THE STONE MAN
A Doc Savage Adventure by Kenneth Robeson
- Chapter |. BAD MAN FLEEI NG

Chapter 11. STONE MAN BURNI NG

Chapter I111. THE ADM RABLE MR LOCATELLA

Chapter 1V. HANDS QUT OF DARKNESS

Chapter V. THE MYSTERI OQUS COLORADCS

Chapter VI. BLACKIACK FI GHT

Chapter VII. DANGEROUS KNOW.EDGE

Chapter VII1. RAD O CLUE

Chapter | X TRAILS VEST

Chapter X. CAPTURE

Chapter XI. STRANGE CANYON

Chapter XII. THE KEY

Chapter X II. THROUGH THE M STS

Chapter XIV. M ST MEN

Chapter XV. THE HERM T | NDI ANS

Chapter XVI. THE POOR PROPCSI TI ON

Chapter XVII. THE STRANGE CAVERN
- Chapter XVIII. TOHERMT OR NOT TO HERM T
Chapter 1. BAD MAN FLEEI NG
SPAD AMES was a man who was an authority on certain subjects, and concerning the matters on which
he was posted, he knew just about everything that was to be known, which was undoubtedly fortunate,
because ot herw se they woul d have hanged M. Spad Anes a long tine ago.
Hi s specialty was avoiding the | aw
H s specialty certainly was not stone nen. Not only was he not posted on stone nmen; he would not
have believed such stuff. Spad was a realist.
He woul d have | ooked at you with those cold | obster eyes of his and said, doubtless:
"Stone nmen—ah, get t'hell away fromne! That's crazy talk."
The phenonena—the word phenonena was a mild description of it too—ane to Spad Anes’ attention in
a round- about way, and when he was not expecting anything like men of stone. As for the additional
devel opnents, which were hair-raising enough to nake the stone-man busi ness seem bel i evabl e by
conpari son, Spad wasn't expecting those, either.
In keeping with his habit of knowi ng nuch about certain subjects, Spad Anes had cal cul ated t hat
the United States Border Patrol plane for that part of the Arizona-Mexico border woul d be safely
grounded in El Paso on Friday. This was not entirely guesswork on Spad Ames’ part; he had taken a
precaution of pouring acid into the gasoline tank of the Border Patrol plane, so that engine val ves
and pistons woul d be eaten into a usel ess state.
But the Border Patrol dealt unkindly with Spad Ares, and doubl e-crossed himby transferring
anot her plane, a new and fast craft equi pped with two nachi ne guns, to that portion of the Mexican
Border Patrol .
It was two o' clock in the afternoon when this new type Patrol craft sighted Spad Anes’ pl ane.
"The dirty bl ankety-bl ank sons of black-eyed toads," was the mildest thing that Spad Anes said
during the next few m nutes.
Wal do Berlitz was |ess voluble, not being a fellow who tal ked a great deal. \Waldo was a thick man
and a wide one, and extraordinarily handsone, except that one of his ears was m ssing. A Mexican
gentl eman had renoved the ear with a sharp knife a year or two ago, during the natural trend of a
di scussi on about the Mexican's mssus. A nan |ess of a gentleman than the Mexi can woul d have
inserted the bl ade between Waldo's third and fourth ribs.
Wal do Berlitz was the other half of the snmuggling conbination of Spad Anes and Wal do Berlitz.
"How fast will this thing fly?" was all Wl do had to say.
Not fast enough, it devel oped. The Border Patrol craft was a late job, and it began overhauling
t hem
"There is a cloud over west," Waldo said, pointing. "We better get in it and unload."
Spad Ames nodded grinly. He was scared.
PART of their cargo—+wo cases of narcotics—waould not have been such a problem The narcotics were
in powder form and they would have spilled the incrimnating stuff overboard, thus ridding
t hensel ves of the evidence.
The refugee—the, other part of their cargo—was a different proposition. They needed a cloud to
get rid of him The refugee was a poor fellow fromAustria who hadn't been able to obtain a visa to
enter the United States, so he had paid Spad Ares a thousand dollars to be snmuggled in. The refugee
crouched in the cabin, pale and sonewhat airsick.
The cloud was not large. Wiite and fleecy, it hung all alone in the hot vastness of the Arizona
sky. It was somewhat |ike a |ost sheep.
Spad Anes dived his ship into the cloud.



"Work fast," he yelled at \Wal do.

Wal do said to the refugee: "Get down on the cabin floor." As the refugee obeyed, Wal do struck him
with a nonkey wench, hitting several tines so that sone of the contents of the upper part of the
refugee’ s head stuck to the wench.

Wth great speed, Waldo then rolled the refugee’ s body through a trapdoor in the floor of the

pl ane. The trapdoor had been put there for the specific purpose of jettisoning cargo according to
the ol d Nunber One rule of snuggling—first get rid of the evidence. Waldo al so hurled the wench
over board.

There was good reason for Wil do’'s speed. They needed to get the job done while their plane and
the pursuing ship were hidden in the cloud.

The cloud was even snaller than it had seened, and w th sickeni ng unexpectedness, the two pl anes
popped out of the other side.

The pursuing Border Patrol got an excellent view of the body falling from Spad Anes’ craft.

An officer even | eaned froma w ndow of the Border Patrol ship and took pictures of the scene
with a mniature canera. The photograph woul d show the falling body, and the identification nunbers
of Spad Anes’ ship.

Spad Anmes opened and shut his nouth. For suddenly he was sick with terror. Trapped, not for
smuggl i ng, but for murder!

Wal do cane back and sat down and asked: "Do they use a gas chanber, the electric chair or the
rope in Arizona? |'ve forgotten."

If Waldo was trying to be funny, it was a raw tine for a gag, Spad thought.

Spad Ames was a | ong man who sl ouched when he wal ked and frequently gl anced back. He had a

weat her -beaten red face, an unusual ly high forehead—sign of receding hair, not brains, although he
had brains, too—and in addition to the cold | obster eyes, he had a mouth so |ipless that, when seen
froma distance of a few yards, he appeared to have no nouth. Spad was a bad actor hinself, but
sonmetimes he was afraid of Waldo Berlitz, who gave the inpression of never seemng to think the way
a normal man shoul d. Not hi ng Wal do pl anned to do ever seened to worry him and he never appeared
concerned after he did it.

Spad Ames banked around and sent their plane back into the clouds. The Border Patrol ship fired
on them its machine guns thrusting out |ong whiskerlike processions of tracer bullets which cane
di sturbingly close.

A cl oud gane of hide-and-seek then | asted about half an hour.

Spad Ames woul d have liked to flee toward Mexi co; he got no chance. And finally when a faint bank
of clouds appeared, far to the north, he nade for that refuge in desperation. Luck, which
distributes favors evenly to saint and devil, gave thema long start on the Border Patrol plane;
their pursuer wandered around in the cloud for some tine after they | eft before sighting them and
t aki ng chase.

Spad Anes peered backward, then batted his throttle open to the | ast notch.

"How many horsepower is this notor?" Wal do asked.

"Six hundred and sixty horses,"” said Spad. His face was the color of a concrete road.

"Come on, horses!" said Wl do.

The cl ouds got closer, and so did the Patrol ship. The latter clinbed slowy, then suddenly
dived, and its nmachi ne guns shook their iron runps and cackl ed.

The storm of | ead caused some of the instrument panel to jump out in Spad's |ap. But the plane
kept flying. It got into the clouds.

These clouds were thin, and the Border Patrol ship nmanaged to follow themfor all of three hours,
part of which tine they flew back and forth and up and down, and the rest of the tine flying
strai ght ahead at full speed.

Finally, they |lost the Border Patrol plane.

"Where are we now?" Wal do asked.

"How woul d | know?" Spad Ames snarled. "The conpass was shot to pieces."

SPAD AMES was in a bad tenper in spite of their escape fromthe Border Patrol officers who had
phot ogr aphed them committing a murder. For a few nonments, he had been el ated. Then he had noticed
that the needl e of the fuel gauge was knocki ng against the pin on the enpty side.

Waldo tried placidly to light a cigarette, but the bullet holes in their ship let in such a draft
that he could not make a match function.

"Ch, well," he said, and discarded the cigarette.

The engine faltered in its roaring. For a few seconds, it sounded |ike a notorcycle. Then it

st opped.

"What goes on?" Wl do asked.

"Get the parachutes!" Spad Ares barked. "We're out of gas."

The pl ane went whistling down out of the clouds in a long glide while Wal do anbl ed back to get
the parachutes. Wal do returned enpty-handed.

"Full of holes," he reported.

"What ?" screaned Spad.

"l said," explained Wal do, "that our parachutes were hit by a burst of machine-gun bullets from



that Border Patrol plane, and they're full of holes. You can use one of themif you want to. | don't
think I will."

Spad Ames’ nouth worked, but he was too sick with terror to get out words. He could only level an
arm indicating the terrain bel ow.

An aviator’s nightmare. At first glance, there did not appear to be a spot where a hawk coul d
have | anded, much | ess a plane. Everything was strai ght up and down, and cane to points. There did
not, fromthis height—the height was rapidly growing | ess—appear to be a shred of vegetation
anywher e.

"W’ re over the Grand Canyon badl ands sonewhere, it seens to ne," Wil do said.

The colors of the earth were nostly yellow, pale orange and chocol at e.

Spad Ames banked clear of the spiked tip of the first peak. He avoi ded other peaks. There seened
to be mles of canyon space bel ow him although undoubtedly it was no nore than two or three

t housand feet. There seemed to be fog down here, and conpared to the fairly bright |ate afternoon
sunli ght on the peaks, the gloomwas that of night, or of an infinite cavern. At least, it was an
unpl easant pl ace—and a strange place for fog.

It was horrible. The human body is so constituted that it does not actually sweat blood, which
was probably a good thing for Spad Anmes. He woul d have perspired hinself dry of the vital fluid.

" Spad— Wl do sai d.

Spad Ames was surging up in the bucket seat and straining against the safety belt like a nman

bei ng el ectrocuted. He couldn’t say anything.

"—pick a soft spot," Wal do requested.

Wal do scranbl ed back in the cabin and scooped up cushions and the ruined parachute packs and

fashi oned a crash pad in front of hinmself, a preparation which he had barely conpl eted when the

pl ane began knocking itself to pieces on the rocks.

SPAD AMES had been knocked sensel ess a nunber of tines during his hell-colored past, and on each
of these occasions his period of blankness had been made hi deous by ni ghtmares of being shoved into
a gas chanber of type used in some states to execute crimnals. He had once wi tnessed such an
execution, and apparently it had given hima pernanent case of the subconsci ous creeps.

Now, when Spad Ames regained his senses and realized that his mnd had been a bl ank, and not

haunt ed by gas-chanber nightmares, his first frightened conclusion was that he had died. The fact
that his eyes were seeing only conpl ete darkness hei ghtened the possibility that he was now a

di senmbodi ed soul .

"Hel | and damation!" he snarl ed.

Sound of his own robust profanity made the situation nore real. He reached out, and found tw sted
metal with his fingers. He seemed to be lying under a portion of the mangled plane.

There was sand underneath. He dug with his hands, made roomto use his arns, then heaved. Metal
grunted, whined and shifted a little. He kept trying. Sone tine later, he nanaged to crawl out.
There were matches in his pockets, so he struck them and searched, but did not find any trace of
Wal do Berlitz. However, part of the plane was buried deep in the sand.

"Wal do nust be nashed under there,” Spad nuttered. "Serves the dirty buzzard right."

Spad Ames had never |iked Waldo Berlitz, and he’'d held a suspicion that the feeling was nutual.
Spad wandered away for a few rods, trying to ascertain in exactly what surroundi ngs the plane had
crashed. He could see stars overhead, but apparently there were great sheer walls everywhere el se.
The air was dry, and rather hot. Nothing whatever seemed to growin the vicinity; at |east, Spad
Ames did not stunmble over anything in the darkness that resenbled a growi ng plant.

When he canme back to the plane, he saw Wal do Berlitz at once. Waldo was sitting on a rock,

exam ning a black arrowhead by the Iight of a match.

There was sonet hing strange about Wl do’s manner.

Chapter 11. STONE MAN BURNI NG

THE sand was soft—the plane had fallen in the bed of a canyon—and Spad Anes nmanaged to approach

wi t hout making any particular sound until he could | ook at the arrowhead whi ch Wal do was i nspecti ng.
The arrowhead, about the length of Waldo's |ongest finger, was thin and streamined. It had
striking perfection of line. Its color was black, a peculiar polished kind of black.

Spad had intended to speak up and ask why the infernal blazes Wal do had gone off and left him
Spad, pinned under the wecked plane. But he held his words. Waldo, unaware that Spad stood behind
him was showing a distinctly peculiar curiosity in the arrowhead.

The match went out, and Wal do struck another with alnost frantic eagerness. Indian arrowheads
were plentiful through the West, and Spad had seen WAl do kick a nunmber of them contenptuously with a
boot toe in the past. So Waldo’s absorption in this particular arrowhead seened strange.

"It stopped the river," he nuttered.

This remark did nothing to enlighten Spad Ares. He stood there, puzzled, watching Waldo turn the
arrowhead over and over in his hands and peer at it as if the thing were some kind of a puzzle.
"It stopped the river," Waldo repeated to hinself.

Then he began to swear. Waldo was cursing his inability to understand why the arrowhead had
stopped a river, Spad Ares realized, and this did not contribute nmuch toward clarifying the grow ng
nystery.



Spad Ames deci ded to ask questions; he stepped around boldly into the match Iight. Wl do yel ped

in astoni shnent and the nervous jerk of his fingers sent the match arching in the darkness

"You're kind of junpy, ain’'t you?" Spad suggested

"I —ah— WAl do sai d, swallow ng

It was the first tine Spad had ever seen Wal do speechl ess

"By the way," Spad continued, "what is that thing you were | ooking at? Arrowhead, isn't it?"
"Oh—fust a piece of rock," Waldo said, far too quickly.

"You generally do a better job than that of |ying, Waldo."

"It was only a rock."

"Let’'s see."

"l —dropped it sonewhere."

Spad Anes was tenpted to hand Wal do a couple of hard rights to the jaw, because the fellow was
obvi ously |vying.

"I ncidentally," grow ed Spad, "what was the idea of going off and | eaving ne fast under the

wr ecked pl ane?"

"Did | do that?" Wal do asked queerly.

Strangeness in Wal do's voice caused Spad to strike a match for hinself. Waldo's eyes were too

wi de and there was a foolish expression on his face

Spad Ames thereupon nmade a slight error, and concluded that Wal do had suffered a bunp on the head
in the plane crash, and that this had addled his wits

"Sit there and rest, Waldo," Spad advised. "I'll see if | can find the seat cushion and nake a
fire out of it. By that light, |I'Il examine your head."

Wi |l e Spad Anes was feeling around for the seat cushions, Waldo silently renoved one of his shoes
and took off a sock. He filled the sock with sand. Then Wl do crept over and brought the sand-filled
sock down on Spad Ames’ head with a roundhouse swi ng

TH S time, Spad Ares hel d no doubts about nerely having been unconsci ous because he had his usua
ni ght mare of being thrust into a |lethal gas chanmber. On this occasion, in the beast-dream they got
himas far as jamming his head in the chanber door, and he was fighting themw |l dly when he awakened
with a splitting headache. He lay for a mnute, getting it all clear in his mnd

Spad got to his feet, but his | egs shook and bent and |l et himcollapse on the sand again. He
ground his teeth

“I"1'l kill himfor that!" he snarled, dragging a revolver out of his clothing. "I'Il blow him
apart!"

Once when the plane crashed he had been knocked out, and again by the sand-filled sock, and his
head did not feel so good, nor did his gangling body seemto want to co-operate with his pain-seared
brain. He struggled to get hinself organized

"I"l'l blow himto pieces," he said grindingly

Rage jacked himonto his feet, and he staggered a few yards through the darkness, then cane to a
stop, snarling with futile wath. He had no i dea which way Wal do had gone, did not know where to
search. He stood there, pointing his gun this way and that, so inflaned with rage that he wanted to
hear a sound, and shoot at it

When sound did conme, he failed to shoot. Instead, he junped a foot, and woul d have junped higher
had his strength permtted. Wakened as he was, he fell to his knees, where he renmined, wincing
whil e the shrieking noise ripped again at his eardruns.

Spad Ames was experienced. Once he had held a man close to his chest with his left armand with
his right hand had thrust a knife again and again into the victin s back while the fell ow screaned
his life out in Spad's ear. These present sounds had sonewhat the sane rip to them

Wal do’ s voice. No doubt of that, because Wal do had a whanging tone that was as distinctive as a
police whistle

Wal do screeched his lungs out for fully a mnute, which was a long time to keep scream ng
steadily, then silence fell

Spad Anmes crept toward the source of the shriek to investigate; he took his time, because he had
no desire to rescue Wal do, but rather w shed to satisfy an intense curiosity as to what had |ed
Wal do to enmit such a banshee squall. Spad |istened, but heard nothing. Finally, he |lighted natches
and di scovered that the sand was grooved and gouged as though a struggle had taken place. Spad, down
on his knees, tried to ascertain what had made the tracks, and found the arrowhead

It was the sane arrowhead, bl ack, polished, exquisitely nade, which Waldo Berlitz had been

exam ning with peculiar interest

"I"ll be darned," Spad grunted

The unexpected wei ght of the arrowhead caused himto enmt the exclanation

"Gold!'" he chortled excitedly, and scratched the arrowhead with the sharp netal sight of his gun
But it was not gold, as its weight had led himto hope. He couldn't tell what it was. Heavy,

t hough.

A few nonents later, he found Wil do’s body, although he did not immediately touch it and get

bur ned

AT first, Spad was alnost relieved to find Waldo’s body. Lurid explanations for the scream had



been gal |l opi ng through his m nd—possibly a bear had grabbed Wl do; nmaybe the bear was still
around—so it was a relief to find the body, apparently unmarked.

The snoke arising fromthe body was sonething that Spad Ares noticed at once, but he thought it

was nmerely a small breeze bl ow ng dust.

Spad Ames summarized the whole situation aloud, as he saw it.

"The guy got bopped on the head when the plane fell," Spad nuttered, "and was knocked nuts. Then
he had a screamng fit and fell over dead." He rubbed his jaw and grinned. He had an idea. "I'Il put
Wal do’s body in the plane weckage," he chuckled, "and neke it | ook like there never was nore than
one man in the ship. I'll fix nmyself an alibi sonmewhere, and get out of that nurder the Border
Patrol saw us pull." Wiile he was being happy over that, he got another good thought. Wl do usually
carried a large roll of nmoney on his person.

Spad Anes, getting down on his knees to search Waldo for noney, touched the body. Instantly, he
squawked and snatched hi s hands back. Then, because there was a terrible burning sensation in his
hands, he jabbed themrepeatedly into the sand.

Hi s next thought: sonething had bitten him He found his natches—his fingers stung so that he
could hardly hold a match—and nmade light. There was no rattler or scorpion on or around the body.
There was just the snoke.

Snmoke! Not dust swirled by the night wind, as he had thought at first, but something else. It was
like—well, snoke was the word that nost closely described it.

Rage j unped through Spad Anes. He did not like things he could not understand. He held the

burning match in his left hand, seized his gun in his right and struck the body of Waldo Berlitz. It
was purely a gesture of rage. But the effects were horrifying.

Spad Ames shrieked, sprang up and ran wildly. He took no particular direction; he just wanted to
get away fromthere. He crashed into the canyon wall, bruising his face. But even that agony coul d
not wipe fromhis mnd the inpossible thing that had happened when he struck the body of Waldo
Berlitz.

For the body—the clothing, too—had broken, as if turned to glass, or brittle stone.

SPAD AMES was a badly battered specinen. He found he could not readily rise. His fingers, where
they had touched Waldo Berlitz's strange body, were still full of stinging sensation, and he kept
wi pi ng them on the sand.

After a while, he was aware of the sound of water running.

The running water was weird, too. He had noticed no sound of a streamearlier, but now there was

no doubt about it. The flow of water seened to start gradually, then increase, until there was a

si zabl e stream gurgling and spl ashi ng.

"l must be going crazy," Spad nmunbled, believing it.

But when he got the strength, and struck a match, he saw that the river was no phantasm It

poured out fromthe base of the cliff-steep canyon side into which Spad had dived in his flight.
Spad said: "Well, that ain't so damm nysterious. Just an underground river."

Wien his nmatch burned out, he struck another to continue his exam nation. A few yards fromthe

foot of the cliff, the streamwas fully twenty feet wide and two or three feet deep, and had worn a
consi derabl e channel in the stone.

Qut of a hole at the cliff base the water spouted with geyser force, boiling, throwing up foam

The escaping water filled every inch of the opening.

"At |least," Spad munbled, "I won't die of thirst."

He had been afraid of that.

Then he noticed the second arrowhead. This one was bl ack, also, but nmuch | arger—nore than a foot

in length—and seened to be inlaid in the cliff face. O was it carved and painted on the cliff? Spad
stepped closer to see. Inlaid, he decided.

The striking resenbl ance of this |large arrowhead to the small black one intrigued him Spad

fished the smaller arrowhead fromhis pocket, held it close to the inlay on the cliff for

conpari son.

"What the devil!" Spad expl oded.

The water had stopped running. The roaring, splashing flow had ceased with weird unexpectedness.
Swiftly, the water flowed away and the gaping hole out of which it had been coming was |eft
exposed.

Spad stood there, too startled to swear, until curiosity got the best of him He crouched with a
mat ch beside the hole, and | eaned to peer into it.

He made a mewing sound, and in his first spasmof effort to get up and flee, he skidded on the

wat er-slick rocks and went over and over. Spad Ames knew, now, what had nade WAl do Berlitz screamin
such a horrible way. He felt |ike screeching himself, and did try, but could only emt awful mew ng
noi ses.

What he had found in the hole cane out and overpowered him

"Ch, nother!" Spad Ames croaked, just before he becanme unconsci ous.

Wi ch was as near as Spad Anes had conme to a prayer in nmany years.

Chapter 111. THE ADM RABLE MR LOCATELLA

WHEN the United States governnent assigned several billion dollars for the building of roads, one



of the things it acconplished was to nmake the Navaho Indian tradi ng post of Cameron, Arizona, nore
accessible. Htherto there had only been a wagon track across the Painted Desert to Caneron; this
was inproved, and during the season, a streamof tourists began to flow A sparse stream it was
true; three or four cars a day was a fair average

The trading post, a picturesque structure, perched on the edge of a crack in the desert, a crack
that seened a couple of thousand feet deep and so narrow at the top that a man could throw a rock
across, and in the bottomflowed the Little Colorado River. There was a suspension bridge, the
crossing of which was nothing for nervous old | adies

In all directions to the horizon was heat and the di sappointing bal dness of the Painted Desert

To nake the speeding tourists say, "Ch!" and "Ah!" there was now and then a herd of grazing sheep
tended by a Navaho squaw and one papoose or nore, and sonetines the beehive-shaped hodags in which
the Navahos wi ntered

Seven weeks and three days after the United States Border Patrol plane chased Spad Ares and Wl do
Berlitz northward, there was sonething else to interest one tourist, however. The unusual article
was a man lying on the road. Apparently the man was unconscious or dead. His hair was slightly
white

The tourist stopped his car and alighted to exam ne the poor unfortunate

The man lying on the road |unged up and snmacked the tourist on the head with a rock. The touri st
coll apsed. The man with the rock then ran to the car, but the tourist’s wi fe and daughter got out
and fled. They were long, |ean wonen and they were scared. The woul d-be assailant with the rock
failed to catch them although he swore terribly and hurled his stone after them

The man then entered the car, turned it around and drove toward Flagstaff. He did a good deal of
cursi ng because he had to | eave the tourists behind where they woul d be picked up by the next
passing car

There was a |unch basket in the tourists’ car, and the man wol fed the contents of this. After
eating, he stared grimy ahead, looking a little sick. He was thinking of his diet for the past
three weeks. It had consisted of pack rats, gophers, rattlesnakes, and once, a jackrabbit. Principal
item had been the rattl esnakes, which were easy to catch

At Flagstaff, the man got a break. An eastbound freight train was pulling out; he swng into a

box car.

There were two hobos in the box car, and that night, he bludgeoned themin their sleep, and got a
dollar and eighty-three cents and a better pair of shoes. In Marceline, Mssouri, a division point
on the railroad, he robbed a plunber, and to his astonishnment, got over two hundred dollars in cash
When he got to Chicago, he took a plane on to Newark airport, and a taxicab fromthere into New York
City, to the office of Herman Locatella

"Hell o, Herman, you sliny bat," he said, and sank into a confortable chair

Herman Locatella stared at the man and said, "I don’t know you!" indignantly

HERVAN LOCATELLA was a man who took pains not to know a great many people. Socially, in
particular, there seemed to be very few persons whom he considered worth knowi ng. He was a prize
snob, but there were plenty of snobs in New York who |iked that sort of thing, so Locatella did a
remunerative | aw business

Herman Locatella dressed the part; his attire was correct for every occasion. That norning, he

had worn the correct striped trousers, norning coat, |ap-over fawn vest and ascot tie. Just now,
however, he was planning to attend the horse races with one of his snob clients, so he had changed
to sports attire consisting of woolly brown trousers, checkered sports coat, and scarf knotted at
the throat. He naintained a dressing roomoff his sunptuous office for making these changes

On the desk rested a fol ded newspaper which contained an article on the society page, stating

that Herman Locatella, society |awer, was beginning to be mentioned as the best-dressed man in
Anerica

"So you don’t know nme," grow ed the visitor disgustedly

"l never saw you before." Herman Locatella fingered the tel ephone. "WIIl you get out of here, or
shall | call the police."

"Way not call the Kansas City police?" the visitor asked dryly.

Locatell a jerked his hand away fromthe tel ephone; he al so became noticeably pal e

"Sure, telephone the K.C. district attorney, too," continued the visitor. "And the F.B.l. in

Washi ngt on woul d be anot her good one to call."

Herman Locatella licked his lips and did not find anything satisfactory to say.

The grimfaced invader continued: "Al of themwould |ike to hear fromyou, wouldn't they,
Locatell a? O course, you mght have to tell themyou were known, until a few years ago, as Nate
Spi x, or Spix the Muth. You are only charged with being the brains behind about three nurders and
hal f a dozen bank robberies."

Her man Locatella got up and opened the door to nake sure no one in the outer office was

listening. He | ocked the door and strode back to his desk

"Dam you!" he snarled. "Sonmebody m ght have heard you!"

"So now you know ne?"

"Spad Ames—ef course | know you

Locatella clenched his fists. "And |I’mnot worried about you



yell'ing copper. Two nonths ago there was a newspaper story about the Border Patrol |ooking for you
Miurdered a refugee you were snmuggling in, didn't you? You' re crazy to cone wal king in here. You
shoul d be in South Amrerica, or sonme place that doesn’t have extradition."

Spad Ames showed his teeth in what was not exactly a grin. "Do | look like | used to?" he asked
"You’' ve changed," Locatella admtted. "Your hair is white."

"What |’ ve been through,"” Spad Anes said grimy, "would change anybody."

THE two nen knew each other well, fromdealings in the past. There was silence while Locatella

| ooki ng al nost comically suave in his fancy clothing, poured drinks

"What changed you?" he asked. "You look as if you had been through sonething tough."

"I lived on rattlesnakes for alnpst a nonth," Spad Ames said sourly

"That al nost nmakes you a canni bal, doesn't it?"

"That’s not funny to nme." Spad Anmes eyed his drink, then poured it in the nmetal wastebasket. "I
don't trust you. We might as well understand each other about that. Wether you trust ne or not,
don't give a damm. You're going to help ne, anyway."

Locatell a nade a regretful clucking sound

"That is too bad," he said, "but | have given up crimnal practice. | would not touch—

"l want about twenty nmen," Ames interrupted. "They have got to be strictly tough ones. They have
got to know machi ne guns and bombs and gas."

Locatella still wore a pure-as-pure expression, but his interest sharpened

"Where would | get twenty such nen?" he asked

"You could get themw thout trouble, | haven't the slightest doubt."

"Hmmm'

"I will want two | arge planes, and pilots. | want the planes equi pped with bonb racks, and |1

have to have expert bonbers. Preferably nmen who had experience in Spain or China."

"How nmuch are you willing to pay for this?"

"That’'s al so where you cone in."

"l come in?"

"You pay for it. In return, you get cut in for twenty-five percent."

Herman Locatella | eaned back and opened his nouth; it was obvious that he was going to rip out a
derisive |laugh. But he changed his mnd. He | eaned forward and stared at Spad Ames intently.

"You know, Spad, | never liked you, but | did have respect for your judgment. You al ways had a
good sense of values. So |'’mnot going to laugh. Instead, |'mgoing to ask what in the hell you plan
on doi ng?"

"You said you read about the Border Patrol plane chasing ne a couple of nonths ago."
"Yes."

"Well, it chased me out over the Gand Canyon badl ands before we got away, then we ran out of

fuel and crashed. We cracked up in . . . \Wat do you know about that Grand Canyon country?"

"It's pretty wild, |'ve heard," Locatella admtted. "Personally, | wouldn't know, because | don't
go in for roughing it."

"Sone of that country,"” Spad Anes said, "is practically unexplored. Ch, | know that a boat or two

has floated through the Grand Canyon, and pl anes have flown over sonme of the country. But there is a
hell of a lot of it that white nman never set eyes on. W landed in sone of that unexplored country

and we found—well, it’'s what |I'm going back after that we found."

"You found—=

"For two reasons, | wouldn’t tell you."

"Why not ?"

"Too fantastic," Spad Anes said levelly. "I"mnot crazy, but you mght think soif | told you

what | located. |I"'mthe only white nan who ever got in there, and out again. And |’ m going back—with
pl anes, at least twenty nen, and the nost nodern bonmbs and poi son gas."

"Twenty men," Locatella nuttered, "is practically an arny."

"We'll need an arny. That black arrowhead nmay hel p— He stopped the sentence in the nmiddle

"Bl ack arrowhead?" pronpted Locatella curiously. "Wat black arrowhead?"

SPAD AMES made no answer, and the two nen sat | ooking at each other. They understood each other

Spad was not going to reveal nore information, and Locatella knewit. Locatella also knew that he
was being offered sonething big here. Spad Anes had a bad record with the law, but he had never been
one to go off half-cocked. If anything, his fault was underestimati ng and using too nmuch caution
"Fifty percent," Locatella said suddenly.

"Twenty-five."

"You're crazy. Since when did bankrolls start taking twenty-five percent cuts?"

Spad Ames stood up and pounded the desk with his fist and began yelling. "The hell with you

then!" he shouted. "I'Il go out and knock off an arnored truck or a bank nessenger and get the dough
nysel f."

Herman Locatella knew now that he was being offered a good thing. He was being presented with a

pig in a poke, but he knew other nmen who had accepted blind propositions from Spad Anes, and they
had found it profitable

"Sit down," he said. "How soon do you have to have the nen and pl anes and stuff?"



"Qui cker the better."

"Tonorrow norni ng be soon enough?" Locatel |l a asked, and gri nned.

He was proud of his ability to get such things as this done; he was even nore proud of having

kept underworld connections while pretending to be a Park Avenue barrister whose nain | ove was fancy
cl ot hes.

Spad Ames nodded, and they shook hands. "Could you get sone of the men together tonight?" Spad
asked.

"Toni ght ?"

"I"ve got to snatch two—wel | —students."

"Ki dnap them you nean?"

"You might call it that. But don't get excited. They' re not ordinary students, exactly."

"You nmean that they' re |ndians?" Locatella asked, guessing.

Spad Ames shook his head queerly.

"I"mnot going to launch into a | ot of explaining about twd—ah—strange peopl e.
"The whole thing is fantastic. | told you that."

"Do these two have nanes?"

"Mark Col orado, and his sister, Ruth—that is what they call thenselves."

"Are they Americans?"

Spad grow ed.

Agai n, Spad shook his head queerly. "I don't think," he said thoughtfully, "that you coul d say
they had any nationality. They' re from—well, never mnd."

Locatel l a chuckled. "You're not hinting around that they're from Mars, or the noon or sonewhere?"
"You'd be damm surprised if you knew, " Spad Ames advised grimy. "That's all | can say."

Locatell a was consuned by curiosity, but he restrained hinself.

"Let’'s go out and see people," Locatella suggested. "We'Il collect sone of the right people if we

can, then cone back here to talk over details. This roomis soundproof."

Spad Anes | ooked around approvingly. "No chance of anybody hearing us in here, eh?"

"Not a chance,” Locatella assured him

Chapter 1V. HANDS QUT OF DARKNESS

HERMAN LOCATELLA was in slight error concerning the privacy of conversations in his sanctum It

was true that the room was of soundproof construction, as well as being, with its wood-panel ed

wal I's, sufficiently expensive |ooking to inpress the Park Avenue set.

However, a good electric drill, working fromthe adjoining suite, had chewed away the wall

wi t hout penetrating the wood paneling. And to the paneling, a sensitive contact type of m crophone
had been attached, so as to pick up all the conversation in Locatella's office.

Wres fromthe mke led to an anplifier, the output of which fed into a phonographic recorder

whi ch was of wunusual ly ingeni ous design, being equipped with a record changer. As soon as one record
was full, it was automatically renpved and anot her bl ank substituted. The records were of the |large
fifteen-m nute type, hence four of themwere used per hour.

The man who had installed this conplicated eavesdroppi ng devi ce happened to be in the adjacent

of fices at the noment. He had plugged in a tel ephone headset, and had |istened. He now renoved the
headset .

"By Jove!" he renmarked. "The peacock did finally turn out to be a buzzard."

He seened much pl eased. He was a broad-shoul dered man with a waspi sh wai st and the wide, flexible
mouth of an orator. Mst striking thing about himwas the i npeccable correctness of his clothing; he
was sonewhat nore perfectly garbed than Herman Locatella, which was saying a great deal. There was
no ot her conpari son between the two, however, except that they were both | awyers.

This man was Maj or General Theodore Marl ey Brooks, em nent product of the Harvard Law School, and
unquestioned | eader of male fashions in America—teader, that is, until of late, when his position
had been nenaced by an upstart named Locatella. Mjor Ceneral Theodore Marley Brooks was called Ham
by those who were his very good friends, or who could outrun him

Ham Br ooks pi cked up an innocent-I|ooking black cane.

"Cone on, Chemistry," he called. "W have tidings to bear."

Chenmistry was Hanis pet chinpanzee; or it was Hanis contention that Chemistry was a pure-bl ooded
chinp, although anthropol ogi sts were inclined to call the animal a what-is-it.

Ham and Chemistry departed a back way; they sinply stepped out of the wi ndow onto a roof which

coul d not be seen fromHerman Locatella’s office suite, and descending through a roof hatch, finally
came out on a side street where Ham had a car parked.

Ham rode to one of the inpressive skyscrapers in the m dtown business district, took an el evator

to the eighty-sixth floor of this building, and passed through a door. Small letters on the door
sai d:

Clark Savage, Jr.

Ham struck an attitude.

"Bark, gentlemen!" he ordered. "Bark!"

The two occupants of the reception roomscow ed at him

One of themwas remarkably w de, remarkably short, and even nore remarkably honely. He had small
eyes, a very wide nouth, features that had been mistreated by other men’s fists, and a hide covered



with bristles which resenbled rusting shingle nails.

He was Lieutenant Col onel Andrew Bl odgett "Mnk" Mayfair. Wthout in any way |ooking the part,

Monk was one of the greatest living industrial chem sts.

The second man who scowl ed at Ham was a huge framework of bones and gristle who had two

outstanding features, the first of which was a sad, funeral-going expression, and the second a pair
of fists so large they could hardly be inserted in gallon pails.

He was Col onel John "Renny" Renwi ck, em nent engineer, and noted for his habit of knocki ng wooden
panel s out of doors when he felt playful.

Monk and Renny, along with Ham bel onged to a group of five who were assistants to Doc Savage.
"COME on and bark!" Ham ordered inpatiently.

Monk and Renny glared at him their necks getting red.

"Arf!l" Mnk said.

"Bowwow, " said Renny unwillingly.

"You didn’t get down on your hands and knees when you barked," Hamsaid. "Do it the way we

agreed. Wen you |l ost the bet, the understanding was that you were to get down on your hands and
knees and bark whenever you saw ne for the next week."

Monk, losing his tenper, shook a fist wildly. He had a snall childlike voice ordinarily, but rage
caused it to lift and take on the stridence of a steamboat siren.

"You been overdoin’ it!" he squalled. "You been goin’ out of your way to nmeet us on the street

and pl aces."

Renny, who had a voice like the roar of a pained bear in a deep cave, put in his bit. "You turn

up in restaurants where we're eating, and expect us to bark."

Monk howl ed: "And |ast night, you turned up at that lecture | was giving before the Chem cal
Institute, and | had to get down and bark, with all themdignified big shots watching. A fine
shyster trick!"

Renny roared: "Let’'s dress himdown with a chair."

"Let’s," Monk agreed.

Ham made a wild junp, got across the reception roomand through a door, which he slamed and

| ocked before the pair of irate wager |osers could reach him

"At least," he remarked cheerfully, "they re not welshers."

Ham had fled into the library, a great vaulted roomfilled with the bluish glow of light from
fluorescent bul bs, and packed with bookcases containing, for the nost part, scientific tones.
"Doc," Ham call ed.

"I'n here," came a voice fromthe adjoining | aboratory. The voice had a deep, controlled quality
that made it striking.

Ham ent ered Doc Savage's | aboratory, the lair of scientific magic where Doc Savage concocted many
inventions and devices, sone of them bordering on the fantastic, which he used in his strange
career. It was a vast room the sunlight slanted in through the great wi ndows—three walls were
conposed al nost entirely of glass—and sprang in glittering reflections fromthe array of retorts,
chem cal gl assware, microscopes, and el ectrical nechanisns. A great deal of the stuff was so
conplicated that Ham had no idea of its nature.

"What was all the noise?" Doc Savage asked.

Ham grinned. "Ch, Mnk and Renny and the bet they lost. They bet ne Harvard wouldn’t win |ast

Sat urday. Now they’'re squawking."

DOC SAVAGE—C ark Savage, Jr., although he was rarely called that—was wearing a transparent
plioflimgarnment which covered himfromhead to foot, so evidently he had been working in the test
chanmber which stood in the center of the great |aboratory. He was, Ham happened to know, endeavoring
to perfect a selective germcidal disinfecting agent which would be effective in epithelial tissue,
where a certain type of cancer was its inception.

Ham | ooking at Doc Savage, felt a little awe. He had never |lost that feeling when he canme into
Doc’ s presence, although they had been associated for a nunber of years. The feeling possibly cane
in part fromDoc’'s appearance. Doc Savage was a giant of a man, and possessed of even nore physical
strength than his size indicated: the great sinews which occasionally sprang out on the backs of his
hands, or the cables that stirred in his neck, hinted slightly at his fabul ous nmuscul ar ability. An
ability, incidentally, that was carefully devel oped and mai ntai ned by a daily two-hour routine of
exerci ses.

Doc Savage was unusual. His eyes, |ike pools of flake gold, seened to have nagnetic power. Hi's
skin had been burned by tropical suns until it had acquired a permanent bronzed hue that was
striking. His features were regular, the cheek and jaw nuscles having that |ithe appearance which is
noti ceabl e about the faces of character actors. His hair, of a bronze slightly darker than his skin,
lay as snmoothly as a nmetal skull-cap.

A man of nystery, alnost a |l egend as far as the world was concerned, this big bronze fellow.

He was nost fanpus, probably, as the man who had given his life to the strange career of righting
wrongs and puni shing evildoers, frequently traveling to the far corners of the earth to do so. These
feats, being spectacular, got public attention. Less well known, but nore likely to go down in

hi story, were the bronze man’s unusual contributions to science and nedicine, sone of them possibly



a century ahead of his tine.

Ham Br ooks, who was capabl e of nmaking a young fortune each year practicing |law, had becone

associ ated hinself with Doc Savage for the same reason as had the other five aids. Hamliked
excitement and adventure and his association with Doc Savage was abundantly productive to both.
"l1’ve got sonething inmportant, Doc," Ham said. "You remenber a | awer | once told you about—ane

of Herman Locatella."

"The one upon whom you have been eavesdroppi ng?"

Ham nodded, then he shoved his jaw indignantly in the direction of the reception room "Mnk has
been going around saying | got a mad up on this Locatella because he was nmentioned in the newspapers
as likely to—er—displace me as the best-dressed nan. But that’'s a lowlife lie!l I"mnot that vain."
Whi ch was possibly a slight exaggeration on Ham's part; where clothes were concerned, if he was

not vain, then the word had no neaning. Also, any |libel on honely Mnk’s character which Ham spoke
coul d be disregarded. No one had ever heard either of them give a courteous word to the other,
except by accident. They squabbl ed perpetually, and spent their spare time thinking up gags to pull
on each other. Al of which nmeant they were actually the best of friends.

HAM st ood | ooki ng sel f-righteous and hopi ng he was decei ving Doc Savage—but doubting it. This big
bronze man, who rarely showed enption, was exceptionally hard to deceive; msleading Doc Savage was
so difficult that Ham at tinmes suspected Doc nmight be able to read m nds.

"This Herman Locatella," said Ham "pulled a crooked deal on one of ny legal clients. So | put a

m crophone in his private office and attached a recorder to it. That way, | began checking up on the
rascal . "

Ham now tol d what he had overheard as a result of his eavesdropping.

"Mysterious business, seens to ne," Ham finished. "And this Herman Locatella, bird of fine

feather, turned into a buzzard."

Doc Savage's netallic features had shown no particular enotion during the recital —which neant

not hi ng, since he had a carefully devel oped ability to keep his feelings where they belonged, in his
m nd.

"Pl anes, bonbs, gas," Doc Savage said quietly. "And a bl ack arrowhead."

"The bl ack arrowhead puzzles ne particularly."”

"Does it make sense to you?"

"No," Hamadmitted. "But it interests ne. It |ooks like the kind of a thing we usually
investigate."

"What woul d you suggest?"

"If we get a nove on," the dapper |awer said, "we may reach Locatella's office intime to
overhear the plans they make to seize these two—er—strange people, as Spad Ares called them Mark
and Ruth Col orado, he said their nanmes were."

"W will take Monk and Renny along," Doc said quietly.

But Monk and Renny were missing fromthe recepti on room

"1 wonder where they went?" Ham grunbled. "They' |l hate to miss this—and |'I| hate not having

them there. Monk knows |’ ve been watching Herman Locatella s office, and he’'s made cracks about it.
I1"d like to see himeat the cracks. Boy, have | been getting revenge on Mnk lately!"

Ham chuckl ed over his bet while a private elevator |owered themto the garage whi ch Doc Savage

mai ntai ned in the basenent of the huge building. They selected a taxicab which seened as ordinary as
the thousands of other cabs on New York streets, the arnor-plate body and the oversized engi ne being
cleverly constructed to give an uninteresting effect.

It was getting dark.

THE ni ght had becone conpletely dark by the time they clinbed through the hatch onto the roof

whi ch adj oi ned the buil ding housing Locatella' s office.

"Over this way," Ham breathed. "You cross the roof to the wi ndow of a roomwhere |’'ve got ny
recordi ng apparatus.”

The roof had a covering of thick asphalt conmpound in which gravel was enbedded, and the gravel
crunched slightly under their feet. Dark clouds rolling out of the west had packed overhead, and
there was chill fog which absorbed the city lights.

Ham st opped suddenly. "What was that?"

It had been a small squashi ng sound.

"Probably a pigeon egg rolled out of a nest up in the eaves," Ham decided. "That's what it

sounded |ike."

Then Ham grasped his throat and rmade a strangl ed noi se.

"Gas!" he expl oded.

He realized ponderous figures were suddenly rushing upon them

"Locatella nust have found out about ne!" Ham barked, and tried to bring his sword—+the

i nnocent -1 ooki ng dark cane which he carried was a sword cane—+nto action.

The assailants, instead of rushing directly upon them raced around them The circling maneuver
puzzled Hamuntil he discovered the reason. The attackers had some kind of a net, probably an
ordinary fishing seine of strong twine, and they envel oped Ham and Doc with this. They fought the
cords, broke a few, but were jerked fromtheir feet.



They lay there and struggled with the net until they had to breathe and take the gas into their

l ungs and becone unconscious. Ham trying to yell for help, managed to emt a shrill and eerie wail,
and al ways afterward it seemed to himthat he passed out while still making the sound.

Chapter V. THE MYSTERI QUS COLORADCS

THE wai|l of a noise that Ham nade carried to the ears of Spad Ames, and Spad | ooked puzzl ed.
"What was that?" he grow ed.

"A tontat," Herman Locatella said. "Or maybe a drunk."

Herman Locatella was feeling proud of hinself as he sat behind his desk, tipped back in a chair,
cigar tilted up in an anber hol der, and adjusted his bow tie. He had just changed to full evening
garb in the little dressing room adjoining his office.

Spad Anes dismissed the wailing sound out of the night and went back to studying his new gang—er
the seven nmenbers whom Locatella, to Spad’'s astoni shment, had managed to assenble within two hours.
Spad was a judge of certain types of character, and he approved of the seven. They did not | ook too
obviously like thugs, not sufficiently so to alarma policeman. Not that they resenbl ed honest
busi nessmen. They m ght have been a group of perfectly honest and dressed-up truck drivers or

wat er - front roustabouts.

They had arrived one at a tinme, and Spad had been listening to Locatella state their
qualifications, which consisted mainly of a string of penitentiary records.

"You'll do," Spad said. "The pay is one hundred bucks a day, payable at six o' clock each day.
Locatella, here, is the bankroll. He pays you. | give the orders."

They watched him They were not afraid of him He was glad of that; he could make them afraid
later, if necessary. There was only one of them about whom he had doubts.

That one seened a little young, and he was going out of his way to act tough. He had sneered at
Spad when he cane in.

"Any of you got a gun?" Spad asked.

"l have," said the young one insolently. "Wat about it?"

"Gve nme the gun," Spad Ames requested quietly.

The youngster drew the weapon with a flourish and tossed it over. It was a nickel -plated pistol
of the $8.98 variety, with practically all the barrel sawed off.

Spad Anes hit the young man. He struck open-handed. The young fellow upset. He was quick, seened
to land on his feet, instantly |ashed back at Spad Ares. Spad dodged. He gave the youngster a knee
in the mdriff; when the fell ow doubl ed and gasped in agony, Spad grabbed the front of the coat and
slammed himinto a chair.

"I'n New York, don't pack a rod except when you need it," Spad said grimy. "Once the cops find a
heater on you, they can hold you in the can until you rot."

The young man cradl ed his mddle, said nothing.

"G ve hima hundred bucks, Locatella," Spad ordered.

Locatella renpved five twenties fromhis billfold and passed them over, without objecting.

"Now, " Spad told the youngster, "you can take that dough and do a scram O you can stay, take
orders and stick that lip out at sonebody besides ne."

The young man fol ded the noney, doing so slowmy, and by the tinme he pocketed it, had thought over
the matter.

"1"11 stick," he said.

Spad handed back the nickel ed gun, said: "Throw that thing in the first river you cone to. It’'s
only good for noise."

Now Spad strode back and forth a few tines. He had put on a good show, and he knew it. He'd had
experience at handling nen |like these. Because he was going to use themimediately, he had to

i npress them—eonvince themthat he knew what he was doing, that he was tough, but also fair,
according to their standard. He had done so, he believed.

He made a little speech.

"We're going up agai nst sonething pretty fantastic," he said, "so if you see something you don't
under st and, keep your shirts on."

He pull ed the strange bl ack arrowhead out of his pocket and showed it to them

"Whenever you see anybody with one of these"—he shook the black arrowhead—grab themright away.
If you can’t take themalive, kill them And be careful. Anybody who has one of these black
arrowheads isn’t—sell —they’ ' re not what you think they are."

They | ooked at hi m bl ankly.

"There are two peopl e attendi ng Phenix Acadeny," Spad Anes said. "They are named Mark and Ruth
Col orado. W are going to get themtonight, and hold them as prisoners."

He gestured, and they all filed out of the office.

"You know where the Pheni x Acadeny is?" Spad asked Locatella.

"Sure," Locatella said. "Uptown."

PHENI X ACADEMY was not w dely known, for the good reason that it did not need to advertise
itself—+t did not use such devices as, for instance, a high-powered footbhall teamto nmake headlines
in order to get students. Athletics were not even included in the curriculum there was no
gymasi um There were not even any cl assroonms of the conventional type. Instead, there were



| aborat ori es.

Pheni x was a nodern venture in specialized higher education. Diplonas were not necessarily

tickets of adm ssion. Instead, one exam ning board ascertai ned how much the applicant actually knew,
and anot her board, conposed of psychol ogi sts, weeded out those who only wanted to learn a |lot, and
use the know edge to get rich. Phenix Acadeny was trying not to turn out fortune-makers. There were
students in Phenix who had never been in a high school, nmuch less a college. And Pheni x had turned
down stellar graduates of Yale, Harvard and Hei del berg. So the institution had a strange bunch in
at t endance.

Strangest of all Phenix students were Mark and Ruth Col orado. They had arrived quietly one day
sone nonths before, plainly dressed, and wearing somethi ng suspended on thin steel hairs around
their necks.

"What previous educati on have you had?" they were asked.

"W understood one nmerely had to take an exam nation here," Mrk Col orado said.

The examining officer had been a little irritated. These two were too confident.

"You'll get tested, all right," he snapped.

Results of the tests were peculiar.

"Amazing minds," reported the general science exanining board. "Both brother and sister have an
astoundi ng fund of scientific know edge which has come from books, apparently. And al nost no

wor kaday know edge. "

Reported the board of psychol ogists: "W are sonmewhat puzzled. Both applicants seemto know
practically nothing about civilized custons. They might al nbst be persons not of this world at all.
They refuse to tell anything of their past. In spite of strange circunstances, we suggest

accept ance, because they unquestionably have the nost brilliant m nds of any Phenix applicants to
date. We recomrend observation, however."

Mark and Ruth Col orado puzzl ed the exam ni ng boards, and they becane an enigma to professors and
students.

Bot h Col orados were perfect physical specinmens. Both had entirely white hair. They were al so of
extrenmely fair conpl exion. They were not, as sone at first supposed, albinos; for the termalbino is
applied to individuals whose features |lack coloring pignent, and usually includes col orl ess eyes.
The Col orados had deep-blue eyes of striking al ertness and—+t was often remarked—ef eaglelike
ability.

Rut h Col orado was breathtakingly beautiful. As was expected, none of the male students |earned

anyt hi ng what ever when she first appeared in classes. But the girl had nothing to do with nmen. None
succeeded in dating her, although practically all tried.

Particularly noticeable was the way that both Mark and Ruth Col orado kept to thensel ves; and they
rarely ventured off the canpus.

Once a professor of |anguages heard them conversing in a strange tongue. The professor went hone
and got a headache trying to identify the Iingo—he' d thought he had a smattering of every |anguage
bei ng spoken, enough know edge to identify the tongue, at |east, but this one defeated him Wen he
asked the Col orados about it, all he received was a strange blank snmile. And he got the idea they
were worried because he had overheard them

On anot her occasion, Mark Col orado went downtown for dinner with some of the nmen students. They

di scovered that Mark Col orado seened a little shy on previ ous experience.

The dessert course cane.

"What is this?" asked Mark Col orado.

"l ce cream" someone expl ained, staring at himcuriously.

" Oh,

They took in a novie, and the strange white-haired fellow stared with rapt attention.

"Li ke the show?" one of the others asked.

"l never saw one before," said Mark Col orado.

They did some wondering about Mark and Ruth Col orado at Pheni x Acadeny. "W recomrend cl ose
observation," the board of psychol ogi sts had said. But the observers couldn't quite make up their
m nds.

Bot h Col orados still wore the thin steel chains around their necks, and one evening Mark and Ruth
Col orado went swi nmi ng and onl ookers got a chance to see what was suspended on the chains. Two bl ack
ar r onheads.

It was noticed that both Col orados seened to like to wal k al one about the canpus grounds at

ni ght.

Rut h Col orado was taking one of these nocturnal strolls, alone, when Spad Ames |unged out of the
darkness and trapped her with his arns.

SPAD barked, "Help me, guys!" and the rest of his nen rushed to his aid. If it struck any of them
as foolish that a long wolf of a man |ike Spad Ares shoul d need help to seize one girl, they were
disillusioned, for Ruth Col orado got hold of one man’s armand twisted it out of joint, practically
yanked an ear off another, and did a quantity of |esser damage before they threw her, gagged her,
and haul ed her into thick bushes.

A man fol ded a handkerchi ef over a flashlight |lens and put a glow on the girl.



"l never saw white hair like that before," he nmuttered. "Except it’s naybe a little |like Spad’'s."
"Gve nme a hand!" croaked the man whose armthe girl had tw sted. "She got ny armout of joint."
Spad Anes yanked strong cords out of his pockets and tied the girl, taking care with the knots
testing each binding carefully.

He seized the thin stainless steel chain around the girl’s neck and dragged the bl ack arrowhead
into view. Snatching the arrowhead quickly, he pocketed it

During the fight, Herman Locatella had remained in the background where he would not be seen and
identified, but his curiosity had overconme prudent caution, and he had stepped cl ose enough to
glinpse the article on the steel chain

"Hey," he said. "Wat was that you grabbed?"

Spad Ames scow ed at him "You afraid of getting that nonkey suit nmussed? Wiy didn't you help
us?"

"1"mdoing ny helping with dollars. Remenber?" Locatella tapped Spad Ares on the chest with a
stiff forefinger when the latter stood up. "Don’t try to shove nme around, Spad. Wat’'d you find?
Anot her arrowhead, wasn't it?"

Spad Anes ignored the question. He | eaned over the girl, produced his own arrowhead, and |et her
see it. Her eyes w dened. She was inpressed

"Were is your brother?" Spad Ames asked

"Why should | tell you?" The girl spoke slowy, as if English was not her natural |anguage

Spad shook the arrowhead to draw her attention to it

"l carry this talisman," he said. "And | have cone out of the mists, as did you and your brother
| am a nessenger. Now tal k. Where is your brother?"

Moved by these magic words, in a |low voice the girl described the exact |ocation of her brother’s
room

Spad Anes sel ected three nen. "You guys cone with ne. Locatella, you keep the girl. W'll cone
back to this spot."

He vani shed in the darkness with his nen

Locatella, who was as intrigued as a Fiji |slander who had just been shown a firecracker, got
down beside the girl. He gave her his biggest smle, the one he gave his client just before he
charged an outrageous fee

"I"myour friend," he whispered to the girl. "That fellow who just left is a liar and a crook."
"Yes," the girl whispered back, calmy enough. "He is very bad."
"l want to help you, but |’'mpuzzled," Locatella said. "You tell me the truth, and |'I| see what

| can do. What did the stuff about com ng out of the mists nean? And what are the black arrowheads?"
"You are puzzl ed?"

"I"l'l tell the cross-eyed world. | can’'t nake heads or tails out of this thing."

"Swel . "

" Huh?"

"You are as big a crook as your friend," said the strange white-haired girl. "And when your
friend reaches ny brother, he will die, and the secret will die with him W had suspected your
friend would cone, ny brother and I, and we have prepared.”

"Spad Anes will be killed?"

"He will beconme as a rock which gives off msts, and any who touch himw || suffer great pain."
HERMAN LOCATELLA strai ghtened and did sone fast thinking which led himto a concl usion. He
couldn’t understand the nmystery, but he was convinced there was a great deal of profit involved
sonewhere. Spad Ames seened to be the man with all the information. It wouldn't do to have Spad
killed at present, although ordinarily the demi se of Spad Ares woul d not have been nuch nourned by
Locatel | a.

As a matter of fact, Locatella had made up his mind to double-cross Spad Ares at the first
opportunity. He suspected Spad had the sane idea

"Watch her!" Locatella snapped. "I’mgoing to warn Spad."

Locatella gal |l oped away. He had heard Ruth Col orado direct Spad to Mark Col orado’s room so he
knew where to find his conpatriot. Spad and his three hel pers were creeping down a hal | way when
Locatel Il a overhaul ed t hem

"What the hell!" Spad Anes said unpleasantly. "You trying to watch every nove | make?"

Whi spering, Locatella told Spad what he had | earned fromthe girl. The whisper was to prevent the
three hired strong-armmen from overhearing

Locatella finished his | owvoiced informati on by suggesting: "Wy don’t we send one of the dopes
in first? If anything happens to himwell, it’'ll be himit happens to."

"Remind me to keep an eye on you," Spad Ares said dryly. "You are becom ng very smart."

They sel ected the nost burly of the strong-armnen for their goat. They stood close to himand
both of them patted his back

"This Mark Col orado knows me by sight," Spad Ares said. "You barge in there and grab him on
account of if I went in, | wouldn't get to first base because he’d know ne." Spad passed the nan a
stout sock filled with sand. A stout sock full of sand was Spad’'s favorite bl ackjack; in an
emergency, the sand could be enptied, and a policeman could hardly call a sock in a man’s pocket a



deadl y weapon. "Bop himone with this," Spad advised. "Tell himyou are the electrician inspecting
the lights."

The man wal ked to Mark Col orado’s door, knocked, and was adm tted when he rmunbl ed that he was the
el ectrician.

He did not cone back.

"That don’t | ook so good," Spad nuttered, after about five mnutes.

"Does this Mark Col orado really know you by sight?" Locatella asked in a | ow voi ce.

"Not that | know of."

"Way don't we all barge in, then? One man can’t lick all of us."

Wai ting had nade Spad Ames inpatient. "Let’'s do that," he grow ed.

THEY wal ked to Mark Col orado’s door and knocked. There was no response.

"It’'s the night watchman," Locatella called in a loud hearty voice intended to inspire
confidence. "Have you seen anything of a man pretending to be an el ectrician?"

"That was a good lie," Spad whispered admringly.

It got no answer from beyond the door, however. Spad then tried the door, which proved to be

unl ocked. It swung open easily.

It was quite dark within, so Spad and Locatel |l a—+hey were taking no chances thensel ves—had one of
their hired helpers reach in and turn on the lights. Nothing happened, so they entered.

They found thenselves in a large, pleasant roomwith a carpet on the floor and confortable
furniture. There were books on the table, a radio near the wi ndow. The wi ndow, Locatella noted, was
| ocked on the inside, and there was only the one.

"Were is everybody?" a man nuttered.

"Try the bathroom" Spad suggested.

The bathroom was in darkness al so, so a man reached inside and snapped on the lights, after which
there was sone hesitancy about entering. Finally, Spad Anes got a hand mirror off the table where
the books lay, and held it inside the bathroom periscope fashion.

"Enpty!" he said.

They exam ned the bat hroom t horoughly. They examined the room The one cl oset was enpty, too, and
there were no nore doors. Locatella raked startled fingers through his hair.

"Nobody in here, and no place they could have gone," he said, and stared at Spad Anes.

"Don't |ook at ne," Spad nuttered. "I can't explain—

At this point, the corridor door slamred. Al of themjunped wildly, then rushed for the door,
the same one by which they had entered. They found it | ocked.

"We're fastened in here!" Spad barked.

Locatella whirled, ran to the window, flung it up, and put a leg through it, preparatory to
junmping. He drew the | eg back hastily.

"We're four floors up," he gasped. "I forgot that."

The lights went out suddenly, and he finished the statement in the dark. They stood there,
surrounded by conpl ete bl ackness, until one of the men, his lungs irritated by holding his breath
too | ong, began coughing. Spad Ares swore at him

"Ki ck the door down!" Locatella snarled. "Way did | ever get messed up in this thing in the first
pl ace?"

"We nake a racket, and they'Il call the cops," Spad warned. "We'll all wind up in the can."

In the bl ackness of the room soneone began shrieking as if trying to get his lungs out of his
chest. It was a cry such as Spad Anes had heard before: on that night weeks ago, after the plane
crash in the canyon, Waldo Berlitz had nmade such sounds as these.

Chapter VI. BLACKIACK FI GHT

LI EUTENANT COLONEL ANDREW BLODGETT "MONK" MAYFAI R, the chemi st who was a nenber of Doc Savage’s
group, was thinking of a great many things to say, and saying themas fast as his tongue could
nanage.

"It was all a gag, | tell you," he repeated at five-second intervals.

Bi g-fisted Renny Renw ck, the engineer, was |ooking speechless and sheepi sh.

"All a gag," Monk insisted.

Doc Savage and the dapper Ham Brooks had finally revived. The gas that had overcone themwas a
type produci ng no harm ess effects, although their period of unconsciousness had extended nore than
an hour.

"You two hooligans," Hamtold Monk and Renny scathingly, "could wal k under a caterpillar and not
touch fuzz."

Monk wai l ed: "How was we to know Doc would be with you? It was a gag, | tell you. Renny and ne
got tired of that hands and-knees-and-bark business. W knew you had been eavesdropping on this
Locatella, so we laid for you here on the roof. W didn't know Doc woul d be al ong."

"What were you clowns figuring on doing with ne?"

Monk and Renny hesitated, then both suddenly burst into |aughter.

"W were going to take your clothes and | eave you to wake up on top of that statue of Col unbus at
the corner of Central Park," Mnk chuckl ed.

"Take ny clothes?" Hamyelled. "Leave ne naked in that conspicuous spot!"



"Except for a fig leaf," Mnk explained. "I had the fig leaf. Brother, if you think finding a fig
leaf in this town is easy, you can guess again. Renny had the | adder—snagged it froma fire house."
Renny |l et out a pleased runble. "Can you inagi ne what the newspapers woul d have said? Anerica’s
best-dressed man introduces fig | eaf as latest style! O sonmething like that."

"That was a | owdown trick!" Ham snapped.

"It was no | ower down than the way you crooked us on that Harvard bet," Renny runbl ed.

Ham started. "You—er—found out about that?"

"Yes," Renny thunped, "we did. And | don’t mind your roping Monk with your gags, but you don't
need to include ne."

Ham had been afraid they would find out the truth. Some days before, he had rigged a m crophone
onto a radi o over which Monk and Ham had been |listening to a broadcast of the Harvard ganme; cutting
the mke into circuit, Ham had described a different and entirely imagi nary game wherein Harvard
lost. Then he had wal ked in innocently, pretending not to know the gane was over, and deliberately
irritating Monk and Renny, had offered to bet Harvard would win. To his glee, they had taken him
up—and had to pay off by kneeling and barki ng whenever they saw Ham

"Well, it was good barking while it lasted,"” Ham said cheerfully.

They went on and clinbed into the office in which Ham kept his eavesdroppi ng apparatus. Ham put

on the tel ephone headsets and |i stened.

"Locatella' s office seens to be enpty." Ham frowned accusingly at Monk and Renny. "You’' ve ruined
our plans. You del ayed us, and the crooks got away."

Monk snorted. "Your recording device was working, wasn't it? All we've got to do is play it

back. "

THI RTY minutes or so later, as a result of listening to the conversation from Locatella' s office
whi ch the recorder had repeated nechanically, Doc Savage brought his car to a halt at the edge of
Pheni x Acadeny canpus. They had nade very fast tinme, and the abruptness of their stop made the tires
whi stle. They I|istened.

"Sounds like a war," Renny runbl ed.

From around t he Pheni x Acadeny buil di ngs were com ng | oud voices, a few shouts, and a series of
irregularly spaced shots. Two searchlights, so powerful that they threw beans which were |like white
rods, were fanning slowy over the buildings.

" Sonet hi ng goes on," Mnk agreed.

Before they could get out of the machine, a man cane dashing through the darkness to their car.
"Are you cops?" the man asked.

"No," Monk said. "W're just curious—

"Not cops—that’s nice." The man showed them a viciously waggling bl ackjack made of a sand-filled
sock, and put the blinding beamof a flashlight in their eyes. "Unload, you yaps! Get out of

t her e—qui ck!"

"Hey!" Monk expl oded. "Wat's goin’ on?"

"Qut with you! We need this car."

Monk blurted: "He's only got a bl ackjack—

"Easy does it," Doc Savage said quietly.

Doc opened the door and got out, and his three nmen followed him Mnk banging the car door
angrily.

The bandit with the blackjack lifted his voice. "Come on, guys!" he barked. "Here's a heap we can
use for a scram"”

Spad Ames and Locatella scranbled out of the canmpus shrubbery. They were foll owed by one nan
carrying Ruth Col orado. Four nore brought up the rear, holding the corners of a stout blanket in
which lay the final nenber of the raiding party.

The man they carried was in a peculiar condition. He was doubled, as if in agony. H's body—t was
obvious no life remained in himwas as rigid as stone. Also, it seened to be steaming fromhead to
f oot .

The taxi headlights, hel ping out the fog-discouraged gl ow of a nearby street light, furnished

fair illumnation.

Doc Savage and his nen gazed at the body, astounded by its strange condition.

The four who carried the formin the blanket did not seemvery happy about it, either. In fact,
they were sweating profusely, and their faces were | ead-col ored. They | ooked as if sonmeone had taken
the lid off things and | et them see the works.

Over by the Phenix Acadeny buil dings, there was another spattering burst of shots, and the

searchl i ght beans waggl ed around |ike the antennae of fantastically enlarged insects.

Spad Anes | aughed.

"They still think we’'re on the roof, where we went after we broke out of the room" he said.

"We'd be there, too, if | hadn't found a freight elevator," rem nded a man who evidently wanted

to call attention to his own merits.

"You're so damm perfect," Spad Ames sai d unkindly, "you should have found Mark Col orado for us."
At this point, Herman Locatella emitted a horrified squawk. Locatella carried a flashlight, and

it had occurred to himto turn the beam on Doc Savage and his nmen, who were standing with their arns



lifted. The others had not recogni zed Doc Savage, but Locatella knew Doc instantly, and let out the
noi se, a wordl ess kind of squawk.

The four sweating pallbearers hanging to the bl anket corners, shocked by Locatella’ s noise, |et
go the blanket. It dropped. The body it contained hit the sidewal k, making a sound exactly as if a
stone statue had been dropped, and one of the doubl ed-up | egs broke of cleanly.

Locatel l a got words comi ng.

"This guy you've held up is Doc Savage!" he screeched.

SPAD AMES wheel ed, his nmouth becoming perfectly round with astoni shnent. "Wat-—what—

"Doc Savage!" Locatella jabbed both arnms at Doc. "The Man of Bronze—

Spad understood, and rust have renmenbered sone of the things he had heard about Doc Savage. H s
bl ackj ack was in his coat pocket. He drove a hand for it.

"Watch out there!" Hamyelled. He lunged for Spad Anmes, but soneone whacked hi m over the head
with a bl ackj ack, and Ham sank and began craw ing around foolishly on the ground.

Fortunately, Doc Savage pitched for Spad al so. Spad, who was fast on his feet, twisted to get
clear. He didn't quite succeed. Doc got hold of his coat, wenched, and the coat canme to pieces. Doc
got the part of the coat containing the bl ackj ack.

Monk had been ogling the body in the blanket, and his small eyes had been al nbst hangi ng out
since he had seen the | eg break of f when the body was dropped. Mnk canme out of his trance and
plunged into the fight.

Herman Locatella drew a snmall automatic; he shot Doc Savage six times in the chest and
stomach—the bullets seemed to have no effect—before he realized Doc nust be wearing sone kind of
bul | et - proof undergarment. H's gun—the only gun in the crowd, incidentally—was now enpty. Locatella
whirled and ran to the car, dived in behind the wheel, and stanped the starter pedal in a frenzy.
Doc Savage, whose novenent always had nethod, worked straight to the bound figure of Ruth

Col orado. He scooped up the white-haired girl, carried her into the nearest shrubbery, left her
there, and raced back to the fight.

Monk had two nen down. He was thunping themand how ing. Mnk liked his fights noisy.

The nel ée so far had been as confused as the first seconds of a cat-and-dog fight. Now it

strai ghtened out.

Locatell a got the car engine started. Spad Anes |unged clear of the scrap, and grasping the

bl anket, he gathered it up, body and all, and jamed it into the car.

Wi | e Spad Anes was working with the body, big-fisted Renny had snatched up the part of Spad
Anes’ coat which had been torn off earlier in the fight. He had felt in the pockets, and found no
arrowhead. Renny was very interested in the black arrowhead. Rushing up behind Spad Anes, Renny
sei zed his trousers pockets and tore thembodily out of Spad Ares’ pants.

Spad how ed and began fighting Renny.

Four of the hired thugs, suddenly deserting the fray, junped for the car. Two of them struck
Renny on the head with sand-filled socks, and Renny fol ded down. Spad Anes tried to get the
arrowhead out of Renny’'s hand, but the engineer’s big fist refused to open.

"G me a hand!" Spad rapped, and they heaved the dazed Renny bodily into the car, where two nmen
sat upon hi mand cl ubbed hi m nethodically.

Spad Ames grasped the blanket, gathered it up and janmed bl anket and body into the car.

The cab roll ed.

Monk roared: "They're all getting away!" and raced vainly after the fleeing cab.

But Spad Ames, Locatella, the four hired thugs, and the fantastically rock-hard body of their
conpani on, all vanished into the fog and darkness with the taxicab. They took Renny with them
MONK st opped and stanped his feet and shook both fists to express his feelings.

"Just |ike a rusty ape," Ham said unkindly.

Monk canme back, found a flashlight in his clothing, and switched the beam over the surroundings.
It was darker, now that the headlights of the taxicab were gone. Mnk discovered that two nenbers of
the Spad Anes-Locatella gang were spread out, senseless.

"Well, we bagged a couple, anyway," Mnk said.

"Whew! " groaned Ham "Did we get away fromthenP"

"Yes, we got away-wait a minute!" Mnk turned his flashlight on Ham "Ain't you a little m xed
up, shyster? They got away fromus."

"Was there a fight?"

"Was t here—say, where have you been?"

Ham felt of his head. "Sonebody kissed ne. | think he used a bl ackjack."

"They got Renny."

"Great grief!" Ham gasped.

Doc Savage went into the shrubbery, then came out again carrying Ruth Col orado over his shoul der.
There was enough noise in the campus shrubbery to indicate the police were approaching to
investigate.

"Here, take the girl," Doc Savage said quickly. "Also pick up the two nen on the ground. Get them
away from here before the police cone."

"1"1l carry the girl," Hamsaid, beating Mnk to that job by a small margin.



Monk asked di sgustedly: "Were' |l we nmeet you, Doc?"

"At your |aboratory," Doc said.

Ham carried the girl. Mnk gathered up the two sensel ess Spad Anes’ nen easily. They vani shed
into the night fog.

Wthin a few nonents, several policenen arrived on the spot. They recogni zed Doc Savage at one,
possi bl y because he happened to hold a high honorary comm ssion in the departnment; or nore probably
because he had addressed a nass neeting of police the week before on crinme-prevention nethods, and
his big bronze figure was easily renmenbered.

"\What happened?" an of ficer asked. "W heard a young riot over this way."

"Sone strangers seized the car in which | was riding and al so sei zed Renny Renw ck, one of
ny—ah—associ ates." He described Spad Anes, Locatella and the others, explained that the car was a
cab, gave its license nunber, and finished, "They had the body of a man with them"

He started to say that the body of the man seenmed to be snoking, and when dropped, had nmade a
sound as if it was rock and one of the linbs had broken off. He changed his mnd. They woul dn't
believe him

Not that he woul d have bl aned them for not believing.

"What is going on?" he asked.

"There you' ve got us," said the policeman. "About half an hour ago, an uproar broke out in the
room of a student named Mark Col orado. The ni ght watchman canme to investigate, and got slugged on
the head for his pains. There was a bunch of men in the room and they rushed out. The watchman
coul d use his gun, and he drove themonto the roof. The cops were called. W thought the gang was
still on the roof. | guess they got off."

"They used a freight elevator," Doc advised, repeating what he had heard one of the raiders say.

The policeman’s expression becanme peculiar. "I don’t believe this, but here’s what sonmebody
said," he nuttered. "They said these guys were carrying a life-sized statue in a blanket, and the
statue was giving off snoke. | guess it was only the body they saw "

"Possibly," Doc said.

"What gave themthe idea the body was snoking, though?" pondered the officer, puzzled.

Doc asked: "Wat about Mark Col orado?"

"Sonmeone saw hi mduring the hoopla, but nowwe can't find him"

"Suppose, " Doc suggested, "we take a |ook at the roomwhere all this started."

Chapter VII. DANGEROUS KNOW.EDGE

ANOTHER of the strange things about the nysterious Col orados was the fact that they had seened to
have plenty of noney, and one of the Phenix faculty nmentioned this to explain the rather pleasant
room whi ch Mark Col orado occupi ed. Doc Savage said, "Thank you," and | ooked around.

The radi o had been knocked to the floor and stepped on, two chairs were upset and the bedcl ot hi ng
had been scattered, doubtless when Spad Ames seized the blanket in which to carry away his unl ucky
hired thug. Struggling feet had goosed the rug out of shape.

Doc paused and tested the air noticeably with his nostrils.

"You're right—there was a queer odor in here," a policenman said. "It was stronger, but the w ndow
has been open." The officer hesitated. "There was sonething el se, too."

"What ?"

"When | first cane into the room the place seened—er—well, like a tonb. It was chilly in here,

it seemed to nme. The cold and that odor sort of gave nme the creeps. Ah—+ hope you don't think |I'm
being silly. But | distinctly got a creepy feeling."

Doc Savage’'s fl ake-gold eyes roved. He had trained his faculties of observation with exercises
included in the daily two-hour routine which he took. Having gone over the room bath and cl oset, he
di d sonet hing which Spad Ares and Locatella, in their hurried dash into the room had not thought—he
exam ned the ceiling

Doc slid the table into the center of the roomand clinbed upon it. The ceiling, instead of being

pl astered, was paneled with a sound absorbent material in areas about two feet square. Doc shoved
agai nst one of these which was sonewhat soiled al ong one edge—the soil ed edge had drawn his
attention to the thing

The panel hinged upward, |eaving an opening sufficiently large to permt the passage of a man

"What is on the floor above?" Doc asked

"The student labs," a faculty nenber explained. "Each Pheni x student is encouraged to rent and

equip a private laboratory if he is sufficiently scientifically inclined. The | abs are small rooms
on the top floor, and are conpletely private. W have had instances of students using them

to—ah—distill their own gin. But usually they do worthwhile work."
"Who used this?" he asked.
“Mark Col orado. | renmenber, now, that he was insistent on having this | aboratory."

In one corner of the lab was a pile of excelsior and the renains of a wooden packing case. The
case had been sent to Mark Col orado by express. Doc made particular note of where it had come from
The case had been shipped from Fl agstaff, Arizona.

Nei t her case nor packi ng gave any indication of what its contents m ght have been.

Doc Savage conpl eted a thorough investigation of the | ab, and another inspection of Mrk



Col orado’s living quarters below, in the course of which he brought out a nunber of fingerprints,
using print powder borrowed froma police identification bureau man who had arrived. He studied the
prints closely, fixing their primary type in his mind sufficiently that he could, by calling upon
his remarkably devel oped nmenory, probably recognize themif he saw t hem agai n.

Meantine, no trace had been found of Mark Col orado.

"What do you nmake of this thing?" a policenman asked.

"It seens rather nysterious so far," Doc Savage adm tted, and |eaving the college, took a cab to
Monk’ s | aboratory. He would have preferred the subway, which was faster, but he was continually

bei ng recogni zed and enbarrassed by stares and autograph hunters.

Then, too, he had noticed another cab following him and he did not want to nmake the trailing too
difficult.

MONK MAYFAI R nui nt ai ned a pent house atop one of the giant needle-thin buildings in the Wall

Street district, where he had a breathtaking view of the |lower city and the harbor. Mnk |liked to

| ean on the penthouse balcony railing for hours at a tinme, and watch the patterns of steanship
lights on the harbor water, for Mnk, hinself as pleasantly honely as a Texas horned toad, was a
great admirer of beauty. The type of beauty he admred nost was in pretty girls.

In addition to a | aboratory which was al nbst as conplete as Doc Savage’'s anmazi ng establishnent at
headquarters, Mnk maintained rather fantastic nmodernistic living quarters in this penthouse. One of
the features was a suite he had rigged up for his pet pig, an animal he had named Habeas Corpus in
order to irritate Ham There was a nud bath for Habeas’ exclusive use, and the nud was speci al

radi o-active mud inported from Cl arenore, Cklahoma, and delicately perfuned.

Doc Savage alighted from his taxicab, and entered the building, then angled over to a corner of
the | obby, taking up a position behind, a pillar to wait.

Mark Col orado cane in alnpst at once. Doc had not seen himbefore, but he recognized the young

man, al though Mark Col orado wore a dark hat yanked down over his white hair. Mark Col orado, then,
must have been the occupant of the trailing taxicab.

Mar k Col orado was being cautious. He gl anced about, then went directly to the elevator, the only
one in operation at this tinme of night, and rang. The elevator arrived.

"This the only elevator running?" he asked.

"Yes."

"Where did you | et Doc Savage of f?"

"l haven't, seen Doc Savage," the operator said.

Mar k Col orado did not argue about it. He took the fellow by the throat with his left hand and hit
the man’s jaw with his right hand, then placed the linp operator in a corner. He closed the door and
ran the el evator up hinself.

Doc Savage raced to the el evator bank. The renmining cages stood at the | obby |evel, but the
sliding doors were closed. They could be opened by key, and Doc knew where an energency key was kept
hangi ng on an obscure hook. He got it, piloted a cage upward, and was careful about stepping out
into the penthouse vestibule, which was dark, and noving to an open door.

Mark Col orado was flourishing a | arge hand grenade. He had plucked the key out of this, and was

hol ding the | ever down with his thunb.

"You can put your hands up or keep themdown," he said. "But if one of you junps ne, I'Il let go
this thing."

Monk and Ham gave the grenade wi de-eyed | ooks. |If Mark Col orado took his thunb off the firing

| ever, nothing on earth woul d prevent that grenade exploding within five seconds or so, and it would
probably denolish npbst of the penthouse, for it was a |arge grenade.

Rut h Col orado, freed of the cords with which Spad Anes had bound her, was sitting in a chair.

There was a radi ant pleasure on her face as she | ooked at her brother, although she was not smling.
She seened to approve of what he was doing with the grenade.

The two Spad Anes foll owers who had been unconsci ous had now revived. They occupi ed two other
chairs, and were tied hand and foot. They ogled the grenade and | ooked as if they wanted to faint.
The pi g, Habeas Corpus, was investigating the ankles of the two prisoners. Habeas had abnormally
long legs, a lean body, a long snout built for inquiring into things, and two ears so enornous that
they m ght have been mi staken for m splaced w ngs.

Chenmistry, Hanmis pet, sat nearby.

"Where is Doc Savage?" asked Mark Col orado.

Monk frowned. "You had better find out who your friends are around here," the honely chem st

advi sed. "W rescued your sister."

"l watched you do that," Mark Col orado said.

"You— Monk frowned. "Wiy didn't you pitch in and hel p?"

"And | et you nake ne a prisoner, too?"

"Nobody, " disclaimed Monk, "is a prisoner around here."

Mark Col orado gl anced at his sister and asked: "Wat about that?"

"They were asking ne questions," the girl said. "And they were beginning to tal k about using

truth serum™

"That," said Mark Colorado grimy, "is what | was afraid of."



MARK COLORADO noved a little and stood under a light, so that Doc Savage, watching fromthe
darkened vestibule, was able to inspect the thing thoroughly enough to be positive that it was
genui ne.

Bot h Monk and Ham were perspiring fromthe strain.

"One of you call Doc Savage in here," ordered Mark Col orado.

"He isn't here," Ham said.

"l know better. | saw you go off and leave him and | hung around in a cab until he |eft Phenix
Acadeny. | followed him Wile waiting, | asked someone who he was. They told me he was Doc Savage,
of whom | have heard and read. It is unfortunate that it had to be Doc Savage."

"Unfortunate?" Ham squinted at him "Wuat kind of talk is that?"

"You have | earned sonet hi ng—

"Brother, are you mstaken!" Haminterrupted. "W haven't |earned anything!"

Mark Col orado said: "You know that Spad Ames is getting a gang together to go back after

sonet hi ng he found sonewhere in Africa—

"Africal" Ham barked. "Wo said anything about Africa? It was in the Grand Canyon badl ands
sonewhere. "

Mark Col orado showed his teeth grimy. "You see? You do know a great deal."

Monk told Ham di sgustedly: "Wat you better do is shut up before you talk himinto letting go of
t hat grenade."

"The fellow is crazy," Ham said. "Anyone who does what he's doing with a grenade is crazy."
"Well, shut up and stop irritating him" Mnk yelled, "before he drops that egg!"

Mar k Col orado spoke to his sister. He used a dialect which, while not unnusical, was conpletely
unintelligible to Monk and Ham

Qut in the darkened vestibule, perplexed winkles appeared on Doc Savage's forehead. The lingo
was conpl etely unknown to him although he could nake hinself understood in al nbst any | anguage or
di al ect, and coul d speak many of themw th native fluency.

Rut h Col orado arose from her chair and picked up the cords with which she had been tied. She went
to Monk and Hamin turn and searched them Then she threw | oops over their wists and began tying
t hem

"What you think you're doin’ with us?" Mnk asked uneasily.

"Unfortunately,” Mark Col orado said, "you have got to disappear, and not be seen again."

Monk said: "You nmean—you're gonna try to kill us?"

"No. You will be taken to the spot which Spad Ares happened to find. You will remain there the
rest of your lives."

DOC SAVAGE eased back fromthe open door, wheeled and entered the section of the penthouse

cont ai ni ng Monk’ s chenical |aboratory. Mnk and Ham were having their troubles with the Col orados in
the residential portion. The | aboratory was a series of large roons done in white, with the
apparatus arrayed in spectacul ar fashion, for while Mnk was unquestionably a great industrial
chem st, he also |loved a show, and one of his proud boasts was that a notion picture producer had
recently taken still photographs of the lab to use as a nodel in constructing a set for sone
pseudo-scientific picture that was in production.

Chenmicals were contained in an array of long netal cabinets in the storeroom Doc Savage went to
the cabinet, and covering his flashlight lens with his palm except for a small crack of light, he
searched. He had worked with Monk here, so he knew the particul ar contai ner which he wanted.

The bottle which he selected, gallon-sized, held a liquid concoction of chem cals which Doc had
recently perfected, but which as yet he had not given a practical test.

Rut h Col orado had finished tying Monk and Ham when Doc returned to the vestibule door with the
cont ai ner of chemical.

Mar k Col orado, taking a small pillbox fromone of his pockets with his hand which did not hold
the grenade, said: "You are going to eat some of these. They are sleeping pills, so don't get
worried. Ruth, take the pills and nake each one swal | ow about four."

Doc Savage cane into the roomthen. He uncorked the bottle. He dashed the contents over the back
of Mark Col orado’s head. When Mark Col orado whirl ed, Doc sloshed nore of the chemical liquid into
his face.

Ruth Col orado started to |l eap forward. Doc thrust the gallon bottle at her, and the chem cal

spl ashed over her face. She gasped loudly, and clanped her hands to her eyes.

Mar k Col orado dropped the grenade. The | ever clicked, and inside the thing the timng nechani sm
began to race off the four or five seconds before it would explode. Doc hurled the bottle of
chem cal against Mark Col orado; the bottle broke and saturated the nan.

Wth a continuation of the hurling gesture, the bronze man lunged forward and down and got the
grenade while it was still rolling.

He threw it through the window, hurled it very hard, so that it would continue outward and
upwar d.

Hi s rush had carried himalnost to the window, so he went flat on the floor below the sill, where
the masonry woul d furnish a parapet. Monk and Ham flopping like fish out of water, had already
progressed through a door into a darkened room they continued their flip-flop progress, their idea



to get as far away as fast as possible.

There was white flash, crash; the entire window junped inward over Doc’s head. d ass | anded on
his body, jangled on the floor beside him G enade fragnents, as dangerous as bullets, chopped at
the wal |l s. Habeas Corpus, the pig, and Chenmistry, the chinp, dashed for cover.

Mark and Ruth Col orado had raced out into the vestibule, the chenical obviously not having
blinded them d anging of the elevator door indicated they had entered the lift.

Doc Savage nmade no effort to stop them

Chapter VII1. RAD O CLUE

WHEN Monk and Ham were untied, they had trouble making their voices function. "Blast ne, | didn't
think | could get so scared!" Mnk nanaged finally.

"You red-headed ape," Ham said unkindly, "if you hadn’'t been busy big-eyeing that girl, Mark

Col orado couldn’t have wal ked in on us |like he did."

"Well, there's no danger of you having red hair."

"Why not ?"

"Nobody ever heard of ivory rusting."

Monk and Ham scow ed at each other. After a narrow escape, it seened that they could quiet their
nerves by insulting each other.

When they had gotten rid of some of the scare, Ham said: "Both of those Col orados are nuts, or
sonething. He wasn’'t fooling with that grenade, and the girl seemed just as cal mas he was about
it."

"It wasn't quite human, the way they acted," Mnk adnmitted.

“I"ll say it wasn't human," Ham agreed. Then Hamrealized he was forgetting hinmself and agreeing
with Mnk, so he scow ed, and snapped, "The girl is all right. She's just got a lot of nerve."
"She had a |ot nore than nerve," Mnk said, and nade a shape with his hands. "Boy, what a form "
"Monk’s heart," Ham expl ai ned, "sounded like a string of firecrackers."

Monk grinned. "I didn't hear yours neking any sound, particularly after her big brother wal ked in
with that iron apple.”

Doc Savage had gone outside to the bal cony, and by | eaning over the cold stone parapet, he could
| ook downward into the lifeless fog that packed the canyon of street that was sixty-odd floors deep.
He thought he saw a pal e spot that m ght have been a taxicab headlight nove away. He was not sure.
The bronze man went back to Monk and Ham

"Did you learn anything fromthe girl before her brother arrived?" he asked.

Ham sai d: "She thanked us for rescuing her. W told her who we were, and she said she was very,
very sorry that we had gotten mxed up in this, because it neant that we would have to be taken into
the msts."”

"Into the msts?" The bronze man’s fl ake-gol d eyes seened to beconme nore ani mated.

"Into the msts—+t sounds silly," Mnk interposed. "But that’'s what she said."

"Was that all?"

"Yes. O course, we gathered that we were to be taken into the mists, as she put it, because we
had found out just a little bit about some tremendous secret. That was the general idea."

"She give information on the bl ack arrowheads?"

"Heck, no! She just told us it was too bad we knew anything at all about black arrowheads."

Monk got up and stanped about the room "The Col orados got away. Spad Anes got away. So did
Locatella. Unless we can get sonething out of the two prisoners we’'ve got left, we’'re sunk."

"Wi ch means we may have troubl e finding Renny," Ham added.

Doc Savage went into the adjacent roomand studied the two hired nen of Spad Anes whom t hey had
captured. Sone gl ass had been sprayed over the pair by the grenade expl osion outside, and one of
themwas staring in fascinated horror at a gouge which a grenade fragnment had nmade in the floor near
hi s head.

"Have you any truth serun?" Doc asked.

"Heck, no!" Monk said. "We told the girl we had sone, trying to scare her. But we're out of it."
"Long Tomhas a new lie detector,"” Doc said. "Get hold of him"

LONG TOM was Maj or Thonas J. Roberts, another of Doc Savage’'s coterie of five associates. The
fifth menber, the |ong-bodied and | ong-worded WIIiam Harper Johnny Littlejohn, was at present in
Mongolia foll owi ng his occupati on of archaeol ogy; he was trying to prove or disprove sonebody’s
claimthat the human race had first appeared in that part of the world.

In the interval before Long Tom arrived, the police cane, but departed when Doc Savage expl ai ned
that he would rather handle this matter hinself, and when Mnk pronised to pay for all the grenade
damage in the vicinity. After the officers left, it occurred to Monk that he had better ascertain
just how much damage he had rashly prom sed to pay for, and he went out to | ook.

Doc tel ephoned the central city police station, and the headquarters of the state police but no
trace had been found of his taxicab or of Spad Ares and Locatell a.

Monk canme back in, nuttering. "I nmust be losing nmy mind, promsing to pay for that damage! |'m
financially ruined! Ham you'll have to |oan me sone dough."

"You broke agai n?" Ham demanded.

"Listen, when | was a baby they paid a nurse to push ne around in a buggy, and | been pushed for



noney ever since."

Long Tom Roberts wal ked in. He was a rather wan-1ooking fellow with the kind of a conpl exion that
made it seem he nmust have grown up in a nmushroom cave. Long Tonis general physical appearance
frequently convinced strangers that he had either just left, or was headed for, a hospital bed. As a
matter of fact, no one renmenbered Long Tom ever having been ill, and he frequently whi pped nuch
heal t hi er-1o0oking men than hinself, two and three at a tine.

"l brought it," he announced triunphantly

He neant his lie detector. Long Tomwas the electrical wi zard of their group, and his | atest

brain child was his lie detector, a supersensitive device which nmeasured tiny electrical currents
set up in the body as a part of nerve reaction when an individual told a lie. The device was about
the size of a portable radio, and sonewhat resenbl ed one, except that there was a large dial and a
needl e, and el ectrodes which connected to the victinis wists.

Monk sniffed and said: "Probably that thing won't work."

"You can ride Hamall you want to," Long Tomtold himlevelly. "But you nmess with ne and you’l

end up like a postage stanp."

"How do you nean—post age stanmp?"

"Li cked. "

Monk fell silent. The truth was that he was afraid of the aaem c-looking Long Tom who
occasionally flew off the handl e w thout warning and performed somewhat after the fashion of a wild
cat.

They questioned the two prisoners, Doc Savage putting the queries

"What do you know about the black arrowheads?"

"Not hi ng, " both answered

"What does the talk about going into the mists, and coming out of the msts, nmean?"

"We have no idea."

"Where can we find Spad Anes and Locatel | a?"

"Don’t know. "

"To what race of people do the Col orados bel ong?"

"Can't inmagine."

Long Tonmi s device indicated answers to all four of these questions to be the truth

"Do you have crimnal records?" Doc asked

"No. "
They were both liars there, however, according to the detector
"We'll take them downstairs," Doc said, "and take a cab to headquarters."

THE trip uptown was uneventful, and so was the ride up in the private elevator to the

eighty-sixth floor; but when they approached the door, they saw an envel ope that had been stuck to
the panel with a bit of chewi ng gum

"Now what’'s this?" Mnk grunbled, and opened the envelope. Printed lettering on the one sheet

i nsi de said

HOW DOES THI S STRIKE YOU FOR A TRADE? YOUR FRI END RENNY | N EXCHANGE FOR MARK AND RUTH COLORADO.

WE TRI ED TO BORROW YOUR CAR. REMEMBER?

"Spad Ames wants the two Col orados mighty bad,"” Mnk nuttered. "I wonder why?"

No one told himwhy. Doc Savage went into the | aboratory, returned with a hypoderm c needl e, and
used the contents to put both of their captives to sleep

"Bring themalong," the bronze man said

They used another car fromthe private garage, this machine a dark sedan that had size, power and
the inpregnability of a battleship turret wi thout being conspicuous, and drove to a small private
hospital on the West Side, where they unloaded the two sleeping prisoners

The hospital, although no one but the managi ng director knew the fact, was maintai ned by Doc
Savage as a conpletely charitable institution for the nearby slum sections. The two captives woul d
be held there until called for

"These will go to college,"” Doc told the hospital director, indicating the two sensel ess
ex-menbers of Spad Ames’ gang

These cryptic instructions would result in an anbul ance calling for the pair before many hours

had passed, and taking themto a unique institution for curing crimnals which Doc Savage nai ntai ned
in a renote, nountainous and al nbst uni nhabited section of up-state New York. At this institution
surgeons trained by Doc Savage woul d performdelicate brain operations which woul d w pe out al
menmory of the past. The pair would receive training in sone trade, would be taught to hate crine and
crimnals, after which they would be rel eased to becone citizens of sonme val ue. No crook—ence havi ng
matriculated in this unusual "college"—ever returned to crine.

Exi stence of this "college" was kept fromthe public for various reasons, one being that the

place was a little unorthodox; and this nmethod of curing crimnals, while it was one that Doc felt
woul d eventual ly be used widely, was sonewhat too fantastic for public acceptance

"Now, " Monk said grimy, "if we just had a way of |ocating Renny."

"We have," Doc said

" Huh?"



The bronze man switched on the radi o which, instead of being | ocated under the dash, was cl anped
agai nst the car top, just back of the windshield. It was a conpact set, both transmitter and
receiver, as well as convertible into a direction finder. Doc nmade the conversion by throw ng
switches, and stopping the car and fitting a small collapsible |oop aérial into the weatherproof
socket on top.

Monk suddenly renmenbered the perfectly obvious fact that all of Doc Savage's private nachines
wer e equi pped with two-way radi o appar at us.

"Doc!" he exploded. "In that taxicab Spad Ames took fromus—you didn't |eave the radio, on, by
any chance?"

"l left the transmtter switched on," Doc admitted.

Monk emitted a pl eased whoop. "Then it’'s probably still on, because the transnmitter don't nake
any noi se, so they wouldn’t notice it."

Long Tom said: "Then we can |ocate the car sinply by taking bearings on the transmtter carrier
wave with our finder."

Doc nodded; he was busy with the direction-finder.

Chapter | X. TRAILS WEST

BY three o' clock in the norning, the fog had turned to thin rain that poured down in |ong strings
and nade sheets on the windshield wherever it was not knocked away by the wipers. The big car ran
silently, the tires nmaking, as they threw water, nore noi se than the engine of the machine.

The road was rough—+t was well north of the city—and the car bucked enough to keep them hangi ng
to the support straps. Monk, Ham and Long Tom woul d have been uneasy had any one of them been
driving at such speed, but their confidence in Doc’s tooling of the nachine was conplete, so they
were relaxing as rmuch as they coul d.

"Naturally, they would go north," Hamsaid grimy. "That way, they would not have to use bridges,
ferries or tunnels over the East River or Hudson that are easily watched."

Long Tomenitted a sharp noi se.

"Hep!" said Long Tom "W'’ve passed it up."

He had been manipulating the direction finder steadily; the | oop had swng around sharply,

follow ng the signal, until it was at right angles to the car.

"W just passed a side road," Ham said.

Doc continued driving. "W will go on a bit, in case they should be watching the road," he

expl ai ned.

Half a mle beyond, after they had rounded a curve, the bronze man wheel ed their nmachine off the
rough bl ackt op pavenent and stopped.

Ham opened t he door, grunbled: "Have we got to get out and swimin this?"

"Too bad about them cl othes of yours,"” Mnk said.

Doc took the radio along. It could be nade portable by |oosening thunb screws, an energency set
of batteries being self-contained.

The rain poured down, brush beat their faces and their feet sank in a |lot of wet |eaves. Trees

t hi ckened, and the branches | acked a canopy that shut out any |ight there m ght have been.

There was a thunp, and Monk croaked, "Caf! | mashed ny face flat against a tree!"

"Probably inproved it," Ham said cheerfully.

Doc Savage suggested: "Use the scanners."

The "scanner" was a device perfected by Doc Savage, and so conplicated that only Mnk and the

m ssing Renny had any accurate idea of how it functioned. There was a projector that put out "black"
light, or light with a wavel ength near the infrared spectrum and which was called "black" because
it was invisible to the unai ded human eye. The goggl es which enabl ed the wearer to see by "bl ack"
light had | enses resenbling condensed-m |k cans, and functioned through the nmedium of rotating
screens coated with a substance which briefly retained a "picture” formed by the infrared |ight.
They donned the scanner. Seen through the devices, their surroundi ngs were a vague, unreal
panorama of bone-col ored objects and intensely black shadows. But it was literally seeing in the
dark; no one unequi pped with the scanners would realize there was any light at all. Doc Savage had
used the devices before; they gave a trenmendous advantage in any fight in darkness.

They made good time for twenty mnutes through the rain.

"This looks like it," Mnk said, and they had been wal king in such an unreal world, as seen
through the scanner goggles, that his voice caused all the others to junp.

THE cabin was not constructed of genuine |ogs, but of sawed imtations nailed on over a framework
of ordinary lunber, although in spite of that it would be an attractive place seen in better

weat her. There was a wi de porch, and on this stood two nmen with shotguns.

The taxicab containing the radio they had trailed stood nearby.

"W could wal k up," Monk whispered, "and cold-crack themtwo | ookouts as easy as falling off a
log."

"Careful does it," Doc warned. "W have had enough fighting and chargi ng around for one night. It
is about tine we nade sone progress."

No trace of |ight whatever came fromthe cabin itself.

They had been standing there some nonments when two autonobiles, both sedans, came |aboring up in



the mud and the rain. The cabin door opened and spilled a great blade of light into the night—t was
instantly evident that they had the cabin wi ndows bl anket ed—and Spad Anes cane out

Locatella alighted fromone of the cars

"Here's the rest of your nen, Spad," he called. "Sixteen of them Sixteen was the best | could

do. "

Spad Ames swore admiringly. "How you got sixteen together so quick beats nme."

"Ch, | have ny contacts," Locatella said snugly. "In fact, | keep quite an organization together
for little jobs which bob up now and then."

The men dashed into the cabin, and Spad Anes and Locatella switched off the car lights, so that

the resulting darkness and the noise of the drizzling rain made it perfectly safe for Doc Savage to
approach cl ose enough to overhear

Spad Anes asked: "What about the machine guns, the bonbs and the gas?"

"Already on its way west," Locatella said. "The pilot was willing to take off in this weather

whi ch gives you sone idea of the kind of a pilot he is."

"You sent the stuff ahead by plane?" Spad said admiringly.

"Yes.
"And that fellow Renny Renwi ck? We don't want hi mdead yet."
"On the plane with our weapons. | figured we should get himout of Doc Savage's reach until we

made a trade—er got hold of the Col orados ourselves, after which we can drop hi mout of a plane or
somnet hi ng. "

Spad Anes nodded, asked: "What about oursel ves? Were do we get planes?"

"We've got them" Locatella said, and | aughed. "This cabin is one of ny places. It's not held in
my nanme, you understand. It’'s—waell, |’ve got two or three of them scattered around in case of

ener genci es. "

Spad Anmes said admiringly: "You don’t overlook many bets, do you? But what about planes for

our sel ves?"

"Cone on," Locatella requested

"Hey, in this rain—

"It's not far."

Spad Anes and Locatella noved away, entering a narrow path walled thickly with shrubbery and
overhung by | eafage. They dashed the beans of flashlights ahead of them as they wal ked, so Doc
Savage used care, not only to keep out of range of the lights, but to keep from being sil houetted
between the lights and one of the guards on the cabin porch

Suddenly they cane out on the edge of a |level neadow across which wind drove the rain in
slanting, tw sting w sps

The hangar on the nmeadow edge was | arge without being conspicuous. Locatella worked briefly with
a key and the padl ock on the hangar door, then rolled the door back

"Nice, eh?" he asked

The two | ean silver planes inside appeared, at first glance, smaller than they actually were
being streamined to an extrene degree. They were dual -notored, the engi ne being the water-cool ed
type which lends itself to nore effective streanlining

"My personal ships," Locatella explained. "Two honeys—and they ought to be. They cost enough

I"ve only had them about three nonths."

"What about machi ne-gun nount s?"

"Already drilled. Al you have to do is clanp the guns in. | have the guns, too, incidentally."
"Then we can take off for the west as soon as we get Mark and Ruth Col orado."

"Nothing to prevent."

Spad Anmes rubbed his hands together. "This is swell. Perfect. Wien | canme to the well-dressed M.
Locatella, | sure didn't nake a mistake, did I?"

Locatella gave his conmpanion in crime a big confidential smle. "I'"'mglad you' re satisfied, Spad
old pal." Locatella clapped Spad on the shoul der. "You know by now that you can trust ne. So suppose
you be a good fellow and tell me what you' re after. Yes, indeed, tell nme. Wat about the black
arrowheads, and what about this going into the msts? It sounds very interesting."

"The hell with you, ny genial friend!" Spad Ares said. "The hell with you!"

AFTER Spad Anes and Locatell a—a drought of words had fallen between them-had gone back to the
cabin, Doc Savage joined his men, who had been waiting in the brush. Long Tomwas hol ding the
two-way car radio in his arms, and Monk was carrying the |oop aérial for the device

"You heard what they said?" Mnk asked grimy. "Renny isn’'t here. He's on a plane that they' ve
sent west with a | oad of weapons."

The horely cheni st was gl oony, feeling | et down because they had not found Renny, their

conpani on, who was a hostage, at this spot. Ham was unusually quiet, not even trying to think up
remarks that would irritate Monk. Long Tomnmuttered: "This is a fine break. | thought we had Renny
spotted. "

Doc whi spered: "There are two ways of hel ping Renny. One of themis to catch the Col orados before
Spad Anes can find them The second is to trail these fellows to the spot where they neet their arns
cargo plane, and affect a direct rescue, if we can."



"Kind of puts us up a tree," Mnk nmuttered. "We ain’'t got no idea where to find the Col orados

And you don’t trail airplanes so easy."

"In this case, we mght manage," Doc Savage said slowy.

"You nmean—-sonebody stow away aboard?"

"No." The bronze man indicated the radio. "Use that. It is a transmtter as well as a receiver

and the energency batteries will operate it steadily for alnost forty-eight hours. We can trail that
transmtter by using another direction-finder."

They conceal ed the radio far back in the fusel age of one of the planes. Long Tom who was thinner
than any of the others, crawled into the cranped space and planted the apparatus

On second thought, Doc Savage concluded to put a radio in each of Locatella’s ships, so he went
back to the taxicab, and worked with the radio that was in the nmachine. Transnitter and receiver
were separate units, although nounted in the sane case. He renpved the transmitter unit with its
conpact assenbl age of batteries, and replaced the receiver and the case. It now appeared that the
taxi radio had not been tanpered with. But Doc carried the transmtter unit back, and they installed
it in the other plane

They put this one inside the right wing. Doc carefully unlaced an inspection port, and placed the
set far back where it was not likely to be noticed, then replaced the inspection port cover

"Now, " announced Long Tom "we're ready for themto take off for the west."

"The trouble is," Mnk nuttered, "they may stick around here for days, trying to catch the

Col or ados. "

Doc Savage had been considering that angle, and it was one he did not like. He wanted to get

Renny out of the hands of the Spad Ames’ crew as soon as possible. He nuch preferred i nmediate
action.

"W will hurry thema little," the bronze nman said

Doc went back to the cabin, placed his nen behind trees, gave instructions, then drew a snal

hi gh- expl osi ve grenade, not much | arger than a bantam egg, froma pocket, and hurled it. The earth
quaked, the big cabin slid a foot on its foundations, and smashed boards clinbed up in the air. A
great gobbl e of echoes canme back from surroundi ng woods and hills

Doc Savage lifted his voice

"You' re under arrest, all of you!" His words were a great crashing that everyone in the cabin

must have heard. "Conme out w th your hands up!"

He did not expect themto obey, and they didn’t. An automatic shotgun ripped out a three-shel

burst, and tore bark off the tree behind which Doc Savage had flattened

The bronze man threw another grenade, a snaller one, tossing it so it would drop on the roof. In
the flash, a cloud of swirling shingles was visible

Men piled out of the cabin. They were arnmed, nostly with automatic rifles, and they turned | oose

a deafening roar of fire.

Spad Ames shouted: "Get to the planes, you fools!"

He got his gang organized, and they retreated rapidly through the woods

Doc, altering his voice until it did not sound like his own, called: "Be careful, men! There are
nmore of themthan we thought."

Monk, fool ed by the changed voice, grow ed: "Hey, sonebody else is helpin us!"

"That’'s Doc, you honely dope!" Ham enlightened him

The engines of Locatella’s big planes began roaring, and both craft shortly npaned up into the

bl ack | eaking ni ght sky.

"l hope," Mnk said cheerfully, "that we scared ‘emso bad they’'ll head straight for the west."

IN addition to the establishment on the eighty-sixth floor of the m dtown building, and the
basenment garage whi ch housed their collection of cars, Doc Savage maintai ned a hangar and boat house
on the Hudson River water front, only a few bl ocks distant. This structure was ostensibly an anci ent
war ehouse that was not being used; the painted sign across the front had peeled in the weather unti
its legend, "Hi dalgo Tradi ng Conpany," could hardly be read, and the walls gave little outward sign
of being as thick as those of an ancient fortress

I nside was an assortnent of fast planes, a true gyroplane which could arise and descend

vertically, and various experinmental craft. There was also a small yacht, very fast, a schooner

whi ch Doc Savage was storing there for his cousin, pretty Patricia Savage. Pat joined the bronze nan
sonetinmes in adventuring, when he did not nmanage to stop her, for she | oved adventure. QG her craft

i ncl uded speedboats and a hi ghly advanced experinental submarine which Doc had constructed for
subseas exploration and a trip under the polar ice cap

They selected their fastest plane, a craft that could pound out of its two huge notors nore speed
than any mlitary pursuit craft, and which was equi pped for |anding upon earth or water

Doc had lately installed a |arge vault which held an assortnent of the scientific devices which

he used, these being packed in cases ready for quick transportation. The cases were nunbered, and
Doc, who knew their contents, checked off nore than a dozen, which were | oaded aboard

Early daylight was whitening the skull-colored strings of rain as they taxi ed out on the Hudson
Because visibility was no nore than a hundred yards, even with the powerful floods spouting white
light, Doc taxied downriver with the wind, then turned the plane—sinply cranking up the |andi ng gear



converted it into a seaplane—and took the air.

"1"11 get on the radio," Long Tomsaid. He adjusted the dials, worked with the direction finder,
then grinned. "They' re heading west, all right."

The two pets, Habeas and Chemistry, were aboard; Mnk and Ham never |eft them behind, possibly
because, when no other excuse for wangling could be found, they could squabble over the aninals.
Monk said: "How about catching the norning news? 1'd like to know who is laying down an ultinmatum
to whomin Europe this norning."

There was no object in operating the direction finder steadily, so Long Tomtuned in a news
broadcast. They | earned about the state of affairs in Europe and in China, heard of another
politician being kicked out of Kansas City, a nmurder in Texas, a bank robbery in Florida, after
whi ch they got a shock.

"When a man bites a dog, it's news, and when a nman steals an airplane, it should be sonething or
ot her, "

the radio comrentator said. "But in this case, a man and a wonan stole the plane. Both of them
had snowwhite hair, the snowy-white hair being news because the pilot whose airplane was stol en
said both thieves could hardly have been nore than twenty years old. The plane was stolen in Newark,
and the thieves took off in the face of weather conditions that had grounded all regul ar passenger
planes. It is believed they flew west."

The news conmmentator was followed by an asininely cheerful fellow who wanted all the little early
birds to look in the mirror and smle, smle, smle.

"Did you hear that news iten?" Mnk yell ed.

"Wite-haired girl and boy sound |like Ruth and Mark Col orado, " Ham sai d.

"The Col orados seemto be heading west, too," Long Tom suggest ed.

Chapter X. CAPTURE

THEY flew out of the rain into bright sunlight two hours later. In a place or two over the

nmountai ns in Pennsylvania, they saw traces of snow, so it was probably cold outside. The cabin was
heat ed.

Monk dropped into the extra seat in the pilot’s conpartment. Doc was handling the controls.

"l been trying to figure sonething, Doc," the honely chemi st said. "Back there |last night, when
you junped the Col orados in ny place you had sonething in a bottle. You splashed the stuff over
them | thought at first it was acid or gas or sonething, but it didn't seemto have any effect on
them "

"It would not harmthem" Doc said.

"What was it?"

"You renmenber the experinments we were making with a nmethod that banks and arnored trucks could
use on bandits?"

"Ch!" Monk grinned. "So that’'s what it was!"

Monk went back into the cabin, and Ham who was interested in knowi ng what he had | earned, asked:
"What was the |iquid?"

"It’s sure hell, ain’t it?" Mnk nuttered.

"What ?"

"The pl ace where the bad people go."

"l hope you don’t think that was funny," Ham said sourly, and added several choi ce opinions of
the Mayfair ancestry, including the variety of trees they had probably swing in.

Monk was irritating Ham deliberately, and Hamwas entirely willing, so the quarrel |asted across
Chio, Illinois and M ssouri.

Over Kansas, Monk ran dry, and sat peering glumy at the vast expanse of flat wheat fields until
he was noved to remark: "Brothers, there is sure a |lot of |and down there."

"And just think," Hamsaid dryly, "you can only see what is on top."

"I think that was some kind of an insult!" Mnk yelled. "Some day, |’'mgoing to—

What ever he was going to do to Ham renmi ned untol d, because Doc Savage called a sharp sumons
fromthe cockpit. The bronze man thought they would be interested in what the radi o was saying.
"This is a general nmessage to all planes in the air," Doc said. "A broadcast in co-operation with
the police."

"A plane stolen by a young man and a young woman, both of whom had renarkabl e white hair, has
landed on a field at MIlard, Mssouri,"

the radi o voice said. "The occupants of the plane forced a tank-wagon driver to refuel the craft,
then took off again. All pilots are requested to report any trace of the plane, a yellow Airpex
monopl ane, Departnent of Conmmerce Nunber NCO973—645. A yell ow Airpex nonopl ane, nunber N-as-in-Nornma,
C-as-in-Charles, nine hundred seventy three thousand, six hundred forty-five."

Long Tom said: "Mark and Ruth Col orado again. They aren’t naking such good tine."

Doc Savage flattened a chart out on the nap board, and noted the |ine which they had flown,
trailing the radio transmtters concealed in Spad Ares’ two ships. The line was al nbst straight. He
extended it and noted that it passed over a part of the Grand Canyon country that he happened to
know was virtually unexpl ored.

"The MIlard, Mssouri, airport," Doc Savage said slowmy, "is located only a fewniles fromthe



Santa Fe Railway. The railway, running in a fairly direct line to California, and passing near the
Grand Canyon, is a logical trail for planes to follow"

Doc swung southward fifty miles or so, and | anded on a renpte piece of prairie near the Santa Fe
Rai | way .

"We can afford to waste an hour or two," the bronze man said, "on the chance the Col orados wil |l
fly overhead."

I T was near noon when Doc Savage, using strong binocul ars, discovered a yell ow nonopl ane
approaching. |mrediately, he boarded his own ship w th Mnk, Ham and Long Tom and they clinbed up
in the sky. They got close enough to the other plane to identify the nunbers.

"That’s it," Mnk said.

Mark Col orado was flying the stolen craft. He banked away, tried flight. But he | acked the
speed—his plane was nearly a hundred mles sl ower—o escape.

Doc flew al ongsi de, gestured orders to |and. He was ignored.

Yanki ng the control wheel, Doc brought his plane up to a point where it flew directly ahead of

t he Col orado ship, and perhaps two hundred feet distant. He flewin that position, and jerked a

| ever on the control panel.

The gas whi ch poured out of tanks mounted in the fusel age of Doc’s ship was one of the secrets

whi ch woul d probably save Anerica fromforeign air raids, if the war need ever arose. It was
colorless. It spread quickly. It retained its effectiveness. And when a plane notor sucked the stuff
into its carburetor, the gas nade fuel vapor noninflammable. The gas would instantly stop any
airpl ane motor of internal conbustion type—and no plane today has a nmotor of any other type.

They saw both Mark and Ruth Col orado start up in alarmas the engine of the plane died.

Mar k Col orado managed a safe landing in a wheat field. He clinbed out with a rifle; his sister

al so was armed. They raced to a small ditch nearby.

Doc dived his big ship at them Rifle slugs snmacked agai nst the fusel age, but did not penetrate
the double layer of alloy nmetal skin arnor.

"Gas them" Doc directed. "Use anaesthetic."

Monk dropped the anaesthetic gas containers, and these burst around the ditch in which the

Col orados crouched. Instantly, both Colorados tried to return to their plane. Mark covered about
thirty feet; the girl alnost nmade it.

Doc | anded near their unconscious forns.

"Load them aboard,"” he directed, and clinbed into the plane the Col orados had stolen. He did not
find any trace of a chart with a destination marked upon it; in fact, there was no chart at all in
the craft.

"No wonder they were follow ng the railroad," Mnk remarked.

Doc Savage took his own plane off, the slipstreamstirring up a cloud of dust that swirled over
the yellow craft the Col orados had been flying. Using the radio, he advised the nearest governnent
airways station where the stolen plane could be found.

"Wl you take the control s?" Doc requested of Mnk, and the honely chem st nodded.

Doc searched the Col orados, Mark in particular. He found a notebook containing notations probably
made during | ectures at Pheni x Acadeny, a pocket knife, cartridges for the rifle, sonme silver coins
and nearly a thousand dollars in currency.

"Wth that roll, | would think he'd have hired a plane," Long Tomsaid, after he had counted the
noney and whi st ed.

He renoved the thin stainless steel chain from Mark Col orado’ s neck, and exami ned the bl ack
arrowhead on the end. The arrowhead had not been drilled; it was fastened to the chain by a band
which encircled the part that was ordinarily bound to the arrow.

"Is it like the one the girl carried?" Haminquired.

"Not identical. But apparently nmade of the same material."

The bronze man stood for sone time studying the faces of Mark and Ruth Col orado. Once, he noved
Mark Col orado’s head in order to get a better view of the nan’s facial contour.

Ham sai d: "Their faces | ook strange, don't they? | can't guess their nationality."

A BIT later, "Locate a wireless station that has a radi o conpass,” Doc Savage suggested to Long
Tom "Preferably one along the Mexican border. W need a cross bearing on the Spad Ares’ crowd,
which will show us how far ahead they are."

Long Tom worked over the radio controls. What he wanted done was a little conplicated when it

came to explaining it to distant operators, but finally he had copi ed conpass bearings, and drawn on
his own chart the bearing |line taken by the distant direction finder—he had |ocated one in El Paso,
Texas—so that this line, where it intersected the projected line of their own bearing, gave a fairly
accurate guide to the location of Spad Anes’ pl anes.

"About a hundred mles ahead," Long Tomsaid. "Less than half an hour’'s flying tinme."

"We shoul d overhaul them about the time they reach the Grand Canyon country," Doc deci ded.

Ham | ashed t he ankles of Mark and Ruth Col orado.

Normal interval of unconsciousness produced by the anaesthetic gas was forty-five mnutes. Mark
and Ruth Col orado revived somewhat qui cker than that. They were very stoical. They nerely | ooked
around, then the girl smled slightly w thout hunor.



"You had plenty of noney," Doc said. "Wiy did you steal a plane instead of hiring one?"

"W wanted Spad Anes to know we were going west," the girl answered imediately. "W did not know
where to find him So we stole the plane to get ourselves in the newspapers."

Doc was inpressed again with the strange accent which rather pleasantly fuzzed her words.

"What nationality are you?" he asked.

She only smil ed.

Doc said: "By any chance, did you, too, cone out of the msts?"

She nodded, but said not hing.

"What does that nean?"

She gave hima rather strange answer.

"A few white nmen have learned the truth," she said. "But only one has carried his know edge back
to the worl d—+that one being Spad Amres."

Her |ips becane thin and conpressed, and after that she did nothing but watch the two pets,
Habeas Corpus and Chemistry.

Monk raised his voice in a yell. He had been peering through binoculars while he flew. Now he
lifted his freak voice.

"Three pl anes dead ahead," he shouted. "Think they re Spad Anes’ ships."

"Three?"

Doc Savage said sharply.

"Yeah. The third one just flewin fromthe south. Guess it's the plane carrying Spad Ares’ guns
and bonbs and stuff. Probably they arranged a neeting by radio."

Doc Savage went forward grimy.

"This is what we wanted—+to find Renny," he said grimy. "W'Il bring those planes down as fast as
we can."

Monk gl anced downward and shudder ed.

"They won't |ike that very well," he surm sed.

IF a great nmultitude of needles, nade of stone and of |engths ranging fromfive hundred to four
or five thousand feet in length, had been placed together in a great bundle with the points
uppernost, the result would have been a fair imtation of what was below. Directly ahead, one of the
great cracks seened half filled with fog, which was a little queer. Fog was unusual in this desert.
Ham | ooked a little queer, and without a word, got a parachute and put it on.

"Cood idea," Doc Savage said, and they all strapped ‘chute harness to thenselves, and upon the
two prisoners.

The bronze man took over the controls, pulled the big ship into a clinb. The three planes ahead
had sl owed, for the plane bearing Renny and the weapons was obviously a slow craft.

A few mnutes later, the three Spad Ares’ planes began circling.

"Looks like they're fixin" to land," Mnk said.

Doc nodded. He put his own ship into a long dive, cane in a | ong npani ng conet-rush out of the
afternoon haze. If there was a | anding spot down there below, he intended to disable the other
planes with the gas that would stop their notors, and foll ow down the one which carried Renny.
They saw Doc’s ship. He had expected that. He had expected the ships to bank sharply, trying to
get into positions for nen in the cabins to use nachi ne guns. He kept diving. There was not nuch
chance that they would do danage, for both w ndows and fusel age of his plane would stop ordinary
rifle and machi ne-gun sl ugs.

What he had not expected was Hanmi s sudden howl from back in the plane cabin.

"Haml Watch out!"

Doc twisted. He was in tine to see Mark Col orado heave up, and with his bound feet, kick the
dapper Ham head over heels. Mnk was already on the floor, where he had been knocked.

It was inpossible for Doc to | eave the controls. They were screanming toward the other three

pl anes; there was every chance of collision.

Long Tomwas on his knees at the rear, working over the engine-stopping gas contai ners.

Mar k Col orado dived for the plane door. He had freed his hands sonehow, but his ankles were still
bound. The door, a siding type, could be opened when the craft was in flight. Mark Col orado w enched
it back, fell out.

He was desperate, he had a parachute, and he took a big chance. He nmanaged to fall onto the

wi ng—the door was directly over the wing—so that he hooked his hands over the |eading edge.

He clung there until, with his free hand, he worked his parachute | oose and hurled it into the
propeller. Twisting at terrific speed, the propeller knocked itself into a conplex knot.

Mark Col orado lay on the wing. Doc Savage, fromthe cockpit, could see the man's strangely bl ue
eyes looking at himsteadily.

The three Spad Anes’ ships were above now. Monk—he had both arns w apped about his mdriff where
he had been ki cked—staggered to the cockpit.

"Fine stuff!" he gasped. "Those guys can fly rings around us now. "

That was true. Wth only one notor, any one of the three planes above was faster. Men were

wr enching the wi ndows open and | eaning out, braced against the rip of passing air, holding

hi gh- expl osi ve grenades ready for use.



Rut h Col orado cane forward, dragging herself by her arnms, for her ankles were bound.

"You see that canyon?" She pointed.

"It's narrow," Doc said grimy.

"Very narrow. But you may be able to land in the bottom It is sand, fairly snmooth."

Doc gl anced at the great crack in the needl ed wilderness of stone. He nodded, said: "W will try
it."

"That is where Spad Ames crashed when he first cane," Ruth Colorado said. "So be careful."
Chapter Xl. STRANGE CANYON

THE sand was not level. It was bunpy. The plane nade sounds sonmewhat |ike a big drumafter the
wheel s touched; then it stopped.

Monk dived through the open door of the ship, |anded upon Mark Col orado, and yelled: "I’ m gonna
turn this guy inside out! Ruin our propeller, will he!"

There was a ripping explosion, a geyser of sand a few yards distant. They were droppi ng grenades
from above. Three nore expl oded cl ose together on the canyon side, and a shower of rock canme junping
down, the larger fragments out-distancing the smaller. Several of themwere the size of autonobiles.
Monk scooped up Mark Col orado and rushed with himto safety.

"l oughta | eave you there for rocks to roll on," Mnk declared unreasonably.

Doc Savage shoul dered the girl, and ran. Ham and Long Tomtried to get an equi pnent case out of
the plane, |ooked at the descending | andslide of stone, and changed their mnds. They raced clear.
The stone struck, knocking the plane about a little, bending it out of shape.

"Blast it!" Mnk yelled. "W gotta get our equi pnent out of that ship!"

Doc Savage stared upward. He thought of the bonbs which Spad Ares had told Locatella he would
need. They were probably in the munitions ship, which was slanting slowy down toward the canyon.
"Run!" Doc said, and set an exanple.

The bonb nust have been one of the new horrors of mlitary science, a conpressed
oxygen-denolition bormb. Its concussion knocked themflat. They were deafened for nonments, got up
with nostrils |eaking crinmson.

In a hundred places, the blast had | oosened the sheer canyon walls. Stone fell, pulling great
comet trails of dust after it. Above the ringing in their ears, they could hear the runbling grind
of the slides. Under their feet, sand trenbled so violently that dust began to arise fromit.

They ran.

Monk, whose short | egs handi capped him began to yelp with each junp. But he did not drop Mark

Col or ado.

A few big boul ders | eaped across their path. Smaller fragments showered them Echoes began comi ng
through the din, sounding |like battery after battery of big cannon being fired in succession.

Doc halted, and the others stopped al so. Monk ceased yel pi ng.

"You sounded |like a coyote after a rabbit," Hamtold Mnk.

Monk let it pass. He was | ooking back at the spot where their plane had been standing.

The dust blew away after a while.

"How deep woul d you say the rock is over our plane?" Long Tom asked dryly.

"Fifty feet," Mnk said.

It was a conservative estinate.

MONK opened his nouth, then closed it without saying anything. Their predi canent was cl ear enough
wi t hout comment. The pl ane was gone. Spad Anes still prow ed around overhead. They could hear his
t hree pl anes noani ng.

"Here's an overhang where they can’t see us," Doc said.

They stood in the niche which water had worn in the side of the canyon and waited. One of the

pl anes, flying very carefully, ventured down sone distance into the canyon, searching. It clinbed
out again, apparently satisfied.

Doc Savage | ooked down at Mark Col orado. The white-haired man's face was placid, and he smiled
slightly.

"You seemsatisfied," Doc said.

"I am"

"Spad Ares is not your friend."

"OfF course not."

"But you hel ped himby disabling our plane."

Mar k Col orado shook his head. "You have the wong slant on that. | have seen a little of your

met hods. Enough to know you will be far harder to stop than Spad Ames."

"But why should you try to stop us?"

"You have |earned that Spad Anes is after sonething nysterious,"” Mark Col orado said slowy. "The
nystery has intrigued you. |f you had nmanaged to rescue your friend, Renny, up there a few mnutes
ago, you woul d not have been satisfied. You woul d have gone on. You are an adventurer. And because
you have an amazi ng anmobunt of ability, you m ght have—well, you mi ght have gone through the mists,
and | earned about the destiny that no man shall know. "

Doc Savage deliberately kept his netallic features expressionless. He was very puzzl ed.

"That sounds |ike—ust words," he said. "Going through the msts. And destiny that no man shall



solve the nystery. Wrds. Just words."

"That is because you do not understand."

Doc Savage gl anced upward, |istening. "You nay be right, at that."

"He may be a little nuts, too," Mnk said. "This thing has had a screwy twist fromthe first."
The pl anes had not gone away. They were out of sight, but all three npbtors were droning

"They seemto be getting ready to land," Doc said

Mar k Col orado nodded. "They will descend farther down this canyon—probably a nmile away. There is
a spot at that point which is wder."

"You' re hel ping us when you tell that," Doc said. "A few m nutes ago, you were fighting us."

"l amnot hel ping you—+ amfighting Spad Anes." Mark Col orado sm |l ed again

Doc turned to Ruth Col orado suddenly. "Wat do you think about this attitude of your brother’s?"
She had evidently been thinking about that, because her answer was pronpt

"The truth about ny brother and nyself is fantastic," she said. "And it is better for no one to
ever know it."

DOC t ook off his coat, a dark gabardine garment. He ripped it into strips. Wth the strips, he
bound bot h Col or ados

"Watch them" he said. "Watch themvery closely."

"\Were you goin’?" Mnk called

"To see about Renny."

H gh overhead, the eroded pinnacles of stone were tipped with the fire of afternoon sunlight, but
here in the depths there was shadow. Not particularly dark shadow, once eyes had becone accustoned
toit, but murky enough to nake the sunlight above seem blinding. Everywhere were the walls of
stone, sheer and towering and causing a feeling of breathless awe.

Doc began runni ng. He had been conparatively inactive for hours in the plane, and the exercise
was wel conme. The air was utterly dry and a little cold

Noi se of running water reached his ears, and soon he saw the streamthat caused the sound. A
small river, it poured out of the base of the canyon wall w th rushing viol ence and a squirning
cloud of spray

It was on the opposite side of the canyon. He did not cross to investigate

Judgi ng fromthe sound, two of the planes appeared to have | anded; Doc believed there was only

one engine still running, although the nmultitude of echoes made it hard to be sure. He continued
running until the canyon w dened abruptly, when he slackened his pace, going very slowy, listening
frequently.

Two of the planes had | anded. The third was coming in, notor throttled, the pilot banking
carefully between the walls of stone. The tricky air currents made bal ancing difficult. The pl ane
seened no larger than a house fly buzzing down into a rut that a big truck had made in soft yellow
earth

When the ship was down safely, it taxied over to the other two craft. A canp was apparently going
to be set up. A mass of boulders lay on the canyon floor at that point, and the streamwas nearby.
Guards scattered quickly, took up positions sonme distance fromthe canp, where they could cover
the surroundi ngs. They carried automatic rifles.

As soon as he saw Renny being haul ed out of the last plane to |l and, Doc noved. He flattened in a
small gully and crawed to the creek. On the way, he gathered rocks until he had his pockets filled.
He had a nunber of scientific gadgets on his person, devices which were conpact, and which he

usual ly carried when fooling around with trouble. He had a gas mask whi ch doubl ed as a diving
"lung." He inserted this between his teeth and applied the clanp to his nostrils.

The creek water was bitterly cold. Rocks in Doc’s pocket held himon the bottom He craw ed

al ong. The current, while it did not have the bounding rush of a nmountain stream was fast. Keeping
his eyes open, Doc renmined in the deepest shadows as nmuch as possible

The first time he crawl ed out of the water, he discovered he'd overshot his goal somewhat

Entering the streamagain, he crawl ed back, with extrene difficulty, against the current. Then he
lay on the bank, exercising rapidly to get the blue cold stiffness out of his nuscles

Spad Ames was giving |oud orders

"Rig the plane floodlights so they cover the whole floor of the canyon," he ordered. "And step on
it. 1t’s gonna be dark before long."

A nman said: "Here is that ball of string you wanted."

"After it gets dark," Spad ordered, "stretch that string between you when you stand guard. |f
anybody should try to crawl past you, there’'s a good chance of themhitting the string."

"Right."

"Now get that fellow Renny out here."

There was a scuffling sound, and Renny said, "Holy cow" tw ce, and a nan yel ped in agony. Doc
took a chance and | ooked. Renny was tied hand and foot, but it was taking four of themto hold him
Spad Ames drew a revol ver and cocked it

"l don’t know whet her Doc Savage is dead or not," he said, "but in any case, | don't think we're
going to need you."

DOC SAVAGE lifted up and threw a snoke grenade. Then he threw a gas grenade, another snoke, and



kept pitching them The grenades were waterproof. The gas grenades weren't noisy. The snoke ones
were. They sounded | ouder than shotguns. Violence of their hatching hurled the black snoke yards in
every direction. Each resenbled, an instant after it exploded, a |arge black octopus; this soon
turned into a cloud.

Doc went into the snoke. A revolver smashed out deafeni ngl y—Spad Ames’ gun, probably.

"Renny!" the bronze man call ed.

Renny answered in Mayan, a | anguage al nost unknown to the civilized world, which Doc and his nmen
used when they did not wish to be understood. Renny was safe, lying to the right.

Doc had a pocket knife out when he reached Renny. He sl ashed ropes, got the big-fisted engineer
free. "Can you run?" he asked.

"l hope to tell you!" Renny booned.

Doc Savage spoke in Mayan. "Go up the canyon. Follow the river. And now-hol d your breath! There's
gas in this snoke."

Renny went away.

The snoke had spread. Wnd woul d soon sweep it away. Doc tossed nore snoke grenades, into the

wi nd where the sepia pall would be carried over them

There was sonme shooting. Three or four men were coughing. Ohers cursed. Doc felt about for the
pl anes.

When he found one of the ships, he felt in his pocket and brought out one of the rocks which had
a sharp edge. He struck it against the undersurface of one of the wings. Wng skin split. So did the
fuel tank. Gasoline flooded down his arm

There was a small waterproof lighter in one of his pockets, and he got it with the hand which was
not gasoline-drenched. The high-test aviation gas caught with a sound that m ght have been a giant
coughi ng.

Doc had fixed the position of all three planes in his mnd. He made for another one. Spad Anes
had becone sil ent—gassed, probably. There were plenty of men left for yelling and shooting, however.
Firing the second plane was managed wi t hout incident, but when he ignited the third craft, flames
seized his arm nade it a bundle of red pain. He ran a few yards, pitched into the sand, and
snmothered the fire before it did nore than scorch his skin.

Suddenly, it was lighter. Wnd was sweeping the snoke away. He had no nore of the grenades, so
there was nothing to do but run for it. He wanted to | ocate Spad Anes, if possible. He did try, but
failed, and had to run for it.

He nade the creek safely, and a few minutes later he joined Renny.

Chapter XII. THE KEY

LONG TOM was st andi ng wat ch, sone distance from Monk, Ham and the Col orados. They startled Long
Tom and after he had apparently tried to junp out of the canyon, he grinned at Renny and said:
"This was once | never expected to see you again, you big lug."

Renny rubbed his jaw, pondered, then said: "Holy cow "

That was the extent of their reunion greetings. They noved on toward the spot where Monk and Ham
wer e keeping the Col orados.

Soon they could hear Monk and Ham The pair were not speaking in |loud voices, but they were
saying unusually violent things to each other, until they saw Renny and greeted him

The joyful reunion was soon over. Habeas Corpus and Chenistry bounced around in gl ee.

Renny wal ked over to Ruth and Mark Col orado. It was getting dark fast; even the reflection of the
sunli ght on the canyon rimwas dying. Renny stared at the prisoners.

"Spad Ames and Locatella know you got these two," he said. "Saw themin the plane. They're not
happy about it."

"What have you | earned about this nystery, Renny?" Mnk asked.

"Well, practically nothing. | know why Spad Ares was so anxious to get hold of the Col orados."
"\Why 2"

"Host ages. He was going to use themas human shields for hinself. Mark and Ruth Col orado—and |
got the idea that is just a nane they took for thensel ves—seemto be very inportant personages in
this place that we've heard nentioned as behind the msts."

"You don’t know what they mean by that silly business—behind the m sts?"

"No. Your guess would be as good as nmine."

"Spad Ames is plenty anxious to get back into the place."

"Yes. | gather that. It is sonething pretty trenendous that he is after."

MONK was not too enthusiastic about |eaving the watching of pretty Ruth Colorado to the others,
but he acconpani ed Doc, at the bronze man’s suggestion.

They went to a point below the source of the river several hundred feet, where the canyon was
very narrow.

"Good place to make a stand, if Spad Ames should try to reach us," Mnk said.

"They are too heavily armed for us," Doc assured him

"Then what’'re we here for?"

He found out. Doc produced a netal tube which was filled with round dark objects which sonewhat
resenbl ed shotgun shot. He sprinkled these over the sand careful ly.



"l get it," Mnk said. The stuff was an expl osive which was not affected by noisture, and
detonated from pressure—an inproved variation of the ordinary Fourth of July spit-devil. An intruder
could hardly pass this point without stepping on the stuff; immediately there would be a loud, if
not very damagi ng, expl osion. Enough noise to give a vociferous alarm

This, Mnk gathered, was to be their precaution for the night. They could get sone sl eep.
Personal |y, he needed it.

It was dark when they got back. Intensely black. Doc Savage bent over the Col orados, as if
testing the ropes that tied them

He deliberately let his pocket knife drop against Mark Col orado’s | eg—as though it m ght have
been an acci dent.

Five minutes later, casually, as if he had just found it out, he said: "My knife seens to be

m ssing. "

"You used it to cut ny ropes,” Renny rem nded.

"l mght have dropped it there," Doc remarked, as if dismssing the matter.

For the next few mnutes, Doc |listened carefully. He decided that Mark Col orado had found the
knife, was using it to slyly cut hinmself |oose.

"Let's get over here a minute, where the Col orados cannot hear," Doc said, "and discuss the
canpai gn plan."

They assenbled fifty yards away, and the bronze nman said: "Don't get excited. The Col orados are
escapi ng right now, probably."

"What "

Monk howl ed, so loud that fifty echoes came back fromthe surroundi ng stone pinnacles.

"Sh-h-h, stupid!/'" Ham adnoni shed.

"Holy cowl " Renny said, trying—to whisper. "Wat’'s the idea?"

"W will trail the Col orados," Doc expl ai ned.

" How?"
"Back in Monk’s |l aboratory in New York, | splashed sone chemical over both Mark and Ruth
Col orado. At the time, | intended to use the stuff to locate the Colorados in the city, but as it

devel oped, we didn't have a chance to do that. W can use it now."

"What kind of chemical is it?" Renny demanded. "And how—*

"Phosphorescent,” Doc told him "That is, it gives off light, but not visible light. It is

infrared phosphorescent."

"Not visible Iight?"

"Unl ess you view it through a fluoroscopic eyepiece," Doc el aborated. "You cannot see X rays
ordinarily, you know. But a fluoroscope nmakes themvisible through the fluorescing characteristic of
certain materials."

The description was a little too general for Long Tom who |iked his explanations to be specific.
"As far back as 1883, a man naned Becquerel studied the invisible region of the solar spectrum wth
reference to the quenching of phosphorescence by red and infrared |ight, and he di scovered—
"Kindly spare us, if you don’t mnd," Renny interrupted. "Right now, | don't feel |ike hearing a
scientific discussion of how and why it works. If it works, swell."

Doc Savage produced a pair of spectacles froma pocket. He broke themat the bridge, kept one

I ens hinself and handed the other to Renny. "Hold that in front of your eyes, and you should be able
to distinguish the faces of both Col orados, as a pale spot of light. That is, if they are visible
fromhere."

Renny peered and squinted. "Holy cow "

"But it has been hours and hours since that chem cal was dunped on the Col orados," Ham nuttered.

"It does not wash off readily," Doc advised.

Renny t ook another squint through the small fluoroscopic eyepiece. "If you fellows think the

Col orados are escaping," he said, "you re wong."

They went back. Mark and Ruth Col orado had not noved. Apparently the ropes which held them had

not been tanpered with.

Doc said nothing. He thunbed on a flashlight, took one of the black arrowheads from a pocket,

| ooked at it thoughtfully, then put it back. He knew both Col orados watched him

IT was near ten o' clock when Mark Col orado threw the ropes off his wists and ankl es, and
approached Doc Savage. The bronze man grew tense, thinking of the knife. The bl ade was short, but it
did not take a long blade to cut a throat. He set himself for defense.

Mark Col orado felt very cautiously, |ocated the pocket in which Doc had put the arrowhead. He

took the arrowhead, nothing el se.

Bot h Col orados then crept away in the darkness.

Doc breathed: "You fell ows awake?"

They were. "I been layin’ here with a rock in each hand," Mnk whi spered.

"Come on," Doc said.

They trailed Mark and Ruth Col orado. The infrared phosphorescent chemical was so pale that they
could hardly distinguish it.

"We're gonna have to inprove that stuff," Mnk whispered. "How did you figure on using it in New



York, Doc?"

"By equi pping watchers with fluoroscopic spectacles sensitive to the stuff, and planting them at
all train gates, bus stations and airports,” Doc explained. "That way, they could spot the

Col orados, even if they did dye their hair and alter their clothing."

The Col orados went straight to the spot where the river poured out of the aperture in the base of
the cliff.

"Holy cow " Renny breathed a nonent |ater.

The river had stopped fl ow ng.

Doc Savage went forward suddenly. The others followed. They stood, a nonent |ater, at the nouth
of an aperture which was perhaps two and a half feet high and seven or eight feet wi de—the hol e out
of which water had stopped pouring. They | earned that nuch by exploring with their hands.

They |istened. Sounds came out of the hole. Noises that woul d be made by two peopl e clinbing.
Monk whi spered: "I'mgoin’ in there! It’'s a secret entrance, or sonething!"

Wth Mnk, to get a violent idea was to act upon it. He dropped to all fours and scuttled into
the hole. He did not get far.

Canme a gurgling roar of water. Also a |ouder how from Monk. The river again spouted out of the
hol e.

Ham unl i mbered a flashlight, fanned the beam then yelled: "There goes Mnk!"

The horely cheni st was goi ng head over heels. He squawked each time he bounced off a rock,
flailed his arns and how ed: "Grab ne, sonebody!" The water had carried himout of the hole with
terrific speed; it rushed himfifty yards before he practically bounced out on the bank.

Monk gl ared at Ham and said: "You laugh, and I'Il take that sword cane of yours and ramit down
your throat!"

"What happened?" Ham asked innocently.

"You know as well as | do—the water just started coming out of the hole again."

"You see anythi ng?"

"Not hi ng but dark."

Doc Savage went back to the aperture in the base of the cliff fromwhich the river spouted. He
used his flashlight, which was waterproof.

"Holy cow " Renny ejacul ated, and pointed with one of his big fists.

Doc had seen it. An arrowhead, black, nore than a foot in length, and inlaid or carved into the
face of the cliff.

"That’'s queer," Mnk rmuttered. "That thing is like the snaller black arrowheads. Wy don't we
conpare ‘enP"

Doc Savage still carried the second of the two arrowheads which had been taken fromthe

Col orados. He produced it and held it close to the black arrowhead on the face of the cliff.

A nmorment later, the river stopped flow ng.

DOC SAVAGE' S bronze features renmined expressionless in the reflected glow fromtheir
flashlights, but the others | ooked startled.

"That —+hat arrowhead-stops the water,"” Long Tom said, putting amazenent between his words.

"But —but how?"

"Have you a pocket knife?" Doc asked.

"Yes. But what—

"Hold it against this arrowhead," Doc suggest ed.

Long Tom stared as the knife blade picked up the arrowhead. "Magnetic!"

"The small arrowhead is nade of |odestone, which is naturally nagnetic," the bronze man expl ai ned
quietly. "Behind the |arge arrowhead on the cliff face is doubtless some kind of a trip whichis
operated magnetically by the smaller arrowhead, and that in turn shuts off the water by a mechani cal
arrangenent . "

"But what —

The river began flowing again, like a great fire hydrant that had suddenly been turned on.

"Whi ch answers ny question," Long Tomsaid. "The thing shuts off for only so long at a tine—ust
I ong enough to permt a person to enter or |eave."

Monk emitted an angry runble.

"Shut her off again!" he said. "I'mwilling to give that hole another whirl."

They shut off the water, then raced to the hole, sank to all fours, and began cli nbing.

"Conme on, Habeas!" Mdnk called, and Ham said: "Chem stry, step on it!"

Chapter X II. THROUGH THE M STS

THE wal | s were dark, snooth, and shone w th wetness which threw back the white spray of their
flashlights in jeweled glitter. The slant was about the same as a stairway, although the steps were
hi gher, about two feet, and of nearly the sane depth. The steps and the tunnel wall were not of the
same stone as the cliff, but of harder flintlike stone blocks joined together so that the cracks
were hardly noticeable. It was perhaps forty feet up to a platformof stone onto which they could
climb clear of the water channel.

The platformwas wet with spray, slick, and Long Tomfell down. He said several words which the
others were not aware he knew.



"Tsk, tsk," Monk said. "Such | anguage!"

Monk then nade an involuntary dash for the far side of the platform for water fell down the
shaft with a deafening roar

There were steps | eading upward

They put their heads together and screamed at each other. "W will go up," Doc Savage said

The stairway foll owed above the roaring streamfor sone distance, then veered sharply to the
left, and they were in a tunnel. The walls were not lined; they were natural stone

Habeas Corpus, the pig, nade tapping sounds as he wal ked. Chenmistry was noi sel ess, although he
chattered fearfully once

Their flashlights poked out cones that seened nmade of thin cotton, an effect due to the presence
of something |like fog. The vapor puzzled Mnk, particularly after they got farther along the
passage

"l thought this stuff was spray fromthe water," Mnk grunbled. "It don't seemto be. | wonder—=
He went silent, for Ruth Col orado was conming toward them Her formwas vague in this mst; she
was within three armlengths before they saw her. It was eerie. She seened to naterialize before
themlike a supernatural body.

"Go back," she said. "There is a black arrowhead on the wall at the head of the water tunnel, so
that you can stop the flow of the water."

She spoke in a |l ow voice. There was tense earnestness in her manner. And when she | ooked at Doc
Savage, there was a warmlight in her eyes

Ham in the background, kicked Monk on the shin, breathed, "She likes him" And Monk, because the
girl was very pretty and he had been harboring sone ideas, turned around and returned the kick to
Ham's shin, with interest. Hanmis yip of pain echoed faintly

"Where is your brother?" Doc asked gently.

"He has gone on, and will return with-with the others,"” the girl said rapidly. "He left ne to
watch and give an alarmif you followed. |—aell—+ know you are not our eneny, so here |—Please go
Pl ease! "

Doc Savage was unconfortable. "As a matter of fact, it had not occurred to us to turn back."
"Why? Surely you canme here for no reason except curiosity. It is curiosity, isnt it?"

"Partially—=
"CGo away and forget all this—nystery,” Ruth Col orado urged. She reached out and gripped both the
bronze man’s arms. "The price you'll pay for learning the secret is too great. So great that |-

don’t want it to happen to you."

There was a poundi ng earnestness in her voice that caused Long Tomto noisten his |lips, and Renny
to open and close his big fists nervously.

Doc said: "Curiosity isn't the only reason we are here. W are fighting Spad Anes. W can fight
himnore effectively if we know what he is after—+f we know what is behind all this nystery."
Rut h Col orado searched the bronze nan's face, said finally: "I amtrying to help you."

"We know that," Doc Savage said gently. "And that is why we are going back."

"Coi ng back!" Renny barked. "But Doc—

The big-fisted engi neer never got his argunent finished. For suddenly, |ike snmoke froma
canpfire, the mists thickened

And it began to get cold

Rut h Col orado put back her head and shrieked: "Don't kill us! I amwth them" Then, apparently
realizing she had cried out in English, she shifted to the |anguage whi ch Doc had never heard
before, and called out shrilly

It was getting colder with incredible swftness

"For the |love of Eskinps!" Mpnk yelled. "Wat kind of a place is this?"

Doc whirled, rapped: "Back toward the river! W may be able to make—

"Wait!" The girl was gripping his armagain. "Stay here! They will not—+ amw th you. You are
safe as long—as long as you do not let nme go."

Qut of the mi sts canme her brother’s voice. He spoke English

"You are a fool, ny sister," Mark Col orado said. "You are saving their lives. W will have them
on our hands, a perpetual source of trouble."

The girl put her chin up, said nothing

It stopped getting colder. The fog thinned a little. There was novenent in the msts, beyond
range of their flashlights

"Do not resist them" the girl said

Monk took two | arge rocks out of his pockets, said: "This won't be resistance. It'Il be a
massacre! "

It wasn't exactly a nmassacre, but it was brisk while it lasted. The m sts suddenly thickened, and
forms canme flying out of them |ong and grotesque forms that hardly seemed human in the strange
vapor. Mnk whooped, dived to nmeet the first one. He drove a fist. The attacker dodged expertly,
t ook Monk around the waist, slamed himto the tunnel floor

Two figures charged upon Doc Savage. The bronze man side-stepped. He made no effort to strike
out, being interested in hearing what kind of weapons they had, and in what the assail ants | ooked



l'i ke.

The attackers were naked, except for short trousers that fitted as snugly as tights. Al had
remarkably white hair. And their bodies, lithe and corded with rippling strength, were greased

Doc laid hold of one of them The fellow was as slick as a catfish. Doc grabbed again, this tinme
for the white-haired assailant’s hand. He got it. The hand was covered with sand, so that it would
hold a grip. Cutching the fellow by the hand, Doc swung him knocked another down

Monk had gotten up, was chasing a man, grabbing himagain and again, only to have the greased

body slide out of his angry fingers

Ham was probably being nost sensible of all. He danced back, managed to unlinber his sword cane
and began pricking each attacker to rush him He made no effort to cut off heads or arns or run
victins through—he nerely broke skin with the tip of the blade, which was coated with a chenical
that woul d cause qui ck unconsci ousness

Mark Col orado cal |l ed out |oudly, speaking the strange dialect. He nmust have called for help
because there was an overwhel ming rush of sem naked, white-haired men

As Monk explained it later, he got along all right until he was fighting at least thirty men at
once, and he m ght have been all right then, except that he kicked a greasy foe, got grease on his
foot, then slipped and fell when he tried to stand on the foot

This was probably a slight exaggeration. They were only fighting about forty opponents, all told
when they were overcone.

Chapter XIV. M ST MEN

AFTER he had opened his eyes, Doc Savage lay for some time w thout noving, although all his
sensati ons were of notion—turning over and over and around and around with sl ow dizzy speed, and in
space—while actually he was lying still. The dizziness went partly away. He noved, first his arns
and then his legs, and | earned he was not tied. After that, he was quiet again, shifting his eyes
and |istening

He got the inpression he was in a very snall place

It was dark. The darkness had a bl ue-black quality. Once, the bronze man thought there were smnal
lights swi nm ng overhead, but he touched his eyes with his fingers and di scovered it was only the
result of being struck on the head—the sanme visual phenonena occurring when a fingertip is pressed
to the side of the eyeball. He did not know exactly what he had been struck with. Seven or eight
sem - naked assail ants had been holding himat the time. A rock, probably.

There was breathing near him then sonme one cleared a throat. Unconsci ous peopl e do not clear
throats; they only cough

"Monk, " Doc said

"How | ong you been consci ous?" Mnk asked

"A few nonents. And you?"

"Longer. | think they beat on your head a while after they got you down. | seemto renmenber
that."

"Any idea where we are?"

"Sonme place |I'Il bet we'll wish we weren't,"” Mnk said. "No. Last | renmenber, we are going around

and around with those guys in the tunnel."

Monk t hought of sonething, called, "Habeas! Habeas Corpus!"

Sonmewhere near, but not in their tiny inclosure, the pig began squealing. Chenmistry, the chinp
em tted some forceful opinions in his own | anguage

Doc Savage lifted up. H's head bunped the top. He explored with his hands, found stout wooden
poles. He also | ocated Ham Long Tom and Renny

"They hurt?" Mnk asked

"Not bad, apparently. They haven't revived yet."

The pig and the chinp continued to nake a noise, and this drew attention. Footsteps approached
and there were low, guttural voices. Yellow light suddenly fl ooded Doc and the others

They were in a cage nade of tough wooden bars—the bars were ocotillo, the desert cactus shrub

al so call ed coach whip and devil’'s wal king stick—that were alnbst as tough as iron. A curtain
covered the thing, and this had been lifted

The men outside were sem naked, white-haired; and they carried a few torches which gave off gory
red light and strings of snoke which m xed with the darkness and the snoky-I|ooking air

Mark Col orado had renpved his civilized clothing. He wore, like the others, nothing except an
article that resenbl ed bathing trunks

Mar k Col orado | eaned agai nst the bars, holding a rock so its red light flickered over them

"I amreally sorry about this," he said. "I w sh you had taken ny warni ng—and not attenpted to
find the answer to this nystery."

Monk grabbed the bars and shook them He yelled: "Sonebody is gonna be a danged sight sorrier
before we're through!" and continued to shake the bars until sonmeone gave his knuckles a whack with
one of the lighted torches, after which the honely chem st bounced around anong the sparks and
yelled so loud that the surroundi ngs gobbled with echoes. "What’'s the idea of puttin’ us in cages?"
he squalled. "W’'re not apes!"

"There might be a difference of opinion on that point," Ham suggested



Monk, too angry to think of a response, sank back and snarled: "I wonder what they done with our
cl ot hes?"

It was a little enbarrassing, too, because all of themwere as naked as the day they were born.
THE cages had wheels. But the region over which they were to travel, they discovered, had no
roads. Strange white-haired men got behind and pushed until they came to the top of a steep hill,
after which they gave the cage a shove. The careening ride down the hill was something to remenber.
The cage junped, bounced, did everything but swap ends. At one point, it nust have been coasting
fifty mles an hour; it seermed |like five hundred.

The captors galloped after them and after the cage stopped rolling, surrounded them and scow ed
mal evol ently.

"They don’t seemto like us," Long Tom deci ded.

"The sentinments are nmutual ," Long Tom announced.

One of the white-haired nen put his hands to his nouth and enmitted a |ow, weird caterwauling cry.
A summons of sonme kind, evidently, because a crowd suddenly surrounded the cage.

The newconers were attired in |long capes of sonething that resenbl ed suede | eather. They wore
tall conical headgear of the sane material. Both capes and headgear were deep crinson in color;
hence the effect was somewhat astoundi ng.

Monk yel |l ed: "How about giving us sonme clothes, you guys!"

They made no answer, but gathered around the cage to stare. There was, it becane increasingly
evident, nothing friendly in their nmanner. One nade an expressive gesture, drawing a finger across
his throat. Two others spat.

Mar k Col orado stepped close to the cage and spoke in a whisper.

"Do not do anything to anger them" he warned.

"If | get out of here," Renny promsed, "I'Il do nore than anger them"

"You idiot!"™ Mark Colorado yelled. "I'"mtrying to save your lives."

"Ch, sure," Renny said skeptically.

"Don't worry. If it wasn’'t that | prom sed ny sister, | would wash ny hands of you. | didn't ask

you to follow us here."

The remark, being true, was something to think about.

Layi ng hold of the cage, the crowd shoved it along. A score of torches shed crinson |ight that
enhanced the bright scarlet of the robes. And abruptly a cobbl ed pavenment was underfoot; then

bui | di ngs shoved up around themin the mst.

Every building, every part about each building, was square or rectangular. They were |ike boxes

pil ed one atop the other, |large boxes on the bottom smaller ones on top. The colors were brilliant
and varied; greens and yellows and blues were plentiful, but nowhere was there a red structure.

Not all of the people here were garbed in red. Twenty of them at a rough estimate, wore scarlet,
Doc Savage deci ded.

"The guys in red seemto be the big shots," Mnk remarked. He raised his voice: "Hey, you

funny-1 ooki ng cl owmns! How about some clothes? |'mgetting cold."

Sormeone hurled a torch at the cage, and hot sparks showered them plentifully.

The crowd seermed to approve; it howed in glee.

"Say, maybe the guy was right about behaving ourselves," Mnk nuttered.

They canme abruptly to a red building, larger than the others, a great perfectly square box of a
structure.

"The jail house, | guess," Renny hazarded.

He was not exactly correct. There was a pit in front of the red building. Ropes were attached to
their cage, and it was rolled over the pit rim wth no regard whatever for their confort. The cage
bottom was evidently hinged so it could be yanked open with a rope, for they suddenly tunbled out on
hard stone, and the cage was yanked upward again.

It was incredibly dark in the pit.

Soret hi ng thudded near them Doc investigated. "Seens to be a bundle of skins," he reported.
"Probably what we are supposed to wear."

THERE were five of the skins, each barely |arge enough for a man to wap around his wai st. Having
donned these makeshifts, they | ooked up, and decided that the pit was circular, since the thing was
edged by burning torches. The m sts seemed to be thinner here, although the air still had a befogged
appear ance.

"Holy cow " Renny runbled, peering up at the torches. "Wuat kind of a place have we gotten into,
anyway ?"

"Kind of a lost valley, or sonething," Long Tom hazarded.

"Sure, sure, but what are these people? They look a little like Indians, only their skins are too
light. And who ever heard of Indians having white hair?"

An interruption arrived in the formof a hurled torch. The mssile apparently had been pitched at
the sound of their voices. It came close enough that the splash of the sparks showed their figures.
Instantly, a dozen torches were hurled.

They scattered hurriedly.

Monk growl ed: "I1'mgonna play their gane with ‘em"



The horely cheni st seized one of the torches, wound up |like a baseball pitcher, and knocked a
tall red cone of a hat off of a tornmentor’s head

An entirely new voi ce addressed them

"Hey, pards," the voice said. "You're just stirrin up a nmess. |If they can devil you, they’l

stay there and throw things all night."

"Who the bl azes are you?" Mnk exploded. He tried to fan a torch into flames for light, but only
succeeded in maeking hinself a target which drew a shower of sticks and small stones. He threw the
torch away

"You honbres kinda nosey over this way," the strange voi ce suggested, "and maybe we' ||l get us
sone peace around here after a while."
They felt their way toward the voice, until they encountered the stone pit wall, along the base

of which was a stone shelf slightly under a yard in width

"You rannies mght as well nake yourselves at hone," the voice advised. "This here bench is gonna
be your bed, table and honme for a while."

The voice was that of a robust old man

"Prospector?" Doc asked

"Yep. Easy for you to guess, wasn't it? Reckon | should ve knowed this was a heck of a country to
hunt gold in, before | started in. What're you fellers? Surveyin' crew, maybe?"

"W were just curious, you mght say," Doc explai ned

"Curiosity kills cats, don't it? It's gonna get you gents a |long and peaceful life. ‘Tain't bad
here, though. Kinda nonotonous, at tines."

"They keep you in this pit all the time?"

"Nope. Unl ess you do sonethin’ you ain't supposed. | tried to clinmb out of the valley. Near as
can figure, that was about a nonth ago. Blast the luck!"

"They caught you, eh?"

"Wuldn't’ve, only | used sonme bad judgnent. Took me a partner, see. Should ve knowed better. W
made us a rope, and | assoed a pinnacle. My partner clinbed up first. Then he untied the rope, and
let me fall back."

Doc said: "The partner was not Spad Anes, by any chance?"

"Way, heck! How d you know?"

THEY were startled enough to remain silent for some nonents. The ol d prospector nust have done
sone thinking in the interval, because he nade a di sgusted noi se

"That durn coyote! | was years figgerin' out the path to escape, and | only took this Spad Ares
because |'mgettin’ old and about as active as a terrapin.”

Doc suggested: "What about this Spad Anes?"

"Hain't nuch to tell about that jasper. H man’ another scallawag like ‘imfell near here in
their airplane. Partner was nanmed Waldo Berlitz if | renenber right. He found one of these hermt
Indians, an’ up an’ killed him So the Indian's friends turned Waldo Berlitz into a stone nan—
"Into a stone man!" Monk ejacul at ed

"Yep," said the old-tinmer matter-of-factly. "Then they ketched Spad Ames an’ brought ‘im here
Spad Ames was a slick one. He learned a lot by playin’ up to “em | think he was goin’ to conme back
if he ever got away. Won't—f he knows what’'s good for ‘im"

Doc asked: "How | ong have you been here?"

"Since fall of 1916."

"Holy cow " Renny expl oded

"Yep. Voted for Wodrow WIlson for second termas president, then headed into the badl ands
Wodrow sai d he’d keep us out of war. Heard afterward they had the War anyway."

"WAit a minute!" Mink exploded. "W're getting sidetracked. Wat about that stone-nman business?"
"Nothin’ about it. They just nmade himinto a stone man."

"You don’t really nean stone?"

"Drop ‘emand they break. | calls ‘emstone. Use your own judgnent."

Monk scratched his head and scowl ed up at the pit rim They were still flourishing |ighted
torches up there, but could distinguish no targets at which to hurl them Monk snorted

"Now | ook, old-timer—ust two things can explain what you're telling us."

"Eh?"
"You're kiddin us—
"I ain't kiddin —=

"Or you're nuts."

"Figure |'mlocoed, eh?" The old-timer sighed wi thout concern. "That's what they always figure
when they first land here. Later, they found out they’'re wong. You'll find it out too, ny
squeak-voi ced friend."

Doc asked: "How do they nanage this—ah—turning a nman to stone?"

"Woul dn’t know. Ain't ever seen ‘emdo the job."

The bronze man abandoned that line of inquiry for another, asking: "You say there are others
here?"

"Hal f a dozen. Two of ‘emare Hopi |ndians who strayed too far fromtheir home-huntin’ ground



There' s anot her prospector, two Mrnons who were runnin’ away fromtheir wives, an’ one ol d geezer
who was an ar ky—arky-whatcha call it?"

" Ar chaeol ogi st ?"

"That sounds |ike what he call hisself."

"Where are they?"

"Ch, they got houses to thenselves. Do a little nore work than the regular inhabitants. Ain't an
unconfortable way to live, though. My mistake was in tryin' to escape. Wat | shoulda done is
married an’ settled down. Only | ain't never trusted wonen."

"Married? You nean that they let their captives intermarry?"

"Sure. The prospector an’ the arky-arky—what you call him+s narried. So are the two Mornons,
with one wife apiece, an’ always arguin’ they're entitled to nore’'n that."

Monk snorted again.

"This place may not be so bad at that," he said thoughtfully.

"Don’t forget Spad Ames," Ham rem nded him

Chapter XV. THE HERM T | NDI ANS

THE ol d prospector, possibly irritated by the aspersion Monk had cast on his sanity, suddenly
refused to talk further until they had given himthe |latest news fromthe outside world. He sat
there and listened to the troubles in Europe, the |latest crooked politicians to go to jail, the
difficulties in China and the baseball situation

Suddenl y, he demanded what they nmeant by the reference to Spad Anes

Doc told him

"That’s bad," the old-timer nuttered. "That Spad Ares was a rattlesnake in rabbit fur. He was a
new ki nd of ranny for these hermt Indians. That’s how cone he | earned so much, then got away."
"What is Spad Ames after?" Doc asked

"You nean—why did he cone back?"

"Yes."
"You got ne, partner. The south end of this valley, | never been in. They don't |et us npbsey
around there none. They got sonmethin’ down there that’'s kinda nysterious. | know that’'s where they

turn a man into stone, though. But that’'s ‘bout all."

"And you have no idea how that stone-nman business is nanaged?"

"Nary a idea."

The ol d-timer was cantakerous. He deci ded he needed sone sl eep, and sleep he did, curling up on
the hard stone; and before long he was enmitting snores that had the resonant volune, if not the
nmusi cal quality, of a saxophone

Doc Savage said: "W might as well get sone sleep ourselves."

So they stretched out on the stone shelf, and were w de awake until dawn. The circunstances in
whi ch they were involved were such that sleep seemed uninportant

As Long Tom nuttered once: "Wen a nman’s got sonething as startling as this to think about, he'd
be a sucker to sleep."

It was all unreal, as if they had stepped in a theater and were seeing a thundering nusical
conedy, full of strange happeni ngs. There was no feeling that anything was natural, or as it should
be. Everything was fantastic, difficult to accept

The woul d-be tornentors with the torches loitered around the pit rimfor an hour or two, then
grew di sgusted and wandered away.

Dawn cane, and they got a closer look at their pit. The sides were sheer, as snoboth as gl ass, and
about twenty feet in height. The pit was, roughly, sixty feet in dianeter

They got nothing to eat that norning

The absence of food piqued the old-tiner

"Wy, dag nab it!" he conplained. "You honbres is fetchin' me bad luck. First mornin’ inny life
they never fed ne vittles."

"You nean," Doc said, "that we are getting worse treatment than their prisoners usually get?"
"You sure as heck be."

"That’'s queer," Ham said thoughtfully. "Wy should they have it in for us in particular?"

SUNLI GHT eventual |y came down into the valley, turning the msts to cream then everything
lightened and took on a glow ng that was reminiscent of a blue neon light. The mists did not seem
quite as thick by day. They had thought it would be inpossible to see through them a distance of
nore than fifty feet, whereas vision could actually penetrate tw ce that distance

There was a breeze, and the mists swept along overhead, blowing |like fog, |ong streaners
squi rm ng over the pit edge. The stuff was partially fog, but it had a vague and not unpl easant
odor .

The faint scent of the mists was one which Doc had caught before—n Mark Col orado’s room at
Pheni x Acadeny, that first tine Spad Anes had attenpted to seize him

"Where does this fog cone fron?" Doc asked

"Tain't fog. Leastways, not entirely," the old-tiner advised. "Fog goes away. This don’t, never."
"Where does it come fron?"

"South end of the valley. Part | was tellin you about-—where | never been."



"Sane part of the valley where they turn nen to stone, as you put it?"

"Yes.
Monk put in: "You know, if sone of this ain't explained to ne before long, |'mgonna get a
headache. There in New York, Mrk Col orado apparently turned one of Spad Ares’ men to stone. I|f |
hadn’t seen the fellowwith nmy own eyes, | would think this stone-man talk was crazy."

The day dragged on, and fromtinme to time, white-haired people appeared at the pit rimand stood
staring. Now and then, soneone flung a rock

The white-haired girls, as Mnk particularly noted, were not at all hard on the eyes

"I wonder what gives themtheir white hair?" the honmely cheni st pondered

"Take a | ook at ne," the old-tiner suggested

The prospector was as ancient as they had expected, with a face as winkled as a di scouraged
prune and a rather gnarled body. H s hair was snow white.

"You ain't no collar ad," Mnk said. "Watcha nean—take a | ook at you?"

"My hair."

"It's white. But white hair on an old goat your age ain't so unusual."

"I ain't so danged old!" yelled the prospector indignantly. "And nmy hair was as black as a pole
kitty when | conme here. Three nonths after | got here, it turned white!"

Doc said: "You nmean that the mists turn the hair white?"

"Yep. Figure so."

"Probably some chemical in this mst," Mnk hazarded, "that whitens the hair. Mght be the

chem cal that gives the odor to the vapor."

Long Tom who |liked his food, had been brooding about the |ack of a breakfast. "How do they eat
around here?" he wanted to know.

"They farm They make me and the other prisoners work in the fields, durn ‘em Course, they work
t hensel ves. "

"This country is as dry as the Sahara
"Plenty of rain."

"\What ?"

"They have a shower nearly every day," the, old-timer explained. "Long in the afternoon

usual ly."

"Holy cow " Renny interjected incredulously. "But it hardly ever rains in the surrounding
desert!"

"I ain"t lyin to you jaspers," the prospector insisted. "It rains. And it’s right cool in the
valley in the summertime, when it’s hotter’n the hinges of Hades outside."

"That doesn’t sound reasonable," said the big-fisted engi neer

"I aint explainin it. I"'mjust tellin you."

It was past m dafternoon when they heard shooting in the distance

IT was a nmachine gun. The weapon gobbled like a ten-ton turkey, short bursts frequently repeated
There were shorter, nore vicious smacks of high-powered rifles.

The expl osi ons canme then. Four of them they were great, deep-throated roars that trenbled the
ground

"Spad Anmes," Doc said in a | ow voice

Hei ght of the surrounding canyon walls nade darkness approach slowy. And soon after shadows cane
creeping, a grimcluster of the white-haired Indians gathered around the pit rim

They did not throw things this time. Their manner was nore grimthan that. They shouted a few
wor ds.

The ol d-timer made a silent whistling nmouth

"Bad," he said. "They're talkin' about killin" you fellers."

"Why?" Doc asked

"You're fromthe outside. They’'ve never |iked outsiders. And now this Spad Anes is attacking the
valley, and they're workin' up a big hate for all outsiders. That includes you fellers."

Long Tom rem nded. "They nust irrigate.”

An unconfortable silence fell. They set on the stone shelf, and watched the faces on the pit rim
until increasing darkness bl anketed the place

"Their |anguage," Doc Savage said thoughtfully, "nust be an extrenely ancient dialect."

"Yep," the old-tiner agreed. "I talk sonme Injun nyself, but | never heard this lingo until | got
here. You know what | think?"

"What ?"

"You' ve seen themcliff dwellin's scattered around over this part of the country, ain’t you?"

"Yes."

"Well, think these people are descendants of themcliff dwellers. Ain't sure, of course. But

they' ve been in this valley for hundreds of years. They' ve got everything in here they need, and the
place is easy to defend. Only that one entrance, closed by the river when they want it to be."
"They’' re not ignorant people,"” Doc said

"Course not. They send a young brave and a squaw out now and then to be educated. Themtwo you

call Mark and Ruth Col orado were the |last pair—they' re son and daughter of the chief."

"If Mark and Ruth Col orado have the chief for a father," Mnk put in hopefully, "they m ght be



able to help us."

"l gather they' re all that's keepin' you alive." The old-timer jerked a thunb up at the rim of
the pit. "lI've learned their |anguage, you know. They ain’t talkin' so favorable about you fellers."
When it was very dark, Doc said: "Let’'s make a pyranid, fellows. It’'s tine we were | ooking over
this place."

Monk grunted, got close to the wall, doubled over and braced his hands against his knees. Renny
clinbed atop his shoulders. Using great care, Ham topped them

There was a clattering sound, and sonmething fell into the pit. They hastily unmade their pyramd,
| est they be discovered. Monk felt around in the darkness to ascertain what had fallen into the pit.
"Bl azes!" the honely chem st said. "Is somebody up there a mnd reader?"

He had found a rope | adder which soneone had dropped so that it dangled into the pit.

Ruth Col orado’ s voi ce addressed them from above.

"You can clinb out," she said. "W have a proposition for you."

Chapter XVI. THE POOR PROPCSI TI ON

CRI MSON seened to be the regal color in the valley. The roomhad walls and ceiling and floors of
exactly the sane shade of crinson. It was a large room forty feet or so in each dinension, except
the ceiling, which was about fifteen feet.

In addition to Mark and Ruth Col orado, there were fourteen others present. Doc counted them while
he listened to the chief talk.

The chief, a tall, lean fellow, healthy and active, bore considerable resenblance to the

Col orados. Obvi ously he had been educated outside the valley, because he spoke fairly understandabl e
Engli sh.

He had nmade a | ong tal k without saying nuch. Evidently they had plenty of tine in the valley for
| ong-wi nded conversation. At the end, he got down to the point.

"The council voted to end your lives," he said, "but nmy son and daughter have persuaded themto
reconsider. We will make a deal. If you will capture this Spad Ames and Locatella and all their nen,
you will be permitted to live as prisoners here the rest of your lives."

When the proposal soaked into big-fisted Renny, he enmtted a disgusted runble.

"Generous, ain't you?" he booned.

Doc Savage asked: "Just what was the idea of voting to kill us in the first place?"

"We do not wish any nore outsiders here," the chief said grimy. "W get along very well by
oursel ves, and have for a long tinme."

"Killing us will hardly prevent others comng, will it?"

"I'f we had killed Spad Anes, we woul d have avoi ded a good deal of trouble," the chief pointed out
| ogi cal ly.

"But we are your friends, whether you think so or not,"

"That is what Spad Ames said. W believed him"

"We're wastin’ our breath arguin’ with these geezers," Mnk nuttered.

Doc said: "What you hope we will do is get rid of all your enemies, then neekly be prisoners the
rest of our lives!"

"What is wong with that?" countered the chief. "It seens very generous to ne."

"Not to us," Doc said. "However, we m ght nake counter proposals and reach a nore fair—=

The ol d chief shoved up his chin arrogantly.

"We are not interested in bargaining," he said. "You will do as we say."

The bronze man’s flake-gold eyes got small fires in them but his voice renai ned steady enough.
"Do you know just what you are going up against in this Spad Anes?"

"W do not fear him"

"Bei ng brave and using good sense are two different things. Spad Anres has plenty of men with him
and he is arnmed with nodern bonbs and probably poison gas."

"You nean that you cannot overcone hin®?"

"l did not say that. W can try. Have you got the clothing you took fromus, and the stuff that
was in the pockets?"

"Of course."

"On the weapons that we had with us will depend our chances of overconi ng Spad Anes."

The chief said something in the dialect. Two of the red-garbed nmen went away, cane back bearing a
basket containing the clothes of Doc and his nen.

Slyly, the chief sorted through the stuff and renoved machi ne pistols which Mnk, Ham and Long
Tom had been carrying. He kept these.

"We're not taking chances with you fellows," he renarked.

Doc Savage deci ded none of the stuff was m ssing. He went through it, poking with one finger,
noting hi gh-expl osi ve grenades, various chem cal and small devices. He touched a nunber of the
things, but always with a fingertip.

"All right," he said.

A man picked up the basket and started away. He covered four or five yards, nmade a nunbling

noi se, and put the basket down. Then he fell |oosely beside it.

The men junped up excitedly. They were very animated for a few nonments, then they began



collapsing two and three and four at a tine.

DOC had been holding his breath; his nen were doing |likew se. They had seen one of the objects he
had touched—a small cylindrical bonmb of anaesthetic gas which had a timng nmechani smwhich caused it
to open several nonments after the |ever was flicked.

Monk upended the basket, began sorting their clothing. They donned sone, discarded other of the
garnents as unnecessary.

"This is a fine ness," Renny grunmbled. "W’ ve got to fight all these guys, beside Spad Anes and
his crew. Either outfit would be a handful ."

"What next?" Long Tom wanted to know.

"Holy cow," runbled Renny. "I'minterested in this south end of the valley."

"We'll go there," Doc said. "But first, we'll go back to the pit."

"The pit—why there?"

"The old-timer," the bronze man expl ai ned. "W need a guide."

There were none of the white-haired Indians around the pit rim Doc found the rope |adder, coiled
on the rim and dropped it down.

The ol d-timer was not glad to see them

"You honbres is a tarnation source of trouble,"” he conplained. "I didn't w sh you no bad | uck,

but | wasn't hankerin’ to see you again."

"Want to guide us around this place?" Doc asked.

The ol d-timer chuckled. "Sure. Mght as well."

They set off through the darkness, the old-timer |eading and meking fast time. Evidently he had
exagger at ed sonewhat about being no nore active than a terrapin.

When they reached the steep hill down which the cage had rolled with such jouncing violence the

ni ght before, their guide stopped.

"l ain’t useful fromhere on," he said.

Hi s voice did not hold a great deal of enthusiasm about venturing farther toward the south end of
the vall ey.

"Woul d you help us by waiting here, and giving an alarmin case we're foll owed?" Doc asked.

"Sure as tootin'."

They left himthere. The hill was snmooth, slippery and difficult clinbing. "Wonder we didn't get
killed in that cage," Hamsaid grimy.

Doc said: "That shooting and bonbing this afternoon was down in this end of the valley. Evidently
Spad Anmes was trying to force an entrance."

The bronze nman nade the remark because of dull thunping sounds which he coul d hear occasionally.
The noises were irregularly spaced. He went toward them noving ahead of the others, using extrene
caution.

The t hunpi ng noi ses becane audible to the |l ess intensively trained hearing of the others.

"Sounds |ike shooting," Mnk nuttered.

"Wait here," Doc said in a |ow voice.

He found the nouth of the tunnel five minutes after he had | eft the others. The thunping noises
guided him As nearly as he could ascertain with his hands, it was a great gaping aperture.
Extrenely cold air blew out of the opening.

Doc went back to the others.

"You wait outside," he directed. "No need of all of us getting trapped in there." Then he added
sharply: "Wait! There are torches com ng!"

ABOUT a dozen natives came fromthe direction of the village of box-shaped stone houses. There
were three torch bearers in the group. They were hardly excited enough to be pursuers.

They strode into the tunnel, and Doc foll owed.

The bronze man kept close enough on their heels to get sonme benefit of the torchlight. That was
probably fortunate, because there were points where the passage worked al ong the edge of great pits.
This was a natural cave for the nost part, eroded by underground water in the course of innunerable
centuries.

The sounds he had been hearing were shooting.

Suddenly, there were many nmen ahead. They were gathered about a steeply sloping tunnel, behind a
barricade of huge boul ders. There were other boul ders behind the barricade—ammunition, it appeared,;
for at intervals, nmen woul d seize one of the stones and pitch it over the barricade, where it went
t humpi ng down the steep shaft beyond. Sonetimes one of the mssiles caused pained hows; nore often,
there were answering shots.

The Spad Ames gang nust have bl asted open the secret entrance closed by the river flow ng out of
the cliff. They had penetrated this far, and were being stood off by the primtive device of rolled
boul ders.

None of the white-haired Indians carried weapons. For that natter, the old-tiner had expl ai ned
that for generations there had been no need of weapons in the valley.

The ineffectiveness of gas—Spad Ames undoubtedly had gas—puzzl ed Doc Savage for a nonment. Then he
noticed the strong current of chill air, concluded this wi nd was bl owi ng the poi sonous funes out as
fast as they were rel eased.



Suddenl y, Doc whi pped back and sought cover

A file of white-haired nen was approaching. They had cl anbered down out of a shaft which Ied
upward. Each carried a burden. As they passed, Doc paid particular attention to the peculiar
substance which they were carrying

The stuff had a greenish-yell ow hue, resenbling sul phur somewhat. It was in sizable blocks, as if
the lunps had been mined froma great mass

Each of the carriers was very careful to keep his hands wapped in nmany folds of coarse cloth

As they approached, Doc hurriedly delved into his clothing for an article he always carried—a
long, stout silk cord, to one end of which a collapsible grapple was fixed. Ordinarily he used the
device for surnounting walls

He flipped the silk line out fromthe niche in which he had hidden hinself, nade it fall in a

| oop on the cavern floor. Waiting, he held the two ends

He began to think that none of the burden bearers were going to step in the | oop he had nmade. But
finally one put his foot down in the proper spot. Doc jerked. The bearer upset. Doc hurriedly haul ed
inthe silk line, got it out of sight before they discovered it

The man who had fallen said a great many words in his native | anguage, all of it forceful. Then
he got up and scowl ed at his |lunp of greenish-yellow material, which he had dropped. It lay in two
| arge pieces, and sone snaller ones

He gathered the two |unps together, left the smaller ones, and went on with the others

Doc glided out of the niche, used his flashlight—t had been recovered along with his clothing
and gadget s—and nmade the beamvery small, dashed it only nmonmentarily.

Spreadi ng his handkerchi ef, the bronze man raked some of the greeni sh-yell ow substance onto the
fabric, not using a finger for the raking, but the flashlight

He returned to his nen

"WE were beginning not to like waiting," Long Tominforned him

There was nore shooting back in the cavern, continuous but irregular, as if a child mght be
playing aimessly with a drumin the depths

"Sounds like a nice little war going on in there," Mnk suggested. Wars always interested Mnk
Doc Savage spread his handkerchief on the ground and put a flashlight beam on the yell ow green
particles

" About the same col or as sul phur,"” Ham suggest ed

"Or the color your face is gonna be after | choke you one of these days, providin' you keep
nmessin’ with me," Mnk told him

Doc scrutinized the material intently. He had no pocket magnifier, sonmething he would have |iked
to use. He snelled the stuff

It had an odor, but not particularly strong

Very carefully, he rolled a small particle of the stuff onto the pal mof his hand—and suddenly
dropped it

Wth furious haste, and sone slight trace of pain on his netallic face, the bronze nan scrubbed
his hand in the sand. He rubbed it against his trousers leg, scrubbed it again

"Holy cow The stuff bite you?" Renny peered with great interest

Doc Savage snapped the fingers of the hand several tinmes, then put a light on the palmso the
others coul d see

An unpl easantly large blister was already rising

" Shoul d have known better," he said thoughtfully. "Already had a pretty good idea of what the
stuff was."

"You had—Wait a mnute!" Mnk forgot to whisper, and gave a squawk of excitenent. "You know what
it is?"

"Not the exact chem cal conposition,” Doc said. "A chemical analysis will show that."

"But | don't get it!"

I nstead of explaining, Doc said: "Listen!"

They held their breaths, instinctively extinguishing their flashlights in alarm and it was very
still; except for two deep thunping noises frominside the cave, and al so very dark, although they
coul d hear the night breeze noving through nearby crags, and the odor of the mists was a faintly
pl easant redol ence

"I don't hear nothin’," Mnk said

Doc, who had trained his hearing with years of scientific exercise, caught a faintly cautious

voi ce sone distance away calling: "Doc Savage! Hey, where the heck are you?"

"ad-timer!" Doc called

The ol d prospector scranbled up to them "They found out you got away," he said. "And they ve got
a war party on your trail.'

"Fat chance they’ ve got of findin us," Mnk said

"That’s where you' re wong, good-lookin’ feller,"” the old-tiner told homely Mnk. "They' ve got

bl oodhounds. "

" Bl oodhounds?"

"Well, these dogs ain't the |long-eared kind of pot licker, but they can trail a man. Listen."



The night stillness was broken abruptly by the long kiyoodling how of a dog taking up a trail.
"They can’t trail so good in the msts, and they had lost the trail," the old-tinmer explained.
"They’' ve got it again now. W better be doing sonething."

Doc wheel ed toward the tunnel nmouth, and the others followed him for greater conveni ence each
man holding to the belt of the man ahead of him They entered the tunnel.

"Dag nab it!" the old-tiner exclaimed delightedly. "Did you find a way out of the valley?"

"Wth the best of luck," Doc said, "it may be sort of an indirect route."

Chapter XVII. THE STRANGE CAVERN

DOC did not go directly to the barricade where the natives were hol ding Spad Anes’ nen back.
Instead, he turned off into the shaft down which he had seen the file of nmen conme bearing the
strange greeni sh-yel |l ow chemi cal .

The shaft was narrow, crooked, the work of some prehistoric trickle of water. Once, when Monk
happened to splash his flashlight beam upward, he stopped and poi nted.

"Look up in there, Doc," he suggested.

High in a cranny overhead was a snall vein of the greenish-yellow chemcal.

Doc said: "There were probably veins of the stuff all through this peak to begin with, and water
washed it away, |eaving this cavern. That underground river which cones out at the base of the
cliff—you remenber how cold the water was?"

"What has cold water got to do with it?"

"Conme on. | may be able to show you."

The vague odor grew nore noticeable as they progressed, and it dawned on the others why Doc
Savage had come in this direction.

"That snell is getting strong enough that the dogs won’t be able to trail us," big-fisted Renny
runbl ed cheerfully.

They cane to a | arger chanber, a place so vast that its Iength dinmension was lost in the msts,

al though its width appeared to be at |east two hundred feet, Doc found upon scouting.

The left wall of the chanmber was conposed for the nost part of the greenish-yellow chenical.
Several of the white-haired Indians were working with long sticks, digging holes, then prying

| oose |lunps of the chemical. Their torches threw pale-red |light.

"Come on," Doc whi spered.

They noved very cautiously and, not using their flashlights, passed the workers. The floor of the
chanber slanted upward shortly, and they began to hear sounds of running water. Then they were
clinmbing stones laid in masonry.

The damreached nearly to the ceiling—there was, in fact, only a narrow aperture at the top, and
that could be closed by a great pivoted stone slab of a door.

A smal | underground river was rushing down, beating against the dam and glancing off into

anot her channel .

"This must be the streamthey used to close the secret entrance,"” Mnk deci ded.

Doc voiced his own opinion. "At one tine, the streamflowed into the cavern through which we just
passed. The natives nmanaged to damit and divert it into another arm of the network of caves, and
made their secret entrance."

The bronze man was thoughtful a nmoment.

"That gave them access to the chem cal deposit," he added. "And |l ately, they nust have consi dered
maki ng arrangenents with the outside world to market the chem cal comercially."”

Renny said: "Holy cow What is the stuff, Doc?"

I NSTEAD of explaining directly, the bronze man cleared up details that had been puzzling the

ot hers.

"Mark Col orado had sonme of the chemical at the Phenix Acadeny," the bronze man said. "There was a
packing case in his room so probably the stuff was shipped to himin that. He evidently planned to
market it, as | said. It was an excellent idea, because no natural deposit of the stuff has been
found anywhere el se. A conmmercial mxture probably sonewhat sinmlar has recently been narketed,
however . "

"WAit a minute!" Renny exploded. "You say sonething simlar to this stuff is on the market?"

Doc Savage nodded. The others were staring at his bronze features, lined in flashlight glow

"It has long been the dream of chem sts to discover a refrigerant which could be safely handl ed, "
Doc said. "You are all famliar with dry ice, or solidified carbon dioxide, which has a tenperature
of one hundred and ni ne degrees bel ow zero."

"What has dry ice got to do— Renny paused, swallowed, said: "I begin to get this."

"The recently marketed material," Doc continued, "is a conbination of bicarbonate of soda and

ot her substances, which the fornmula owner is keeping secret, which forns a powder. Wien water is
added to this powder, it becones violently cold. One pound of it is clained to have the cooling
power of at least fifty pounds of ice."

They thought this over. A great deal was beconing clear.

"Thi s greenish-yellow stuff,” Mnk said, "beconmes cold when you add water to it."

"Very cold," Doc agreed. "As cold, apparently, as liquid air, the tenperature of which is
extremely low. As you know, a piece of beefsteak, for instance, when dipped in liquid air, instantly



becones so cold that it is as hard as stone and may be broken like glass."

Monk gave a bark of astonishnent. "That explains the so-called stone nen! They were sinply frozen
with this stuffl”

"Exactly," Doc agreed grimy. "Water was added to the greenish-yellow chemical to put it in
operation, then the stuff was poured over the men. As soon as it exhausts itself, the stuff

doubt | ess evaporates, just as do liquid air and dry ice. Dry ice doesn't nelt, as you know, it
evaporates. "

"That snoking effect around the bodies that everybody thought had been turned to stone," Monk
suggested, "was sinply the intensely cold chemical still evaporating fromthe body and cl ot hi ng.
Ri ght ?"

Doc nodded.

Then the bronze man gave his idea of the explanation for the unusual climate of the valley.

"The deposit of this chem cal must be enornous,"” he said. "Water seepage reaches it continually,
and the intense cold escapes through cracks in the stone, in the formof the msts which we
noticed."

"And the rain the old-tiner, here, said they had so often—

"I's sinply due to the cold valley air condensing what noisture there is in the atnosphere. The
normal process by which rain is formed, accel erated somewhat by the cold seepage fromthis deposit."
They heard shouting, then, and screaming. The cries, garbled by the fantastic acoustics of the
cavern, were as weird as the howing of a coyote pack on a noonlight night. There were expl osions.
Shots. Mre cries.

"Sounds as if Spad Amres had broken through,” Doc said.

Wth the others, he raced back toward the tunnel intersection. As they passed through the great
chanber where the natives had been mning the cold chenmical, they saw that the miners had deserted
their tasks and raced away.

Doc knew, of course, that they had been planning to use the chenmical to freeze Spad Anes and his
men, if they tried to rush the barricade.

Apparently they had not been very successful.

THE fighting was furious in the main tunnel |leading to the barricade. And the natives were
retreating.

"Back!" Doc war ned.

The bronze man had a few hi gh-expl osi ve grenades left. He ran down the subterranean passage a
short di stance—not toward the fighting, but in the direction of the valley. He covered fifty yards,
sel ected his spot, put one of the grenades in a crack in the wall, then whirled and ran back.

"Get down!" he rapped at the others.

The expl osion ripped out, followed by a sound as if broken glass was being ground together, and
the roof came down at that point. Rock dust boiled in the glare of their flashlights, mxing darkly
with the lighter foglike vapor that cane fromthe cold chenical.

Monk didn't approve. "Blazes!" he how ed. "Now we’'re bl ocked off fromthe valley!"

"So is Spad Ames," Doc said grimy.

The first cluster of retreating white-haired |Indians raced past. Doc and the others,

extinguishing their flashlights and flattening agai nst the side wall, escaped notice. The fleeing
group reached the point where the roof had collapsed, instantly set up a terrified bedl am of

how i ng.

"They seema little disturbed,"” Mnk said.

"Sh-h-h, you honmely mssing link!" Ham warned. "They find us, and we'll be disturbed, too!"

The fugitives came racing back, dived into the tunnel which led to the huge chanber and the

chem cal deposit. Oher natives in flight appeared, and foll owed them The word had evi dently gone
down the line, in the strange gobbling | anguage, that the other tunnel was bl ocked

Doc wat ched them fl ee past. Except for running sounds the defenders made, conparative silence had
fallen.

The last man in flight, it devel oped, was Mark Col orado. He nust have recovered fromthe
anaesthetic, followed the dogs as they trailed Doc and the others to the subterranean passages, and
joined the defenders

Doc stepped out, grasped Mark Col orado’s arm The bronze man put a flash on his own face so the

ot her woul d recogni ze him

"Ch—we knew you nust be in here sonewhere!" Mark Col orado gasped. "We—you've got to help us!"
"What happened?"

"They had poi son gas. W were hol ding them back at a long shaft by rolling stones, until we could
get ready to use the freezing stone upon them The shaft was crooked, and they could not shoot the
grenades to the top. But they caught a badger."

" Badger ?"

"Yes. Tied a poison gas bonb to the badger, then turned the animal |oose, and the scared creature
clinbed up the shaft. It was anong us before we knew it. Hal f-half of our nen are dead."

Doc said: "Cone on. W can't hold themoff here."”

They foll owed the natives who had fled toward the great chanmber, one side of which was conposed



of the vast deposit of cold chemcal.

"W can get out into the valley by this route?" Doc asked.

"How-how di d you know that ?"

"The breeze. There is a strong draft through here. There has to be an openi ng sonewhere beyond."
"Yes," Mark Col orado explained. "There is a dam across the river, and we can follow the river for
a short distance, then there is another opening which leads into the valley."

They coul d hear the Spad Ames crowd behind them

WHEN t hey were half across the great room they were shot at. One of Spad Anes’ nen did the
firing, using an automatic rifle. The bullets shrieked very close, and clanor of the weapon in the
cavern was ear-splitting. They extinguished their |ights, scattered.

"Get to the damas quick as you can!" Doc shout ed.

They raced forward. Renny becanme confused in the intense darkness, and ran agai nst the chem cal
deposit with one hand, and there was enough perspiration on his skin to cause the stuff to induce
terrific cold that felt as if a white-hot iron had touched his fingers. He how ed in pain.

Doc showed a light briefly. Renny joined them They scranbled up the steep stone backsl ope of the
dam found the narrow openi ng, and crowded through.

There was a native with a torch and a club on the other side. He snarled, lifted the club. Mrk
Col orado knocked hi m down, then barked at the man in their |ingo.

"I told him" Mark Col orado expl ained, "to get the others out of here. O do you want themto
stay and help fight?"

"Tell themto get out," Doc directed. "You can stay and act as guide, if you don't mnd."

Mar k Col orado shouted directions, and the native retreated, joining the others. The sounds they
made grew fainter.

There were other noises, however, on the other side of the dam

"Spad Anes and Locatella are conming!" Mnk barked.

"Cet back," Doc directed. "Get off this dam"

Then the bronze man sent a | oud shout back into the great cavern.

"Amres!" he shouted. "Spad Ames!"

Spad Anes answered profanely, said: "Damm us! W' ve been wonderin’ what happened to you!"

Doc yelled: "Get back! Don't try to rush us! W'll give you that one chance."

Spad Ames swore. Then he | aughed. And he drove the beam of a powerful searchlight against the
dam He nade a m stake about the nature of the dam proving that he had apparently never been in this
part of the underground |abyrinth before.

"They got a barricade!" he yelled. "Blow it down, guys!"

Doc noved. He noved at |east as fast as ever before in his life, and retreated fromthe dam He
splashed into the river, crossed it, joined the others, shouted: "Run! They’'re going to blast the
dam "

The others were al ready running.

Spad Anmes’ bonb, evidently a big grenade thrown by hand, let |oose a ripping crash. They had
pitched it through the aperture in what they thought was a barricade, not a dam and the thing had
landed in the water. Spray flew over Doc and the others. The dam cane apart.

For a few minutes, there was only rushing water.

Then the shrieks began com ng. And the vapor. The cold. The incredibly agonizing cold. The yells
grew nore horrible.

The bitter cold kept increasing.

"Run!" Doc warned. "There is a tremendous deposit of that chemical. W mght be frozen if we stay
here."

They raced, falling frequently, through the cavern passage.

After a while there were no nore shrieks behind them

And | ater they came out into the m sty pleasant darkness of the valley.

Chapter XVIIl. TOHERMT OR NOT TO HERM T

THREE days |l ater, the last searching party of white-haired people cane in fromthe desert,
clinmbing the | ong ropes which had been | owered over the cliff. They were not particularly cheerful.
Three of Spad Anes’ nen, fellows |left behind as | ookouts, had escaped through the desert, it
seened. These three were all that survived. Spad Ames, Locatella, the others, had died of cold in
the great cavern, or in the passages beyond.

Doc Savage listened to a translation of the report. He had picked up a few words of the |anguage,
but not enough to nore than catch the gist of what was said.

Mar k Col orado di d not seem di sappoi nted. "That should renove the | ast objection to your |eaving
here," he said. "The older nmen seermed to think we should go on trying to keep the existence of this
valley a secret."

Pretty Ruth Col orado was not so enthusiastic. She nipped her lips, said finally: "We will hate
very much to see you go."

Ham nudged Monk, whi spered: "What she neans is that she hates to see Doc go."

If the bronze man was aware of any particular feeling on the young wonan's part, or if he had any
thoughts of his own in that direction, he carefully refrained fromshowng them Hs |life work was



dangerous; it allowed no femnminine entangl enents, for enemes would strike at himthrough anyone who
becanme close to him He stuck always to his determination: no wonen. |t was not always easy, and not
al wvays was he entirely successful. The remarkabl e trai ning which he had received from chil dhood at
the hands of scientists had gone a |ong way toward maki ng hima superb physical nachine, but it had
not succeeded in relieving himof human enotions.

Renny had a report: "W can rebuild that dam but going in with electrically heated suits that

will protect us against the cold. O we can wait for a very dry season, when the river stops

flowi ng, and build the dam again. That was the way it was constructed in the first place."

Doc had consulted at some length with the chief of the valley Indians. As he had suspected, they
had pl anned to market the chemical commercially—that was the real reason for the presence of Mrk
and Ruth Col orado in Phenix Acadeny. It had been hoped the Col orados coul d devel op suitable
containers for the stuff, using Phenix |aboratory facilities, and | ater arrange marketing
facilities.

After some argument, Doc’s proposition was accepted. The chem cal product woul d be narketed
through an organi zati on which the bronze man could arrange. |f possible, no outsiders would be
allowed to enter the valley, as long as the inhabitants so w shed.

Part of the preparations which Doc and his aids nade before | eaving consisted of another
argunent —thi s one about whether the prisoners in the valley should be permitted to | eave.

Doc finally won out.

Then they | earned that the prisoners did not care about |eaving.

The ol d-timer expressed it the nost coherently.

"I don’t see where |’'d be any better off outside," he said. "Dag nab it, they got right

tol erabl e-1 ookin” squaws here, you gotta admt. And | got me one picked out."

"You want to stay?" Monk asked.

"Thanks, gents, but figger | wll."

Monk had been | ooking over the native femninity rather intensively, and he understood how the
old-timer felt.

"You know, " Monk said, "I think you got sonethin’ there."

THE END



