heard O d Dan make a violent rejoinder. Then AOd Dan screaned. He had seened |ike
a tough old codger, but there was utter fright in his crying. A gun went off, and O d Dan's scream
st opped.

Chapter XVI. THE DEVIL'S BREW

BLACK HOURS of time dragged on. How many, Monk had no idea. They had taken his watch, so he could
only estinate.

He worked at his handcuffs, and, at the door of his cell, but mght as well have saved his tine,
for he made no headway whatever. Since there was nothing else to do, he | eaned against his cell door
and made conversation through the tiny ventilating holes.

"Any of the rest of you get a |look at the |ayout as we canme in?" he asked.

"l did," said Ham

"What do you nmmke of it?"

Ham said, "Well, they nake those devil statuettes here."

"Sure," agreed Monk. "But what's the idea of the rest. Take that roomfilled with filing
cabinets, for instance. Looked like quite an office |layout."

"That was not what interested ne nost," Hamretorted.

"What interested you nore?"

"The workshop,"” Hamreplied. "And especially that storeroomwhere those funny-Iooking bl ack eggs
rested in the hammocks. Wiat in the devil were those things?"

"lI"ve worked up a headache wondering about them nyself," Mnk adm tted.

Then the door into the outer cavern opened. Men paraded in, stripped above the waist, for it was
quite hot. The forenost menbers of the group carried bl ackjacks. These were tied to their wists
with stout thongs, so that they could not be jerked away fromthe owners. The other nen had
firearms.

Appr ehensi on fl ooded Monk as they opened the door of his cell. He was seized and haul ed out.
"What's the idea?" Mnk bl ustered.

"Pi pe down!" he was ordered. "You' |l have your chance to talk!"

The horely cheni st was haul ed out into the |Iong hallway and flung on the rock floor. Near by was
a crinmson stain, which still |ooked somewhat noist. Mnk stared gloonmly at this.

"You heard what O d Dan got?" a man asked the honely chem st.
Monk nodded.



"That is the spot," said the nman, and pointed at the wet red stain.

Monk was seized with a not unreasonabl e thought.

"What's the idea of bringing me all the way down here just to shoot nme?" he demanded.

"Shooti ng may not be necessary at all—dnless you get bull-headed. A d Dan was bull-headed. "

Monk scowl ed, waited.

"All you have to do is give straight answers to a few questions,"” he was inforned.

"Shoot," Mnk directed. He was surprised at how worried his own voi ce sounded.

"How much does Doc Savage know about this?"

"I can’t tell for sure,” Mnk said.

"Why not ?"

"Sinply because Doc never tells anybody all he knows," Mnk expl ai ned.

"But you are one of his aids, aren't you?"

"That don’t make any difference." Mnk tried to sound convincing. "Doc is a strange character.
You can never tell exactly what will happen, when he is around."

"Then Doc Savage may know things that he has not told you?" said one of the men with the guns.
"That’s the idea."

Monk got the inpression that his own voice sounded as if he were lying. As a matter of fact, he
was telling the truth.

The man who had been doing the interrogating stepped back.

He |l ooked in the direction of the roomwhich held the nmetal filing cases and the desk. The door
of this roomwas now cl osed.

"What about it, chief?" called the interrogator.

Monk | ooked around at those assenbl ed. A great understanding flooded the honely chemist. There
was an air about the group. It was as if the roomwith filing cabinets harbored a fire-eating

dr agon.

Monk under st ood perfectly. The nastermind was in that closed room

Evi dently, the masterm nd was not going to show hinmsel f, because he spoke w thout comi ng out of
the room He used a very shrill voice, obviously disguised. The tricky acoustics of the cavern nade
it inpossible to identify the voice.

"Shoot him" directed the voice. "Then drag his body in where the others can see it! W' ve got to
show themwe will not stand for hol ding back of information."

The prelimnaries were distressingly short. A man stepped forward, cocked his gun, aimed at Monk.
He was going to shoot the honely chem st in the stonmach. Mnk knew the reason why. Men with bullets
in that part of their anatony alnpbst invariably emt horrible screans.

Monk shut his eyes. His stonmach felt as if it were full of green persinmons.

Then the man who was about to shoot junped backward, barked out in surprise. He stared down at
his chest. Tiny glass particles hung there. In the center was a wet patch.

The overpowering noth ball-like scent filled the room

"HEY!" squalled the man with the gun. "Wo put that stuff on ne?"
The 1ights went out.
Monk knew instinctively what to do. He flopped to one side, where he would be out of the way. A

gun went off. Its red flash was too brief to furnish any illum nation. The concussion was terrific.
Men yel | ed.
Inside the of fice roomwhere the filing cabinets stood, the shrill, disguised voice of the |eader

was yel l'ing questions, demanding to know what had happened.

Despite the excitenent, Mnk gave close attention to that voice. It was not disguised as
perfectly as before. He knew he had heard it in the past. He strove to place it in his nmenory. He
could not quite do this.

Was it Del Ling? Was it Sanuel Wartz G ne? Was it even the girl? Mnk could not tell for sure.

He had thought all of these individuals were locked in the cells; but, of course, he mght be

m st aken. They coul d have been taken out in the darkness, and no one woul d have noticed.

Sonme one stepped on Monk. The honely chemni st doubled, lying on his back, and ki cked. Woever had
stepped on him sailed away, cursing. The scuffle caused a burst of shots to crash. Men were swearing
wathfully, fearfully.

Then Monk heard sonmething that electrified him It was a voice. But an entirely different voice.
It was not speaking Engli sh.

The words were couched in Mayan, an anci ent |anguage which very few nen in the so-called
civilized world could have understood. Mnk had | earned to speak it on a jaunt to Central America
sone years ago. Doc Savage's aids used it when they wi shed to communicate with each other w thout
bei ng understood by those who overheard.

The Mayan words directed Monk to roll to the rear of the hall, and wait against the door to the
prison cells. He proceeded to do this. He nade sone noise, but it was not enough to anmount to
anything in the uproar about him Once against the door, he lay there and waited.

Pl enty was happening in the hallway. The odor of noth balls was stronger, nore sharp. Shots

sl amred. Every one was yelling for flashlights. There seemed to be none at hand.



Then Monk felt powerful hands upon him He was lifted. The door of the prison conpartnent was
opened and he was carried inside. The door slamred. The powerful individual who had carried himin,
turned on a flashlight. The glow of this identified the rescuer. This was hardly necessary, as Mnk
al ready knew.

"Doc!" grinned the honmely chenmist. "How d you get here?"

"THE bl ue agate devil guided us," the bronze nman said.
"How could it?" Monk countered.
"A geol ogist can tell pretty closely fromwhat part of the world any given sanple of rock cones,"

the bronze man explained. "It happened that the m neral ogy departnent of the university had

speci mens of blue agate peculiar to this region. It was not hard to spot the canyon as the hiding
pl ace. "

"Colly!" said Monk. "How d you get here."

"Pl ane. "

Doc Savage was working over Mnk’'s wists. The handcuff |ocks he picked with a small netal probe,
whi ch he had devel oped | ong ago for that purpose.

There was noi se outside. Men were shouting, charging about. It was only a matter of nmoments until
they would realize that the one who had precipitated the outburst was no longer in their mdst. Then
a search woul d begin.

"Free the others!" Doc directed. "Wrk fast."

"1"11 have trouble with their handcuffs!" Mnk grunted.

"Never mind that! Hurry!"

Monk hurri ed.

A light appeared in the hallway outside. One of the nen nust have gotten a flashlight. Its beam
raced about. The fellow with the Iight cursed.

"Blast it!" he yelled. "There's nobody but us in here!"

Doc Savage was now at the door. He opened it a crack. Hi s hand di pped into a pocket and brought
out a metal case. This was opened and proved to hold snall glass bul bs.

Doc Savage spoke in Mayan, directing Monk and Hamto hold their breaths.

Monk and Ham-Ham was still in a cell—knew instantly what the bronze man was going to do. The

gl ass bul bs held his odorless, colorless anaesthetic which produced qui ck unconsci ousness, and which
di ssi pated and became harm ess after mngling with the air for perhaps a mnute. It had to be
inhaled to be effective. All holding their breath over the m nute period would escape the stuff.
The bronze man threw several of the glass containers into the hallway. The nen there saw the

gl ass pellets falling, bursting, and guessed what that meant.

"Gas!" one of themyelled. "Get outta here!"

There was a wild charge for the outer air.

It required a renarkably short tine for all of the nen to get out. Monk now had the cells open.
Ham Kateen MacRoy, G ne and Del Ling joined them Mnk was sonewhat surprised to see all of these
peopl e. He had suspected one of themas the masterm nd. He had concluded that the prisoner m ssing
woul d be that one.

That the chief, whichever one he was, had pretended to be a prisoner as a matter of precautionary
deception, had been Mnk's conviction. The masternmind' s voi ce had been vaguely famliar.

Doc Savage opened the hall door, the anaesthetic now having becone harnl ess. He stepped out.

Wth striking swiftness he was back inside again. He slamred the door. The reason for this nove
was evident an instant later.

There was a | oud squash of a sound. Liquid had been splashed through the bars, but hit no one. An
al most choking reek of moth balls filled the place.

"WHAT t he bl azes!" Monk expl oded.

"Keep away fromthe door!" Doc Savage ordered. "Do not |let any of that stuff get on you!"

"What is it?" Mnk asked.

"A liquefied concoction of particles of radioactive nature!" Doc Savage expl ai ned.

"Huh?" Monk gul ped.

"Did you ever snmell the water from so-called health springs?" Doc Savage denmanded.

"Sure," Monk admtted. "Boy, did it snell!"

"This liquid is simlar to that," Doc Savage explained. "It contains radioactive ingredients."

Ham i nterposed. "But | thought radi oactive stuff glowed or nmade a |ight?"

"Not unless it is in very strong concentration," Doc Savage corrected. "This is a weak m xture."
The bronze man seenmed about to explain nore, but there was a noi se outside: a man running. Doc
Savage threw his flashlight beamthrough the bars of the door. Mnk and Ham crowded close to himto
see what was happeni ng.

They saw a man runni ng down the hallway, fleeing. But that was not what held their attention.
Behind the man, floating out of one of the roons, cane an object which resenbled a black egg. It
seemed to be somewhat lighter than air, and it was driven by a |large propeller which turned rather
slowy. The thing, in fact, |ooked |like nothing so much as a black blinp built on a vastly



di mi ni shed scal e

The bl ack egg, however, floated upright. To the front of it was attached sonme conplicated

apparatus, the nost inpressive part of which was a pair of |ong, spidery arns.

"Bl azes!" Monk expl oded. "Thenis the things that were in the hamocks in that room "

Haml et out a yell. "Some of themare comng this way!"

Several of the strange things had appeared and were floating swiftly for the door. Only when they
were very close, could the nen in the roomhear the remarkably silent mechani sm which propelled
them the breathlike sound which the large propeller made in turning. The only evidence of the notor
whi ch drove the propeller was a faint netallic rasping sound, a suggestion of clack and whir.

One of the things reached the door. It touched the spot where the man who had fled had thrown the
radi oactive liquid. The long arns on the front of the egglike thing seened to grasp as if a trigger
had been rel eased, as it no doubt had. There was a | oud chug! A vicious-looking knife, a three-edged
bl ade of a thing, stabbed out fromthe front of the mechanical nonstrosity. This had little effect
on the steel door, however, despite the fact that the thrust was sufficient to have penetrated the
chest of a man.

The thing was going through sone mechani cal process. Convul sions of the arns threw it backward.

And an instant later, it burst into yellow flane

A few nonments later, nothing was left of the thing but a snall puddl e of gl ow ng, |avalike

remains in which a small crinmson satan i mage sprawl ed. The devil nust have been concealed in the

t hi ng sonewhere

"Made of stuff like celluloid, nmetals that will burn at a noderately |ow tenperature,” Monk
grunted. "Boy, whoever made that thing had a brain!"
"The satan statuette," Doc Savage offered, "is there nerely as a trademark. They wanted their

murders to be known; to create terror which they could use."
The men centered their attention on the other strange bl ack egglike things. These were floating

al ong the hall, and out of the place

Conpr ehensi on dawned on Mnk

"Those things go toward that canphor snell!" he decl ared

"Exactly," Doc Savage agreed. "If you will notice closely, you can distinguish a nunber of tiny

nodul es scattered over the gas bags. These are miniature, supersensitive el ectroscopes, which
register the circuits which propel the device in that direction. The bags are filled with an

i nfl ammabl e gas which hel ps the destruction."

Every one of the nachines had now passed outdoors

"What made them go out there?" Mnk wanted to know.

"In the plane com ng down here, | mxed a chem cal of radioactive nature," Doc expl ained. "

threw sone of the stuff over the men—but it only hit one pf them That was to make themafraid their
infernal nurder devices would turn on their masters if released. It does not seemto have worked."
Monk squinted through the bars. "lIs it safe to go out?"

"It should be," Doc Savage said, and opened the door

They advanced, keeping a sharp | ookout. There seenmed to be no danger

"I"mgoing to settle sonething that has been puzzling me," Ham snapped

The dapper |awer found a flashlight which some one had dropped in the confusion and went into
the room which held the metal filing cases, poking the brilliant beam ahead of him He jerked out a
drawer in one of the cases, inspected the contents

"Doc!" Hamyelled. "This stuff here explains what is behind the whole thing."

"Phot ogr aphs?" Doc Savage asked

"Yes!" Ham shouted. "Photographs of fortifications of different countries! There' re maps, too
Here are sheets covered with dates, on the size and | ocation of guns! There're sone copies of things
here which ook like treaties between world powers!"

"Bl azes!" Mnk breathed. "I catch on! An international conmercial spy organization!"

"A group which made a business of obtaining mlitary and political secrets and selling themto
the hi ghest bidders," the bronze man assured him

Monk expl oded. "You al ready knew?"

Doc Savage did not reply to that. Instead, the bronze man started toward the exit

"We had better find out what has happened," he said. "It has becone strangely quiet."

They ran forward. Rather to their surprise, they were not nolested. They burst out into the |large
over hang whi ch held the pl anes

Some one had rai sed the canvas curtain which conceal ed the front of the place. Doc and ot hers
stepped out, to witness a scene which they were to renenber for a long tine

Monk observed his late captors running furiously down the canyon floor. They were not far away.
They nust have | oaf ed around outside, until they had nade a horrible discovery.

Their own death machines were pursuing them Cunmsy as the objects | ooked, they seemed to be able
to travel faster than a man could run, after they gathered nomentum They were slowy overhauling
the fleeing group

The first of the things struck. Naturally, it was the rearnost man who fell a victim and this
was the fellow who had |urked behind in the hide-out to rel ease the things



The swi ftness with which the killing was executed was not pleasant to watch. The thing pounced
The spidery arnms clasped the victimfor the briefest noment. The knife stabbed, nmaking a great
aperture whi ch brought instant death. Then the thing bounced back and burned itself

O hers of the men began to fall. Not all of themreceived fatal wounds, however. Sone merely got
their arns or their legs perforated. Two or three were not touched at all, and they fled, scream ng
into the waste of rock

The things seened to carry a fuel supply—eonpressed air, they learned later—for a limted flight
after which they fell to the earth and burned

The creator of the contrivances had never intended for one of themto be found intact after it
had done its work.

Monk ran forward.

"1’ m beginning to have a hunch who the big big-shot behind this was," he said. "But |’ mgonna

| ook to make sure."

Monk reached for the prone figure of the first man who had fallen a victim The body lay face up
"l thought so," Monk grunted. "That guy pretended to be a prisoner with us, just to keep his ears
open and find out if we knew anything. Then he let out a yell, spilled sone red ink on the floor and
fired a shot to make us think he was dead."

They stood | ooking at the dead chief of the international espionage organization

It was the man they knew as O d Dan

Doc. Savage seened vaguely puzzled

"There is one nystery that needs explaining," he said slowy. "How did these nmen get that

radi oactive liquid on then? | threw one bottle of it in the hall, but that only struck one man."
The bronze man spun, as if determined to solve the problem He strode back to the cliff overhang
Monk trailed him anxious to be in at the windup of the nystery. The instant he stepped under the
over hang, Mnk stopped. His jaw sagged. He | ooked both stunned and sonewhat angry.

Pretty Kateen MacRoy—the fact that she was bal dheaded did not keep her from being pretty—was
wrapped in a fond enbrace with a tall, dark-haired young man. They were clinging together as if this
wer e the happi est nonent of their lives

Monk stared intently at the youth. Then Monk | ooked utterly astounded

"Montgonmery Medwig Pell!" the honmely chemi st expl oded

"It was Pell who first called us into this affair,"” Doc explained. "He was a private detective
who got involved with the espionage ring accidentally, as was explained earlier. He called ne on the
scene. A d Dan, head of the espionage ring, |earned what Pell had done, then forced Pell and
threatened to kill Kateen MacRoy unless Pell helped trap ne."

"Whew "

Monk said

"Pell finally agreed to work with me," Doc Savage said, "so we arranged to fake his death—en the
Edgeworth Cinic grounds. As long as Od Dan thought he was dead, he would be safe. | had Pel
hiding out in a bungalow in Los Angel es, and brought himhere with ne by plane."

"Bless nme!" said Monk. "Did Kateen MacRoy know he was alive?"

"Yes," said Doc. "She was hel ping me, too. Unfortunately, she was not a great deal of assistance
when she pernitted herself to fall again into the hands of the organization. The purpose of her
doing that was to gather what information she could."

"1," said Mnk, "am dunfounded!"

A LI TTLE questioni ng unearthed an expl anati on of how O d Dan and the others had gotten the

radi oactive |iquid upon their persons. Doc Savage had | eft Mntgonmery Medwi g Pel | —he persisted in
goi ng by that name—en guard in the darkness just inside the cavern. In Pell’s possession had been a
nunmber of bottles of the radioactive fluid, which Doc Savage had concocted on the way south in the
pl ane

Pel |l had seen the gang fleeing fromthe hide-out. He had done the only thing which had occurred

to him He had hurled the glass bottles of the fluid. The phials having very thin walls and the
fleeing men being in an intolerable hurry, his action had passed unobserved. He had, of course

m ssed a nunber of his targets, which accounted for the nen who had escaped

Pell seemed to be a sensitive young man, and he was gl oony over the nunber of deaths he had

caused

"l figured they mght have sone of their infernal machines hid out sonewhere!" he explained. "

was trying to fix it so they would not rel ease the things."

It could be noticed that Doc Savage now noved slowy, casually. He seened to have rel axed. The
nmystery of the agate devils had been cleared up, and there renained only the disposition of Del Ling
and ol d Sanuel Wartz G ne. These two individuals protested vehenently that they had been lured into
the affair by the love of noney al one, and that they had not actually been guilty of any nurders
That they were lying to a degree, was brought out by an examination of the records in the filing
room O d Dan, chief of the espionage organization, had been, it devel oped, a businesslike soul. He
had kept an accurate record of the wongdoings of all his associates, probably as a club to hold
over theml ater



These records showed that G ne and Del Ling were not as innocent as they claimed to be.

Doc Savage decided to confine Gne and Del Ling in a peculiar institution which the bronze nan

mai ntained in upstate New York. In this place, Gnme and Del Ling would undergo brain operations

whi ch woul d cause themto conpletely forget their pasts; after which they would be given an
intensive training in the ways of upright citizenship and equi pped with a trade by which they could
earn a good |iving.

Doc Savage pl anned the disposition of Gnme and Del Ling as he went over the records in the filing
room Then he smiled to hinself—for he could hear Monk and Ham squabbling. They seened to be
excited. As a matter of fact, they were trying to locate their pets, the pig and the nonkey.

They found themin a conpartnent of the plane Doc had cone down in from Los Angel es.

THE END



